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Her First Time
The very attractive blonde client returned from the dressing area conscious of her naked full breasts swaying gently beneath her pink leather jacket. She could feel the cool silk lining stimulating her sensitive nipples, drawing them into erect points. Was it the silky caress or was it just her excitement making them erect?
"Oh, you have a lovely smile Sharon! Now I'll have you sit over there on the armchair with your legs off to one side. Open the jacket a bit so we can see your skin. Nice. A bit more and shift your arms onto the armrests. Turn toward the camera now and give me a sultry look. That's it."
Sharon was already relaxed and starting to enjoy this, posing in front of Joannie at the studio. They were just beginning her glamour photo session. The cool glass of Chablis had helped to remove some of her nervousness and probably some of her inhibitions too.
"Ready to show me more? Good. Let the jacket slip off your shoulders so it is about half-way across your breasts. Like that. Sexy look for me now. Lower the leather a little more. Yes. And now some more so the nipples are just coming into view. Are you OK with this? More skin? Good."
"A little lower now so the whole nipple is exposed. Excellent! That looks very nice! Now undo all the jacket snaps and then let it slide right down your arms from the shoulders. Move your arms open now so that the camera can see those lovely breasts. Perfect. Pull your arms through and let the coat rest on your lap."
Sharon sat in the armchair in her bikini panties with the leather jacket across her, exposed now from the waist up. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest because she had never done anything quite like this before. Well, her husband had taken some pinup photos of her, but this was different- a professional studio with a complete stranger.
"Are you comfortable so far? How you are feeling is everything in this business. Great. I thought so. Now bring your hands up beneath those nice boobs and cup them. Real handfuls. Oh how I envy you, Sharon. I sure didn't get my fair share. Hold them forward and up like an offering of ripe fruit...grapefruit, eh." Both women laughed at the photographer's little joke.
"Brush your fingers over your nipples to stiffen them even more- it looks better in the photos. That's it. Can you lift your boobs now while using two fingers to roll your nipples? Big smile. Perfect! My god, you are so sexy, Sharon!"
Sharon could feel her pussy getting moist as her whole body became stimulated by what she was doing right now. "This is amazing!" she thought. "I feel so hot doing this while she takes pictures of me. I feel like such a bad, bad girl, the way I want to show myself to her camera."
Joannie continued shooting while moving to different positions, telling her to follow the camera with a sexy smile. Then she had Sharon go to the dressing room to change into the black lingerie her new client had brought today for posing.
Soon Sharon emerged in a stretchy one-piece body suit, all lacy and mostly sheer, so that it showed a great deal of skin everywhere. There was no underwear beneath, so her neatly trimmed bush and her nipples were partially visible.
"That's very nice, Sharon. I'll bet your husband likes it, right? That's probably why you chose it today." Joannie knew the studio business after years of experience and understood how important it was to quickly develop a friendly, personal rapport with a new client.
"One of his favourites. It usually doesn't stay on me for very long, if you know what I mean?" Sharon was already feeling very comfortable with her photographer as they shared more laughter. And Joannie was picking up her client's sexual vibe.
"Lots of peek-a-boo appeal with that one, so let's move to the bed over there. You can pretend you're posing nude if you like, because with that lacy body suit you are and you aren't at the same time. Sound like fun to you? Good, let's do it."
"Start by coming to your knees on the bed. It is soft, so you'll have to spread your knees fairly far apart for balance. Give me that sultry look and move your upper body into different poses. Excellent. It seems is like you've posed before?"
Sharon simply shook her head in the negative, then asked, "What else should I do now? A few with my arms up over my head, maybe?" She knew that shots like this would highlight her tits and Mark would like that. Joannie took some more photos, then was ready to move on.
"Stretch out on your stomach now, propped up on your elbows, as if you're reading a book. Look back over your shoulder. Move your legs apart again. Farther. Don't worry, you're covered there. Bend your knees so your feet are in the air. Now lift a bit on this side so I see your breast. Hold it. You look very inviting like that and your nipple is right through the lace. Your man is going to love it."
"If you were my husband, this outfit would have been on the floor ten minutes ago!" Sharon joked. Client and photographer had quickly become quite at ease in the little studio that she had found.
Less than an hour before, it had been a very different story. The butterflies in Sharon's stomach felt more like eagles as she put her finger to the doorbell. She was a few minutes early for her appointment, and after sitting in her car a while to calm herself, she decided to go ahead with this foolish thing. It would be her first time taking her clothes off for a stranger, apart from the family doctor. And when the two kids were delivered, of course.
This was different, a glamour shoot with a professional photographer. On a whim, Sharon had decided to arrange a photo session to surprise her husband Mark with pictures for his birthday. She knew it was a gift that he would enjoy, both the photos and the re-enactment afterward.
Sharon was thirty-five years old and wanted to do this while in the prime of her sexuality. Of medium height, she had long shapely legs, a slim waist and ample breasts. Curly blonde hair, deep green eyes, and a sparkling smile all drew attention to her attractive face. She could flash smouldering sexual looks or remain cool and reserved as the mood suited her. Sharon was a very desirable wife, and she was a good mom. Men would call her a MILF.
Sharon and her husband Mark enjoyed a healthy sex life during their dozen years together. She was not shy about sex, but the two of them had always been strictly exclusive. Outgoing and friendly, she tended to draw men to her, but there was never any interest on her part in the advances they attempted. This glamour session with a female photographer was well within the bounds of her sexual interests.
The photographer had greeted her at the door and ushered her into a modest studio at the front of her older home in the city. Then she locked the door behind them, explaining that "No-one must disturb us during your appointment," adding, "And I'll be busy. You never know who might wander in off the street."
Joannie seemed to be both inviting and practical to Sharon. She was over forty, understated in her appearance and very straightforward, a no-nonsense kind of person. Joannie was quick to grin and laugh too. Sharon guessed that she was probably single and likely straight. She would be easy to work with.
As the glamour shoot progressed, the photographer had tried as many different angles and poses with the black body suit as she needed: kneeling, stretched out, sitting with Sharon's legs off to one side, Now she was ready to move on to another outfit.
"What else did you bring for posing, Sharon? We still have plenty of time."
"I have a white bustier with half cups, some white pull up stockings and matching heels."
"Sounds delicious! Matching panties or thong? No matter. You seem very relaxed in front of the camera and you're neatly trimmed there. I'll position you with nothing private showing, OK?" Sharon found the idea of posing without panties very exciting, so she nodded approval and went eagerly to the dressing area. A few minutes later she emerged.
"Oh, you look fabulous in that! These will be great photos for Mark."
The bustier accented Sharon's ample breasts, lifting them to a fullness that showed everything above the areole. It tapered down along her slim waist and followed part of the flare of her hips. The top of a carefully trimmed patch between her long limbs was slightly visible below it.
"A natural blonde I see," the photographer joked. "This looks so good on you, and I hardly need ask your husband's opinion of it."
"Hasn't seen it. I just bought it for today. Glad you like it. Makes me feel very sexy. By the way Joannie, I'm really enjoying this so much! Thank you."
Very sexy was an understatement because Sharon was feeling a bit aroused as she stood before this relative stranger, feeling cool air around a private part of her body, now completely exposed.
"Well, that is definitely a bedroom piece, so come kneel on the front edge of the bed like before, but this time you'll have to keep your legs together. Drop into a sitting position with your legs off to one side. Perfect. Nothing showing. You gave great poses in that black body suit, so do them again. That's it. Good. Sultry look, like you are eager for your man. Oh yes, I see that you are," Joannie said in a teasing way.
"Those were great, so try this. Put your hands above your head, palms together, like diving. Stretch up. Oh, those boobs! Lovely, lovely. Now hands folded behind your neck, chest out. I'll move around, but keep looking at the camera."
"This is fun, Joannie. You are making me feel so sexy! I should have done this long ago."
"Sexy enough to lift those beauties out of the cups and tease them like you did with the jacket? OK, let's do it. Perfect! Yes. And you can shift your legs a bit if you've been holding that pose for too long. A little wider is fine if your husband would like a bit of a flash? Oh, you are so naughty! As much as you want. They're your pictures, right?"
Sharon's heart beat faster as she caressed her nipples to erotic peaks and slipped her thighs a bit farther apart. She was on fire.
"Oh god," she thought, "I almost feel like opening right up to show my pussy to the camera. Fuck! What's gotten into me? If she asked me, I think that I'd even finger my clit for her and let her watch me come right here on the bed!" Then the photographer interrupted Sharon's wicked thoughts.
"We don't have any shots yet to highlight your nice bum. Turn around so your back is toward me and keep your legs together while resting on your knees. It will show your curves beautifully. Yes, like that. Now arch your back in and turn to look over your shoulder at me. Lovely. Your cheeks are so full, and I don't mean your face," she joked, then took several more photos.
"Feeling comfortable Sharon, because I have an idea for some great shots that Mark will be crazy for?"
"Very comfortable. I really like posing for you, especially if it will make my husband go wild." Sharon replied enthusiastically.
"These will, but just say no to this if you don't want to do it. I can unsnap the bustier and do the same shots from the back with you nude. I'm only asking because I seldom see a client as relaxed and comfortable as you are in here. Confident about your sexuality, and it just oozes from your every pore."
"Thank you. Yes, I'll do it." Sharon had not planned on anything like this, but she hadn't realized just how stimulating this experience would be.
The next thing she knew, Joannie's fingers were unhooking the dozen little clasps that held the bustier in place. As it was lifted away, Sharon realized that she was completely naked except for her stockings and heels! The feeling was indescribable. Sharon knew she would want to do this again.
"First, I'll take some photos like we did a few minutes ago, but look over the opposite shoulder this time and tilt your head down a bit as you seduce my camera. Yes, like that. Excellent."
Sharon could feel her whole body tingling at the very thought of what she was doing right now, and there was a telltale feeling of moisture seeping from inside. She hardly heard Joannie's instructions anymore, until the photographer called her name.
"Sharon. Sharon! Bring your arms up like we did before and I'll shoot at an angle from each side. It will show your body in profile, including most of the sides of your breasts. Rough up your nipples first- they look even better stiff. That's perfect. Here we go now."
An erotic feeling coursed through Sharon's body as she imagined herself naked in some exotic setting: an Arabian tent, a pirate's lair, maybe a strip club. Perhaps she was in a gambler's den, with the men casting lots to see who would have her tonight? She was vaguely aware of the photographer moving behind her and off to the sides, but was brought back to the present when Joannie spoke.
"That was perfect. I enjoy trying nude photography, but I don't often get the opportunity. That was so hot, Sharon. When your proofs are ready you might decide to pull some of the most revealing ones for a private collection. Something that you might enjoy in your own private moments, or to share with your man sometimes."
"Oh. Did I show too much? I was having wicked thoughts and I..."
"You were in the moment. You were beautiful. It is so easy to shoot an uninhibited woman like you. Usually, I'm trying to coax a client along to make their session even slightly erotic. Not with you. We still have a half hour if you want to use it for some more posing? Anything further of interest to you, Sharon?"
Sharon didn't take very long to answer. "I really liked that feeling of being photographed naked. It was so... so stimulating, so natural. Some of those black and white nudes you mentioned would be fun. I always like those when I see them displayed in art shops and galleries. And I am so in the mood to be naked right now after what we just did!"
"I think that you are ready to go from glamour shots to erotic black-and- white photography, Sharon. Nudes without colour look fabulous, all contour and shadow. Slip into a robe in the change room so you don't get cold. You won't need the stockings or shoes. I'll set things up here and we'll start in about ten minutes. Finish that second glass of wine to relax even more. I know that you are going to love this."
If someone had told Sharon a few hours ago that she would be posing nude today, she would have scoffed. After she walked through the front door, Joannie had asked her about any prior experience with glamour photography, to which Sharon had laughed nervously before answering.
"Does some bedroom posing for my husband count?" Joannie had just grinned and told Sharon that she might enjoy a glass of white wine to start with, and a second one during the shoot, if she wanted it. "Wine and photography mix well'" she joked.
"You really are a lovely woman, Sharon, and it will be my pleasure to help make this session something to remember. You said when you called that this would be a surprise gift for your husband, right?"
"Yes, and I hope I can do well, because even though I've been looking forward to this, now that I'm here I feel a bit nervous."
Joannie urged her to drink up. "The wine will help. It always does."
"I'm curious Sharon. How did you find out about my services and why did you pick me? I do some of this work, but I shoot as many weddings and proms as glamour."
"I saw your ad on the internet. There were others offering glamour shoots too, but I liked that you're a woman. I knew I would feel much more comfortable being undressed with you."
"Glad you chose me, Sharon. Any special requests today? Any shots you really want to have in your package? I like to be sure my clients leave with an experience that meets all their needs." Only later would Sharon find out how far Joannie would go with this photo session to leave the client very content indeed
"A close up, head and bare shoulders that I could frame to hang in the bedroom. No breasts, but some cleavage. Something to show me at thirty-five."
"That's easy. You're a very attractive thirty-five. Anything else?"
"Thanks. Let's see how I feel when you've done photos with the things I brought with me."
"Sure. I'll save some time in case you think of any more photo requests along the way. Sometimes I end up with black-and-white images, if a client wants to do that. There's a certain mystery about them and I always have the model turn her head so her whole face doesn't show. You might decide to try that."
Sharon thought a bit and said nothing, unwilling to commit at this point, though she soon would do so, wholeheartedly.
Now it was time for the black-and-white erotic photography to finish Sharon's session.
"I brought a little heater in while you were in the dressing area. This and the wine will help to keep you warmed up while we do this. From time-to-time you'll hear me ask you to stiffen your nipples so they look their best. For these shots, the emphasis is on the play of light and shadow across the skin, and your stiff nipples will really show well. You have beautiful curves and full breasts, so I'll get some great effects. Ready now?"
"Oh yes!" Sharon was more than ready to do this. In fact, she was sure that she could feel herself trembling slightly in anticipation. It had been a wonderful afternoon, and this promised to be even more exciting. She was imagining herself like some of those erotic nude photos in shops and galleries, their entire bodies shown, but anonymous nonetheless.
"We'll use the bed again since it is entirely in white, a neutral background for this work. Like before, come near the foot of the bed and balance on your knees with them open just enough to show that you are wearing absolutely nothing."
"Absolutely nothing." Sharon was excited just to hear Joannie say that. The anticipation of what was to come was almost unbearable now, she was so eager to begin posing again. It was quickly emerging as a sexual high that Sharon had not expected to find in her photo session today.
"Now rest back on your haunches so I can see those long legs folded underneath. Like we did before, turn your body from the waist, raise your arms, clasp them behind your head, and always look sultry. Hold each pose for enough time to allow me try it from different sides and angles. If you feel stiff, shift your legs to a different position."
"Nipples ready now. OK, here we go into black-and-white erotic photography, Sharon. I hope that you enjoy the ride." She didn't know what sort of wild ride she would soon be taking.
The next fifteen minutes passed like an erotic dream for Sharon, an extended scene in which she was naked and performing. She put her upper body into every sexy pose she could think of as Joannie moved around to capture different camera angles.
Lewd thoughts of sliding one hand down to caress her moistening labia began to crowd her mind again. She imagined herself spreading wider for the camera and rubbing her clitoris. She wondered how it would feel to masturbate on film. Then her sexual thoughts were interrupted.
"Sharon. Sharon! We'll be finished soon. Bring your palms down and rest them on your thighs. Close your eyes and I'll take some pensive photos of you like that. Oh, your legs seem to be a bit wider apart now, but it'll just be shadow from either side anyway. Is that alright with you? Feeling good with this so far?"
"Oh yes. I'm feeling fine with everything so far and I'm ready for more! I hope there's enough time?" Sharon replied enthusiastically, and a bit breathless from her randy thoughts.
Joannie smiled a little, nodded and kept shooting. She had been doing this long enough to know how Sharon was feeling right now. She could tell that this beautiful woman in front of her lens had much more to give today.



Now the photographer's voice took on a soft, more persuasive tone, and the directions became increasingly intimate as she led Sharon farther into her erotic photo session. Joannie was coaxing and gently insistent at first.
"Honey, you can open a bit wider now. That's good. Stiffen those lovely nipples for me. Perfect. Now offer me those beautiful tits and think of someone kissing them. You are so beautiful Sharon, so sexy, so uninhibited. I love watching you pose. Do you like showing your body to me for pictures?"
"Yes. Yes. I love it. Just tell me what you want me to do, Joannie, and I will. I'll do it for you." Sharon's voice was low and sultry, a reflection of how aroused she was feeling. She wanted the photographer to take her deeper into this new world.
"Perfect. I want you to drag your fingertips down across your stomach now and I'll just keep shooting. Good. Go lower for me. Lower. Yes. That's lovely. It's your body Sharon, and you can enjoy whatever you find down there, honey."
Sharon didn't need any more prompting. Her mind was filled with images of her naked body on display for the camera. It was an experience like no other. She moved her thighs even farther apart and trailed one hand down to her moist labia while pulling at a stiff nipple with the other. Lust was beginning to consume her now.
Sharon could feel that she was very wet, so she used a finger to bring some lubricant onto the little nub so close by. Her finger began to move in small circles around the tip of her clitoris, teasing it, drawing it up. It felt so good that Sharon arched her back and tilted her head backward in ecstasy. Her seductive open mouth revealed her intense desire as she began to float away.
"You like this, don't you honey? Good. Just go very slowly to make it last as long as you can. We'll go to a very special place now and my camera will save it for you. Now close your eyes and come there with me." Joannie's soft voice was hypnotic.
Sharon's eyes closed and she could feel her breathing change. Yes she was going now, gently wafted into another realm by the power of the photographer's words and her own circling finger. Then she heard Joannie's slow and deliberate voice leading her farther into unknown territory.
Beautiful, honey, beautiful... Hold yourself wide so I can see it all... So beautiful... So soft...So wet... Please love yourself for me... Yes, like that...Go nice and slow...Show me how hot you feel... We are all alone here...No-one will stop you...Play for me while I watch you...Oh honey, I love how you play."
Sharon was someplace else. With Mark. On stage. In a porn movie. There was nothing but this incredible feeling that had overtaken her; this overwhelming need she felt inside her lovely body. It was so erotic to be completely naked, knees spread wide, hands at her pussy and nipples, while the camera watched it all!
Sharon's eyes were closed and her fingers slowly, gently caressed her needy pink flesh, so hungry for more intense stimulation. Then she began to moan softly through her open mouth as she lost herself, her fingers sensuously stroking the full length of her engorged clitoris. The photographer intermittently edged her along in a soothing voice while Sharon brazenly loved herself for the camera.
"Such a beautiful woman...Such a pussy... So wide open... And so wet... Taste your fingers...Mmmm!...Now love yourself again for me... Slower. Slower... I love to watch you touching... Please. I want to see everything... You are so beautiful right now, honey." Her intoxicating tone was overcoming any misgivings that might still be holding Sharon back. Continuous moans and long sighs spoke only of the model's growing pleasure.
There were no reservations about any of this. Sharon would do whatever the photographer asked of her. It was as if she had fallen under some sort of magical spell which had taken away her will. Today she had found her inner slut, a woman who loved openly touching herself, loving herself in front of a relative stranger. And it all felt absolutely, delectably sinful!
As the waves of sensation intensified, Sharon's hips began to undulate to meet her fingers and her moans grew louder, more insistent. She was lost now, a wanderer in the sexual realm to which she had been carried by her photographer.
"Taste your pussy, Sharon... Lick your fingers for me... So good, isn't it?...Imagine people watching you now...They see how you are playing... Would you like that?... Yes, I thought you would...You are so hot, aren't you?...Show my camera how hot you can be."
Sharon shifted to open her legs as far as possible, at the same time spreading her pussy wider her with fingers from above. She wanted Joannie's camera to see every bit of her private flesh. She rolled two fingers lazily around her urgent clitoris, using the others to bathe it in her own flowing juices. No act was too intimate now. No close-up was too close. And the camera was watching it all.
Never in her life had Sharon felt so completely uninhibited. It was the camera. It was the photographer. More than anything, it was a powerful urge deep within her that had just surfaced. She knew she was losing control of herself and had no desire to stop. She knew where this was headed and she wanted that, badly!
Then Sharon opened her eyes for a moment and glanced down. Joannie had come in very close at a low angle between her parted knees, shooting upward from bed level. Her lens took in the model's wet, open pussy with fingers playing inside. Higher in the frame were the undersides and erect nipples of Sharon's ample tits. And between them, the camera could see her highly aroused face looking down, her open mouth begging for more.
Joannie saw her eyes open and spoke softly, slowly. "You like this don't you honey?... Good... Go very slowly...Make it last as long as you can... Very slowly... You're in a special place right now...Close your eyes while I save it all for you... We will be there soon."
Then the photographer began to tease Sharon with a slow chain of very sexual images. Her voice was a bare whisper, scarcely audible above the sound of the model's deep, erotic moaning and heavy breathing as she loved herself. Joannie could tell that Sharon needed to come. She could see the model's fingers moving faster, as she clutched and kneaded a soft breast.
"Will you come for me, honey?... Your clitoris so big right now... Would you like Mark to kiss and suck it?... Wouldn't that feel soooo good?... Mmmm...Would you like him to pull those big nipples into his mouth to suck them too?... Imagine him doing it now... Would you fuck Mark right here on my bed?... Oh yeah!... Imagine I'm here watching it... He'll push his big cock deep into your beautiful, wet pussy... Would you love that?... Would you cry out for more?... Come for me, honey... Come for me... Come..."
That was what it took to send the model over the brink, in the watching eye of Joannie's camera. Sharon came hard and long for both of them. No, she came explosively!
"Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Fuck me! Fuck me Mark! I'm coming! I'm coming baby! I'm com...Aaarrraaaggghhh!!"
Sharon's body lifted off the bed as a spasm jerked through her, causing convulsions in the muscles from her stomach to her thighs. Her eyes were jammed shut, while her fingers continued to fly across her raging clitoris as long as she could. Then it was simply too much. Her body was completely spent, wet with perspiration and Sharon slumped onto her side, where she lay panting for breath.
As the earth slowed back down, Sharon opened her eyes and saw Joannie staring at her smiling.
"Are you OK now?" was all she asked. "I have your robe and then you can get into your street clothes. I'll call in a week or so when the proofs are ready."
And Joannie winked as she used one arm to pull Sharon up and the other to pass her the robe. "I know that was an experience that neither one of us will forget for a long time."
"Will we."
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A Studio Model
Dancing in front of the tall mirror, the beautiful blonde's ample breasts were swaying as her long legs moved to the Latin beat. Sharon could feel the cool cotton of her husband's white dress shirt brushing against her sensitive nipples as she tossed her hips lewdly and wagged her ass. No-one else was home. Sharon was slipping back into the love zone.
"Dah-dah-dah-dah-dah-dah-dah-Hey! Dah-dah-dah-dah..."
Her arms swung in time with her tits as she chanted out the sexy beat.
Sharon was oversexed after her first erotic photo shoot, unable to get the experience out of her mind. At work, she remembered herself kneeling naked on the bed, teasing her body for Joannie's camera. At home all she wanted to do was fuck her husband's brains out. Fortunate man.
Alone at home during the day was sheer agony. Sharon could not concentrate on anything but posing nude for Joannie. She wanted to do it again. She needed to do it again!
Sharon heated up as she danced. She gradually unbuttoned the shirt and opened up the cuffs. First her erect nipples came into view, and then her entire breasts as she moved. She liked watching herself dance like this because it felt very sexy. Then she slipped the shirt off altogether and continued dancing naked, just her and the gorgeous MILF in the mirror.
"I need to get Mark out dancing again," she mused. "I love it. Certainly like this!"
Sharon wore plenty of bright red lipstick today because she was feeling especially hot. She had done some intimate hair removal during her morning shower, and it made her feel rather slutty. She was eager to show off her new look.
After a while, she stopped dancing and stood swaying in front of the mirror, studying her beautiful body. Her hands curled under her shapely tits, holding them up and out. She pulled and rolled her nipples and examined their reflected tips, now swollen and erect
Craning her long neck, she lifted each one to her mouth, pleasurably sucking the entire areola between her lips. Each nipple came away tipped in red from the lipstick she had applied for this afternoon's game. Then she cupped each breast in her hands to admire her mouth painting.
"Nice tits, girl," she murmured. Sharon could feel telltale moisture beginning to seep down her vagina.
Sharon was eager for Joannie to phone, telling her that the proofs were ready. How could one week pass by so slowly? But sometimes she remembered how far she had stepped out of character in the last half hour of her sitting. She dreaded facing the relative stranger to whom she had so brazenly exposed herself and masturbated to a shattering orgasm.
But she wasn't thinking of that now. She dragged the dressing mirror close to the foot of the bed, then came to her knees in front of it. She was going back to Joannie's studio again.
"I'm wide and wet for you. See," Sharon said to the mirror, as she slid a hand down across her stomach and into her vagina. Then she gave a sultry look as she brought her damp fingers to her red lips and sucked them.
"Mmmm...my pussy tastes so good," she purred, before scooping inside again to bring more of her nectar to her licking mouth. Some of her red lipstick transferred to her fingers, which in turn further rouged her labia each time they returned there.
The photographer's slow, teasing words kept echoing through Sharon's brain. They were a reminder of a half hour in her life about which she had little recollection, apart from coaxing phrases and fingers on urgent pink flesh. She couldn't escape Joannie's seductive words.
"Do you like this? Yes, I thought so. Go slowly. Make it last. I'll take you to a special place. Let me see all of you now. I love watching you play. So wide. So wet. Do you like to show your body to me?"
"Oh fuck, Joannie, you know I do!" Sharon exclaimed loudly.
A few days later, Sharon stood in the noise of downtown traffic, pressing the doorbell of the little studio. Joannie ushered her into the dim quiet, and quickly locked the door behind her. The photographer gave Sharon a friendly hug and European kisses on both cheeks this time. Her client reciprocated and began to speak immediately.
"Joannie, I'm so sorry that I got carried a..."
"Stop. You were wonderful. I won't hear another w..."
"I've never done anything like that be..."
"Me neither! You drew my camera out like never..."
"Me! I just feel so embarrassed..."
"Please Sharon. Accept that it was a special moment. Just the three of us- you, me, the camera. Now let's look at the results before we both fall all over ourselves apologizing about a good thing."
There she was again: straightforward and practical Joannie. However, Sharon did notice that she looked better turned out than last time: makeup, hair down, smart clothes. She complimented her photographer. She liked the woman.
Joannie just shrugged it off, saying, "I've decided to try a bit harder," and smiled. "Now let's look at your proofs."
They were sorted into three folders, as promised: Glamour, Black-and-Whites, and Private. The women browsed through the first two folders, commenting on the twenty or so photos selected for each group. Comments like, "Love that one," "You look so hot there," "Best one I've seen," flew back and forth.
"You look fabulous in these Sharon. What a body! It was a pleasure to photograph you. So easy to work with!"
"I love these photos, Joannie, and Mark will too. They are hot alright, and I never expected to be posing completely naked for you. But, I'm almost afraid to look at the Private folder."
"Remember Sharon, we signed an agreement the day you came in here. These pictures are for you only. I am not permitted to use them or even to show them without your express permission."
"And the ones that you rejected? Where are they?"
"Digitally erased. I operate a reputable business and rely on repeats and referrals. Anything in these three folders is in cloud storage, accessible only to me. Your photos are strictly your own."
"You know, I've been thinking about our session a lot the past week," Sharon said. "Every time I do it gets me excited all over again. I think you know what I mean?" They laughed and Joannie unexpectedly made a confession too.
"I know. Don't get me wrong, Sharon. I'm straight, but I don't get much. Since my divorce years ago, I really don't get any. Quite honestly, what you and I did last week was probably as exciting for me as it was for you. A vicarious experience. After you left...well... you know."
"Did you use my photos?" Sharon burst out in amazement.
"I...I did. I hope you don't mind Sharon? It isn't very professional, but I just couldn't help myself and I had to relieve..."
Sharon broke the tension by laughing and patting Joannie's hand. "If you only knew what I was doing with my cell camera five minutes before you called yesterday!" Then they both laughed like old friends who knew one another's secrets.
There were twenty photos in the Private file, a few of them open-legged shots of Sharon in her white bustier or nude in stockings and shoes, but most came from the end of the session. They were arranged from Sharon's fingertips trailing down toward her labia, to her stunning orgasm. Four photos off to the side were face down.
"Oh my god! These are so wild! I can't believe that I did this for you, but at the time... well, you really did take me to another place. It seemed like I was there for hours."
"Actually, about fifteen minutes from this touching photo until you came. Time can stand still at moments like these. Doesn't it look good in light and shadow? In full colour, I would call it porn. But, in black-and-white, its erotica. Don't you agree."
"Yes, when you explain it like that. Here, I can see just how aroused I felt, the way my back is arched, my head tilted back, eyes closed and mouth open. I'm somewhere else."
"And this one, with your fingertips on your clitoris while you hold yourself wide- it has excitement and mystery. The light is focused on those fingers, while the rest fades to grey, then black. No-one knows who she is, but they can tell where she is at that moment- in a world of sensation."
Then Sharon hesitated before adding, "OK, show me the last four. I suppose I'm going to see myself falling over the edge, right?" Joannie smiled and nodded, then spread the remaining shots across the table.
Sharon saw herself like never before, more intimately than anyone except Mark and a lover she had back in college. She could see the intensity of her arousal. It was like looking deep inside herself.
"You know, Joannie," she said softly. "They are very personal, but they show how I felt at that moment. I've never seen myself this way before. I'm looking at myself from outside, miles away from here." Then she was quiet, looking at them more closely.
Joannie began to worry that Sharon might be angry at being so exposed. After all, the woman in the photos was spread as wide as possible, fingering her clitoris furiously. She was leaning forward, and her nipples were fully erect. Part of her face was obscured by a mop of curled hair and her mouth was open. One could almost hear the erotic moans and sighs filling the air. Joannie certainly could.
The last photo caught that final moment. She was clearly in the middle of being shaken hard by a crashing orgasm. Her fingers were still at work, but their job had already been done. Sharon had come long and hard for both the camera and the photographer. As Joannie watched her client carefully, Sharon finally spoke.
"Amazing work, Joannie. And there's something I must talk to you about. Do we have about fifteen minutes or so now?" It was a proposal that she had been rolling around since yesterday.
The day before she came in for her photo proofs Sharon had decided that she must pose nude again, and soon. She was thinking about it as she knelt on her bed, the dressing mirror a few feet away. She had just slipped off Mark's white dress shirt.
Now Sharon was taking things a step farther. Her cellphone lay on the bed beside her. This would be as close to her recent experience as she could come by herself- her first naked selfies. She spoke to her image in the mirror.
"Do you like my body?" she whispered. "Good. Let me show it to you now." Sharon stretched her camera arm out while she grasped a red nipple and used it to lift the whole breast.
"Do you like my tits? Look how long my nipples grow when I tease them. Wouldn't you love to suck them?" she purred. Then she used the phone to take photos from above and each side. The other one was offered in the same way, and devoured by the camera.
Next Sharon shifted her legs farther apart and rolled her finger slowly in a little circle around her clitoris. She whispered to the camera intimately as she held it just out from her body.
"See how I shaved some curls today. Do you like it? It makes me feel soooo sexy. Why don't you take some pictures of it? Get close enough to see how wet I am. Do you like my pink labia? You can see my clitoris now. It feels sooo good to touch it."
Sharon arched her back like she had at Joannie's and began to moan as sensations spread outward from her centre to her extremities. A warm feeling, more of a heat, began to course its way through her body, a sort of wonderful tingling.
Then Sharon had an idea, a wicked idea. A little video! She picked up her cell and reset it, then positioned it on the bed between her legs pointing slightly inwards and up. "That should work," she thought, then remembered the audio.
With a devious little smile, Sharon set and tested the volume. "And, why not in black and white, like at the studio?" So, she changed the setting and after another trial, everything was ready. Now she turned it on. She would talk as it explored her body, a sort of erotic guided tour.
Sharon dipped her fingers into her wet pussy and used the lubrication to pull and roll her lovely nipples into long points. Even this feeling made her want to lean back and close her eyes. They always felt so good stimulated like this. Sharon spoke softly to the camera.
"Aren't my nipples nice like this? I love how this makes me feel. Are you watching closely now?" With that, Sharon slid one hand across her stomach, down to her moist labia, like she had done for Joannie. She spoke softly and slowly.
"Would you like to watch me play now?... Good. I'll go slowly so you see everything. I want you to see me love myself," she coaxed the camera. Sharon continued teasing herself while it whirred and she whispered slowly.
"My clitoris feels so good when I do this... Can you see it swelling now?... Oh, it makes me so hot... I'll open as wide as I can... See my wet, pink pussy... I love showing it all to you... I wish that you could kiss it... Or suck it hard...Oh I'd love that so much!"
Sharon was floating away now, leading herself into this other world she had travelled to with the photographer last week. It felt wonderful to be naked and spread wide by her fingers again, in front of this probing eye.
She opened her eyes and glanced down at the soft spinning sound below. On the screen, she could see creamy fluid seeping around her caressing fingers, while she dipped the others into her vagina to collect some more. A few little drops fell onto the glass.
Sharon was pleased with how firm and round her breasts looked from beneath and she wiggled her bum a bit to watch them gently sway from side to side. She could see her state of arousal in her pouting mouth and half-lidded eyes.
"Oh god. I need it bad! I really need to be fucked," she murmured as her fingers continued to play with her engorged clitoris. This was definitely a hot woman- the thermometer rising was her own doing.
Sharon was forcing herself to wring every second out of the feeling running through her naked, spread body. As she continued to caress her demanding little bud, creaming it for more stimulation, her erotic moans of pleasure rose in volume and urgency. Then she brought her sticky fingers to her red lips, where she licked them greedily, while looking down between her pointed tits.
Now she was starring in a porn film. The crew crowded around as she loved herself so willingly, so shamelessly for them. She was showing everything that she kept hidden from the world. Naked and alive, fingering and moaning, Sharon's inner slut was out to play once more. She would do anything they wanted.
"Who would like to fuck me?" she moaned. "I need it so bad... Two of you?...Oh yeah!...I want to do that!... Three at once?... Sure, I love to suck... Come on!...Fuck me...Fuck me!" Sharon was feeling her passion nearing a peak.
They were ready to film the last moments of the final scene, and Sharon couldn't go slowly anymore. Her fingers began to fly across her screaming clitoris, while she pulled harder at a swollen nipple. High pitched moaning and guttural sounds filled the room. They were filming her porn movie, and she was ready to come for them!
"Oh fuck!... Fuck...Ugh. Ugh... Yes. Yessss! Come for me!... Come now!... Fuck!"
Sharon's beautiful body began to move in time with the waves of sensation that were passing through her. Then she crested and fingered more softly, causing her hips to thrust forward in little bursts. After a while she stopped to catch her breath and rest. Eventually Sharon stopped the video recorder and shut off her phone.
Just as she was sliding from the bed the phone rang and the number of Joannie's studio flashed. Sharon waited a few rings while she took some deep breaths, then answered.
"Hi Sharon. Your proofs are ready. Can you come in, say, ten tomorrow morning? Good. See you then."
The next day in the studio, Sharon had examined all of her proofs and Joannie was looking at her inquisitively, as if to ask, "What is it you want to talk to me about? Are you still concerned about the signed agreement or the security of your photos? Something else?" Sharon saw her concern.
"I am perfectly happy with everything, Joannie, and I really don't care if you get off sometimes with my photos either," she laughed. "I want to talk to you about doing it all again. It was so exciting, and I have a proposal. I could help out here in exchange for more photo sittings."
Sharon went on to explain that in her part time job as an Administrative Assistant she was skilled with all sorts of business-oriented computer applications, with filing, telephone work and generally dealing with people. She suggested that Joannie could use some help to manage and grow her business. And she raised another point.
"You told me last week that you enjoy doing erotic photography but don't have the opportunities to practice it. I could be your studio model and we could practice together. Different settings, lighting effects, poses and so on. Yes, your studio practice model. I'd really like that."
Joannie was interested and asked Sharon if she could also help her with lighting and such during shoots.
"I do commercial work for sportswear and swimwear companies from time-to-time. It is hard to work alone. I need someone to help with setup, lighting, and sometimes the models can be very demanding. Could you handle that?" Sharon replied in the affirmative and Joannie was quick to decide.
"Great idea. I would do a full photo session with you every two weeks in exchange for two days help, about sixteen hours, when you are available. Could you do that, starting Monday?"
"Yes, Joannie. I'm your studio model now, twice a month. I can hardly wait for my next sitting!'
Saturday was going to be special. The kids were overnight with her mother and two birthday gifts were ready for Mark. Both were wrapped: thirty relatively tame photo proofs Sharon had chosen, and Sharon herself, packaged in the same bustier she had worn for her photo shoot. She knew there would be fireworks tonight.
Later, Sharon emerged from the bedroom wearing a long filmy white peignoir which offered a revealing look at her lingerie and her silky white stockings. Her lips were red, and curly blonde hair cascaded around her lovely face and green eyes. Mark was speechless!
"Come sit beside me, Mark," she suggested. "I have a surprise gift for you."
"I can see that now and I like it already," he enthused. "When can I open it?"
"You can open me later, but first this one."
Sharon passed her husband the folder of proofs and as he unwrapped it, she told him to pick his favourites. She'd have prints made of anything he chose. He was already shuffling through the glamour shots and some black-and-whites she had included. His eyes were wide!
"Oh my god baby! These are fabulous! Damn, look at you! Sharon, you should be a model. These are fantastic! What if I want them all?" Then he caught his breath and stopped, looking at Sharon quite seriously.
"When did you do this anyway, and who took them? I really don't like the idea..."
"Of Joannie taking my photos at her studio downtown? Relax Mark and see me as an erotic model. It's something you're going to enjoy, I know."
This was the perfect time to tell him about the deal with Joannie. Sharon was dressed for sex and he held her nude photos in his hand. What could go wrong?
"I had a wonderful time posing, so I decided to do it again, Mark. I had no idea how exciting this can be. I was on a high for the whole sitting and Joannie is so good. She brings everything out in me."
"Yeah, I can see that. These are so hot! Now I know why you wanted sex all week. I was really dragging my ass at the office. Not complaining. No."
"Mark, I made an arrangement with her. She needs help at the studio because she's on her own there . I'm going to give her eight hours each week and in exchange, every two weeks she will do another sitting with me. I'll be her studio model! We've already agreed, and it starts on Monday."



"Great. I hope the photos are as good as these. My god you look so sexy! Come here."
"Let's go upstairs now. I want to show you the outfit I wore for some of your photos."
In the bedroom, Sharon dramatically removed her over-gown, then dropped to her knees in front of her man. She pulled hard on his pants and his large cock sprung out by her face. Mark knew that nobody could suck a cock like Sharon. However, he didn't know that her college tutor had schooled her.
As Mark looked down, the magnificent view made him rock hard. Sharon was on her knees looking up at him- her big green eyes, her curly blonde hair, and red lips tight around his big member. Her magnificent tits literally spilled from her bustier as her pretty head bobbed.
Then she withdrew him from her mouth to kiss her way along the underside of his cock until she reached his big balls. Her red lips enveloped one and then the other, while her tongue playfully licked each one. At the same time, Sharon stroked his cock and peered up into his eyes as if to say how happy she was to love him.
Now she wanted to have his cock deep in her throat. Kissing slowly back up to the head, Sharon flicked her tongue around the most tender areas, while Mark groaned in seeming agony. Then her sucking red lips encircled the entire head and she winked at him. Continuing to stroke slowly but firmly, Sharon's head went down until his big rod had disappeared completely.
Quickly she pulled back to catch her breath, then slowly repeated the practiced moves. Suck, swallow, withdraw, repeat. Suck, swallow, withdraw, retreat. And all the while those big green eyes and rouge lips filled Mark's view. He even noticed that the descent of her mouth was marked by broad streaks of lipstick along the length of his engorged cock.
"No more baby or I'll come in your mouth," Mark warned, even though he didn't want her to stop.
It was his turn now. He had noticed already that his wife's pussy looked different and he was eager for a closer inspection. Mark had Sharon sit on the side of the bed, then pushed her back and pulled her knees apart. Kneeling before her, he could see that she had shaved away all the blonde curls that framed her vagina. Only a little patch remained above her labia.
Mark used his fingers to push the remaining patch upward, exposing her bright pink lips and between them, her erect little bud. His tongue darted in and out, tickling his wife's clitoris, bringing little moans from her mouth.
Then he kissed it as he dipped first one thick finger, then a second down into her wet cavern. Smearing her sticky fluid onto her clitoris, Mark kissed, then sucked it between his lips. He flattened his tongue against her clit and dragged across it, sending an electric current through her pussy. Sharon moaned loudly, lost in lust.
"Nobody can do that like Mark," she thought, forgetting about her college fling, and not realizing the opportunities to come by way of Joannie's studio.
"So good! Better stop now honey. I have more planned for us," she gasped.
Ten minutes later, Sharon had straddled Mark's prone body, his erect cock deep in her wet pussy. She still wore that sexy bustier, but her cups were down now so that she could pull at her sensitive nipples. They projected outward like bullets- succulent points eager for stimulation.
As Mark thrust steadily upward, Sharon ground her undulating hips down against his groan. Her vagina seeped with evidence of her intense arousal, lubricating their moving parts, minimizing friction. Both groaned and sighed as they moved like a well-oiled machine, thrusting and grinding, thrusting and grinding. The love machine.
"Oh fuck, baby. Love how your tits sway while we're fucking. What a body! And that shaved pussy! My god. Ugh! Ugh!"
"Stop for a moment honey so I can turn around. You'll love this view too!"
Sharon shifted to face his feet, reached back to grab his big cock, then slid down it, right to his balls. Leaning forward, Sharon began to fuck him, rocking forward and backward, bringing most of his rod out before rocking back to bury it again.
He was treated to an unexcelled picture of her clinging pink labia, the mounds of her shapely ass, and another opening which he occasionally explored. Bending his neck to one side, Mark could see her big tits moving a half beat behind the rest of her smooth body.
"Do you like me fucking you, honey? Feels so good in my cunt."
Now that was different! This was not a word in Sharon's vocabulary. Between her language, the new bustier, and her pussy trim, Mark was already aware of subtle changes in his wife since she had posed nude.
"Oh yeah. Incredible! Can I get behind and really fuck you hard now? I don't know how long I can keep this going. You are driving me wild tonight, baby."
Sharon scrambled to her knees, then leaned forward onto her hands. Mark could see her beautiful tits suspended beneath her, seemingly twice their normal size like that. She looked behind her and spread her legs apart at the same time. Then she tilted her pelvis down so that her lovely, shaved pink was readily available to Mark's cock. Last, Sharon wiggled her ass. There was never a more appealing invitation.
He brought himself close and stroked a bit to start sliding deep into her womanly body. Immediately her flowing juices enveloped him in a lubricating bath, while her toned muscles grabbed him in their grip. Looking down, Mark could see that Sharon had brought her painted fingers to her clitoris, rolling them on its tip. She began to moan as the double-teaming - his cock, her fingers- brought out her need to be fucked and fucked hard.
"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me!" Then Mark was surprised to hear Sharon begin to slowly urge him on. She was taking a page from Joannie's seductive playbook.
"Imagine this... We're fucking for my photographer... In her studio... She's watching closely...With her camera... My cunt is spread wide... I'm soaking wet... Your cock is huge... You stretch me completely... We start to move faster..."
"Oh fuck, baby. That is so hot!" her husband groaned.
"She's watching us fuck... You're pounding into me... Harder and deeper... I finger my clit...Her camera is close... She is watching us fucking... She sees it all...She wants us to come for her!... Will you come for her?"
"Oh fuck, baby. You're making me crazy!" Mark was higher than he could ever remember before.
"You're almost there... So am I... She wants us to come... She needs to see it... You keep fucking me... She's watching us... Go harder!... Harder... Harder!" Mark just couldn't last any longer.
"Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Aahhhh!" And he exploded.
He came like it was his first time. His stomach muscles clenched, and his hips moved at breakneck speed. He could feel himself releasing into his wife's vagina as she continued to strum her clitoris. One, two, three...five jets of his seed flew into her depths. Still, she rubbed herself, but two could play this erotic game. Mark took his turn.
"Baby, she knows you're fucking yourself... She sees your big clit... She knows what you need... Rub it, baby... Rub it hard... Do it for her, baby...Do it...Come for her, baby... Come for her... Give it to her...Come for her now!"
"Oh fuck Mark! Oh fuck! Here it comes! Oh fuuuuuccckkk!" And she was there.
Sharon's whole body lifted up, jerking wildly, while fingers continued to fly across her raging nub until she couldn't take any more. Too much of a good thing. Too much sensation. Too much. And she rolled down onto her side. Mark quickly lay across her damp tits, skin-on-skin.
"Oh my god, baby! Just amazing!" he babbled. " And what's with that sexy talking?"
"Joannie does that when she's taking photos. It is a real turn-on!"
Then Sharon smiled at her husband, and they kissed deeply, like lovers. She looked at him and whispered in a low, sexy voice.
"That was incredible! One that we'll remember for a while. Now I have my new job at the studio, so I think there'll be plenty more like it. Maybe even better?" Then she paused to reflect for a moment.
"You never know what might be coming next."
No. And neither did Sharon.
She didn't yet realize all the experiences that lay ahead as a model.



            Sharon Finds Erotic Photography Ch. 03

            How was she seduced by a beautiful swimwear model?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sharon-finds-erotic-photography-ch-03

Title: Sharon Finds Erotic Photography Ch. 03

Author: 1fastguy

Category: Loving Wives

Description: How was she seduced by a beautiful swimwear model?

Tags: masturbation, sixty nine, watching, teasing, photography, erotic photography, first time, bisexual, model, femme

Series: Sharon Finds Erotic Photography


She meets Liana
In the dressing area, the stunning model struggled to get everything properly situated. As the commercial shoot progressed, the swimwear had become more and more risque, tiny items that nobody could actually wear for swimming. The last one was hardly there, simply framing each of Liana's naked breasts with a coloured triangle of string. The bottom had just two strings passing between her long legs, with only a miniscule patch to cover her slit.
"Sharon don't be shy; this is the fashion industry. Run your fingers along each of these strings to make sure none of them are twisted. That's it. Across the back, in my ass and then up front. I'm used to this. All part of the swimwear business."
It was Sharon's first month on the job and the photographer had her attending to the Tropica Sun and Swim Creations model. She could feel Liana's soft, tanned skin as she ran her fingers under the top strings and felt the underside of each breast. Then she adjusted the knot at the back, and Liana wiggled her shoulders, shaking her pert breasts to see how it felt. Sharon liked the way her nipples seemed permanently pointed, or was the model aroused by her touch, she wondered?
"That's good. Now the bottom. No twists."
Sharon knelt behind her and put two fingers under the strings there and, starting at the back, traced them down between her firm buns. The model widened her stance to give better access. Finally, the assistant got the nerve to adjust the strings that passed on each side of Liana's pussy. Sharon's heart was pounding as her fingers moved so close that she could almost touch the model's slit. Then she changed position, kneeling in front of Liana.
As Sharon's fingers followed the strings again, she could see glimpses of the model's shaved outer lips and her protruding nub. Something inside the assistant wanted to 'accidently' touch the private flesh so close at hand. She felt confused by this new feeling and found herself murmuring to the model.
"Mmm...your body is so beautiful, Liana. So soft and smooth." Then the model surprised her.
"You want to touch me, don't you?" she whispered seductively. "It's OK. I want you to. A bit now, more later if you like it." She looked down to give Sharon a mischievous grin.
Sharon found herself complying, as her fingertips traced along the bare outer lip and then onto the model's damp clitoris. She felt the woman jerk a bit at her touch and moan softly, widening her stance even more.
"A few more with your fingertips, OK? I'd like that," she breathed to her helper.
Sharon retraced her path again, bringing her face closer and bending a little lower to see. She boldly rolled her fingertips harder on Liana's clitoris, then leaned forward to leave a soft kiss on the bare skin at the top of her slit.
"Thank you," Liana whispered, "I hope you'll help me with my shower afterwards. Joan is probably ready now, so let's go."
Sharon was learning a great deal about the inner workings of a photo studio and enjoying her eight hours weekly 'volunteer' time. By the end of next week, she would earn her second sitting as Joannie's studio model. She was impatiently waiting.
Joannie's files were a mess and formed Sharon's initial order of business. First, she filed paperwork, establishing proper computer folders to create ledgers so the photographer could track revenue and expenses. Some interesting names came up, prominent people from the community.
Next, she tackled the proof folders, currently jammed into boxes, in no apparent order. Again, there were familiar names. Curiosity got the best of her, so Sharon browsed through the proofs themselves when Joannie was busy elsewhere. My god, there was the school principal's wife, and the mayor's eldest daughter too!
She was making good headway with this work when Joannie told her that on Tuesday she would need her help with a model coming in for a swimwear shoot.
"Liana can be pretty fussy sometimes. Last time she was quite annoyed because there was only one shower towel in the dressing area. I hope you are available Tuesday afternoon?" Fortunately, she was.
"I'll need you to help with the lighting too. Come, I'll show you what to do. And don't forget to check that everything is tip-top in the dressing room: fresh towels, shampoos and soaps, clean and tidy."
A few working days later, the model finally arrived. Sharon saw a very attractive woman, late-twenties perhaps, with long chestnut hair and very dark eyes. Her cheekbones and face were quite angular. Liana's body was lean and tanned, with pert breasts and long legs. She looked appealing in that tight sweater and short skirt, with those big heels.
Liana seemed brusque at first as she gave her name and announced her purpose when Sharon answered the doorbell. Joannie's assistant didn't notice the woman giving her a long appraising look before asking Sharon her name.
"You're new here, aren't you? Didn't see you last month. Well, it's a good thing because Joan needs help. Last time there weren't enough towels in the spa, and she took forever to get the lighting ready."
"I'll be looking after you today, Liana. I hope that you'll be happy with everything."
"I think I will. Definitely." she replied, her eyes once again sweeping across Sharon from top to bottom.
Then Joannie came from the studio area and greeted the model with a polite little hug. "This is my assistant and sometime studio model, Sharon...."
"Yes, we've met. I'm looking forward to working with her today." Then looking directly into Sharon's eyes she added, "I'm sure it will be a good experience for all of us."
"Sharon, please get the Tropica box from the top shelf in the spa," the photographer said. "Liana might need some help with some of the more complicated items, so go back with her to assist with each change."
Liana smiled at Sharon. "Yes, that would be great. Thanks Joan. Come on Sharon and let's see what I'm wearing today."
In the dressing area, Sharon stood beside Liana as the model quickly stripped off her street clothing, passing it to the assistant to hang. Sharon tried not to look, but did see that Liana had a total tan- her breasts, butt and groin. She noticed a tiny chestnut patch, almost non-existent in fact, and firm, pointed nipples. Her dark eyes blazed, perhaps her most striking feature. Liana caught her looking.
"I hope you like what you see Sharon. I'm sure that you would look fabulous in a French bikini like this, with the body you have. Joan says you are her studio model. Have you posed much?"
"Just once a few weeks ago. It was so exciting that we worked out this arrangement. I help out part time and she does an erotic shoot for me every couple of weeks."
"Interesting. When is the next one?" Liana asked before adding, "Check that no strings are twisted and that the knot in the back is even."
"Probably Friday or maybe Saturday morning if she's busy," Sharon replied. "OK, everything is fine."
Sharon worked the lights as Liana strutted her stuff for the camera. Things moved along quickly, and soon they were in the dressing area again for the next item. Sharon soon learned that the Tropica box was arranged in a progression, items becoming skimpier as the shoot progressed. Every item offered more glimpses at Liana's fine body, and Sharon couldn't help but see.
Some of the swimwear was almost transparent, so thin that Liana's brownish nipples were clearly visible. Sharon could imagine what it would look like when wet. Others were cut so low on top or so high on the leg that much of her pleasant anatomy was on display. And some were little more than tiny cloth triangles connected by colourful strings. These needed care to ensure that nothing was twisted. Sharon pictured herself parading and posing almost naked in such sexy items.
" Looking again!" Liana would tease and Sharon would blush red. Yes, she was staring, and it surprised her that the model was drawing her interest like that. This was another part of herself that she didn't know until recently.
The following day, Sharon was thinking about her time in the studio during the Tropica shoot. No-one was home now and she was wearing the micro-bikini which Liana had slipped into her hand before she left the studio. "Keep it. A little souvenir to remember me by," she had whispered before she gave Sharon one last kiss. She washed it and was stretched out on her bed in the early-afternoon sunlight.
Liana's photo session had unfolded like a dream, one Sharon would remember for a long time.
"That's it for today, Liana. Sharon, help her in the spa, would you? You two seem to have clicked today. It was a very good shoot." Joannie was satisfied with how well everything had gone. Her new assistant had made a real difference in Liana's attitude.
"Come on Sharon," the model said, as she took the assistant's hand and playfully pulled her toward the dressing area. Joannie had already turned away and didn't pay any notice.
.
As soon as they were in the spa, Joannie closed the door, then wrapped her arms tightly around her helper, kissing long and hard on the mouth. Sharon was surprised, but soon found herself returning tongue as their mouths opened wide. It felt intoxicating. She hadn't done anything like this since her college lecturer had brought another girl into bed with them. At nineteen, she was awkward and unsure. At thirty-five, she was willing and eager.
"Help me out of this thing, so I can shower. You can't join me, but, it's all glass and I think you'd like to watch. Have a couple of big towels ready for me, please."
As these thoughts passed through her mind, Sharon looked down across her own almost naked body in the micro. Her breasts were bigger than Liana's, fuller, rounder, but her nipples seemed flat. Stroking fingertips soon took care of that. Further down, Sharon could see that her own hips flared out more than Liana's slim, tanned figure.
Yesterday at the studio, Sharon had fetched the towels, while Liana got the water temperature the way she wanted it and began to lather soap across her body. She talked to Sharon as she showered.
"I've seen you looking at me today, Sharon. I like you watching me in the shower too. It makes me feel sexy, sort of wicked. Do you like this?"
Sharon hesitated a bit because there was a huge lump in her throat, and she was feeling a bit short of breath. "Y...yes, it's fine. You are lovely. Your body is really beautiful..."
"I'm sure that your body is too. I'd really love to see it sometime. Hey, maybe I could come to your shoot on Friday or Saturday? Would you like that?" Sharon blurted out her approval, without much thought. It certainly sounded wonderful as she stared at what Liana was doing now.
The model had soaped up her pussy and had both hands there, working the suds around vigorously. Then she turned to the side a bit, so the spray could rinse the water away. Sharon could clearly see Liana's engorged clitoris standing out from the top of her inner lips.
"Come closer so you can watch, Sharon. I want you to," Liana had ordered matter-of-factly.
Back on the bed, Sharon pulled two more pillows under her back and neck, then spread her legs wider. She slipped two fingers into her vagina, a place she found already very moist, and used one hand to pull the tiny cloth patch and strings aside so that it was easier to dip deep inside for more. She found plenty- her juices were flowing copiously at the very thought of what happened yesterday.
In the spa, Liana had spread her legs wide apart too, leaning back against the shower wall. Fingers from above held her open, while the other hand explored her vagina and that bulging clitoris. Water fell on her tits, stimulating her nipples into hard little plugs, and washed down across her sexy body. Sharon came as close as she could without getting wet, and could not take her eyes away.
She did the same thing in her bedroom now as she thought about that shower scene. Sharon dragged her second and fourth fingers between her inner and outer lips, while using the middle one to torture her long, wet clitoris. She turned her head to one side and began to drift to that erotic zone where she had been spending so much time the past few weeks.
The sunlight poured over her smooth body like melted caramel, leaving shadows behind the peaked mountains that were her tits. Then she closed her eyes as she entered that other world of pure pleasure. It felt surreal, another place far away. It always did.
Liana had been there too, in the shower. She had moaned softly, tilting her head back and closing her eyes. Her legs had edged wider, and her fingers moved faster. Sharon was breathless, sure that this beautiful woman was going to come right in front of her. Nothing like that had ever happened to her before. Then, just when it seemed that she would reach orgasm, Liana stopped and took her hands away.
But not Sharon in her bedroom. The sensations jolting through her body were much too strong to resist. She dipped three fingers deep into her vagina and carried the gift to her waiting mouth, where she licked and sucked greedily. Sharon returned to the well again and again until her thirst was sated, then brought her fingers to her clitoris while the other hand caressed a mounded tit. She began to moan more loudly and slowly roll her head from side to side in the soft pillows.
The build-up was slow and languorous, then the orgasm came like a thief in the night. Sharon's desire had climbed sky high, but she was not quite prepared yet for the vigorous shaking that suddenly seized her hips. Her fingers continued at work automatically, rubbing hard on her engorged nub, while her whole body lurched up from the bed a few times.
"Oh.... Oh!... Oooohhhhh!....Fuucckkk!....Oh my god!" and then, as quickly as it came, her orgasm had passed. While it was fast, Sharon lay on her bed smiling, for she knew that she'd been coming almost daily of late, sometimes even two or three times!
Back in the spa Liana was finished too, such as it was for her. "OK, that was nice. Now pass me a towel." It seemed that the model had only been teasing the new assistant.
Sharon almost lost her balance as she moved to pass the thick towel to Liana. Her legs felt unsteady, and her heart was thumping hard. She felt completely distracted as she watched the model dry off her upper body, then wrap the towel around her hair.
"Another towel, please." Then Liana dried her lower body. Next, she boldly placed herself directly in front of Sharon, wrapped her arms around her shoulders and kissed her deeply. In between reciprocated sucking lips and tongues, she whispered to Sharon and grinned.
"Check to see if I've dried everything down there." More teasing no doubt.
She widened her stance and wiggled her hips. It was an invitation which Sharon could not refuse, certainly not the way she was feeling. Using her arms, Liana hung there, kissing and moaning as the assistant explored the breadth and depth of the territory between her legs. Sharon had never in her life been intimate with a woman this way!
Then there was a soft knock on the door, followed by another. Joannie! They scrambled into less compromising positions and Liana wrapped herself in the second towel before they called for her to come in.
"No. Just checking if you have everything you need in there."
"Oh yes, everything is fine, Joan. Just perfect. I'll be out shortly." That's when she gave Sharon the souvenir swimwear.
Sharon was at the studio the next day to complete her weekly eight hours. Joannie greeted her with a hug and again, Sharon noted how her boss' appearance was changing for the better. She had done her hair and makeup and wore a smart-looking woolen outfit. The butterfly was emerging from her cocoon.
"Thanks so much Sharon for your help with Liana yesterday. It was my best shoot ever with her. She can be very difficult but seems to have made a good connection with you. She's popular with photographers and I want to keep her and her current boyfriend as my clients. You really helped."
"What makes you think we made a good connection, Joannie?" Sharon was worried that she might be suspicious about how long they had been in the spa.
"She called this morning asking for your phone number. I don't usually give that out, but she explained that she wanted to help prepare you for your next sitting, like a professional coach. I agreed. Also, she asked if your session was on Friday or Saturday morning. I have a wedding, so Friday morning would be best. Does that suit you? I think she plans to come to your sitting."
"Liana was nice. I think it would be useful to get her advice on Friday."
"Just a bit of advice from me, Sharon. You two have different lives. You're a mom with kids, but she runs in pretty fast company. Parties, booze and maybe even drugs. I photograph her boyfriend sometimes, Jay, a model for Tropica, and you should stay clear because I think he is bad news. Liana may seem nice, but she can be trouble too. But that's all I'll say. I'm not your mother."
That evening, Sharon had a call from Liana, and a surprise.
"Hi Cher. Hey, when are you posing? Oh, Friday at 10:00. Perfect 'cause I'm free then. Hope you won't mind if I come by the studio to help out with some on-the-spot direction?" Then she explained, "Cher? That's what I'll call you. Do you like it?"
Sharon told her that coming to the sitting would be fine, as long as she kept in mind that she was a novice, posing for only the second time. She unwittingly stumbled right into Liana's trap.
"You need to feel comfortable, Cher. That's why I want you to come to my apartment tomorrow evening so we can practice. Say about 6:30 or 7:00? Bring the things you plan to wear for the pictures, and we can talk about the best ways to present the look you want."
"Thanks, Liana, but I need to be home before 10:00. Where do you live? OK, I know the building. So far all I have picked is a black French bra, panty and garter belt set, with stockings. Probably sheer white baby-dolls too. Yes, I will bring them for sure. Thanks for the offers to help. Bye."
Afterwards, Sharon told her husband that she'd be out after supper the next night, getting some professional advice from a swimwear model who had been at the studio on Tuesday. Mark took great interest in learning more about Liana: what she looked like, what she wore, where she lived and so on.
"Why are you asking me so much about her anyway?" Sharon finally asked, feeling annoyed.
"I'm just wondering why she's taken this interest in you? Did she come onto you or anything at the studio?"
Sharon waited to compose herself, then lied straight-faced, "No, of course not!"
It was the first of the lies, half-truths, misrepresentations, and with-held information that she would feed her husband in her new world of erotic modelling. Her job would offer more opportunities to stray than she could ever imagine.
As she thought about her upcoming visit to Liana's apartment, Sharon had to face reality head-on. She knew that Liana wanted to have sex with her. The prospect scared her because she had never gone further than kissing another woman on the mouth, a long time ago.
At the same time, the very thought of kissing and touching intimately like they did in the spa was incredibly exciting. Yes, Sharon wanted to go to Liana's place, to practice for her photo shoot. But mostly, she wanted to fuck with the model- to take sex well beyond anything she'd ever dreamed of doing until now!
Sharon showered again before getting ready to go to Liana's- she knew tonight would be hot. And, she put plenty of gum in her purse too. Sharon spent a lot of time on her appearance, and Mark noted that it seemed like she was going out on a date, not just visiting a friend.
Liana's building was easy to find and before 7:00, Sharon was buzzing up. The apartment itself was on an upper floor, facing across the river, and elegantly decorated. It seemed that Liana had both taste and money. The hostess welcomed her with warm kisses on the mouth. Any doubts about how this evening would end up were quickly dispelled.



Smooth jazz was playing as Liana brought wine and they talked about their men. Liana mentioned Jay and said that Liana might meet him when he was scheduled for a shoot with the photographer. She jokingly told her guest that she could have him if she wanted, because he was becoming tiresome, "only interested in sex."
"What did you bring tonight? The white baby-dolls? Let's start with that. I'll change into something similar, and that will make it easy for us to walk through some basic poses together."
Liana returned a few minutes later, wearing a very short transparent white gown while Sharon was clad in her silky sheer baby dolls. At a glance, their sleep lingerie looked quite similar. They both felt their temperatures rising as they examined the bare skin readily visible through the filmy fabrics.
"Mmm. Very nice, Cher. Lovely!"
"I was thinking the same thing about you Liana. You are a beautiful woman!"
"Here's the best way to pose in something full and sheer like this," Liana began, determined to provide some modelling tips before dragging Sharon into her bed. "The idea is to be sure that the light is coming through it." Liana stepped in front of a large floor lamp which rendered her gown almost transparent. The she slowly spun on her heal so that the gown opened and flew outward.
"You saw a lot of skin when I did that, right? That's a trick for good photos at your session." Then Liana had more modelling ideas for Sharon.
"Be sure to really focus on the camera as you move. Stare at it. Follow it with your eyes. When you put a hand on your hip, push down on a sheer fabric so that it pulls tight across your tits to show off your nipples. See? Another sexy pose is to put both hands on your hips, push down and bend forward a bit. The photographer can highlight your tits from the front and your ass cheeks from the back. Now try those moves, Cher."
Sharon's heart rate had risen with Liana's sexy display, and she could feel her pussy becoming moist. Liana took her hand and led her through these moves a number of times. After practicing, the model pulled Sharon against her body and kissed her mouth. She pressed her breasts tightly against her girlfriend and put a leg between Sharon's before pushing into her groin. Their kiss turned into extended exploration as they succumbed to what both really sought tonight.
"Liana, my other outfit for Friday. Let's do that first. I need to practice. It's the black lingerie set, and I know you'll like it on me."
"How can I refuse? I'll slip into the same thing. We can help each other to change."
It was all-hands-on-deck as the two highly-charged beauties helped one another into the sexy black lingerie. There were many moving parts to deal with: bra, garter belt, stockings, panties and shoes. They spent more time touching and kissing than dressing, but when they were finally ready, their look-alike outfits were gorgeous.
"Here are some ways to best show off this one. Lean against a wall, one arm up and fingers spread. Push your opposite hip out like this, and put your other hand onto it, bending your elbow out. Now turn your outside knee inward this way. A real glamour pose! It looks good laying down on your side too. And lingerie like this is sexy if you go onto all fours, legs apart, looking back over a shoulder. Try it now Cher."
As Liana watched her guest's beautiful black-clad body move, she knew that she could not wait any longer. She beckoned her to the sofa. Sharon sat very close to Liana and boldly leaned in for a kiss. The model's lips responded and soon their tongues were moving in each other's open mouth again.
"Touch me like you did when we were dressing," Sharon whispered urgently. "I want it! You want it too, don't you?"
Liana couldn't resist sliding a hand between her guest's parted legs, where it was met by soft, damp flesh which yielded invitingly to a little pressure. Her fingers quickly found Sharon's stiffening clitoris, almost begging to be stroked and loved. She sighed loudly and moaned into Liana's mouth
"Oh fuck, don't stop. That is sooo good!"
As she writhed on Liana's practiced fingers, Sharon desperately worked at removing the model's lingerie. Liana wanted this as badly as her guest, and helped shake off her bra and panties. Before long, both women wore only their garter belts and stockings, neither of which posed any impediment to their building lust. But Sharon was a bit concerned.
"Liana, I've never done this before. I'm not sure...."
"Just follow me. Things I do to you, I want for myself."
The next half hour or so passed like minutes as the two beautiful women lavished each other's body with every manner of kisses, licks, and even little nips to the skin. Sharon had never been loved this way and found it all-consuming. Their painted fingertips trailed across the other's skin, touching and teasing private flesh, pulling and rolling tender nipples. Sharon was lost in the sensations and completely gave herself over to incredible desire.
Liana was more aggressive than Sharon expected as she moved her girlfriend into every conceivable position. Rolling Sharon over onto her back, she held her down while torturing her nipples with her lips. Pushing her guest's legs wide, Liana delved two, then three fingers into her gushing vagina. The hostess had wanted this from the moment they met two days before.
Then Liana softly told her what she needed. Sharon found herself devouring the model's private flesh- fingering, licking, kissing, and sucking it deep into her mouth. Sex was never like this with Mark, never as teasing and prolonged. Sharon's face was wet with her female lover's flowing juices. She asked herself why she hadn't done this before now. It was delicious! It was a drug!
Liana returned the favour, dining on Sharon's organ with skills no man had ever applied. She made a succulent meal out of every part of it: the outer lips, inner lips, vagina and clitoris. And what she did with Sharon's clit drove the woman out of her mind! Sharon spread herself as wide as she could and ground hard against Liana's probing mouth. It felt amazing, better than she could ever have thought.
"Oh my god, I love what you're doing, Liana! Don't stop. Don't stop!"
Now Liana moved herself so that she was atop Sharon, facing her feet. She pushed her girlfriend's legs apart and buried her head between them, seeking the epicentre of Sharon's quaking passion.
Meanwhile, her guest did the same from below. Erotic sounds filled the room: lips sucking loudly on wet, pink flesh; aroused moaning and cries of pleasure, all mingling into a rising anthem to sex between two gorgeous femmes.
But this intensity could not last forever. Liana had unleashed Sharon's sexual desire and now it threatened to overwhelm the model herself. Liana could feel the flames inside of her rising higher until she knew they couldn't be contained much longer. The beautiful blonde beneath her was using mouth and fingers to carry Liana right to the limits of endurance.
Then, to Sharon's sheer delight, Liana's pelvis took a life of its own, grinding down hard against her face. Still, Sharon sucked the swollen clitoris held captive in her mouth. She would not let go of it, as Liana called out.
"Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Suck, baby. Suck it! Give it to me! Give it to me. I'm comminggg!"
Moments later, Liana bore down on Sharon's engorged nub, nibbling it gently with her teeth, hooded behind her pursed lips. Meanwhile, her skilled fingers were racing across her girlfriend's clitoris. Sharon loved the sensations and began to heave her beautiful form against Liana's face until she came mightily.
"Yes. Yes! Yes!! My clit. My clit! Harder. Harder! Hard... Aaarrrraggghhh!"
A flaming orgasm swept across her overheated body like a brush fire which had been ignited by Liana's fiery climax. Imagine, two beautiful women, locked in soixante-neuf, coming hard and long on each other's mouth at almost the same time! It is the stuff of fantasy.
Both continued until neither could breathe for the wet, swollen flesh plastered against their mouths. Liana rolled off and scooted around so they lay side-by-side, panting for air. Their eyes locked and Liana took Sharon's hand. After a few minutes she spoke softly.
"Cher, that was so good for your first time. When can you come here again?"
"I'll come anytime you want me, Liana. I will."
Tonight, Sharon had discovered what it was like to have sex with a woman.
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Story synopsis
The series traces the gradual evolution of one woman's sexuality.
In Chapter 1, an attractive married woman experiences a sexual awakening at a glamour photo shoot when her photographer takes her to the limit.
Chapter 2 finds her reliving that shoot in real time with her cell camera and later having hot sex with her husband as they examine her photo proofs.
In Chapter 3, she meets a bisexual swimwear model in the studio and begins a torrid sexual affair with her, one fully accepted by her husband.
The series unfolds slowly as Sharon expands her range of sexual experiences- without cuckolding her husband.
Her second time
The lovely model with the chestnut brown hair wrapped an arm around her lover's shoulder and leaned in for a kiss. She was met by a subtle waft of perfume and a probing tongue fully receptive to her advance. Her blonde companion drew her closer, their eyes closed as they sucked greedily with open mouths. Then she reached forward to push the button, whispering, "Good luck, Cher."
Soon Sharon, Liana, and Joannie the photographer were closeted behind the locked front door of the little photo studio. They sipped glasses of chilled Chablis, intended to calm Sharon's nerves. She was already on edge, having eagerly awaited this the past few weeks. Her two 'volunteer' days in the studio were complete, and now she'd receive her reward.
Sharon and Liana were intimates, even though they had only met three days before at the studio. Things progressed quickly from there, including a rollicking session of lingerie and sex at Liana's apartment the previous evening. Liana was here to help with Sharon's second photo session.
"This should go well, Joan," Liana began. "She's ready. We practiced poses and looks in both outfits she'll pose in before you go to nudes."
"I'm open to your suggestions on the whole shoot today, Liana. I trust your experience," the photographer noted.
It was time to get underway. Liana went to the spa with Sharon to assist with her hair and makeup while Joannie set up her lighting. Her girlfriend eagerly undressed Sharon and caressed her naked body as she helped her slip into sheer white baby-dolls.
"Just skip the bottoms," Liana advised, as she went to her knees to place a little kiss right above Sharon's shaved slit. Sharon pressed her girlfriend's head from behind and Liana stared up at her.
"You look good enough to eat, baby!" Liana whispered appreciatively.
"I hope you will. I can't stop thinking about last night!' Liana lavished some more intimate kisses to Sharon's already damp pink flesh.
Then it was into the studio, where Joannie began on the sofa. Sharon folded her legs beneath her, off to one side. The lighting filtering through the silky fabric made it perfectly clear that she was naked underneath. By pushing the gown downward, her breasts and particularly her nipples were highlighted.
"Look right at the camera." the photographer led. "Slowly untie the top bow. Stretch your arms out to open the front so we see half of your breasts. Good. Different poses. Yes. Now the next tie and lean forward so they are almost spilling out the front. Lovely. Cup them and slowly lift them above the front edge of your top. Stiffen those nipples. Great!" Joannie took shots of this from every angle.
"Give some slutty looks now. You're tempting a lover," Liana advised, knowing that in fact she was.
"Undo the last one and take the bottom corners. Open it all the way out to show us those big breasts. Arch your back while following my camera as I move to shoot from different positions. Beautiful, really lovely!" As she worked, Joannie sought Liana's opinion.
"Now I think that you could turn her around so she's on her knees against the back of the couch. Get some shots of her nice ass. Then have her open up a bit to show more from behind." Sharon heard all this and moved to the new position, spreading her thighs a foot or so apart for balance, and of course, for a flash of shaved pussy.
"Leave your top on for now, but arch your back to show us your cheeks," Joannie told her. "Turn a bit to look over your shoulder. Right at the camera. That's it. Now let the gown slide down your arms to the elbows and keep it there. I'll get some from the side too. Oh yes. Excellent!"
"Yeah, that's it," Liana chimed in. "Show us those beautiful tits, baby!" Then she added, "And begin to slide those knees apart more so we get a better glimpse of your puss. A little more. Some more. Oh, that is so damn sexy!"
"You can slip the top right off now and I'll finish this up with some nudes in the same position. First, some with your arms above your head, stretching up. Head up too." After a few minutes she continued. "I think I've got plenty of good ones now. Let's change outfits. Have some more wine, then Liana will help you into that black lingerie set you brought. Here's a robe."
At times during the first part of the day's photo session, Sharon had some difficulty fully concentrating. Her mind kept going back to the night before, thinking about something that her new girlfriend had suggested. Sex at Liana's apartment had been fantastic, and afterward the two lay on the bed talking for some time.
Sharon had told Liana the story of her college lecturer, a handsome man a dozen years older, her first serious romance. He had taken an interest in her and offered some extra help with her studies at his place. It hadn't ended well, despite some great sex, but it had been her first time with a woman, however briefly.
"We used to go to his apartment after an evening out, but the last time we met another girl he knew. She came back with us to share some wine. Later Colin and I went to the bedroom. She came in when we were fucking and she lay beside me. I let her kiss me for a while- it must have been the wine. He said that she'd be having sex with us, but I just couldn't do it. I tried, but I wasn't ready for anything like that. We were finished that night."
"Do you think you could do it now? A threesome with a man and another woman?" Liana had asked.
"Maybe. I didn't think I'd ever be doing anything like we did tonight and look what happened. So, who knows?" Sharon admitted.
Liana lay thinking, a sly look on her face. "The two of us and your husband maybe? Or with my boyfriend, Jay? Don't you think that would be fun?" she offered.
"I don't know. It couldn't be planned. The only way I could do anything like that is if it just happened. Who knows?" Sharon had concluded.
Liana had gone quiet, thinking about what her new girlfriend had just said. Maybe there was some way that she could make it 'just happen'? Today Sharon was wondering about the same thing.
In the dressing room, Sharon was on fire as her lover kissed her and caressed her naked body. She had already fantasized about fingering her clitoris for the camera, then masturbating to orgasm like she did in her first sitting. Now Sharon wanted to fuck with Liana right there on the little sofa in the spa. She lay back on it and opened her legs to her lover.
"Touch me! Touch me. I want you so badly!" Sharon held herself so invitingly that Liana couldn't resist.
"Just a little now. We need to change your outfit. There, do you like that? Oh, you are so naughty today!" Liana teased. "And so wet too." She was delighted to see Sharon aroused like this. "Would you like to come to my place after we finish?" This drew a vigorously affirmative nod. Both women knew that there'd be sex together.
As they worked to assemble Sharon's French lingerie outfit, Liana noticed a substitution since the night before. These silk briefs were crotchless, split from the back waistband to the front! Soon she was all ready: a silky black bra barely big enough to contain her ample assets, the fully accessible underwear, a matching garter belt, black silky stockings and high black patent leather heels. Liana was most appreciative.
"Oh, fuck baby. Let's just go straight to my bed, right now!"
Feeling every bit the wicked slut, Sharon minced out into the studio, her high stiletto heels clattering across the floor. Joannie let out a long, low whistle. She was just as impressed as Liana.
"Now that is about the hottest thing I've seen, and nobody can wear it like you, Sharon. What a body! I'll get some great photos with that one. Shall we start now? Any suggestions, Liana?"
"We practiced some looks last evening. How about a series against that wall over there? Show her how it's done Cher." Cher? Joannie was quick to notice the familiarity that Liana was projecting about her assistant and hoped that Sharon had heeded the warning she'd given earlier about the model's wild lifestyle.
Sharon stood sideways to the white wall and slid her inside arm upward, spreading her hand wide. Her outside hip cocked outward, and the knee bent forward a bit. As Joannie fired away, Sharon moved erotically, tilting her head down as she stared into the camera; lifting her outside knee and turning it toward the wall; running her outside arm along her body.
Now Sharon turned to face the wall and slid both arms wide, above her head. She looked over her shoulder and stared back at the camera, a sultry little smile on her red lips. Then, she broadened her stance and pushed her ass out, enough that the slit in her panties began to open to show a flash of private skin. It did not go un-noticed.
"Oh my! Aren't you bold, Sharon. I want more shots of those open panties. Spread wider and tilt your bum up. Oh yes, excellent! Now turn around to face me. Arms above your head again and spread enough to open up that seam for me. Lift your pelvis and thrust it out. Perfect! Bend both knees forward just a bit. You're burning up my camera today!"
Liana spoke: "I think you need some with her bra off now, Joan. Show off those big tits from all the angles you've done already." She was feeling aroused seeing her lover strutting her stuff today. It reminded her of what they had done last night. It made her look forward to what she had planned for today too.
"Yes, good idea. Bra off and bring up your nipples. We'll do everything again, Sharon. Ready?"
It was exciting to pose erotically like this, to be the centre of attention and hear others commenting about her body. But a part of her hoped it wouldn't end up like the first one. Maybe with Liana here, Joannie wouldn't lead her up the edge and beyond? An orgasm in front of both of them would be embarrassing. Maybe she could hold herself back this time?
"Take the panties off now, Cher," Liana ordered. "Go on all fours on the bed, like we practiced. Joan, move around the bed for different angles, high and low. Cher, follow the lens like it's your lover. Seduce it. Yes, very sexy!"
"Now arch your back down and bring your pelvis up. Spread your knees a little wider to flash your pussy. Yes, just like that. Oh my god, you look so hot. So fuckable! Doesn't she, Joan?" Sharon could feel her vagina lubricating- posing like this was so stimulating!
Sharon had been highly stimulated the night before and lost track of time. She had intended to shower at Liana's place but found herself rushing home late instead. Mark was waiting for her in the kitchen. He didn't say anything; instead, he took her into his arms and kissed her deeply. His hug and kiss had mainly been for inspection purposes.
"You had sex with her, didn't you?" her husband said calmly. "I can taste a woman on your lips, even through all that gum you're chewing. You smell like sex too, and a strange perfume, probably hers. Admit it, Sharon. You two did more than talk tonight, didn't you? That's why you are late."
She stammered the first excuse that came to mind, and it was not very convincing. "I... I had some trouble with the car, and had to call the auto club to come start it for me, and then..."
"Sharon, if you two had sex, just admit it. All the signs are there: your breath, your smell, late and flustered. I'd be angry if there was another guy involved, but two attractive women... that's different."
"You're saying that you wouldn't be upset if Liana and I did what you seem to suspect? I find that too hard to believe!" Sharon exclaimed, feeling herself on firmer ground now.
"No. It's kind of exciting thinking of you with another woman. My wife doing it! Let's go upstairs so you can tell me about it. Since you started at that studio, you are just full of surprises, aren't you." But Sharon wasn't finished yet.
"So Mark, it's OK with a woman, right, but definitely not with a man? Seems like a double standard to me," Sharon teased.
"Maybe it is, but it goes no farther than her," he replied firmly.
Sharon reassured him. "Nobody else was there, honey, except the two of us."
They spent time talking in bed and Sharon told her husband how much she enjoyed the sex with Liana. Mark listened with great interest and she rather liked reliving the experience, though not long ago it would have felt strange to admit to something so out of character. However, Mark's ready acceptance of another woman was a relief.
"So, I suppose that you'll want to do this again?" Sharon nodded affirmatively and Mark added hopefully, "Maybe I'll meet her sometime?"
"I'm not sure. I'm just getting to know her myself ," she had replied. But Mark's question had her thinking about the liaison which her girlfriend had suggested an hour before.
"OK. Till then, it will be our little secret, baby," was all he had said, as he closed his eyes, smiling. Sharon wondered how long it might stay that way.
Back in the studio, when all the possibilities for the French lingerie set were exhausted, the three women took a break before the black-and-white nudes. Sharon noticed sunlight streaming through a big, shuttered window facing the parking lot. She picked up her wine glass and walked to the window while the other two watched.
"You look like a zebra, all stripped in sun and shadow!" Joannie quipped. Then Liana went over by the window. She had a suggestion.
"We could shift the sofa here and try different adjustments to the shutters to get just the right effect. What do you think?" All agreed that this would create very bold black-and-white images, so they worked together to move things into place. Then Sharon stripped off her remaining black lingerie, and Joannie gave instructions.
"Sharon, these images will show everything, so instead of looking into the camera, you need to look away. Sometimes we'll use your hair to cover your eyes and nose, the most identifiable part of your face. You can't be recognizable because the photos will be as erotic and revealing as possible."
Sharon loved the sound of the phrase, 'as erotic and revealing as possible.' She repeated it and felt a little shiver pass through her body. After the warm-up photos they had already done, she was eager to show her private flesh. Erotic photography brought out an exhibitionism that she had kept under wraps for her entire adult life.
First Joannie had Sharon stand close to the window nude while Liana adjusted the shutters to allow about fifty percent light to pass through. For a moment Sharon worried who might see through from outside, but that quickly passed when she saw diagonal stripes of shadow and light spread across her face and chest. She liked the effect.
"Great. Pull your nipples stiff and I'll start shooting!" Joannie enthused. She had Sharon turn her body and move her head to different angles. Liana adjusted the shutters, trying different amounts of sunlight to change the width of the zebra stripes. "Any suggestions now Liana?" the photographer asked.
"Move to the sofa and lay on your stomach, Cher. We can stripe your whole body with that light," and she again played with the window treatment to change the skin pattern to the photographer's satisfaction. Then Liana called for her to turn onto her back, where the photographer repeated similar shots.
At one point she told Sharon to turn her head away from the camera, and at another asked Liana to bring some of Sharon's hair over her eyes. "The mystery," the photographer said. "Who is this naked beauty?"
"Open your legs now Cher, so we can see more of your puss," Liana ordered, clearly enjoying the show. "Come in closer Joan and we'll get some really hot ones. Sharon open yourself wide and touch your outer lips. Good, your pussy is in the light and your arm is in shadow. Bring up your knees part way and spread open. Tilt your pelvis up. Oh yeah! Move your fingers while we watch you."
This was incredibly exciting to the model. She was spread wide and touching her intimate parts with Liana close by and Joannie leaning in with the camera. She could feel herself very wet, excited by the photo action. A free hand came to her soft breast and pulled at her nipple urgently, then began to knead her entire tit. Sharon was losing it again as she lay naked loving herself on the studio sofa.
It all felt so bold, so bad. Now Sharon was naked, sprawled out on the stage at a sleazy little strip club. The drunken audience was clamouring for more, crowding closer to see her nude body. She would give them what they wanted, what they came to see. There'd be no secrets, nothing held back. She would give them everything she could!
Liana's words seemed far away, but Sharon obeyed her. She was urging her lover on, telling her to open wider; to show them everything; and to love herself for the camera. But Sharon hadn't wanted this to happen. She was going to exercise some self-control today. Now she felt powerless. Her inner slut had come out to play, and it felt so damn good!
Sharon glanced at Joannie, seeking some support. Surely, she could put a stop to this? But no, the look on the photographer's face showed that she was in the moment too- another vicarious sexual experience. And Liana was no help either, pushing her hard to do everything for the camera. Soft moaning signaled that Sharon had given in, her desire already climbing higher.
The model was beginning to perspire there by the window in the sunlight, but her fingers continued to ply her clitoris. It felt so good- it always did. Holding herself wide open and stroking like this brought a latent exhibitionism to the fore. Having experienced it at her first erotic shoot, Sharon loved being watched. In response, she began breathing hard and moaning more urgently. And Liana continued urging her on, calling for her to come hard now for the camera. Yes, she wanted to do that.
Sharon was almost there. She couldn't climb any higher. She stood at the mountain peak looking down into the verdant valley so far below. Strong winds were pushing behind her- it would be so easy to let herself go, to tumble down into the lush grass. It would be wonderful to give into the feelings surging inside again, to just fall over...
"And...Cut! That's all we need! Great work, Sharon! Fabulous photos! The best!"
At the last moment Joannie had tossed a rope and dragged her from the brink. Sharon opened her eyes to see that Joannie had turned away and her lover was staring down at her. Feelings swirled inside: first disappointment, followed quickly by embarrassment at having given in to her intense arousal. She scrambled to her feet and wrapped herself in the robe which Joannie held out to her.
"I'm sorry. I let myself get carried a..."
"Nonsense, Sharon. It's what we all wanted," Joannie enthused. "The images will be our very best! Those patterns across your body- a perfect idea. Just perfect!"
"You were marvelous, Cher, just marvelous," Liana said softly. Then she whispered, "We can finish this at my apartment, anyway."
The two of them left the studio a very short time later, and soon they were alone, behind the door of Liana's slick urban apartment. Liana was in a devilish mood after her girlfriend's photo session and decided to tease an obviously needy Sharon.



"Would you like a little tour of my place? Could I fix you a cool drink?"
"No thanks. I just want some hot sex!" Sharon countered, urgent to finish what had almost happened at the studio.
"You have to ask for it. And say 'Please'." the hostess teased.
"Please baby. Let's have sex right now!" Sharon asked, playing along.
"That's better, but tell me what you want me to do with you, Cher."
"Just fuck me!" Simple enough, but Liana was enjoying her little game.
"That's all? Better ask again. Tell me more."
"Please Liana. Suck my pussy while you fuck me with your fingers. I want that so much!" Sharon sounded more urgent now.
"Oh, I understand. Come into my bedroom and get those clothes off," Liana commanded.
Sharon was a different person since she had begun posing for Joannie. Many of her inhibitions had disappeared, leaving her eager to pursue every aspect of her sexuality. Sex with Liana was her newest drug and like an addict, she was willing to beg for more.
Helping to direct her new girlfriend's shoot had been especially stimulating to Liana, giving her a sense of control. Now she wanted extend her power over Sharon in the bedroom.
"Take off my clothes, Sharon," Liana ordered. "Kneel in front of me while I put this blindfold over your eyes. Now put your hands behind your back. I'll tie your wrists together with this ribbon. How do you feel naked, blindfolded and tied up like that? Will you play with me this way?"
"Yes, baby, I'll do what you say. Just don't hurt me." Sharon replied earnestly, ready for this submission game.
Liana stepped close to her lover's beautiful face and pushed her naked sex against Sharon's mouth. Then she spread her legs apart and tilted her pelvis up, while using two fingers to open herself wide. With the other hand, she firmly pressed Sharon's head against her pink flesh.
"Suck my pussy. Suck it all into your red hot mouth. Suck it, bitch. Suck it!"
Liana's bitch? Aroused like this, Sharon complied completely. She delved into her lover's pussy like it was succulent fruit, sucking and licking the ripe juices that she squeezed from it. Liana was moaning, spreading herself wider, moving her hips and pushing more firmly against Sharon's busy mouth.
"Stop, stop, before I come all over your face!" she suddenly cried out. Sharon had done a good job as Liana's obedient servant, but the control game was just getting started.
"Now you kneel on the side of the bed and stay like that. Wide open while I get something you will like." Sharon couldn't see her go to the night table and retrieve a tube of lube and a big, flesh-coloured rubber cock.
"My boyfriend Jay is a big guy. You're going to meet him now," Liana began mysteriously.
Sharon quickly pulled her legs tight together. "What! You're not bringing him in here, are you?"
Liana laughed. "Relax. Of course not! I promise. This is something like Jay that I use when he's not around. It's rubber so it won't hurt you. Now open your legs again while I put some extra lube around that hot little pussy," she coaxed.
Sharon nervously obeyed. "Good. Here are some pillows for your face. I want you to lean forward onto them so your lovely ass is right up in the air. Perfect! You look irresistible!"
With Sharon in this inviting position, face down, legs wide and her hands behind her back, Liana began to work the lubricant around her vagina. It felt good and Sharon felt so deliciously exposed like this that she began to twitch her hips. Liana edged her along by fingering her girlfriend's clitoris as she raised the big rubber cock to the entry. Then she slowly began to work it inward, applying only a little pressure at a time.
"Ugh. What are you doing Liana?" a blindfolded Sharon asked, a bit alarmed at the pressure building at her entrance.
"That's Jay's big rubber cock. They're both about the same size. I'll go very slowly, and I know you're going to enjoy it. I always do. I'll play with your clit to help you along."
Sharon wasn't too sure about this, but she had little choice right now- tied, blindfolded, kneeling, and lubed. Liana began to slide the rubber cock deeper, going slowly to help her girlfriend accommodate the big toy. Meanwhile, she continued to rub her fingers across Sharon's clit to ease the entry.
"Oh my god that's big, Liana!" Her girlfriend complained. "Is Jay really so large? It's as big as my arm! How can you fuck him? Ugh... Ugh... so huge!"
"Slowly, slowly, that's the only way. I stretch. You'll stretch too. Soon it will feel good," Liana laughed.
She was right. Liana had carefully eased the dildo as deep as it would go and begun to gradually work up a fucking motion with it. She could hear Sharon grunting and exhaling each time. Soon she was aware of the woman's hips responding, pushing back against the descending rubber cock. Liana began to edge her along, working the dildo with one hand and strumming Sharon's engorged clitoris with the other.
Then Liana started with the dirty talk.
"Jay's a big man, isn't he? I'll bet you like the feeling of him in you like this? I'm sure that he would want to be deep in your pussy. And wouldn't it feel good, Sharon? Tell me, wouldn't it feel good?"
"Oh yeah. This does feel good. I feel so full of cock right now. Don't stop. Keep rubbing my clit." Sharon was moaning now, wanting more, but trying hard to think of her own man, not Jay.
"Jay loves fucking you, Sharon. He can feel your juicy cunt wrapped tight around his big cock. He likes me watching all this too. Wouldn't it be exciting for me to watch like this? Would you do that for me?"
"Yes it would, it would. I like you watching me." Sharon whispered. She was certainly feeling hot right now, her mind reeling, on the verge of succumbing to Liana's repeated image.
"Tell me what this feels like for you. Tell me everything now."
"It makes me feel so bad. I'm wide open, and you see this big cock in me. I'm so wet and it feels good. I want to be fucked hard!"
Sharon was losing herself in submission. She was feeling so aroused now, kneeling helplessly, spread wide, bound and blindfolded, fucked and fingered. She'd never had sex this way before and it felt so wild, so exciting!
"Could I play with you two? I would suck those big nipples. I would lick your clit. You could be our hot little bitch. Would you do that for me?"
"Yes. I want that. Three of us. Yes, I want that so bad," she begged.
Sharon's breathing was much faster now and she was moaning loudly with pleasure. She was lost, imagining herself being filled with cock while her girlfriend loved her body! It was a threesome with husband Mark, and it almost seemed real!
"You want to come now, don't you? You want to feel like I do when I come on his big cock. You want that and I'll watch you. Come for us now, slut!"
"Yes. Make me come. Make me come for you! Make me come! Harder, harder! Yes! Yes! Yes! Uuuggghhhh!"
Sharon was beside herself now as her beautiful body jerked and her hands pulled so hard at the ribbon binding them that it snapped. She cried out as Liana continued to thrust the big dildo into her, before she finally fell forward to get free of it.
Gradually her body began to settle down as she gasped hard for breath. Sharon pulled away her blindfold and saw Liana standing beside the bed peering down at her. She wore a strange grin, more of a self-congratulatory smirk, proud of how far she had just pushed her new girlfriend.
"What about you, Liana? You didn't... "
"Don't you worry about me, Cher. Jay and I party tonight, so I'll get way more than I need. But it will be the real thing, not just pretend. Maybe you'll get your chance too?" she laughed.
Sharon's thoughts were disturbed as she drove home.
She saw things at Liana's place under a harsher light, and some of it didn't feel so good anymore. Nobody had called her a bitch before. And Liana had been teasing her about sex with Jay. A threesome with her girlfriend was very tempting, but not with him. She didn't want that, knowing that if she strayed, it would certainly end badly. Mark had already made that plain enough.
It was one game far too dangerous to play.
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In Chapter 4, Sharon's new girlfriend, a swimwear model named Liana, teased her with images of a hot threesome with boyfriend Jay. While Sharon came hard, she realized that it must remain a fantasy, that the risks were too great. This chapter tests her further, as Jay himself comes for a photo session and more at Joannie's studio. Will Sharon hold firm? Or, will she fall to temptation?
She meets Jay
I crept quietly along the passageway into the spa area. I could hear the shower running and it sounded like he was singing, a wanna-be opera performer. Peaking around the corner and through the glass panels, I could see his naked body, eyes closed as the water spilled over his blonde locks. His arm was moving back and forth.
"What is he doing?" I wondered. "Oh my god! He isn't!"
The trouble had started in the studio this morning when he came for a catalogue assignment. Joannie had warned me that Liana's boyfriend Jay would be in for a Tropica Sun and Swim Creations shoot.
"Remember what I said about him, Sharon. He's trouble, so be careful. But, like Liana, I want to get his photo contracts with Tropica, so we must treat him very well. Please double check that everything is in the spa: big towels, soaps and shampoo, everything tidy. The cleaners were in on the weekend, so everything else should be fine."
The doorbell rang and I welcomed a tall, handsome man of about thirty into the studio. He was well-groomed and his blonde hair perfectly styled. Impeccably dressed, he carried himself with a confidence bordering on cockiness. When he turned his penetrating steely blue eyes onto me and spoke, he had my full attention.
"You must be Sharon, right? Liana told me you were good-looking, and she was right about that. I'm Jay." He offered me his hand and when I took it, he squeezed tight. "I hope that you'll be helping out today, Sharon. Liana tells me that you took good care of her." He smiled knowingly, obviously in on the secrets we girlfriends shared. I didn't say anything. I was a bit tongue-tied when I ushered Jay to a seat and went to fetch Joannie.
"Oh my god! He is gorgeous!" I whispered to her, hand covering my mouth to mask an obvious secret.
"Wait until you see him in a Speedo, Sharon. Let's just say that he is very 'well-endowed'. He may be dangerous, but he sets my pulse racing."
"I wonder if he will need any help changing, or in the shower, like Liana?" I had joked.
"No. But you do need to set out the Tropica box for him in the dressing area. Otherwise, stay out of there! He may be charming, but..."
"Oh, come on, Joannie. He can't be that bad. Seemed like a gentleman to me when he came in".
"With Jay, good first impressions are not necessarily lasting impressions," Joannie concluded and turned abruptly to get some equipment ready.
As the blonde swimwear god posed that day, he was cool and professional, following the photographer's directions, and occasionally sneaking a sidelong peak at me. He would give a little smile, seeming to like what he saw, even in my old jeans and red sweater. I had my hair in a ponytail, certainly nothing special at all. I wondered what Liana might have told him about our private times together, because sometimes it felt like he was visually undressing me while he posed for Joannie.
I liked what I saw too. As Jay modelled surf jams and baggy shorts, I noticed that his body was hairless and that he had a chiseled shape, athletic but not overly muscular. Jay's bronze tan highlighted his long, lithe limbs. Yes, Liana's boyfriend was very attractive, and it was all I could do not to stare as I helped Joannie with lighting.
The next items he wore were tight 'boy-leg' styles which began to make it apparent that Jay was hung too. It looked as if there was a tennis ball in his swimwear, and I couldn't help but wonder how big he would be when erect. "Mustn't stare," I reminded myself, "But he sure has a big cock! Much like the rubber one Liana used on me last Friday." That was especially apparent when Joannie used side lighting to create a shadow behind it.
Then Jay emerged from the dressing area in a succession of smaller and tighter Euro-style 'Speedos' which just managed to cover his abundant assets. I felt my head spinning with lustful thoughts about his big appendage.
"OK Jay. There is just one style left now and you might as well give us our thrill for the day", Joannie joked. He laughed and replied, "Well, I hope that Sharon likes it too," before heading to the spa.
A few minutes later, he returned with a big towel around his waist, and when he removed it, my eyes popped! Jay's swimwear consisted of one coloured string slung low around his hips and another between his legs. All of his abundant sexual apparatus completely filled a tiny suspended cloth pouch. There was clearly no room in there for anything else!
"My god is he ever big!" I thought, trying desperately not to stare. But Jay was smirking at me, knowing I was assessing his full package. Joannie only made things worse by taking shots from every angle and encouraging the model to tilt his pelvis forward. Finally, she was finished, and Jay headed for the spa, forgetting his towel.
"Joannie, how can you stay so calm? My heart is racing. What a gorgeous man. All of him!"
"Yes, I enjoyed that myself. He certainly is well hung!" Then she continued. "I need to make a few phone calls in the office now. Please straighten things up here for the shoot I have this afternoon."
While I tidied up the studio, my mind wandered back to my encounter with 'Jay' at Liana's apartment- a rubber replica with which she pleasured me to orgasm. During this erotic play, I was teased mercilessly, forced to pretend that he was actually fucking me. Aroused, I had enjoyed being dominated, but afterward, I decided that it was a bad idea.
The memory flooded back while watching the real Jay modelling in the studio. Looking at his big cock sheathed in that tiny pouch drew my forbidden desires to the surface. Wicked as they were, such thoughts were delicious. I tried hard to screen them out but they persisted. I could still hear Liana's words as she tempted me with that big dildo.
"Jay loves fucking you, Sharon. He can feel your juicy cunt wrapped tight around his big cock. He likes me watching when he fucks you. Wouldn't it be exciting for me to watch like this? Would you do that for me?"
I'd nearly given in to her teasing, but somehow I remembered how much I had to lose with an indiscretion- husband, family and home. Jay was handsome and hung, but reward did not outweigh risk. However, that wasn't the end of it.
As I tidied up, I found the big towel that Jay had forgotten in the studio area. I decided to slip into the shower to bring it to him- just in case he needed it. Really, I was hoping to 'accidently' catch a glimpse of Liana's boyfriend naked. "What harm can there be in satisfying my curiosity?" I thought.
I crept quietly along the passage into the spa area. I could hear the shower running and it sounded like Jay was singing. As I peeked in, I could see him naked, eyes closed as the water poured over his golden blonde hair. His arm was moving.
"Oh my god! What is he doing?" I wondered. I quickly realized that he was getting himself off, and his cock looked huge! I couldn't take my eyes off the spectacle, watching as Jay pumped himself, oblivious to my presence just a few feet away.
His arm was moving faster now, and he wasn't singing any more. Jay's eyes were still jammed shut and he was groaning. All at once, he came in great spurts onto the glass panels of the shower. Only when he seemed to be finished did I turn to tiptoe back toward the studio. Heart still pounding, I couldn't help but smile.
But I wasn't in the clear just yet. Jay must have opened his eyes just in time to catch a flash of my red sweater!
"Sharon, I need a towel. Come in and pass me one, will you!" he called loudly.
Now what was I to do? If I left, he might keep calling, prompting Joannie to leave her office. Or, I could give him the towel in my hand, telling him that is why I had come in. I chose the lesser of two evils.
"Here's one," I said, handing him the towel I carried, while making a show of turning my head to one side with a hand over my eyes.
"So, did you like what you just saw, Sharon?" Jay asked abruptly, as he reached for the towel.
"I...I didn't see anything. As soon as I realized you were in the shower, I turned around to leave."
"And you couldn't hear the water running when you opened the door to the spa, right?" I said nothing. "You shouldn't be spying on people in the spa. I don't think Joannie would approve, do you? Look, I know about you and Liana, so neither of us will say anything about this to her, OK?"
"I...I won't say anything Jay. Not if you don't." Then Jay laughed.
"Maybe you'd like to sample some of what you were staring at today? It's always available for a hot chick like you, Sharon. Anytime you want it." And he took his cock in his hand again and pointed it at me as if it was a gun. "Bang, bang!!" he laughed. The man is just so arrogant!
"Keep shooting that thing by yourself, Jay. I'm a happily married woman. Besides, my husband has one too."
That said, I spun on my heal and marched out. Joannie was right. Jay was trouble and I was angry with myself for going into the spa when I knew that he would be showering. Then she came out of her office just as I was re-entering the studio. She could see that I was upset.
"Did I miss something, Sharon?" she asked, one eye-brow raised.
"No, Jay just needed another towel, the one he left in the studio. He's fine now."
Joannie said nothing more about it, but she is intuitive and probably asked herself if more had just happened than I was willing to admit. She likely hoped that I wouldn't get connected with Jay and Liana because to her they were both valuable clients, but bad news.
After Jay left, Joannie called me in to her office and closed the door. I wondered if she knew more than she let on about me spying on Jay, and worried that she might be angry. No, that wasn't it. With a big smile, she passed me the photos from last week's second sitting.
"You are going to love these proofs, Sharon. I think that they are even better than the first sets that we did. You are so beautiful in lingerie and nude, an absolute delight to photograph. Sit with me and I'll show you what I mean." I was excited to see them.
Again, the proofs were in three folders, marked 'Glamour', 'Black-and-Whites', and 'Private'. But these were just to take away. Joannie had me sit beside her at her large screen monitor to browse the much bigger digital images. She wanted me to see them this way because she planned to frame a few erotic black-and-whites from each of my sittings to hang in her studio. Provided I approved, of course.
I'd never seen myself like this in Joannie's photos, apart from a head and shoulders portrait for the bedroom. It was intimidating at first, especially when private parts of my body were shown in full. But I gradually came to like the way it allowed us to focus on little details of colour, light and shadow.
We both appreciated the rather cute baby-doll pictures she had chosen. Comments and laughter flew back-and-forth between us: "Your breasts fall perfectly out the front of that gown," "I have a big ass in this one, don't I!", and "Oh, I see a bit of your kitty there. Do you mind?" I knew that Mark would want to see all of these shots.
I especially liked the images in the black French lingerie outfit with those high stilettoes, and remembered feeling sexy posed against the studio wall. The photos were as hot as I felt at the time. Joannie asked me about one in particular, with my naughty crotchless briefs gaping wide and my face partly obscured by my blonde hair. If it was acceptable, she would like it for her office. I agreed.
The black-and white erotica was very dramatic and Joannie was excited about the effects of alternating light and shadow as it filtered across my body. Using the shutters for this had been brilliant! We especially liked how sunlight angling diagonally made my peaked nipples cast long shadows across the curves of my breasts.
"That's another one that I think would look wonderful in the studio. Your lips are visible, and no-one except the two us and Liana would know the identity of that shapely woman. Could I frame it?" I was flattered and agreed.
Then we were left with the 'Private' shots and I asked her if we could look at them with the smaller proofs rather than the big monitor. She understood that I would be embarrassed to have my full arousal captured so boldly. As I expected, the images were very revealing, especially the last few when I had all but lost my self-control.
"Remember, Sharon, this is high art. Eroticism not porn. No-one knows the woman naked and loving herself. They only know that she is feeling intensely, somewhere outside her everyday world. I think it is wonderful to capture such moments. Do you understand what I mean?"
"Yes, but they were just too personal to share with anyone except perhaps my husband."
"Do that. Show these to him when you go to bed tonight and watch the sparks fly. I think that these are amazing photos, so very erotic! Your looks, your body, your movements- all perfect for the photographer."
Soon I was on my way home, clutching my proofs and thinking about what Joannie had said. A little surprise for Mark would be fun.
The kids probably wondered why they had supper so soon and were off to bed earlier than usual. Mummy had other plans for the evening. Between watching Jay get himself off in the shower, and examining these revealing photos of myself, I was feeling very much in the mood.
While Mark was reading to the children, I changed into the French lingerie and the crotchless panties, complete with the tall stilettoes. I fixed my hair like the pictures and applied plenty of red lipstick to match. Then I sprayed some new perfume I had bought, the one that Liana wore the night we practiced together before the shoot. A little game was coming together in my mind.
I had been giving Mark 'the look' ever since he came home. You know, the 'Come Fuck Me' eyes. He had no idea just how badly I needed to be loved and fucked tonight! I put a bottle of wine and two glasses on the little table between our bedroom chairs. Like the occasional transit of Venus and Mars in the night sky, two planets might collide later! When he came into the bedroom, I was in my robe.
"Pour some wine, Mark, and I'll show you what I wore for my last shoot. This is the sitting that I practiced for over at Liana's that night I came in late. Remember?"
"Sure I do. And I think about that night a lot." he said, "Mostly wondering what you do when you are there. I've never seen you with a woman, so I wish that I could be a fly on the wall, just to see how you two play together. It would be amazing to watch, I'm sure, especially if she looks as good as you do, baby."
We sat close on the plush bedroom chairs, sipping our wine. I stood and stepped in front of him, then loosened my robe enough to let it slide slowly off my shoulders before catching it at my bent elbows. His eyes grew wide when he saw that I was wearing a sheer black bra that struggled to hold me without my tits falling out altogether.
"This is what I was wearing at Liana's when we practiced that night. Joannie took great photos with it the next day. Know how we practiced poses and looks with this, Mark?" I untied the robe and let it slide to the floor in a pile at my feet.
"We both dressed this way- the very same- so she could lead me through some glamour poses together in her apartment."
"Oh my god, baby! You mean, you were both like that at her place? I would have paid anything for a front-row seat. What a fabulous outfit! Fuck, that is awesome! The garter belt and the big heels- so fuckin' sexy. You two must have been hot for each other, looking like that!"
"Yes, we were. In fact, I only got to practice a little in this before we were on her sofa seriously making out. Really going at it!" I said to tease him. "Here, I'll show you some of the moves we practiced before we started to have sex, but you have to stay in the chair."
I slowly minced over to a blank wall, purposely letting my ass sway so he would notice. He did.
"Baby! Are those crotchless? I'm seeing skin through them with every step!"
I just looked over my shoulder and smiled, pleased that he noticed. I turned sideways to the wall and pressed against it as I raised my inside arm over my head. My outside hip was cocked out and I put my hand on it, my elbow bent toward him. I turned my outside knee in slightly, then stared directly at Mark with a sultry look. Now I was ready to start my sex game.
"Cher, this is a classic glamour pose," I said in my best mock-Liana voice. "You can do a lot with it, like lifting the heel of that outside foot, or even bending your knee enough so your foot is off the floor, like this. Now try sliding your outside arm down your upper body until it is straight along your side, Cher."
"Oh, you're here tonight? And you call my wife Cher!" Mark said, excited. He understood the game immediately. "That explains the nice perfume, the same as Sharon smelled like when she came home from your place. I must say Liana, you look so hot in that lingerie. What a body!"
"Thanks, Mark. Cher told me a lot about you when we were fucking at my apartment." I deliberately used her sometimes-coarse language and kept up the little voice. "She even told me how much she loves it when you fuck her from behind. We girls talk, you know. I kept asking to visit and she finally gave in. I hope we can play together, Mark. Maybe you'll show me how you can fuck?"
He gave a big grin that said that he'd take Liana tonight, or any other time I might suggest it. I moved over to the carpet right in front of him and went down on all fours. By spreading my legs apart, I knew that the panties would gape wide enough to give him a good view of my pussy. Then I was Liana again, at our practice session.
"Cher, the wider you spread your knees, the more the seam will open to show your skin. Lower yourself onto your elbows and arch your back so your ass is in the air. Every man loves that pose. My legs far apart like this and my face on the rug says 'Fuck me', don't you think, Cher?"
Mark was right into this game, so I shifted to sit right in front of him, with one leg under me and the other up, bent at the knee. The briefs gaped very wide.
"Here's a great pose to show off your cunt," I continued in Liana's coarse speech. "Can you see how my lips are spread open and my clit sticks out? Great erotic shot, especially if you bring your hand down like this and spread your lips open. Yes, but wider, like this. Isn't that sexy?" Mark's eyes were wide open too!
I felt slutty, spread open like this in front of him, pretending to be my girlfriend. I couldn't resist teasing all of us by rolling my finger around my clitoris, dipping into my sopping vagina for some more lubricant. It felt soooo good. It always did.
"Cher, does Mark like your cock-sucking? Yeah, I thought so. Does he have a big cock and full balls? Mmmm. If you let me, we could compare what he likes best. Wouldn't that be fun?" Then, I lapsed back into my own voice briefly.
"It's OK Mark. I told Liana she could suck your cock tonight. Oh, I see that you are hard already!" I said as I pulled off his pyjamas and took his rod in my hand. "Go ahead Liana. Give him your best."
I purposely worked with my husband's cock in a completely different way than I would normally. After all, I was somebody else tonight and this was supposed to be new and exciting. I grasped it tightly at the base and rubbed it around my cheek before wrapping my lips around the head and sucking hard on the engorged head.



By having my tongue out, and using much more saliva than usual, there was plenty of slurping and lip-smacking as Liana worked on Mark's rod. I'm sure it sounded great to Mark. Then she went straight for his balls and looked up into his eyes as she kissed his sack and flicked his balls with her tongue.
It was time for Liana's cock-sucking finale. Tonight, he went deeper into my throat than he'd ever been- his groin was pushing hard against my nose! I swirled my tongue around his cock then pushed myself back using his thighs. Catch a breath, then deep again. Out, catch a breath, then right down to the bottom. Soon he began to really fuck my face and I could tell that it was time to stop. Just in time! We caught our breath for a moment.
"Fuck, Liana. You suck cock almost as well as my wife! That was incredible!"
"You'll soon see if I fuck as well as she does too, Mark," I replied in Liana-speak. "But, you should see the things that she does to me when we're in bed. Cher is such a hot little bitch. That's what I call her when she really wants it- my bitch. She likes it too, especially when she's close to coming!" I was really teasing my husband tonight!
"God Liana. I would do anything to be there to see and hear that! Fuck, that would be so hot." Mark was enjoying this game more than I could have imagined.
"All you have to do is ask your wife, Mark. I'm sure that she would love to have you with us. Then, we could take turns sucking and fucking you. Would you like that?" I purred in my sexiest slut-Liana voice. Mark was nodding vigorously. I had been thinking about the idea ever since Liana mentioned it to me recently.
"Come and fuck me now, Mark. I've been wanting this and Cher said we could. Will you do it while your wife watches? I'm sure she'd like to see you fucking my hot cunt, wouldn't you, Cher," I said, in my mock-Liana voice.
"You are so fuckin' hot, Liana. I'll do you anytime!" Mark replied enthusiastically. Then turning to one side, he added. "Come close, Sharon. I'm going to give this little slut the fucking of her life!"
With that, he scooped me in his arms and lay me on the bed on my back, with my legs draped over the side, my stilettoes on the floor. I moved my legs apart and said, "Mark, first kneel by my wet cunt and I'll show you how Cher loves me. With these open panties, you'll see everything." That's when he finally noticed that I had shaved back all that remained of my pubic hair for my last sitting at the studio.
"Your pussy, baby. Oh my god, I love it like that!"
"Look, this is my clit," Liana began again as I pulled my labia up and apart to show it, "And it is so sensitive when Cher licks and kisses it." I rolled it with my fingertips and spread wider, whispering slowly: "Play with me like she does, Mark... Make me hot to fuck you... Get me wet for your big cock... Play with me!... Suck my cunt."
I was getting myself highly aroused with this sinful Liana game. It felt so wicked to pretend that I was someone else! Crazy thoughts swirled in my brain- like working at the studio naked with a just a mask for my eyes. Wouldn't that be fun! Jay would certainly have liked that today. Oh, what a cock that guy has! If I really was Liana, he could fuck me anytime he wanted to.
Meanwhile Mark was torturing my pussy. He dragged his tongue across my swelling clitoris, then flicked underneath the leading edge, just the way I like it. He nibbled and he licked sensuously. I was starting to drift away but managed to keep the Liana thing going, at least a little longer. But it became more and more difficult the hotter I became.
"Oh fuck, Mark... Suck my clit!... Suck hard like she does...Make me come for you!... Make me cum on your mouth!... Suck it!... Suck me hard!"
I was right at the edge, my mind now flooded with wicked thoughts of my husband loving my girlfriend's pussy. He was giving her what she was calling for and, in my mind at least, I was there playing with them. I really wanted to do this! I really wanted to have my man fucking me while he pleasured Liana. I really wanted to..."
All at once, it swept over me like a rogue wave, tossing and turning my body, shaking it with fury. Then it washed me up onto the beach, and dragged me back under again as it receded.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh. Oh fuck yes! Yes! More! More! My cunt! Aaaarrrrgggghhhh!"
Guttural, unintelligible sounds poured from Liana's mouth, as I pushed up hard against his face again and again. Finally, I was spent and stopped to breathe.
"Liana liked that, didn't she?" Mark grinned at me, his face shining with my pussy juices. I could only nod. Finally, I gathered the strength to ask if he'd like to see the actual photos from my shoot? He smiled, then turned me down!
"No, not until I finish with Liana. It's my first chance and I won't pass on it now." I knew that I was in for more and forced myself to scramble onto all fours and offer him my pussy. He unhooked my sexy bra while I kicked off my shoes. He would enter me right through the open panties.
"Liana loves it from behind," I teased. "And tonight, you can come in her pussy. Would you like to do that, Mark?" Of course, he would and quickly pushed into my sodden vagina.
"Love your juicy cunt, Liana!" he exclaimed. "You'll like this as much as Sharon does!" And we quickly set up a fluid rythm of thrusts and parries, like dueling swordfighters. It felt so good to feel his big cock buried to the hilt in my vagina. I could feel perspiration beginning to drip from my hairline as we rocked against each other passionately.
Mark's breathing began to change, and I could feel his grip tighten on the flare of my hips. His thrusts grew firmer and seemed to reach to my very depths. Now he was sort of mumbling to himself, a sign that he is getting close. I pushed back harder and encouraged him with slow, sexy commands in my best Liana voice.
"Fuck me you big stud!... Fuck the ass off me... Pound me, Mark... Show her how you fuck me... Give it to me Mark... I want you to come in me!... Fuck me hard... Fuck me!... Fuck me!... Fuck..."
I didn't get any farther. The dam that was holding back everything in those big balls suddenly burst, and he exploded into me as hard as I could remember. His hold on my hips almost hurt as he kept jerking out stream after stream of his seed into my gripping chamber.
"Take it Liana... Take it slut!... Take it!... Take it!..." he chanted like a madman.
Almost out of his mind with lust, Mark kept pumping his cum into her while I looked on. It was a powerful image that drove him until he finally fell forward across my damp skin, exhausted. I could feel his heart pounding against my back as he struggled for air, before finally settling back down.
"Fuck, Sharon! Baby, that was so intense! Almost unbelievable!" Then he stopped to think for a moment and his face went serious.
"You were OK with that, right? I mean, me pretending to fuck your girlfriend and... "
"Mark, I started the game, didn't I?" I said softly. "And I kept it going too."
The big shit-eating grin on his face told me exactly what he was thinking about. He didn't have to say a word.
"Yeah, it might really happen some day," I said quietly. "I know that we would both like that."
We never did get to the photo proofs that night.
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One woman's range of sexual experiences reaches a whole new level when she and her husband are invited to a party at her girlfriend's apartment. In this installment, the couple re-hashes the story of that wild night from their own perspectives, before finally coming to a resolution.
*
Liana's crazy party
We were in the kitchen, both clinging to our coffee cups with the desperation that is a really bad hangover. As if I didn't feel rough enough already, we started to argue again. So began another bitter circle of hostile recrimination.
"You wanted to fuck him, didn't you Sharon? I could see it in your eyes."
"So, you're a mind-reader, are you? Admit it, you wanted her, didn't you?"
"And he was all ready to do you if I had agreed. I could see him leering."
"Nothing happened with him, so why go on and on about it?"
"That's the last time we'll be around those other people. They're just trash!"
"I'll choose my own friends. Besides, why are you so down on them anyway?"
The trouble went back to this complicated friendship that my wife had developed with a swimwear model. She met Liana at the photo studio where she put in a day each week assisting the photographer in exchange for two photo sittings monthly. Erotic photos. Scorching black-and-white erotic photos! Believe me, I've seen two sets of them already.
Sharon surprised me with the first batch for my birthday. She said that she enjoyed being photographed nude and looked forward to each sitting. I also learned that she enjoyed being nude in Liana's apartment. Sometimes she would tell me stories about the wicked sex there while we were in bed, and it always led to fireworks. It set me thinking about expanding our sex life.
The problem was with her boyfriend Jay, another swimwear model. Recently my wife told me that when he came to the studio for a sitting, she had spied on him as he jerked off in the dressing area shower after the shoot. Apparently, he caught her watching and told her she could have his cock any time she wanted it. Now she was reluctant to visit Liana in case Jay showed up, looking for a good fuck.
Sharon picks up the story:
No, I didn't want to risk Jay showing up while I was visiting my new girlfriend, so when she phoned to invite me to her place, I declined. She didn't like it at all.
"Sorry Liana, I'm not coming over- much as I'd like to. Why don't we meet at that little shop by the park to talk over coffee instead?"
"So, I scared you off playing that rough little game with the big rubber cock, right?" Liana was always direct and coarse. "I thought that you enjoyed being with 'Jay'? You certainly came hard enough with it inside you! Don't tell me you didn't like that."
"I did and I didn't. Sure, I could go with him, but at what cost? Mark is fine with you and me being together, but he made it clear- no other guys. Period!"
"And you're just going to let him tell you what to do, are you? Really! Doesn't it matter to him what you want? You just want to have some fun. So, what's the problem with that?"
"Liana, you aren't married. I am and this would not turn out well for me. So, I don't want to come to your apartment anymore unless you can promise me that Jay won't be there. Simple as that." I was very firm about it.
"I'll be honest, Cher, he just drops by whenever he wants. Especially if he's been drinking or smoking and wants to fuck. Friend-with-benefits, but sometimes he is just a big pain in the ass!"
Reluctantly, Liana agreed to my invitation for coffee, but quickly found that it just wasn't the same as talking in bed after sex. I wasn't her first girlfriend. But she told me that I made her toes curl because I was brand new to bi, eager to be taught new things and very appreciative of a woman's intimate touch. She was certainly right about that!
She said that the two of us together was the best girl-girl sex she'd ever experienced. Liana wanted more of it and so did I, but I was unwilling to go to her apartment. There had to be a way we could have sex together short of the back seat of my car or going to a motel. I mean, do women ever do that?
Even meeting with Liana for coffee caused a big problem. Afterward, we went into the park to talk more privately. Liana was trying to persuade me to visit her place again, but I continued to resist. Our frustrations poured out until I realized I had missed the school bus dropping off the children. I always met them or arranged for someone to walk them home.
Later, the kids told their father that Mummy didn't come to the bus for them. Mark was angry.
"What happened that you missed their bus, Sharon? They were worried, but fortunately Mary was there and brought them home."
I made the mistake of telling him that I was with Liana.
"Look, Sharon, you can't let your new obsession take over your life. Why don't you pull back from this woman? She seems to be taking up too much of your time."
"I'm sorry. Yes, I need to get my head straight. Maybe it would be a good idea if I don't see her as often? I'll tell her." I was resolved about this and afterwards called to relay the bad news. However, she was not about to give up easily and tried a new angle.
A few days later, I got a call from Liana, another invitation to come to her apartment. But this time she said to bring Mark to a party she was planning. It would be a Caribbean night with Jay and another couple or two joining. Clothing, music, food and drink would reflect the islands. I figured that if Mark was there, Jay wouldn't be bothering me.
"That would be great, and I know Mark would like to meet you. Yes Liana, we'll dress like island vacationers. That should be fun. And we'll bring a big bottle of rum too. Eight o'clock Saturday. Good. Thanks."
That was how this all started and the following morning, we were slouched at the kitchen table, nursing terrible hangovers and arguing. We must have looked awful because we both felt that way.
"I'll tell you why they're trash, Sharon. A cock-sucking contest, that's why! People like that bring us down!"
"Come on, Mark. We were all high and it was fun. Anyway, it was just a little game. So what if you didn't win 'biggest cock.'"
"What the hell is happening to you since you started at the studio? You seem to have sex on your mind most of the time."
"You're complaining about that? We only go around once and I don't intend to do it as a prude. That was a great party. Admit it."
"Jeez, how I wish you had never decided to start into this erotic posing business. You've gone downhill ever since then."
"Well, I'm glad! I've found big parts of myself that I kept hidden for years. The genie is out of the bottle now and she intends to have her fun."
"Yeah, that's what is worrying me, Sharon."
Before we arrived, I was looking forward to meeting Liana, especially after my wife describing their intimate times together. I often pictured them naked and having sex at her apartment. I figured that Sharon was anticipating the chance to have as much time with Liana as with me because she hadn't seen much of her girlfriend since that school bus incident.
When we arrived, I was impressed with how sexy Liana looked in her Caribbean clothing. Her trim figure and her long, chestnut hair first grabbed my attention, while those dark and sultry eyes seemed to bore right through me. This was one great-looking woman, and I couldn't help but picture her naked on the sofa with Sharon. I appreciated my wife's good taste in bisexual women!
Liana wore a small halter top in a floral design that showed off her perky tits, complemented by a long flowing skirt tied at the waist. Sharon looked great too, in a simple matching tropical-patterned blouse and shorts combo, the blouse gauzy and the shorts tight. Her luscious body looked fabulous packaged like this.
Jay grabbed my hand and delivered a crushing handshake. I could see that he was a model, a good-looking guy, with his stylish clothes and the perfect hair. He gave Sharon a big hug, pressing her tits hard against his chest as if they were the best of friends. Then he stepped back and checked her from head to toe. I could see that I would need to keep her close by tonight.
A bit later, Jay's friend Shawn arrived with his girlfriend, Virginia- hardly an apt name because this was no virgin! Apparently, Shawn managed a local show bar called Ernie's Place, where she was a dancer. Her island dress was so short that it barely covered her round ass and cut so low that it struggled to contain her big tits.
"Jay tells me that you and Liana are lovers. Is that right, Sharon?"
Shawn was bluntly direct and caught my wife completely off-guard, leaving her momentarily speechless. Liana answered for her.
"Yes Shawn, we are. I met Cher during my last sitting at the studio, and we've been together ever since!"
Then she leaned sideways to kiss Sharon, who was much embarrassed and turned her cheek to Liana's lips. This annoyed the hostess, so she continued.
"You wouldn't believe the things we've done here! Really, I'm surprised that I haven't been evicted yet for all the moaning, right Cher?"
Everyone laughed except my wife. Then Liana embarrassed me too.
"You should consider modelling too, Mark. You're tall and handsome. You carry yourself with confidence. I think that your beautiful wife here has found herself a worthy match."
She looked at Sharon, now smiling again with the compliment, while I shifted uncomfortably in my seat.
"Hey, I brought weed. Who's in?" Shawn shouted, warning, "It's good stuff, so take it easy if you aren't a regular smoker."
Sharon and I hadn't smoked since our college days, but we were both game. Each couple started out with a joint to share between them and it wasn't long before we all began to feel a nice buzz. After the first joints were gone, Liana beckoned Sharon and Virginia into the kitchen area to talk. Sharon told me later about the conversation in there.
"I like your man, Cher. You didn't tell me he was so good looking. Seems like a real nice guy too," Liana said.
"Thanks. I already knew that Jay is gorgeous after meeting him in the studio," I replied, chuckling, "And what a cock!" All three of us laughed. Then Virginia had a crazy idea.
"Once I went to this party and we got the guys to compare. Like, who's biggest? Want to try that? It would be fun, and I know Shawn will do it."
"There's no way Mark will," I asserted. "Not a chance!"
"What if we get them horny?" Virginia suggested. "Like we could strip for them. Then they'd do it for us!"
"Might work, but you'd have to go first, Virginia. Easy for you. It's your day job, right?" Liana joked.
"Sure, I'll go first, but you both have to follow. If you don't strip, then I won't either. Will you both join me?"
Liana had been smoking, so the plan sounded fine to her. I was unsure, but I agreed because I didn't want to be the only one worried about having some fun.
Mark told me that while we girls were in the kitchen, the three of them were comparing notes. Shawn warned them that whenever Virginia smoked, she wanted to get naked. Jay figured that Liana would too. No doubt, my husband was wondering what kind of people we were getting involved with, because out in the kitchen I was having the same thoughts.
The next morning, the disagreement at our kitchen table was further escalating. Fortunately, the children were still at Mum's place for the day. We always do that when we are going out in the evening.
"So, you want to live your life to the fullest? You don't get enough thrills out of posing nude? No, you have to strip down in front of strangers at a party too!"
"I knew everybody there except Shawn and Virginia, and you know what peer pressure is like. I couldn't say that I wouldn't do it."
"Whose idea was that anyway? Virginia is a dancer at Ernie's Place, so she probably came up with that plan. Hardly someone to follow, Sharon."
"I didn't see you turn your head away when we girls got naked, Mark, so don't get all saintly on me about letting go at a party."
"Yeah, what a pair, a stripper has all three of you naked, while her strip club boyfriend gets everybody high on weed. Now that's a recipe for disaster!"
"Tell me that you didn't have a good time at the party, Mark. Tell me, so I can laugh in your face. Just admit it and move on!"
"OK. OK. Hey, I'll make more coffee. Some for you, Sharon?"
Back at the party, Virginia came from the kitchen and began to dance for us guys- a professional strip tease. She brought her arms forward so her dress straps slipped down to her elbows. Then holding the material against her chest, she danced, lowering it until first one, then the other big tit was free.
Then she moved real close to us, reaching her arms out to the sides to shake her body. Releasing the zipper all the way brought the dress down to her ankles. Virginia tossed her hips about, wearing only a tiny silver thong. The three of us chanted for her to take that off, and she was happy to comply. Now she was dancing totally nude.
Jay and I got a surprise when the other two joined her strutting around the room. Sharon undid the back hooks of Liana's halter top, then unbuttoned her own blouse. Then together, they both doffed their tops. Jay's eyes were wide as he stared at my wife's perfect tits.
We thought that was the end of it, but were amazed when Liana pulled down my wife's shorts, leaving her clad only in a bit of silk. Then Liana untied her flowing skirt and stepped forward in miniscule bikini briefs. I could see now what a gorgeous chick she was- everything in perfect proportion.
"Now you guys get out of your pants and shorts," Virginia ordered. "We'll help you."
Following her lead, the girls knelt and quickly had us naked from the waist down. I didn't know what the hell was going on!
"Let's compare. Who's biggest?" Virginia crowed.
Sharon was laughing along, then glanced up to at me to see how I was taking this. It was the rum, or the weed, probably both, but at the time I was feeling no pain. Then it went farther.
"Soft or hard?" I heard my wife shout.
"Hard. That's what counts," the stripper answered.
Virginia started to stroke her boyfriend Shawn to stiffen his pole, and Liana would not be outdone, taking Jay's already-large tool into her mouth. I pushed my growing rod toward Sharon's face, and she gobbled it between her luscious lips.
Now the women displayed their skills in front of the others. Sharon was buzzed enough to go all-in, performing for the group to see. Jay watched intently as she sucked loudly at the purple head of my cock, stroking hard from the base as she worked. Next, she took it deep into her mouth, back into the opening of her throat until I thought that she would gag.
Then I got the rest of Sharon's often-practiced treatment. She kissed my shaft right down to my balls, licked each one and drew it into her mouth. I was moaning as she blew me, swallowing my stiff cock deep into her throat. The guys were stealing long, lingering looks, watching as she skillfully brought me right to the brink.
At the last instance she stopped, gripped firmly, and called out, "This is my man, rock hard!"
"No contest!" Liana exclaimed as she pulled Jay's monster from her lips.
He was grinning broadly because everyone could see that he was huge! Virginia didn't even offer her boyfriend's tool for comparison. Sharon was staring at Jay's big cock, probably wondering how her girlfriend could ever accommodate so much.
"Another joint all around!" Shawn shouted out above all the laughter.
Three more were quickly lit and shared as we sat virtually naked in Liana's lounge. It didn't take long for the party to further degenerate from there.
Shawn and Virginia were already naked, and soon they were on the carpet, engaged in public foreplay. Shawn's fingers found her pussy and she had no hesitation about spreading wide for him. I could see my wife watching all this, probably wondering what was coming next.
Then Liana and Jay got into it, remaining on the sofa beside us. Liana was naked and straddled her boyfriend as he sat, very carefully easing herself down on his big member. Little-by-little she lowered herself, rubbing her clit to ease any discomfort.
As we looked on, I could tell that Sharon wanted to be part of this, fucking along with the others, right there in the lounge. Since she had started posing nude it seemed she would do almost anything sexual. Liana moved it along quickly, turning sideways to look at us still sitting at the other end of the couch.
"What are you waiting for, Mark? Fuck her. Fuck her good. That's what she wants tonight. Get down there and fuck my girl!"
We looked at each other for approval and Sharon just pulled me down to the floor near Shawn and Virginia. They were already going at it fast and furiously. My wife quickly peeled off her panties and pulled me close for some urgent French kissing. There was no holding back now!
The coffee was starting to wake us both up as we continued our sometimes-heated rehash of the night before. We were still sparring, spilling out our feelings about 'the what' and 'the why'.
"And what's with having sex in public, Sharon? Seems to me it was your idea for us to do it right there. Hard to believe that happened!"
"Tell me that you didn't want to get down and do me on the carpet beside Shawn and Virginia. Nobody forced you, did they?"
"Well... I think it was probably the booze or the weed. I mean I wouldn't normally do anything like that at a party. Not even when I was in college."
"I did some things in college that were almost as bad as that, I just never told you because you're so uptight. You need to relax. Have some fun."
"I know you were pushing me to do it. Jeez, you've become such an exhibitionist! Always love to be watched, don't you?"
"Don't tell me about watching! You couldn't take your eyes off Liana riding Jay'. I know you wanted her, didn't you? Admit it."
"No. That would mean you'd be with Jay and I don't want that. It can't happen or we are in serious trouble."
"Mark, we keep coming back to him, so let's just drop it. Nothing happened. Had enough coffee yet?"
I reached to pour another one.
Last night, Sharon had encouraged me, as she lay on her back, legs apart. She was already very wet, eager to be taken right there on Liana's carpet. My wife wanted to be watched- her exhibitionism now had expanded to include intercourse in front of other people. Her inner slut was stepping out to play again!
The room was echoing with the sounds of heated sex, a great deal of moaning and groaning from the intensity of fucking, watching, and being watched. While this was probably something which the other two 'fast lane' couples had already experienced, for us it was brand new territory. It seemed like the ultimate sexual high!
Jay was craning his neck to look around Liana, riding on his lap. She turned too and together they watched us for a while. They could see that Sharon was flying high, thrusting her hips hard up against my pushing cock, and calling out for more. She knew they were watching and really gave them quite a show, like a scene from a porn video. Then Liana called over to us.
"Ready to try Jay now?" Liana teased. "He'd like to fuck you Cher, wouldn't you Jay?" Her boyfriend grinned and nodded affirmatively before she added, "And I'd love to go with your man. Will he fuck me? What do you say, Mark?"
There it was, a bold invitation to swap with her girlfriend. The moment of truth. Our future in the balance. Marriage or divorce?
Time stopped as we tried to read one another's faces. Fueled by the weed, my wife's eyes seemed to me to shout, "Yes. Yes!" I figured that she wanted to swap- to try out Jay and watch me with her girlfriend. Maybe I was wrong about that, but I wasn't in for any swapping. Even feeling high, I was totally unwilling to commit to it.



I admit though, that my mind was in a turmoil, torn by conflicting thoughts. Sure, I'd love to do that gorgeous Liana- who wouldn't? But I was reluctant to have my wife ploughed by her boyfriend Jay. I was thinking that if she was ever with him, Sharon might always find me second best. It was a truly sobering possibility.
So, I made my decision, smiled at Liana and Jay, and pushed back into my wife.
No, I wouldn't risk giving Sharon to another man. I wouldn't self-inflict the cruel pain of cheating because I didn't measure up. She wasn't going to fuck Jay- not now, not ever! I'd read her eyes and I would pass on Liana tonight. The price was too high.
"Hey Liana! We'll swap with you," Virginia shouted. "They're no fun, are they!"
Sharon probably felt embarrassed, having denied her new girlfriend publicly, but I didn't care. I felt pleased with my decision. The others did swap, and new partners, Liana and Shawn dropped to the carpet on one side of us, while Virginia and Jay came to the other.
What happened after that is pretty much just a blur. Too much booze and smoke, I guess, because I don't remember very much of it. My wife might recall more about last night than I do.
Mark's cock did feel good in me, so I pushed up hard against his strong thrusts, squeezing him tightly with toned muscles. He didn't know just then that a small part of me was fantasizing about Jay. He didn't know that while I was watching him with Virginia, a dark corner of my mind wondered what it might be like.
But my husband was in me and it was satisfying. Sex with Mark always is, and soon I was content. In fact, there among new friends, sex seemed more exciting than ever. I was perspiring, and breathing hard under his powerful assault. I heard myself sighing softly, enjoying the pleasurable sensations my man was delivering.
Then Virginia called out to her boyfriend, "Shawn, Shawn. Come here!"
He understood what she wanted and left Liana to join Jay in giving Virginia a double. This was completely new to me. Sure, I'd seen it in one of Mark's porn videos, but now it was happening right beside me. Oh my god, this crazy party was getting wilder by the minute!
But, what about Liana? Not part of their scene, she found herself left out, so she joined us. First, she kissed Mark and whispered something to him. I saw him nod approval and they kissed a bit more. Then she crawled over close to my face and began to French me deeply, before murmuring in an aroused voice,
"I want you baby. I want you now. It's been too long. Love my pussy, Cher. Please love me now."
She moved above my face, kneeling on each side of my head, facing Mark. Then she lowered her body down over my mouth so that my lips and tongue could pleasure her. They were met by the soft, damp warmth of her succulent private flesh. I was eager to do this with my lover for the first time in weeks.
Mark was pounding into me like he was possessed while I loved my girlfriend. Liana rocked her hips in time with my flicking tongue, giving maximum contact with her engorged clitoris. She held herself wide for me as I kissed and licked and sucked her tender pink pussy. Two of her fingers joined my mouth in playing with her wet sex, driving herself higher with desire. We all could hear her erotic moaning .
I felt Mark's cock pressing as deep as he could go into my sodden pussy, and I had my beautiful lover's organ spread across my mouth. Amazing! It was the threesome I had been fantasizing about for weeks! One man, two women, three orgasms- the math was simple and all of us wanted it to add up to a perfect score.
Mark was puffing like a runaway train, balancing on straightened arms as he drove into me. Liana was calling out urgently as my mouth and her fingers probed every bit of her sensuous pink. They were both getting close. I decided to help myself along and reached down to rub my clitoris. It felt so good to be flying high!
Here I was in a Roman orgy chamber, surrounded by the sights, sounds, yes even the smells of sexual abandon. Naked limbs intertwined with one another shone in the low light. Virginia's voluptuous body gleamed with the sweat of her labours as the two studs roughly rocked her to-and-fro.
Right beside me, she was crying loudly for more- Jay, beneath her ramming into her much-plied organ while her boyfriend pounded from behind. She seemed insatiable, but this was her favourite way to have sex. Two hung men, one willing woman- Virginia knew that these guys would soon fill her with their spunk.
I was buried in lovers too, in this drunken orgy. 'Marcus' was probing my depths, thrusting as hard as he could. The beautiful Roman hostess, Liana, was offering me her ripe, juicy fruit, pushing it right into my face, clamouring, "Eat me, Cher! Suck me! Suck my pussy!" Who was I to deny them what they needed? I would make us all come!
Mark seemed focused on Liana, watching her beautiful body bouncing from her knees, down against my mouth. From below, I could see her pert tits rising and falling, the nipples hard and projecting like dark bullets. I heard her breathing in short gasps now, the urgency a sign that she was getting closer to coming.
Thoughts ran through my head. I knew that my husband would fuck her if he could. I wouldn't blame him because I always found sex with her so good! But I also knew that he was not willing to share me with Jay. Then the whole thing became so clear, so simple. Why not continue in future with this same threesome: me, Mark and Liana? No Jay. No anger. No problem. Brilliant!
It was all coming to a head now, each of us lost in our deep-seated need for sexual satisfaction. Mark was nearly out of control and Liana was almost smothering me under her plush body. Next to us, Virginia was squealing with delight as the two guys grunted and urged her on. I was climbing higher and higher myself. This couldn't last much longer.
I really don't know who came first. Suddenly the room burst alive with orgiastic cries. Virginia hitting her peak, almost screaming, and somebody groaning loudly, blasting into her body. Mark spasming in my vagina, pumping streams of sperm deep inside until he couldn't thrust anymore. Liana pressing down hard, grinding her raging organ into my mouth where I held her clitoris captive between my sucking lips.
And finally, through it all, my skillful fingers continued to rub my own little nub to oblivion, leaving me lurching off the carpet and begging for release.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! I'm coming. I'm coming. Ohhhhhh! Yes! Yes!! Mmmmpppfff... Yeah!!"
The argument was winding down. Mark was finally willing to admit that to me that he had a great time, even though both of us were paying heavily for it this morning.
"Yeah, OK, you win. It was a crazy party, but we lived to talk about it. I still don't want you fucking with Jay, though. You're my wife."
"But you and Liana, that would be alright, I suppose? I've said it before. That is a double standard, you know." I was just teasing now.
"Look, Sharon. You have sex with me, and you have it with her. What's the difference if the three of us are together at the same time? It seemed to work out well at the party."
"The difference is, you're fucking my girlfriend..."
"But only if you are with us at the same time..."
"Still. I can't have Jay, right? That's the double standard..." Just more teasing.
"No. The difference is that you're NOT already fucking him. But you ARE doing both me and Liana. Get the logic?"
"Hmmm. Yeah, I see what you mean when you put it that way."
"Right. So, when can we do it with her again?"
"How about a weekend like this when Mum can take the kids overnight?"
"Agreed!"
We both still felt awful, but our argument was finished.
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Her shoot with Liana
Their smooth, silky skin was pressed close as the blonde straddled her lover, long legs wide apart and groin pressed against the other woman's naked vulva. The blonde's hips undulated slowly as she ground their pink flesh together while devouring her lover's eager lips.
Her hands held the attractive face of the woman beneath her, periodically pulling it closer to stab her snaking tongue deeper inside. A low moaning- the sound of their mutual pleasure- rose from the bed as the photographer zoomed closer to capture erotic images of their unrestrained desire.
Now the auburn-haired woman rolled herself from beneath the blonde and became the aggressor. From the side, she ran her hand through the blonde's long, curled hair and began to lavish wet kisses across her neck. The blonde arched her back seductively and tilted her head back with a look of ecstasy.
These models needed little direction, for they were well-practiced in the art of loving one another. In fact, the photographer was largely along for the ride.
"Perfect shot," she said softly as she came closer. It was almost as if the photographer didn't want to break the spell of the magical scene in her lens. "Now, push her more to her side and enjoy those lovely stiff nipples for me."
On command, the two women shifted position slightly, giving the auburn beauty access to the blonde's breasts. They were lovely, full and rounded, their tips extended into aroused points. The kisses began to trail down from the neck and onto the nearest one, until the painted lips settled on the erect nipple and drew it deep into the mouth, pulling and sucking firmly.
The intense stimulation drew a low, satisfied moan from the blonde, an indication of how much she was enjoying being loved on camera.
Another gentle push had the blonde on her back, her eyes closed but hidden by curls trailing across her upper face. The other woman shifted to enjoy the other breast, lavishing it with the same attention given the first, elicting more satisfied moaning. Both models seemed to be in another world- a realm of erotic indulgence.
As she kissed and sucked, the woman on top now slowly trailed one hand down across the blonde's stomach until her painted fingernails lay very close to the shaved pink flesh which they sought. The photographer brought her camera to this focal area and waited to see what would develop.
"That's it. Tease her with your fingers now, but just to the edge. Kiss and suck her breast at the same time. Perfect. Perfect. Wonderful. Oh my god, you two are so hot together!"
The blonde knew what she wanted and drew her legs further apart to encourage it. The other woman gave a little chuckle, then slipped lower, so the tip of her middle finger rested mere millimetres from the top of her lover's crevasse. There she began to tease, pressing and moving the finger in a little circle, dancing close to the willing clitoris, then drifting away.
The blonde lifted her pelvis slightly in response, as if to invite the digit to explore inside. The teasing was excruciating, delectable, and oh-so-erotic to the photographer. She was experiencing it herself on a very personal level, her sex now every bit as damp as the blonde's.
The models' lips met once more, the blonde bringing her hand into the other woman's hair to pull her mouth closer. Kissing open-mouthed, their tongues danced in and out of one another's orifice, just as those teasing fingers began to reach the moist labia so eager to receive them.
Both women sighed with pleasure, part of a shamelessly unfettered display of female desire for the photographer. These two lovely women were not simply paid models- they were lovers in real life. Ardently, sexually lovers.
They were breathing more deeply now, their passion rising, seemingly oblivious to the close attention of the photographer and the young man assisting her for today's shoot. For Gary Smith- he with eyes and jeans bulging at the moment- this was his first erotic photo gig, and he was absolutely gobsmacked by what was unfolding there on the bed! Literally shaking, he could hardly steady the lights, scarcely able to believe his good fortune in witnessing this amazing spectacle close-up.
The young man had never seen anything like this before. Sure, he had watched porn, but this was live! In the lights before him, two beautiful women were relishing each other's shapely bodies as if there was no-one else present. They seemed oblivious to him as they kissed, caressed and intimately pleasured each other under the photographer's occasional direction. To be here watching this shoot unfold seemed like a once-in-a-lifetime experience to him.
Gary Smith was a twenty-one-year-old college senior, completing a degree in Film Arts. When a local photographer had called the college seeking a volunteer for a half day of in-studio experience, he came forward. She needed someone who could operate lighting and backdrops for indoor photography. Already an amateur photographer himself, Gary had these skills, and no other plans for Saturday morning. He didn't know he'd be working an erotic shoot featuring two beautiful women.
Smith's good fortune had originated with pillow talk between swimwear model Liana and the blonde studio assistant, Sharon, after another satisfying bedroom romp. It had been particularly energetic, each of them becoming increasingly skilled at pushing the other to more intense orgasms. Liana had plenty of bisexual experience, but her lover was a novice, though a very quick study.
Sharon was a part-time Administrative Assistant with a college education, married to a loving husband, with two school-age children. Thirty-five years old, she was new to 'the lifestyle', the unexpected result of her recent interest in nude photography. Liana was a half dozen years younger and single, a professional model. She had been around and was more-than-capable of leading her new girlfriend astray. The two of them meshed right away and quickly become lovers.
They talked in bed about Sharon's next sitting with Joannie, the photographer with whom she had an arrangement: one erotic photo session every two weeks in exchange for two days volunteer work in the studio. There had been two such sessions already and Sharon was eager for another one.
"You must have photography coming up soon?" Liana asked. "It was almost two weeks ago that we practiced here for the last one."
"Yes, on Saturday morning, in fact." Then Sharon added, "By the way, Joannie has been choosing some of my best shots to frame for the studio. Two of them just went up the other day!"
"Here's an idea, Cher" Liana exclaimed. "Joan could do a sitting with both of us together? It could be very romantic and sexy. And, she would have some great choices for more studio pictures to hang."
Sharon knew that Joannie felt Liana was trouble and encouraged her to stay away from the woman and boyfriend Jay. She didn't think her boss would be willing to photograph them together naked and in erotic situations.
There was another difficulty. Joannie would have too much on her hands to photograph two models at once without the help of an assistant to manage lighting and moving backdrops. But, Sharon knew that Joannie wanted to keep on Liana's good side because there were benefits from her lucrative swimwear contracts. So, she would remind Joannie that this was her important swimwear model's request.
Liana had a solution for the second issue. "I know that other photographers work with the college sometimes to bring senior Arts students into the studio for practical experience. I'll bet she could get some free help for a half day."
Sharon liked her boss. The woman was about ten years older, a professional photographer for many years. Slight of build, she was energetic and sometimes funny in a sardonic sort of way. Long divorced and straight, Joannie had let her appearance slide, but with Sharon as her sometime assistant, she was making a comeback. She once confessed to Sharon that she enjoyed the blonde's intimate photos for vicarious sexual purposes.
The next time Sharon saw her boss, she carefully presented her plan for another sitting. First she told Joannie that Liana had decided that she would like to have some erotic photos taken, with a view to a framed shot in the studio gallery. When the photographer agreed, Sharon said that Liana had invited her to join the shoot, the pair of them together. Then Sharon reminded her how important it was to keep Liana a happy important client.
"But you'd be posing nude with her in erotic black-and-whites, Sharon."
"Let's be honest. We are lovers, and my husband fully approves. In fact, he likes Liana." The photographer was shocked.
After that, all Joannie could say was that it might be too difficult to photograph both of them without an assistant. That's where using a college volunteer came in.
College senior Gary Smith arrived at the studio that Saturday morning fully expecting to be helping with photos of children, family groupings, and the like. What he didn't expect was to meet the two beauties with whom he would be working. He was a confident sort of guy, mature beyond his years, but something about these two made him feel tongue-tied and awkward.
"So, what exactly are we going to be doing today, Ms. Forsythe," Gary asked politely, when the two models went to the spa to get ready.
"Call me Joannie please. Gary, I thought that it might be a woman coming from the college. You see, there is going to be a great deal of nudity and probably even sexual activity for the next few hours. I'll start in colour, with glamour shots, sexy but reasonably tame. But later, I'll go to back-and-white for erotic photos. That will probably become very explicit."
"Both of these women are very comfortable with their bodies, so things will certainly get hot. If this is offensive to you, I understand. You can leave before we start."
Smith quickly decided that he wasn't going anywhere! Joannie had an assistant for the morning. Soon she had him busy moving backdrop screens into place and demonstrating the operation of her lighting system. She was pleased to see that he had some experience and seemed comfortable about photo studio operation. All the while Gary was eager to get started. Talk about anticipation!
Two afternoons before the Saturday morning sitting, Sharon had arranged for Liana to come to her home to plan and practice. She was still unwilling to visit her girlfriend's apartment for fear of boyfriend Jay turning up. The two women decided on themes that the shoot would follow and then walked through some joint poses.
"Let's start in colour, dressed well like we are meeting in an office, one of us an assistant , the other an executive. We can pretend that we are attracted to each other and begin to kiss and touch," Sharon suggested.
"Great idea," Liana agreed, adding, "Then we can imagine that we've found a quiet corner where we can go farther. Like kissing, unbuttoning blouses, and caresses up under our skirts or dresses. Sound like fun?" Sharon nodded agreement.
"We could do that in Joannie's little kitchenette area, as if we had slipped in there to get some more privacy. What do you think, Liana?"
"I think we should go into your kitchen right now and practice a bit, OK? We'll be directing Joan, so we need to know what will happen."
In the kitchen, they French kissed, their hearts beating faster. This was the first time they'd been together at Sharon's home and for the hostess it was a guilty pleasure. Soon she felt her lover's fingers caressing her nipple and the other hand rubbing against her skirt. It wasn't long before Liana had that hand inside her panties, a finger stroking her girlfriend's damp labia.
"Damn, Liana! Stop that! We will never get ready for Saturday!" She reluctantly pushed her girlfriend away and straightened up her clothing.
"That kitchen scene should work well, just like that," Liana said. "Then we could move to the sofa and go farther, like undressing each other slowly and getting down. Right?"
On the sofa, they worked on some positions and poses, deciding that the undressing photos would be more interesting if one of them wore a short dress, and the other a skirt and blouse. Sexy lingerie beneath, of course, and office-height heels. As they talked, there was some kissing on the sofa, but for the most part, they were at work until that part was settled.
"I suppose the erotic black-and-whites would mostly be on Joan's studio bed, right? Lovemaking shots." Liana proposed.
"Yes, that would be fine. We could even start with our sexy lingerie in there and end up nude."
"I have an idea, Cher. Wear your wedding rings all through the shoot. The very idea of a married woman with a single girl seems really sexy to me. Now let's go up to your bedroom to walk through the last part of the session."
"Uh...the only room we can use is our master bedroom, and I'm not..."
"Oh come on. I'll behave," Liana lied.
The idea of sex with her lover right in the marital bed was very exciting to Liana, and this was an opportunity that she wouldn't miss. Without giving Sharon any time to object, she grabbed the hostess' hand and pulled her to the stairway. Quite honestly, the hostess was turned on by the thought of Liana being in their bedroom, so she let herself be led willingly upstairs.
What started out as a fully clothed discussion of poses on the bed quickly progressed from there. Not ten minutes later, the two of them were naked on the cool sheets, their lips locked together, and their legs intertwined.
Both of them were incredibly excited by what was unfolding- sex in the same bed where Sharon and Mark regularly loved! Today, their sex was perhaps more intense than ever, both women enflamed by the wicked thought of fucking together where the married couple often did the same.
Their kisses were intense, tongues darting in and out, licking and probing. Then it was two and three fingers mimicking big cocks in a very wet vaginas. The lovers were on fire, consumed with lust in Sharon's marital bed. They stopped for a moment for Sharon to drag the big dressing mirror alongside the bed to watch themselves cavorting together nude.
Sharon lay on her side, looking at the mirror as Liana, stretched out behind her, kissed her neck and worked her fingers into the hostess' vagina from between her legs. For a moment, she was nineteen again, in bed with her boyfriend Colin and another woman. She remembered how unnerving that experience was, but now she thought of having her husband here with Liana so both could love her. Liana's fingers quickly brought Sharon back to the present.
"Oh baby, that feels so good! But you're going to make me come if you keep that up."
"Good, Cher. That's what I want," she whispered suggestively. "I want you to come for me. I love it when you do that. Will you come for me? Will you be all mine again today?"
"Yes, yes, I'd like that," Sharon said softly. She could feel herself starting to drift away to that other place of sheer pleasure. "Yes, make me yours again. I want that today." Sharon's inner slut had come to play again.
Liana knew just what to do and slid down so that her face was close to her lover's wet pussy. Her tongue snaked out and licked Sharon's clitoris, drawing back and forth across it. At the same time, she slowly pumped three fingers into her vagina. Her girlfriend's moans told her that it was perfect. Then Liana began to whisper in a coaxing voice.
"Do you like this baby?... Yes, I thought you would... You always do... Turn your head to watch... See me loving your sweet pussy... Yes, you like that, don't you... A hot little bitch, aren't you?"
Sharon writhed with pleasure, grinding her hips against Liana's mouth, and lifting her pelvis to make her pussy more available. All the while she watched in the mirror so close by. She could see her own beautiful tits, now clenched in her hands as she pulled at her nipples to draw every possible sensation from her burning body. Sharon felt like her lover's hot little bitch. She wanted to watch herself come.
"You like watching don't you... Imagine he's here with us... His big cock inside you... He's fucking you hard... Just like this... Oh yeah, our hot little slut... We both want you to come now... Will you come for us?... Show us how you come... Come, baby... Oh yeah!"
Sharon couldn't hold back. Her tortured body was crying, screaming for release- she needed to orgasm so badly! When it happened, she saw it all in the mirror. Her hips flew from the bed as her stomach muscles clenched tightly, convulsing her body in a series of powerful jerks. At the very peak, she called out loudly and continued to gasp as the crest of a powerful surf crashed over her. Her orgasm continued for some time.
When she opened her eyes, Liana was looking down at her smiling. "You enjoyed that. I like to push and please you in bed."
"Wonderful. Always wonderful. Now it's your turn."
"Cher, what time do you have to meet the kids at the bus? It is almost 3:30 right now. I know Mark was angry when you were late last week."
"Oh my god! They come at 4:00, sometimes a few minutes earlier. I'm so sorry baby, but I can't..."
"I understand, I do. I loved being here in your bed today. I'll come again when Mark can join us, OK? I've been thinking about it ever since the party."
"Perfect, Liana. We both talked about it. You can stay the night with us, when Mum has the children overnight."
"Make it sooner than later, Cher. We would have an amazing time, especially if it's a sleepover. Three of in this same bed. Yes!"
"We better rush now because I need to leave in about fifteen minutes, Liana."
On Saturday morning, young Gary Smith was about to meet the two models. Both of them came out of the spa as if they were well-dressed for the office. They checked Gary out, noting that he was about twenty, sort of cute and fairly tall. He seemed a bit nervous, but Sharon was too because she had never posed nude in front of a man before. Another first.
They started the shoot with two women having an encounter set in Joannie's office. Sharon played the slightly older married executive, her younger assistant leaning on the desk beside her examining papers. As Liana bent forward across the desk, Sharon kissed her cheek and caressed her breast before her assistant turned toward the boss for some mouth kissing. Gary watched closely as he directed light to the area.
The models were still fully dressed when they moved to the studio kitchenette for the next scene. Here, Sharon pressed her secretary against a wall and began to unbutton her blouse as the two eagerly French kissed. Liana lifted a hand under her boss' short dress and slipped into the boss' panties to rub her pussy. By now, Sharon had released Liana's tits from her little bra and lowered her head to suck one nipple while fingering the other. It would only get better.
Now the impassioned pair found the studio sofa where they could advance their lovemaking. Sharon pulled away her assistant's blouse and pushed her down onto her back against the corner cushions. Liana pulled the boss against her and kissed deeply, at the same time pulling down the zipper of her dress. In no time, both were down to their bottom lingerie, with their lover's hand inside, caressing moist pink flesh. Exciting! Poor Gary had a massive bulge, difficult to conceal in his tight jeans.
As the sofa scene unfolded, the lovers made sure that Joannie got the intimate erotic shots that everyone wanted. Eyes closed and mouths open, their red lips consumed one another's hungry mouths and taut nipples. Sharon's rings reflected the light which Gary projected, as her fingers caressed Liana's eager tits or rolled her clitoris through sheer panties. He could see that these two beautiful women really were hot for each other.



Soon it was time for the black-and-white erotica. Gary wondered how much hotter this photo shoot could possibly become, but Joannie knew the two women were just getting started! What happened next was something that the young man would likely carry in his memory for a long time. He certainly couldn't tell anyone from his class about it or they would all be clamouring to volunteer at the studio! But it was imprinted in his brain, replayed over and over.
"It was incredible! The blonde lay on the bed in the studio completely naked. She wore nothing but her rings- nothing! Her body was shaped like an hourglass, with nice tits and flared hips. She was a beauty, with deep green eyes and soft smooth skin. Her long, curled hair fell across her face, and the photographer sometimes used it to hide her identity. Probably mid-thirties, a MILF for sure!"
"Her partner had a different look- slimmer and a bit taller too, tanned all over. Firm little tits with long nipples and narrower hips than the other one. Her angular face and dark, flashing eyes were very striking, and she wore her hair long too, so she could be anonymous. She was probably a bit younger than the other woman and might have been single- I didn't see any rings. Both of them were gorgeous!"
"Toward the end, the blonde motioned for her partner to join her on the bed and the photographer had me move to backlight it. Both were naked. I could hardly concentrate- the two of them looked so damn hot! Next thing I knew, she was laying across the blonde, so their lips were close. Then the blonde put a hand behind her partner's head and brought their mouths together."
"The photographer was right there shooting as they Frenched, eyes shut, mouths open and tongues moving. Jeez, I was shaking, hardly able to hold onto the lights!"
Gary watched as the full-on sex scene unfolded before him. He saw the blonde sit up and pull the other woman close, both hands holding her head. The studio lights were glinting off the sparkling diamond rings which the blonde had been wearing throughout the shoot.
With both of them totally naked now, her rings were the only things worn. He wondered why, until it dawned on him that a married woman having an affair with a single woman was suggestive, naughty, even wrong. He understood that this brought the erotica to a whole new level. Does her husband know? Does he ever join them?
They were kissing and caressing breasts again when Liana whispered to Sharon, who grinned and nodded agreement. Liana turned her head and spoke to the photographer.
"Joan, we're going to finish up with something we practiced. Scissoring and it's pretty sexy. See what you think."
Sharon knelt on the bed with her legs wide apart, completely opening herself up. Then Liana lay down facing her, sliding one leg under Sharon while bringing the other above one of Sharon's thighs. She too was now opened wide. Slowly, she shifted herself closer to her lover and rolled a bit onto one side, while Sharon lowered herself so that their groins were in contact with one another. Their legs were now arranged like two interlocking pairs of scissors.
The photographer could see where this was going and moved closer, directing Gary to bring some more light to focus on their mid-sections.
The two lovers were so close now that their bare labia were touching. And then they began to simulate fucking one another, by moving their pelvises in opposite directions. Liana found that she could press harder by using her forearm to push upward while Sharon ground down against her. It did look very sexy, and for the lovers it felt that way too.
As they rotated their pussies together, Sharon could feel her clitoris being stimulated. The look on Liana's face told her she could too. This was exciting, here under the lights making love with another woman. Both instinctively tilted their heads back, mouths partially open in arousal as they pressed their bodies together. Sharon was totally in the moment.
"Bring that ring hand right down where your bodies meet, Sharon," Joannie directed. "That's it. No-one knows who it is, but they'd be shocked the married woman has a lover! Perfect. Liana, bring your hand down and take hers. Have the rings up. Got it. Carry on."
The position was stimulating but somewhat tiring. Both models began to perspire, breathing hard under the heat of the lights. Joannie had her shots now, so they moved out of the scissors and lay together kissing softly as if nobody else was there. The studio went quiet before they realized that Joannie had turned away to fetch their robes, while Gary remained rooted in place, glassy-eyed, trying to come back to his senses.
Joannie tossed the two of them robes and they rushed into the spa area. In no time they were in the shower. Both knew what they needed after the heated scenes they had enacted today, especially the last ones, naked and loving on the studio bed.
The hot spray felt good after so much flexing and stretching today. The lovers soaped each other up, paying special attention to deep crevasses and pink flesh. They hugged and kissed deeply as the warm rain poured over them. Sharon began to caress and pull at Liana's sensitive nipples, with an order to her.
"You're first today, baby. Remember two days ago? I owe you one and don't try to stop me."
With that, Sharon aggressively pinned her lover against the shower wall and launched an oral assault on Liana's nipples. She moaned in appreciation, and Sharon brought a free hand down across Liana's stomach to her girlfriend's labia, playing eagerly with the soft, wet flesh she found there. Busy fingers pressed inside, while lips sucked Liana's nipples to erotic peaks. Then Sharon came to her lover's open mouth for some deep tongue play, while her free hand pulled at a waiting nipple.
Liana's eyes were closed while she enjoyed her lover's attentions. Often, she was the more aggressive one, but today Liana wanted to submit sexually. She spread her legs apart and arched her back in submission, offering herself fully to Sharon. Her hand pushed into the mass of blonde hair and pulled the woman's face tighter to her mouth, deep kissing with an eagerness that bespoke her growing desire. Her Cher had become an excellent bi lover, one that Liana willingly gave herself to now.
Sharon crouched in front of Liana, pressing her lips against her lover's wet sex, seeking out that little nub that would bring Liana so much pleasure. Pressing her hands flat against Liana's thighs, she was in charge today. Drawing back a bit, she looked up and told Liana what to do.
"Baby, caress your pointy nipples while I eat your beautiful pussy. Will you do that for me while I love you? Tell me you will," she coaxed in a low voice.
"Yes. Yes!" was her lover's heated reply.
Now Sharon used one hand to hold Liana wide open while she slid first one, then two middle fingers into her vagina. At the same time, she began to kiss and suck the woman's clitoris, drawing it between her lips, torturing it with stimulation. The fingers began to pump in and out like a piston, stretching Liana's tunnel sufficiently to allow a third digit to enter.
"I'm going to fuck you now until you come baby, and I won't stop. This is for you!"
Sharon lowered her mouth again to take Liana's tender clit into her mouth where she sucked it relentlessly as she drove her fingers in and out of the woman's vagina. Gradually she picked up speed as she heard her lover beginning to moan while pushing her hips forward in rhythm with the plunging fingers. Sheets of warm water flowed across Liana's upper body, running down into Sharon's face. It felt surreal to her, like loving someone underwater.
Liana was louder now, very vocal and Sharon worried that Joannie and Gary might hear. But Liana was so close, thrusting forward, writhing her pelvis, that there was no silencing her. Then came a rising wail, and Sharon knew her lover was almost there.
"Fuck me baby! Fuck me! Fuck meeeee... Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!... Aarrraaaaghhh!... Yeah!!"
Her body pushed hard against Sharon's face, but the blonde was relentless, refusing to release her clit. It seemed incredible how much energy Liana belted out as she orgasmed, bucking and heaving like a wild horse trying to throw its rider. Finally, Liana grabbed Sharon's still-plunging hand and wrenched it away.
"Enough! Enough! Fuck, no more. Enough."
Sharon grinned and laughed, "I'm sure that they heard that out in the studio!"
About five minutes earlier, Joannie and Gary had been tidying up, getting things ready for the afternoon sittings.
"Gary, they will probably be in there for quite a while. You may have noticed that they have a thing for each other?" Joannie gave a knowing little laugh.
He smiled awkwardly and nodded agreement. Then Joannie continued.
"So, what did you think of your experience here today? As if I don't already know!" And they both laughed, easing the tension that the young man felt about about being a voyeur all morning.
"The truth? What can I say!" Gary enthused, then he hesitated a bit, thinking before he continued. "Seriously though, this is what I want to do. Nature photography is fine, but this is really exciting! You can get the shots that capture... that capture the feelings behind the action. I could see that those two women are lovers, because it was right there in the emotion. You must have really enjoyed doing your work today?"
"Yes, I did, Gary. Yes, I did. More than you could know." Joannie gave a shy smile.
This had been exciting for her too, and she was eager to choose some of the hottest of today's shots to use for her personal pleasure. All morning she had been imagining herself there with Sharon and Liana as they writhed in passion. It had been highly stimulating, and the photographer still felt flushed, aroused.
"So, what will you tell them at the college? Say too much and I may never get another volunteer from them. I don't think they would want students seeing what you observed."
"I'll say that it was a great learning experience and that I'm available anytime you need help. I'll tell them that it was mostly just still life photos- old books, vases and flowers." They both laughed.
"And your friends and classmates. What will you say to them if they ask?"
"Hah! Never take an assignment at that studio! The photographer is horrible to work with and the work itself is incredibly boring. Mostly I just stood around doing nothing. A total waste of time. Just stay away from the place!" More laugher.
As they talked, sounds were coming from the dressing area. At first, they tried to ignore them, but soon both grinned knowingly as the sounds of lovemaking echoed from the spa. Clearly, the two models were being intimate in the shower, making it impossible to converse. When the loud moaning and cries reached a crescendo, they knew at least one of the lovers had orgasmed in there.
Joannie gave a nervous little laugh, to break the tension, then continued talking.
"And if I need assistance again, can I call you directly, now that I know you can do a good job? You did very well today, even with distractions. Like that one!" Joannie pointed to the spa.
"Absolutely! And you don't need to pay me a penny!"
"That's great Gary. Oh, I didn't tell you that Sharon, the blonde, poses for me every two weeks. Interested?"
"Am I! Book me in as soon as you know when she's posing again. Any day or time. I'm available!"
It had been a big day for Gary Smith. He witnessed an incredible spectacle. And, he became Joannie's volunteer photo assistant, while settling on his new career ambition- erotic photography.
Good choices, young man! Good choices.
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The Threesome
I thought that I was ready for this, but now I realize that I might not be prepared after all.
For the past week, I have been looking forward to this time; planning for it; fantasizing about it. I thought it all through and had no reservations whatsoever. No worries about sharing my husband with my girlfriend. No concerns about him kissing her, touching her, being inside of her. No issues at all. And here I am now, face-to-face with these realities, wondering if I can actually handle it?
They're both naked, close to each other at the other end of the bed. He's seated, my girlfriend is on her knees. I can see their mouths pressed tight together and hear their lips and tongues playing open-mouthed.
I can see her hand wrapped firmly around the base of his cock, stroking him slowly and steadily. Meanwhile his fingers are in her pussy, probably seeking out her clitoris to return the sensations she is delivering to him.
These are the things that WE do as husband and wife. Now he's clearly enjoying them with somebody else right in front of me, and I don't know if I really am ready to share him like this.
I feel uneasy. My enthusiasm for this threesome is beginning to shrink away as I watch them play, seemingly oblivious to my presence. Dark thoughts run through my head.
"Why isn't he paying any attention to me now?"
"What if it is better with her than with me?"
"Will she want him all to herself, even though he is mine?"
Questions, nagging questions, but I sincerely hope not regrets.
"Come join us, baby," I hear my man say as he pats the bed beside him, and my clouded thoughts begin to clear.
I move close to my husband and we begin to kiss now, while his big hands caress my naked body. My girlfriend stretches out next to him on our bed, and soon I can hear her lips noisily working on his cock. He groans into my mouth and I know that she is giving him much pleasure.
But now I feel much less threatened or concerned about her being here with us. Her hand is softly stroking my skin at the same time. I'm with my two lovers tonight.
"Don't come too soon tonight, honey," I whisper to my husband. "You need to do two of us."
He smiles and we lock lips again. His fingers trail down across my bare skin and I feel them slip easily into my waiting vagina. He turns them, stretching me for what is to come, then they retreat and find my eager clitoris. I moan as waves of pleasure pulse from my core.
My apprehensions have vanished. Our threesome has begun.
The writing had been on the wall for Sharon, Mark and Liana for some time now. A few months earlier, Sharon had posed for a glamour photo session to surprise her husband with sexy prints for his birthday. It had turned erotic, and she was so excited by it that she arranged to help the photographer in return for two sittings each month.
She had posed three times already and hooked up with her attractive bisexual lover, Liana, at the studio along the way. After the new girlfriend met Sharon's husband, she was eager to have sex with the married couple, and Mark had agreed wholeheartedly.
The couple had come a long way in a hurry. Sharon, a mid-thirties part-time Administrative Assistant and mother of two children, found that her erotic posing and affair with Liana were both broadening the limits of her sexual experience.
Husband Mark had no problem being pulled along with her- as long as it didn't involve other men, particularly Liana's hung boyfriend, Jay. Recently, the couple had smoked up and fucked amid two other couples at Liana's wild party, a good indication of how far things had evolved.
Mark, a skillful computer trouble-shooter by day, was as fit and handsome as his wife was shapely and beautiful. He paid close attention to small detail in his work and thus was quick to notice how his wife was gradually changing her appearance. Tighter sweaters, shorter skirts, and taller heels all pointed to her blossoming sexual transformation.
She was feeling especially supercharged after the party at Liana's. One afternoon when no-one was home, she was thinking about what they'd done in front of the two other couples, and she found herself wet and needy. She rushed to the bedroom and stripped naked, posing in front of her big dressing mirror.
Her hands cupped her shapely tits, lifting and pushing them together like an offering of fruit. She pulled her nipples stiff and rolled them between her fingers, sighing softly from the tingling sensation.
Then she knelt on the carpet in front of the mirror, spreading her knees wide and leaning her body backward a bit. One hand cupped and caressed a tit, while the other went down to her wet pussy and stroked her stiffening clitoris.
She liked what she saw in the mirror, an aroused woman offering herself for love, thinking about being with two. Her man and her girlfriend, fuck that would be hot!
Sharon could feel her pussy getting wet at the very thought of them both loving her at the same time. She would give them everything they wanted and more. Her lips, her tits, her pussy- all theirs for the taking. She wanted to fuck them so badly!
It felt wicked to be back in the zone again, that place of so much erotic pleasure. Sharon's hips began to rotate against her stealthy fingers, and she clutched at her smooth breasts as her passion intensified. She continued to rub her hot clit and began to whisper slowly to the lovely woman in the mirror:
"This feels so good!... Soon we'll all be fucking... It'll be so hot!... She'll suck his big cock... Mmm."
"He'll fuck me... She'll watch us... He'll fuck her too... Mmm... Ugh! Ugh!"
"He's coming now... So much cum... Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!... Enough for both of..."
"Oh, fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes!... Mmmmmpphh!!"
Sharon's body took on a life of its own, her lower legs lifting her off the floor while her pelvis thrust back and forth against her busy fingers. Gradually she slowed down and eventually caught her breath again.
She was surprised how quickly she had come, recognizing that thoughts of sex with her Mark and Liana together had quickly ignited her.
After she came back down to Earth, Sharon phoned Liana to make plans for their get-together. The coming weekend would be fine with her Mum to mind the children. Sharon hoped that Liana would be available Saturday night and Sunday morning. Liana picked up right away.
"I've been thinking about you, Cher. What's up?"
"I've been doing more than just thinking about you, baby. How would this Saturday be for you to spend time with me and Mark at our place? Overnight too, can you?"
"Great! Will you meet me for coffee before then to make some plans? Say, about 2:00 tomorrow? Good. Same place as always."
The next day, they met with hugs and kisses to both cheeks. Soon they were settled into the corner table which they had shared several times recently- 'their table'. They reminisced about the party at Liana's apartment before laying plans for the coming weekend.
"That was about the craziest party Mark and I have ever attended. We did things I would never have imagined!"
"Yeah, it was wild. Blame it on that slut Virginia. Isn't she something? The next day I was really pissed with Jay for doubling up on her like that. I told him he should get tested."
"I can't imagine what that would feel like, two guys at once..." Sharon commented, lowering her voice.
"Over-rated, unless that's your thing," Liana smiled knowingly. "I guess we all found out that it's hers!"
They both laughed before Liana got right to the heart of the matter. She had been thinking about this since her party.
"Your husband didn't want to swap with us, did he. Threatened by Jay's equipment I suppose?"
"Not sure. Well... probably. I think that's how guys are. 'My dick is bigger than your dick.' You know." They both laughed at this.
"Yeah. Do you think he'll relax a bit on that? Jay and I would love to swing with you two. We really would."
"No, he won't change his mind, so let's just stick with what worked so well at your party, OK?"
"But would YOU do it if you could? Like a threesome with us? He doesn't need to know everything."
"Liana, stop pressuring me. Back to this weekend, OK?"
"This Saturday at your place, with a sleepover too, right? Count me in!" Then she gave it one more try. "But it isn't really fair that I'll be with your man, and you won't go with mine," Liana pouted.
"The difference is that he's my husband and Jay's just your 'friend-with-benefits,' as you called him. So, just drop it, please!"
Sharon was firm about this, though deep inside she still felt a bit curious about the idea, part of her broadening views toward sex. Would she be able to stay within the straight and narrow rules? But, her good sense still screamed "No" to swapping, so it was dead- at least for now.
They decided to start Saturday evening early by going for supper at an intimate Italian restaurant across the city. Liana had been there and would reserve a little curved booth in the back corner, where they could both sit beside Mark.
After that, they'd return to Sharon's home for drinks before retiring upstairs to the master bedroom. Later, all three would sleep naked in the couple's big bed, then lounge over coffee late morning. Mark and Sharon wouldn't pick up the kids until mid-afternoon Sunday.
Everything was settled by the time they say goodbye.
By 10:00 Saturday, Sharon and Liana had retired to the master bedroom to get ready for some sex. Mark was sitting downstairs finishing his scotch, told he wasn't to go up until they were both ready. As he waited impatiently, he wondered what delights Liana would draw from her overnight case, and Sharon from her dresser.
Upstairs, they were like silly schoolgirls, dressing one another in little nothings and giggling about how much skin they were showing tonight. Mark was in for a treat. Finally, they called for him to come up.
There they were on the bed, kneeling to face one another, one of them in white, the other in black. Their long hair was tumbled down across their shoulders as they turned to look at him, pointing to the lounge chair, close to the bed.
He noticed that the big dressing mirror was pulled up alongside the bed and he could see their backs reflected in it. Mark caught a beautiful view of their shapely bare bums in the glass- it appeared that they wore no bottoms tonight!
Mark hardly knew where to start first, but apparently, he wouldn't have to decide just yet. Sharon spoke softly to her husband.
"Sit tight, and we'll warm you up for sex. Watch us. You've been fantasizing about this. Now you'll see the real thing."
Liana was wearing white baby-dolls that stopped just below her pussy, so sheer that every detail of her tanned body was visible. The front seemed to be held together by two little ties, revealing plenty of bare skin to Mark's eyes.
Her taut dark nipples clearly showed Liana's excitement, and her tiny 'landing strip' of chestnut pubic hair was only partly hidden by a ruffle along the bottom edge of the gown. She wore a gold chain around her neck and a matching one on a wrist. Her lips were painted a deep purple.
Sharon looked every bit as good to Mark's hungry eyes. Her sheer black waist-length gown struggled to contain the full, rounded breasts within, and while there was one big bow in the front, a great deal of pale skin was on display.
Her gown was wholly immodest- reflecting exactly how she was feeling- so short that her entire pussy was visible below the bottom hem! Mark's beautiful wife wore her wedding rings, a black ribbon 'choker' tight on her neck, bright red lipstick, and nothing else. She looked hot!!
They each put an arm around the other's shoulder and pulled their lips close Their tongues danced together before plunging deep inside the other's mouth. Mark could hear the wet sounds of kissing, and saw Liana press her hand to his wife's big breast.
Sharon was bolder, sliding hers down her lover's body, until he heard a long sigh of pleasure issue from Liana's throat
.
Now Sharon's lover put her hand to the blonde's hip and pulled her closer, so close that their pelvic areas pressed together. Both began to roll their hips rhythmically as they ground against one another, pink-on-pink.
With the mirror behind them, Mark had a wrap-around view of their intimate sexual play. He liked what he saw!
Sharon went to the top tie of her lover's gown and deftly pulled it loose, exposing the breast closest to Mark. His wife leaned sideways, taking it into her mouth and sucking greedily. Liana moaned with pleasure, excited too by displaying her loved body to her girlfriend's man.
"Suck my tits, baby. Suck me hard," she murmured, just loud enough for Mark to hear.
Then Liana drew her hand across the exposed skin below Sharon's gown until her fingers reached the deep cleft that marked out her shaved pussy. Mark could hear his wife exhale loudly as the digits found their sensitive target, where they began to rotate in a little circle.
He could see Sharon further widen her stance to give her lover better access to eager private flesh. His wife's eyes were closed, her head tilted back, and her mouth open, moaning with pleasure at Liana's touch. Her hips were swaying in time with her lover's fingers.
Mark was rock hard. He couldn't wait much longer to join them. This wasn't a porn video. This was happening in real time and he needed to be a part of it! By now, the two lovers had stripped one another of their sexy lingerie, eagerly exploring every part of each other's delightful bodies while they kissed.
He doffed his clothes and quickly joined them, taking Liana's hand and pulling her toward him. Sharon briefly got up, and on returning, plopped down at the end of the bed to watch them.
As her husband and girlfriend touched so intimately, she began to wonder if this had been such a good idea after all. Troubling doubts clouded Sharon's mind.
Finally, Mark noticed Sharon and beckoned her to join them.
Relieved, his wife pushed him back and lunged onto his chest, her magnificent tits pressing against him as she smothered his face in wet kisses. Meanwhile, Liana took his already-stiff cock into her mouth, pumping it gently with her fist.
Eventually, she switched with Sharon and pressed her purple lips against his. Liana's distinctive perfume told Mark that he was with another woman tonight, a passionate one, her tongue probing his mouth. He bent an elbow to roll a peaked nipple between his fingers, stretching it to a long point.
She wanted him to kiss and suck it, so Liana shifted her body enough that he could take her extended nipple between his lips. Her different taste, smell and touch excited Mark- a new lover! Meanwhile, Sharon had his balls in one hand and engorged cock in the other, working it hard, deep in her sucking mouth.
"Oh, jeez that's good Sharon. But stop now, before I come!" Mark groaned.
Earlier that evening, the three of them had arrived at Ciccerelli's and were led toward the corner table which Liana had reserved. Patrons' watched the handsome man in the leather sports jacket leading two gorgeous women across the restaurant. They both wore stylish dresses, short and tight, Sharon showing plenty of glorious cleavage, while Liana flaunted her long, tanned legs.
They made quite a trio, and some eyebrows raised when Mark slid in beside his wife, followed by the other beautiful woman. Fortunate guy!
"Tell her a bit about yourself Mark. I don't want her to think you're as dumb as a rock," Sharon joked.
Mark talked about his office job, a computer specialist, and how he hoped to start his own related business some day. Prodded by Liana about his other interests, he told them how much he enjoyed world football, having played it all through school. Now, his favourite pastimes were teaching their children the game, and watching matches on television.
While Mark was talking, he was aware of his wife's hand resting on this thigh, hidden by the tablecloth. She was squeezing gently, encouraging his conversation with their guest. Sharon wanted this whole evening to be perfect.
Then she brought it up to open her menu and Mark felt another one smoothing his other thigh- Liana's! Without looking her way, he scanned his menu, feeling her hand curl inward and upward along his leg, until it rested very close to his jewels. He noticed himself becoming erect just as Liana caught his eye, grinned mischievously and removed her hand. She was in a playful mood.
The wine was good, the food better, and the company the best. Conversation was easy, though laden with sexual innuendo and double entendre. After dinner, while waiting for the dessert menu, Mark boldly wrapped an arm around both women, resting his big hands on their outside hips, pulling them a little closer.
Sharon's hand went below the table again and soon came to rest on her husband's cock. She smiled over at Liana and glanced down, a signal of some sort. Soon her hand joined Sharon's, Liana squeezing his stiff rod while his wife eased down his zipper. Then his cock was free, Liana sensuously stroking it. He shifted a bit and Sharon had his balls, juggling them with her fingers.
For the next ten minutes they teased him while he struggled hard to maintain his outward composure. Fortunately, all this took place beneath the long tablecloth. Finally, they brought their hands above board and excused themselves to wash up before the dessert course. While they were gone, Mark carefully repackaged himself.
On the way home, the bi lovers piled into the back seat. Mark could hear them kissing and whispering. In the rear-view mirror, he could see that Liana had his wife's tits out of her dress and was teasing her nipples while kissing her neck. Sharon's hand seemed to be up under her girlfriend's hem, and he could hear Liana softly moaning.
Back home, they shared a nightcap, wine for the women and scotch for Mark. They talked about their evening at the restaurant, and Liana boldly addressed the question of bedroom behaviour.
"So, are there any rules we should decide first? What's alright and what isn't?"
"No anal when we're together," Sharon stated flatly.
"I agree," Mark added. "Save that for Virginia!" Everybody laughed.
"And what about oral? Any rules there?" Liana continued.
Nobody seemed to have any concerns, so she went on.
"What about cum? Anything about that?"
"What do you mean, Liana?" Mark asked, curious.
"OK, I'll be blunt. Who gets it? And how?"
"I think we should share," Sharon said, thinking about her masturbatory bedroom fantasy a few days before. "He could pull out and finish in our mouths. What do you two think of that?"
"Sharon, where do you get such ideas!" Mark was a bit shocked, even though he knew his wife had changed since she began to pose nude.
"Well... from your videos. I found them hidden in your drawer."
"Oh, he has a porn library, does he! Mark, I never would have guessed," Liana said in mock indignation. "Cher, why don't you bring them down so I can see what he likes and..."
"Oh no, that isn't necessary. I mean..." Mark protested. He was flustered now and both women were enjoying the situation.
"Really, if I'm going to have sex with you, I need to know your perversions. Go get them, Cher."
Soon, Sharon was back with a stack of at least a dozen. The two lovers flipped through the titles, laughing and enjoying Mark's discomfort.
"'Co-ed Capers', 'Sex on the Beach', 'Sinful Swap Six'..." Sharon read aloud.
"Here's one about tonight. 'Three for Sex'. Oh Mark, You are such a bad man!" Liana teased and the laughter grew. "Which one is your favourite? Tell us."



"I guess it's the same one that Sharon watched about a guy pulling out and sharing. When do you watch them anyway, honey?" he asked, trying desperately to shift the limelight.
"When I need it," was all that his wife replied, adding, "And I need it now, so Liana, let's go upstairs and get ready."
All the rules of engagement were in place. That was when the women went up to change into their bedroom lingerie while Mark pondered his good fortune and finished his drink.
"Fuck your wife, Mark! She has you ready." Liana urged, now that the action was about to become more heated.
"Come in front of me Liana, for oral while he fucks me from behind."
The stage was set. Sharon playfully wagged her ass while Mark brought his stiff cock close to her wet vagina. As he eased himself into long-familiar territory, his wife exhaled, then pushed back a little. Gradually they established a steady rhythm, him pushing in, timed with her pushing back. It always felt good together.
At the same time Liana sat half-reclining, propped up by her elbows and forearms, facing her lover at the other end of the bed. She slid forward until her sex was right beneath her lover's face, then bent her knees up and opened them wide apart. She was offering her private flesh to Sharon for their mutual pleasure.
Sharon eagerly dropped down to her elbows and burrowed into the delicate pink made so available to her, first kissing, then licking the sensitive little nub. This widened Liana's legs further and brought forth soft moaning. She reached down to open her labia even more, and Sharon was able to suck her lover's tender clitoris between her lips.
"Oh fuck baby, suck my clit! Suck my clit!" told Sharon she had found the right spot.
Mark was beginning to press into his wife harder, gripping her hips more firmly so that he could push as deep as possible. He was breathing hard from the exertion and kept reminding himself that he must not come, lest he miss his chance to fuck Liana. He tried to think of things to hold himself back: football, computers, the kids- anything!
He needn't have worried because at the other end, Sharon's practiced mouth was making short work of her girlfriend. With a sideways glance, Mark could see that she was literally buried in Liana's pussy, treating it like a meal. He could hear her lover beginning a low wail as she gasped for breath. She was on her way to an orgasm, there was no mistake about that!
Mark had seen Liana come at her party and this was every bit as powerful. Again, she seemed almost out of control- loud and vulgar, cursing like a sailor. Her hips flew up hard against Sharon's face as they lifted off the floor, while her muscles clenched in spasms. Eyes jammed shut, she grimaced- from pain or pleasure, Mark wasn't sure.
Gradually Liana settled down and caught her breath. Mark pulled out of his wife, thankful that he had been able to hold back for the next round, one with Liana. First, they all took a much deserved rest as they lay together naked on the big bed.
Mark and Liana were chatting and laughing, but Sharon was drifting away in thought for the second time that evening. She remembered how all this had started, not so long ago, and she wondered where it would be going next. While she was enjoying herself, it felt so different from how she had lived and loved not very long ago.
Sharon's upbringing had been fairly conservative and something was nagging at her. What would Mum think if she ever learned why she was minding the children tonight? She could almost feel the initial surprise and great disappointment her mother would express. Maybe at thirty-five Sharon wasn't so different from the reluctant college girl of nineteen?
"Stop working at the studio; end the erotic posing; and drop this relationship with your girlfriend," urged the angel perched on one of her bare shoulders.
But the devil on the other one coaxed her with a different appeal.
"You should have Jay here tonight! It is only fair for your girlfriend to have her man in on this too. He's a big, handsome guy and the four of you could be swapping right now if you told Mark that's how it is. Why don't you two girls say that in future, its both couples or nothing? That will bring your husband around."
"Cher, Cher! Still with us?" Liana turned to her and said. "Why don't we get started again. I want to fuck your man!"
Sharon quickly recovered. "Sure... I... was just resting a bit. Good idea." Then she quashed her second thoughts before plotting out the climax to their evening.
"On your back, Mark. I'll get you hard again. Then, Liana, lower yourself onto his cock. I'll kneel above his face." Clear enough; everybody understood.
While his wife brought him back to life, Mark lay back to psyche himself up for a big helping of Liana's wet pussy. He could see her distinctive angular facial features and those dark, penetrating eyes. Her long chestnut hair was tousled now, after more than an hour of continuous sexual activity, and her purple lipstick a bit blurred.
Those perky tits and long nipples were just begging for attention from his mouth, and that little strip of pubic hair was like an arrow pointing the way for his cock. The way she was looking at Mark told him that she wanted to be fucked now.
Sharon quickly drew her husband's tired cock back to a rigid pole. Liana's pussy glistened wet in anticipation of a good fucking as she knelt on either side of Mark's body. Then Sharon held his rod up, symbolically guiding it into her girlfriend, as if to say, "Yes, this is OK by me."
As Liana lowered herself, he could feel her wetness and noted that she was more commodious than Sharon, no doubt on account of boyfriend Jay. In a few moments he touched bottom, with her pelvis pressed tight against his.
Then his wife knelt on either side of his head and lowered herself until her organ came to his lips. She began to roll her hips slightly, forward and back.
"Hey, look at the three of us in the mirror. Is it like any of your porn videos, Mark?" Liana joked and Sharon laughed.
"I think that I brought myself off with a scene just like this one day last week!" Sharon returned.
Mark peeked out from under his wife, turned his head toward the mirror and just grinned. Yes, it could easily be a film scene, and here he was, being ridden by two gorgeous women at the same time.
"Let's keep watching as we all fuck!" Liana exhorted. "Work on our technique for next time."
"Next time!" Mark thought. Oh yeah, he was ready for plenty more times if she was.
As Sharon rocked across his face, Mark concentrated on arching his back a little to ensure close contact with Liana. She leaned back on straight arms, 'cowgirl' style, and began to fuck HIM, rolling on his stiff cock as they picked up momentum. Her juices kept the cylinder and piston running like a well-oiled engine- the love machine.
At the same time, Sharon continued to drag herself across his mouth, filling his nostrils with her sexual scent. The women began to moan as the pace of lovemaking increased, a rising chorus punctuated by Mark's primeval grunts with each little upward thrust into Liana.
Sharon was helping out now, rubbing her clitoris as he licked her lower lips. She began to gasp, a sure indication that she was climbing higher toward orgasm. Meanwhile, Liana was a very vocal, calling out for more cock. Mark didn't know if he had enough strength to last much longer in his efforts to satisfy the two of them.
It happened fast after that as Sharon reached her peak and went beyond. Her moaning and cries rent the air when she came hard, sending her mid-section into intense muscular grabs, slamming her down against her husband's wet face.
"Ohhh... Oh fuck!... Ugh! Ugh!... Fuck! Here it comes! Here it comes!... Yes!... Yes!... Aaaarrraaghhh!!"
She continued to roll her hips for a while, until her energy subsided, and she dropped down beside Mark. Liana joined her there. Now they would share his seed, and he knew what to do, having watched it in porn videos. He was about to enjoy another real-time first.
Mark scrambled to his knees and began to pump his engorged rod. The two lovers hovered beneath him, their mouths open, ready to share. For a minute there, he felt like a porn star, looking down at these two lovely faces, both with an open palm under their chin, waiting for him to come. They began to urge him on.
"Give it to us now!... Empty those big balls!... Come for us, baby!... Come..."
Stroking harder, he was there, managing only one word of warning, "Now!"
They crowded closer, as Mark groaned and began to jerk his plentiful load toward their eager lips. Jet after jet landed on hungry lips and tongues until he had nothing more to give. Both swallowed, then smiled up at him. Everyone was spent. Soon, it was time to sleep.
The cold light of day found them huddled around the kitchen table, coffee cups in hand, talking and laughing about the night before. Sharon was quieter than the other two.
It had been immensely satisfying to cavort in bed together, by all accounts an amazing threesome. But for one of them at least, important questions festered just beneath the satisfied surface.
Sharon was thinking again, wondering where all this was going next.
* Will Sharon give it all up and put the genie back into the bottle?
* Will jealousy overcome Sharon, watching her husband with Liana?
* Will Liana continue to push Sharon toward having sex with Jay?
* Will the women refuse threesomes until the couples do full swap?
* Will Sharon do Jay, either with or without her husband's consent?
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Donors and Grads
Sandie had been having sex long enough to know when she had experienced an orgasm very recently. She knew that weakness in the knees and that sense of euphoria that came with it. Sometimes a raspy throat from really breathing hard and deep near the peak. A bit of a scent, and that full, damp sensation down there that signaled she had become very aroused.
She felt all of these indicators and more strange sensations as Professor Lazenby led her downstairs from her private house tour. It was odd to have a sense that at least the past half hour of her life had somehow disappeared.
"Where have you been, baby?" her husband Ben asked as the Professor steered her toward the larger conversational group gathered with drinks in the big living area.
"The Professor gave me a tour of the upper level. Really beautiful old place. Do you know that she has her own private wing off the upper hall? Someday we need to own a place like this!"
"You must have seen everything up there. You were more than an hour, you know. I was wondering if you had just decided to go home."
"No, I guess we just lost track of time. It was very interesting. Remind me to tell you more about it when we get home. So, what did I miss? What's everyone been talking about down here?"
"Old Lazenby has been telling us about scholarships and bursaries that have become available for grad students in his department. Too bad you weren't here, but I'll fill you in after. You probably qualify for some of the money and department assistant opportunities."
"Too bad I missed that. You'll have to bring me u p to speed."
"Marty seemed very keen on it too. You know that he'll be trying hard to line up some funding to finish off his research. Maybe both of you can land something?"
Sandra Weston- Sandie to her friends- was a petite blonde university grad student. She had a friendly face, a winning smile, and big hazel eyes. Her trim figure was perfectly proportioned, a healthy athletic build. Sandie was outgoing and had always enjoyed lots of friends. And, she was smart too- the young woman had it all.
Sandie and Ben Weston had known one another since their final year in high school. They both went off to university, Ben aspiring to be a teacher. However, after graduating and training in education, he quickly found that it wasn't for him. So, when Sandie continued into a Masters program in Psychology, Ben went to police training, in search of a new career.
About this time they married, having already been together for several years. Sandie had always been drawn by her husband's handsome face and his relatively tall, muscular body. If he hadn't decided on police work, he would have been an ideal Physical Education teacher. Except for dealing with students. That just wasn't to his liking, as he soon found out.
Their first two married years had been difficult financially, the in-school couple racking up almost a hundred thousand in student loans, a crushing debt at their age. But, they were in love and deeply committed to one another. And, this academic year Ben was finished his training and had started his first policing job. The future looked bright, especially if Sandie could get some departmental funding for her studies.
While the couple was chatting privately, Sandie noticed Professor Lazenby staring at her rather intently, and then flashing a big smile when she caught the grad student's eye. Sandie returned her smile and continued talking softly to Ben.
"Did you know that up there they have two different wings- one for him and one for her- with a common bedroom right in the middle. She told me that the centre one is reserved for nights when they sleep together- you know, "not really sleeping at all", she said. Otherwise, they use their own separate quarters."
"You mean Old Lazenby still has sex sometimes. I would never have guessed it. He must be at least sixty, maybe more. Look at his white hair and stooped back," Ben commented.
"But she's probably just in her forties. So maybe she's the one who drags him to the centre bedroom once a month?" Sandie joked, and they both chuckled.
The couple was in their mid- twenties, so even forty seemed like an old person, unlikely to be interested in sex. Sixty was ancient, long past any sexual impulses whatsoever. Little did they both know how wrong their assumptions really were.
While they were talking softly on the perimeter of the group, Ben noticed that Professor Lazenby had come beside Marty and engaged him in conversation. He overheard her mention something about scholarships, then a few minutes later, saw the Professor draw Marty away from the group and lead him down a side hallway. Ben took note for a moment, then let it go.
There was a good mix of students, professors and some other adults that Sandie and Ben hadn't seen before. But, they had never been guests at the Lazenby's home, so didn't know the couple's friends and associates.
Both professors were in the Psychology Department, and rumour had it that Old Lazenby used to have his future wife in his class before they were married. Now he did limited teaching- mostly graduate courses- and some administrative work for the department. His wife, Natalia, was a popular professor in various undergraduate courses.
They often hosted house parties for staff, grad students, and other adult guests. They kept the liquor flowing and encouraged people to 'loosen up' and enjoy themselves. They were legendary for impromptu games and activities to make people mix comfortably. An invitation to their home was a welcome night out.
Something had Ben wondering why Marty was gone for quite some time- at least forty-five minutes- with Professor Lazenby. Then he noticed him back among the group, looking for his friends. Ben noted that he seemed a bit disoriented, almost as though he had been drinking too much. Marty had a sort of glazed look, a flat affect that was unlike him.
"How's it going, man?" Ben sidled over to Marty, his curiosity getting the best of him.
"Great, Ben. Good party, right? How are you and Sandie doing?"
Marty seemed pretty normal, maybe a bit happy with drink, but not much. Ben could smell the alcohol, but there was something else there too- an undercurrent of perfume. This seemed unusual because Ben thought that he'd been with a some male friends earlier, not his usual girlfriend.
"Who are you here with tonight, Marty?" Ben asked, checking a bit.
"Came with a couple of friends. Chantal is studying tonight. Why?"
"Just wondering about that perfume you're wearing, that's all."
Marty sniffed the air a few times, then his shirtsleeves.
"Yeah, I do smell perfume. But it's not my scent. I don't usually use that one," he joked. "I have no idea where that came from."
After that, Ben didn't notice Professor Lazenby giving any more house tours- or wherever she took Marty. There was good music, plenty of alcohol, and at midnight, a big buffet. Everyone knew that the food was a hallmark of the Lazenby house parties- always catered by a high-end place downtown- and a signal that afterward it was time to go home.
"Drink up everybody! Eat as much as you want. And for the students, take tomorrow's dinner with you in one of those plastic containers. Just drop them off at my office next week."
That's how Old Lazenby ran his house parties- the perfect host. Everybody thought that he was a pretty good guy. "Good Old Lazenby" they all called him.
The next morning, Sandie and Ben were nursing a second or third cup of coffee and talking about the party. Sandie was eager to learn more about the scholarship talk that Old Lazenby had been leading while she was upstairs with the professor.
"So, I missed out on all the talk about getting some financial support. I hope that you were listening closely, Ben."
"I didn't miss a thing. One thing I figured out last night. Those older adults we didn't recognize as profs are probably donors to the university. I overheard some of them talking about bursaries and scholarships. It seems that the Lazenbys have their house parties to promote donations."
"So, why do they invite students to the house party?"
"Maybe it's so rich grads can see struggling students up close. You know, get to know them a bit through conversation, games, even dancing."
"True. A couple of older men, had me dance with them. Guys my father's age. They were very nice, just asking about my program and so on."
"Probably by putting a human face on donating, the Lazenbys figure there'll be more money coming in for things like seminar leaders, research expenses, and such."
"They hold these house parties a few times a year I'm told, and its always the same sort of mix: grad students, some profs, and these other adults. Like you say, probably donors they're matching up with applicants. It's a pretty good system," Sandie commented.
"Yes. Winners all round. Grant money for you. Tax deductible donation for the rich. And money flowing into the Psych Department. The Lazenbys seem to have it all worked out. I wonder what's in it for them?"
"Oh Ben. You always want to find the negative in everything. Sometimes there isn't one. Maybe you're the right type to be a detective?"
"OK, I'm probably being too cynical. They seem to be a very popular couple. Everybody just calls him Good Old Lazenby when they talk about him. Hey, tell me about your upper house tour."
"What a lovely old place! I already told you about the unusual layout up there, and she only showed me a bit of his quarters and the common bedroom. She said that it was mostly just used "for those special nights," as she called it. A big room and a very big bed, as I recall. Some old portraits, and I remember several big gilt mirrors on the wall. It could have been a royal bedchamber, the way it was done up."
"And her suite?"
"Very private. In fact, she had keys for each of their private suites. The house seems to be in a flat V shape, with wings branching out from the central bedroom at the top of the stairs. On the way up, we used a back stairs off the kitchen area."
"Probably was the servants' stairs at one time, judging by the size and the age of the place."
"Anyway, the Professor's private wing, first opened into a sitting area, like a small library, with books along two sides, a big sofa and some side chairs. Very nice, but masculine, like a private club."
"I suppose this led into her bedroom, right?"
"No. She pushed a button and a door opened that looked like a wall panel. Inside there was another room, I think for her hobbies. I saw quite a bit of camera equipment and there were some portraits along one wall. Nudes. She told me that she had taken them using models."
"Oh, so buttoned-down Professor Lazenby has a wild streak in her! Who would ever have guessed she'd be into erotic photography! What else did you see in there?"
"Well, it is strange, but I don't recall anything much more. The hobby room opened to her bedroom through a short passageway, but I can't remember anything about it. Hmm...the bed was really soft. Like settling into a cloud, or something. That's it. Next thing I knew, we were coming down the main staircase, with her hand steadying me. For some reason I felt very shaky and light-headed."
"You were on her bed! And you don't recall anything else until coming back downstairs? What happened in between? What's the last thing you remember clearly?"
"Let's see. She was showing me an old clock in her hobby room- office and said that she thought that the little pendulum was not keeping time. I was to check it for her by watching it swing and counting the arcs for a minute."
"And then?"
"I don't know. Next thing I felt this soft bed, and then we were coming down the stairs. Strange."
"Did you have much to drink before or during your tour?"
"Well, a few glasses of wine before- maybe three- but nothing during the tour."
"Three's a lot for you. Maybe that's why your recall is hazy."
"Probably. Hey, I wonder if Marty and I are competing for some of that funding from the Lazenby's donors?"
"He's about a year farther along in his work, so they might be looking for research funds for him. You're on your coursework, so the two of you might not be after the same money. The Lazenbys must have plenty of donors, based on the number of non-professors I saw at their party."
"Marty wasn't there with Chantal was he?"
"She was studying so he came with some friends. Did you notice him leave the room with Professor Lazenby and then come back quite a bit later? She must have given him a tour too?"
"I can't imagine him being interested in anything much up there. Oh, except maybe the nude photos in her hobby room- office," and they both laughed.
"Yeah, he'd be interested in that alright. Did you notice if she was wearing perfume last night? Marty had a strong perfume smell about him after he came from his tour."
"Yes, I complimented her on it and asked the name. Hypnotique. A musky aroma."
"That's a good description of how he smelled alright. She must have been very close to him for a while because it was powerful."
"I saw him while I was dancing with one of the donors. Looked like Marty had a bit too much to drink last night."
"Well, that's two of you."
At the Lazenby household the conversation was also focused on the previous night's party. Old Lazenby- his actual name was Gerhard- looked rather tired and worn today. Natalia especially enjoyed their house parties and afterward had brought him to the middle bedroom for some sport. She looked full of energy that morning, obviously recharged by the evening's activities.
Gerhard Lazenby, AKA "Old Lazenby", had been a psychology professor for a good part of his life. He was sixty-four, a tall, slim man, now stooped at the shoulders, tilting his head a bit forward. His white mop of hair had once been a sandy blonde and his weathered face smooth and tanned. He was on the steady downslope of life now.
Students didn't know that many decades before, Gerhard had been an avid surfer, while a student in Southern California. Or, that at one time he suddenly left his first university teaching position there in a scandal involving a female student. In fact, there was a great deal about him that didn't meet the eye. Behind his kindly old facade lived a different person.
Natalia Lazenby, AKA "Professor Lazenby", had always been 'different' when she was growing up. Her family had come from South America to New York when she was young, and she had few real friendships. Instead, she indulged her interests in reading- often subjects like paranormal experiences and the occult. Enrolling in university psychology seemed an ideal choice, and there she caught the eye of a Gerhard Lazenby, a professor in his forties.
Old Lazenby had learned the importance of discretion with students, keeping his dalliances with Natalia a careful secret. But there was such an intense sexual fire burning in her, that he had to keep her for himself. Natalia moved into his fine old house- now their home- as soon as she graduated, and they eventually formalized the union. Her sexual furnace burned as brightly as ever, but now her husband's flame just flickered much of the time.
"Did you have a good time last night, Nattie?"
"Excellent, most excellent, Gerry. It was a fine evening all round."
"We do throw a good party, don't we, my love?"
"Yes, and you were very good yourself afterwards, you know. There seems to be something about being around the grad students that recharges your old batteries."
"So, you're satisfied this morning. As satisfied as I am tired?"
"Yes, for now. You'll have your energy back in a day or two, I'm sure. And I'll be ready for more by then. Lot's more."
"Insatiable. It's too hard for me to keep up with you anymore. You know that."
"That's why we play these other games, isn't it?"
"Yes. What did you think of your new candidates last night?"
"Excellent choices, Gerry. They will both be very responsive when needed. They certainly were last night. I think that they will be perfect, either alone or together."
"So, should I contact them about applying for bursaries or other departmental positions?"
"Yes. The young woman is married and still doing course work, so an assistant's role would suit her well. I learned that the young man is single- just a girlfriend- and a year farther along, finished his course work. He would be ideal for a research funding bursary."
"And they both did well on their preliminary assessments, you say?"
"Excellent. She is very responsive to stimuli. And, he is a large young man- copious is the best word to describe his volume."
Natalia smiled broadly at this last comment.
"I'm sure you appreciated that, didn't you, my love? You always like that, I know. Especially with my own capabilities in decline."
They both chuckled at Old Lazenby's last comment. Then he continued.
"Will we proceed in the same manner as we usually do, Nattie?"
"Yes. Why not? It certainly has always been successful in past. I think that these two will serve us very well, so you can contact them next week. Call them separately to appointments at your office to outline what you have available for them. They can come over here on separate evenings, first of all, to meet me for direction in filling out their applications."
"Very good. I know what you are looking for. And you know what I like. She is a very attractive young woman. Being married, I'm sure that she will be easy to bring along to your requirements."
"Good. It's all settled. Eventually they will be guests at my Donors Club group, I'm sure."
"Yes. I saw a few of them admiring the grad students whom they'd never seen before. That Sandra is very striking and will be much appreciated."
"From a woman's perspective, Martin will be much in demand, I know. I think that the two of them will prove wonderful finds. And, neither one of them provided obstacles to my powers of persuasion in the least."
"Well done, Nattie. Well done. It helps very much to continue securing and retaining our generous donors when they can receive such direct reward for their efforts, doesn't it?"
"A wonderful system we have, matching donors with rewards. I think that our department has the highest level of donor support per program on the entire campus!"
"Not that we don't directly benefit ourselves either. So, shall we take a walk this morning? I am beginning to feel more energized already, Nattie. You always manage to pick me up. To make me feel young again."
Sandie was very excited when she returned from the university on Monday. She had been called to Old Lazenby's office where he wanted to have a little talk with her.
"Close the door behind you so we have some privacy here. Have a seat and I'll join you. First, can I pour you a coffee? I was about to have one and my thermos is still quite full."
Good Old Lazenby was always like this. Eager to make a person feel welcome and comfortable. It was what he did with all the students, the reason he was very well liked.
"Now Sandra- may I call you Sandie? OK. Sandie, I called you to talk about some funding opportunities the department has for graduate students. Your name has come up for consideration, and you were introduced this past Saturday to some of our prime donors who support these gifts. I call them gifts, but you must understand that they all involve work on the student's part."
"Of course. No such thing as a free lunch, they say."
"That's true with these gifts, but we try to make the work interesting and beneficial. In your case, you haven't yet started your thesis research, though you are near the end of your coursework, correct?"



"That's right. After this semester I'll be primarily doing research for a thesis. I'm in your Psych Issues seminar at the moment and I have been hoping that you could be my thesis advisor when I reach that point."
"Yes, that does sound feasible. Currently I am advising Martin Benning and another fellow, so I certainly could take on another student. Have you anything broadly in mind for research at this point, Sandie?"
"I did a Masters level paper on multiple personalities and found it fascinating. Perhaps I could build a doctoral thesis around some aspect of that topic? I've found some of the issues from your course interest me too."
"Good, good. I will work with you this semester to help you narrow down your choice into something unique, interesting and manageable. My wife may have some suggestions you will find useful too. But, for now, let's talk about some funding. I know now that you've been married for a couple of years. Is your husband a student too?"
"No. He is a rookie policeman. Just starting out now, but he hopes to be a detective someday."
"Do you live closer to the university or my home? Or perhaps you each have an automobile?"
"He uses our one car to travel to and from his job, weekdays. I catch the bus to the university. Actually, your home is about half the distance from our apartment, a much shorter ride."
"That makes this easier then. My wife needs a Marker for her undergraduate courses because she is buried with reports and tests from hundreds of students. There's a steady flow coming in and she currently spends too much time grading student work. Would you be interested in being paid to do that? Some of it needs to be done under her direction, but other items could be done in your own home."
"Yes, that sounds interesting. I was considering a teaching career of some sort in future. And, you say that I would do some work with her direction?"
"Yes, the most important work, where you need her input, could be scheduled right in her home office. I believe you saw it on your upstairs tour Saturday."
"And how much would I earn with this position, Professor Lazenby?"
"It pays $10 000 per semester. Not enough to live the high life, but a nice supplement to your husband's salary. And that's the base pay. Sometimes there'll be opportunities to earn extra, with additional duties, provided you agree, of course. Maybe as much as a few thousand more."
"Definitely interested! What do I do next?"
"Why don't I arrange an appointment for you to see my wife at her home office one evening this week. She can show you everything and clear up any questions you have about the duties and the application itself. She's done this before."
"How would Wednesday or Thursday work for her? After supper."
"She's free on Wednesday at 7:00. Allow yourself a couple of hours. Your husband could drop you off and we'll arrange to get you home afterwards. Come prepared to get started."
Sandie wondered what he meant by that comment. How could she prepare for something about which she only had the most general idea at this point?
Sandie was eagerly awaiting her Wednesday evening appointment with Natalia Lazenby. But there were things stuck in her mind. Why could she not recall anything much about the last part of her upstairs tour on Saturday evening? A swinging clock pendulum, the sound of the Professor's soft counting, the feel of a soft bed beneath her. Nothing else. Then she was being helped down the wide staircase with the familiar feeling like a very recent orgasm.
Had she been drinking too much? Why had the time upstairs gone so quickly?
Ben dropped his wife off outside the front door of the Lazenby home. He knew that Sandie was very anxious to get this funding and they both knew that it would make their modest life much easier. He wished her luck, and she told him that the Lazenbys would arrange to get her home.
The couple met her at the door and welcomed her inside, Old Lazenby with a handshake, and the Professor with a little hug. Before long, they all ascended the staircase, wherein he turned right to his own suite, while she led Sandie left into hers. The Professor closed the door behind her, then led Sandie into the library- sitting room. They each took a facing chair.
"Hello, Sandra. I take it that my husband told you that I need a Marker, and that sometimes you would work here under me. Other times, you could correct tests and the like at home."
"He did tell me that. And the pay of $10 000 per semester, that seems fair to me. He also mentioned earning more by performing extra duties, but he didn't elaborate. What extra duties did he mean?"
"You're very forthright, I see. He was probably getting a bit ahead of himself there. Sometimes we will need your assistance after hours or perhaps on a weekend. These are social events to connect our grad students to the donors who support them. You would always be informed well in advance, so you could clear your schedule. And they pay handsomely, directly from the donors."
"Sure, as long as I have advance notice, that sounds fine. After all, they're the ones supporting our learning, right?"
"I'm happy to hear you say that. Keep thinking that way and I know that you will enjoy our occasional donor nights, Sandra."
"How do I apply? I mean, what's the process to get the marker position, Professor Lazenby?"
"Well, my dear, you have it now. I choose the applicant and our discussion here covered everything. So, if you agree, you are my marker for the next two semesters."
"Wonderful! I agree. Oh, this is just what we need. Thank you so much."
"Believe me Sandra, the pleasure is all mine. Now come with me into my office and we'll fill out a form and get it signed. That's all there is to it."
Professor Lazenby curled her arm around Sandie's waist and walked her into the office. While she was fetching the paperwork, Sandie's eyes wandered around the room. It had two big desks, presumably one for the professor and one for her. In addition to storage cabinets, she saw open shelves with plenty of photography equipment: cameras, lenses, video camera, memory sticks and so on.
Sandie's eyes fell on the framed nudes, a dozen or so, each about a foot square. They were all black-and-white, and some of them were very explicit, showing full breasts, even genitalia. These models showed only partial faces, their hair covering the eyes or their heads turned.
It seemed that most of the models were in their twenties perhaps, and some were male, rigidly erect. A couple of the photos even showed actual male-female intercourse, one taken from behind, the other with the female leaning back across the male.
"Is this your hobby, Professor Lazenby?" Sandie asked inquisitively. She still found it hard to believe the woman would have such an interest.
"Yes, for many years. Have you ever thought that you might like to pose for erotic nudes? I think of them as a window into the inner soul, the part of ourselves which we keep hidden from the rest of the world."
"No, I wouldn't want to do that. What if people knew it was me?"
"That's why any explicit pictures only show partial faces. Of course, only magazine pinups show it all, including their faces. But, where's the mystery in that? Erotic photography must have mystery, which means that the identity of the model is always hidden."
"Think about it, Sandra. If you ever decide that you'd like to pose, I can be your private photographer. A little surprise for your husband perhaps?"
"No thank you, Professor. Let's look over these contract papers now."
"Certainly. When we're together like this, please call me Natalia. That's my real identity. Now why don't you read over these two pages while I see if I can get this old clock running on time again. I'll see how well it keeps time over a few minutes when you finish reading and we have everything signed.
"What time is it now? 7:45. You count the swings of the pendulum to yourself while I count off the seconds from my watch. Ready? Begin."
"One...two...three...four...five...six...seven..." The Professor noticed Sandie's eyes getting heavy. "Ten...eleven...twelve...thirteen...fourteen...fifteen..."
She stopped counting because she could see that Sandie's head had tilted forward and her eyes were closed. She had been hypnotized in just fifteen seconds, ideal for the Professor's long term purposes.
"Now Sandra," she said softly, "I want you to wake up... That's it," she purred, "Open your eyes... slowly stand up...Good... Now come with me... You will be more comfortable."
Sandie obeyed her in a trance-like state and felt the Professor's arm around her waist as they walked into the inner sanctum- the woman's bedroom. The blankets had already been puled back in anticipation of this moment.
"Sandra," the Professor whispered gently, "Take off your blouse... Show me your beautiful body... Yes, now that little bra... Oh, your breasts are beautiful... so round and so firm...Pull your nipples for me... Lovely, just lovely."
"Now your skirt...and those nice panties... You have a beautiful shape... Slowly turn now... Let me see all of you... I love everything about you... So very nice."
The Professor's voice was husky in tone now, for she had become much aroused by the young woman beside her bed. She reached for her phone and punched in some numbers.
"Come over quietly now, Franz. Pick up the Nikon on the bottom shelf on your way. I want some souvenir photos while you watch. Remember, we always use our middle names when she's under."
In a minute Old Lazenby arrived, a big grin on his face and the Nikon in hand. Sandie was on her knees at this point, having just pulled down Natalia's briefs. Both women were naked.
"Stand up Sandra... Put your arms around me... Kiss me like a lover."
Sandie rose to her feet and firmly embraced the professor as she pressed her lips hard against the older woman's. Natalia opened wide and Sandie brought her tongue inside, flicking it about, probing her 'lover's' mouth. Old Lazenby levelled the camera and recorded the eyes-closed moment.
"She's a real beauty, isn't she Helena? Gorgeous, and seems to be as gentle as a kitten."
"Oh yes, a kitten, a sexy little kitten, I hope." Then she turned to her marker, who was patiently awaiting her instructions. "Let's go to bed now... We will have sex like lovers... In you go now, Sandra."
Sandie offered complete obedience, quietly slipping into bed and laying on her back, waiting for her 'lover.' Natalia came on top of her, pushing the younger woman's legs apart so that their pubic areas were pressed together. She began to drag her pelvis back and forth against Sandie, and her young lover reciprocated.
"Another photo, Franz. Like this."
Then Natalia lowered her head and began to kiss and suck her 'lover's' pert nipples, her hands caressing her tits at the same time. Sandie gasped and then began to moan softly as the sensations rippled through her.
"You like this, don't you?... I thought so... Love me that way too... Please, Sandra."
Under the professor's spell, Sandie began to kiss and suck Natalia's nipples, surprising herself how it felt to be sexual with another woman. She'd never experienced this before, but it seemed so natural to her, so easy to learn what to do.
"I have something for you... I know you'll like it, Sandra," Natalia whispered softly. "Open your legs wider... Bring you knees up and out... Yes, like that... I'll slide down now... I'll show you how to love me... Ready?"
"Franz, take some like this!"
Old Lazenby knew that Sandie was the most attractive of the female grad students, but he had no idea that she'd look so good naked. His own wife didn't look too bad either. She kept herself trim and fit, sometimes drawing looks and whistles in public. Her black hair contrasted beautifully with this cute blonde, and her olive skin brought out the pale hue of her current bedroom subject.
The professor had come down to Sandie's mid-section and used her fingers to open her young lover wide. She drew her tongue along Sandie's fleshy outer laps, lapping and teasing with it. She liked the sensations, jumping a bit each time the tongue danced close to her sensitive clitoris.
"Sandra, play with your nipples... Pull them... Twist until it feels good... Yes, do you like that?... Good girl."
Now the professor's tongue was withdrawn, and she began a second assault on Sandie's open pussy, this time with her lips, nipping and kissing at all the pink flesh. Sandie was very responsive now, moaning louder each time Natalia's mouth came close to the sensitive little bud. Finally, her lips closed right over it and began to suck firmly. Sandie's body began to lift off the bed at the pleasure of it.
She was breathing very hard and fast now. Her forehead had begun to perspire and a steady stream of little gasps and moans were escaping her lips. Gerry could see that his wife's efforts were bringing this lovely young woman very close to an orgasm, so he steadied the camera and waited for that moment. Her acute gasping signaled that she was there, as her stomach muscles clenched strongly.
"Oh fuck! Yes... Yes... Yes... I'm coming... I'm coming... Ahhhh... Ughhhhhh!"
Sandie continued to heave against Natalia's wet face until she couldn't take any more stimulation and pushed the professor away. Then she lay back against the pillows trying hard to catch her breath again.
"You are a hot little kitten, Sandra... Love me like that... Will you do that for me?" Sandie nodded eagerly. " Good...I thought so."
The professor propped herself against the headboard with a few pillows, then sprawled wide as Sandie went down to practice what she had just been taught. Natalia motioned for Gerry to come in close with the camera to provide his wife with another souvenir moment.
"That's it, Sandra... Use your whole mouth... Oh my god, you are good!" Natalia groaned.
In no time, Sandie had Professor Lazenby's toes curled under with delight, while the older woman pulled firmly at her own big dark nipples. She could feel a rapidly building desire coursing all through her, emanating from her centre. This young woman was extremely good in bed!
"That's it... Use your lips and your tongue... Right there... Right there!... Now suck me... Suck hard... Suck... Oh my god!...Oh my g... Aaaarrrragghhh!!"
The professor's orgasm was intense, her body bouncing up against Sandie's face, bathing the young woman with her juices. She pressed the back of her assistant's head against her pussy while she gradually rode out the huge orgasm which had overtaken her rather quickly.
"Did you get that Franz? Fabulous with her mouth! My god, she is good. The best!"
All the while Sandie was sitting looking at the professor as if to say, "what do I do next?"
"Come hold me tight... Kiss me, my love."
Then Old Lazenby spoke up.
"If it's all the same with you, Helena, I 'd like to have a go with her too. What do you say?"
She nodded and Gerry began to get himself undressed. Though he was stooped a bit and had a shock of white hair, Old Lazenby had not let his body go to seed. This lovely young woman had lit a spark inside him and now he would see if he could keep up with her.
"Sandra...Kneel on the edge of the bed... Make his cock hard... He will fuck you... Would you do that for me?... Good girl."
Sandie dutifully nodded and wrapped a palm around the base of it. Natalie could see that this young woman had plenty of experience with the male anatomy, because it took very little time for her to prepare Gerry for entry. He was as hard as a rock.
"Now onto all fours... on the edge of the bed... Offer him your pussy, Sandra."
Gerry slid into her already wet pussy easily and soon set up a steady rocking motion. Sandie knew how to push back to meet his thrusts. She felt completely filled by his hard cock, because Old Lazenby was a big man.
"Some photos, Helena," he said between breaths, and his wife scrambled for the Nikon.
"Fuck him good, Sandra...You can do it... Fuck him hard."
On command, Sandie picked up the pace, pushing herself back hard against Old Lazenby. He was performing pretty well for a man of about sixty. There was still plenty of fire in the furnace when it came to the opportunity of having a fine young thing like her. Both of them were perspiring now and their grunts and moans of exertion grew louder.
Natalia was enjoying the scene playing out before her, and her sense of complete control over the young woman.
"Fuck him Sandra!.. Give him your best!...Go hard now!"
Sandie always liked sex and under hypnosis, she followed commands perfectly. Soon she had Old Lazenby on his last legs and Natalia knew it. She didn't want the man to have a heart attack!
"Sandra... Finish in your mouth... and swallow it all," she commanded.
Scarcely missing a beat, Sandie swung around to face him on her knees. She grabbed his still stiff member and took it deep into her mouth. Professor Lazenby looked on with delight as her new find demonstrated well-practiced skills in bringing a man off. She licked; she kissed; and she sucked, so deep that Old Lazenby couldn't hold out a second longer. He held Sandie's pretty head in both hands while she pumped out his seed until he was dry.
"Very good, Sandra... Now swallow... That's right...Come back to bed with me now... Hold me tight for a while... before we get up."
Gerry quietly left the bedroom. A few minutes later, the two women dressed themselves and Natalia went into a time-practiced pattern she used in such situations. Her student was still fully hypnotized. First, she had Sandie help her make up the bed, then she led the young woman into her dressing room-bathroom, where she had her brush her teeth, comb her hair, and reapply her lipstick. Sandie looked pretty much the same as when she had arrived.
On his way out, Gerry had set things up in the office- hobby room. Two stacks of standardized multiple choice test papers sat on what would be Sandie's desk. One pile was marked, the other sat ready, with a red pencil nearby. Natalia led still-hypnotized Sandie to the desk and had her sit down.
"Sandra, thank you...You marked these tests... Now initial the top of the first page... Yes, for all these... Here is the answer key... Mark one more test...Then you're all done."
Sandie obediently initialed the first pile, then used the answer copy to tick off the wrong answers of one more test. In a few minutes she was done and looked up to the professor for further instructions.
"That's all for now... Thank you... You did all your duties well... I am pleased, Sandra...Now I will say your name... followed by "Alive and Well."... You will come downstairs with me."... After a pause she spoke firmly.
"Sandra. Alive and well!"
The young woman quickly resumed her real self, looking around as she found herself seated at this desk in the professor's office, with piles of test papers in front of her and a red pencil in hand. She felt rather disoriented and looked at her watch. 8:45.
"You did a fine job on those test papers, Sandra. All that work in about an hour. You are going to be an excellent assistant. I know that I made the right choice."
"Time passes so quickly! Last I remember it was 7:45. Strange."
"You were so focused on your work that you must have lost track. Look at how much you accomplished in such short order. You really do have an incredible ability to delve right into a task. Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes, I think I did. The test questions were interesting. I did all this? I'm impressed."
"So am I, Sandra. Now come downstairs with me. Gerry will have set a little something out for us before he takes you home.
Good Old Lazenby. In the kitchen, he was setting out an inviting display of pastries and juice. He had everything ready just as the two women entered the spacious kitchen.



"Gerry, I think I have the perfect assistant in this one. She performed her duties so well tonight. Marked a big pile of those tests for me!"
"Well, I think that she's earned a little reward. Join us and help yourself. There's plenty more, so you can take a container home for your husband. That'll be our thanks to him for giving you to us for the evening."
Old Lazenby was the master of the double entendre, and his wife struggled not to burst out laughing at what he had just said. "Giving you to us for the evening!" she repeated to herself. If only Ben knew how much she had given them tonight. But, of course, he must never know.
Later, after Old Lazenby returned from delivering Sandie home again, the two professors came to the centre bedroom to sleep together. They were both energized by the evening with their new assistant and had plenty to talk about. Everything seemed to be moving forward as they had hoped.
"She really is an excellent catch, don't you think Nattie?
"Perfect. Attractive, intelligent, and very pliable. She was mine by the count of fifteen strokes of the clock. Very fast. I'll use another means next time."
"And she remained under your control for the entire time too, I could see that."
"Absolutely. I could not have asked for a better subject for hypnosis. She followed every command without any hesitation."
"Excellent. And if I may say so, the woman is extremely good in bed. Don't you think?"
"Highly sexual, to be sure. Skillful with a man, I noticed, and a very quick study with a woman, as you saw, no doubt. She will be popular with our donors group, the men and some of the women too. Just watch the money pour into our department then!"
"So, let's review now. What is our next step?"
"Gerry, I want you to call young Martin in your office to discuss what you have available for him by way of funding for his thesis research. He did extremely well in my initial assessment of him during the party. He was easy to get under my control and eager for fellatio. Martin will be very popular with some of the women."
"Do you think that you could control both of them at once?"
"That is my hope. I've done it before with two women. I think they would give me an excellent opportunity for erotic photography. I haven't been able to work with a pliant couple for quite some time."
"Any other possibilities for him?"
"Gerry, remember that live sex show we once saw in Berlin? Now imagine a small core donors group party with the two of them together. Wouldn't that be a real treat. Spectacular! Can you imagine?"
"You have such a dirty mind, Nattie. Such a dirty mind!" and Old Lazenby chuckled.
Sandie was home by 9:30 and Ben was eager to hear how her assistant's application had gone. She found herself surprisingly tired, but soon rallied as she enthusiastically described what she knew of her evening at the Lazenby home.
"I got the job! It was so easy. The Professor basically reviewed what Old Lazenby had already told me in his departmental office. In very short order she gave me the contract papers to read over and sign. Just like that I was hired for the next two semesters."
"Great! And after that?"
"Nothing else was said. I suppose it depends upon my performance and the availability of funds from donors. We'll just have to take it a year at a time."
"You were there for a couple of hours. What else did you do, since you say the job was yours pretty quickly? Another house tour?" he laughed.
"No. I got right down to work marking test papers. I completed a sizeable pile of them in about an hour. Time passed so quickly, it almost seemed like I hadn't been working at all. But there they were, a stack of them with my initials as marker up at the top. Natalia- that's what she wants me to call her when I'm alone with her- was really pleased and complimented me on my duties for the evening."
"She put you right to work. Did you like marking or was it boring after a while? I don't think I'd want to read the same thing over and over."
"It was easy. These were all multiple choice questions from a test manual, probably accompanying the textbook. Just spot the wrong answer and put a tick diagonally across the question number for the incorrect ones. Then add up the errors and subtract from 100. Each test had a hundred questions."
"Sounds dull to me. That's another reason I got out of teaching!"
"No. It was amazing how fast time flew by. I was marking for an hour and it seemed like just a few minutes. It was a very easy way to earn money, believe me."
"That's good. I hope that it is all that easy for you. Your marker's salary will come in handy with all our expenses."
Then he caught his wife's eye with that certain look, and she was quick to understand what he had in mind. He wanted to celebrate her new job, and their rising income.
"Sure, but I need to shower first. It has been a busy day and I want to be fresh."
"Mind if I join you?"
Soon, the young couple were together in the shower and Sandie knew well enough from past experience that their lovemaking might start and end there. Something about being under the warm rain in there seemed to bring out their desires every bit as much as their marital bed.
"Soap me up, honey, then I'll do you," Sandie urged when they were both inside.
She turned her back to Ben to lather up, and as she expected, he paid close attention to her buttocks and between. It felt good as he massaged her lower back. She felt stiff, maybe from sitting in the desk chair for an hour? Then, she turned to face her husband, offering him the delights of her breasts and her pussy. As he caressed her breasts, they kissed intimately, with the warm water streaming across their eager faces.
"Let me take care of your front now, Ben."
In no time, she was curling her skilled fingers underneath his sac, then stroking the soapy length of his growing rod. He automatically widened his stance and groaned at the stimulations of her fingers all working on his sexual apparatus. Then Sandie went down on her haunches and took Ben's cock into her mouth. There was a brief sense of deja vu as she did this, but it came and went so quickly that she scarcely noticed.
Ben was groaning now and moving his hips forward and back, literally fucking her open mouth. It was time to switch things up.
"My turn. Soap me up now Ben," she ordered, and he reached for the bar of soap.
His fingers pulled at her lathered breasts first, then played with her puckered nipples. One hand trailed across his wife's stomach, bringing plenty of lather with it. Using his whole palm, Ben began a circular motion around her labia, pressing to stimulate her clitoris. Sandie tilted her pelvis up to make it easier for him to find what they both wanted. Then, he slipped two fingers inside.
Ben knew his young wife intimately and was surprised by how little resistance he met as his fingers probed into her slit. But his fingers were covered with soapy lather and he attributed it to that. Little did he know that these same depths had been plumbed by another man not much more than an hour ago.
Working his soapy finger in a fucking motion, Ben used his thumb to contact Sandie's clitoris. It was especially sensitive, having already been stimulated earlier in the evening. Soon she was moaning softly as her husband's practiced fingers built her rising desire.
"Fuck me Ben. Just fuck me. I feel so fucking horny tonight! Right now."
He was more than ready and willing for this. Sandie leaned back against the shower wall while he raised one of her thighs under his arm. With her pelvis tilted upward, Ben was afforded easy access to his wife's vagina. He slid in very easily- surprisingly easy- and the couple began that rocking motion together and apart that always brought them to orgasm.
It felt wonderful to be fucking there in the shower. It always did. Sandie could hear her husband groaning softly with pleasure as he thrust ever faster into her. Ben was aware of Sandie's moaning as she enjoyed the combination of his fucking and his finger pressing against her clitoris at the same time.
"My god," she thought, "He is so good!"
Their mutual orgasms were coming closer and closer. Before long, Sandie began to feel her muscles clenching as she came for the second time that evening. Ben kept pumping into her, relentlessly driving himself on to his peak. Then he came, great spurts of his seed jetting into his wife's stretched vagina. He didn't know that his wife had taken another man's cum into her mouth a short time before.
After that, Sandie drifted off to sleep peacefully, secure in their love for one another; secure in the knowledge that her new job would provide some financial certainty for their young marriage. Life was good.
At about the same time, the Lazenbys were making plans that could affect the young couple's future in so many unhappy ways. The Professor's hypnotic powers posed a threat that could overwhelm the stability Sandie and Ben were just beginning to enjoy.
Ben was closing his eyes for the night, his pretty blonde wife asleep beside him. It had been a very good day.
"Good Old Lazenby. He's going to make our life so much easier," he mused.
Or would he?



            Sharon Finds Erotic Photography Ch. 09

            How the Sharon wind up being photographed naked in public?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sharon-finds-erotic-photography-ch-09

Title: Sharon Finds Erotic Photography Ch. 09

Author: 1fastguy

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: How the Sharon wind up being photographed naked in public?

Tags: erotic photography, masturbation, public sex, erotic model, exhibitionism, orgasm, sheer gown, nude in public, silky undergarments, photo techniques

Series: Sharon Finds Erotic Photography


My series, Sharon Finds Erotic Photography, Chapters 1 to 8, appears in Loving Wives. Each 5000 word installment features Sharon's sexual exploration after a glamour photo shoot unleashes her inner self. Chapters 1, 4, and 7 in particular feature her rampant exhibitionism during erotic modelling sessions with Joannie, her photographer. However, this story includes any necessary background for context.
*
Public Posing
It had to be the most exciting thing that she had ever done!
Sharon was literally shaking inside as the lights came up and a dozen phone cameras flashed. It was almost blinding. So bright that she could scarcely see that most of her sleek body was exposed to all the people assembled not far in front of her. She could hear a rising murmur of commentary as the cameras continued to flash.
"Look this way."
"What a body!"
"Show us more!"
Joannie had told her to expect this and cautioned them to be quiet. But it still seemed overwhelming to be so exposed to so many strangers in public. And this was just the beginning! What would it be like when she started to remove what little she already wore? And then there was the next day still to come. That's when Sharon began to wonder if she had got herself in too deep this time. But, the show must go on. Too late for second thoughts about decisions made two months ago.
****
Sharon was an attractive, green-eyed blonde, a thirty-five-year-old mum. She was of medium height, with long legs and a very nice chest. Her tits were rounded, in perfect proportion to the rest of her shape. Sharon had been married to Mark for a dozen years, and with hard work had managed to keep her trim figure after two children, now early school age.
A part-time junior administrator at a seniors' residence, in recent months she had become a photographer's assistant, volunteering one day each week in exchange for two erotic photo shoots monthly.
It was an unusual arrangement, one which stemmed from a glamour shoot which Sharon had done as a birthday surprise for her husband. During the session, the photographer, had drawn her out in ways that Sharon had never expected.
Part way through the shoot, Joannie had suggested some erotic black-and-whites, and by the end Sharon had agreed. As the photographer coaxed her through it with seductive words and tone, the model had let herself be drawn into another world. A massive orgasm had marked the culmination of that afternoon.
Sharon wanted more exploration of this inner self, and made the unusual help-for-photography arrangement with the photographer. In the following months, she met a professional swimwear model, Liana, who had helped coach her through her second erotic photo session.
Two weeks later, Sharon and Liana had practically made love for Joannie's camera in a searing girl-girl shoot. Since then, she had done several solo sessions for the camera, some of them outdoors in quiet, scenic places. The photographer began to hang framed enlargements of Sharon's erotic photos in the studio and her office.
****
That brings us to the present. Why did Sharon find herself standing half-naked in front of a small crowd of photographers?
It started a conversation about two months after she had first posed for Joannie. Photographer and assistant were relaxing over coffee between client appointments. Joannie wanted to ease Sharon into a proposal that she had in mind. She hoped to interest her studio model in something out of the ordinary.
"Sharon, I have been getting so many positive comments about your photos in here. And women asking if I could do the same for them. Business is picking up in the studio now, really picking up."
"Glad to hear it. Anybody I know?" And Sharon laughed, because she knew from her own experience that discretion was key to a successful erotic photo operation.
"Actually, you probably do. Maybe you'll be assisting on one, but the city is large enough that it won't likely happen."
"You never know though. One of the kid's teachers? Now wouldn't that be something!"
They had a few more laughs and then Joannie became a bit serious.
"Sharon, have you noticed changes in me since we began to work together as photographer and model?"
"Definitely! You've upped your game. I mean, you seem more put-together and confident than my first impressions."
Joannie was about forty and had divorced many years before. The studio was about all she had in her life- no family, limited friends, nothing but her cat. Once reasonably attractive, she had let herself go, fretting about her struggling business more than herself.
Now, she had begun to take more time with her appearance, perhaps measuring herself against the high standard her assistant always met. At the same time, Joannie became very proficient with erotic photography, and her confidence seemed to grow along with her skills.
"Yes, I feel very good these days, Sharon. Good enough to try something new, with your help, of course."
"Oh. And what is that?"
"The annual photographer's convention is coming up in two months in the capital. I'd like to present a workshop. If you're agreeable, I'd also like to sell framed copies of some of your shots?"
"I don't see why not, as long as enough of my face is hidden to protect my privacy."
Sharon had discovered that she had a very strong exhibitionist streak. Having strangers buy her nude black-and-whites was much more exciting than Joannie could ever imagine!
"Good. Here's the other part. I'd like you to come with me for the weekend. We'd room together and I'll pay all your expenses. But, before you agree, there's something you need to know. I want to offer a workshop about getting started in erotic photography. And I want you to appear it in as my studio model."
"What would I do, Joannie?" Sharon had replied, with a tone of concern.
"I've been thinking about something with high impact. I would talk about some basics for erotic photography, then the participants could take some photos of you in poses I'd lead you through."
"You mean nude? In public like that? I don't know, Joannie. I'd like to say yes, but...."
"Not nude. This would be in a convention centre. But in suggestive lingerie. Perhaps a half dozen different poses, all erotic but none of them completely nude."
"How 'not completely nude' do you mean?"
"Your breasts, yes, but your vagina, no."
"I'm glad to hear that something is private! I'd have to think about it. And, give me the convention dates so I can check whether there's a conflict. That's IF I decide to do it. No promises."
"OK. I need to submit my workshop plan by the end of the week. Sorry to press you. I do hope that you can do it for me. It would really help photo sales if you were there to talk to customers and sign your pictures."
Joannie was pulling out all the stops, appealing to Sharon's vanity because she knew that the model was very proud of her photos. She'd seen her examining them many times as she went about her assistant duties at the studio. And, she knew from experience, that when Sharon's reservations were overcome, she loved to exhibit her naked body to the camera. By the next day, Sharon had agreed.
****
Finally the convention date arrived.
"Erotic photography must always assure the comfort of the model," Joannie told the dozen amateur photo enthusiasts who had registered for her Saturday late-morning workshop.
"It is important that the face be less visible as the images become more intimate. Most models, for example women, will not object to their breasts and face being shown at the same time, but it is always wise to find out first. Your photoshoot can easily be ruined by exceeding the model's boundaries."
Joannie was winding up the first twenty minutes of her allotted hour. She had introduced the topic and discussed some basic techniques in taking black-and-white images. Back-lighting and side-lighting were an important dimension, along with shutter speed and depth of field. Joannie stoked her framed photo sales by projecting large images of them to reinforce information.
"That covers the techniques part of my presentation. Are there any questions?"
"Yes, when will the model be out so we can take some photos?"
Everyone laughed, and no-one asked any further questions.
"Before I introduce my studio model, there are some strict rules."
"One: No-one moves closer to the platform than the rope, nor may you move to either side or the back."
"Two: There are twelve numbered squares marked on the floor. You have a number on my card you received on the way in. That is your spot."
"Three: No-one can speak to the model during her posing because I will be giving instructions that she must hear."
"Four: You can only use cell phones, and I strongly suggest you work in black-and-white"
"Questions?" she said authoritatively.
There were none, of course. For dramatic effect, the lights were dimmed so the windowless room was quite dark.
"Now I present you with my lovely studio model, Daisy!"
Sharon had chosen this modelling name from a favourite photoshoot she had done for Joannie recently, naked among daisies along an old fence line. It was available for sale at the convention.
Towering heels clattered across the tiled floor as Sharon came from the back and mounted the low platform. She opened her sheer white gown, and as the lights slowly came up, she let it slide off her shoulders to the elbows, then wrapped it and her arms around herself.
She stood now with her breasts bare, lifted proudly by her crossed arms below them. Her nipples were fully erect both from her excitement and from her tits swaying against the fabric when she walked on-stage. A collective gasp and a continuous stream of camera flashes greeted Sharon's dramatic arrival. She bowed her head briefly as if to greet these strangers.
There was no mistaking that the model was nude beneath the almost transparent gown, but at this point at least, Sharon's groin was hidden by gauzy folds in the full gown. However, that didn't take away from the feeling that she was naked before these photographers.
She could feel a rising excitement coursing through her, and as if to demonstrate it, she boldly broadened her stance, symbolically opening herself wider for their prying eyes. Only a bit of almost transparent fabric separated her spread pussy from them. Sharon could already feel it moistening in response.
"I have positioned a spotlight behind the model to show the impact of backlighting, particularly when the general lighting is low," Joannie explained. "See how different your subject looks in such light."
Suddenly, Sharon's beautiful body was silhouetted in light which poured through her gown, highlighting every shapely curve. The sheer fabric seemed to become even more transparent. Then Sharon let the gown slip entirely off her arms and grasped the corners, dramatically opening it fully to the loose tie at the waist.
Now she stood before them like a 'fallen angel', the opened fabric like wings with the backlight streaming through, her magnificent tits fully on display. The innocent white of the gown contrasted with the brazen presentation of naked breasts. The amateur photographers were in a flash frenzy, almost blinding Sharon with their stabbing light.
"Please turn around now, Daisy to show them more possibilities. Hold your wings wide."
Now the cameras were treated to a view of Sharon's beautiful pear-shaped ass, the full cheeks completely visible where they pressed against the sheer white fabric. Those who had drawn photo locations near either end of the rope were treated to further views of the round curvature of half a naked tit profiled against the light.
A closer look showed the unmistakable outline of the model's fleshy lower lips protruding beneath her body. Sharon found this public nudity extremely exciting and hoped that the juices she could feel inside of her wouldn't begin to seep down her body!
"Let me show you the effects of side-lighting, first from one side, then from the other. I will turn the room light down completely while the model moves to the next position. Do not use your cameras yet."
Sharon pulled forward a covered foam pad and lay down on it, her head propped up by a bent elbow. Her legs were arranged in front of her, with the top one completely bare, the bottom half of her gown now pulled between her legs to hide her pussy.
One arm was in the gown, but the front one was fully withdrawn, offering a complete view of her lovely tits. Joannie then turned on a side spotlight positioned by her feet, shining across Sharon's body. The dramatic effect drew murmured appreciation.
"You can see how the light from below highlights the curve of her hips and the smooth sweep of skin up from there. See the shadows beneath her breasts. Open your gown wider now, Daisy and bring your nipples up. There. Very nice. See how they are made larger by the play of shadow behind. I call such shots 'Bodyscapes'. Imagine her full breasts as sand dunes in the desert."
Most of the photographers were imagining Sharon's long nipples in their mouth instead! Indeed, the way she was beginning to feel at that point, she would have welcomed it.
"I'll use a different spotlight just behind her head. Daisy, slip both arms out of the gown now and push it down there. I want them to have a total view of your beautiful 'Bodyscape' now. Ready?"
Now Sharon was stretched out totally naked except for some material gathered at her groin. Her nipples stood proudly erect and the light streaming across her shoulder left them looking like sharp rocks atop windblown sand. The effect was striking, evidenced by yet another explosion of flashes from the photographers. Everybody was enjoying the show, no-one more than the model.
Sharon lay propped on one elbow imagining what it would be like to just lay back and masturbate right now. Yes, right in front of these strangers, as if she was a porn actress in a studio. It was so tempting to bring one arm down and spread her legs wide for them- to just follow her basic exhibitionistic impulses. But she reminded herself that she still had some more basic poses to do.
"Now lay on your back, Daisy and bend you back leg up at the knee. Push most of the gown aside so that only a little bit comes up between your legs from behind, for decency's sake. Turn your head to the photographers and give them that bedroom look. Clasp both breasts in your hands. Yes. Perfect."
Then Joannie turned down the room lights and shone all three spotlights across Sharon's near-naked body, bathing it with light. She looked spectacular, with her sultry stare, hands softly caressing her tits and brushing her long nipples as she lay there. She was feeling like a total slut, loving herself a bit in front of all these eyes. And it only got hotter.
"Arch your back up now Daisy. Right up so there's open space beneath it. Yes. Perfect. If that doesn't say 'Come Fuck Me', well I don't know what does!"
Sharon opened her legs to help her push up, and continued to play with her nipples. She really wanted to fuck right now, in the worst way! That brought another burst of camera flashes. Then Joannie turned off the spots one by one with her control board and lowered the room lights to darkness. It was time to go into the last pose of the session. Sharon slipped back into her gown again, then sat down, legs crossed, her back to the photographers.
"From behind, side-lighting casts interesting shadows across the back. Daisy will drop her gown down her back now very slowly, revealing more and more of herself until she sits before you literally nude. Ready now?"
Sharon nodded her head and began to slip her arms from the gown, feeling it slide across her bare skin as it fell lower. She stopped with it draped at her elbows, her breasts bare now and half visible to lucky photographers at each end of the restraining rope.
The sensation of the silky material sliding so slowly across her skin raised Sharon's nipples into stimulated peaks. Then, easing her arms free, Sharon dramatically let the sheer fabric drop to the floor where it gathered behind her.
Now she was completely nude- her bare buttocks, the curve of her ass- every detail fully displayed. She was trembling with excitement at such sluttish exposure. The raw power she felt in her nakedness was intoxicating!
Her hands were at her lap as the photographers focused on her lovely behind. Sharon slid her fingers down between her legs, and unseen by the cameras behind her, she began to caress her wet pussy. It felt good, so she spread her knees as if to better balance herself. An aroused shiver passed through her body.
Now her shaved sex was wide open, giving her total access to her engorged clitoris. She knew that she could love herself like this on stage without a dozen people behind her even knowing it! That felt so brazen, so wicked. Sharon's inner slut had come out to play, and there was no holding back!
"Daisy, please turn your upper body slowly first to one side and then the other to allow our photographers a different look at your fine breasts. Give them a sultry look over your shoulder as you do so. That's right. Good. Isn't she just so sexy, naked like this!"
"Naked!" Sharon loved the sound of it, and she felt so sexy, with her fingers moving in her vagina, shamelessly loving her sensual centre while she posed. The sultry look on her face was real. Her slick juices were flowing as her pussy lubricated itself for some imaginary lover eager to plunge into its depths.
Now Sharon was fully distracted, wanting to orgasm, wanting to show all these people just how sexual she could be. She could turn around and give them all something they might never forget! But, just as that thought seemed about to take action, Joannie spoke again.
"Daisy. We'll finish off by folding your palms together behind your neck, with your elbows out. Slowly turn in each direction to give side looks at your fine breasts. You are such a beautiful woman! Isn't she, everyone?"
There was a loud cheer of agreement as the photographers took another flurry of shots. Finally, Joannie had Sharon stretch her arms upward, her back still to the crowd, then arch them outward as her triumphant completion of the photo session.
There was as much applause as a dozen pairs of hands could generate, then a roar of appreciative babble about the absolutely amazing workshop just completed. Joannie took handshakes and hugs at the door.
Sharon remained on stage while everybody filed out, her back to them in the semi-darkness, rubbing her clitoris harder than before, reaching closer to the orgasm which she so badly needed. As she frigged herself there in the shadows, the model fought hard to stifle her little cries of delight. Then her body shook violently, releasing all the pent-up lust of the past half hour. Her orgasm had been building gradually for all that time, an accumulation of desire that rose up, crested, then exploded all through her.
As she caught her breath, Sharon peeked over at Joannie, pleased to find her still herding stragglers out into the hallway. Apparently, no-one had noticed a thing.
****
Sharon dressed in black leggings and a form-fitting leopard skin top from a large handbag she had brought in beforehand. Joannie brushed her hair and Sharon reapplied her lipstick. Then they were off to the booth where a variety of Sharon's framed photographs were on display, with multiple copies for sale.
The model perched on a stool beside a display sign, "Meet the Model: Daisy", where she chatted with the convention crowd and autographed sold prints. Business was brisk, with many people from the morning workshop clamouring for signed photos. It was Sharon's first taste of celebrity and she loved it!



Joannie had not anticipated the second day workshop until a few weeks before. Demand was so brisk- because of the photo session, no doubt- that the organizers asked for a second presentation. This one would be similar, though Sharon would wear a different outfit and strike some slightly different poses.
After the wild success of the late- morning workshop, convention-goers were offering plenty of money to buy access to tomorrow's presentation from those who had secured a place at registration. One of these buyers was Tom Miller, a renowned erotic photographer in his own right.
When Sharon was headed upstairs to shower and get ready for a late lunch, Tom intercepted her in the foyer. He introduced himself and gave her his business card. He was a handsome and polite fellow, wearing a convention name tag. Here at the hotel, Sharon felt neither shy nor threatened about talking with him briefly.
He asked if she had eaten lunch and when he learned she hadn't, Tom invited her to join him for a bite in the hotel cafeteria. She accepted, agreeing to meet there in about an hour. Something about the man intrigued her.
Tom Miller was a graying man of about fifty, with a fine beard, not unlike a sea captain. His rugged good looks and deep tan completed the image. All he needed was a bottle of rum and an astrolabe in hand to look the part. Instead, he wore an expensive Italian suit and stylish patent leather shoes. He carried himself with confidence, but not in a brash, cocky way. Tom knew how to get what he wanted with a slow charm that had so far lured Sharon to lunch.
"I've been hearing wonderful things from people who attended your morning presentation. Apparently, it went extremely well! Congratulations."
"Thank you. It was really stepping out for me."
"And I took the opportunity while your were working to examine your photographs. Excellent. The quality is good enough, but the model is spectacular. You have an appeal that comes right off the paper, you know. I'm a professional photographer and I know talent when I see it."
"Thank you, Tom," Sharon replied, wondering why this man was coming on so strong.
"I paid someone $200 for his registration to your afternoon session tomorrow. I hope that I can talk to you further afterwards." Then he continued. "It is bold of me, I know, but are you a freelance model or on contract to the photographer?"
"Well... neither really. I help her one day each week in the studio in return for posing sessions twice monthly."
Tom was incredulous that Sharon was not being paid, nor was she on contract! If this woman was as good in front of a camera as he suspected, she could be a major find. But, Tom was a card player, and he was not about to show his hand just yet. The two of them made small talk as they ate their sandwiches and then Sharon said goodbye to return to the booth to help sell Joannie's erotic art.
****
The afternoon workshop on the second day covered the same ground as before, but this time there was an even stronger buzz of anticipation. A dozen people craned their necks, looking around for the blonde bombshell they had been hearing about in the convention hallways.
As Joannie talked about lighting and angles, the only thing most participants were interested in were Daisy's photographs, projected to illustrate information and ideas. Finally, the introductory twenty minutes or so was completed. Scarcely any questions were raised. Attendees were eager for the main course- the erotic model.
Tom Miller took his numbered spot, and like the others he had his cellphone. It was the only camera equipment Joannie allowed to be used in the workshops, both to keep things simple and to avoid quality 'pirated' images of her model. Tom had installed a small clip-on telephoto piece to his cell, and he had a 'fisheye' lens in his pocket. He was eager to see the model and evaluate her sex-appeal in the camera eye.
Sharon's arrival for her afternoon session was every bit as dramatic as the previous morning. This time she was clad in very transparent black silk French undergarments, with an open sheer black blouse over top. She wore black hose with black satin pumps, dangerously high in the heel.
As the house lights went up, Sharon stood facing the photographers with one hip cocked and a bent-elbowed arm resting on it. She looked hotter than imaginable, the perfect image of a wanton slut. Tom drew in his breath sharply, joining the collective gasp that rose up to greet her.
"Daisy, walk around slowly so that everybody gets a good look at you first. Turn a bit as you go so that they don't miss a thing. Lovely, isn't she?"
As Sharon minced around the stage, turning this way and looking that way, the room exploded in a wall of continuous flashes. It seemed that no one view of Sharon's shapely body was good enough. The next angle, the next move would look even better. Mustn't miss a thing!
The model seemed to be reveling in the adulation, swaying her hips and her ass with each careful step, curving her back inward, and pushing her perfect tits outward. Tom could see that this woman was the real deal, a premiere exhibitionist in front of a camera.
Then, Joannie had Sharon stand facing the photographers as she let her sheer black blouse slide down her arms, first to the elbow, then the wrists and finally right to the floor. She stood before them now in a tiny half bra which struggled unsuccessfully to support its burden, and a wisp of lace. Black pull-ups and those big heels completed the look.
To their delight, Sharon soon turned her back to them and slowly unfastened her bra. From behind, her body was clothed- if you could call it that- only in the two black strings of her thong. The room was in an uproar, the photographers scarcely able to contain themselves.
Tom admired what he saw, this brazen display of shapely, toned buttocks and acres of smooth, lightly tanned skin. He could tell by her elbows-out posture that she was busy stiffening her nipples before she would face them. Tom felt a lump in his throat and an unmistakable stiffening of his cock. This woman had impact!
Then Sharon slowly turned around to face her audience as Joannie brought a low angle spotlight up across her body. Fantastic! Full, round tits with long, pointed nipples, and classic Coke-bottle curved hips. Sharon tilted one foot up onto the toes and seductively bent her knee inwards, before bringing her finger to a pouty red mouth. Pure cheese-cake! She had them all eating out of her hand.
Clad only in her stockings and thong, Sharon led the photographers through three more poses, again stretching out on her side, head propped up by an elbow. Then she rolled onto her back to caress her tits with one hand, while the other lightly touched her barely-covered pussy. Sharon knew that she was soaking wet under that thong, and feeling so hot to fuck that she could hardly concentrate on her instructions from Joannie.
Finally, the last pose came, with her seated, back to the audience. Unknown to the photographer, when the house lights were down, Sharon had deftly slipped off her thong, wanting to again experience the adrenalin rush of total nudity on stage. Only her stockings and heels remained. Her fevered brain was on overload with one simple thought- orgasm!
Joannie operated the spotlights shining across Sharon's back, and again urged her to turn this way or that for a side view of her full breasts. The model slowly raised her knees and tilted them outward, seated in the meditative 'lotus' position. But she wasn't meditating just then.
Instead, Sharon's circling fingers pleasured that urgent little nub where her pussy lips met. Everything else just slipped away. Joannie's closing remarks; the thankful applause; and the buzz of conversation as the group filed out of the room- Sharon hardly heard it. She was on an urgent mission. In a room with a dozen people, the model was secretly masturbating! She must come now, and nothing else really mattered.
Tom had waited behind the others, watching her and grinning with delight when he realized what was taking place. He saw her body moving, her elbows working and her buttocks clenching. He heard the little choked-off moans and cries as her passion grew more heated. Tom knew she was getting herself off after her afternoon of exhibitionistic display. So he waited and watched.
Suddenly, Sharon's body jerked hard, her back arching, and he knew that she had peaked. Listening closely, Tom could make out a rhythmic pattern of quiet expletives, punctuated by stifled cries. He saw her body writhing in ecstasy before it finally stopped, and her head tilted downward, resting.
Sharon's eyes were closed and her breathing ragged as she struggled to draw more air into her empty lungs. It had been a powerful orgasm, a wonderful high, and as she had ridden it out, she completely lost track of place and time.
Tom quietly came from behind as Sharon reached for her robe. He spoke softly.
"You enjoyed that didn't you, Daisy? You were amazing!"
"You saw what happened?" she blurted with alarm.
"I did, and you were incredible. Your raw sexuality is a precious commodity, believe me."
"Oh god... I'm so embarrassed!"
"We'd like to talk to you about posing for us. Can we take you to dinner tonight?"
"Who's we?"
"My wife and I. Gwen was once my studio model and now she's a professional photographer too. We usually work together. Our photos sell in galleries around the world and appear in fine arts magazines. Why not meet her tonight for dinner? I can phone her right now."
"Well... I'm not sure...."
By this time Tom was already punching in the numbers.
"Hi Gwen. I'm at the convention. I just attended an excellent photo shoot with the model I was telling you about. Yes, Daisy. She's here with me and I think she needs some assurance that this is all legit. She's just the one we've been looking for! Sure. I'll put her on now."
Tom smiled warmly as he passed his phone to Sharon.
"Hello," Sharon said, a bit tentatively.
"Hi Daisy. My name is Gwen Miller. I hope so much that you'll dine with us tonight."
Sharon was about to take a giant leap into the glittering world of professional erotic photography.
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The Audition
It seemed strange to have a man whom she had just met touching her like that as they relaxed on the sofa. Manuel had a hand beneath her bare breast, cupping it, brushing a finger across her extended nipple. It felt so bold to let him do that, not something she had expected.
Now his lips were on her neck, softly licking the sensitive area between her ear and her chin. His other hand came to rest on her upper thigh before he began to slowly draw his fingertips toward her barely sheathed pussy. How close did he intend to get to her most private area?
Sharon's body had switched into automatic mode, preparing itself for sex. Her nipples were taut, and her head tilted back, eyes half-closed. She could feel the moisture forming inside and filtering down to her opening. If Manuel was coming in soon, he would find an inviting welcome.
As his fingertips advanced closer to her pleasure centre, Sharon instinctively eased her legs a bit farther apart. Her body was ready to fuck, even though her mind wouldn't allow it. This was very exciting, especially with two people watching, both of them with cameras capturing every move!
"That's it, Manuel. Bring your fingertips right to the very edge of her g-string. And you can kiss that nipple. Put the other arm around her waist and rest your hand on her lower hip."
Gwen was directing the action and she liked it hot.
"Sharon, I need you to position your arms and hands better. One hand should be pressing his head to your tit, the other near his cock. Closer. Good. Shake your head so hair covers part of your face."
This was erotica and the models must not be recognizable.
"Now Manuel, we'll shoot from the side. Bring your lips very close to hers. Sharon, open your mouth ready to French kiss. Eyes closed. Manuel, squeeze her other tit from beneath. Ready now."
The models knew that erotic photography seems like the real thing sometimes.
"OK. Lots of passion. French kisses. Show me tongues. Manuel, one hand cupped over top of her pussy now, and Sharon, your hand just brushing his cock. Look like you want to fuck. Perfect!"
It seemed awfully bold to Sharon, but for this audition she'd do everything asked of her. It was all that stood between her and an open door to that other world she wanted so much.
****
Sharon met erotic photographers Tom and Gwen Miller at the annual photo convention in the capital. She'd posed provocatively at two erotica workshops, and Tom had attended her second session. He liked what he saw and immediately phoned his wife Gwen to convince Sharon to dine with them. Talking to another woman had given her enough assurance to accept their invitation.
Before dinner, the Millers examined the cellphone shots which Tom had taken during the photo session. Gwen was as impressed with Sharon's 'look' as her husband had been, and discussion quickly went to the next level. The Millers lived in the capital and had a small studio right in their penthouse apartment. Would Sharon consent to visiting them for an all-day sitting, quite possibly leading to a lucrative modelling contract?
This was heady stuff! Just a few months ago she had begun to pose nude, experiencing an excited awakening during a glamour shoot with Joannie. Now the lovely green-eyed, blonde- a married mother of two- enjoyed posing for erotica, and these two professionals were offering a lifetime opportunity. At thirty-five, Sharon was tired of her mundane job, eager to grab this chance.
During supper, Sharon was taking the measure of Gwen Miller. She looked to be about her own age, at least a decade younger than Tom. The woman still had the good looks and shape of a model, but she was less curvaceous than Sharon- more like her recent lover Liana. Gwen had shiny, straight black hair, and those smoldering dark eyes again brought Liana to mind. Sharon wanted to learn more about her.
"Tom said you were his model before he taught you photography. Tell me about that."
She soon learned that Gwen could be extremely direct and bold.
"I met him in London on assignment and I think we fucked all that first night. Soon he was shooting me nude. Then one night I fumbled through some shots of him and discovered I liked being behind the lens. After that, he taught me everything."
"But not about sex, Gwen," Tom joked.
"No, I had been around and knew that subject very well- with men and women," she replied, with a flirting glance at Sharon.
It didn't go unregistered. After dinner, Tom ordered coffees and liqueurs so they could continue. They liked Sharon, so Gwen took the next step.
"Sharon, we want you to audition for us, a professional session at our own studio. We'll pay all expenses, and you can stay as our guest overnight so you come home refreshed. We pay a thousand dollars for your session, provided you sign over the rights to the day's photos. That's pretty much standard."
Sharon's head was spinning- a thousand dollars for a day of posing!
"But you need to realize something first. Erotic photography is often solo, but sometimes with another model. We'll be casting you with a male model- a very good friend about your age- and a woman too. Can you do that?"
She thought for a minute, rolling this around in her mind. The female was not a problem; after all, she had posed nude with Liana. But the male was another matter.
"On one condition. I cannot be naked with the man. My god, my husband would be so upset if he ever found out. I must wear some little covering."
"Fair enough," Gwen replied, looking at her husband. "Full nudity with the female is fine, though?"
Gwen already knew she would be the one, and she looked forward to posing nude with Sharon.
"Yes. I've done that and there was no problem with me or Mark about it."
****
Mark found his wife elated the evening she returned home from the convention. Sharon whisked the children off to bed a bit early, then cornered him in the bedroom. He could see from the look in her eye that he'd be taking a wild ride tonight. He was right. Soon she was naked, on her knees in front of him, stiff cock in her mouth. It only got better from there!
In the afterglow, as they lay in bed, Mark was marveling at how hot Sharon had been for sex. That's when she told him about her two posing sessions, leaving out the salacious details about secretly masturbating with her back to the photographers. He listened without jealousy, by now used to her love of erotic posing. But he sensed that there might be something more.
"Anything else about the convention I should know, babe?"
"We sold at least thirty of my framed photos and my share came to almost a thousand dollars!"
"Incredible! This posing really can pay well. You're just so beautiful naked!"
Sharon couldn't hold back any longer.
"What would you think if I could earn that much in a single day, Mark?"
"In one day? I'd find it very hard to believe. Why?"
Sharon told him about meeting Tom Miller at the convention, then having supper with him and Gwen, both photographers. She explained that they had offered her a thousand dollars to come to the capital and audition for them. Mark had some reservations.
"Can you trust these people? Are they trying to get you into porn or prostitution? How do you know that they're legitimate?"
"I checked the Internet, Mark. They have their own website where they sell their work to galleries and magazines. Expensive pieces. Look for yourself. Even contact them if you want some extra assurance."
"What did you tell them? Sounds like you agreed?"
"I did. I'll take the train in two weeks and stay overnight at their place Saturday. Be home Sunday afternoon."
"Ohhh.... You already decided. I'll check their website and maybe contact them myself," Mark replied, somewhat defensively.
"Sure, honey. I want you comfortable with my decision. But don't say anything to put them off. I don't want to be working in that piss-reeking seniors' home for the rest of my life!"
Mark had heard her complain about her job before, but never in such derogatory terms. So, he called the number on Tom's business card to ask a few questions. The man seemed friendly enough and answered everything without hesitation, leaving Mark feeling better about the whole thing. He knew how much Sharon wanted to audition; however, he also realized that if successful, there were bound to be implications for their present life.
****
Gwen was directing today. "Now some shots on the bed. Manuel, leave the briefs on and lean back on those pillows. And Sharon, wear that sheer short gown you brought and the bottoms. Kneel beside him, resting on your haunches, legs apart for balance."
Sharon smiled at Manuel as they got ready. Thus far, she found him a pretty decent guy, about her own age and very handsome- Latin handsome. His curly black hair, strong build, and big arms seemed to belie his gentle disposition. Manuel had a kind face, like a stranger a woman could trust. While it felt awkward to be half-naked with another man, Sharon knew this was part of the business.
Now they were together on the big studio bed with Tom and Gwen standing alongside. Both had a camera in hand- very intimidating! And a foot away, Manuel's broad chest and rugged face could not be ignored. Sharon felt nervous and glancing down she saw that her sheer gown did nothing to hide her tits. Suddenly, she felt exposed and wondered if she really wanted to do this.
Gwen set the scene: "Imagine you met in a cafe and there's an attraction. Manuel rented a room upstairs, and Sharon is taken by his European charm and good looks. And there's something deep inside that's different for her, exciting too. She wants to fuck this gorgeous man tonight! You both feel a desperation to grab the moment before it's gone."
"There's no script," Tom coached. "Just use Gwen's scenario for roles, because this is as much acting as photography. Let's see how it goes. Manuel, you've done this before, so you take the lead. Sharon, it helps to actually speak like you're in the story. There's plenty of time, so don't worry that you might say or do the wrong thing."
And then the erotic story began between two lovers in a little room somewhere in time.
"Daisy, we're finally alone! My god, you're beautiful! I want to fuck you tonight!" Manuel spoke softly, playing his character. Daisy was the posing name which Sharon used.
"I've never done this before, Jace. Never gone to a room after just meeting a man. I don't know..."
Sharon knew a handsome swimwear model named Jay, sometime boyfriend of Liana, her ex bi lover. She'd been tempted for sex with him but managed to stay faithful to her husband. However, the couple had fucked alongside Liana and Jay a couple of times at wild parties, only adding to her temptation. Now she could harmlessly role play a parallel situation.
Manuel wrapped his arm around Sharon's waist, pulling the sheer fabric tightly against her naked tits. She leaned close into him, aware of Gwen's camera in close, just over her shoulder.
"You have trust me, Daisy. Will you do it tonight?"
"Yes, Jace. Maybe I'll regret it tomorrow, but..."
Sharon was into her role and beginning to forget about the two cameras capturing everything but their silly impromptu dialogue. She came up on her knees and pressed her chest firmly against Manuel's face. Soon she felt him sliding up underneath the gown. My god, both of his big hands were on her tits, her nipples stiffening as moving fingers touched them! It felt hot to be allowing this.
"Reach toward his cock, Sharon. He'll untie your gown and slide it off your shoulders. Talk about his cock as part of the story." Gwen directed.
"Jace, I love your touch. And, your cock is so hard now. Take off my gown and love me."
Manuel was enjoying this little story they were acting out. It always helped with a new model and this lovely blonde he'd just met did have him thinking about fucking her! There was something about her that he found very exciting, but that was how Sharon affected most men.
Sharon was feeling it too. Pretending to be hiding away in the night with an appealing stranger had awakened a powerful fantasy. In fact, this handsome man with her in bed was making her wet. She was just as eager to continue this bedroom story as the Millers were to capture it on camera.
Manuel deftly untied the bows which held Daisy's short gown together, then reached forward to slip it slowly over her shoulders and down her arms. She firmly pressed her open palm against the bulge beneath his briefs as the gown slid to her waist. A glance down confirmed what Sharon thought: Manny was a big man, well-hung! Any reservations about this scene were quickly drifting away.
"Daisy, your tits are beautiful. And those long nipples. Let me kiss them!"
"Yes, yes. Do it Jace. Do it!"
Sharon wanted this and was delighted as Manuel kissed and squeezed her round, exposed breasts in his strong hands. She tilted her head back, at the same time instinctively moving her hand firmly along the still-hidden length of his cock. He kissed with more urgency than before, aroused by Sharon's sensuous stroking.
Gwen again: "Great shots. Turn your faces away from the cameras. Manuel, bring one hand down over her pussy. Sharon, widen your stance to encourage him and take his cock and balls over the top of his briefs. Let's go to hot, open-mouth French kissing now . Keep the story going!"
"Jace, I love your big, thick cock. Fuck me tonight."
"Baby, I need to fuck you. You're driving me crazy!"
Manuel came up on his knees in front of Sharon, so she could pull his straining rod free. As they kissed like impassioned lovers, he slowly ran one hand down her stomach and over her thin panties. Sharon could feel his fingers pressing into the folds of her labia, and she found herself wanting him to slip underneath. "Go under it. Just go under it now!" raced through her lustful brain.
Now his fingers were searching out her clitoris. Sharon was aflame with desire, making her engorged bud an easy target. She widened her stance even more, and instinctively began stroking Manny's stiff member harder, while their tongues darted between one another's open mouths. Sharon was losing herself in the lovers scenario, her inner slut telling her to fuck this desirable man. Each time the Slut came out, it seemed easier to let her run wild!
"This is excellent!" Gwen enthused. "Now stretch out on the bed. Sharon, on your back. Missionary, Manny. Yes, take your briefs off. Sharon, this will be just like sex, so keep yourselves pressed tight together and the panties won't show. Fluff some hair over your eyes. Keep the story going, like you're actually fucking."
"Comfortable with this so far, Sharon?" Tom asked. "Pushing you too much? Great! You're doing so well."
Manny slipped off his briefs and came between Sharon's spread legs. Now she could see just how good the model looked fully nude and completely hard. She raised her knees and tilted her pelvis. His stiff member pressed down into the groove of her labia, barely contained by the tiny patch of fabric still covering her. Sharon could feel the man almost inside her and it was hot!
"Baby, you won't forget this!" Manuel bragged in role, as he straightened his arms on each side of her body.
"Fuck me, Jace. Just fuck me!" Sharon urged, almost meaning it.
As Manny began to rock against her, Sharon found herself instinctively lifting up to meet his thrusts. The full length of his cock was pressing tighter than ever against her pussy, stimulating her clitoris when she positioned herself at the right angle. She could feel juices oozing inside her vagina, ready and willing to take in this stranger. In her passion she reached down and grabbed his buttocks, pulling him hard against her. The Millers saw it all through their cameras.
"Now, Jace! Now. Fuck me harder," Sharon spurred on her imaginary lover.
Manuel lowered himself to his elbows and his lips found Sharon's open mouth. Without missing a beat, he kissed her while their simulated fucking continued. He was feeling the heat himself. This sensuous blonde was bringing him closer to the edge than he usually came in a photo shoot. Thoughts of tearing away that last bit of silk and plunging down into her filled his mind.
The Millers were pleased with the extremely hot scene. It seemed so much like real sex, and they knew that carefully edited and cropped shots could produce a few valuable prints. One might even be good enough to become a large, numbered edition for art shops. But they were experienced enough to know that it was time to call a halt before the sex became TOO real.
"OK. That's all we need now." Tom spoke, apparently not heard.
"Hey, you two! We have all the photos we need to take!" Gwen repeated, much louder, finally getting their attention.
Manuel stopped moving against his make-believe lover and Sharon released her firm arm grip across his shoulders, moving back from his damp body. They both looked up sheepishly, caught in the act of enjoying their work a bit too much. Sharon could feel her face flushed with embarrassment, but Manuel was grinning.
"I hope Daisy enjoyed that story as much as I did!" he enthused.
"I did, Jace. I really did," she smiled, flushing further.
Tom spoke to Manuel: "Thanks for coming over this morning on short notice. Her first time with a male model, and we knew that you'd be perfect. We're having a little party tonight to introduce Sharon to some of our art contacts. The Ullmans, the Sabatinis, and others. Have you time to shop with me for food and drink? And to make some hot hors d'oeuvres? Great! Plan to stay overnight with us too."
Sharon thought that she saw Tom give Manuel a little wink when he said that.
****
The erotic modelling audition would continue about mid-afternoon when the men returned with the party supplies. Gwen stayed back to tan with Sharon, sunning on the penthouse private deck. Sharon didn't have a bikini with her, so Gwen supplied one of her own. She wasn't quite as busty as Sharon, so the top barely managed to hold her ample chest in check.
It didn't much matter because after drinking a spritzer, Gwen took hers off and suggested Sharon do the same, "to avoid those tan lines". As they talked, Sharon noticed Gwen checking her out, ALL of her, making her feel a bit uncomfortable. To distract Gwen, she asked her about the next modelling session.
"Gwen, what's going to happen this afternoon?"
"We're going to have sex on camera."
Sharon nearly chocked on her wine!
"What! Are you kidding me, Gwen?"
"Sharon, the afternoon is 'girl-girl' with the two of us together. I still model for Tom, especially when he wants someone for a woman. So, this afternoon, it will be you and me loving, naked."
"But just photography, not sex, right?" Sharon worried.
"Both, if you're in for it, and Tom won't mind a bit because he loves to watch me fuck, men or women. Sharon, you've been with a woman before. Tom saw your photos with a brunette at the convention. Didn't the two of you have sex on camera?"
"Well... no, though it did look like it, I'll say that much. But no actual sex on camera."
"But after, I'll bet you did?" Gwen teased.
"OK, I admit it. We went over to her place right afterward, and... it just happened."
"Good! You're sleeping with me tonight in the guest room. I like a beautiful woman as much as a good-looking guy, and between what I saw with Manuel and what I'm looking at right now, I want you." She continued. "You enjoyed loving that woman, didn't you?"
"Well... yes I did. A first for me."
"I promise you Sharon, give me a chance you'll remember it. You like me, don't you?"
"Yes, I like you Gwen, lots of fun, though rather bold."
"Come on then, girl. Spend a night with me!"
Sharon had to think about this. She knew from experiences with Liana that she loved sex with a woman. Slow, with lots of kissing and no heated rush. Besides, the Millers were hosting her at their home and introducing her to influential friends. And, Sharon wanted this audition to go well, leading to something bigger in the modelling world. How might refusing Gwen now affect her chances? Finally, the woman beside her right now, mostly naked, did look very appealing. Sex with her might be quite desirable.



"Look, Gwen, I find you very attractive. But I...I don't want to love you in front of Tom. Maybe in bed tonight? Could we wait until then?"
"If you promise, I'll just warm you up this afternoon. Deal?"
"Yes. Private time in your bed tonight."
"Great! Let's kiss on that," Gwen replied, leaning over to Sharon's lips.
Sharon already knew that sexual boundaries in the arts world were sometimes relaxed. After all, she had enjoyed an affair with Liana, something totally unexpected a few months ago. It seemed that Gwen would be next. So, what about tonight's sleeping arrangements? If she was going to be with Gwen in the guest room, where would Manuel be bedding down?
****
An hour later, Sharon and Gwen were all dressed up for Tom's camera. And there was someone else there too, Manuel. But he wasn't just there to watch- he was setting out the story.
"Gwen is the boss and Sharon her new assistant. The boss is gay and she's eager to see if she can lure her new girl into something sexy. Right now, Sharon is beside the boss' desk, leaning across to look at some papers Gwen is holding. The assistant's blouse is gaping open with a couple of buttons undone. Use names and develop a little story for Tom. You start, Gwen."
"Daisy, look closely at this page you just finished. Can you spot some errors?"
"Let's see, Ms. Wesley. The font is quite small," Sharon said, bending forward, so the boss was looking straight into her blouse.
Wesley was actually the last name of Sharon's photographer, Joannie, who had admitted that she enjoyed getting herself off with her model's erotic photographs. Perfect, because in this scenario her boss was lusting for her too.
Now Ms. Wesley boldly brought her arm behind her assistant, resting it on her hip and pulling her forward.
"You are quite lovely, Daisy. You can go a long way in this company, you know," staring up into her eyes and taking in her employee's ample chest.
"I hope so. What would I have to do?" the not-so-naive assistant asked in a provocative tone.
Ms. Wesley playfully squeezed her ass and setting the paper down, brought her fingers up to undo more buttons. That revealed a skimpy bra straining to hold onto her full, round tits. The boss looked up at Daisy and smiled, as the two men looked on, Tom snapping plenty of shots.
"I could help you advance very quickly. Come into my back meeting room and I'll show you ways I can move you," Ms. Wesley wickedly suggested.
"Oh, I hope you can! I'd love working under you!" Daisy bubbled.
The Miller's sofa became the private meeting room, with Daisy at one end and Ms. Wesley tight up against her in the centre. Both wore short skirts which had ridden up to the top of their legs, showing the employee's underwear. Apparently, the boss hadn't worn any today! As the scene opened, she was finishing off the last of Daisy's buttons.
"My, I love your choice in lingerie, Daisy. Is it a matching set?" she asked, lowering a hand to the employee's upper thigh and inching it upward to find out.
"Yes, I think a girl should be sexy for the office."
"Me too. What do you think of mine?" Ms. Wesley asked in a slutty voice as she unbuttoned most of her own blouse, revealing a transparent silky bra.
"Such nice fabric. Is it silk? May I feel the texture, Ms. Wesley?" Daisy asked in feigned innocence as she brushed her fingers across the boss' erect nipples.
"What am I wearing below? Does it feel the same?" the aroused boss asked softly, taking Daisy's fingers from her tits and pushing them up beneath her short skirt.
"Ms. Wesley! Did you forget your panties today?" the employee exclaimed, and both burst out laughing.
Manuel took advantage of the little break to continue the scenario: "Ms. Wesley has her new assistant in the corner of the sofa, her hand right up at her pussy. The boss' skirt is showing her bare arse, and Daisy's hand is between the her legs. Both blouses are undone, and they'll begin French kissing. Great story line. Keep it going!"
"Yes, good so far. I'm getting some great shots from this story!" Tom exclaimed.
"Daisy, do I feel good down there? Yours is so full, and so wet. Do you want more?"
"Yes, I love what you're doing with your fingers, Ms. Wesley. Don't stop," Sharon breathed, her eyes closed.
"Do me too. And kiss me, Daisy. Kiss me!"
Now the two women were making love on the sofa, their tongues plunging into one another's mouth as their fingers did the same below. Sharon could feel her temperature rising as Gwen skillfully finger-fucked her, taking time between strokes to roll two digits over her protruding clitoris.
At the same time, her own two middle fingers were curled forward inside Gwen, searching out that elusive extra-sensitive spot as she lifted them upward. A sharp gasp inside her mouth told Sharon that she had found it.
Tom looked away from his camera and spoke again.
"This is pretty intense now. Ladies, strip right down to Sharon's panties. Manuel step in and fluff some of Gwen's hair across their faces. Good"
Sharon turned to Tom and gave a look that said she didn't need her panties. She was finding the truth in one of life's maxims: 'every time is easier than the first time.' After hot threesomes with Liana and Mark, once in front of other couples, she was quite comfortable loving Gwen with these two men watching.
In a few minutes both were nude and had resumed their positions, hands and fingers in place. Before they began to kiss again, there was time for some more story dialogue.
"How am I doing, Ms. Wesley? Do you think I can move up in this company?" the assistant asked.
"Keep working with me like this and I guarantee it, Daisy!"
"I'll give you everything I've got. I promise, if you'll help me get up to the top," Sharon replied suggestively.
Then, they began to kiss again, but this time with heads lowered to the other's tits. Their mouths soon drew sensitive nipples to stiff peaks, further adding to the rising heat brought by their fingers working feverishly, deep inside. The sounds of sucking lips merged with the soft sighs of pleasure rising from the sofa.
Each time Sharon lifted her curled fingers upward, Gwen moaned into her mouth. And when the boss went from finger-fucking to stimulating her clitoris, Sharon did the same. Photographer and watcher both saw and heard everything. It was an amazing scene, all four of them enjoying the intense action in the boss' private meeting room.
Sharon had told Gwen that she didn't want to have sex in front of Tom, but now it seemed to be happening anyway. It felt so good to be loving this woman shamelessly in front of the two men following their every move. Sharon's body was alive with sensation and that all-too-familiar feeling was surging up from deep inside of her. She wanted to come!
Naked and highly stimulated like this, Sharon felt like a wanton slut, eager to show everything to these two voyeurs. She was deep into their scenario now, right at the climatic scene, where she fucks to orgasm with her attractive and aggressive lesbian boss. Sharon's legs were spread wide, her juices seeping around Gwen's well-practiced fingers. She had to come! Sharon's inner slut would not be denied any longer!
"Rub my clit! Harder! Do me! Do me!" she found herself gasping around the tongue in her mouth.
"Yes! Yes! Me too. Your fingers! Again! Again!" the boss urged, with every bit as much urgency.
Tom and Manuel could see it coming now and they weren't about to intervene. The photographer lowered his camera and they both focused completely on the compelling spectacle of two beautiful women, piled on the sofa naked, about to bring each other off. Their cocks were tenting their trousers. No-one was going to call a halt to this! No-one.
Both models were perspiring profusely now, and their breathing rasped as their passions rose. Their hands and fingers quickened as urgent, steaming flesh climbed higher in orgasmic lust. Gwen was thrilled by the wild intensity of Sharon's lovemaking, though that was hardly what such a carnal display could be called. It was brazen girl-girl fucking, nothing else, and all four of them were completely caught up in it!
Then, almost simultaneously, a sexual tsunami crested, then slammed against the pair, delivering mind-numbing orgasms to both. Their bodies writhed and tumbled with its onslaught, then collapsed and lay stunned as it receded. Almost unaware of their surroundings, they clutched together for a few moments. Only shrill applause from the two voyeurs brought them back to the world they had briefly left behind.
Gwen smiled and whispered to Sharon.
"Safe to say you passed your audition, Sharon. We'll celebrate with your party tonight, then in bed after." Then she continued, "You belong to us now, if you'll agree?"
Sharon looked into her eyes, smiled broadly, and nodded affirmatively.
Now she was on her way to a new career, a new life!
Would Sharon be able to convince her loving husband to come along with her for the wild ride?
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This story follows directly from my recent Good Old Lazenby, Ch. 01 in Non-Consent/ Reluctance. I changed the name to Student Bodies for the remaining four installments. Here's a summary of the original story. You might enjoy reading the whole thing if you haven't already. It scored well. (4.2)
Professors Lazenby, Gerhard ('Old Lazenby') and Natalia ('The Professor'), match attractive graduate students in the Psychology Department with wealthy alumni providing finances. During a 'donors and grads' party at their home, Natalia first hypnotizes student Sandra Weston and later, Martin Benning, to test their 'responsiveness'- their sexual try-outs!
Sandra is awarded funding, after which she is hypnotized again and used first by The Professor, then by her husband, Old Lazenby. When Sandie returns home, she is completely unaware of what has happened to her. However, her husband Ben notices that she is unusually horny and stretched out below too. Nobody suspects the friendly and popular Lazenbys of any wrong-doing.
Sex with the Grads
Martin Benning was having one of those amazing dreams about sex. He was leaning back against some gym equipment, looking down at long black hair. His pants were at his ankles and his pelvis was thrust forward. A woman's hand gripped his hard cock tightly, while the other one fondled his balls. Someone knew how to do this very well!
Then the woman's head began to slowly bob up-and-down. Even in his dream, Marty could hear the slurping of her mouth on his dick, using plenty of saliva. It was the best blow-job that he ever experienced! A musky smell of perfume rose up to his nostrils, an intoxicating aroma he would forever link with sex.
The sucking was more intense now, and the hand gripped tighter, driving Marty's cock deep into her mouth. Dark eyes were staring intently into his, never breaking contact. A feeling of extreme arousal rose up, making him firmly fuck the face that held him. He moved his hips back-and-forth until he came, exploding in a massive orgasm. Then Marty woke up, wet with his discharge.
The morning after the Lazenby party, Marty noticed the faint smell of perfume in his bedroom. It was the same one that Ben had drawn his attention to during the party. He checked his clothes and found that his trousers at the aroma epicenter. He knew that The Professor was wearing that pungent scent last night, and that she had taken him to see the fitness room at the back of the house.
As he dressed, he saw something white on his trousers, as if he had spilled some food or beverage. Marty found that his boxer shorts bore more of the stain and that distinctive perfume smell. But, he was at a loss to explain these observations. There was no way he could connect the dots because he couldn't recall anything whatsoever about his short tour. Time would reveal the connection to his dream.
"Too much to drink, I guess," Marty told himself. "Maybe my clothes were like that when I went there?"
Marty was in a good position to wonder about the unexplained because he was in the early stages of doctoral research about such things. He had been interested in mind control ever since taking The Professor's paranormal psychology undergrad course about four years before. She attracted many students interested in the fringes of normalcy with her off-beat courses. Her current 'Goth' appearance added to the appeal.
Old Lazenby was officially his thesis advisor, but in fact, The Professor had suggested the topic and she was helping Martin shape a research plan. For some reason, she seemed to have taken a special interest in this young man of late. He was hopeful that a research bursary from the department would support him financially. At their house party he had learned that donors had funds available.
Like his friends, Sandie and Ben, Martin had accumulated a heavy load of student debt over the years. He came from a working-class background, the first in his second-generation immigrant family to aspire to university. His current status as a doctoral candidate was almost beyond all imagining for his parents.
Marty had a lot riding on his success, his best opportunity to move up to the dream. Organized and hard-working, he was squeezing everything he could from his above average intellect. While not the very smartest of all the post-grads, Martin's work was completed on time and always first rate.
Nor was he the most handsome guy in the group; however, his amiable personality and boyish looks did attract women. He had a succession of girlfriends over the years and was quite accomplished. Chantal, his current belle, was particularly appreciative of his bedroom skills. In short, Marty was using what he had going for him to maximum advantage.
****
Later in the week, Marty dropped by Old Lazenby's office to talk with him about funding. The professor shook his hand and motioned for him to sit in one of the side chairs. Lazenby slid into the other one. As usual, he offered Martin a cup of beverage.
"Just brewing some tea and there's an extra cup. Want some? OK. Did you enjoy the party, Martin?"
"Of course, there was no way I would miss it."
"The Professor and I had a wonderful time. Those parties freshen up an old guy like me."
"Well, you know what Groucho Marx said," Marty led, and Old Lazenby started to laugh out loud, then finished the joke himself.
"Yes. 'You're only as old as the woman you feel'!"
The silly old joke struck a chord with Lazenby because the previous day he had felt and fucked an attractive young woman, Sandie Weston. Did that mean that he was really in his early twenties today? He chuckled at the thought.
"We host those parties to bring together grad students and donors, Martin. We think that mixing with young people- socializing and hearing their plans- donors will open their wallets. If they see you, Martin, as someone who reminds them of their own struggling student past, they respond generously."
"Actually, that's why I dropped by today. At the party you said there'd be some funds available for grad students. No-one could use some money right now more than me."
"We can set you up with a straight-out bursary, with no repayment necessary, provided you comply with a few terms. You likely have more than enough accumulated debt already, right?"
"Yes. Sometimes I wonder how and when I'll ever be able to pay it off."
"I believe we can offer you ten thousand dollars for each of the next two semesters, Martin. Would you be willing to accept that from our donors, through the Psychology Department? As I said, no need to repay the amount."
"Amazing! Twenty thousand dollars! That would go a long way to lift me above the poverty line, for sure," Martin joked.
"There are a few terms you should know, Martin. For one thing, you must meet weekly with your thesis advisor- me sometimes, but my wife more often- to review your research progress. Sometimes it will be here in the department, but often in the quiet of our home. Is that satisfactory, Martin?"
"Yes, certainly. Your wife suggested the Mind Control theme in the first place."
"Another requirement is that you meet with the donors. They will want you to apprise them of your progress, for example. All are university grads who have gone on to successful careers. They usually pay handsomely for the privilege, directly to you, not as part of the bursary."
"You mean that I might lead a talk about my work? That would be easy enough."
"Sometimes they may have something else in mind. Maybe a demonstration of some kind. In the case of Mind Control, I can imagine all sorts of possibilities."
"You mean like me taking control of one of them?" Marty joked.
"Or something like that, yes. You'll always get advance notice about any such meetings, and the donors will usually gear such requests to your schedule."
"That's good, because if some sort of presentation or performance is to take place, I would always need to be ready, right?"
Lazenby chuckled knowingly, "You are absolutely correct, Martin. With our donors you must always be fully prepared to meet their expectations. Our female donors can be especially demanding at times."
"I'll certainly give these performances my best shot," the young man assured him, and the professor chuckled again.
Good Old Lazenby, the master of double entendre. He was enjoying this exchange with his grad student, indirectly telling him to be ready for some sexual escapades, notably with eager female donors. The more the professor interacted with Martin, the more he realized how popular this student would be with oversexed cougars. He knew that Natalia would be at the front of the line.
"Do you have a few minutes to wait, Martin. I can call my wife to arrange an appointment with her later this week. Good. Perhaps you could come back in about five minutes? Close the door behind you. Thanks."
After Martin was gone, Old Lazenby phoned his wife.
"Hello, Natalia. I just finished speaking with that young fellow Martin whom you recommended. Yes, he was very eager to accept the bursary for his research. Really needs the money."
"Did you mention about meeting with me in my home office sometimes?"
"He was fine with that."
"And earning more money directly from his donors from time-to-time. How did he respond to that?"
"Absolutely no problem!" Then Old Lazenby laughed. "Told me that he would always give such performances his best shot. That's how he put it. Funny, eh?"
Natalia laughed too, adding, "I want him to give me his best shot first."
"That's why I'm calling. When would you like to meet him for your in-depth interview? Would you prefer him all to yourself for an afternoon, even tomorrow?"
"Tomorrow at 2:00 would be ideal. I'll need to see him for at least two hours. I can review his performance, sign his contract, and have a discussion about his thesis topic for a little while afterwards, so he has a good recollection of at least a part of his time spent with me."
"Give Maria Friday afternoon off so you aren't interrupted. I have a meeting with some donors after lunch that day. I'll call him back in now. "
Martin was back in a few minutes. He tapped on the closed door and Old Lazenby beckoned him inside.
"Tomorrow afternoon at our home Martin. Two o'clock. Do you remember how to get there? Good. She will review the terms with you, sign your contract, and talk with you about your research proposal. Come prepared for that."
"Thanks. I'll be there."
Good Old Lazenby smiled as the young man left. Their machinations were running smoothly. All it would take to move to the next level would be Natalia's hypnotic powers of persuasion. He had no doubt that Martin would be naked in his wife's bed on Friday afternoon, eagerly fucking the Hell out of her on command. Old Lazenby's smile broadened as he thought of his wife in the frenzied throes of orgasm.
"Yes. She certainly will like that. She so enjoys these young men," he murmured to himself before turning to his papers to continue with some departmental correspondence.
****
After lunch on Friday, Old Lazenby was seated in the small private dining room at J.C. Hendricks' business headquarters. The Hendricks were important supporters of the graduate bursaries programme. June Hendricks, J.C.'s third or fourth wife- it was hard for Lazenby to keep up- had been an undergraduate in the department some years ago, although not in any of Old Lazenby's classes.
While J.C. was a portly, balding man about the professor's age, June was about forty. Hendricks had carefully built his small investment firm over the years and accumulated significant wealth. He was always on the look-out for deductible ways to loosen the taxman's grip on his wallet. June was his latest trophy wife, a very attractive brunette, vivacious and appealing. Sexually, she was everything that her husband wasn't. June had joined J.C. and Lazenby for a private lunch meeting.
"We enjoyed your little party last weekend, Gerry," J.C. led off.
The three of them were on a very friendly first-name basis, having built a working relationship in recent years.
June continued the conversation. "It is always nice to meet with young people who need some money. I can remember my own time as a student in the department, always wondering how I would be able to meet my expenses..."
Her husband brusquely cut her off. "That Sandie is a great looking gal, Gerry. Will you be directing our money to her?"
"Yes, if you would agree to that. We've offered her $20 000 over the two coming semesters. She will mark tests and reports for Natalia. She also agreed to attend special events, as we call them, for our donor group."
"Good. What did you think of her June? Did you like her? She is a lovely woman, isn't she?"
June smiled and replied, "I liked her very much. I think with Natalia's powers of persuasion, Sandra will be a real treat in an intimate setting. Did she test well with your wife, Gerry?"
"Excellent in every way! Natalia could not have been more pleased!"
"Wonderful. I am eager for another photography lesson in her little studio," June added.
"I'm sure we could arrange that with no problem at all."
"And that cute young man. Martin was his name, I think. What is his status? We certainly can support two willing candidates, right J.C.?"
Her husband nodded agreement.
"I offered him the same amount and he is meeting privately with Natalia as we speak. Did you meet him June? What did you think?".
"Very nice young man. Funny, boyish. Yes, I liked him."
Her gruff husband just bobbed his head to acknowledge his wife's approval. His only interest in young men was akin to Old Lazenby's- a good stiff cock to keep a younger wife happy.
"June, you will enjoy his comment when he agreed to lead special occasions with his donors. He said, 'I'll always give these performances my best shot'!" Everybody laughed knowingly.
"I'm really looking forward to spending some time with him," June said earnestly. "He sounds like an entertaining young man."
"I am sure that my wife will have a signed contract with him very shortly. She was so eager to see how well he would perform today that she seemed like a honeymoon bride when I left this morning!" Old Lazenby joked.
"She is such a good judge of these things. We haven't been disappointed in the past," J.C. concluded.
"So, have we all agreed to a tax-deductible donation to the Psychology Department? There will be $20 000 for each of the two graduate students. In return, you will be included in our house parties and given further opportunities to, shall we say, interact with Sandra and Martin during the coming academic year."
"Sounds good to me," June replied. "Sign us up for that."
"One more thing," J.C. interjected. "Any chance that we could be hosted by the two of them at the same time? You know what I mean."
June Hendricks blushed and lowered her head.
"Oh J.C., you are such a naughty man. Really!"
Then she smiled in a way that spoke volumes. She liked the idea.
"No promises. But Natalia did say that if they could both be brought under her persuasion together, there could be some very exciting possibilities."
"Great, Gerry! We'd both like that!" J.C. enthused, continuing, "We would be especially generous if she could do it for us some evening."
"Another thing, Gerry," June remembered. "We're the only couple sponsoring the two of them presently, right? OK, does that give us exclusive rights, or does that go to the larger donor group too? Having met the two of them, I admit that I'm feeling rather possessive."
"June, they're yours for the duration of this contract. But they're yours to share too; for example, with friends within the donor group. You must never bring anyone else into this because it would all come down on us like a House of Cards. Naturally, Natalia and I will have occasionally have access to these two as well."
"How was she, Gerry?" J.C. guffawed. "Tell me!"
Old Lazenby said nothing but smiled broadly at the other man.
"Jeez! You're just a dirty old bastard like all of us donors!" Both men laughed loudly, though June kept a straight face.
"I guess everything is understood. I've brought the formal papers for you to sign. I'll sign as representative of the department. First thing Monday morning I'll move them to Finance to ensure your charitable donation is formalized. Anything else?"
"Yes. Natalia has my private cell number,' June said. "Have her call on the weekend about a photography lesson, perhaps one afternoon next week. I'm eager to see more of this young woman."
"Sure June. I'll bet she is very photogenic, right?" J.C. laughed loudly at his own remark, while his wife lowered her head and blushed again.
"That man is insufferable at times!" she muttered to herself.
****
While the Hendricks were hosting her husband for lunch, The Professor was preparing herself for Martin's 2:00 o'clock visit. Everything was in place. Maria, their housemaid had the afternoon off, and all Martin's papers were set out in her office upstairs. The bed was turned down and Natalia had spent more than the usual amount of time grooming. She had generously trimmed herself, ensuring the young man easy access to her throbbing centre. Liberal squirts of her Hypnotique fragrance applied there would lure him to the right spot.
And then it was 2:00
Martin wanted to make a good first impression with his advisor, so he had brought her some flowers. Natalia was genuinely touched when he offered these with his thanks for the invitation to her home. She couldn't get this delightful young man into her bed fast enough! As he handed her the flowers, she kissed his cheek, enveloping Martin in her wickedly musky perfume.
"Thank you, Martin. You are a very nice fellow. I hope that I can thank you today for the flowers. Come into the kitchen to put them in water, then we'll take the back stairs up to my office. There used to be servants here long ago and these back stairs were for them."
When it was time to go upstairs. Natalia turned her gaze upon Martin and spoke to him slowly, never breaking eye contact.
"Martin, walk slowly... up to my office.... Must be careful, Martin.... Stair lighting is very poor....Take my hand to lead you.... Count steps with me.... There are twelve."
The Professor spoke slowly and softly in her most hypnotic tone. She was eager to see if Martin could succumb to different means of becoming her controlled subject.
"Relax now.... I Have you....Count with me....One step... two... three...four... five... six. Stop a moment... and turn right.... Take my hand...."
"Now begin again.... Seven... eight... nine... ten... eleven... twelve steps.... Ready to go inside, Martin?... Hold my hand.... Are you relaxed, Martin?" she said soothingly.
"Yes, very."
"Do you know my name?"
"No, tell me," Martin replied in a hollow voice.
"Helena Fuentes.... Do you know me, Martin?"
The Professor never used her everyday name with her hypnotized subjects in case something triggered their subconscious mind to pass some memory to their conscious brain. Natalia Helena Fuentes was her full maiden name. Every possibility for exposure must be carefully considered in this risky game.
"No. I don't think so." This was his thesis advisor and former teacher, but he didn't know her now!
"Martin, call me Helena... when we are alone."
"Yes, Helena."
The Professor was skilled enough with hypnosis to know by his flat tone that the young man had been strongly affected by her slow counting of the stairs. With Sandra, she had used the pendulum on her old office clock. Now she knew just how suggestible he was to the tone of her soothing voice.
"Come with me... through another door.... Hold my hand.... It is dark.... Go slowly."
"Yes, Helena."
"Do you like me, Martin?"



"Yes, Helena."
The Professor was experienced enough to recognize that Martin's constant repetition- his rote learning- of that simple reply indicated how deeply he had succumbed to her hypnosis. He would be very easy to control.
"Good.... Undress me now, Martin."
"Yes, Helena."
Yes, Martin would do whatever he was told. He was hers for the afternoon. Almost in a trance-like state, Martin removed The Professor's clothing until she stood naked before him.
"Now undress yourself, Martin."
"Yes, Helena."
"Come to the bed.... Come love me now.... Will you do that?"
"Yes, Helena."
Martin and The Professor lay side-by-side on her bed and Natalia took his already sizeable cock into her hand. As she stroked the young man to full erection, she pulled his head to her breast. Martin knew what to do, and soon had brought one hand to her vagina, teasing her tender flesh. Then their mouths were locked together in a deep kiss, tongues exploring one another. The Professor felt herself flushed with the passion of this young man touching her body.
"Something for you, Martin.... After, you will love me... with your mouth too."
"Yes, Helena."
The Professor slid down his masculine body so that his big cock was close to her mouth. Then she used her oral skills to torture the young man close to the point of orgasm, but not beyond. First, she pushed his legs wider so that she could kiss and suck his big balls, while she firmly stroked him. Martin's groans of pleasure only intensified her efforts. Then, she kissed and licked her way up to the top of his cock, before drawing the sensitive head into her mouth.
Noisily sucking this tender area, Natalia slid the young man's erect member so deep into her mouth that she could feel it enter the back of her throat. Martin was moaning now, thoroughly relishing the lesson his thesis advisor was teaching him. Slowly, the cock was withdrawn, then the head sucked some more. The Professor repeated the process several more times until she gauged that Martin had reached the edge.
"Love me now.... Kiss my pussy....Suck my pussy.... Come over me, Martin.... I'll keep sucking you.... Do it for me."
"Yes, Helena."
Martin knew what she wanted, even in his deep trance-like state. While The Professor continued her skillful work on his cock in the soixante-neuf position, he delved into her fresh pussy like a juicy meal. His lips teased her labia, his tongue separating them to find the sensitive nub where they met. When Natalia's body jumped beneath him, Martin knew he had located her pleasure centre, and he went to work on it. Sucking hard on her clitoris, he had The Professor moaning loudly, her hips writhing on the bed.
"Fuck me, Martin.... Fuck me now!"
This time her young 'lover' didn't reply. He was on a mission! His cock was so engorged from Natalia's skilled mouth that he felt the same primal urge. It was automatic now. As he mounted her in the missionary position, Martin drove his cock home in one quick motion and began to pound The Professor. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders to hang on tightly while kissing his neck. Her long, painted fingernails raked into his skin as he pumped into her willing body.
"From behind, Martin.... I like it that way.... Finish that way!"
She was on all fours now and her young man was thrusting hard into her sodden vagina. Martin was like a man possessed. He had been ordered to finish this woman from behind, and by god, that's what he must do!
"Fuck me Martin!.... Fuck me!... Oh fuck me!" Natalia cried softly, lest she jar him from his current state.
She was very close to an orgasm, and it was always so difficult to keep her voice down at this point. And then she was there.
"Yes!... Yes!... Yes!... Harder!...Harder!....Mmmpppfffhhh!" stifling her sounds as best she could.
As Natalia's lithe body jerked up and down, Martin continued his almost maniacal pussy pounding. He must finish. He must finish her from behind. These were his orders. He must do it! He must do it!
And then Martin came harder than ever before. His cock felt like it was launching jets of cum into this woman tight against him. He called out as he released: one... two... three... four... and then, for effect, he pulled out and launched two more halfway across her back!
They rested for a while there, Martin awaiting further instruction, before Natalia led him to her bathroom to clean up. She had him wash her back, then they both rinsed their mouths. All evidence of their sexual play must be eliminated before he could be returned to the everyday world. Back in the bedroom, they dressed and made up the bed before stepping into her adjoining office. Martin was still fully hypnotized.
The Professor had everything ready in her office. There were contracts for the research grant for Martin to sign. Beside them was a copy of his research proposal which they would discuss, and finally, a small pile of research abstracts related to Mind Control already bearing some underling to highlight key findings.
She had him sit at the same desk as Sandie had used a few days earlier, where she directed him to sign his contract and read the short abstracts. He was to initial each one as he read them. Altogether, this took the next twenty minutes or so. Then she spoke to him softly.
"Martin, hold this pen.... I will slowly count backwards....I will say your name.... Then, 'Alive and Well'.... Do you understand?"
"Yes, Helena."
"Six...five...four...three...two...one.... Martin.... Alive and Well."
For a moment or two, the young man was disoriented, looking at the pen in his hand and the papers spread in front to him. He saw The Professor smiling beside him and realized what he must have been doing there.
"Thank you for coming today, Martin. We accomplished a great deal and we're nearly finished. Here's a signed copy of your contract. Ten thousand per semester will be a big help, I'm sure. I see that you've been reading and noting some research abstracts I left for you. Good. Now we should talk more about your thesis proposal and begin to build a plan to bring it to fruition. Any questions so far?"
Martin had no questions, but he certainly did wonder why he felt a bit shaky and unable to recall anything about the abstracts which he had been reading. Again, there was that perfume smell, unmistakably from The Professor.
"Just one question, Professor. What is that perfume that you wear?"
"It's called Hypnotique, Martin. Why do you ask?"
"It's nice. Maybe I'll get some for my girlfriend, Chantal. Smells very...um...sexy."
"I'm glad that you like it. I always feel sexy wearing it. It's an alluring scent with pheromones which attract the opposite sex."
"It certainly attracts me! Almost like hypnosis. Hypnotique- get it? If that's how it works, I'll definitely get some for her!"
"Oh, I don't think you'd need to be hypnotized, Martin. I think women must find you very appealing. I'm sure that you enjoy plenty of sex," she flirted.
"Can never get too much of that," he joked with bravado.
The Professor smiled at him and whispered slyly under her breath, "I'll give you as much fucking as I can, Martin."
"Bring your thesis proposal out into my library now. We have some time to talk more about it and make future plans. Bring a pen to take some notes."
Student and advisor walked from the office into the professor's connected library-sitting room. The purely physical part of Natalia's afternoon was finished, and she was feeling very, very satisfied. Young Martin had completely met her desires for the time being. Now she would help him develop his mind. Martin took a seat, positioning himself attentively at the front edge of his wing chair.
"So what do you think about mind control, Martin? The subject has so many dimensions that you will need to narrow your research down to some particular area. For example, some form of mind control. Or some consequences. Perhaps positive and/or negative applications of some particular mind control method? There are plenty of possibilities."
"Well, there are so many different techniques and applications. I suppose the worst is so-called brainwashing, wartime techniques from water-boarding- almost like drowning- to complete withdrawal of stimuli, like a darkened sound-proof room. These things will completely break down a person. Literally make them lose their mind!"
"Does that interest you as a research area, Martin? There would likely be an abundance of data."
"No, I think it is too sinister. Deliberately breaking a person down is not something about which I want to become an expert."
"So, we can rule that one out. It doesn't appeal to me either. There are much more subtle forms of control. Now, what else have you found about the topic?"
"I uncovered some websites which deal with mind-altered states achieved through chemical means. There are substances, including recreational drugs, of course, that change the way a person thinks and reasons. Some work for a short time, like party drugs, but other chemicals can be used to alter disturbing thought patterns, for example, in medical settings."
"That is a very interesting topic, though much too broad for anything less than a large book. Does any part of that interest you, Martin? For example, recreational drugs, or more likely one particular recreational drug compound which affects the brain, even temporarily."
"Yes, that's a good possibility. I was also reading some material about hypnosis, and some of the ways in which psychiatrists and even trained counsellors are using it to help anxious people settle their minds. I always had this idea that hypnosis was a total mind control method used to make people do things against their will. Like make a fool out of themselves on stage by saying or doing crazy things."
"Martin, hypnosis is much misunderstood. As you say, it can be used either to relax or to control. A skilled hypnotist can exert tremendous influence on someone, depending upon how vulnerable the subject is to certain manipulations. But it is an old topic and you may find it difficult to unearth anything very exciting about it. I'd advise against researching hypnosis."
Of course, the Professor did not want Martin learning too much about the very technique she was using to control him for sex. Nor the types of personalities- such as his own- easily subject to such manipulation.
"I learned about a whole other area too. Mind control where a person is manipulated by someone else who who isolates them from family or friends and then uses different methods to slowly gain power over them."
"Sounds like you're talking about domestic abuse, Martin."
"Yes, I suppose it could be that. Moody behaviour is one way it's done- a way to make someone conform for fear of displeasure or even violence. Setting uncompromising rules is often part of this too: like strict requirements for someone to come and go, further isolating them from potential help."
"Interested in that sort of thing? It could have important implications in counselling, for example."
"I'm sorry, Professor Lazenby, but I just don't know yet. If it's all the same with you, could I continue reading widely before coming to focus on a choice?"
"Of course. Rule out some of the ones we discussed today- brainwashing and hypnosis- and read more about the others. Eventually you'll start to decide what is best. Can we meet here next Friday at 2:00 to go farther?"
"Yes, it was a good discussion. Thank you."
"A good day all round, Martin. I thank you for performing so well with me."
Something struck the young man rather odd about what his advisor had just said, but maybe it was just a poor choice of words on her part? Did she mean that he had performed so well in this little discussion? Oh well: he just let it pass. A short time later Martin had been ushered out and was on his way back to his place.
Marty had something irritating him as he drove home. Why did the skin on the back of his shoulders feel so tender when he settled into the car seat? Furthermore, why did he feel raised skin and scratches when he reached around to feel for the pain?
He'd check that when he got home.
Once there, he removed his shirt and stood with his back to the bathroom mirror. Twisting his neck, he could see scratches alright, some deep ones which had bled into his shirt.
"What the Hell! It looks like somebody really ripped into me. Or did I fall back against something? I have no idea how or when that happened?" he mumbled to himself.
And there was that permeating smell of Hypnotique again, too, all over his body. But it was all simply a mystery without answer. Martin had no inkling that he had just been under his advisor's control for a long and fevered sexual romp in her bed!
****
An hour or so later, Old Lazenby was home. His wife met him with two cold glasses of beer, a bit unusual for her, but welcome on this warm day.
"Maria had the afternoon off, so I got this ready. Let's sit and talk about our day over a cold drink."
Then she leaned forward and kissed his mouth. He could tell that her day had fully met her expectations.
"I sense that you had a good one, my love. There's a 'lightness' about you, and a look of satisfaction too. Am I right?"
"Oh yes. Young Martin fucked me like I haven't had in some time! No offense to you, Gerry, but he's like a young bull the way he pounds into me when I tell him to do it. And the release is excellent! The man was born for this! I want to give him every possible opportunity to have me. Gerry, I hope that you don't mind me being this straightforward with you."
"I understand. We play these games for our satisfaction. Don't think that I don't look forward to another opportunity to take young Sandra. She was most enjoyable, and there are so many more possibilities!"
"My afternoon was amazing!" Natalia continued. "And, on top of the sex, we had a good discussion of his thesis proposal. He will be back next Friday at 2:00 for another round." She smiled. "Of both things! But I've said too much about my afternoon. How was your meeting with the Hendricks?"
"They are completely on board with Sandra and Martin. Committed to $40 000 in funding for them through the department. June liked both of them, and I know that she is eager to be intimate with each of them, as soon as possible."
"One at a time for now. I need to assure myself that each one can easily be brought under my control with complete reliability. Martin responded to counting off the way up the back stairs today. I'll find more ways to submit Sandra too."
"June wants a photography session with Sandra one afternoon next week. You're with Martin on Friday. You're to call her this weekend to set something up. In your studio and the bedroom too, I suppose. She really liked the young woman and I'm sure she'll want sex with her after the photography."
"Certainly. I can do without Sandra sex next week because I'll have my hands full with Martin. You should see him, Gerry. I mean, my hands are full!"
Natalia grinned, cupping her hand and spreading the fingers wide, as if she was holding Martin's balls.
"Careful now. I was like that once myself. Remember? Now it is sometimes more difficult to rise to the occasion. Let's drink up now and think of how well all of this seems to be going for us, my love."
****
The following week, Sandie Weston was on her way to a Wednesday afternoon work session at The Professor's home office again. There were a lot of papers to be marked, so she had been told to arrive at one o'clock and to plan on as much as three hours. One of the Lazenbys would drop her off at home afterwards. The Professor told her to dress nicely- pretty things top to bottom- because she had a surprise visitor who would be dropping by during the afternoon.
Sandie had taken some extra care with her clothing, hair and makeup today in order to make a good impression with this person. This would be her third time at the Lazenby house, and each time had left her with an unusual feeling, like it was someplace special. To her surprise, Sandie found herself looking forward to her visit. What was it that drew her to be there with The Professor?
Travelling by city bus can be unpredictable and today was an example. Sandie was about twenty minutes late when she reached the Lazenby home. There was a car in the front turning circle when Sandie arrived. Perhaps The Professor's guest had already come? Soon she was inside, where her professor hugged her and brought her into the front parlour. There was an attractive brunette woman smiling radiantly from the sofa.
"Sandra, this is my friend," The Professor said, a bit nervously it seemed to Sandra.
"Hello Sandra. I'm June Hendricks, one of your sponsors. The university is my old alma mater."
The Professor was not at all pleased to hear this comment, but she managed to keep her composure. She hadn't wanted the two to meet like this, and especially needed to keep the identity of this donor secret from the recipient- for obvious reasons. Natalia realized that she must get Sandra under hypnosis quickly before June said anything more about herself to Sandra.
"Hello June. Sorry I made you wait. My bus was late today," Sandie replied.
"Actually, I came too early, but we're all together now. I've been looking forward to seeing you again."
"I met you at that party here not so long ago, right? You look very familiar."
"You did. My husband and I were so impressed with you that we agreed to support your assistantship."
The Professor could not let this discussion continue, lest Mrs. Hendricks spill more details about her identity to a young woman she would soon be using sexually!
"Come into the kitchen, you two, for the tea tray. Then we can go up to my library."
In the kitchen, The Professor gave June the tray to carry, then prepared to hypnotize Sandie, in the very same manner as she had done with Martin. If that was unsuccessful, she would use the old clock in her office. She explained to Sandie that the stairs were not well lit and that she must hold her hand to count steps from one to twelve.
By the time the three of them reached the upstairs office, Sandie wore that slightly blank stare that indicated she had slipped under Natalia's spell.
"Sandra, who am I?"
"I don't know. Tell me." June gazed at the Professor in awe.
"I am Helena Fuentes.... Do you know me?"
"No I don't"
"Who is with me now?"
"I don't know her either." Yet, they had just met not ten minutes earlier!
"Just a friend....Come with us now."
"Yes, Helena."
The Professor turned a handle and a door swung open, the entry into a white studio. In the centre was a raised platform, a mattress covered with a white sheet. Along the wall by the door stood a small table, strewn with camera equipment and a few other items.
"Sandra....Take off your blouse now.... Now remove your bra....Take off your skirt....Now your panties....Wear just your stockings."
"Oh god, Nat...Helena! She is so lovely. What a doll!" June whispered from behind her hand. The Professor continued with the young woman's instructions.
"Sandra, kneel on the bed....Yes, facing us....We will take photos.... Will you do that?... Good girl."
Then the Professor whispered to Mrs Hendricks.
"The Nikon there is all ready, June. You shoot, but don't speak to her. I'm not fully assured about her state yet. This is only my third time with her."
"Oh, this is so exciting! I'm ready."
"Sandra, sit down there,,, raise your arms... above your head....Hands together.... Turn your head to one side....Hold it."
The Professor nodded to June to begin shooting as more commands were slowly given to the model.
"Sit back on your legs now.... Legs tucked under you....That's right....Your palms on your thighs....Good.... Turn your head the other way.... Tilt your head down....Slide your knees apart... Farther apart now.... Wider.... Good."



"Straight arms behind you.... Now lean back on them.... Yes.... Look at me and smile.... Look down.... Lean on one arm now.... Other one forward.... Hold your breast with your hand.... Cup underneath it.... Yes."
"Now stand up.... Tilt one hip out.... Both hands under your breasts.... Legs apart now.... Farther.... One hand on your stomach now.... Bring it lower.... Down to your sex.... Smile at me, Sandra.... Good."
"Now lay down on your side.... Elbow and hand under your head.... Bend your back knee up.... That's it.... Put that foot on the mattress.... Smile now.... Cup your breast with the free hand.... Look up and hold it."
Then the Professor whispered to June. "Would you like some close-ups." She vigorously nodded approval.
"Roll onto your back, Sandra.... Soles of your feet together.... Knees wide apart.... Open yourself with two hands.... Wider.... Good.... Touch your clitoris with your fingers.... In little circles now.... Don't stop."
Sandie had no idea that she was hypnotized and being photographed nude. But her body knew that what she was doing right now felt very good. She continued to obey the Professor's soft commands as she pleasured herself for June's camera.
"Sandra, do you like this?... Good girl.... Love yourself for us.... Rub your clitoris.... It wants your touch.... Tease with your fingers.... Keep your pussy open wide.... Think about fucking.... Yes.... Yes... Keep going."
And then the model was there! To June's utter amazement, Sandie's body began to shake and move as she lost all control. Her breathing became harsh and gasping while she moaned loudly with pleasure. A few more strokes to her sensitive bud and she would be over the top.
"Ugh.... Ugh.... Ugh.... Oh fuck! Fuck!.... Aaahhh!... Aaaaaaggghhh!"
The model lay on the mattress, panting for breath while June stared at The Professor in amazement, her eyes big as saucers.
"My god, Helena. She is stupendous! Such an orgasm! I wish I could come like that. Oh my god!"
"Would you like to? It's time to bring her to my bedroom. Go get into my bed, naked of course, and I'll bring her in a couple of minutes. Yes, yes, go now."
About this same time, Ben was thinking about his wife. He had a smile on his face, thinking about how well things were going now. Sandie had landed this assistantship with The Professor and seemed to be enjoying her role as Marker. The first installment of her funding had already arrived and was safely stowed in the bank. There would be more than enough for expenses.
Life was good in other ways too. Ben grinned to himself as he thought about how amazing their sex life had been the past week. For some reason, Sandie seemed to be more eager to fuck than he could recall. Hell, she had been at him almost every night! But, who was he to complain. In fact, Ben was looking forward to more of the same tonight. Maybe he should phone her right now and talk for a bit?
Ben checked his watch. Then he remembered that his wife would be over at The Professor's, probably busy in the upstairs office with a pile of marking. Better not disturb her. Probably has her phone turned off now anyway. Little did Ben know that his wife was in the office at that moment, The Professor leading her naked to the bedroom, where she soon would be fucking with June Hendricks!
"Sandra, into bed now....That's it....Remember how you loved me?....Good....You will love my friend."
Then the Professor whispered to June. "She knows what to do. It will be like I did with her last week, so it's probably imprinted. I assume you want some privacy, so I'll be in my office with the bedroom door ajar in case anything happens. Her trigger is her name followed by 'Alive and Well'. So never, ever use that phrase."
"Can I say anything to her?" June asked with concern.
"Yes, but always softly. Use her name a lot to focus her. Sandra. No commands, just little endearments and such. She knows what to do and is very responsive, believe me. You mustn't be too loud or abrupt if you are aroused. Now enjoy this."
June nodded that she was ready. She was almost shaking with excitement.
"Sandra. Love my friend....Like you loved me.... Do you understand?... Good.... Love her now, Sandra."
Before the Professor had even left the room, Sandie slid beneath her donor and drove her tongue deep in Mrs. Hendricks mouth. As their lips locked together, Mrs. Hendricks felt an intense wave of passion surge through her body. While they vigorously explored each other with their tongues, Sandie began to clutch at June's breast, kneading it and tugging at her sprouting nipple. "Oh my god!" raced through the donor's brain.
June felt Sandie's hand on the back of her head, pushing her face down to her breast. It was clear that the young woman wanted to be sucked and Mrs. Hendricks was eager to please her. She heard Sandie gasp as her nipple was pulled deep into her hungry mouth. Then, Sandie spread her legs wider and began to grind her pelvis against her afternoon 'lover', just as she had done before with the Professor. June pressed down and did the same.
Sandie's hand then pushed June downward, an unmistakable sign that she wanted oral now. June was more than willing to comply after what she had already seen during the studio session. Maybe she could bring this hot young thing to another shattering orgasm? She would try. June's fingers opened Sandie's sex wide and her flicking tongue teased first the wet labia, then the tender nub where the inner folds met. A low moan came forth. Mrs. Hendricks was right on target.
"Sandra....Caress your nipples....Pull at them," June urged, wanting to feel the power she had seen with Natalia in the studio.
To her delight, Sandie complied, tugging and twisting her nipples on command.
Now the young woman's breathing was becoming more ragged. Her body was writhing on the cool sheets as June kissed the little bud and began to draw it right between her lips. She felt Sandie jerk when she did this, so she repeated it. Now she closed her mouth around the clitoris completely and sucked on it like a small candy. This young woman tasted and smelled so aroused that June wondered how long she could last herself!
Without much warning, Sandie began to come, right on June's sucking mouth. Grunting and moaning aloud, she pressed hard against the woman's face, lurching uncontrollably as an intense wave of physical pleasure washed over her and dragged her under as it broke. This orgasm was even stronger than the one in the studio!
"Fuck me!... Fuck me!... Yes! Yes!... Oh fuck!... I'm coming!... I'm coming!... I'm... Uuuughhhh!!!"
Sandie continued bouncing off the bed into June's still-sucking mouth until the student finally pushed her away. They lay side-by-side for a while, Sandie catching her breath, June unsure what to say. It had been amazing and now she wanted to be loved herself. Then, they heard The Professor's voice from the office.
"Sandra.... Love my friend now....Just like she did....Understand?...Love her now, Sandra."
That was all it took to start the sex all over again. To make it very clear what she wanted, Mrs Hendricks scrambled to her knees and planted them well apart. By pointing, June beckoned Sandie to bring her head between the legs. Then, the older woman used her fingers to spread her labia and lowered herself over Sandie's face. June wanted this so badly that there was no need to be subtle about it.
The young woman understood, latching her mouth onto the wet pussy offered to her, kissing and licking all the pink flesh available. Meanwhile, June felt like a slut in a porn film, a favourite fantasy she kept secret. She could imagine herself being watched like this, her pink flesh in another woman's mouth. It was a powerful image! Her hands cupped her ample tits, fingers pulling frantically at her own nipples. She was absolutely consumed by lust right now!
"Oh god, Sandra....Suck my pussy....They're watching me.... I'm so wet....Suck me, Sandra....Do it....Do it.... More!.... More!.... Yes!... Yes!.... Y.... Mmmpppppffff!!... Ah....Ah....A...."
June Hendricks' passion exploded right on Sandie's already wet face! Orgasmic juices seeped forth as the woman above bounced vigorously with her intense climax coursing through her body. This only happened rarely with June and it took her by surprise. But it felt absolutely wonderful to let go like that!
Out in the office, The Professor was grinning. She had heard everything and knew that June had thoroughly enjoyed an earth-shattering experience. The woman would be a happy donor for the entire duration of their pledge, that was certain. Natalia gave them some time to rest before she tapped on the door and re-entered the bedroom.
"Sandra....Did you like that?....Good."
The young woman was smacking her lips, licking her shiny face.
"I don't think that I need to ask you whether or not you enjoyed yourself, Renata," she smiled.
"Was I that obvious... Helena?" The Professor smiled again and nodded her head. "My god, she was absolutely fantastic!"
Then the Professor whispered to her visitor.
"I'm going to keep her under for a while longer while I go through the ruse of her having completed her marking for me. You should dress and slip out while I begin that. I'll get your photos to you next time I see you, probably on Friday when you meet Martin, right. I trust everything was to your satisfaction today?"
"Oh Natalia. You have no idea! Such a wonderful time. I will leave two envelopes in your kitchen knife drawer. There's $250 for each of you. Be sure that Sandie gets her money. And thanks so much!"
Sandie's working afternoon at The Professor's office was all but finished now. Natalia had her dress, then steered her into the adjoining bathroom to rinse her mouth, brush her hair and take away all evidence of her busy afternoon.
Like before, still hypnotized, she was ushered to her desk, where she initialed a large stack of test papers which she had supposedly corrected. The Professor had in fact, done them all herself that morning. Natalia had her use the Answer Sheet to correct one left unfinished. Sandie had everything done in about fifteen minutes.
Then it was time to count backwards slowly, followed by the phrase, "Sandra.... Alive and Well."
"Another excellent afternoon, Sandra! Look how much you completed today. I am so glad to have you as my assistant. You get a lot done in so little time! It is absolutely amazing how you perform for me. You are so good! Probably my best assistant ever," The Professor enthused. And she meant it, although not on the same level as her grad student thought.
It wasn't long before they were back downstairs and into The Professor's Tesla. As it quietly glided toward Sandie's apartment, the young woman reflected on the good fortune that had brought her under the tutelage of this woman. Everything seemed to be going so well for her and Ben right now. She knew who they had to thank for that.
"Old Lazenby," she said to herself. "He is the one who matched me with generous donors like Mrs. Hendricks."
"Good Old Lazenby is the one we have to thank for everything!"
If only she knew the truth.
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Afterparty and Afterward
"Ohhh... fuck! Do that again.... Who taught you that?... Oh my god.... Again!!"
Sharon had Gwen Miller flat on her back in the guest room bed, giving her more of what she had enjoyed so much during their erotic photoshoot in the afternoon.
She was kneeling over the photographer, bent toward her pussy, with her two middle fingers buried deep inside. Her open palm and the two outside digits were pressed tight against the woman's shaved sex. The hostess' juices were seeping down over Sharon's probing fingers, further lubricating them for their wicked work.
"Ready for more, lover? A bit harder this time?"
"Yes, yes. More! More!" Gwen panted, almost crazed with desire.
Thus assured, Sharon curled her two inserted fingers up again, until they pressed against the inside front of Gwen's vagina. Then she began to firmly lift her whole hand in order to stimulate the elusive g-spot she was toying with. Not one lift, but several sharp ones in quick succession.
"Oh.... Ohhh.... Yes!... Yessss!... Ahhh!!"
Each time, Sharon felt a new flood of lubricant gush down across her fingers, while Gwen cried out from pure pleasure. Apparently, none of her previous lovers had ever delivered these intense sensations so effectively. This one was driving her into a sexual frenzy!
Where had Sharon learned to do this with such skill? When had she been able to practice this technique to perfection?
****
The audition during the day at the Miller's home studio had gone very well. They had used short scenarios and spontaneous dialogue to imagine two hot sexual encounters, first, with their model friend, Manuel, and then in the afternoon with Gwen, Tom Miller's sexy wife. The photographers were eager to see their finished work.
Sharon had moved quickly into role both times, first, pretending to fuck the handsome Manuel, then later, actually reaching a huge orgasm along with Gwen. What a pleasant way for a working girl to earn a thousand dollars! That was about two weeks pay in her old job at the seniors' home, with the scenario sex as an added bonus!
In the late afternoon, while Manuel prepared hot hors d-oeuvres for the party, Sharon met with the Millers in their office to talk contract. There was much to be decided, and she wanted husband Mark's input before signing off on anything. Yes, Sharon wanted to work for them, but she knew that her husband's business acumen would come in very handy.
While the Millers were happy that she agreed to model for them, they were hoping to have everything wrapped up before the evening party. Sharon firmly held them at bay, explaining that if she went into this without her partner's support, it probably wouldn't turn out very well. They understood.
The couple wanted exclusive rights to photograph her for the next year, at one thousand dollars per day, two days monthly, in exchange for all rights to her images. When she asked for more time to discuss it with Mark, the photographers sweetened the deal, promising at least one annual out-of-region modelling assignment at their expense. Perhaps the Caribbean, the southern States, or Europe, depending upon the client?
It all sounded exciting, but Sharon held fast. The most she would do is sign a Letter of Intent, giving them first right to her services, as discussed. It wasn't all they hoped for, but they knew she liked the new life it promised. And, she might be further convinced by meeting some of their business contacts at the party.
As things eventually turned out, it was wise that she didn't sign off. Mark convinced her that the offer was just their opening gambit. Eventually, Sharon signed for an eleven-hundred-dollar daily fee, and an guaranteed international assignment at the same per diem. All told, this was even more than her administrative job, so she resigned that one immediately.
****.
Sharon wanted to make a grand entrance.
Not expecting to be honoured at a party with the Millers' arts-world friends, she was forced to dip into the sexy things she had selected for the day's erotic shoot. Everyone noticed, but nobody seemed to mind at all.
Sharon's dress was short, with a deep side slit that revealed most of a black-stocking leg with every step. It was very tight and scooped low enough to display a great deal of her mounded tits, almost to the nipples. To further draw eyes there, a sparkling chain and pendant nestled deep in her cleavage.
She wore her satin high heels used at the convention photo workshop a few weeks before. And her lingerie was every bit as inspiring as what met the eye. Sharon wore that transparent black half-bra Tom had watched her remove at the convention, with a same tiny matching thong. A black garter belt managed her stockings.
Sharon's long, curly blonde hair cascaded down her back and across her shoulders for that goddess look. Those big heels and her long legs made her look tall and slender, except for her magnificent projected tits. Their stiff nipples proudly poked through both her straining bra and the slinky dress.
Dressed provocatively like this, Sharon deliberately did the model walk, crossing her legs with each step, causing her shapely ass to sway as she strode through the room. She could feel all eyes upon her as she paraded toward the apartment lounge area to meet the arriving party guests.
Some of the guests were already there, including Barry and Ursula Ullman, the Millers' most important channel into the local and regional arts scene. They had strong connections to the art shops, and even boasted a solid international clientele, reaching far beyond customers and retailers who might find the Millers' website.
Tom knew how important it was for Sharon to make a good impression, but as soon as she came into the room, his worries evaporated. He beckoned her over to meet the Ullmans, while Gwen broke off to greet another couple, the Sabatinis.
Barry's eyes lit up when he saw this gorgeous prospect, while Ursula closely watched her husband, a known philanderer. His interest immediately focused on the silver pendant that hung so invitingly in the soft valley between Sharon's round tits. A great expanse of womanly flesh, and the distinct outline of her big nipples pressed through the dress to greet his stare.
Sharon cleared her throat to bring his eyes back to her face before she turned to his wife.
"Ursula, it's a pleasure to meet you! I've heard so many good things about you both from the Millers."
Sharon glanced at Barry as she said this, then focused on Ursula again. Actually, the Millers had told her nothing whatsoever about their guests.
"Likewise, darling. Oh, you are such a pretty thing. And married, I see," she exclaimed, raising her voice on the word 'married', and looking directly at Barry.
The Ullmans appeared to be in their fifties, Barry gray and balding, with a comb-over from the sides in an futile effort to disguise it. Ursula was an attractive woman, but beginning to lose the battle with her weight. They were very well dressed tonight, tuxedo and gown, seemingly conscious of their high place in the local arts community.
"Yes, married, to Mark for a dozen years now. And we have two children at home."
"And she has two children, Barry!" Ursula's voice arched up, accompanied by another stern look, before she continued. "You must have been in high school when you had them, darling?"
"No, I'm thirty-five now. Didn't have them until my late twenties. Family is so important to both of us!"
Tom smiled because he knew that Sharon's friendly, open manner was appreciated by Ursula, the power behind her business-minded husband. His new model was off to a fine start, and he could relax. So could Ursula now that Sharon had deflated Barry by talking about her husband and family. His good behaviour was assured for the rest of the evening. Or was it?
Sharon also met the couple owning the largest shop in the capital that stocked erotic art, and she soon learned how important Tom and Gwen's work was to their clientele. The Sabatinis were quite urbane and cultured. They hit it off very well with Sharon and her unassuming ways, having expected to meet yet another haughty model.
****
Later that evening, the alcohol was flowing freely. Barry asked Tom to tell everyone assembled how he had stumbled upon his new find. Tom made the mistake of saying that Sharon had been posing at erotic workshops during the annual photo convention. Tom mentioned that the presentations were very popular because the participants had forty minutes to photograph her in a half dozen erotic poses.
Of course, Barry wanted to see the photos and a few others chimed in.
Eventually the Millers succumbed to peer pressure. Tom looked to Sharon for support in resisting, but she sensed that there was no point even trying, especially with people who could affect her new career. They'd all eventually see her nudes anyway, so she shrugged her shoulders in resignation. Gwen went to get them.
When she returned, all the guests had converged to see the photos. For some it was strictly business- would this model look good enough with her clothes off to sell a lot of numbered edition prints? For others, like Ursula Ullman, it was to get a better measure of the woman that her husband might be eager to pursue next.
Barry simply wanted to see if this beautiful woman looked even better naked than she did in her spectacular dress.
Sharon had expected a few small cellphone camera images, probably taken from a distance and of poor quality. Gwen called her aside first, so she could briefly examine the images and pull any she didn't want shown. She was surprised by what she saw.
First, they were all enlargements, about a foot square, and second, they were sharp and clear. Most zoomed in closer than Sharon expected, the result of Tom using little clip-on lens with his cellphone- a telephoto and a 'fish-eye'- combined with skillful cropping and enlarging. Some might be embarrassing, but at a glance, they did look good.
"Take us through the shoot, Tom," Barry said, "as we look at these one-by-one. I'm sure you remember it well; after all, you wanted to sign her after taking the shots. Go from the beginning to the end, so I feel like I saw it all too."
"OK, Barry, but I don't want to embarrass Sharon in front of our guests. Let's be discreet and professional, not like schoolboys who just found a nudie magazine," Tom said, with surprising firmness.
"I had no intention of making Sharon feel exposed!" Barry retorted. "I'm a dealer, so I want to see the goods. Maybe she would prefer to introduce her pictures? How many are there?"
"Six good ones from the session. One from each pose, and the rest have been discarded. Sharon, how should we do this?"
"Well, you could talk about each shot briefly, Tom. Do it like a photographer- you know, light and shadow, depth of field- like Joannie did in her workshop. Focus on them as art and how you created or chose each photo."
"Excellent. I'll do that," Tom noted, and shuffled the photos into chronological order.
Sharon had shown the guests her diplomacy and quick mind, but now they were going to see her naked body. The first photo displayed her in silky black French lingerie and stockings, with towering black satin heels. An unbuttoned sheer black blouse completed the outfit. The deep pink of her nipples was clearly visible through the transparent lingerie.
"This one shows Sharon as she came onto a small stage when the room lights were coming up. You can see why she had a powerful impact on the amateur photographers. She wasn't nude, but might as well have been because her dramatic appearance in sheer black was stunning. The sex appeal was powerful."
"I used a small telephoto to focus on her beautiful face as much as anything. I think that clients will be as taken as I was by the contrast between her angelic face and her sexually- charged presentation. You'll see more of that in some others here."
Instead of upsetting her, Sharon felt proud as the first photo passed from hand-to-hand. She noticed many people nodding, as if to agree with everything Tom was saying. Would they still be receptive to her posing as the photos became more explicit?
When everyone had seen the first photo and it came back to Tom he continued.
"I shot the second photo while Sharon was touring the stage, showing herself off, as her photographer had directed. Her back is arched and her chest proudly forward- her body looks magnificent. Check her smiling face as she struts for a dozen cameras, and you see a look of utter confidence. There's a strong sense that 'I was born with this, and it is quite alright for you to admire it'."
"I used a clip-on fish-eye lens for this one, later enlarging and cropping it to reduce some of the edge distortion. It gives a feeling of looking into the image and seeing what I saw- her self-confidence. Not to mention all the rest of her!"
Sharon smiled at Tom's kind words and quietly thanked him with a little bow of her head. Yes, she was parading half-naked in front of strangers, but it had been exciting. She was proud of her body and nudity didn't bother her if she was treated with respect. It had all emerged from that first erotic photo session not many months ago.
In the third picture Sharon had removed her black bra, presenting her rounded tits and their pointed pink nipples to the photographers. The sheer over-blouse was gone now and only the tiniest of thongs covered her pussy. She looked incredibly sexy, every man's dream- and some women too!
"Here's one that I really like," Tom continued. "It is classic cheese-cake posing, up on one toe with her knee bent in like that. Doesn't that pouty mouth with the index finger on her lower lip remind you of the wartime pin-ups the military kept in their kit bags?"
"Yes, she is showing her breasts and we can all agree they're absolutely perfect, but that's what those old pictures did too. And I think this pose was spontaneous, not rehearsed. This one shows what she can do in front of the camera, because she's so relaxed!"
Sharon felt flattered by everything that Tom had said about her thus far, and only three more photos remained for the guests to see. She stifled a laugh when she noticed Ursula grab her pin-up photo out of her husband's hand as he stared at it too intently!
By now, Gwen had come to sit close beside Sharon on the large ottoman where she was perched. The hostess was concerned about her new client's reaction to this unexpected public exposure. Gwen pulled her close and whispered in her ear, complimenting her earlier suggestion, while Sharon thanked her for her husband's generous commentary.
Tom held up the fourth photo when the previous one had made the rounds. It was hotter than the others. Sharon was laying on her side propped on one elbow with a spotlight streaming across from her hair to her waist. Light and shadow highlighted her tits and her projecting nipples to best advantage.
"The presenter called this one a 'bodyscape,' a good term for it. There are plenty of womanly curves in this shot, like a smooth and flowing landscape. At the workshop, she said, 'like sand dunes in the desert.' Those rocks on top of the dunes add an attractive dimension, don't they?" This obvious reference to Sharon's stiff, pointed nipples drew some snickering laughter.
"I used a telephoto to focus mostly on her breasts because this is a classic black-and-white erotic pose, and her voluptuous body is perfectly suited for such images. I'll bet that you'd have no trouble selling dozens of these, yet it was shot with a cell camera. It's all about the model and what she brings to the shot."
John Sabatini, the erotic art shop owner, spoke up now.
"Put us down for twelve copies of that one in brushed nickel frames. I could sell them all in a month, cell camera or not. You're right, Tom. It's the model. And it looks like you are the lucky couple who found her. Have you signed her yet?"
"Wait until you see the next two, John. I think you'll want to expand your order," Gwen quipped, continuing, "We're almost finished negotiations with Sharon, and will be excited to have her exclusively. She wants to run it all by her husband first."
"Well, you better hope that he isn't the sharpest knife in the drawer, or you might find yourselves in trouble. Is he in business, Sharon?"
"Yes, John. Marketing manager for a big company."
"Gwen, you two might be in trouble. It had better be your best offer, right off. You don't want to miss signing her."
Everyone grinned at the Millers expense, and Sharon noticed that the photographers faces were drawn tight as they pondered what John had said.
"Let's go to another photo now, probably the hottest one of all in terms of erotica. Sharon, I hope that you're OK with this one?" Tom added hesitantly.
And there it was, Sharon on her back, naked except for her tiny g-string, one hand clasping her mounded tit and drawing up an erect nipple, the other cupped over her pussy. Her lust-filled face gazed back at the camera, the eyes and mouth both half-open. It seemed she was either having an orgasm just then, or else was very close. Sharon could feel her face flushing with embarrassment.
"Yes, this is a highly sexual shot. In fact, I'd say that the model was in another zone, a different world, at that moment. One of the sexiest poses I've shot recently. Sharon can make the photographer feel like a voyeur watching her very private moments," and Tom stopped briefly to give impact to his next words.
"A model can't be shy in this business, an important consideration in offering Sharon a contract. She has to enjoy what she's doing." Then he chuckled, "And I think she was enjoying it a lot, don't you!" This brought gales of laughter, a release of tension after looking at these revealing photos with the model actually present.
Sharon held her breath. Oh my god, was Tom going to say something about watching her masturbate on stage at the end of her photo session? He wouldn't!
Or would he?
Much favourable comment accompanied the fifth picture as it circulated, and some spent more time with it than the other photos. To Sharon's great relief, Tom said nothing more about it.
John Sabatini spoke up again: "Put me down for a dozen of those too, Tom. Despite the cellphone quality, that is one hell of an erotic photograph! An easy sell, for certain. What a gal!"
Now it was time for the sixth and final picture. Sharon held her breath, hoping that Tom didn't have an unpleasant surprise for her. This was her final pose, taken from behind when she had dropped her sheer blouse behind her and sat completely nude. Her body was rotated at the waist, showing the side of her bulging tit, and the spotlights highlighted the deep cleft between the round globes of her arse.
"Another very sexy photo, cropped from a wider view. The side-lighting showed Sharon's flawless skin and her muscle tone. There isn't an ounce of fat in that photo, and it gives an appealing view of her round, firm breast. Not to mention her beautiful, full cheeks back there, of course!" Some snickered at this. "Her fitness impressed me."
The sixth picture circled the group, people looking at it closely, then at Sharon's body as she stood up to move. And that was it. The group spontaneously gave her a little round of applause.



As the last photo came back to Tom, Barry Ullman made good by thanking him for his talk and complimenting his selection of photos. Afterward, Sharon was the centre of attention, with many questions about her personal life and so on. By about midnight, everyone was on their way home.
****
After the last guest had departed, the four of them put things away and then retired to the bedrooms, Tom and Manuel to the master, Gwen and Sharon to the guestroom. The connecting door between the two suites would be locked tonight, at least on the girls' side.
Gwen wanted Sharon all to herself, unwilling to share her with Manuel. She had seen him hanging close to Sharon at every opportunity during the after party, and she knew that he wanted the simulated sex of the morning photo shoot to be real tonight. She wouldn't share.
While Gwen was eager to jump right into bed for sex, her guest had different ideas. She was a bedtime shower person, and her hostess eagerly joined her in the large, marble tiled enclosure with multiple water spouts. The one in the middle was huge, and the water fell from it like an adjustable rainstorm.
Gwen took advantage of time beneath a gentle rain to drop to her knees and lap at her guest's moist pussy. She had been eager to do so all evening long. With her arms wrapped around Sharon's thighs, her tongue probed between the bare, fleshy lower lips until it found her pleasure centre. Then she firmly licked the little bud with her tongue flat, tasting her new model's womanly juices while her nostrils filled with their pungent scent.
It felt good having her clitoris stimulated like that, so Sharon shifted her legs wider to give freer access to her private area. Gwen had plenty of experience with pleasuring a woman, and would completely fulfill her guest's desires tonight. To help her, Sharon softly pressed Gwen's face into her pussy while she tilted her pelvis up against it.
Then they took turns soaping each other up, paying close attention to bare pink flesh. Slick fingers entered private chambers, working their way as deep as possible, stroking, stretching. Gwen boldly used a cylindrical bar of soap to playfully fuck Sharon, who moved her hips back and forth to meet the soapy cock pushing into her body. They laughed as they cavorted, wet and deliciously nude.
Afterward, they needed time to dry long curly hair, so they lay in bed to talk about things whirling through their minds. So many new developments needed discussion! Gwen found herself enjoying her guest's 'sleep-over' side, and soon they were sharing information and secrets about their husbands. Gwen admitted that Tom was bi too, while Sharon confided that Mark definitely was not.
"If you work for us twice a month, that'll mean a lot of travel for you, Sharon? Would you consider moving to the capital to be closer to us? I think management jobs in marketing would be easy to find here. And the kids would love it: great attractions, pro sports. You could sell the whole family on a move here with no problem."
She was certainly giving Sharon something to think about. She had already had considered that there'd be anonymity living in a metropolis that didn't exist in a small city. She sometimes wondered how long it would be before someone found out about her erotic posing or their other secrets. Moving made good sense.
Sharon reminded herself to discuss this with Mark when she got home. But the women's hair was finally dry, and there were more pressing things to do now. She rolled onto her back, pulling the hostess toward her.
"Let's go slowly and savour this a bit, Gwen. I like it that way sometimes."
"I'll try, but you look so damn gorgeous right now, I might get too heated up. I definitely want more of what you did this afternoon!"
Their eyes met and their eager lips quickly followed. Both could feel a desire for this intimacy inside themselves. Their gentle kisses soon became bolder, tongues poking into one another's open mouths, like little cocks pushing into waiting vaginas. Gwen pinned Sharon against the bed, French kissing, sucking on Sharon's full, eager lips with an energy that showed her passion.
After enjoying this for some time, Sharon shifted herself so that she could reach Gwen's already-taut nipples. First using her fingers, then her mouth, Sharon teased them until little sighs from her lover told her that she was doing well.
Gwen brought her hands down to her guest's soft tits and returned the favour, both of them now moaning softly with pleasure as the mutual breast stimulation also triggered sensations below.
Then Gwen upped the game by slowly dragging her long fingernails down Sharon's body- across her stomach, over her groin, atop her mound, and then into their target. The new model moaned louder and invitingly opened herself wider to welcome the teasing digits inside. They found a well-lubricated tunnel to explore- the slow kissing and touching had stimulated Sharon's body for sex.
But Gwen was enjoying this slow game now, and withdrew her fingers a few times, the nails slowly retracing their way back over Sharon's mound. Playing like this led to the guest finally grabbing the reluctant fingers and pressing them into her pussy. Gwen knew what her lover wanted, so she set up a slow fucking motion with two big fingers, like a cock might do.
Now her guest returned the favour, shifting to her side so that she could stimulate Gwen's sex. Sharon found it wet and wanting as she playfully wiggled her fingers inside, searching for the woman's clitoris. She quickly found it, protruding proudly where Gwen's fleshy lips met, and set to rolling a fingertip across it. Each time she did so, the woman jerked with the stimulation and lifted to offer it again.
Both of them were lost in their pleasure now. They wanted nothing more than to play this excruciatingly sensuous game until their bodies could take no more. Their mouths, their nipples, and their wet centres were tingling, stimulated- alive with desire. They wanted to give as much as they craved to receive. The two of them would use every means they could to satisfy their lover tonight.
Gwen slid down Sharon's shapely body, kissing as she went, following the same path that her fingertips had taken earlier. When she reached the shaven mound, she took a moment to gaze up across her lover's smooth skin.
Above her flat stomach, Sharon's lovely tits were splayed across her chest, her fingers now caressing and pulling her own nipples into taut points. A face filled with pure lust looked back at her. Sharon whispered softly, consumed by passion.
"My clit, Gwen.... Please... suck my clit.... Please...."
Slipping down a bit farther, Gwen used her fingers to open Sharon wide, giving her complete access to her now-engorged clitoris. Her lover tilted her hips, offering her pleasure centre to Gwen's hungry mouth. Sharon wasn't disappointed, as her hostess first licked, then kissed, and finally sucked it between her lips.
The stimulation was intense, and Sharon responded with writhing hips and deep moans. She needed this tonight- an orgasm was at the front of her mind. But she wanted to please her lover every bit as much, and Gwen had asked for more of what she'd enjoyed earlier. Sharon gently pushed her sucking mouth away.
Then she came to her knees beside the woman and curled two middle fingers up into the top front of Gwen's sopping vagina, like she'd done during the photo session. Sharon's much-experienced former lover, Liana, had often done this and taken her to a resounding climax every time. Then she had taught Sharon how to do it in turn.
At the same time, Gwen reached beneath Sharon's butt cheeks and zeroed in on her swollen clitoris, projecting so prominently from above. She found it wet and ready for action.
Thus began the inevitable climb up the mountain of lust inside them. Sharon's long fingers sought out Gwen's elusive g-spot, lifting up firmly against it in a series of quick hand movements that left Gwen gasping. At the same time, her new lover urgently pressed and rolled Sharon's sensitive clitoris.
Both were breathing harder than ever, and the bedroom filled with the sounds of their intense pleasure. Gwen's vagina poured its discharge across the fingers working so hard inside. Now beyond the point of no return, she called out for more of this incredible stimulation, urging Sharon on.
"Fuck me! Fuck me! Yes.... Yes.... Like that.... More.... Ohhhh!... More!.. Yes, that way.... Oh.... Ohh!"
Meanwhile, Sharon felt like her pussy was about to burst from the intensity of pressure that Gwen was applying to her screaming clitoris. She was still on her knees, spread as wide as possible and grinding down hard against Gwen's fingers invading from beneath. Fuck, it felt sooo good! She heard herself chanting for more too, calling for her lover to bring her right to the top:
"Oh my god.... Oh my god.... Right there.... Yes.... Harder.... Harder.... Fuck me, Gwen! Fu... Aaaahhhh!"
Too much stimulation! Too much intensity! Too much pleasure! Too much lust! Too much....
Within minutes of each other, both women came hard with a fury that belied their otherwise gentle nature. They reached the mountain top and were swept away in an avalanche of unleashed tension. Their tumbling bodies lost control for a brief time, heaving and bouncing against the bed, letting go of an hour's accumulated sexual energy in minutes.
Then they rested quietly, content with what they had just enjoyed.
****
The train ride home on Sunday was rough, jolting over crossings. For almost two hours, Sharon passed between dozing and waking. Memories of what she had done the day before- and the night before- mingled with thoughts of the future.
She rested back against the seat, eyes closed, half dreaming about her time with Gwen. Was there more to it than sex? Were they developing feelings for each other? Would they become lovers? Dare she do this with her new employer?
Then, her head would be tossed, waking her up, and thought would return. What would she tell Mark about her weekend? What would she leave out? What would he think about the contract? How could she convince him to move to the capital?
The audition weekend would cause so many changes in Sharon's life. There was so much to process and a great deal to put into place. It would all need careful consideration.
But first, she needed some rest.
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Two Cougars for Marty
Ben Weston was rushing home as fast as he could. He had been thinking about his wife Sandie much of the afternoon, particularly all the hot sex they had been enjoying together of late. He was more than ready for some now, and had left his post the moment he could. Ahead of Wednesday rush-hour traffic, he would be home about 4:30 to surprise his lovely wife. Ben couldn't wait to steer her directly into bed!
He barged through the door a bit early, his wife having been dropped off by The Professor mere minutes before. Ben rushed in to catch her by surprise. There she was in the bedroom, half undressed, ready to switch from skirt and blouse to jeans and t-shirt. Perfect timing. She was already half naked, down to her bra and panties.
"I want you, baby!" he surprised her, "Let's fuck right now. Let's do it!"
It took Sandie a few moments to recover from the surprise, but for some reason, she was feeling the heat again herself.
"Sure Ben. Get those clothes off and let's go!"
Now that's what he wanted to hear! In a flash both of them were naked and on the bedsheets wrapped in each other's arms.
Right away, two things struck Ben. For one thing, his wife had a very sexual aroma about her. A check with his fingers found her absolutely soaked with her own juices. The other thing he noticed was the scent of a perfume in her hair, around her face and on her neck. He knew the few scents which Sandie occasionally wore for dress-up events, but this was certainly not one of them.
However, at the moment, Ben was a man on a mission and he'd ask her about these things later, if he remembered at all.
Ben was pleasantly surprised how eager his wife was today! She had never been shy about it, but today was a cut above normal. She was uncharacteristically aggressive, pushing him flat on his back while she mounted from above. No foreplay, no lubricant. Just spreading herself wide and sliding down on his stiff cock, right to the bottom. Then she leaned forward, offering him her shapely tits while she rolled her hips, working his rod in and out.
"Oh jeez baby! That feels so good. I've been thinking of having you all day!" Ben groaned from underneath.
"Oh yeah! Do me, Ben. Fuck me. Suck my nipples too. I want that!"
After some fucking, Sandie pivoted on his cock to face in the other direction. Now Ben was treated to an appealing view of her toned back and her shapely ass. As she set up a rolling motion, her husband could enjoy looking at her firm arse-cheeks as his cock disappeared into her pussy, then reappeared. He lifted his pelvis upward in little thrusts each time.
"I'm just so horny today, Ben. I might just fuck you all night!"
"You are hot, baby. Let me rest a minute. After all, we have all night," he laughed.
Sandie gave him a minute, then dove for his cock to bring it fully back to life. Her cock-sucking was always a special treat because she had a special way of circling her hand tightly around the base of his cock and sucking the head that made him a little crazy. Just when he thought he couldn't take much more, she would go for his balls, kissing and sucking each one carefully. Then it was deep into her throat. My god, the whole thing!
"No more baby! No more! You'll make me come. Let's fuck again."
Now Sandie went onto all fours at the side of the bed and beckoned for Ben to take her that way, She widened her stance, then lowered her face to the mattress to prepare the way.
"Yeah, Ben. Do me now!"
Sandie wasn't usually so vocal, but today she seemed especially hot! Ben had his engorged cock buried to the hilt, his hands gripping her hips firmly. From his standing position beside the bed, he would be able to give her the pounding that she seemed to want. This was no soft and gentle love session. This was raw sex: man and woman; husband and wife; hard and fast.
Ben began to thrust firmly against Sandie's shapely arse, and she pushed back hard. The slap of bare flesh-on-flesh resonated through the bedroom as they moved together. Looking down, Ben could see his wife's fingers furiously flying across her clitoris, working to bring herself off. Both of them were breathing very deeply, completely focused on their desperate desire to come. Maybe they could reach the top at about the same time?
Then Ben felt his wife beginning to shake beneath him. A rising moan told him that she was almost there, and he was pretty close himself. Maybe. Maybe...
Yeah!... Fuck me!... Fuck me, Ben!... Fuck me!... Harder Ben!... Harder!... Yes! Yes!... Aaarrraggghhh!!"
Sandie's body slammed back against her husband as she spasmed at the end of his plunging rod. Her muscles jerked uncontrollably as she came hard. It was just too much for one man to bear. Ben exploded inside her, his cock blasting missiles of male seed deep into his wife's lovely body. Both were completely spent after that rush, gradually riding out their strong orgasms together.
Afterwards, the couple rested, then remained in bed talking, even though Sandie found it difficult to focus. She was feeling quite drowsy after her bedroom romp. She had no way of knowing that it had been her third orgasm of the afternoon!
"How did your work go over at The Professor's place? I thought about phoning to say 'Hi' but I figured you'd probably be busy marking tests or something."
"Actually, I did a lot of work today. Test marking, like you say."
"Oh yeah. What were they all about?" Ben asked, really just making conversation.
"You know"... I really can't remember. Something in psychology. I know that."
Ben felt a twinge of suspicion again because this wasn't the first time that his wife had been so vague about her time at The Professor's house. He decided to slowly probe a bit more about what he had noted when they first went to bed.
"Was anyone else there today, or just the two of you again?"
"My bursary donor was there when I arrived. Mrs. Hendricks, an attractive brunette, maybe late-thirties or early-forties. Nice lady. You might have seen her at their party. Apparently, I met June and her husband there."
"No, can't place her. What did she have to say? Or did you spend all your time working?"
"You know, I can't recall anything we said to each other except what I just told you. Maybe she left right away?"
"You said that she was nice. What made you think so?"
"She left me an envelope with money in it and a little Thank You card."
"Money! Like a gift or something? What did the card say?"
"Is this an investigation, Ben? You are always so suspicious. Read the card yourself. It's right here on the night table."
"Hmmm...'Good luck with your studies. I hope we see each other again soon. June Hendricks'."
"And there was $250 cash inside the card too. She is obviously a very generous person."
"She gave you all that money! For what? Yet, you can't remember talking with her."
"Stop it, Ben. I met her. She had a gift for me. She must have known that I was coming, then probably left soon after that. Afterwards, I marked tests in the office."
"And you hardly remember any of it, right?"
"That's true."
"Do know that your hair and neck smell like someone else's perfume? Did either The Professor or Mrs. Hendricks wear any today?"
"Really! Let's see...Mrs. Hendricks had a sort of flowery perfume, really different from that Hypnotique the Professor wears."
"Yeah, that's what I smelled all around your head. And, when we went to bed, your pussy had a very sexual aroma. It was really wet too, as if you were either recently having sex. Any explanation for that?"
"No. Come to think of it, I remember thinking on the drive home that I should take a shower to freshen up. Well...we've been doing it so much lately, I guess my body is just always prepared for it. Anything else, Mr. Detective?"
"That's funny, Sandie. But, I do feel like there is something more to this than meets the eye."
"Ben, I feel a bit tired, so I'm going to sleep for a while. Order us a pizza or something for supper. I'll get up when it comes."
No wonder Sandie was tired! In the past few hours, she'd had very strenuous sex with both her husband and Mrs. Hendricks. Her body was fully aware of all this exertion, but not her conscious mind.
****
Across the city, June Hendricks was very excited when J.C. returned from his office that evening. She had enjoyed a wild afternoon of sex with young Sandra Weston which left her in an almost euphoric state. Her gruff husband was quick to take notice. Unfortunately for him, it didn't take long to turn her elated mood completely sour. He had a crude way of doing that, not even realizing how indiscrete he could be.
"How was your visit with Natalia today, June?"
"Wonderful. We had a wonderful time!" June gushed.
"Sounds like you got that Sandra into bed. Spent the afternoon fucking with her, no doubt? Probably gave her everything you could, eh?" he laughed.
"I've told you before, J.C., it's 'making love' when two women are together. 'Fucking' is too coarse for what women do with each other."
Now there was 'tone'. Mrs. Hendricks was not happy with her husband's rude comments.
"Sure, June. Especially when one of them has no idea what's going on. Poor Sandra, being used like that," Hendricks joked, only digging himself in deeper.
"She was satisfied. Believe me, we both were," June retorted with some anger now.
"I could see that YOU were by the silly look on your face when I arrived. But she was hypnotized."
"Well, if you must know, J.C., I gave her one too. A big one," she said triumphantly. "The young woman is very responsive in bed. We had a wonderful time together today."
"I'm glad to hear it, for all the money we pour into this, just for your dear old alma mater. There has to be some benefit in it for us too."
"You get a tax credit, so stop complaining about the cost, you old miser!"
"Yeah, well, I expect to fuck her too. Oh sorry," he said sarcastically, "I should say 'make love' to her."
"You can be so crass, J.C.! I hope that the Lazenbys can delay that sad occasion indefinitely! In the meantime, you just talked yourself out of anything between us tonight. I'll be sleeping in my own suite- with the door locked."
J.C. Hendricks was never a sensitive man at the best of times. But he knew immediately that he had just made a big mistake.
"Sorry, June. I had a rough day at the business today," the proud man mumbled.
"Sorry for what? That you won't get fucked tonight, as you call it. Not a chance!"
Well, that was settled, and there was no telling how long that bedroom door would remain locked. Sometimes in past, it had lasted for months, especially when the Hendricks were financially supporting an attractive male graduate student.
June knew that she could continue this as long as she chose. You see, she had swept old J.C. off his feet with her charms, and he had married her in a heated rush. No pre-nup! It was one of the most impulsive things he had ever done, and June would take full advantage of it.
****
Old Lazenby and The Professor were talking about the same afternoon session immediately after he returned from the university. She was rather unsettled, even a bit upset. Old Lazenby was always quite a perceptive fellow.
"What is troubling you, Nattie? I can see that you have something on your mind."
"I hope not, Gerry. I hope not."
"Things didn't go well with Sandra today? You weren't able to control her?" he asked carefully, for he was on alert himself now.
"Oh no, she was putty in my hands. June was the problem."
"She didn't accidently bring her out of it, did she? That would be disastrous!"
"No, she just came to the house a bit too early, and Sandra's bus was late. The result was they met before I had her hypnotized. That has never happened with any of our students before!"
"Ohh... I see. So, the young woman knows that June was there at the same time. Let's talk about that. You seem to think there could be negative repercussions."
Old Lazenby was a trained psychologist and quite skilled with analyzing situations and their potential outcomes. This one begged for detailed scrutiny because the two of them had so much to lose. Everything in fact!
"What if Sandra remembers that June was there?" Natalia started.
"She will if she wasn't yet hypnotized. Did June say anything about what was to come- the photography and, I presume, the sex afterward?"
"No. They were only introduced and made small talk. But June gave her married name and the fact that she had attended the university herself. She also said that her husband was part of their sponsorship."
"I can see why you are concerned. Too much information. Do you think that Sandra will remember anything that might make her suspicious in any way?"
"I don't think so. June did leave a cash envelope for Sandra in the kitchen knife drawer. It was sealed, so I just passed it to her as we were leaving. I don't know if there was anything besides money in there, but it did feel firmer than just bills. I hope June didn't write a 'Thank You' note! Really, sometimes she is so naive about all this. I must talk to her about using more discretion."
"The usual amount of cash, I suppose?" Gerry asked, trying hard to control his own rising concern.
"Yes, $250 each. The regular encounter fee."
"Did you tell her anything when you handed it to Sandra? Anything that might explain its purpose."
"Yes. I told her it was a welcome gift from her donors, with their hopes that she would have a successful school year."
"Hmmm. I don't think we have reason to be worried about repercussions. Sandra seems to be someone who wouldn't question much beyond what you told her. It seems perfectly reasonable that rich folks would give her a welcome gift. You needn't worry about her, Natalia," Old Lazenby said in his most soothing voice.
"It's not her I'm worried about. It's her husband, Ben. Do you know that he is a policeman, with aspirations to be a detective? That's what has me concerned!"
"Now I am too, Nattie," Gerhard Lazenby replied softly. "Now I am too. But, there are things you can do to ease our minds a bit."
"What's that, Gerry?" Natalia asked earnestly.
"Phone June, and have a kindly chat with her about discretion, especially the need to keep at arm's length from the students, concerning identity and so on. Remind her firmly about the consequences of our scheme being found out. And, try to determine exactly what she might have written, if she included a card or note in her cash envelope."
"Yes. Sandra mustn't encounter June again, except in a controlled state," she added, as much to reassure herself as anything.
"And in future, we will receive and distribute all cash gifts. That way we can avoid this wondering that is on our minds right now."
"Agreed. Beginning with June's first meeting with Martin. I'm sure that she'll be eager to try out that young man soon. He is quite a specimen compared to that beastly husband of hers. Repulsive man!"
"Ah yes, Nattie. But wealthy," Old Lazenby chuckled.
And they both laughed, lightening the weight of their present worries.
****
A few days later, Friday afternoon, Martin was scheduled for another visit to The Professor's home, officially to discuss his progress with narrowing down his doctoral thesis topic. Natalia had very much enjoyed her past experience with him in her bed. She was eager to do it again, and wickedly spent time thinking about how she might further enhance her pleasure. Some new positions perhaps? Some preliminary studio photography? There were infinite possibilities.
However, it was all for naught. The young man had come down with a case of the flu, with two results. One, there had been too much time abed for him to do any reading and research. He hadn't made any progress to report to his advisor.
Furthermore, Martin still did not feel well the day before his appointment. He phoned Old Lazenby to pass on a message to The Professor that he wouldn't be coming on Friday. Of course, she was quite disappointed. But he would come the following Friday at 2:00.
On the weekend, Ben dropped over to Marty's place to see how he was feeling. Sandie had mentioned that she hadn't seen him in the department all week, and that another friend told her Marty was ill. By the weekend, he was definitely on the mend, so he and Ben chatted about common interests like sports. Ben had a few other things that he wanted to press Marty about.
"Been over to Lazenby's place lately, Marty?" Ben led, with a direction in mind.
"I missed Friday afternoon. Was supposed to be meeting there about my research topic but had to cancel 'til next Friday. Does Sandie work there much, or out of the department workroom?"
"She's been there a couple of times to mark tests. So far, that's been on Wednesday afternoons. The Professor must have those two afternoons free, Wednesday and Friday."
"Yeah, probably," Marty replied, wondering where Ben was going with this.
"Marty, do you ever feel anything unusual when you come back from their place? Like, Sandie is always drowsy and can't seem to remember much about what went on over there. Anything strange to you?"
"Maybe...Take a look at this because it is a complete mystery to me. I saw it as soon as I got back from my last appointment with her."
Marty pulled his T-shirt over his head and turned his back to Ben.
"I don't see anything, Marty. Well, some faint pink stripes across your shoulders, but that's all. Why? What should I be looking for?"
"Look closer. When I came home a week- no eight days ago now- all those pink stripes were raw and some were bleeding. It looked as if somebody had ripped something sharp across my shoulders. I can't figure it out.'
Ben came closer and had Marty move so the light went across his back.
"OK, I can see individual stripes, separate but not very far apart. About an equal number on each side. It looks like someone with fingernails was tearing into you from the front! Reaching over you or around from the sides. What the Hell!"
Then Ben laughed at what he was about to say.
"If I didn't know any better, I'd say that a woman underneath you clawed into your skin as you were fucking her! And she really scratched you deep, if it was that long ago. Maybe she was really getting off, you animal!"
Marty forced a laugh too. It was a reasonable explanation except for one thing. He was with his thesis advisor.
"Very funny, Ben. There must be a real explanation because that one is just plain ridiculous. I was with Lazenby."
"Well, OK. Maybe it was Chantal? You tell me that she is one hot babe."
"But, I'd remember that. Besides, she's been pretty busy for the past few weeks and I've been sick, so there hasn't been any action with us for a long time."
That door seemed to be closed so Ben tried to open another one.
"I keep smelling other women's perfume on Sandie, as if she's been really close to them for a long time."
"Yeah, same with me. I come back with that Hypnotique scent The Professor wears."
Ben continued to press. "Recently it was another one that her bursary donor, Mrs. Hendricks wore when Sandie met her over at the Lazenbys. And Marty, she reeked of sex the last time she came back from an afternoon of marking test papers. Like I said, she seems to be drawing blanks recalling what she does over..."



"Oh come on now, Detective Weston!" Marty interrupted. "You aren't thinking your wife has been having sex over there, are you? It isn't just me fucking somebody at Lazenby's, but Sandie too! Just think how impossibly stupid that sounds, Ben! I wouldn't mention it again. People will just laugh at you!"
Ben could see that he wasn't going to be able to go any farther with Marty, but at least his friend had put it into words. Maybe there was something sexual going on over there? There were a lot of little things that just didn't make sense. There was no way to connect them, but there just might be something to all this. Ben was not about to just let it go.
****
There were a few important phone calls out of the Lazenby household during the same weekend that Ben was visiting Marty. Both concerned the two graduate students financially supported by the Hendricks.
The particular issue was The Professor's continued worry about Sandie's accidental contact with June at the Lazenby residence. The couple had always been so careful to cover their tracks, to leave no gaps in the tight defensive shield they had built around their illicit enterprise. Did discovery threaten them now?
On Saturday, The Professor called Sandie 'just to chat' for a bit. She hoped to find out more about the young woman's impressions of her time with June Hendricks and that cash envelope she left the student.
The Professor didn't know that Sandie's husband had already raked over the same ground with her after she came home. She found her rather guarded as they spoke on the phone.
"Were you surprised to meet with Mrs. Hendricks this past week at my home, Sandra?"
"Not especially, no. She is your friend and my bursary donor, so it didn't seem unusual to me."
"What did you think of her?"
"I don't know really. Seemed pleasant. How long was she there with us anyway?"
This question seemed to put The Professor on her back foot, and she was slow to respond.
"Ah... she just came by for a little while. Yes, she knew that you were coming and was there to drop off her gift for you. Your welcome gift. When you and I went upstairs to work, she left."
"I thought so! That's almost exactly what I told my husband when he asked me!"
"Ohhh... he was asking you about her too?"
"Yes, he wondered why she would leave me such a large gift, since the Hendricks are already providing my bursary. It does seem a bit odd to us, to be honest."
Far from putting Natalia's mind at ease, this conversation was causing her increasing concern. She decided to find out more about the gift envelope itself, to ascertain whether there was a card or note inside.
"It is not unusual for our donors to do that, Sandra," Natalia replied in her most soothing tone. "June is a warm and generous person, genuinely interested in your success."
"Yes, she included a nice note wishing me well. And saying that she looked forward to seeing me again soon. My husband wondered about why she seemed eager to meet me again. He is a policeman, you know. Always looking out for me, I guess."
The Professor came to a quick decision after Sandra's last comments. She would have to keep the two women apart for a while to hold Ben at bay. She couldn't risk another chance encounter between June and Sandie without hypnosis. Perhaps it would be best to stop having the young woman come to the house for a time? Knowing that Sandie's husband was a policeman only multiplied her worries.
"Sandra, I really phoned to have you to come to my departmental office this coming Wednesday afternoon instead of my home. I'd like to explore some ideas for your doctoral thesis. It may seem a bit early, but you could develop something on multiple personalities as your major paper for my husband's Psych Issues course which you take. It would be an excellent trial run for your thesis."
"I like that idea. Should I do some general reading about multiple personalities for Wednesday?"
"Yes, and jot down these topics too. Ready? Compartmentalization... Defense Mechanism... Cognitive Dissonance. Got them? Come by at about 2:00 to my university office. We'll talk, and I'll give you a set of tests to mark for the following week. Good. See you then, Sandra."
Afterward, The Professor phoned her friend June Hendricks, again seeking some way to calm herself from what was worrying her. She picked up right away and was delighted to hear from her friend, Natalia Lazenby.
"I was thinking about you, Natalia. I had such a wonderful afternoon last Wednesday and I have you to thank for it. I've been so excited to see ..."
The Professor cut her short.
"That's what I'm calling you about, and you probably won't be too happy with what I have to say."
"Oh no...Is something wrong, Natalia?"
"I hope not. You and Sandra met by accident, I know- you were a bit early and she was quite-a-bit late. That's not supposed to happen with these encounters. The student must be hypnotized first, so there's no chance that they might connect their experience in any way to you."
"How do you mean by 'connect their experience'?"
"I mean, we don't want Sandra to know that she was with you at our house, except at a larger social gathering, of course. As it was, you told her your full name and that the university is your alma mater. And I presume you signed your name to the card you left with the money, right?"
"Yes, but how is that a problem?"
"Suppose some evidence of a sexual encounter emerges. She knows that you were at my home that day. That's the problem that can bring all of us down."
"She was hypnotized. How would she remember anything?"
"The brain is a very complex organ. We barely understand its capabilities. Suppose that something triggers a memory in her conscious mind. Maybe some stimulus, like a smell, for example, connects her to having sex with a woman that day."
"Like my perfume? Oh my god! I didn't know that! I am so sorry, Natalia."
"Discretion is of the utmost importance, June. To make matters potentially worse, Sandra's husband is a policeman and he's already been asking her questions about your gift card. I think that it would be best if you stay away from her for a while. I'll meet with her at the university instead of my home."
"That is so disappointing. She is such a pet! But, I understand and I apologize for causing you concern. I'll let it go for next week. Does this affect my other graduate student too? I hope not."
"Martin doesn't pose any problem. But you must not be with him unless he is firmly under my control. That's my only concern."
"I promise, Natalia. How soon can I meet with him? Could you arrange it for this week?"
"Yes, if you insist. Friday afternoon at 2:00. I'll have Martin come an hour earlier so that he'll be controlled when you arrive. We'll probably be upstairs, but the house key is on a nail under the front right corner of the porch. Ring the doorbell once, then let yourself in to come upstairs."
"I am already looking forward to it. Will you have my photographs of Sandra ready for me by then? I have been thinking about her so much."
"Yes June. They'll be ready."
As she ended her call, the Professor couldn't help but think that June Hendricks was a silly, selfish bitch. All that woman could think about were her sexual escapades with the grad students. Didn't she realize that all of this could land them in prison?
****
"Jeez, that stuff was expensive! I sure hope that it's worth the hundred bucks," Marty thought as he waited for his current girlfriend to come out of the bathroom.
A few minutes later he had his answer. Chantal was naked and excited, so happy with his expensive gift. She came in front of him where he sat on the sofa and wrapped her arms around his head, pulling it into her firm tits. She hugged him tightly, pressing his face against her smooth freckled skin.
"Oh Marty. I love this perfume! Hypnotique. I know that's a very expensive French scent. You are so sweet!" Chantal gushed and hugged his head against her bare tits again.
Chantal was an attractive young woman, the latest in a long string of Marty's conquests. While she was a Science major, she was definitely not the studious type. Chantal found plenty of time to party and had lots of bedroom experience as a result. A tall, slim redhead, her cute, freckled face belied what a hot number she really was when the right buttons were pushed. Marty's gift pushed those buttons.
"I have something for you now. My way to say thank you so much, Marty. Enjoy this."
Chantal dropped to her knees and pushed his legs apart before deftly releasing his belt and zipper. In no time, her hand had his already-rising cock, pumping it slowly to even greater heights. Lowering her head, Chantal took his stiff rod into her mouth, where she sucked the head, rolling her tongue around the tender pink flesh there. Marty groaned with pleasure.
"Oh fuck, Chantal! I love how you do that!" he moaned, his eyes closing.
Marty was drifting away, somehow remembering another time just like this. His cock between a woman's lips- her tongue swirling around the tip. His cock sliding deep into her mouth again and again and she sucked it.
The sucking and slurping sounds from below- it all seemed so familiar. And there was that same pungent air streaming up into his nostrils, a intoxicating aroma rising from a woman's head. Chantal's Hypnotique perfume was affecting Marty, bringing his subconscious memory of sex with Natalia into his conscious mind.
"Damn, Hele...Chantal. Let's fuck now before I lose it too soon."
Fortunately, his girlfriend didn't notice that he'd almost said "Helena"- the name The Professor used in hypnosis. Marty quickly marched her into his bedroom and had her lay back so he could push into her wet pussy. He entered easily enough and began to thrust slowly into her willing body.
Chantal wrapped her arms around his shoulders and dug in to pull him closer. It still hurt a little, but she kept her fingernails short. However, this all seemed so familiar to him. Close to her like this, with her expensive new perfume wafting over him, Martin was looking down and fucking The Professor again!
"From behind now, Marty. I like it that way. Finish me like that," Chantal ordered.
Where had he heard that before? Why did this seem like it had already happened? What the Hell was going on here? It was all so very strange.
Marty was on fire as he plunged into Chantal's juicy pussy. She wanted to finish off this way, and that is what he would do. Soon, the pair of them were moaning and grunting rudely as they slammed their bodies together in urgent lust.
"Fuck me, Marty!...Fuck me hard!...Yeah, fuck me!...Harder, harder..."
Chantal was really driving her boyfriend on now, wringing every last bit of strength from them both. They hadn't been together for a few weeks, and she really wanted this. Marty was doing it again, a willing slave who would give this woman the orgasm she was craving. He obeyed her commands, pounding into her young, strong body like a man possessed, chanting the word 'Fuck!' over and over as he picked up his pace. Then it was done, Chantal calling out:
"I'm coming!...I'm coming... Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!...Mmmmppphhhhffff!!"
Chantal's body lost control, bouncing on her knees as a powerful orgasm swept through her. Somewhere in there, Marty came too, his spasms lost amid hers, but his load delivered deep, nevertheless. They continued to move together a little more, then fell to the bed to rest.
"Amazing Marty!" Chantal gasped. "What got into you today? It was like being with a super-stud!"
"So you've been with studs before, have you?" he joked before continuing, "Must have been that perfume. It really got to me. It seemed like it was leading me forward the whole time. Like I was on automatic. Wear it whenever we are together, OK?"
"Just when we're going to be alone, Marty. It does seem to have a strong affect on you, that's for sure!"
After Chantal left his place, Marty thought about what they had done together. He was aware that while they had sex, it seemed like a replay of earlier experience. And, he had these images of The Professor in his brain as he fucked his girlfriend. Naked images of Natalia underneath him clawing at his shoulders. Strange! Was the perfume having some sort of hypnotic effect on him?
****
"Hello, Sandra. Thanks for coming to my department office today. Shut the door and take a seat in the chair there," The Professor pointing to a big wing chair, like those in her home library.
She didn't offer coffee or tea, the friendly style favoured by Good Old Lazenby. No, Natalia was always one to get right down to business. But first, some small talk about the bursary, and Mrs. Hendricks, might help The Professor put her misgivings to rest.
"Have you received your first bursary installment yet? If not, it should come soon. My husband sent it up to Finance as soon as they signed on."
"Yes, thank you. Last week and it's already in the bank. Nice to have that little cushion now."
"Well, you can thank the Hendricks for that. Maybe you'll see them next time we have a party."
"I really do appreciate their support. Please tell them that for me."
This little exchange helped to settle The Professor's anxieties, so she went on to the other purpose of this formal office meeting.
"So, to your possible thesis topics, Sandra. What interests you about multiple personalities?"
Sandie reminded The Professor that she had first introduced the topic in one of her undergraduate courses. Sandie had done a short research paper which focused on some of the well-known cases where people had developed two, three and more personalities to help themselves cope with negative family situations.
"These were often victims of abuse, weren't they, Sandra?"
Her student concurred with this and moved into another concept which the Professor had asked her to investigate.
"Yes, they used these other personalities- probably unknowingly- as a Defense Mechanism to shield themselves from psychological harm. It's almost as if the victim put on a suit of mental armor and the new persona absorbed the traumatic impact of some sort of abuse, for example."
"Could you give me an example to illustrate this, Sandra?"
"Hmm... well, suppose a person is being taken advantage of, say sexually, by someone manipulating them. The victim's psyche might create an alternate personality as a defense mechanism to deal with the problem. That persona would come forward when facing the perpetrator."
Sandie had no idea how close her example fell to what was actually going on between her and The Professor, who had been manipulating her through hypnosis ever since the party. The significance was not lost on Natalia, and she struggled hard to maintain her cool. She decided to steer away from the example Sandie gave.
"Umm... interesting example. Could the victim cope by using other techniques that you researched? What do you think?"
"Well, the person could Compartmentalize their experiences and feelings. If there is a discomfort- a Cognitive Dissonance- between what the relationship between them should be, and how it actually is, the victim might do that.
It's a way to deal with conflicted feelings. The person would literally put the unpleasant experiences or feelings into a separate mental box. Then they could function most of the time because the bad stuff is all locked away."
"Sandra, you seem to have a good grasp of this topic, and we can continue from there next time. Here's something to think about before we meet like this again: can a person actually WILL themselves to have multiple personalities, or is it a process of the subconscious mind?"
She continued. "This might be an excellent focus for a major research paper, perhaps even a thesis. Continue reading on the topics we discussed today and add 'the Stockholm Syndrome'. You will find that very interesting."
"Is that for next Wednesday afternoon?"
"I haven't decided on that yet, but I do have a new batch of tests to take with you. Here's the Answer Sheet. You can do them at home or in the departmental work room."
That covered their time together for the current week, but The Professor needed caution about having Sandra Weston come to her house again. But as she looked upon the young woman's appealing face and fine body, Natalia felt an urge that over-ruled her better judgement. Memories of Sandra in her bed, naked and aroused, took away all other thoughts! Even next Wednesday seemed too long to wait for more of this sweet delight.
****
Old Lazenby had flagged Marty down in the hallway earlier in the week and told him to report to their home at 1:00 on Friday to have some further discussion about his thesis research. He said to allow plenty of time- at least a couple of hours- because The Professor would have reading materials for him.
Actually, she wanted to make sure that she got enough of him in bed before passing him on to June Hendricks when she came at 2:00. Any discussion time would come after June left. Marty was in for a busy afternoon!
At one o'clock sharp Martin Benning was at the front door. The Professor welcomed him in and led the young man straight upstairs. There would be no dalliance today except in her bedroom. She had decided to try a different means of hypnotizing him today, a method she had used successfully with others before. She directed him into her library-sitting room where very soft, soothing music was playing.
"Martin, you seem a little tired," she said softly, slowly. "Make yourself comfortable ... Rest your mind for a minute... Think about a quiet place... You are alone there... No-one to disturb you... Think of this place... You can go there... Listen to the wind... Feel the sun... It is so relaxing... Just rest a minute."
She said nothing more for a short time and watched Martin's eyes begin to close. He was drifting into that quiet place now. She began to speak softly again.
"Martin, look at me... Who am I?... My name is Helena...Yes, call me Helena... Do you understand, Martin?"
"Yes Helena, I understand."
The Professor could see that her student was coming under her control now, but she needed to be sure.
"Do you like me, Martin?"
"Yes Helena."
"Will you love me, Martin?"
"Yes, Helena."
"Take my hand... Come with me now."
Natalia led him through the office-hobby area, through the short passageway and into her bedroom. The covers were turned down in preparation. The Professor had been waiting for this moment for days.
"Undress me, Martin... Then I will undress you."
"Sit there, Martin," she whispered, pointing to the side of the bed. "Now, move your knees apart."
"Can I love you, Martin?"
"Yes, Helena."
The Professor took his cock into one hand and fondled his big balls with the other. She began to stroke slowly and deliberately, smiling as his rod stretched to its full length. Martin's eyes stared down into hers, further mesmerizing this very compliant subject. Then she lowered her head and brought her lips to the head, where she kissed and sucked his most sensitive flesh. Natalia smiled as Martin began to groan with pleasure.
"Do you like this, Martin?" she whispered to her captive under a spell.
"Yes, Helena."
Natalia had always liked giving head, and with Martin it was an exquisite thing because of his girth. She opened her mouth wide and lowered her head slowly, feeling it press firmly all the way back to her throat. Then she moved back to let most of it back out again. Plenty of saliva lubricated a slow and steady rhythm as she guided him to gently fuck her juicy mouth.
Judging by Martin's groaning, he was enjoying it as much as she was.
Now The Professor slowly pushed Martin back onto the bed as she continued to gobble down his cock. It was her turn now. She brought herself over his neck, a knee planted out beyond each side of his head, looking down at her afternoon fuck.



"Love me now, Martin... Do you remember how?... Use your mouth like I did."
"Yes, I remember."
Natalia spread herself wide and lowered her sopping pussy until it contacted Martin's mouth. He knew exactly what to do, an engrained skill learned with a succession of hot girlfriends. His tongue snaked out and began to torture Natalia's neatly-trimmed labia, exploring all the delicate nooks and crannies there.
He soon found the spot he was seeking out, eliciting a low moan from The Professor. She leaned forward to press her clitoris more firmly to his lips.
"Kiss me there, Martin... Kiss it hard...Kiss it... Kiss it now."
Natalia was burning with lust and began to roll her hips to drag her hungry clitoris across Martin's mouth. It was a delicious game of tag as she playfully eluded his lips so they could only brush against her most sensitive spot. Then she let him catch it.
"Suck it now Martin... Suck it... Ohhh yesss... Yes! Yes!... Suck harder, Martin... Suck... Aaaaahhhhh!!"
The Professor released all of her pent-up sexual energy onto the young man's face as his lips clung to her engorged clitoris. She rode him hard for some time, rolling her throbbing organ across his mouth until her orgasm slowly passed and her muscles relaxed once more. As she gasped for breath, she looked down at Martin, obediently awaiting her further instruction.
"My god, this young man is just too good to share!" ran through her mind, as she caught a glimpse of a clock.
It was 1:40. Where had the time gone so quickly? June would be along in fifteen or twenty minutes. There was only a little time for more.
"Martin, fuck will me now... Do you understand?"
"Yes Helena. Like before."
The Professor lay back on the bed, spreading her legs apart and motioning for Martin to come between them. She wanted her student to fuck her, but she would save the best of him for June Hendricks. Martin was hard and pressed himself slowly into Natalia's wet pussy. She was ready for a good deep fucking, filled by the girth of this young man's excellent cock.
"Fuck me, Martin... Slow and deep... Fuck me."
For the next quarter hour, Martin dutifully ploughed to the depths of his mentor's chamber. He was big, but her creamy lubricant kept everything moving smoothly. The two of them set up a steady motion of slow deep thrusts met by her strong upward reply each time.
Their sounds spoke of their mutual pleasure- Martin fucking this woman who controlled his mind. For The Professor, this combination of sex and power was intoxicating. And this young stud really did move her!
Natalia was lost in the moment when the doorbell rang. It was June, and she would soon be upstairs. There was no time to lose. She gently pushed Martin aside and stepped out of the bed, covering him with the top sheet. Then she slipped into a thick robe on the chair by the bed. Martin was watching her, waiting.
"Rest now, Martin... My friend is coming... Stay in bed."
June rushed up the main staircase, eager to start her second session with Martin. The first one, two weeks before, had been so exciting that she wanted this again. The Professor met her at the entry to her private suite, wearing just her robe.
"Hi June. You can guess that I was warming Martin up for you. But, I saved the best of him for you to take however you choose. He's resting in the bed, ready for you. Remember now, never use your real name, and no loud or sudden noises- even when you are aroused or coming. And, never say his name followed by the phrase 'Alive and Well'."
"I can't wait any longer, Natalia. Will you leave us privacy, but keep your office door ajar like last time?"
"Yes. Now come in and we'll get started."
Martin sat watching from the bed as June Hendricks did a sexy strip for him, laying her clothing and lingerie across the bedroom chair. Her pussy was shaved bare today, with every intention that Martin should explore it thoroughly with his mouth. In fact, she intended to start off this way, to get herself completely into the mood.
"Hello Martin... Remember me?"
"No. Who are you?"
"Renata Rees... Call me Renata."
"Yes, Renata."
Everything seemed fine and June heard the Professor whisper to go ahead now. June gently climbed onto the bed and kissed Martin on the lips. He returned the kiss and soon they were deeply probing with flicking tongues. June could feel herself getting wet already. She placed his hand on her breast and he knew what to do. Soon she was breathing harder as the young man caressed her tit, pulling at her nipple.
"Martin, will you love me?"
"Yes, Renata."
June Hendricks couldn't wait to get Marty's thick cock into her mouth, so she opted for crouching over his prone body, her pussy right above his face, his groin just below hers. Soixante-neuf offered her the best of both worlds! She lowered her wet sex to his lips as she lifted his rising member into her own mouth. He delved into her pink flesh, while she slowly sucked and pumped his cock.
"Do you like my pussy, Martin?" June whispered loudly between strokes, so excited that she was already finding it hard to breathe.
"Yes, Renata."
"Then eat me all up, Martin."
Hypnotized like this, Marty did exactly as he was told, almost too exactly. June could feel the smooth edges of her 'lover's' teeth nibbling at her labial folds, a little pain but a great deal of pleasure. She liked it, and pressed down even more firmly against the young man's face.
At the same time, June literally swallowed his engorged rod as deep as it would go up into her mouth. Amazing! She could feel it briefly right against the back of her throat! But, June didn't want to risk having Martin come too soon. She didn't know his 'recharge' time and she had planned to carry some of him home with her as a souvenir.
"Martin... I want you to fuck me... Will you fuck me now?"
"Yes, Renata."
June was amazed at the control she could exercise over Martin when he was hypnotized. It was wonderful to feel so in charge, and so desirable to this young stud. She rolled off him and lay on her back with her knees raised. Then she slid a pillow underneath her bum.
"Now, Martin. Now," she urged, pulling him toward her so that she could kiss him while he was inside.
It felt so good as Martin slid his big cock into her wet chamber. And so deep at this 'raised-arse' angle! Perfect! June reached down with both arms and gripped her palms around his firm buttocks, pulling him against her as he moved. Martin was on his knees, using them for leverage as he slowly thrust into this woman beneath him. He could hear her moaning with pleasure as he worked.
"A bit faster now, Martin."
"Yes, Renata," and he picked up the pace, beginning to slam harder into her now.
"From behind now, Martin... Finish me that way."
"Yes, Renata," was followed by June scrambling onto all fours, aligning herself with the young man's cock.
June Hendricks was ready to enjoy the climax of an already-fantastic session with her sponsored student. She spread wide and lowered her head to rest on a couple of pillows. There was a big mirror alongside the bed that would allow her to watch everything unfold.
"Ready now?... Fuck me, Martin."
No further instruction was necessary. Even in this deep hypnotic state, Martin did not hesitate to carry out his pleasurable duties. This attractive cougar had just told him to fuck her, and he would do that. He was on auto-pilot, a fucking machine that would give this lady everything she asked for. He leaned forward and pushed himself to the bottom of her well-lubricated vagina. Now he would give her the fucking of her life.
Natalia listened, smiling as she heard it play out in the next room. She could hear June's deep moaning with each slap of groin-on-ass, followed by strenuous grunts from Martin. She could sense the gradually increasing pace of her grad student's jabs as he pounded her donor's body. She suspected that both of them would probably orgasm in a short time.
Natalia couldn't help but think what a mutually satisfying program she and Old Lazenby were operating. A young man getting financial support and a great deal of sex. A mature woman enjoying the best fucking of her life. Mr. Hendricks receiving generous government tax allowances for his donations. A university department with the most successful donor support on the whole campus. And, best of all, the couple's own bedroom experiences with select grad students. Winners all round!
Back in the bedroom, June had just climaxed as Martin ploughed her pussy. The Professor heard her muffled cries of orgasm as she came, apparently quite hard. Shortly afterward, a series of expletives from Martin announced that he too had hit the top, no doubt filling Mrs. Hendrick's with his male seed.
She would go in there soon to begin extricating June, followed by some discussion time with Martin- if he had any energy left after his strenuous workout today.
"Good Old Lazenby," she murmured to herself. "This little scheme he concocted works so well. I hope that it continues for many more years."
But would it?
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Sex Toy Wife
Sandie Weston was changing in many ways.
During the past month, she had quickly become a much more sexual person than she had been at the beginning of the semester. In fact, she had become a sex toy.
Sandie was a graduate student in Psychology at a prestigious university. A petite and attractive blonde, she was married to Ben, a rookie cop. Six or seven weeks ago, both Sandie and another student, Martin Benning, had secured generous bursaries through the Lazenbys, popular professors in the department. Unknown to either student, Natalia Lazenby was hypnotizing them, then indulging in sex. Her husband and donor June Hendricks were getting plenty of them too.
Very recently, when Sandie stepped from the shower, all of her pubic curls were gone. Now her delicate pink folds stood out prominently from the smooth flow of skin across her mid-section. Of course, her husband Ben liked it, but he had to ask why. The answer he received reflected the new woman emerging from his wife.
"Love the new look, baby. But, what's going on with you?"
"I'm just feeling so hot, so sexy these days! I can't explain it. Why not take advantage of it right now? Let's fuck, Ben!"
Ben wasn't going to turn down an offer like that, though he had to wonder why his wife was acting like this. He appreciated Sandie's ramped-up desire for sex. Some days she would meet him at the door and practically drag him to the bedroom. Her pussy always seemed to be drenched, as if she had sex on her mind all day. In bed, Sandie was more vocal and seemed to have more intense orgasms than Ben could recall.
Something else that brought Ben's attention to changes in his wife was a large bag full of clothing which Sandie had collected from the closet and her drawers. She was going to drop it off at the charity drop box by the university.
"What's in that big garbage bag beside the entry door?" Ben had asked.
"Old clothes for charity. There's enough money now, so I'm upgrading. All my old stuff is either too long or too baggy. Shorter and tighter fitting skirts and blouses are more fashionable."
"Can we afford this now? I know you have that assistantship and I'm working, but..."
"Believe me, we can afford it. The Hendricks keep us well provided-for."
She wasn't going to tell him about the $250 cash envelopes which The Professor had passed on to her a few more times since the first one. This generosity always surprised her, but she didn't want Ben grilling her about the money again. The Hendricks were wealthy and generous people. Why couldn't he just leave it at that?
When she had mentioned to The Professor that she'd be shopping for new clothes with the latest envelope, Natalia offered to go with her. She wanted to get put herself deeper into the young woman's life to gain a firmer hold on her. Sandie felt that she couldn't really refuse, so The Professor picked her up one weekday afternoon.
The Professor could always be persuasive, and she knew that her graduate student was easily suggestible. By the time they were finished, Sandie had a rather short skirt, a fitted dress with a low scooped neckline, a semi-shear blouse, and some tiny, silky underthings. Natalia suggested that Sandra wear these items when she came to the house on Wednesday afternoons.
There was one change in Sandie which Ben missed. Instead of telling him about her visits to the Lazenby house, she scarcely mentioned it anymore. He wasn't even sure if she was going there at all. She was keeping it from him to avoid his inevitable interrogation, of course, but there was something else too- a subtle undercurrent that she wasn't even aware of herself.
Sandie didn't want Ben to be suspicious about the Lazenbys or the Hendricks. They were nice people. They were good to her. Yes, they were on her side, and Sandie felt inclined to take their side too. However, Ben was not in agreement, seemingly suspicious of them with the questions he asked her.
Psychologists would say that she had bonded with the Lazenbys and Hendricks, allying her interests with theirs. Although the two couples were sexually using her, that fact lay buried in her subconscious mind. She had no conscious knowledge of it.
During the six or seven weeks since Sandie received her bursary, Ben became very busy with his career. He took some additional training to enhance his future prospects to become a police detective. Some of this work was in the evenings, and occasionally even a half day on Saturday.
Anytime he and Sandie were together, it was either for more sex or a short interval between trysts. It was like an extended second honeymoon! Ben had never had so much fucking, and in such variety. The woman seemed insatiable. Ben's misgivings about the Lazenbys and June Hendricks were soon forgotten as he rode this pleasurable wave.
****
In the meantime, The Professor had been experimenting with different methods to bring Sandra and Martin under her complete control. Starting with a clock pendulum in her office, she had moved on to slowly counting steps up the back staircase. Then, she found that both of them easily succumbed to a very short period of quiet relaxation while imagining a restful paradise.
With each technique it had become easier. They were both so suggestible now, that Natalia had only to lock eyes with them for five or six seconds. Then they were hers to do with as she chose. She always chose sex. With hypnosis she got into their subconscious minds, where she planted persuasive ideas and nurtured them. Sandra blossomed as her little sex toy. Martin became her fucking machine.
During this time, The Professor had enjoyed many sessions with Sandie, sometimes with Old Lazenby either watching or participating. She had captured the young woman's body in erotic photos that she felt were her best ever. Photography was always followed by sex; in fact, only Ben was spending more time in bed with his wife than Natalia Lazenby.
There were souvenir photos in the bedroom too. One afternoon, while Gerry plied the young woman in a variety of positions, his wife used the Nikon. Sandie was so responsive, and so obedient, that with his little blue pill, Old Lazenby felt young again. But there was one hard and fast rule. He must never come in her, except perhaps her mouth. It was too dangerous to have her return home carrying evidence of sex.
Recently, The Professor had allowed June Hendricks to return to bed with Sandie too. June used her to indulge in some favourite exhibitionist fantasies. Sometimes she would tell Sandra to masturbate for her while she watched. At other times, June would reverse this, with Sandie watching her in the big bedroom mirror.
Over a month and a half, Sandie had a great deal of sex with the Lazenbys and June. She took intense physical pleasure in it, always experiencing incredibly powerful orgasms. But after she went home, there was no conscious memory of how or what she had performed. All of it was stored deep in her subconscious mind, and it remained locked there. Would it ever re-emerge?
Each visit ended in the same way. June or Old Lazenby would quietly leave, Mrs Hendricks hiding her gift envelopes in the knife drawer. Natalia would help Sandie get straightened up and dressed. She would lead the still-hypnotized student into either her office or the library where there would be a pile of already-corrected work. Then she would be brought back to the present.
****
One afternoon about five or six weeks into Sandie's assistantship, she knocked, then entered The Professor's campus office.
"Good, Sandra, you remembered to come here today instead of the house. Please have a seat there," the Professor said, pointing to her comfortable chair beside her desk. "Don't you look nice today! Your new clothes suit you perfectly!"
Since Natalia had begun having weekly sex with Sandie, she was quick to appreciate little details about the young woman's appearance. Right now, she was closely examining the tight sweater and short leather skirt which she had helped the young woman choose on their second shopping spree.
"There's an extra chair here because my husband will join us shortly, since you'd be developing this particular paper for his Psych Issues seminar."
"Here is the latest batch of tests, Professor," Sandie said, reaching into her heavy book bag. "The students did very well overall. Lots of high marks."
"Good. Happy students mean good class counts next time around. Keeps our department full. It is a win-win, something that Old Lazenby and I both like. By the way, are you happy with your assistantship, Sandra? I'll do anything I can to keep you satisfied," and she smiled, not so much at Sandie as enjoying the double entendre she had just spoken.
Yes, she certainly would like to keep this shapely little sex kitten happy. It seemed to The Professor that her graduate student was becoming more responsive and willing each time she was in bed, hypnotized. Natalia knew that the subtle psychology of bonding was steadily taking a firmer hold, making Sandra more compliant to her wishes.
"Sandra. I must tell you what a wonderful asset you are to us. Everybody is so pleased with you. Sometimes it seems you can't do enough for us!"
"I'll continue to do all I can so you're satisfied with my performance, Professor," Sandie replied earnestly, unaware of its broader meaning.
Delightful! More double meanings and another sly smile.
"Here he comes now, so we can talk about your research paper. There's a chair for you, Gerry."
"Hello, Sandra. It is always such a pleasure to be with you!"
This warranted yet another grin from Natalia, as she stared into her husband's knowing eyes. They both enjoyed these veiled remarks with students whom she could control, then use for their own satisfaction.
"Gerry, Sandra plans to prepare a paper for your Issues class on an interesting theme: Can a person CHOOSE to have multiple personalities? So far, the two of us have discussed defense mechanisms, compartmentalization, and cognitive dissonance. She's shown a good understanding of these. I asked her to do further reading and added the Stockholm Syndrome to the list of concepts."
"That sounds like a good start on a very interesting topic," Old Lazenby contributed. "And it would certainly be a good fit for the seminar course because it asks an intriguing question. I can imagine that it would generate excellent discussion."
"Did you find the Stockholm Syndrome interesting, Sandra," The Professor asked, an invitation for the student to exhibit her knowledge gained through reading.
"Yes, extremely. The name originated from a bank robbery in Sweden, where the bandits took a group of hostages. The captives were co-operative- for their own safety, of course- and in fairly short order they bonded with their captors, even taking their part."
"What was the reason, their motivation for acting this way? Shouldn't they have turned on their captors?" The Professor asked.
"I wondered about that too," Sandra replied, "but I think that would have been too risky. They could have been shot. It was safer to sort of play along, to protect themselves from dangerous people. A wise idea, when you think about it."
"And there are other examples of the Stockholm Syndrome too, right?" Old Lazenby encouraged.
"Yes. In the Seventies, a radical fringe group in California calling themselves the Symbolic Libation Army captured Patty Heist of the very wealthy Heist brewing family. While in their custody, she was photographed holding a sub-machine gun as lookout while the group robbed a bank."
"Had they forced her to do this?" Old Lazenby quizzed, because he was quite familiar with the news story.
"Yes. She claimed she was raped, most probably true. They gained a psychological hold because her life was entirely in their hands. In short, she allied herself with them in order to survive. Their interests were hers too."
"Good analysis, Sandra," The Professor commented. "Now, what bearing might this have on the multiple personalities topic? You know, choosing or not choosing to have a split personality."
"All I could think of was this. The Swedish hostages and Patty probably didn't know why they joined with their captors to act in unexpected ways. They may not have consciously chosen to do this. Perhaps something deeper inside directed them, but I'm just not sure what?"
"Excellent insight, Sandra!" Old Lazenby enthused. "Now you're down into the subconscious level of the brain and how it might guide us."
"My husband is right. I think you should expand your reading to begin exploring the workings and interplay between our conscious and subconscious minds. It will have a great deal to do with that research question."
Old Lazenby summed up the discussion.
"Sandra, consider this. The hostages were in danger and found a way to protect themselves. Multiple personalities often originate from abuse, a way to cope with a bad situation. Does the subconscious mind play a similar part in these two?
"This should be really interesting. When would you like to see me again?" Sandra asked.
From her angle, Sandie couldn't see the sight line between the two Lazenbys very well. She couldn't see the subtle motion in Old Lazenby's face that told his wife what to say next.
"Next Wednesday at two, Sandra. At our home."
After she was gone, Old Lazenby smiled at his wife and spoke.
"Fantastic young woman. Beauty and brains. So much talent!"
"Yes, Gerry. Most people have no idea how talented she really can be in a private setting!"
They both laughed, then Old Lazenby returned to his office. J.C. Hendricks had telephoned earlier while he was in class and he had yet to return the businessman's call.
****
The following Wednesday, Sandie pressed the front doorbell at the Lazenby residence, ready to spend time discussing the mind with The Professor. She was overdressed for school, outfitted in a very short skirt and a gauzy semi-sheer blouse with a few buttons undone. Her sexiest underthings were just barely hidden below. Sandie didn't understand why she wanted to dress like this on her visits- she just did!
""Come in dear," The Professor welcomed her. "My, you look lovely today. The two of us must shop for more new clothes like this for you."
"Thank you, Professor. I feel like dressing well when I come to see you."
Natalia smiled because she could see that she was making inroads into the young woman's subconscious mind with her compliments.
"Come upstairs and we'll get started right away."
Soon, Sandie was seated across from her professor, her notes on her lap, ready to begin their discussion. Instead, Natalia suggested she close her eyes to rest a moment, "to clear your mind of all other thoughts". She had her breathe deeply a few times, while she softly spoke about a peaceful place without care or worry. In a minute, Sandra was hers for the afternoon.
The Professor put her arm around the young woman's slender waist and walked her to the bedroom, where the bedcovers were already pulled back.
"Undress me now, Sandra."
"Yes, Helena."
"Now I will undress you...Be still, my pet."
Natalia carefully unbuttoned the silky blouse, reaching inside to cup the warm breast there. She slid it off Sandie's shoulders and complimented her on the choice of undergarments today. The young woman smiled. The Professor had done this several times before. Then, the skirt was unzipped and fell to the floor. Only a bit of lace covered the shapely body. But not for long.
"Let me kiss you now... Spread your legs, Sandra."
"Yes, Helena."
The Professor began by kissing and pulling at the young woman's nipples, then went to her knees for the prize. Using her thumbs, Natalia pressed and pulled the shaven labia apart, delighted that Sandra had taken the words layered into her subconscious mind and put them into action. She was behind Sandie's impulse to remove her blonde pubic curls.
"Beautiful pussy, Sandra... May I enjoy it now?"
"Yes. Please."
Ah, she was coming along very nicely, accepting a more submissive role. The Professor could tell that her little prize could be trained to take their sex together much farther. There were so many wicked possibilities for submission and control. Perhaps some light bondage would be enjoyable? Yes, she would work on that. Hands tied by a ribbon would be a good way to start.
Back in the moment, The Professor kissed all the pink flesh that Sandie offered, then found the sensitive clitoris, sucking it between her lips. She could hear her lovely little blonde softly moaning with pleasure. The control she felt over this beauty was so exciting to Natalia, and so much more could be exercised!
"To bed now, Sandra... Love me the same way."
"Yes Helena."
Sandie had performed orally with 'Helena' and 'Renata' so many times that she had become very accomplished with her lips and tongue. Soon it was Natalia who was moaning with pleasure as the young woman sucked her clitoris. Her pussy was soaked with the heat of her growing desire. Then there was a soft tap at the door, and Old Lazenby came in- naked. He clambered onto the bed.
"Sandra, kiss my mouth now... Franz will fuck me...You can watch."
This was very stimulating for the couple, and 'Franz' had taken his little pill. As Sandie obediently locked lips with The Professor, Old Lazenby eased his cock into his wife. She lay on her back, her husband and Sandie close together pleasuring her. Gerry looked at the young woman's lovely tits and arse as he ploughed into his wife. Then he withdrew and spoke to Sandie.
"Sandra...Are you my slut?"
"Yes, Franz," the bedroom name he always used, his middle name.
"Suck my cock now... my little slut."
"Yes, Franz."
"You must ask, Sandra."
"May I suck you, Franz? Please."
Sandie was well-schooled in her relationship with Old Lazenby. She had done this before. Natalia sat up to kiss the young woman's body while she dutifully stroked and sucked her husband's growing rod. A great deal of wet tongue and plenty of depth- she knew that was what he wanted without being told again. Old Lazenby was as hard as a rock after a few minutes of such skilled treatment.
"I'm going to fuck you... my little slut... Lay on your back."
"Yes, Franz."
"You must ask, Sandra."
"Please fuck me, Franz."
Now Natalia stretched out across Sandra's side to kiss her lips while her husband slid into the young woman's vagina. She was tight and it felt marvelous to Old Lazenby, the fourth time he had enjoyed this pleasure. The two of them began to rock forward and back, her knees up, her pelvis tilting with each thrust. She knew how to please this man inside her.
Lazenby was highly aroused now. He picked up speed and began to push into his little plaything, his personal sex toy, quite vigorously. Natalia looked over in horror.
"No Gerry! In her mouth!" she said sharply.
He quickly withdrew and scrambled up beside her head, holding his cock. She opened her mouth and he partly filled it with fluid. Then she swallowed as she had been taught, and finished with a little smile, as if to invite praise. Instead, she heard this:



"That was close, Ge...Franz. Be more careful!" his wife hissed softly, as he rose to leave the bedroom.
Now the two of them were alone again in bed, an evil pastime which the Professor relished. For the better part of an hour they teased mercilessly, one edging the other toward her peak, only to retreat. Sandie knew this game and she found herself enjoying it more each time she was with her afternoon bed partner, 'Helena'.
Sandie would kiss and suck some private part of Helena's body until she was moaning loudly, then move away to suck somewhere else. Her slender fingers would piston in and out of Helena's vagina, then she would retreat. After a while it would be Sandie's turn to be chased by Helena's probing mouth and fingers. Both loved the tease, loved the capture! Finally, The Professor knew it must reach a climax.
"Make me come now, Sandra... Then it's for you."
Sandie instinctively slipped one, the two, and finally three slim digits into the woman's pussy, curling them upward to contact that especially sensitive spot. Then she brought her lips to Helena's clitoris and began to kiss as her fingers moved. In no time, the sensations had The Professor thrusting up from the bed, her steady moaning gradually becoming a deep wail.
"Fuck me... Fuck me... Ohhh... Ohhh... Yes!... Yes!... Aaaaaaggghhhh!!"
Natalia gradually caught her breath while her Sandra quietly waited for what she somehow knew came next.
"Sandra... That was good... Will you come now?"
"Yes. Please."
"Good girl."
The Professor understood from experience that Sandra liked to work at her own nipples while her pussy was being attended to. Both knew how this would end, and that the young woman would keep playing until she had orgasmed.
This was exciting, but there was work to be done too. Sandra had to go home having talked about the conscious and subconscious mind, the purpose of her visit today.
Natalia mounted a furious stimulation of Sandie's most sensitive areas, leaving her student writhing on the bed and calling out as she steadily rose toward an orgasm. The Professor was relentless, allowing no respite until Sandie was lurching in the throes of ecstasy. My god, this young woman could reach such a powerful climax!
Then, as always, they dressed and went to the bathroom to clean up, brush hair and teeth, and reapply any makeup or lipstick. Next, out to the library with Sandie's notes and seated on comfortable chairs facing each other. A gentle counting downward and suddenly she found herself back in the world she had left. Natalia gave her a few moments to orient herself, then softly spoke.
"You are relaxed now and we can begin our discussion of your research, Sandra. What have you learned about the conscious and subconscious minds? And, how do they relate to one another? Lets begin with the conscious mind now."
They talked to one another, exploring these ideas academically for the next twenty minutes or so. From the conscious mind, they moved to discussing its connections to the subconscious. It was a stimulating topic; however, their talk soon began to lag, with lapses between their exchanges.
Both of them had a problem. Sandie was suddenly feeling very tired, while The Professor found herself highly distracted by thoughts of the incredible girl-girl sex she had just enjoyed. When Sandie was unable to stifle a deep yawn, Natalia quickly suggested a drive home. Her student happily accepted.
****
Old Lazenby and J.C. Hendricks were having a second coffee in a little cafe downtown. They had eaten lunch together and Hendricks still hadn't revealed why he had invited the professor today. However, Old Lazenby knew it would be something to do with the sponsorships. He was apprehensive, in case J.C. would have some problem or issue. That was how sponsors sometimes acted- always in self-interest, while acting noble about their supposed 'good deed'. He waited.
"You wonder why I invited you today, right? "Hendricks said, lowering his voice for privacy.
"Yes. Something about your departmental bursaries I suppose, J.C.? If there is any problem..."
"Yes. The problem is my wife. She has been making full use of our grads- every week with one or both of them! But, I feel that she is keeping me away. And I'm paying the shot, you know."
"Ah, that's really between you and your wife, J.C. Sometimes donors do become rather possessive..."
"No, it's between you and your wife, Gerry. She is the one who sets these things up. I think June is using Natalia to screen me out."
"But why would she do that, J.C.?"
"Things aren't so good with us lately. OK, I'm locked right out of her suite. Over a month now- a long time for a man to go without... To hear June talk, those two give her all she needs. Jeez, she comes home like a schoolgirl who just stepped out of some guy's back seat. She's got that 'Just Fucked' look all over her and a damn silly grin. Dressed to the nines too, like she's been on a date."
"That's too bad, but it's between you two," Old Lazenby replied, wanting to stay out of the Hendricks' marital problems.
"Look Gerry," J.C. said firmly, "It's your problem too. I'll drop right out of this whole deal unless I get some access to that little blonde. Preferably by myself some evening. It's been well over a month and I'm not prepared to wait any longer."
Now Lazenby did have a problem. It seemed that June Hendricks had been using her relationship with his wife for vengeance in some problem with her husband. Gerry could see that he would need to talk directly with Natalia to apprise her of J.C.'s threat. An unhappy donor could easily upset the whole applecart. Hendricks had to get what he wanted, and soon. Old Lazenby knew that, and he was sure that his wife would too.
"I'll talk to Natalia about it this evening. She understands how important it is to retain your support. June probably does too. Without it, she loses access to these young people. I can assure you, J.C., that you will get what's deserved. You've waited long enough."
"That's what I like about you, Lazenby," Hendricks grinned, "You know how to get things done, man-to-man. I hope to hear from you soon. You have my private number, right?"
"Yes," Old Lazenby replied. "And I thank you for this excellent lunch, J.C.."
But he certainly was not thankful to have this touchy problem which his important donor had just handed over to him.
****
Like an overused horse, Martin had been 'ridden hard and put away wet' regularly by Natalia or June, sometimes both the same day. The young man was scheduled for 2:00 every Friday afternoon to discuss some aspect of his developing thesis. He didn't know it, but there was always sex, usually hours of it. 'Helena' and 'Renata' were the two hungry cougars he was called upon to satisfy, and they were relentless in their pursuit of pleasure with him.
One afternoon, Martin was the subject of an erotic photo shoot in The Professor's private studio. June used the Nikon while Natalia directed the poses. Of course, Martin was naked for the entire session and kept hard for a great deal of it. Sometimes Natalia stepped out of her Director's role to help maintain the erectness of the young man's cock with as many helpful strokes as required.
"Martin, stand facing Renata... Legs apart a little... Arms straight over your head... Palms together... Hold it... Arms pointing to both sides... Shoulder level... Bend and flex them... Hard as you can... Good, great muscles!"
"Now, hands on your hips... Elbows out... Legs wider... Look at the camera... Hold that pose... Turn to face the wall... Stroke your cock... Hold it up... Look over to the camera."
"Now turn your back to the camera... Arms together across your stomach... Flex your back muscles... Hard as you can... Perfect... You have a fine physique, young man."
"Some reclining shots now, Ju...Renata. Come in for closeups of his groin whenever you want."
Then The Professor continued with Martin's posing instructions.
"Down on your side now... Prop up your head... Bend your back leg... Front one straight... Look at the camera... Stroke your cock for us... Legs open so we see your balls... Stroke more... Look at Renata."
"Now lay back, Martin... Keep stroking... Both knees up... Legs apart... Zooming in now... Such a cock and those big balls... Perfect!... And that's enough."
"Oh, that was fantastic, Helena! I feel all flushed right now and my heart is pounding! He is all man, isn't he- muscles, cock, balls. Lets get him into your bed!"
"Can I assume that you want to go first?" The Professor laughed softly and then led the way to her bedchamber for more sport with this hung young fellow. Soon Mrs. Hendricks was in bed, today wearing a very sheer negligee that left nothing to the imagination.
"Very nice!" the Professor commented, for this was more of June's fine naked body as she had ever seen. "I trust you're in the mood for this. Door ajar as always."
"I wanted this to be even better than the last time. I hope he just tears it off me!"
"Martin, will you love my friend?"
"Yes, Helena."
"Her name is Renata Rees... Say hello to her."
"Hello, Renata Rees"
"Martin, love me now," June spoke softly as she pulled the naked young man tightly against her breast..
"Yes, Renata."
Today, June arrived eager to get his thick cock inside her, and the photo session had left her wet and wanting. She pushed Martin onto his back, planting her feet on each side of him, then slowly lowered herself down on his erect penis, feeling it slide to her depths. She had been craving that all week!
"I will fuck you, Martin... Lift your hips... each time I slide down."
June Hendricks was consumed by lust as she lifted herself to the top of his cock, then slid down again. It felt so sluttish, so wicked to be fucking this desirable young man. He would be the one to satisfy her, not that beastly, aging husband of hers- probably counting his money at the office right now. June gazed down at her appealing afternoon lover, and as she rode him, she undid the ties of her negligee.
"Martin, do you like my tits?"
"Yes, Renata."
"Will you suck them for me?"
She knew the answer and had already come to her knees with him still deep inside, then leaned forward above his face. Her breasts hung there just above him, her nipples eager for his mouth.
"Suck them Martin... And keep fucking me."
The Professor heard all this, of course, and smiled as she visualized everything going on in there. She liked what she had seen through June's sheer lingerie and it stimulated her. The two of them together with either of her graduate students would take the thing to a whole new level. Yes, she would work toward that goal, with Martin and with Sandra, perhaps by wearing an alluring gown or lingerie herself next time.
In the bedroom, June was moaning with pleasure as Martin squeezed her tits and devoured her nipples. All the while, he pounded her vagina with his cock- hard as a rock, thick as his wrist. Then it was quiet for a moment as they shifted to a new position, this time with June underneath, impaled again on Martin's magical rod.
"Fuck me, Martin... Fuck me some more... Harder this time!"
It sounded as if June was thoroughly aroused now, ready for a more intense helping of Martin's member. He picked up the pace, apparently accompanied by a steady supply of natural lubricant, judging from the sounds coming through the door. June's moaning was more insistent now and both were breathing much harder than before.
"Faster, Martin!... Fuck me hard!... Oh yeah... Oh yeah!... Fuck me!"
Natalia knew that June was not going to last much longer with the deep fucking that the young man was giving her. June wanted it. She needed it. And June was going to have it, no question about that!
"Oh Martin... Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!... More... More... More!... Fuck me!... Fuck me!... Uuuuggghhhhh!!"
Martin kept pumping into her like he had been programmed for this. As June continued to enjoy an intense orgasm, her young man thrust in and out of her pussy at a breakneck pace. Sweat poured from his forehead, and the muscles by which he was supporting his own weight began to tremble. Still he kept pounding into Mrs. Hendricks, a ragdoll impaled on his raging cock.
And then he was at the peak. He quickly withdrew from June's body and held onto his hard cock, launching long streams of cum across her naked body. Some reached to her chin and most striped across her stomach and her tits. The quantity he released was really quite impressive!
"Oh... my... god!" was all that Mrs. Hendricks could say, dipping her fingers into his widely-scattered fluid and bringing it to her lips.
Natalia could only chuckle in her office. By now she knew from experience that his 'recharge time' was about an hour. Enough time to get June out, and to get Martin cleaned up and dressed again. After that she would talk to him about his thesis, then hypnotize him again for her turn in bed. Martin didn't know it, but he was on a hectic schedule.
About twenty minutes later, Martin had rejoined reality and wondered why he felt a bit weary. He sipped the mid-afternoon coffee which The Professor had prepared for him, and looked at the notes he had readied for discussion.
"Well, Martin. Are you all set? Have you narrowed down your wide general interest in Mind Control any farther yet? We need to get on with this research."
"I think that I'm there now Professor Lazenby. I've come across two concepts that look very interesting. Both have to do with the mind and are probably closely related. I'm really just getting into them, though."
"Excellent! The first one?"
"I've been reading about Meta-Communication- I'll call it MC- where a person trying to control another plants certain thoughts into that person's subconscious mind by movement or facial expression. For example, a gesture like nodding or shaking the head symbolizes 'Yes' and 'No'. Meta-Communication can be used to control others by linking certain gestures to particular outcomes, like the threat of a raised arm."
"Interesting. And what's the second mind control concept that interests you?"
"It is called Neuro-Linguistic Programming- or NLP- where someone skillfully layers certain thoughts into the subconscious mind without the person being aware of it. When this happens, trigger words or phrases can bring out related behaviour without the subject even understanding why they are acting this way."
The Professor was already very knowledgeable about this particular control technique, having skillfully applied it to Sandie and Marty during the past month and a half. Repeated phrases during sex told them exactly how to respond next time they were hypnotized. This explained why they could anticipate The Professor's every desire and respond to it completely.
"Great topics, but you need to identify a question as your research focus. Try starting with How or Why, never What."
"Let's see... How effective is NLP in shaping behaviour?"
"That's a good start. Could you compare the two different methods you mentioned today?"
"Maybe this: Which most controls behaviour, MC or NLP?"
"That sounds more interesting, but it doubles your work, of course. I think you should continue reading everything that you can find about these two concepts. There could be a doctoral thesis in one or both."
Just then The Professor's cell rang and after three rings she decided to pick it up. It was Old Lazenby and he seemed to be rather disturbed. She knew that J.C. Hendricks had invited him for lunch. This call mid-afternoon was probably not to share some good news, and she could tell by the tone of his voice.
"I'm finishing up now with Martin, discussing his thesis proposal. Can you call back in about ten minutes? In the meantime, I'll see him out."
The Professor was going to miss her scheduled bedroom romp later this afternoon, but she told herself that there would be many more to come.
"Sure, I feel quite tired this afternoon for some reason. I don't mind leaving early. Maybe I'll go home to catch a nap." Martin offered, having overheard her call.
On his way out, Natalia picked up the latest envelope which June had left for him. Another $250 dollars. No card this time, but Martin was always blown away by this very generous gift from his sponsors.
"The Hendricks express their best wishes and thank you for your hard work. Mrs. Hendricks is a very sweet lady, and she gives her thanks for everything you do for her."
"But, I don't do anything for her at all?" Martin questioned.
"You aren't aware of it, but you give her great pleasure. You make her feel young again. You carry her back to a time she remembers fondly, her university days," The Professor told him, privately enjoying another heavily-veiled commentary about this young man fucking Mrs. Hendricks.
****
After Martin left, Old Lazenby phoned again.
"I'm sorry to have interrupted your time with Martin..."
"Yes, I am too!"
"I'm causing you to cut short your afternoon fun, right Natalia? I'm sorry."
"This had better be important, Gerry," The Professor stated firmly.
"It is and has been bothering me ever since I came back from my lunch with Hendricks. It's better that we talk it all through at home, of course, but I can give you a carefully spoken summary now. Then you can think about it before I get home to find solutions."
"This sounds like trouble."
"Not necessarily, if we figure out how to best handle it. Every issue is that way."
"OK, I'm listening. Careful what you say. We need to be so cautious, especially around the university."
"J.C. is threatening to withdraw his support unless he gets his turn. He thinks June is blocking him."
"He's right about that. Wants them all to herself."
"We have to satisfy him, Nattie, because he writes the cheques."
"You're right, but we need to get past her interference to keep him happy."
"Apparently they're on bad terms right now, never good for maintaining donor support."
"You want me to think of some solutions to discuss later, right?"
"Exactly, and I'm doing the same, believe me. It is important that we get this worked out. Maybe enough to keep him quiet for now, but not so much that June gets angry."
"Yes, she can be a loose cannon, and we need to keep a close watch with her. Right now, she is using the two of them more than anyone I can ever recall. Getting her to share will be difficult, especially with her being at odds with her husband. Can't really blame her. A wholly despicable man. A total boor! But I know, a rich one."
"Well, think about it and let's see what we can come up with this evening."
When Old Lazenby came home that evening, his age was showing more than usual. His shoulders seemed a little more stooped and is white hair cast a pall over his face. His eyes seemed tired when Natalia met him in the kitchen. She commented that he looked weary.
"I think you've been going at it too hard with our little pet Sandra, dear, and it's catching up on you now. Too much of a good thing is dangerous at your age."
"I'm sure that's not the problem. It's the constant deception. I feel a continual fear of being caught up is bringing me down. We've benefitted many ways from this scheme, but sometimes I have a bad sense of it. One day it may crash down on us all, like a House of Cards," Old Lazenby fretted.
"I'd never know it when you are with Sandra, Gerry. You don't seem worried then," Natalia teased.
"What are we going to do about her and Hendricks? Did you have any ideas to work this out?"
"I was thinking about it, Gerry, and there are some things we could do to keep everybody happy."
"Keep the Hendricks happy and we'll be in good shape. Your ideas?"
"He wants to have Sandra, but June doesn't want him to. Sandra is her toy as far as she is concerned. Maybe it doesn't have to be that way? Remember what J.C. said when you had lunch with the two of them? He wanted to see the two students together, right? Some sort of sex show."



"True, and June just smiled at the suggestion. Didn't disagree with him at all," he added.
"You know June loves to be with each of them, so a little show would be to her liking too. Perhaps an erotic photo session featuring the two would keep old Hendricks happy?" The Professor suggested.
"But do you think you could control Martin and Sandra at the same time?"
"I could. They both respond very quickly to relaxation and visualization. I can have them hypnotized in a matter of seconds."
"It would probably be best to actually have both in your office some time before, so you could be sure hypnotizing them together would be successful. We could have some alternative plan if it failed."
"Very good. So, we'll host a private sex show, and maybe some erotic photography, after I'm sure that both students can be hypnotized and perform naked together," The Professor concluded.
"Monday, I'll tell J.C. what we have in mind and that you need a few weeks to be sure you can control them at the same time. On the same day, you phone June about the same thing. I think that will satisfy Hendricks."
"Let's have a drink now, Gerry. You need to relax."
****
Ben got an unexpected phone call from Martin one evening, inviting him to drop over for a beer and some talk. His friend sensed that the talk was really the main thing that Marty had in mind. Before hanging up, Marty said that he wanted to tell him about experiences following visits to The Professor's home.
Ben was eager to hear what he had to say, because recently, after Sandie came from the house, she didn't seem right. Ben walked into an apparently empty apartment and called out to her. There was no reply, so he went through the rooms. She was sound asleep on top of their bed, still dressed in the sexy clothes she had recently bought. He suspected that when she dressed up a bit weekdays, she might have been to the Lazenby's.
Her short skirt had ridden up and Ben could see that his wife's skimpy lace underwear was wet at the gusset. As he stepped closer, an unmistakable sexual smell was very powerful. Then he leaned in closer to her head- sure enough, that musky Hypnotique fragrance. This re-activated Ben's concerns about her visits to the Lazenby home.
"Ben, last time we talked about going to The Professor's place, you told me to keep in touch if I noticed anything odd. I thought you were crazy suspecting anything sexual over there. Now I'm beginning to wonder myself."
Yeah, I'm seeing more suspicious things lately with Sandie too. What's happening with you, Marty?"
"Ok, last time we talked I showed you my scratched up back and you said it looked like a woman's fingernails had clawed me from the front. Maybe something like that really did happen?"
"What makes you think so?" Ben asked.
"Because sometimes I get these mental images in my mind that seem to take me back to a very similar experience. And always in bed during sex!"
"Yeah... like what, Marty?"
"OK, I really like that Hypnotique perfume that The Professor wears. My sponsors keep leaving me gift envelopes of $250, so I decided to surprise Chantal with a little bottle of it..."
"Wait a minute! You said that your donor gives you cash envelopes. Sandie got one from Mrs. Hendricks too, $250 with their best wishes for a successful year. It also said, 'Looking forward to seeing you again soon', and I wondered if that meant anything."
"One! Well I've received three. Same message. Imagine, $750 for nothing. I asked the Professor the reason last time and she just said it's because I make my donor feel young again. Weird!"
"I wonder if Sandie is keeping some money gifts secret? Probably so I won't pressure her with questions like I did first time. I know she's been replacing a lot of her wardrobe with sexy new clothes."
"Yeah. I've noticed that she has a hot new look going some days. Anyway, back to my perfume story. I gave it to Chantal, and she was so excited that she put it on before we got into bed. Man, I was doing her but it seemed like... like... I was looking down at The Professor and fucking HER!"
He continued, "Chantal says something seemed to get into me. Apparently, I was really banging her harder than usual. Yeah, it was like a flashback to something I did with Lazenby. Even some of the things that Chantal said to me in bed were like an echo from the past. It was so strange!"
"Like what, Marty?"
"Ah, man...OK. Like 'Finish from behind now.' And, 'I like it that way.' I swear that someone said the exact words to me during sex very recently. You know, 'Deja vu all over again', as Yogi Berra said."
"Funny, Marty. Are you fucking anybody else?"
"No, not for months. At least not that I know about," he joked, not realizing that his statement really was quite accurate.
"Marty, do you feel like you've been having a real workout when you come back from the Lazenby's? I found Sandie sound asleep with her clothes on the other day!"
"Yeah I do. Really worn out. Sometimes I feel like I ran a marathon. Can hardly hold my head up."
"Something strange is going on over there but I can't put my finger on it. After you've been there, do you find you can't remember much or that you can't account for time passing by so quickly?" Ben asked.
"Actually, yes. This week I arrived at one o'clock. Old Lazenby phoned The Professor some time after three. We had just spent no more than fifteen or twenty minutes talking about my thesis proposal. She said that he'd be calling back, so I was gone before 3:30. Look, I spent two and a half hours and left exhausted after nothing more than talking a few minutes in her library. There are two hours missing from that afternoon!"
"What the Hell is going on, Marty? I just don't get it. All these things don't make sense. The missing time; the tiredness after visits there; the flashbacks to the same experience; all those big money gifts; and the perfume. Jeez, when Sandie came from their place the other day, she reeked of sex and that Hypnotique smell!"
"And me with those claw marks across my shoulders. Maybe Sandie and I are somehow having sex over there? It's crazy, but that would explain a lot of these strange things. Maybe it's something like my thesis topic? Mind Control. I wouldn't be surprised if the Lazenbys could do that, especially her, with all that paranormal stuff."
"Why don't you just refuse to go over there any more? If these weird things stop happening, it tells us something."
"Yeah, that's true. I'll stop going! And, you're a cop, Ben, so why don't you run a check on both of them and the Hendricks too?"
"I'll tell Sandie to stay away too. I'd have to be careful because the privacy laws are so damn strict. Like, I can't go over to the Lazenbys' and collect evidence without a search warrant. But, I'll ask an older cop if there's anything I can do with this."
****
Later, Ben and Sandie were arguing about whether she should continue to go to The Professor's home office. He had outlined all of the hard-to-explain occurrences that Marty had been experiencing and then tried to get her to review her own. But he was running into a wall.
Sandie went so far as to accuse him of "playing detective" by making crazy accusations of sexual misconduct against well-respected academics and successful business leaders. She reminded him of the potential consequences, including the loss of her assistantship bursary. She would continue to meet where and when The Professor chose.
Sandie's financial security- her bursary- was controlled by the Lazenbys and the Hendricks. The donors were good to her, with generous cash gifts for encouragement. The professors offered her plenty of valuable guidance in developing her research. These people were helping, not hurting her, so Sandie trusted them and was angry that Ben was so skeptical about their goodwill.
Too bad that Sandie failed to make the connection between this thinking and her research. She might have recognized herself as Patty Heist, siding with her captors by helping them rob a bank. It was the Stockholm Syndrome at work. Sandie would not take her husband's advice to stay away from the Lazenby residence. Instead, she would unwittingly place herself in the path of plans to satisfy J.C. Hendricks.
Their disagreement was winding down.
"I'm warning you one more time, Sandie. Between you and Marty, there are so many unexplained things that I think you are taking a big chance if you keep going over there. I don't want anyone to hurt you or use you, baby. Please stop going. That's what Marty decided to do."
"Look Ben, I won't do anything that might ruin the good things happening right now. I need the financial and academic support from these people. I understand your worries and I'll think about what you've said, But I'm going to make up my own mind, no matter what Marty is doing."
That night, Ben was sleeping peacefully when he became aware of motion- the bed was moving. He stirred, and then he was awake. Next to him, Sandie was laying on her back with her legs wide apart and her knees up. Her pelvis was moving up and down, lightly bouncing her bum on the mattress. Her arms were straight alongside her, pressing down. She really looked like she was fucking someone in her sleep!
Next, Ben heard her begin to mumble softly, almost reciting. He listened closely.
"Fuck me... Fuck me...Fuck me... I'm your slut... Hot little slut... Fuck me... Fuck me... Make me come... Make me come..."
Ben was alarmed! This chant continued with the same phrases, growing louder as her hips bounced harder against the mattress. Then, louder still came:
"No Gerry! In her mouth!" followed by counting, "Five... four... three... two... one... Sandra!... Alive and Well!"
Sandie immediately woke up and saw Ben staring at her, wide-eyed at what he had just seen and heard. Then he blurted out what he now realized.
"Gerry... Gerhard Lazenby. Good Old Lazenby! Sandie, that dirty bastard Lazenby is fucking you! She's hypnotizing you over there so he can fuck you!!"
Ben had just learned the truth.



            Sharon Finds Erotic Photography Ch. 12

            Who could have seen it coming? Not Joannie the photographer!

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sharon-finds-erotic-photography-ch-12

Title: Sharon Finds Erotic Photography Ch. 12

Author: 1fastguy

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Who could have seen it coming? Not Joannie the photographer!

Tags: erotic photography, bisexual, orgasm, secret desires, scissoring, reluctant sex, sexual obsession, french lingerie, exhibitionism, masturbation fantasies

Series: Sharon Finds Erotic Photography


Thanks to readers One Third and an Anonymous reviewer for their ideas incorporated into this story. I take responsibility for the result.
Who Could Have Guessed?
Sharon lay in bed late one weekday morning. She felt weary and pensive.
Sometimes it seemed like everyone wanted to fuck her. That thought wore on her today.
Her husband Mark frequently enjoyed his consenting wife, of course. They had a very active sex life together, both of them in the full bloom of love for each other. Sex with Mark was a very satisfying thing for Sharon. They were so good together that she doubted anything could ever tear them apart.
But, in recent months others wanted her too. Ever since her first glamour photo sitting with Joannie Wesley, her life had begun to spin out of control. That included her own personal sex life. She was sometimes insatiable! Sharon could not recall masturbating so often before, usually ending in stunning orgasms that made her want to do it again.
That first photo session had brought something out in Sharon. To exhibit all of herself to the camera roused a latent exhibitionism, one which seemed to grow with each subsequent shoot. Now her nipples seemed more sensitive than ever, always alert for stimulation. Her vagina was often moist, ready for action, and her clitoris was like a match, eager to ignite her explosive desire.
Her list of sexual partners expanded. First there was Liana, the swimwear model who came for a photoshoot and ended up as Sharon's first bisexual lover. Another photoshoot brought the model's boyfriend Jay onto the scene, a constant source of temptation. She managed to resist that one, but barely. There had been a falling out with Liana, so she and Jay were now history.
Sharon liked bi relations and now found herself intimate with her hot new photographer friend, Gwen Miller. It seemed easier for Sharon to take the forbidden fruit each time she was naked with someone appealing. Even Manuel, the Millers' model friend, had been extremely tempting during their simulated fucking when Sharon auditioned for the photographers.
And then there was Joannie. Sharon hadn't seen that one coming at all!
This morning she was thinking about her.
****
Joannie was where it all began several months ago. She presented as an unassuming and understated person when Sharon met her at the studio. About forty or so, the woman didn't take much interest in her own appearance, although Sharon noticed that her shape and features were pleasant enough. She seemed to be rather serious and cautious; for example, keeping her business door locked in case of someone entered without an appointment. But she knew her glamour photography, as Sharon soon learned:
...."This is fun, Joannie. You are making me feel so sexy. I should have done this long ago."
...."Sexy enough to lift those beauties out of the cups and tease them like you did with the jacket? OK, let's do it. Perfect! Yes. And you can shift your legs a bit if you've been holding that pose for too long. A little wider is fine if your husband would like a bit of flash? Oh, you are so naughty! As much as you want. They're your pictures, right.".... [Sharon 1]
There was a sexy streak inside Joannie that didn't show itself. She certainly knew how to coax along her half-naked clients, easing them into showing the camera more than they might have planned. She had a way of bringing out their hidden desires, fantasies previously unknown. That was Sharon's experience during her first sitting with Joannie:
...."Oh god, I almost feel like opening right up to show my pussy to the camera. Fuck! What's gotten into me? If she asked me, I think that I'd even finger my clit for her and let her watch me come right here on the bed."
...."We don't have any shots yet to highlight your nice bum. Turn around so your back is toward me and keep your legs together while resting on your knees. It will show your curves beautifully. Yes, like that. Now arch your back in and turn to look over your shoulder at me. Your cheeks are so full, and I don't mean your face," she joked.
...."I can unsnap the bustier and do the same shots from the back with you nude. I'm only asking because I seldom see a client as relaxed and comfortable as you are in here. Confident about your sexuality, and it just oozes from your every pore.".... [Sharon 1]
Patiently and persuasively, unassuming Joannie had led Sharon into full nudity at that first photo session. Perhaps she purposely downplayed herself to gain her clients' trust? The photographer had successfully coaxed the model into total exposure, then urged her on to a shattering orgasm.
While Sharon felt embarrassed at the moment, it was an experience like no other, one she was eager to repeat. Joannie accepted Sharon's proposal to help out at the studio in exchange for another erotic photo session every few weeks. Sharon set about organizing the photographer's files and soon was actively assisting with the shoots themselves.
Her relationship with Joannie was very cordial, especially after the photographer candidly admitted that she had masturbated with Sharon's images! Little did Sharon know the extent to which Joannie would develop a private sex life around her erotic posing.
Sharon had observed that Joannie was visibly changing. She began to wear more stylish clothing and spent some time with her hair and makeup. Now there was lipstick and eventually stockings and heels. Sharon could see that Joannie seemed to be taking a cue from her own way of dressing on the days she volunteered. The photographer was pleased when Sharon noticed her efforts.
Same-sex impulses emerged unexpectedly when Sharon was assisting in the spa with swimwear model Liana. She recalled that Joannie had warned her away from the model because of their different lifestyles- Liana, single and wild; Sharon, a married mother of two. Now she wondered if it was more than that? Was Joannie already becoming possessive? Later events suggested that to Sharon now.
During Sharon's second erotic photoshoot, her burning sexuality triggered something in Joannie. Swimwear model Liana, with whom Sharon had become intimate, came to the studio to coach her through the session. Joannie took the pictures while Liana directed much of the action in her own sometimes-crude style.
Sharon's silky black French lingerie looked spectacular with her long blonde hair, as she vamped around the set. Joannie took notice of every detail. The photographer enjoyed the on-set action more than the other two could have known:
...."Oh my! Aren't you bold Sharon. I want more shots of those open panties. Spread wider and tilt your bum up. Oh yes, excellent. Now turn around to face me. Arms above your head again and spread enough to open that seam for me. Lift your pelvis and thrust it out. Perfect! Bend both knees forward just a bit. You're burning up my camera today!"
.... Liana spoke: "I think you need some with her bra off now, Joan. Show off those big tits from all the angles you've done already." She was feeling aroused seeing her lover strutting her stuff. It reminded her of what they'd done last night. It made her look forward to what she had planned for today too.
...."Yes, good idea. Bra off and bring up your nipples. We'll do everything again, Sharon. Ready?".... [Sharon 4]
Joannie found herself eager to see Sharon's black undergarments come off that day. The transparent silk, the slit panties, the sexy garter belt, the stockings, and the towering heels had her stomach in a knot as she worked. And her panties felt drenched! By the time Sharon was down to the stockings, the photographer was palpitating, and her face was flushed. Sharon's wanton display of sexuality had Joannie highly aroused:
...."Take the panties off now, Cher," Liana ordered. "Go on all fours on the bed, like we practiced. Joan, move around the bed for different angles, high and low. Cher, follow the camera lens like it's your lover. Seduce it. Yes, very sexy!"
...."Now arch your back down and bring your pelvis up. Spread your knees a little wider to flash your pussy. Yes, just like that. Oh my god, you look so hot, so fuckable! Doesn't she, Joan?".... [Sharon 4]
Sharon certainly did look fuckable, and the photographer had been acutely aware of it. This surprised Joannie, because her own relations had mostly been hetero. Once there had been some kissing and touching with a girlfriend when both were high on weed. In fact, her former husband had egged her on, watching as the two fumbled with each other's clothing. But that was more than a dozen years ago.
Joannie's real pleasure came after the photo sessions. Too much pleasure! She spent hours enlarging and cropping explicit images of her assistant's lips, breasts and pussy. Some nights when her desire for Sharon became almost unbearable, she would kneel, legs wide apart, loving herself with the life-size photos arranged in front of her. Yes, Sharon did look so very fuckable to lustful Joannie.
Sharon noticed little changes in Joannie during the weeks before the next photoshoot, but she didn't yet understand the context. The photographer was increasingly friendly, lingering over morning coffee longer than before and engaging in more familiar conversation. She wanted to talk about Sharon's personal life, past and present, and the model was an open book.
She told Joannie about her bisexual experience in college, when her older boyfriend brought another girl into bed with them. Sharon admitted that at age nineteen she wasn't ready for it, but now at thirty-five things were very different. As they chatted, Sharon admitted that she found sex with Liana very exciting.
Joannie wanted to hear more juicy details, a vicarious sexual thrill for her, but Sharon said she'd need to wait for their scheduled shoot to see for herself. It wasn't long before she had Sharon and Liana naked together in her lens:
.... "Joan, we're going to finish with something we practiced. Scissoring and its pretty sexy. See what you think."
.... Sharon knelt on the bed with her legs wide apart, completely opening herself up. Then Liana lay down facing her, sliding one leg under Sharon while bringing the other one above one of Sharon's thighs. Their legs were arranged like two interlocking pairs of scissors.
.... The two lovers were so close now that their labia were touching. And then they began to simulate fucking one another by moving their pelvises in opposite directions. Liana found that she could press harder by using her forearm to push upward while Sharon ground down against her. It did look very sexy and the lovers felt that way too.".... [Sharon 7]
Oh my god, the photographer had never seen anything quite like this before! The raw sexuality of the action tapped into Joannie's deepest hidden desires, and she found the scene playing out in front of her absolutely breath-taking. She could even see that Sharon was lubricating from the intense stimulation! Joannie wished so much she could take Liana's place as Sharon's lover.
Her tortured mind reeled as she struggled for self-control. Joannie wanted to touch Sharon's wet pink flesh, caressing it lovingly with her fingers, then fucking that lovely pussy like a man's cock. Next, she would come lower and bring it into her mouth, licking, kissing and sucking until she brought her assistant to one of those stunning orgasms which she had witnessed before.
But there were photos to take right now, so Joannie forced herself back into the moment:
.... As they rotated their pussies together, Sharon could feel her clitoris being stimulated. The look on Liana's face told her that she could too. This was exciting, here under the lights making love with another woman. Both instinctively tilted their heads back, mouths partially open in arousal as they pressed their bodies together.
...."Bring that ring hand down where your bodies meet, Sharon," Joannie directed. "That's it. No-one knows who it is, but they'd be shocked the married woman has a lover! Perfect. Liana, bring your hand down and take hers. Have the rings up. Got it. Carry on.".... [Sharon 7]
The rings. Yes, Sharon was a married woman and Joannie had seen her husband Mark when he dropped by to pick Sharon up at the end of the day. He was such a handsome man, and Joannie could see that beneath his clothing he had an impressive physique. She wondered about his cock size, and took sly glances at his trousers when the couple weren't looking.
Joannie imagined the beautiful couple in bed, Sharon reaching orgasm after orgasm as Mark pounded into her pussy. Whenever the photographer pictured it, she could feel herself getting wet. Several times in the studio she had seen her assistant's rising excitement, followed by a powerful orgasm. It aroused Joannie, and the thought of the couple reaching that peak together made her gush.
It had been so long since Joannie had been with a man. Sometimes at night she would put on her sexiest negligee and drink wine alone until she couldn't bear the emptiness any longer. She'd go to her night table for the big rubber cock, the size she guessed Mark to be. Then, Joannie would drunkenly kiss and suck it, all the while whispering imagined pillow talk between her dream couple. She had overheard them enough to know their pet names for each other.
"Let me suck your fat cock, honey.... So thick.... So long....Ohhh...."
"Take it all, angel.... That's it.... As deep as you can... and suck it...."
"Will you fuck me some more too?... Oh please, please... my man...."
"Baby, I'll fuck you.... 'til you beg me to stop.... Ready for some more?"
On her back and spread wide, Joannie would pretend to be Sharon, moaning and urging her husband to make her come. She would work herself into an orgiastic frenzy, pulling at her extended nipples with one hand, furiously plunging the cock into herself with the other. Her hips would bounce on the bed- her body out of control- babbling both parts as she was fucked hard, just like Sharon.
"Do it, Mark.... Do it.... Fuck me, honey.... Give me your big cock.... More!.... More!..."
"Sharon baby.... Open wide.... Your juicy cunt.... I want it all.... Love to fuck it...."
"Like that!... Ohhhh!... Fuck me, Mark.... Fuck me.... Fu.... Mmmmmppppfffff.... Ahhhh!!!"
****
Sharon lay in bed thinking about how she had misjudged Joannie. The photographer was blossoming right before her eyes, but she missed something important. Yes, she had seen the outward signs pointing to the woman's transition, particularly her upgraded appearance and projected self-confidence. She was very different now, but more subtle signs had escaped Sharon's view.
The annual erotic photographers' convention changed everything in a few days. Actually, it was in a matter of a few minutes. Sharon had no idea what was coming. It took her completely by surprise.
She remembered that Joannie had once told her that she masturbated with her erotic photos. She also realized that the photographer had become increasingly warm and personal with her, even agreeing to split the revenues from the sale of her framed photos at the coming photo convention. Sharon thought of Joannie as a very friendly boss.
What she didn't know became clear when they arrived at the convention itself. Sharon was aware that they were sharing a hotel room at Joannie's expense. It was very nice, a junior suite, with an area to entertain guests and a separate bedroom with a king-size bed. There was that one bed for them to share. Joannie told Sharon that was how all the junior suites were set up, but she lied.
On the first evening after supper, Sharon and Joannie sat together on the sofa in their suite to plan the poses for the workshop the following day. Joannie had brought plenty of wine with her, and she poured for both of them. They relaxed and drank some before getting down to work. Thinking back, Sharon remembered that Joannie seemed 'different'- animated and a bit nervous.
Then she opened her laptop and retrieved a file.
"I have six basic poses planned for each of the two presentations we're doing tomorrow and Saturday. Here's what I have in mind. Move over closer to me so you can see these shots while we go over them."
Suspecting nothing, Sharon slid close enough that their thighs were touching. Joannie reached over and patted her leg affectionately as the file came up. And there it was. Sharon had not seen this coming!
"This is how you'll start when you come on-stage. Pretty dramatic, right?" Joannie said, her voice cracking a bit.
The image showed a woman with her hair obscuring her part of her face. She wore a very sheer white gown, tied at the waist with backlighting pouring through it. Her arms were out from her body and raised a bit holding the top half of the gown open. The effect was like illuminated angel wings.
The model's breasts were bare and her nipples very erect. She had placed her towering high heels about eighteen inches apart, leaving only the gauzy folds of the gown to hide her apparently naked pussy in a touch of shadow. The pose was highly erotic, barely hiding the model's most private flesh. Joannie said nothing as they stared at the photo.
"Joannie.... Who's your model? She seems familiar," Sharon asked hesitantly.
"Me.... I shot these with a remote button in my palm," she replied with a shy little smile.
"You mean that's YOU! Oh my god, Joannie! IT IS YOU!"
Despite part of her face being covered, to someone like Sharon, who had spent many hours working with her, there was no mistaking that it was Joannie. She couldn't help but focus on parts of her boss hitherto unseen- those erect deep pink nipples, longer than her own, and the shadow of the woman's obviously shaved pussy.
"Yes. I've seen you naked so many times, Sharon. Now it's my turn. I have five more here. We'll go through them, talking about different movements within each pose," Joannie replied, trying to stay calm.
"Joannie.... I don't know what to say. I mean, I'm supposed to be the nude model, not you...."
"Have I embarrassed you, Sharon?" Joannie could tell that she had.
"You know how much I enjoy your erotic photos- I told you that before. I want you to like mine too," Joannie said, with a sincerity that made Sharon realize what was might be going on here.
"Oh no, Joannie, I'm fine with this," Sharon lied. "It's a good idea, and your pictures will help me know exactly what to do tomorrow. And... you do look good as the model... great in fact! Um... did you have fun doing it? I mean, I like posing nude. Did you too?"
Sharon felt very awkward because she had always seen Joannie as her boss, her photographer, and a friend. Now it looked like she might be coming out as something more- her lover! Was that why Joannie was showing her erotic images of herself? Is that why she brought plenty of wine with her? Is that why there was only one bed for the two of them tonight?
"Yes, it was incredibly exciting!" Joannie replied. "In fact, I barely made it to the last pose before I had to help myself out, if you know what I mean! Now I understand why you respond to erotic photography like you do. I came harder than all those times when I used your photos!"
Then Joannie looked her straight in the eye- a hungry, deeply sexual look- and there could be no mistaking her message.
"Sharon, I want you to see me nude...and I want you to like what you see. I'll show you everything.... I'll give you everything.... Do you understand what I'm telling you?" Joannie stated, putting her hand over Sharon's and squeezing tightly.
Sharon understood completely. Now she knew that her boss, her photographer, her friend wanted to have sex with her tonight. Joannie had planned all of this- the trip, the room, the wine, the bed. And now she was going to use her self-shot erotic photos to seduce her assistant.



Now Sharon's head was swimming- sure, she liked Joannie, but this was completely unexpected! In the meantime, the photographer was filling both of their wine glasses almost to the brim. What to do?
Then the photographer continued, talking about her first image.
"After you come on stage like this, strike some poses, with your head and arms in different positions. Then, I'll give a signal for you to turn your back to the photographers. You'll untie the bow at the front and slowly let the gown slide down to your elbows. Hold the gown with your elbows and slowing rotate your body at the waist to show the side of one breast and then the other. Got it?"
Then Joannie went on to the next five pose positions, each one more explicit than the last. She took her time, a look of pure lust on her face as she revealed herself. In the second photo her bare back was to the camera, her body turned enough at the waist to give a side view of her tit with its erect nipple. In the third photo, she was parading across her set, the gown fully open now, with a bare leg forward and her tits fully visible.
The fourth image featured Joannie stretched out on her side propped on one elbow, with light streaming across the smooth curves of her breasts and right down to a bit of gown between her legs. In the fifth, she lay on her back, caressing herself, two fingers tugging at an upright nipple while the other hand lay atop her bare pussy. Her 'Just Fuck Me!' pout was unmistakable.
In the final pose, Joannie sat fully naked with her back to the camera, light exploring the curves of her ass and the side of one tit. Joannie talked about the photo, then it was awkwardly quiet in the suite. Exhibitionist and unwilling voyeur sat side-by-side on the sofa, both wondering what would follow.
Sharon knew that the photographer had taken great pleasure displaying her naked body to her. It was clear that Joannie wanted Sharon to see her tits, to see her erect nipples. She wanted Sharon to see her caressing herself and staring wantonly at the camera as she pressed the remote button. Joannie wanted to show Sharon her hidden sexual side.
More than anything, Joannie wanted to get Sharon into bed and fuck her. She had been consumed by this thought since that first glamour shoot, months ago. Now Sharon had seen virtually all of her flaunted lean body. The photographer had plied her with plenty of wine and both women were feeling no pain. It was now or never.
There came Joannie's hand sliding up Sharon's leg and under her skirt as the photographer leaned against the assistant, offering her lips. Joannie wanted this so badly, but Sharon held back, her mind racing. Perhaps a few kisses might satisfy her? Maybe that would be enough?
As they kissed lightly, Sharon peeked and saw that Joannie's eyes were closed. Then she felt the photographer's tongue pressing against her lips, seeking entry. Sharon relented and was treated to a probing mouth fucking by the woman. Her boss pulled her close as they kissed, hugging tightly, her fingers now caressing Sharon's breast. Joannie was breathing hard, hyper-stimulated by this long-held fantasy finally coming to a head.
The wine was beginning to deaden Sharon's resistance. Joannie quickly opened buttons down her assistant's ample chest and skillfully undid clasps. Soon her eager lips were sucking taut nipples- erect sensory flesh without conscience, always ready for stimulation. Though Sharon was resisting, her body was betraying her. Her inner slut knew what she wanted.
She felt the first inkling of stimulation in her vagina as Joannie's stealthy fingers crept under Sharon's skirt, easing the elastic of her panties aside to gain entry. It was her last chance to stop this unexpected happening. Instead, Sharon eased her legs open to welcome Joannie inside, completely surrendering to her sensory self.
Then she began to respond, unzipping her boss' clothing to lay her bare. In short order, both were almost naked, a heaving, moaning mass of smooth female flesh sprawled across the sofa. Joannie's nude body was flushed deep pink with her intense arousal, and her breath was coming in sharp little gasps. She had longed for this moment and now it threatened to overwhelm her senses. Joannie was on fire!
They retired to the bedroom.
The two women had an evening of sex in the convention hotel suite. Joannie gave more than she received, kissing and sucking every part of the beautiful body which she had craved for so long. Sharon's pink flesh tasted even better than she could have imagined- so musky, so womanly. Joannie gorged herself on it, thirsty for more.
She found her assistant's now- engorged clitoris and sucked it vigorously, like a sweet candy which must be consumed. To her delight, she listened to her fantasy lover moaning softly with unwilling pleasure. Joannie pushed Sharon to the edge several times, tasting and teasing, wanting this night to never end.
For her part, Sharon was rather passive in bed. This was what Joannie wanted, and she would give herself just this one time to satisfy her boss' desire. Besides, the photographer's aggressiveness in bed told Sharon that this was more about taking her body than anything else. She let herself be used by Joannie, returning only what was necessary.
Sometime before midnight, Joannie's hunger was finally satisfied. Sharon handily fingered her to an intense orgasm, far beyond any vicarious experience she had with photos of her model. The photographer was gasping, pleading for what she needed, as Sharon furiously rubbed the screaming clitoris at her fingertips:
"Oh fuck.... Give it to me baby.... Yes! Yes! Yessss....I need to come.... Do it for me.... Oh pleasssse.... Pleasssse.... Fuck me baby.... Fuck me.... Fuck.... Fuuu.... Aaaggghhh!!!!"
While Sharon took some physical pleasure too, she only pretended to orgasm on Joannie's fevered mouth. The night was for Joannie, an experience which Sharon had no desire to repeat. After the photographer fell asleep, Sharon lay awake for a long time before she finally closed her eyes. She had never unwillingly had sex with anyone before, and she resolved not to do so again.
****
The next morning was as awkward than the night before. Waking up beside her boss made Sharon uncomfortable. It was like she was nineteen again, in bed with her boyfriend and another woman, anxious to get away. She quickly hopped out and dashed to the shower, as if to wash away any stain from last night.
Over breakfast, Sharon was aloof, brushing away any romantic appeals from Joannie. The model was all business now, willing only to talk about the day ahead, not what had passed the previous night. Joannie picked up on this and seemed to understand that her bedroom scene with Sharon would not be repeated the second night. Her fantasy had been fulfilled, and that was the end of it.
At the erotic photography workshop, Sharon went through her paces, following the poses presented in Joannie's self-images. As Joannie directed her studio model in front of a dozen eager photographers, she tried to remain detached. But Sharon's erotic nudity make it so difficult hard to ignore the sexual intimacy of the night before:
...."I'll use a different spotlight just behind her head. Daisy, slip both arms out of the gown now and push it down there. I want them to have a total view of your beautiful 'Bodyscape' now. Ready?"
.... Now Sharon was stretched out totally naked except for the material gathered at her groin. Her nipples stood proudly erect and the light streaming across her shoulder left them looking like little rocks atop windblown sand. The effect was striking, evidenced by yet another explosion of flashes from the photographers....
...."Now lay on your back, Daisy, and bend your back leg up at the knee. Push most of your gown aside so that only a little bit comes up between your legs from behind, for decency's sake. Turn your head to the photographers and give them that bedroom look. Clasp both breasts in your hands. Yes. Perfect."
....Then Joannie turned down the room lights and shone all three spotlights across Sharon's near-naked body, bathing it with light. She looked spectacular, with her sultry stare, hands softly caressing her tits and brushing her long nipples as she lay there.
...."Arch your back now, Daisy. Right up so there's open space beneath it. Yes. Perfect. If that doesn't say 'Come Fuck Me', well I don't know what does.".... [Sharon 9]
"Come fuck me," indeed! Sharon knew that Joannie would like nothing better tonight! How could she avoid a repeat, yet still maintain friendly relations with her boss? It seemed almost impossible, especially with them sharing a suite and a bed.
****
As fate would have it, the turning point came shortly after that posing session. Sharon met Tom Miller, a professional erotic photographer and accepted his invitation to lunch. He intrigued her with the possibilities for a step up in the nude modeling world. Sharon was eager to move forward with the Millers.
The second evening Sharon slept on the sofa. She had told Joannie about her lunch meeting with Tom Miller, leaving Joannie defensive and hurt. She acted as though the model had betrayed her. While they avoided having words, a chill descended between them. Joannie was not surprised when Sharon didn't come to the bedroom.
Instead of attending the convention closing banquet with Joannie, Sharon accepted the Millers invitation to dinner. She told her boss that they would be discussing her future in erotic photography. Joannie only cautioned her about being so enthusiastic and hopeful. The space between the two women widened.
The supper meeting with the Millers went very well. Tom was impressed with Sharon's second posing session at the convention, and had photos to show his wife, Gwen. They eagerly offered Sharon a fully paid audition at their studio in the capital and the model accepted.
During the drive back from the convention, Sharon excitedly described her new opportunity. Joannie stayed quiet in anger and embarrassment. She had discovered Sharon's erotic modeling potential and drawn it to the surface. And, she had laid bare her intense desire to be Sharon's lover.
Two weeks later, Sharon had a firm contract to model exclusively for the Millers. She would no longer work at the studio or pose for Joannie. She had outgrown the little studio and was moving on. Joannie was left wondering if it was all because she had come onto Sharon that night in her aggressive bid to live out her deepest fantasies.
****
The house was quiet this morning.
Sharon was thinking about Joannie as she lay in bed.
She realized that her new career in the modeling business had a lot to do with her first photographer. Joannie had brought her out. It seemed unfortunate- and a bit sad- that they had parted ways rather abruptly, so Sharon decided to send a little bouquet and a note of thanks.
But, who would have guessed that her boss, her friend, her photographer would join the growing list of people eager to fuck her?
Sharon simply had not seen that one coming.
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House of Cards
Ben was much too agitated to go back to sleep. Who wouldn't be?
His young wife Sandie had been having sex in her dreams, complete with body movement and sex talk.
"No, Gerry. In her mouth," made it clear that Old Lazenby was fucking her. And it was evident from the countdown afterward, followed by "Sandra, Alive and Well!" that his wife Natalia had hypnotized Sandie before Gerry got at her.
"Have you any idea what you just said in your sleep?" Ben asked forcefully, as his wife rubbed her sleepy eyes.
"No. I must have been dreaming or something. Now, let me go back to sleep."
"Dammit Sandie! You were fucking that bastard Old Lazenby in your sleep while hypnotized by the Professor! You were telling him to fuck you and make you come. That's what's going on over there. No wonder you come home tired and smelling of sex! He's fucking you, that's why!"
Ben was beside himself. His wife shouted back.
"Maybe you had a bad dream, Ben? No way I'd ever fuck that old guy! Now, shut up and let me sleep!"
There was no chance of Ben going back to sleep now. As far as he was concerned, the fog surrounding all of the unexplained events over the past six weeks was clearing. The Lazenbys were hypnotizing Sandie, and probably Marty, so they could have sex with them. That's why they were always so tired after their visits. Now the $250 gift envelopes made sense. The donors were probably paying to have their way with Sandie, and Marty too.
But where was the evidence to lay any charges? There was none, just a lot of strange occurrences and words his wife uttered in her sleep. Ben had to figure out how to bring down the House of Cards built by this evil scam which had drawn in his unsuspecting wife and Marty. He was a cop with detective aspirations. Here was his first big case to crack. Where could he start?
First, he should know as much as he could find about his prey, all four of them. In the wee hours before sunrise, Ben sat hunched over his computer tapping into anything he could find to get his investigation underway. He found bits and pieces of information and assembled some notes:
* Gerhard Franz Lazenby: B.A. (UCLA, 1978), M.A. (UCLA, 1981), Ph.D. (UCLA, 1985). Lecturer, UCLA, 1984-1985, Professor, NYU, 1986-. Psychology Department Head. Departmental administrator of graduate student bursaries. Graduate courses current year: Current Issues in Psychology.
* Natalia Helena Lazenby (nee Fuentes): B.A. (NYU, 1999), M.A. (NYU, 2001), Ph.D. (NYU, 2005). Professor NYU, 2005-. Undergraduate courses current year: Paranormal Psychology; The Psychology of Mind Control. Past-President of the Hypnotic Therapy Association and a member in good standing.
* Jason Connor (J.C.) Hendricks: B.A. (FSU, 1979), B. Com. (FSU, 1981). Founder and CEO of Capital City Investments. Past-President, Regional Association of Investment Counsellors. Directorships in three corporations. Generous supporter of NYU graduate student bursaries.
* June Renata Hendricks (nee Rees): B.A. (NYU, 1997) Active proponent of human rights issues. June Rees was a leader in the feminist movement at NYU in the mid-Nineties, advocating gender equity and wider sexual freedoms. Apprehended, but never charged in student demonstrations.
By daybreak, Ben had gathered a couple of facts that piqued his interest, but not as much as he had hoped. The Professor was definitely a hypnotist, which would explain the counting and the "Wake up!" phrase that Sandie mumbled in her dream. This was very significant.
Perhaps there was something in June Hendrick's past that connected her to his wife too? It seemed that she may have been a libertine as a student, with her advocacy of sexual freedom. Maybe she was having bisexual relations with Sandie? Of course, he had no way of knowing the significance of the three middle names: Franz, Helena and Renata.
When Sandie finally woke up, she found a note in big capital letters which Ben had left for her on the kitchen table:
STOP GOING TO LAZENBY'S
She laughed when she read it, thinking only that Ben was getting carried away by his suspicions again. Yes, she had a vague recollection of being very restless in her sleep, then waking suddenly with her husband shouting at her. But to accuse the professors of hypnotizing and having sex with her seemed ridiculous. Sandie resolved to hide future visits from Ben, or else simply lie about it.
Ben wasn't getting anywhere because Suzie had already bonded with the two couples who supported her academically and financially. Furthermore, by skillfully layering actions and phrases into Sandie's subconscious mind, The Professor was gradually controlling the young woman through Neuro-Linguistic Programming. To appease Ben, she told him that she wouldn't go to their house anymore.
That evening, Ben gathered more information using news archives, targeting their names and maiden names. He located a small wedding announcement for Gerhard Franz Lazenby and Natalia Helena Fuentes, dated May 17, 1999. This caught his interest because she had just completed her Bachelor degree in Psychology in the same department where Lazenby taught. Her teacher maybe? Did Lazenby have an attraction to his female students?
He found another news item, an old photo showing June Rees leading a demonstration in New York. She was apparently topless at that moment, partly hidden behind a banner which read, "My Body. My Sex. My Choice" There were other partially-clad women in the background too. This was not your typical Pro-Choice rally. This one was advocating wide open sex.
Ben found that neither Old Lazenby or J.C. Hendricks were on social media; however, June Lazenby was virtually an open book, with comments to friends about how "absolutely wonderful" she was finding student sponsorship. She had married J.C. just two years before and there were honeymoon photos posted. Somewhere in the Mediterranean she was showing almost everything in a miniscule string bikini.
****
At the police station, Ben had coffee with the soon-to-retire detective whom he knew had attended UCLA in the Eighties. Did Frank remember the name Lazenby from his days there?
"Man, it is a huge campus. Unless he was in the Psych department, I wouldn't know anything. And even then.... Well that's a long time ago."
"Gerhard Franz- 'Gerry'- Lazenby was a grad student there and a lecturer in Psych about 1985. Mean anything to you?"
"Give me some time to think about it. Maybe this afternoon the old brain will have come up with it? I'll check with my wife too. We met there."
Ben made a point of corralling Frank the next day and was surprised by the little kernel of information that the detective had for him.
"The name was vaguely familiar to Corrine. I think Lazenby suddenly left UCLA. Small world, eh! Corrine thinks he may have been fucking one of his students and admin found out."
"Really!" Ben exclaimed because now he realized something. "Thanks, Frank."
"Why are you asking anyway? Something going on with this guy?"
"I only have strong suspicions right now. My wife is one of his grad students and I'm wondering if he has a pattern...."
"Yeah, I see why you might be a bit concerned."
"Definitely. She goes to his house sometimes to meet with his wife, another professor, that she has an assistantship with marking papers."
"If I was in your position, I'd be digging up everything I could about him right now. And keep her away from there."
"Yeah, I told her that. I've been using the Internet and news archives to track his past, but I'm not getting very deep."
"Ben, between us, let me tell you some ways a cop can get deeper than that. How about tomorrow at lunch time. Somewhere private, like my little office."
****
The Professor had asked Sandie to come to her home on Wednesday afternoon again, this time to continue their discussion of the subconscious for her research paper. She decided that she would go and simply not tell her husband about it.
At 2:00 o'clock, she was standing on the front porch.
Natalia welcomed her in with a big hug and compliments about how lovely she looked in the short, tight, scoop-necked dress she was wearing. Psychological manipulation compelled Sandie to look her sexy best whenever she came to the house. The Professor was making ever-deeper inroads into her subconscious mind.
"Shall we go up to my library now to discuss your research, Sandra?"
"Yes, but could you fix me a strong coffee first? I've been drowsy after our talks and my husband asks me about it."
This alarmed the Professor because she had thought that Sandra's husband had stopped grilling her about the visits. She decided to find out more.
"How does Ben feel about you coming to my house every Wednesday afternoon, Sandra?"
"Not a problem," she lied flat out.
"Good. I'll fix that coffee now because Maria is off for the afternoon, as usual. Gives us complete privacy. Nice and quiet with no distractions."
Then they were upstairs, settled into two comfortable chairs in the library to talk. Changing things up would always make it more difficult for a subject to establish a pattern over time. June wouldn't be arriving until 3:00 today and the Professor had a little surprise planned for her.
"Let's talk about the subconscious mind today, Sandra. You may discover that it is linked strongly to your Multiple Personalities research paper. What did you find?"
The two of them engaged in scholarly discussion about the different levels of the brain and their functions. They explored the connections between the subconscious and the conscious, bringing in research and theory from Sigmund Freud to the present day. The Professor was impressed with Sandra's grasp of the material and told her so. They were relating to one another in a manner completely different from what was to follow.
After about a twenty minutes of discussion, the Professor invited Sandie to come into the office, where she would get her started on some new test marking. She set out the Answer Sheet and had her complete a few of the tests. Then, the Professor suddenly told her student that it seemed that there was something in her eye.
"Sandra, I think that some dirt has fallen into my eye, irritating it. Would you help me out? I'll bring my chair in front of you and I want you to look very closely while I keep my eyes open wide without blinking. Ready now?"
Sandie suspected nothing and came in close and peered into The Professor's wide open eyes. She began to speak softly.
"Look closely, Sandra.... Can you see it?.... Look into my eyes.... You'll find it, Sandra.... Keep looking.... Keep looking, Sandra.... Do you see it?.... Come closer.... Do you see it, Sandra?"
The Professor heard a flat "No" and she waited a few moments more before she spoke again.
"Sandra, who am I?"
"Helena Fuentes."
"Yes, Sandra.... Come with me now."
The Professor led her through the short passage and into her bedroom once more. Sandie had another busy afternoon in store, with June coming soon too. First though, she would enjoy some preliminary sport with Sandra to warm them both up for bigger things. They would play the little 'chase-and-catch' game which they both always liked.
First Natalia slowly undressed Sandie, caressing her and complimenting every part of her lovely body as it was exposed. Then, she slipped off her own dress, revealing very sexy transparent white lingerie beneath. She had Sandie remove them from her while she kissed and touched her body. They went to the bed, where The Professor led them into French kissing while they explored one another's private flesh. Then, the games began.
"Kiss my pussy, Sandra.... Mmmmm!... Now suck it.... Good girl."
"Your turn.... What do YOU want, Sandra?"
"I want you to love me."
"Tell me how, Sandra."
"With your mouth and fingers."
"I must catch you first, Sandra."
They rolled around on the bed, Natalia trying to catch Sandie, while she pretended to get away. Then, she used her mouth and fingers, making the young woman squirm and squeal with pleasure. Next, the Professor would push her away, and predator would become prey. Sandra had become the perfect plaything in bed and absolutely reveled in this sensuous frolic.
Finally, Natalia let Sandie pin her down, her body covering The Professor's to press her against the bed. Then came a full on attack on her pussy with mouth and fingers. In the end, Sandie brought her mentor to an enjoyable little orgasm, one which left her sufficient energy to play more later.
At 3:00, June arrived and Natalia met her at the front door in her robe.
"Warming her up again, I see. Did you leave enough of her for me today?"
"More than enough. You know that she will play as long as you want, June. Come upstairs."
June rushed to the bedroom, where she found Sandra sitting naked in bed, waiting as The Professor had taught her. By now, June was quite comfortable being alone with the hypnotized young woman, confident that The Professor was next door with the door slightly ajar. She took a few minutes to undress and change into pink baby-dolls, conveniently leaving off the bottoms. Now she was ready for some great sex.
"Do you know me, Sandra?.... Who am I?"
"Yes, Renata Rees"
"What do I like, Sandra?"
"You like to love me."
"Do you like it too?"
"Yes, Renata."
June Hendricks climbed into bed beside her and took Sandie's face between her hands, French kissing her. The young woman knew how to respond, locking June in a tight embrace. She gasped at the power she seemed to have unleashed in Sandra, then felt hands squeezing her breasts and pulling at her nipples.
A surge of lust flowed through June, leaving her tingling with anticipation. The promise of hot sex, and the thrill of power over this lovely little blonde had June excited for more today!
Then she felt other hands on her body and turned her head. Behind her, the Professor had joined them, wearing only her silky bra and panties. June wasn't sure what to say or do next, but Natalia could see that she was aroused enough to be open to her proposal.
"We can both love her together June. I'd like that, and I think you would too. Let's play with her now. We know that she has more than enough for both of us."
June gave her a lusty little smile and nodded agreement. Then she went back to kissing Sandra's mouth and tits while the Natalia spread the young woman's legs and pleasured her pussy. Between the two of them, they soon had Sandie moaning and rolling her hips, before she managed to slip out from underneath. She just wanted to play some more.
Then it was June's turn to be sexually mauled by two female 'lovers'. Sandra and The Professor found every private part of her and lavished it with their lips and tongues. The woman was taken to another place, a sexual wonderland where she need only lay back and be physically loved. Her whole body felt alive, on sensory overload, stimulated like it had never been before.
It didn't take long for her overheated brain to slip into her exhibitionist impulses. If being loved by two women was amazing, then imagining herself being WATCHED with two women was even better! With her mind locked onto this fantasy, June was soon gasping and calling out for the two of them to make her come. Then, June had a smashing orgasm at their hands!
Now, Sandie waited again, crouched on the bed, sitting on her haunches, knees bent, legs spread far apart, pelvis tilted upward. Her shaved pussy was fully displayed to her appreciative partners. She had an inner sense of what was expected next and she was alert for instructions.
"Love yourself, Sandra.... We will watch.... Do you want to?"
"Yes please, Helena."
She brought one hand to her wet labia and began to finger herself. With the other hand, she tugged at a nipple, drawing it into a long peak. Her head instinctively tilted back; her eyes closed, and a soft moan of pure pleasure came from her open mouth.
More and more, while hypnotized like this, Sandie had become a sensate being, operating only on physical stimulation. The Professor was gradually taking control of her subconscious mind, turning Sandra into her personal toy. Touching her sensitive pink flesh on command for Helena always felt so good. She wanted to love herself for them.
To watch Sandie shamelessly caressing her clitoris and kneading her soft breast, one would hardly recognize the academic young woman discussing her thesis a short time ago. Her sleek body was the same, though now completely displayed, but there was a glazed look on her face. She was someplace else.
Her conscious mind was powered down now, while her senses were heightened. It felt as if her clitoris was a hungry thing that must be satisfied, must be fingered until that wonderful gripping and clenching of muscles took place, the peak of her pleasure. Why? Ask a bird why it flies. Sandie only knew that she wanted this, needed this now.
"Come for us, Sandra.... Show us how.... Come hard now."
"Yes, Helena."
"You must ask, Sandra."
"Please, can I come for you, Helena?"
"Yes, come now... my precious."
Immediately Sandie's fingers began to fly across her clitoris as she leaned backward, supporting herself with a straightened arm, and offering her body to them. She could feel it rising in her, growing stronger and more urgent. Her breathing changed to gasps and her soft moaning to a wail from deep in her throat. Then she began to chant as the wave inside rose higher.
"I'm your toy... your sexy toy.... See me come.... See me come.... Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!... Ohhh.... Ohhhhh.... Yes!... Yes!... Yesssss!"
Sandie's senses were on auto-pilot now, shaking her body, lifting her thighs off the bed, and leaving her trembling with pleasure. Slowly she came back down and took her fingers away. Then Sandie sat watching The Professor, catching her breath and awaiting further direction.
"Amazing! She never ceases to thrill me, Nat... Helena. What a little treasure!"
"I'm only getting started with her submission. I have so much more planned for her.
Bondage. Private sex shows. And she's ours as long as you continue with her bursary, Renata."
"Wonderful. Our personal little fuck toy! Oh my god, the things that money can buy!" June cruelly joked.
It was time to go through the ritual. The dressing, the washing and straightening up, the sitting down in front of work with pen in hand. While Natalia meticulously went through these steps, June quickly dressed herself and went to the kitchen to drop off her gift envelope. Then she let herself out the side door.



"Thank you so much for doing all this marking, Sandra! Look what you managed in the past couple of hours. It is so satisfying to have you here. You'll never know how thrilled I am with you! A real treasure!"
Sandie couldn't know The Professor's real meaning; nor could she fathom how she had completed all the marking piled in front of her. Yes, those were her initials at the top of each cover page, and a look at her watch confirmed that she'd been working for almost two hours. This often seemed to happen. Time flew by when she was at The Professor's home. A short time later, Natalia gave Sandie the envelope and drove her home.
****
"What you need, Ben, is some good evidence that a crime has been committed. Don't go confronting Lazenby directly- though I'm sure you want to, based on everything that you've told me."
Ben was talking quietly with Frank Montague, the old detective with whom he had struck up a work-related friendship. He had the experience with the law to know what this young, worried man should do to satisfy his concerns.
"You need to gather some hard evidence- not a whole lot- but enough for us to seek a court order to enter and search the home thoroughly. We need a search warrant, but only a judge can authorize it. The hard part is to get some decent evidence, either incriminating material or reliable information, to convince a judge to sign it."
"I don't see how I could get inside to find evidence."
"Maybe someone on the inside can get it for you? If that's not possible, you might be able to 'wire' someone who goes inside."
"Wire? Is that a recording device?"
"Right. Nowadays, a tiny voice-activated audio unit. Any chance of doing that?"
"My friend Marty used to go every Friday afternoon, but since I talked about my suspicions, he's refusing to go. Missed this past Friday for the first time."
"Hmmm.... Does anybody else go in and out of the place? Workers, delivery... people like that?"
"Well.... Yes, they have a maid whom I met at their last party. An older lady. Mary...Maria?"
"Try her. See if she has noticed anything odd and maybe she'll help? Marty, with audio is possible too."
"So, how do I make contact with the maid, privately or in my uniform?"
"Do plenty of surveillance around their house, especially at the beginning or the end of a working day. If you see her, question her in uniform. She'll probably co-operate that way. Ask about suspicious activity of any kind, like patterns of coming and going she sees with her employers. She's there a lot. Maybe she sees a lot too?"
"Should we send Marty in there with a recording device as well?"
"It would speed things up, that's for sure. We could get a warrant easily if anything incriminating is recorded. I'm sure that you won't rest as long as your wife insists on going back."
"Definitely! I'll talk to him about going in with it on Friday. Meanwhile, I'll stay home Wednesday afternoon if that's what it takes to keep my stubborn wife away!"
"Good. I'll get the device and you get a pair of his trousers. It'll be sewn in so that it comes back out with him. Let me know if he agrees."
Would Marty agree to do it when he knew that The Professor would hypnotize him? After that, she and probably her friend June, would have sex with him. Ben had to convince his friend to take one (or two) for the team. On Sunday, he dropped over to Marty's place to talk to him.
"Marty, I'm sure that both Lazenby's are at her, but she just won't listen to me. We have to bring them down to put an end to this."
"WE! What part do you think I'm going to play in this? I'm staying away."
"I need a search warrant to bust them, and I can't get it without some solid evidence. Not healed scratches on your back. Not Sandie talking in her sleep. Not time that seems lost over there. Real evidence. Without it- no warrant to enter the house."
"What's that got to do with me?"
"The cops want you to go for your usual Friday afternoon visit with The Professor..... Hear me out.... They'll sew a little recorder into your jeans, and it will pick up everything said. That will seal the deal."
"Yeah sure, but meantime I'll be fucking Lazenby...."
"And probably Mrs. Hendricks too. But you can blow the lid off this whole scheme they're running. You'll come out with what we need to bring them all down."
"Sorry Ben. I will not go over there with those two. I begged off last week and I will this week too. The cops will have to find some other way to get their warrant. I won't fuck them again!"
That was going to make things more difficult. When Ben cooled down later, he realized that it wasn't something he'd want to do either. Those women were about his mother's age and that made having sex with them seem pretty distasteful. Maybe Marty was thinking the same thing. He'd let Frank know that a device was off the table.
****
The next day, Ben was parked around the corner, watching the Lazenby house. It was about noon when he spotted an older woman walking down the driveway from the side of the house. He saw her turn to follow the sidewalk in the direction of a small commercial area a block away. When she was far enough away from the house, Ben pulled up alongside and beckoned her to the cruiser. He showed her his badge and asked her to come inside. She was clearly nervous and upset.
"What's the matter? Did I do something wrong, officer?"
Ben confirmed that she was Maria, the Lazenby's maid for the past several years. She kept the place clean and prepared their supper before leaving for the day. She also helped them prepare for the big parties which they hosted about four times a year.
"Have you noticed anything different there this school year, Maria?"
"No.... Well.... They did change my time off. Now I go home at noon Wednesdays and Fridays."
Ben found that interesting because he knew that his wife used to visit their house Wednesday afternoons and Martin was always scheduled for Fridays. He could see that The Professor would have the place all to herself with Maria gone.
"So, do you have fewer hours now or do you work another day?"
"I come in on Saturday and work until mid-afternoon, changing beds and doing all the laundry."
Ben had a thought. Maybe something about the beds? After all, that would probably be where any sex took place. And Suzie had mentioned laying in a soft bed when The Professor took her on that first house tour during the party six or seven weeks ago.
"Tell me about the beds, Maria. Anything unusual since the school year started? Anything at all?"
"OK. His hardly needs to be changed, but hers is always a mess. They have two separate suites and another bedroom in the middle that some weeks hasn't even been used."
"How is hers a mess?"
"The sheets have been pulled out from beneath the mattress. Completely rumpled like she was wrestling in there. Maybe she's a restless sleeper? I make the beds up every day. Mid-week I practically need to start right from scratch."
Then she hesitated as if there was more to say. Ben was beginning to think that he might be on to something here, so he asked more questions.
"Anything else about her messy bed? Anything at all?"
"Well.... The sheets are covered with a lot of hair, different colours."
"What colours, Maria?"
Now Ben was on to something.
"Her long black hair, of course, but on Saturday morning, when I change the sheets, I see long blonde hair, and shiny dark-brown too. I sometimes wonder who else has been in there. Lovers maybe? But I don't say anything."
Ben knew this was very important information. It seemed like Sandie, and probably Marty would account for the blonde and dark-brown hair. Maybe he could use it to help get that search warrant? He had an idea.
"We think there is something suspicious going on. The hair might be from the suspects," he lied. "Will you help me? Good. When you change her bed on Saturday, just fold up her sheets. Don't shake them or clean them. Fold the ends in so nothing falls out. I want you to bring them to me when you leave on Saturday. Hide them in a bag so nobody sees. Use other sheets like them when you make up the bed. Understand?"
"Yes. Seems strange to me, though. Dirty sheets?"
"You mustn't tell anyone. No-one at all. This is an important investigation, maybe a crime."
"Alright. Where will I meet you, officer?"
"Right here, about this time. Walk out just like you did today and I'll pull up here beside you so you can hand me the bag. Understand? Remember, don't shake out the sheets. Fold them in to save all the hair."
"Yes. I'll help you catch the criminals."
Little did she know that the criminals were her employers.
****
Old Lazenby was at work in his departmental office, at the moment calculating the flow of donor support into the coffers of the Psychology Department. He kept a very close watch on this money movement because over the years he'd identified little ways to use the funds to generate side income for himself. Even The Professor was unaware of his tricks which scammed thousands of dollars for his fine wine and cigars.
Some trusting donors made their cheques out in his name, promised that it would go into the Psychology Department coffers very soon. Lazenby delayed until late in the year before getting this money to Finance. Donors would get their tax receipt for the current year; in the meantime, Old Lazenby had a significant sum to invest for several months in conservative, high-dividend stocks.
His personal cellphone rang. It was J.C. Hendricks.
"Hold on, J.C. while I close the door.... OK, how are you today?"
"Annoyed, Lazenby. Annoyed. You know what I want, and I don't see anything happening. What's the Hell is going on?"
"Like I told you, J.C., it's in the works. Natalia is making sure that both can be under at the same time. She's trying a simple new technique and she said it worked perfectly with the girl. He's coming Friday and she'll try it with him. That should do complete the run-up to a show."
"A week Friday night, Lazenby. I want this to happen a week Friday night. No more delays."
"If he goes under as easily as she did, I assure you it will happen."
"Seven o'clock, a week from Friday, unless I hear otherwise. Any longer and I pull our sponsorship."
"We're doing our best. But we can't try this until we're sure. I don't have to remind you of the possible consequences of rushing into it. J.C., lately I have been having some misgivings about this whole business."
"And I just reminded you of the possible consequences of dragging your ass any longer, Lazenby. A week Friday at 7:00. We'll both be there for an exciting evening. Got it?"
"We understand each other. I can finalize with you only after she tries him out, not before," Old Lazenby said firmly, adding, "We must always be cautious with this."
****
The Professor flagged Marty down when she saw him in the department about mid-week. She had something important to tell him. She closed the door as he sat down.
"How's the research coming along? That Neuro-Linguistic Programming material sounded very promising for a Mind Control thesis, and I'd like to get a better sense of where you think it might lead."
"It's looking good, Professor. I think that I'm on to something here. And I see great possibilities in it for setting up experimental and control groups."
"Excellent! Please get your thoughts organized for us to discuss it further at my home office Friday afternoon, Martin."
"I won't be able to make it. Busy with some other things," he lied evasively.
Marty was determined not to visit the Lazenby home again, now that he had a pretty clear idea about her hypnosis and its aftermath. The Professor stared at him for a little while, thinking about how she could apply some force. Both she and June were so looking forward to more of this muscular young man. She spoke firmly, persuasively.
"But you must come on Friday at 2:00, Martin. The Hendricks are eager to hear about your progress and he has made himself available. Mr. Hendricks is an important donor and I don't want to disappoint him."
"And what if I say no?" Martin retorted coolly.
"There are twenty thousand reasons why you can't say no, Martin. You signed an agreement that you would make yourself available from time-to-time to meet with your bursary sponsors, the Hendricks. I strongly advise you to change your plans."
He thought for a minute, running it through his mind. He did not want to be hypnotized and have sex with those two women. However, with Mr. Hendricks present, that would be very unlikely to happen. And there was that fat bursary to consider.
"OK. I'll do it," he sighed. "How long should I plan for?"
"Take them through your whole process of narrowing down your choice. In a nutshell, what we've talked about on Friday afternoons. Then expand on your current interest. They'll probably have questions., then we'll end up with more refreshments. Altogether, figure two hours at the outside. It will be a fun afternoon."
That is exactly what Martin did NOT want it to become!
However, now that he was going to the Lazenby's on Friday, he phoned Ben to tell him that he would take in a recording device after all. Ben was elated because he wasn't sure if the hair on The Professor's sheets would be enough evidence to demonstrate to a judge that a crime had been committed. By Thursday evening, an unmarked car delivered Marty's trousers, the tiny audio device neatly sewn into the bottom of a front pocket.
****
Marty sat in The Professor's library with his notes on his lap, ready to talk about his thesis research. Natalia sat close to him and Mrs. Hendricks across. She kept looking at her phone, checking the time and watching for text messages. It was false, pretending that J.C. Hendrick's was running late, when he wasn't coming in the first place. It was the devious method The Professor had used to force Martin to come for his Friday afternoon visit.
"Ah, he just texted me," June pretended, looking at her phone. "'Running late. Start without me. I'll catch up." I think that we should just go ahead now, rather than waiting. I'm eager to hear about your research on Mind Control, Martin. A fascinating topic!"
"I agree," said the Professor. "And if he doesn't make it, he can hear the next presentation as things move along. Go ahead, Martin."
For the next twenty minutes, Martin outlined his initial investigation to narrow the topic of Mind Control to a manageable size. He detailed the topical areas he had researched and ruled out: military applications such as torture and water-boarding, and hypnosis. He noticed June Hendricks look at the Professor when he mentioned hypnosis, and he knew why. Finally, Martin spoke of his initial interest in drugs which could exert powerful effects on the mind.
At this point, Mr. Hendricks still had not arrived. The Professor called for a refreshment break and thanked Martin for his presentation. She suggested that he save the other half of it for a future progress report when Mr. Hendricks could make it, perhaps next Friday evening.
Suddenly, Natalia brought her hand to her head and leaned toward Martin, claiming that something had just gone into her eye.
A minute later, Martin had been hypnotized, every bit as quickly and easily as Sandra had been using the same technique. She led Martin through her office and into her bedroom with June a few steps behind. The perfect host, she told her friend that she could go first. As always, Natalia would have the door ajar in case there was some problem.
June had worn a very sheer negligee beneath her street clothes, one that revealed far more of her private flesh than it hid. It didn't take long for Mrs. Hendricks to get her mouth around Martin's thick cock while ordering him to play with her nipples. She was burning with lust for this strong young man's sexual attentions again, so occupied with Martin that she scarcely noticed Natalia's weight on the bed behind her.
The Professor wore a short, black bustier with half cups which pushed up and displayed her tits right to the nipples. A tiny black thong completed the ensemble. June had her back to her host, leaning over Martin's cock, so Natalia slid her hand beneath the woman until her fingers reached June's exposed pussy. She just continued blowing her young man. Thus encouraged, the Professor slipped her fingers inside, searching for the sensitive little bud. June eased her legs farther apart, welcoming further exploration.
All three were highly stimulated- the devil's cauldron, with carnal desires bubbling over. As Natalia vigorously rolled her sticky fingers across June's engorged clitoris, the woman sucked Martin's swollen member deeper into her mouth. He continued pulling at her big nipples, as June writhed with pleasure from her host's practiced fingers. Soon June was nearing her peak, twitching and moaning around the big cock almost in her throat.
June and Martin orgasmed at about the same time, both quite intensely, bodies jerking and heaving with the release of pent-up tension. June's cries of delight were almost choked out by the thick torrent of sperm which her young man jerked into her mouth. He filled her up and it spilled from the corners! Both were gasping for air while the Professor looked on. Now it was her turn.
"Martin.... You must love me now.... Use your mouth," and she stretched out before him, pointing to her freshly trimmed pussy.
He knew what to do. As June got up to dress herself, then straighten up in the bathroom, Martin skillfully gave oral to Natalia as she had taught him. She had carefully layered trigger phrases and corresponding sexual behaviour deep into Martin's subconscious mind to make him her personal sex machine. Licking, kissing, and finally deep sucking had The Professor up to the top and back again by the time June was ready to slip out for the day.
"Leave the envelopes in the drawer, June. And tell J.C. to put next Friday at 7:00 on his entertainment calendar, a sex show here with the two of them that he'll never forget!"
The little audio device sewn into Marty's trousers caught it all.
****
On Saturday afternoon Ben rushed into Frank Montague's office with a plastic shopping bag in his hand. Inside were the sheets from Natalia Lazenby's bed. He figured that some of Marty's brown hair would be there, mixed with The Professor's. What he didn't expect were long blonde hairs from his wife, because to his knowledge, she was following his advice and staying away.
"What's in the bag, Ben?"
"The Lazenbys' maid told me that when she changes the bed Saturday mornings, the woman's sheets have lots of hair in them. Different colours of hair. She brought me the sheets today."
"Excellent! Some evidence for Forensics. Mind if I take a little peak?"
Frank carefully opened the top of the bag and gingerly turned one fold open. They didn't have to look very hard to see long black hairs. And there were some long blonde ones too.
"Damn. Sandie was over there this week! I told her to stay away. Any white ones? I hope that old bastard Lazenby wasn't at her again. I swear, I'll kill..."
"Ben, you probably won't have to. If they're sexually using your wife and your friend, this is solid evidence toward a long spell in prison. I'll get it to the lab right away."
"Anything yet about the audio device that Marty wore in yesterday?"
"It's being picked up right about now. Can't wait to hear it! A sure thing for that warrant, I hope."
****
Sandie had to cancel her Wednesday visit to the Lazenby residence. She really wasn't feeling very well and came by The Professor's office Tuesday morning to explain herself. Her mentor frowned, then passed along a small pile of tests and the matching Answer Sheet. She was thinking.
"Why don't you come over on Friday evening at 7:00 instead, Sandra? I'm having Mr. and Mrs. Hendricks in for the evening and I'd like to have you talk to them about your Multiple Personality research. June studied Psychology and I know she'd be very interested. I'm inviting Martin to outline his thesis work too."



The Professor planned to lure Martin back by asking him to finish his half-completed presentation with J.C. Hendricks present. Then, both students would be there for the planned entertainment.
"Not sure if I can make it, Professor. I hope I'm feeling better by then," Sandra replied, gradually becoming leery about any more visits to the Lazenby residence after Ben's repeated warnings.
"Sandra, that's three days from now. You really must come. The Hendricks expect it as part of your bursary agreement. You agreed to this, remember? Martin will be there too. You don't know how difficult it is to bring everyone together! Busy people."
"Well.... I suppose I have to come. At 7:00 you say. My husband is working that evening, so I'll arrange a ride with Marty."
"Good. You must come. They so look forward to seeing you again!"
Then The Professor called June Hendricks to cancel what they had planned for Wednesday. However, she confirmed that both Martin and Sandra were coming to her home at 7:00 on Friday. Their performance was going to take place!
****
Everything was ready now. It was 7:00 o'clock Friday evening. Marty and Sandie nervously pressed the doorbell and waited. They looked at each other for reassurance and then behind them. They had been assured that there'd be no more than five minutes alone inside. Now they wondered if they had made a mistake. The Professor answered the door, ushered them in and hustled them up the main stairs.
In minutes, the private evening performance would begin. The Hendricks sat in chairs alongside the raised platform in the little photo studio. Old Lazenby had explained that first there would be a sexy nude photoshoot, then everyone would adjourn to the bedroom for a live sex show, "as hot as anything from Berlin." When the students arrived, he was in the kitchen fixing drinks to bring upstairs.
Old Lazenby was on his way now with a tray full of refreshments. How thoughtful- he had even included cold drinks for the two featured performers. Good Old Lazenby. Always the perfect host.
As he put his foot on the first step, there was a loud rap on the front door just behind him. He stopped and listened. Another rap, this time louder. He waited, nervous now. The third rap was louder still. Then it was all over.
"POLICE! OPEN THE DOOR! WE HAVE A WARRANT!"
Old Lazenby was so startled that he lost his grip on the laden tray, sending it crashing to the floor. Then he went down with it and lay in a heap at the foot of the stairs. The police quickly wedged the door away from its frame to enter.
The photo studio was deep in the heart of Natalia's private suite. No-one inside heard the knocking at the door, nor the clattering tray. They were too focused on the Professor's so-far unsuccessful attempts to hypnotize the two students who had arrived minutes before. The police rushed up the stairs, fanning out in search of files, photos, any kind of incriminating evidence.
Frank Montague was leading the raid tonight, with Ben one step behind. They came through the library and the open doorway leading into the office. Frank noticed the door handle along the paneled wall, turned it, and stepped inside. Facing him in a little studio were the two students and three other adults, no doubt Natalia Lazenby and the Hendricks.
"Thank god you're here!" Sandie burst out. "We're trying to stop her from hypnotizing us again!"
Ben rushed in as soon as he heard her voice and pulled her to him. Frank drew his handgun and shouted through the open door for backup.
"Upstairs. Left suite. Everybody but two at the front and back doors. Quick!"
Then he looked at the three suspects, cowering along the wall.
"Friendly little party going on here tonight," Frank barked with bitter irony. "You three are going to have plenty of time to think about it- in your cells. No! Don't anybody move!"
Downstairs, Old Lazenby lay on the first step clutching at his chest, rasping. "I can't.... I can't.... Help me...."
The officer posted at the front door quickly radioed for a medical unit, before he tended to the stricken man.
"Probable heart attack. Male sixty-five to seventy. 666 Third Street. Front door."
Good Old Lazenby. It had all come crashing down now. The House of Cards had collapsed onto his old white head.
Epilogue
News of the raid screamed from the media by morning. Such a lurid tale! Two reputed professors at a prestigious university using unsuspecting graduate students to attract bursary donors. Sex for donations to the Psychology Department. This story had 'legs'. There seemed to be no end to the depravity associated with Old Lazenby and The Professor!
Natalia summoned up her last bit of decency and told police that the graduate students were completely innocent victims. The search of the Lazenby home unearthed a trove of evidence. Erotic black-and-whites of both victims; naked photos of the Lazenbys engaged in sex with Sandie; framed erotic photos of past victims on the walls of Natalia's home office- the damning evidence just piled up.
Old Lazenby escaped much of what was coming to him. He had originated the scheme for two purposes: to raise the profile of his department, and to fuck young women. He had always been the front man in the operation, and when the photos were found of him having sex with a dazed-looking Sandie, his fate was sealed. But it could have been much worse.
Lazenby's crushing heart attack left him severely disabled. When he was wheeled into court to hear the long list of charges, he was not playing the sympathy card, like famous media figures had done before. Old Lazenby's physical and mental deficits were real. Found guilty of many serious charges, he went into a secure medical institution. He was dead in months.
J.C. Hendricks plea bargained for a much-reduced sentence in exchange for testifying against the Lazenbys and his wife. Hendricks blew open the entire bursary scheme by detailing every step of the process by which he was recruited as a donor- naturally with only the best of intentions. He volunteered all financial records to trace the money trail between the donors, students and Old Lazenby.
Hendricks testified that his wife June had dragged him, unwittingly, into the whole sordid mess. No, he had never had sex with Sandie Weston, nor did he attend the evening at the Lazenbys with any intention of doing so. While J.C.'s reputation and his investment business were both ruined by the sexual details surrounding his name, his sentence was more lenient than the others.
June Hendricks did not fare well. The victims testified that they received frequent gifts of $250 cash from Mrs. Hendricks, and the nude photos of Sandie and Marty in her possession strongly linked her to sex with them. The students testified to weekly meetings on Wednesday and Friday afternoons. Each of them had been paid at least four times by June Hendricks, no doubt for sex.
The Prosecution had a field day with June's libertine past, and she was portrayed as an immoral predator. There were no grounds for mercy, especially after her husband's lawyer convincingly detailing how her friendship with The Professor led to J.C.'s innocent participation. June Hendricks would be spending a long time behind bars for her part in all this.
The full wrath of the law and society was reserved for Natalia Lazenby. She had participated actively in the evil scheme for the past six years, entrapping at least ten innocent young adults. She had hypnotized them to perform sexual acts with her, with her husband, and both of them together. Under her control, the victims had sexual relations with the donors too. They had been trained; then they had been used in wicked ways.
With Old Lazenby almost completely incapacitated, the community felt that he got what he deserved. Now, The Professor took the full brunt of society's outrage. Four centuries ago, they would have burned her at the stake. She was the hypnotist, the mesmerizer. Without her, none of this could have taken place. Natalia Lazenby was the abnormal psychologist, a sick woman, a modern-day witch.
The public consumed news of the full investigation and trial with a constant hunger for more. Such salacious details: that attractive Sandra and boyish Martin so badly used; that old businessman turning on his younger wife; that immoral slut, June having sex with the victims; and, that horrible, horrible bitch, Natalia. People couldn't get enough!
Tens of millions watched with anticipation at home when the sentencing came down. They cheered in front of their televisions when the witch was torched- several consecutive 20-year terms, far more than enough to lock her up forever. People were satisfied. They felt that The Professor got what she deserved, just like her scheming husband.
And what of the victims?
In a cruel, twisted joke, the grad students had been directed to research the very means by which the Lazenbys controlled their minds. Sandra and Martin were both psychologically manipulated at the subconscious level The agreement they signed to receive much-needed bursaries forced them to meet regularly with their mentors and donors.
They were held in an invisible iron grip. Like the Stockholm bank hostages and Patty Heist, they bonded with their captors- the Lazenbys and Hendricks, who controlled their bursaries. Sandie and Marty needed the financial support so critical to continuing their studies.
Locked tightly like this, and isolated weekly at the Lazenby residence, Sandra and Martin increasingly succumbed to Neuro-Linguistic Programming, carefully groomed by The Professor's subtle compliments and phrases to behave as sexual robots. Then, Natalia's powers of hypnosis brought it all together in controlled sexual performances, enjoyed by others, but not remembered by the victims afterwards.
The Westons and Martin Benning suffered a great deal during many months in the media limelight. Especially harmed was Sandie Weston, who drew so much public attention. Television viewers gasped during her awful courtroom testimony, then cried after the guilty verdicts, when she made her tearful victim impact statement. The poor, innocent girl! Damn those horrible, evil Lazenbys!
Sandie always felt exposed now, as if everyone she passed was leering at her, mentally undressing her. She was angry that she'd been duped by people she trusted, and angry with herself for not heeding Ben's advice. It would take extensive therapy before she could return to a life anywhere close to normal. Could she ever return to the woman she was before?
It was a difficult time for Ben Weston too. Knowing that his wife had been repeatedly violated in so many ways by three different people caused a great deal of anger. To know that Old Lazenby had been at her several times made it difficult for them to be intimate. He knew it wasn't her fault, but images of Old Lazenby fucking his wife blackened Ben's mind. Could their marriage survive this test?
Martin Benning's problem was different. He was upset about being used by the Lazenbys and June Hendricks. But unlike Sandie, he didn't get very much understanding from the general public. Even his friends joked about how lucky he was to score every week with two hot cougars. After a few beers, they'd ask him if cougars were better than young women in bed. Would Marty be able to move on with his life?
And what became of the Psychology Department?
Not much changed except the bursary system. The department soldiered on under new leadership during the long investigation and trial. Students still attended lectures and assistants marked tests. Graduate students still researched papers, and some completed their doctoral degrees.
University life went on much the same as before, but without Good Old Lazenby.
Nobody cared about that goddam no-good, old bastard Lazenby anymore!
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Background: (Loving Wives, Sharon Finds Erotic Photography, Ch. 1 to 8)
Sharon discovered erotic posing about six months ago during a glamour shoot, a surprise gift for her husband's birthday. After that, she took a bi lover, and engaged in threesomes with her husband and Liana. She was also tempted by Liana's boyfriend, Jay, but wisely passed on that. Meanwhile, Sharon regularly continued to pose nude for photographers. Would her sexual past come back to haunt her?
Emotional Rollercoaster
Mark was very upset when he came home from work that dark day. Sharon could see it right away, but the children were around so they couldn't talk freely.
"Looks like you had a bad day, honey. Problems at the office?"
"Yeah, big problems!" he replied sourly, looking directly at his wife.
"Something you can tell me about?" Sharon worried, because she was leading a secret life and the cross look on his face seemed to be directed at her.
"Later," Mark said quite abruptly, briefly glancing over at the children watching television. "A really big problem!" he repeated, again staring at his wife. "People at work are talking," he added ominously.
That's when Sharon realized that her secret life must have gone public. Soon, everyone would know that she was an erotic model, some sort of slut not much better than a whore. Another evil woman who showed off her body for money.
Later they talked in the bedroom, and it was as bad as she thought. But it wasn't exactly the same thing as what she first feared. Between the two of them, the couple had plenty of things that they didn't want exposed. Now some of them formed a vicious rumour circulating like a brushfire through Mark's office.
There were plenty of skeletons in Mark and Sharon's closet that could emerge to haunt them. Sharon was working in a photo studio, not in itself discreditable; however, several of her barely disguised naked images lined the studio walls, a possible source of trouble.
Two of those photos featured Sharon nude in the arms of another naked woman, potentially much worse. And that wasn't all. Sharon and Mark had enjoyed sex with her former lover, Liana, in the presence of three other people who could talk if they chose to.
On top of that, until recent months, Sharon and her lover met regularly at the woman's apartment for sex. If residents noticed this stunning blonde coming and going Tuesday evenings, it could easily bring everything out into the open.
****
There wasn't much in Sharon's exciting new life right now to feel excited about. She was on the early morning Saturday train, coming to the Millers for her next photoshoot, and trying hard to push the current problem to the back of her mind. She needed to present a smiling face to survive the day ahead, before heading home Sunday. Today was about soldiering on, not much else.
Tom picked her up at the station early Saturday morning like always, but this time he noticed Sharon was quieter than usual. Unable to draw her into conversation, he told Sharon about the two shoots planned for the day. The first would be in the apartment studio, something with mirrors, then in the afternoon the two of them would be going out to an old factory to do images for a calendar.
The two hours before lunch would partly be solo, with Gwen behind the camera. Tom had to finalize some arrangements for the afternoon. However, about midway through, he would take over while his wife joined Sharon to feature the pair together. After lunch, he would take her to the offsite location.
The idea about the mirrors being used in the morning seemed unusual, and when Sharon went into the studio, she was surprised by the set-up. Mirrors of different sizes were positioned at various angles everywhere, and there were little numbered pieces of tape on the floor, obviously spots to position the model.
Gwen spoke: "Imagine you're lost in this maze of reflections. You can't tell what's real and what's not. In all of the shots there'll be at least one reflected image, in others many. An overseas client suggested this concept, a steady buyer, so we'll see how it goes. Here are some practice shots we did. Different, huh?"
Sharon understood the concept from the test photos. In them, Gwen seemed to be wandering like she was lost and trying to find her way through this maze. The mirrors showed her body from multiple angles in a single shot. She'd work with Gwen to get this right, because it could take her mind off her worries.
"Start nude with this sheer white fabric loosely wrapped around you. We think it will bring an 'other-world' look to the shoot. I might even experiment with some fog for a similar effect, unless it mists the mirrors."
A few minutes later, Sharon arrived on set, completely naked, her blonde curls flowing in all directions. Gwen helped her loop the long strand of sheer fabric around her hips once, then across her elbows, with plenty left hanging from her arms. Her proud breasts were bare, though a bit of fabric draped across her mid-section to partially hide her sex. Now Gwen was ready.
"You look great! Start here and move slowly between the spots I've marked on the floor to give good reflections. I'll give you instructions at each place, OK?" Gwen directed, and Sharon nodded.
She went to the first spot, where there were three tall mirrors of the same height staggered one behind the other and offset. Standing on the spot, Sharon could see herself in triplicate, each image successively smaller.
Gwen came slightly to one side, and directed Sharon to position her limbs out a bit, so the sheer fabric hung from her lower arms. There would be four views, one from behind to show her pear-shaped bum. The curve of one breast showed in that view, her entire magnificent chest in the other three. The photographer directed her to bring up her nipples and slowly take poses.
The next spot featured several smaller, framed mirrors suspended at crazy angles. At the right location, each one revealed a different area of her fine body. One showed her face, others each tit, another her pussy thinly disguised beneath the draped sheer fabric, another her legs, and so on. Collectively, it added up to one gorgeous woman.
A mirror angled upward by her feet offered a great view up her almost naked body. Gwen asked her to shift the material to the side so that her shaven slit was clearly visible. Hot photo- a worm's eye view of paradise, with a beautiful face peering down between full mounds with erect nipples!
At the next location, the session became even more risque. There were two large mirrors at right angles to each other, with the posing spot directly in the middle.
"Kneel down on the spot so you are positioned with mirror images of each side of your body. Spread wide for balance and sit back on your legs. Bring a little of that wrap down over your puss. Arms straight out on your thighs. Start by looking down, then slowly move your head and upper body toward each mirror. I want it to look like there are three of you."
Sharon liked what she saw as she shifted between the mirrors. Each view of her body looked different and it seemed like she was there with two other blondes. Her round tits were shown from every angle, and she made sure that her nipples were stiff, tugging and twisting them at intervals.
"Sexier now, Sharon. The client asked for this. Adjust the fabric so I can see your pussy in the mirrors. Oh, that's hot! Before I shoot, bring your hair across one eye and your nose, because I want you to spread wider to show it all."
"How wide?"
"Right open, with the long fingers of one hand lifting and separating your lips apart. Bring your other arm across your body so that your tits rest on it. Perfect. Ready?"
Sharon was into this now. Her labia were spread open, and she could feel juices beginning to seep down her vagina. The aroma of arousal wafted up, and she wondered if Gwen had sensed it yet.
"Switch the hand at your puss now, and lean back with a straight arm so your tits splay across your chest. That's it. Look to one mirror, then to the other. Very hot.
I'm sure our client will hang this one over her bed!" Gwen joked.
"OK now, adjust your fingers so the centre one touches your clit. Use the others to open and lift you up. Like that. Now give me the 'Come Fuck Me' look. Hold it. Oh yeah! She'll be getting herself off with these!" Gwen exclaimed in a slutty voice.
The thought of another woman masturbating with her nude photos was a turn on. While Gwen snapped photos, Sharon pressed her middle finger against the little nub and gently wiggled it from side-to-side. Sensations rippled out from her core. Exhibitionism was taking away reason, making her want to show every part of herself to the unknown female client.
"Do you like my pussy?" she whispered as she moved her middle finger in little circles around her very wet clit. "This is for you. Will you fuck with me?"
Sharon felt like a slut, exhibiting her most intimate self to a unseen stranger. Her eyes were half-closed and her mouth half-open with arousal- a truly erotic image! That always happened when she found herself drifting into that place of pure pleasure. But it was time to move along through the maze.
The fourth spot brought in a different concept. Sharon was to position herself sideways in front of a large mirror so it would seem like she was being sexual with her identical twin. The photographer moved off-centre enough to avoid being reflected herself and gave instructions.
"Sharon, you'll be completely nude now, very close to the mirror. We'll do this as if you've discovered another woman- yourself. First, try not to breathe heavily- you'll blur the glass- and pretend that you are kissing her."
"Eyes closed. Go.... Good. Again, with your tongue out. Go.... Now turn your back to the mirror, angled 45 degrees. Let your arse just touch the glass. Look back over your shoulder, as if you're admiring her. Bring those nipples up. Perfect."
Then she directed Sharon to lay down parallel to the mirror, close to it, with her hair across one cheek. This would be the last solo photos for the morning.
"Now, pretend to seduce the woman in the mirror. First cup your tits and lean close again to kiss her. Beautiful! Now, turn toward her and bend your outer leg up at the knee."
"Show her your pussy.... Good. She wants you to open it wide for her. Like that.... And you reach out to touch hers. Let me get the angle right.... Perfect."
"OK, now roll mostly onto your back close to the mirror. Closer still, so it looks like you two are in bed together," she instructed.
Then Gwen coaxed, slower and softer now:
"You two want to love.... Play with those big nipples.... Make them stiff.... Rub your clits for each other.... You want to seduce her...."
Sharon's breath was coming harder now as she openly teasing her body while imagining sex with this beautiful naked woman beside her.
"You're being watched.... We see you loving together.... Show us how you do it.... Give yourselves to each other.... Just let go.... Feels so good.... No hurry at all...."
Sharon felt like she was in Joannie's little studio again, being edged into an erotic trance. But this time she lay beside a beautiful woman, a twin. That blonde was loving herself too, head turned to watch as Sharon caressed her own body. Right now, it was just too complicated to understand because she felt intoxicated with lust. Loving herself for this woman, and for Gwen, was so arousing!
"Amazing shots.... Fabulous.... Rub your pussy for her.... Oh yeah!... Wonderful...," Gwen encouraged, then stopped shooting, just to watch Sharon's unbridled eroticism for a few moments before it was time for a break.
"Perfect, Sharon. Just great!" Gwen said loudly. "That was so hot! Let's have a cool drink now. You need it, girl."
The spell was broken. Sharon saw the photographer getting up and turning toward the kitchen. At first, she felt let down after flying so high, but quickly realized that she had several more hours of work ahead of her today. Sharon put on a warm robe and followed Gwen to get a drink.
Last-minute arrangements for the afternoon were in place now, so Tom was ready to shoot the pair of them by the mirrors before lunchtime. It was much like the first session but with some of his own little twists, and notably less seduction than Gwen had used to draw Sharon out.
Essentially, everything was doubled, featuring blonde and brunette. For the final scene beside the long mirror there were two women simulating sex together reflected by another identical pair right beside them.
Tom finished dramatically, with the two women in the sixty-nine position against the mirror. This immediately gave Gwen an idea for that night, if the opportunity presented itself.
****
The temporary euphoria of the morning photography quickly dissipated over lunch. The reality of what had happened back home took hold again, putting Sharon into a funk. Tom and Gwen managed to get her to share her problems with them, and she found it cathartic to unload with two people she considered friends.
Apparently, someone who worked at the office had a friend who lived next door to Liana's apartment. He had seen this beautiful blonde on different occasions, to the point that he watched for her. One evening his friend was visiting when he heard Liana's apartment door open and close. The neighbour quietly brought his visitor into the hall to show him the gorgeous blonde.
They saw more than that. Auburn and Blonde were leaning against the wall by Auburn's door, wrapped in each others' arms, sharing one deep, lingering kiss after another. The couple was oblivious to the watchers. Then they had heard Auburn speak.
"Fuck, Sharon, you were amazing tonight! Sex with you is so hot!"
"Next week, Liana. Again. I love it with you! Can't get enough!"
Sharon! Was this Mark's wife? The visitor remembered meeting her at the last company Christmas party when she was dolled up in green as Santa's Elf, handing out gifts for the children. Now she was having sex with his buddy's next-door-neighbour, a fashion model or something. Who would have guessed it?
As fate would have it, this guy had been passed over when Mark was promoted to Marketing Manager. He could see opportunity here, so he invited himself over to double check the following Tuesday, apparently the blonde's visiting routine. This time his suspicions were fully confirmed by another exchange in the hallway.
"You're sure that Mark is OK with this so often, Sharon?"
"No problem. Really, he likes me having an affair with you."
"Well, he knows me pretty well himself, doesn't he?" was followed by some laughter and a few more goodnight kisses.
It doesn't get much better for someone eager to start gossip that might oust the boss. It was just a matter of waiting for the right time to set the trap. As it turned out, that came the day after Mark had harsh words with him about a marketing campaign.
Now, life was miserable at the office. Mark felt like everybody was laughing behind his back, a cuckold whose wife was having an affair with another woman. He complained that men in his department showed little respect, and the women seemed to treat him with sympathy.
When the gossip reached the boss, she called him in to discuss the matter. They agreed that a new job might be a wise idea.
Unfortunately, there was no time to process any of this story with the Millers because it was time to get ready for the afternoon. A real estate agent would be meeting Tom and Sharon at 2:00 at an abandoned factory for sale along the waterfront. He had the keys to unlock the chained gate. He'd made it clear that he wouldn't wait around in the cold if they weren't on time.
****
Gwen helped Sharon dress for a hot shoot in the cold weather. Gaudy striped woolen stockings up to her knees would add a jaunty look. A knit dress with a zipper down the front would be easy to take off and on again. Furry boots, a woolen scarf, mittens, and a knee-length coat would keep her warm. Sharon didn't look very glamorous as she and Tom left for the afternoon.
A grizzled old real estate agent met them at the locked gate along the high chain-link fencing surrounding the overgrown property. The battered For Sale sign listed his name, Angus MacNaughton. The stolid Scot held his woolen coat at his neck to keep out the wind, while the other hand clasped his tweed cap with ear flaps.
"Damn cold day! And you want to take pictures in this shitty place?"
"I'm looking for some different backgrounds..." Tom began to explain, but was cut off.
"How long you staying? An hour tops, I hope. I have to wait around, you know."
"Probably longer. Maybe an hour and a half?"
"Crikey! We'll all be froze by then!"
"Is the power still on in there? I brought a portable heater to use in the office."
"Yeah. Need it for the alarm system. Get that thing going and I'll wait up there for you," Angus ordered, pointing to the upper level.
"You'll stay then, 'til we're done?"
"Sure. What's the lady here going to do while you're taking pictures?"
"She's going to be in them."
"Well, I hope you two don't freeze to death before you come back."
They all went up into the locked office where Tom plugged in the portable heater. The place still seemed reasonably clean, with some old oak office furniture and a 2018 calendar hanging by one desk. Angus found a padded chair and perched himself in front of the heater.
"Don't be any longer than you need to be," was the last thing he said before Tom and Sharon headed back downstairs carrying camera gear and a portable spotlight.
****
"Right over there by that big gear wheel. Its dim down here, so I'll need to backlight it. Good, that should be enough. It's cold, so we'll work fast. Open your coat and unzip the dress. Now do some 'flashing' poses. Chest out and big smile. Go! Yes. Some more a little different now. That's it."
"Slip the dress off underneath your coat. We'll try those shots again from a different angle showing more of you. You can leave on your mittens and stockings to stay warm," he joked.
Next, they moved to another area where the afternoon sun was filtering through high, dirty windows. The shafts of light carried an illuminated cloud of suspended dust particles, giving an interesting background effect that Tom liked. He'd shoot right across it with Sharon in the foreground.
"I want you nude now, except for the scarf, mittens and stockings. A cutesy photo where you'll make exaggerated poses to give some humour. Hopefully one take and you'll get your coat back on. OK. Ready?"
Sharon's smooth toned skin sharply contrasted with the dark and grimy machinery all around her. And the bold flashes of colour from her accessories stood out against the dim surroundings. Her pussy was visible, so he had her bring some blonde hair across her cheek and turn to look toward the streaming light.
Tom could see that naked Sharon was getting cold, so he fired off a few more shots and got her bundled back into her warm coat. He knew that he already had some excellent shots for a calendar which a client had commissioned.
"Let's try a few more over there by that sitting area. Looks like a spot where the workers might have a smoke or a coffee from their thermos. I'll gather up some of the stuff to make it look like you're a worker taking a break."
Tom was having fun with this, but he wasn't the one taking off his warm coat and standing nude in the cold! He dusted off the rough bench where he wanted to pose Sharon and then gave directions.
"You'll be nude except for the striped stockings in this series. I'm going to have you slouch back on the bench, with one foot on the floor and the back one up on the bench. You'll be totally exposed, so fluff your hair over your cheek, and look out toward the factory floor."



He continued: "I want you to go through some poses where you cup both breasts, and then one. With one, drop the other hand between your legs as if to touch yourself. The look will be sultry for all these. As hot as you can be in the cold."
"No need to bring my nipples up, Tom. They've been straight out since we came down here in the cold!"
They could see their warm breath as a mist, so Tom decided to move the rest of the shoot up to the office with the electric heater. They rushed up the stairs and burst through the door, startling the real estate agent who had dozed off in the warmth.
"Jeez! You done down there already? Time to go now?"
"Too cold. We'll work up here for a while. Hope you don't mind," Tom grinned. "She'll be naked."
"Crikey! Well, take your time. I'm in no rush to go," Angus sputtered.
Sharon looked at his grizzled old face and she had an idea for some fun. The jaunty tweed cap he wore would be an interesting prop after she took off her gaudy striped stockings.
"Angus, would you mind lending me your cap for some pictures?"
Tom set up his spotlight and located an old push broom to clean up where Sharon would pose. It was warm enough now that she removed her stockings and stepped out of her coat. Angus had been watching with interest and when the coat came off, he nearly fell off his chair.
"My god, she's naked underneath. Mercy!! What a body!"
"Lend me your cap now and come here, Tom. Get him a souvenir photo for helping us out today."
Sharon came behind Angus' chair and put on his cap, tilting it to one side. Then she knelt down behind his shoulder, a bare breast peeking over top. Tom got a few pictures, then she came in front of Angus, squatting between his knees, and turned to face the camera.
Most of her was visible, totally naked: her pear-shaped arse, one rounded tit, and her smiling face beneath the funny old cap, right by Angus' crotch.
"This one is for his wife, Tom," Sharon laughed, as he took the picture.
"No, it's for the boys at the pub. She'll never see this one!"
Angus watched with a raging erection as Sharon posed for the next half hour, sometimes wearing his cap, at other times using it to hide part of her face. One particularly hot series featured Sharon stretched out naked across the big oak desk, her head propped up by one elbow and her legs splayed out in front of her.
Tom had Angus sit in the desk chair with his back to the camera, while Sharon lay right in front of him, tits out and legs apart, the old cap covering her open pussy. The Scotsman's eyes were as big as saucers!
"My god. I'll never wear that bloody cap again! I'll frame it and hang it on me wall."
Sharon bundled up and in a few minutes they were on their way out with the agent. As Tom thanked him, Sharon leaned in to kiss his cheek
.
"Won't be washing that spot anymore!" he joked.
****
Back at the apartment, Sharon huddled in front of the gas fireplace with a hot rum toddy. Gwen was with her, knowing that she should get her model to talk some more about the problem the couple was facing, now that her private life was the subject of vicious gossip. It didn't take much to bring out all the feelings which Sharon had been trying so hard to suppress all day.
She was angry with herself for being so indiscreet with Liana. And Mark was furious. He knew the family would need to move to escape the spiraling rumours. The model realized that her eager foray into erotic photography now had her family on the run. She was overwhelmed with worry and guilt.
Gwen worked hard to put a different spin on the whole matter.
"Sharon don't blame yourself for this mess. Didn't Mark join in with you and Liana sometimes? Isn't he is responsible too?"
"But I started it all by having an affair with her."
"I'm sure that he was pestering you about meeting her, if he's a typical guy?"
"Well, yes, he did. Next thing, we were partying with her and her boyfriend. And that led to threesomes with her."
"He was involved in this, then. That was part of the gossip, you say?"
"Yes, that he approved of it, and that we had all been together too."
"This is about a lot more than you and your girlfriend. What a juicy story about the department manager! No wonder it spread like wildfire!" Gwen exclaimed.
"The company manager told him to find another job because he'd violated the company's ethical standards. He has a recruiter searching for management positions here in the capital." Sharon admitted.
"Excellent! There are real benefits to living here. We talked about that before. The biggest one is 'no prying eyes'. Things like posing for erotica; having a bi girlfriend; doing a threesome with your man- people would neither know nor care much here."
"I'd like that. And I wouldn't miss the early morning train trip here every two weeks, either. If Mark can get a decent management job, this could be fine. We could just leave all the shit behind us."
"There are so many businesses here. I'm sure that Mark will have no trouble finding a job like he has now," Gwen assured her.
Sharon was beginning to see their situation more positively and her mood was considerably brighter. She thanked Gwen for helping her and the photographer whispered, "You can thank me later, love."
****
It was almost midnight. The two lovers were pressed together tight, their eager lips sampling the other's soft, smooth skin. Sharon had passed through the gloom surrounding her that morning and now felt lighter, as the weight of guilt lifted. She was going to be sure that her girlfriend knew the depth of her gratitude.
"Gwen, I feel close to you tonight. You're very special to me."
"Sharon, I'm feeling it too. Maybe this is more than just sex?"
Sharon brought her lips to Gwen's tits and kissed her nipples as she caressed her breasts. Soon, the little peaks were deep in her mouth, leaving her lover moaning softly with pleasure. Then Sharon felt Gwen's fingernails brushing down across her body, coming to rest at the top of her pussy. She spread her thighs and waited with anticipation for the woman's fingers to sip into her wet vagina. Sharon didn't have to wait very long.
"Oh fuck," she breathed, "Rub my clit. I really need it tonight."
"Only if you do me too. I'm ready for you," Gwen whispered.
Now their fingers were busy touching and teasing the most sensitive areas. Pressing and moving away; then, returning again in pairs to fuck deep like a man's cock, before rolling against the stimulated and engorged clitoris. It was delicious, intoxicating!
Sharon could feel her heart pounding as intense arousal flooded through her whole body. She was in the zone again- that other world of lustful sex- and her girlfriend Gwen had come along with her this time.
Then they decided that fingers alone were not enough. They would bring their mouths to play too, and take their pleasure up another notch. Sharon lay on her back, while Gwen turned around and came down above her, head right in her crotch, just like they had posed by the mirror in the morning shoot.
Then she spread her legs wide and lowered her wet pussy down to Sharon's hungry mouth. At the other end, Gwen wrapped her arms around spread thighs and launched herself into her lover's juicy pink charms.
There was only one way this could end, and both wanted that. Sharon brought her hands up to open Gwen for total access before kissing and sucking every bit of pink flesh in front of her.
Each time she touched Gwen's swollen clitoris, her lover's thighs clenched together with pleasure. At the same time, Gwen kissed and finger-fucked her lover, drawing a steady stream of passionate moans.
Both women could feel a surge building inside them, one so intense that they might burst with much more stimulation. The powerful chemistry of emotion and raw sex made an explosive combination.
More kissing, more sucking, more touching, more rubbing- every action brought forth more moaning. This couldn't go on much longer. Both wanted it. Sharon needed it badly.
Suddenly, her body began to shake as her muscles pulsated, lifting her pussy up against Gwen's sucking mouth. Still the hostess continued to torture Sharon's clitoris with her lips, causing her to cry out:
"Gwen, Gwen.... Yes.... Yes.... Yes.... Ugh, Ugh.... Aaaaagggghhhh!!!" Then, "No more.... No more.... Stop!"
Then Sharon lay catching her breath, watching her lover, legs wide and finishing herself off. Gwen was already so high that it didn't take long before she began to chant as she pushed her aroused body toward a strong orgasm:
"Ohhhh.... Ohhhh yeah.... fuck... fucK... fuCK!... fUCK!!.. FUCK!!!... Uuggghhhh!!!!"
Afterward, Sharon was awake thinking much more hopefully about the future.
She and Mark could just escape the malicious gossip swirling around them.
The family could start a whole new life in the capital.
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Sex was missing from Vanessa Wordsmith's life in the last year or so. She thought about it a lot, but something inside had died when she caught her husband of ten years with another woman.
He hadn't come home on time, nor had he phoned or texted. The call Vanessa got came from a close girlfriend who waitressed at the steak house. She said that Eric was with a shapely, well-dressed young blonde, whom he was touching intimately right in their booth.
Vanessa knew who it was, having seen her at the company Christmas party. Deidre was Eric's secretary and the two of them were getting over-friendly on the dance floor. Their hands were all over each other as both of them ignored their spouses.
They fought about it later, Vanessa's husband using the drunken defense. But the company Valentines party was pretty much a repeat performance. Vanessa was seething and told Eric in no uncertain terms that he had run out of chances.
She wasn't going to let this pass for the third time, so she immediately drove to the restaurant. Her girlfriend pointed out their booth, and Vanessa circled around from behind. Sure enough, they were pressed tight beside each other, Eric's hand under the woman's skirt. Her hand was cupped over his cock, slowly squeezing and releasing. Their food was mostly untouched.
"You son-of-a-bitch Eric! What the hell is going on here?" Vanessa hissed as she came from the side.
Taken completely by surprise, the offending pair quickly slid apart and tried to appear innocent. People nearby heard her challenge and turned to watch what was happening. Vanessa made that pretty clear with her raised voice.
"This is my husband Eric with his secretary Deidre again. She's married too," Vanessa announced. "I warned you, Eric. Now I'll see you in divorce court, you cheating bastard!"
With that, Vanessa stormed out of the place and headed straight home. Eric returned about an hour later to find his clothes strewn across the front porch. Vanessa had left a couple of empty suitcases and some garbage bags for him.
Eric found all the deadbolts and window locks in place, so he slept at a motel that night. The next day when he was at the office, she had all the locks changed and took half the money from all their bank accounts, before contacting a particularly savage lawyer.
Sex had been missing from Vanessa's life, but she had dumped her cheating husband. There would be no looking back now.
****
Vanessa Wordsmith was a self-confident woman in her early thirties. Attractive and well-educated, she was a popular teacher at the local high school. Her poured herself into her world history classes, spending hours preparing high-interest lessons built around discussion and research. Students flocked to her elective courses for senior students.
Her ex-husband Eric was an accomplished, educated guy too. They met at university and the two of them were inseparable. They married soon after Vanessa had earned her teacher certification. Eric seemed like the perfect husband, always attentive and fun-loving. Between her model husband and her dream career, Vanessa thought she had everything a woman could want. It stayed that way for several years.
Then Eric was afflicted by the 'seven-year-itch' and became restless within the confines of conventional suburban life. They were career people and had taken precautions to remain child free. But, now they moved in opposite directions, with Vanessa talking about balancing motherhood with a teaching career. On the other hand, Eric wanted to 'break out', suggesting they should broaden their active sex life to include others.
Vanessa gradually relented a little to keep him happy. On a vacation to a tropical 'adults only' resort, Vanessa had agreed to sunbathe topless, and ultimately got naked at the 'clothing optional' beach. With her long hair and tall, sexy body, she turned heads. Eric loved the attention she was getting, and in the evenings made sure she dressed seductively for the bar and dancefloor. Other men gaped, but she firmly resisted Eric's hopes to swap partners.
They lived in a large metropolitan city with every kind of entertainment. Vanessa gave in to her husband by occasionally accompanying him to known pickup bars and nightclubs. She couldn't understand why he would want somebody else to have her, and eventually refused to go to these places.
That's when Eric introduced couples' porn at home. At first Vanessa enjoyed it and the hot sex which inevitably followed. But, more and more she could see there was a frequent theme: man shares wife. Eric wanted to watch it, then roleplay it. She didn't enjoy his sex games and eventually suggested marital counselling.
.
There were no more porn movies after that, and considerably diminished sex too. Eric claimed frequent evening meetings, but Vanessa could smell the telltale alcohol and cigarette smoke when he came in late. Sometimes she could smell perfume too. She threw herself into her work, spending long hours crafting her perfect lesson plans. The once-happy couple was slowly drifting apart.
Eric's continuing affair with his secretary Deidre came as no real surprise. Vanessa's network of friends kept her up-to-speed concerning her wayward husband. 'Eric and Deidre' sightings came with increased regularity. The phone call from the steak house was simply the end of a long road downhill.
****
It had been a dozen years since Vanessa Wordsmith lived on her own. The apartment was lovely, with a fine view out across the river, one of those nice old buildings so hard to find. Apparently, her timing was perfect, because the elderly man who had lived there had moved to a retirement home. It needed a good cleaning and painting, but the landlord agreed to finish it before she moved in.
The landlord was long on promises but short on delivery. A superficial cleaning was all that had been done by Vanessa's move-in date and she was understandably angry. The apologetic owner offered to pay for the paint and reduce the first month's rent to compensate for her labour. There really wasn't much she could do. Vanessa certainly didn't want to move in with Eric again!
Vanessa had most of her furniture moved into the middle of the largest two rooms and covered with plastic tarps. Then there was the real cleanup before painting. A couple of teacher friends came to help, and to cheer her up, knowing that divorce had taken her from her nice suburban home.
"Vanessa, I found these old books in the closet. Are they of any use to you, or should we just toss them out?"
"Books? What are they about? Anything interesting?"
"Old history books, I think. Here's a set, 'The Story of Civilization'. Oh my! Eleven volumes. You probably want them, right?"
"Definitely! Maybe I can use them for school. Just pile them in one of those cardboard boxes and I'll take a closer look at them later. Thanks, Marie."
It was just a stack of dusty books left behind by a tired old man going to his final home. Nothing very significant. Marie probably would have just thrown them in a dumpster if it was her choice. But these musty old history books form the basis for this story.
The box sat in the closet for most of the first month after Vanessa took her apartment. It always seemed to be in the way as she painted, and each time the box was moved, a cloud of dust rose from the books. Cleaning off these treasures marked the end of Vanessa's moving, cleaning, and painting. Now she could arrange her furniture and really start to enjoy her new place.
During that first month Vanessa met some of her new neighbours. They were a friendly lot, and most of them knew Old Man Talmann, who had just moved out. They said he kept to himself a lot, but was rather strange. He had a sinister look about him, always dressed in black. They figured that he was either an ex-clergyman, or mourning a wife from years ago.
These people ranged from older 'church ladies' to a pair of heavily-tattooed men who looked like bikers. Vanessa decided to get to know them better by hosting an open house the first Friday night after her work was completed. She slid invitations under the doors along her short hallway and was surprised when a dozen people turned up.
Vanessa hoped her get-together would go well. But there were a few characters whom she regretted inviting into her apartment. One man stared at her chest all night. He just couldn't seem to look Vanessa in the eye when she chatted with a group around him.
A pair of brothers, who seemed like a shiftless drunks, quickly downed most of the beer. Fortunately, the two bikers went back to their apartment and returned with more supplies. The superintendent dropped in without an invitation, but he seemed like an alright guy who could take charge if necessary.
The next day Vanessa cleaned up and relaxed before her girlfriend Marie came for afternoon coffee. Both of them knew that she was there for moral support, a good friend helping someone get off on the right foot. But, she did have a little bit of news that she thought Vanessa might appreciate.
"Guess what happened to Eric the other day, Vanessa," she teased.
"He got into a serious traffic accident, right? Or, he fell off the bridge," Vanessa replied sarcastically.
"Almost as bad. Deidre's husband Frank punched his lights out. Decked him. He was arrested, but said that it would be worth anything that the law could do to him."
"Remind me to shake Frank's hand. I'm still pretty bitter about the whole thing."
Marie didn't really want to get into anything too deep about the divorce so she changed the topic.
"Hey, have you read any of those old books yet?"
"You know, I almost forgot about them lately. Thanks, I'll take a closer look, maybe tonight?"
And she did. After supper on Saturday, Vanessa dragged the box out of the closet and began to read. She loved history and the box was a treasure trove. Vanessa completely lost track of time as she devoured page after musty page, starting with the Civilization series which Marie first noticed when she found the box. She read stories about the ancient past:
"....A new freedom was breaking down the old ways and the ancient family discipline. Roman women now moved about almost as freely as men. They dressed in sheer silks from India and China, and ransacked Asia for their perfumes and jewelry. Marriage vows were broken and women divorced their husbands as readily as men their wives. They played, they sang, and they danced...."
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 3, Simon and Schuster, 1944, in 'The New Woman', p. 134.]
The last words Vanessa read echoed in her mind and she became totally transfixed by them. They seemed to spin off the page right before her eyes, drawing her away into another world.
"They played. They sang. They danced....
They played.... They sang.... They.... danced....
They played..... They..... sang.....
They played......... They.............."
The Power of Words from the old book acted as a magical spell which took control of Vanessa's mind, transporting her to another time and place. It was like she was hypnotized and placed in a Roman banquet room. She was a different woman with the same name, living in a realm somewhere between reality and fantasy.
****
The next morning, Sunday, Vanessa Wordsmith slept very late. She felt groggy as she lay in bed, far worse than a little wine she'd consumed while reading. Beside the bed was the empty bottle- she'd finished the whole thing! As she staggered toward the bathroom, Vanessa felt that her leg was wet and her pussy seemed soaked. Was that cum running down her leg?
Vanessa sat down on the toilet as much to steady herself as anything. Her legs felt weak and as she rested, she sensed a steady stream of creamy fluid draining from her. She touched her labia and found that her pussy felt rather swollen and sore. And her arse hurt. A check showed that fluid was leaking from that orifice too.
She tried hard to piece together the events of the past evening. After supper she had pulled the box of old books out and leafed through some of them. Vanessa remembered settling on Rome and reading about society during Imperial times. Feasting and drinking was a predominant theme in one section she recalled.
Feasting and drinking and... decadence! Vanessa had stopped to ponder what it might have been like to live then. She imagined herself attending an opulent feast clad in a flowing gown with sandals and little else but her jewels. Her mind drifted away in thought after she looked up from the page to pour herself another glass of wine. Then an unusual feeling had overtaken her, surrounding Vanessa in the laughter and music of a Roman banquet room.
She was half reclining on a cot with many pillows, her silky gown up across her hips, sinfully gaping above the single cord at the waist. Vanessa's beautiful tits were almost spilling out, entirely visible except for her nipples. Men surrounded her, feeding her grapes and refilling her wineglass to the brim. They wore togas, shorter than her gown, displaying their bronzed bodies beneath. The atmosphere in the room was charged with sexual energy.
The Power of Words in the old book had time-shifted Vanessa to another era. Her deep love of history had combined with what she read to bring it alive in her controlled mind. The feasting and drinking, her clothing, and the handsome men flocking around her became real. And the party was only just beginning.
One of the men looked familiar to Vanessa. She could swear that she had seen him very recently. More than once she saw his eyes staring into the gaping neck of her loose gown. But this was ancient Rome and his focus on her tits didn't disturb Vanessa. In fact, she regarded it as a compliment and shifted her body to offer more of her mounded flesh to his eyes.
Just then a half-naked servant girl bent down offer her a selection of dried fruit from a tray. She waved her away, more intent on conversation with the attentive men around her.
"Vanessa, who will pleasure you tonight? Will it be me?" one of them fervently asked.
"Why should I enjoy one when there are so many fine men here tonight?" she heard herself reply with a laugh.
"Yes. We can all pleasure you if you will permit it."
"More wine, Marcus, while I consider your proposal. How many of you will take me this evening?"
As she looked at the half dozen or so young men surrounding her, Vanessa could see that every one of them was eager and willing. She recalled that during the last feast she attended, four strong lovers had been equal to the task. But six might be another matter? Still, Vanessa remembered how absolutely marvelous it felt to be completely filled in every opening at the same time.
"Yes, I will take pleasure with all of you this night. You may all enjoy me, but you must not all try to enter me at once. The others will follow when the first have filled me. Do you agree?"
"When will we begin this?" the one constantly staring at her chest asked.
"When I am in the mood. And for that I need more wine and more music. Talk to me. Tell me what you will do with my body when I am ready."
"I will thrust my cock deeper inside your cunt than any other," one bragged.
"My cock will reach your throat and fill it with my cum," claimed a second.
"I will push mine deep into your bowels and unleash a torrent of my seed," another promised, as the six men tried to outdo each other with their sexual prowess.
"We shall see. Perform as you claim and I will be most pleased," Vanessa replied.
During the next hour or so, Vanessa's six young men plied her with wine and promises of sex beyond anything she had ever experienced before. She felt herself increasingly aroused by the thought of so much fucking in one night.
In the real world, Vanessa hadn't been taken in a year! Now it seemed she would begin to make up for it in short order. Six men... and all in one night! The thought was as intoxicating as the drink they poured for her.
Now she was ready. But first she must torment her suitors with her beautiful body. She had anticipated at least a pair of lovers for the evening and spent hours in preparation. Her servant girls had bathed her in warm water, naked with her in the heated pool. One had carefully trimmed her pubic curls to a tiny fluff above her labia, while another massaged her neck and breasts.
Then, as she lay on her stomach, legs spread, her favourite girl had worked warm scented oil first into her vagina and then her anus. Lubricated by the warm oils, her small hand gradually worked into both channels, slowly stretching them for the big cocks which would come that evening..
This treatment left Vanessa in a highly charged state. She dismissed all but her favourite girl and beckoned her to the cushions to love her. The servant girl was well practiced in the art of pleasuring her mistress and was always eager for the delicious task.
Her lips kissed and sucked Vanessa's nipples into sizeable peaks, leaving the woman moaning with desire. Then the girl lowered herself to her mistress' pussy and slowly delivered a pulsating orgasm which left Vanessa spread naked on her back and gasping for quite some time. Thus prepared, she was ready for the banquet.
****
Vanessa Wordsmith slowly loosened the tie on her long gown, tossing her shoulders a bit to bring the material down to her elbows. Now her magnificent tits were displayed for all of her men. Her nipples were at attention with her excitement as she relished the thought of all she was about to enjoy.
Then she lay back and undid the tie, pushing the silky material off her thighs to show them her carefully manicured pussy. Vanessa spread her long legs and tilted her pelvis up to be sure they could see how open and eager she was for their mutual pleasure.
Her heart was pounding as the pack of hungry wolves circled, devoured her pristine naked flesh with their eyes. She boldly looked from one to the next, giving each man a sultry stare, a challenge to show what he could do after the earlier bragging.
Vanessa could see that the toga of every man was tented up with their erections, giving her a sense of power that each one wanted to have her. They all would. She had told them that, and with her preparation that afternoon, she was entirely willing to give and receive sensual pleasure.
"Who will be the first among you to have me?" Vanessa asked, widening her legs with invitation. "The others may kiss and suck at will. Come! Take me!"
The one who had stared at her tits dropped down beside Vanessa and sucked a nipple deep into his mouth. Then two brothers descended on her, one taking the other tit and the older one pushing his firm cock into her open mouth.
A big man decorated with extensive designs on his body came between her raised knees and slowly slid his very large cock to her depths, letting out long sigh as he touched bottom. In this missionary position, Vanessa's arms could easily reach up to stroke the other two, one on each side of her. All six of her men could be enjoyed at once.
It felt stimulating to be so desired! Vanessa greedily sucked the rod in her mouth, running her tongue around the helmet to maximize the cocksman's pleasure. It seemed every bit as large as the swollen members which filled her moving hands, their owners thrusting hips forward as she stroked.
Her tits were squeezed and sucked by men who certainly knew how to please a woman with their mouths. However, Vanessa did wince as she felt teeth on her tender flesh. The plunging cock between her spread legs was immensely pleasing, and with more fevered movement, the big man groaned and unleashed a flood of sperm into her vagina! One man down.
Then she felt strong arms lifting her from her back and turning her to her knees. The man formerly in her mouth came from behind, while a tattooed hulk took his place between her sucking lips. Two others lay beneath Vanessa's body, tasting her pointed nipples and milking her tits with their large hands. Her skin tingled with excitement.



A stiff cock slid into her stretched anus, passed the muscular constriction and descended to her depths. By the love goddess Venus, it felt amazing to be so fully stretched and packed back there! In reality, this was Vanessa's first time. Her virgin arse was being strenuously worked over by an ancient Roman.
Vanessa sucked eagerly on the cock pushing into her mouth while her anus thrilled to a powerful pounding from the muscular man behind her. Her naked body glistened in the flickering candlelight and soon other couples and clusters of lovers reclined close by to have sex. Vanessa had become the hub of an orgy.
Lustful thoughts swept over her while they fucked her arse and mouth with such expertise. That they had enjoyed women before was obvious from the way they skillfully stroked in rhythm to ensure her maximum pleasure. She was loving the deep thrusts into her ass and pushed back with each one. Soon the speed and power of that cock increased, ending in a frenzy of groaning as it unleashed into Vanessa's bowels. Two men down.
Now strong arms rolled her over again so that she lay on her back atop the one who'd been in her mouth. His engorged member quickly entered her arse, blocking the recent deposit from escaping. Another came between Vanessa's spread legs and thrust into her slick vagina. A third knelt beside her head and fed her his raging cock. The fourth- the one with the breast fixation- continued to squeeze, suck and nibble on both tits.
Vanessa's lovely body was now completely claimed by eager studs plunging as deeply as possible into every hole. She had surrendered herself to the sheer carnal pleasure of being fucked like this while so many watched! Vanessa was buried in men and plugged with their hard meat. Surely no other woman had been fucked so thoroughly, so well!
The men sandwiching Vanessa grunted their own enjoyment, plunging into her slippery orifices with complete abandon. The strong man below was able to raise her lithe body and pull it down against his groin with each upward thrust. She moaned around the cock in her throat each time. He couldn't last much longer and neither could she.
Vanessa's first orgasm gripped her body hard, squeezing the two cocks buried deep inside her. As she clenched and bucked in ecstasy, first one, then the other unleashed torrents of ejaculate into her frenzied body. Four men down.
More strong arms lifted Vanessa onto all fours while a waiting lover slid beneath her and pulled her down onto his erect cock. Her straightened arms found it hard to support herself after so much exertion, but she knew there were only two more men to satisfy this long night.
She instinctively curled her pelvis down to ease the entry of the final penis into her leaking arse. In no time both men were fucking the Hades out of her fine body. Her head hung as they vigorously ploughed into her sodden depths, while she mustered her last bit of strength for more sport. By now, she was tiring.
Vanessa's cries of pleasure echoed through the chamber, and the smell of raw sex rose from her plundered flesh. Surely the best had been saved for last, because these two seemed to fill her more than all the others. Perhaps it was simply because the past hour had left her swollen from such hard use?
But the intense stimulation felt incredible, and Vanessa knew that soon she would be coming hard as these skilled men drove her higher and higher.
Moans of ecstasy turned to a wavering, gasping wail as she gathered her last ounce of strength to push against the steady rhythm set by her lovers. Their grunts of hard exertion matched her volume in a rising crescendo of sex. First one man, then the other pumped their fertile seed into Vanessa's bouncing body. One... two... three... four... five... six times their jets of fluid blasted into her, but still she kept on lurching, wailing.
Finally, in a massive explosion of sensation, Vanessa's tortured body completely lost control. The sounds of her orgasm echoed across the sex-reeking orgy chamber. She ground hard against her last two flagging lovers, her body literally milking their receding cocks of every drop of remaining cum. For another full minute she moved against them before she came to rest. Six men and one woman down.
****
Vanessa Wordsmith now sat at her kitchen table with a second cup of coffee. She had thought back through her intensely sexual dream in great detail, but she was as confused as ever. If this had been a dream, why did all signs point to her having been fucked like never before? Her pussy and her ass both felt stretched and raw.
Her neck was stiff and her jaw hurt when she turned her head. Vanessa's nipples both felt tender too, and a closer inspection in the shower had showed what looked like little bites on the underside of one tit. And, what had happened to most of her pubic hair? She had no recollection of having shaved it back.
As her hangover began to lift, it was gradually replaced by a satisfied contentment. She hadn't experienced that blissful 'just fucked' euphoria for a long time. Her body was sore, but her spirit felt more alive than it had been for the past year. She felt fulfilled, with memories of half a dozen men pounding into her willing body.
What had happened last night? Of course, it must have been a dream, perhaps a product of the drunken stupor she felt on first awakening. But how could a dream leave her filled with cum and marked by the little aches and pains of her intense prolonged exertion?
And where did the physical evidence come from- the shaven pubic hair and the little bites beneath her breast? She carefully checked her doors and windows to find that there had been no forced entry overnight. Vanessa could make no sense of it. How could this have happened, if it did at all?
By lunchtime she set off for the pharmacy. The first order of business was a morning-after pill, just in case all this was somehow real. Then as an added precaution, Vanessa acquired a dial of birth control pills. There was no explaining what had happened to her, but a part of her secretly hoped that it would again. Her strange experience had been immensely pleasurable.
On the way from the parking lot to the apartment, Vanessa encountered the two brothers who had guzzled most of the beer at her open house. They were extremely friendly, enquiring how she felt today, smiling broadly and scanning her fine body behind their sunglasses. They seemed eager to talk, almost as if they were the closest of friends. When she finally eased herself away, they expressed a hope that they'd see her again soon.
Vanessa shared the elevator to her floor with the breast man. Like before, he made her uncomfortable by staring at her tits, scarcely taking his eyes off them. But, he spoke to her too, wishing her a good afternoon in the most pleasant terms as they exited the elevator, before going opposite ways to their apartments.
She wondered why everyone seemed so friendly and eager to engage her in conversation today, but chalked it up to having hosted them on Friday at her open house.
That afternoon, Vanessa went out onto her balcony overlooking the river. She heard her name being called and looked next door to see the two burly tattooed men waving their greetings. The one closest to her came to his railing, perhaps three metres away. He too enquired about her well-being and expressed how much they had enjoyed being with her recently.
"You mean Friday night at my open house? Thank you so much for bringing me some more beer," she added in reply.
"Yes, that's it. And I must say that you are looking very good today, Vanessa. It was great to spend time with you!" he added enthusiastically, which left her wondering if there was some deeper meaning to what he had just said.
But, she just let it pass. "Thank you. I think that I am going to like living here. Everybody is so friendly!"
"Yes, we are going to be excellent neighbours, Vanessa," the second man spoke and smiled broadly.
****
That evening, Vanessa Wordsmith was busy with her history lessons. She decided that her senior students might like to learn more about the Roman empire. She had those excellent reference books discarded in the apartment closet to work from. Perhaps the students would find the time period as interesting as she did? Her first lessons fell into place quickly. In fact, she soon had outlined enough material to take her through the coming school week.
By ten o'clock, Vanessa was in bed getting the rest she would need to start the work week. But around midnight her sleep was disturbed- a dark form took shape in her mind. Then a stooped figure in a black cloak emerged, its face hidden by the shadow of a large hood. It stared straight at her and held forward a thick old book.
"Know the power of words! You must read the book! Do it again and again!" the figure commanded in a croaking voice older than time itself.
Then both the sinister shape, and the book it held, faded back into the shadows.
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Vanessa Wordsmith frequently thought about her recent mysterious sexual experiences. They were real and they weren't. She just couldn't be sure.
Six virile Roman studs had used her beyond all endurance as she lay open to them in an ancient orgy chamber, surrounded by people watching them. She gave these men every part of his lovely body for their unrestrained pleasure- and all at the same time too!
Vanessa ached from over-use all the following day, and she saw tiny bite marks on the underside of one breast. Her pubic hair had been reduced to a little fluff. Two orifices had been stretched to unusual size and were tender to the touch. There could be no doubt that she had been used long and hard that night.
But, how could this have happened? In fact, had it really happened at all? She had spent the whole evening by herself, drinking wine and reading an old book about Roman history. No-one else had visited the apartment and there were no signs of forced entry. But there definitely was cum. A lot of it.
Vanessa had no idea what had taken place, but all week long she felt an inner contentment. Real or imagined, her prolonged sex had been amazing and it more than made up for what she had gone without the past year. She sometimes smiled at the very thought of all those men, then remembered her strange dream.
"Know the Power of Words. Read the book! Do it again and again!" the shadowy figure had commanded.
Later that week, Vanessa decided that she must read the book some more. But not until the weekend in case she embarked on another wild adventure like before.
****
Vanessa Wordsmith was an early-thirties divorcee, an attractive woman now living on her own. Until recently, her sex life was behind her. Her husband's infidelity had deadened her desire for some time while she dealt with the loss of her once-happy life. To compensate, she threw herself into her history lessons with renewed vigor, aiming to draw her senior students into a true understanding of the past.
She had found a lovely apartment in an older building along the river, a coveted location. Her unit was recently vacated by a mysterious old man, shipped off to a seniors' home. He had left behind a stack of dusty old history books in a closet. Vanessa's friend Marie found them while they cleaned the place and Vanessa saved them from the dumpster.
After cleaning and painting her new home, Vanessa had invited her hallway neighbours to an open house. She didn't relish living isolated from people so close by. Some older women and a range of different men turned up, making themselves quite comfortable.
Later, after her strange evening at a Roman orgy, the men on her floor seemed particularly friendly. They must have enjoyed meeting Vanessa at her open house. Or was there another reason?
The following week at school, Ms. Wordsmith's lessons about Roman history and society were a big hit with her students. They learned about the beginnings of Rome by two brothers, Romulus and Remus who had been raised by a she-wolf. They compared maps showing the extent of the expanding empire and saw the network of good roads used to control conquered lands. But Roman society seemed to interest the students most:
"Ms. Wordsmith, is it true that rich people had banquets where they ate too much, then made themselves vomit, just so they could start all over again?"
"Yes, the conquered empire sent money and goods of every kind to Rome in tribute. Merchants, generals, politicians, and the nobility lead lives of great excess."
"And is it true that at these banquets they had other kinds of excess too?" somebody asked.
The class laughed and stared at the teacher to hear how she would handle this obvious reference to sexual orgies. She hesitated a bit to gather her thoughts, being careful what she would say next.
"Yes, I've read history books which describe their elaborate parties in considerable detail. I know that excesses of every kind took place."
It seemed to Vanessa that she had enjoyed such 'excesses' herself the previous weekend. More students had questions, indicating that this topic had triggered a lot of interest. Quite understandable.
"OK, just one more question about this. Joanna."
"Miss, if we went back there in time, would we be shocked by what we might see at these parties? It sounds like they would be pretty wild, right?"
More laughter and renewed focus on the teacher to see what she would say. She surprised them with her frank answer.
"I don't know what your own parties are like, and I don't want you to tell me either." Vanessa paused while the class laughed at Joanna's expense, then continued.
"But I hope you would be shocked by what you might see at a Roman party. They would be wild, everything imaginable. Believe me. But that is all I'm going to say about it. For more information you'll have to go to the history books yourself."
From her recent real-unreal experience, she could have said so much more in answer to the question. Six studs on one willing woman. Cocks in every orifice, sometimes all three at once. Voyeurs and exhibitionists all around the chamber. Multiple orgasms for the lucky woman at the centre of it all. Yes, Vanessa could have said so much more- but it would very likely have cost her a career. She would have to keep these thoughts to herself.
****
The extreme friendliness of Vanessa's Wordsmiths' neighbours at the apartment continued unabated. Constant greetings and health enquires seemed to come her way every time she went out. Sometimes it was a bit too much, this lack of privacy. Maybe it wasn't such a good idea to have hosted that informal open house a week before.
When she arrived home from school on Thursday, Vanessa found a white envelope on the floor just inside her apartment. It was an invitation to a little party next door. The two burly tattooed men, their names were Mick and Jerry, wanted her to meet some of their friends on Friday, 'anytime after supper.' Apparently, they were returning her invitation to them the prior week. Such friendly neighbours!
There wasn't much information other than that in the note, so Vanessa decided to go to the party casually dressed- jeans and a sweater would do. As she examined herself in the hall mirror before leaving, she was pleased with what she saw: a tall, long- haired brunette with a great figure. The jeans hugged her hourglass hips, and the tight, high-necked sweater caressed her ample breasts. She liked a little bling, so included a silver chain and pendant which nestled between those lovely mounds.
She brought beer, and chuckled to herself as she remembered the old joke:
"How should a woman dress for a man's party?"
"Just show up naked! And bring beer!"
Vanessa had no plans to get naked at a party right next door. But, maybe she would do that when she read from the old book later in the weekend?
She knocked and was met by a blast of music as the door swung open. Stepping inside, Vanessa saw everyone's eyes turned her way. Mick lowered the volume and introduced her as "that great new neighbour I've been telling you all about." Then it seemed that everybody wanted to talk to her at once.
Vanessa quickly noticed that there were only a couple of women there, as well as most of the guys from the hallway, and another group she'd never seen before.
For a while Vanessa was the centre of attention, until she managed to move to one corner to chat with hosts Mick and Jerry. They stood very close to her and Mick looped his arm around her waist as he leaned closer to talk over the music. It was fine. She knew these two.
"Who are all these people? I know a few from the building, but not the others," Vanessa asked.
"Mostly friends from the club, and a couple of their old ladies."
"What kind of club? Do you guys play football or something?" A good guess because they were big men. Both of them laughed.
"No, it's motorcycles. We all ride together," Jerry corrected her, draping an arm around her shoulder to talk into her ear.
Vanessa looked around the room and noticed a lot of tattooed arms, even the women. And some guys were wearing the colours, big club emblems emblazoning vests and shirts. There were plenty of beards and long hair around the room. This was definitely not a collection of bank executives! Vanessa remarked to herself that it looked more like a horde of barbarians from Roman times.
People were very nice. Oh, the language was pretty rough sometimes, but everybody seemed to want to say hello to Vanessa, and they all pulled her close as they spoke- even the women. Sure, a few of the men and one striking blonde woman got a hand very close to her breasts or down at the top of her arse, but it was probably just accidental, right?
Vanessa had never met this type of people before, not in the orderly suburban world she had left behind after her divorce. Mick and Jerry's friends seemed wild and free in their outlook. Some even suggested that she should ride with them next time they went out cruising. At the time the idea appealed to Vanessa because she had never been on a motorcycle.
Later, something happened which took Vanessa completely by surprise. She was chatting with the tall blonde woman, who suggested they go into the little kitchen area where it wasn't as noisy. She backed Vanessa up to the counter and came closer to talk. Very close- pelvis to pelvis, in fact. Vanessa noticed a very slutty look in her eyes.
"Mick and Jerry told me a lot about you. They talked on and on."
"Really. I just met them last week at an open-house I held to meet my neighbours."
"Oh, I heard about that too." Then she hesitated before continuing. "I've been noticing you tonight, you know. So friendly and sexy with all the guys. They like you, but I'm wondering about something else."
"What's that?"
"Do you go with girls too? Because we could go down the hall to the bedroom right now. I'd like to fuck with you. How about it?"
"No thanks. I've never done that and I don't want to star..." Vanessa replied with surprise before the woman cut her off.
"Well, let me be your first, baby. You won't regret it. We'd be so hot together that you wouldn't waste time with these men anymore. C'mon. Let's go fuck now."
"Absolutely not!" And she was firm about that.
Right after that, Vanessa said her goodbyes to the hosts and went home. Coming back into her own apartment, she quickly locked the door and inserted the deadbolt. That blonde bitch had ruined the party for her, and now she felt a bit uneasy. Maybe she'd take that old book out now and do some reading to calm herself? Yes, that seemed like a good way to lose the bad feeling.
****
The Power of Words soon carried Vanessa Wordsmith away to another time. But, her reading would bring no peace because she found herself caught in the turmoil of barbarians invading her city.
.... "For four days Rome was surrendered to pillage; Christian churches were spared, but all surviving treasures of the temples were taken to the Vandal galleys; the gold tables, seven-branched candlesticks, and other sacred vessels. Thousands of captives were enslaved; husbands were separated from wives, parents from children. All in all, this sack of Rome was no indiscriminate vandalism, but quite in accord with the ancient laws of war...."
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 4, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1949, in 'The Triumph of the Barbarians', p. 41.]
The powerful words at the beginning of the passage spun through Vanessa's agitated thoughts as they settled into her brain.
"For four days Rome was surrendered to pillage....
For four days... Rome was surrendered... to....
For four days..... Rome was surrender......
For four days..... Rome........... "
The whirling words on the page steadily took control of her mind, setting her into a numbing trance. Far from putting her at peace, a chill went through Vanessa as she read about the invasion of Rome. She could feel the fear of Roman citizens as the barbarian hordes entered the city, searching for treasure of all kinds. As she continued to read the words, she began to hear the chaos in the streets mixed with the shouts of alarm among her servant girls. She could feel the presence of the hordes close by.
And then they were breaking down the gate and pouring into the garden between the outer wall and the villa itself. Peeking through the window opening, Vanessa could see about a half dozen intruders, fearsome-looking unshaven men with wild hair and beards. Their clothing was leather, studded with metal to protect them in battle. They carried long daggers in one hand, a small shield in the other.
Soon they could be heard smashing down the door and bursting into Vanessa's home. By now she had hidden with her servants in the deepest recesses of the cool cellar, behind foods being stored. The barbarians knew where to look for them, and all were dragged up into the banquet room. A much different scene began to unfold from the last time Vanessa was in a Roman banquet hall.
"What booty have you found? Show me! Strip them!" the leader commanded.
Vanessa was stunned to hear a woman's voice and saw long blonde hair streaming down over her leather tunic. The leader was a woman! At her command, all four of them were stripped bare and stood cowering in their nakedness.
"Stand straight! Arms by your side. Let's see what we have here," she barked, bringing Vanessa and her three servant girls to attention.
They sought a measure of protection by backing against each other, in a little circle. The barbarians moved around them, reaching out to squeeze a full breast or scoop fingers between pink flesh, as if they were choosing ripe fruit at the market. The four women were entirely vulnerable and feared what they expected next.
"Who will take one for his own, his property?" the blonde called out. "Let him choose. That one is for me," and she pointed to Vanessa.
The three servant girls were immediately selected, apparently by the higher-ranked invaders. They were bound by the wrists and tied to pillars in the room. They were now the property of the chooser and would not be available to the other men. That left Vanessa alone and naked, again surrounded by the horde. What would be her fate?
"I will use this one. Then the rest of you can fuck her as you like. Roman bitch!" the blonde woman spat on the floor in derision. "We shall see if you still think yourself better after we finish with you. Leave me with her. You, guard us. The rest, go take what is now yours."
While the guard pushed Vanessa to the cot and pillows, the barbarian leader tore off most of her own clothing, then jumped onto her prisoner. Pinning her naked body down, the blonde forced her tongue into Vanessa's mouth, and roughly grasped at her breasts with one hand while the other held the prisoner's hands above her head. There was no escaping her brute strength.
"Guard, help me. Hold her arms above her head so I can have all of her. Quick, man!" the leader commanded.
Now the woman lowered her head to Vanessa's tits and vigorously worked at her nipples with her mouth. One hand grasped her breasts while the other came between her captive's legs, searching between the pink flesh. First one, then two fingers were roughly shoved deep into her vagina, then fucked her like a man's cock.
Vanessa cried out for rescue, but she knew none would come. The men had rushed out to stop the horde and never returned. They were probably dead.
Then the blonde lowered herself again, this time with her mouth joining her fingers at Vanessa's bare pussy. One strong arm across the stomach pushed her down while the guard held her wrists. The finger-fucking was joined by intense sucking at the most sensitive spot, and despite her fear and hatred for her assailant, Vanessa could feel a heat arising from within. She stopped struggling, resigned to her fate.
From across the room Vanessa could hear the cries of her servant girls as these brutes roughly claimed them with their cocks. They knew that they'd be carried off, never to return to Rome, if they survived their grim fate. Like them, Vanessa held on to the will to live- nothing else was more important right now.
The blonde continued to use Vanessa's body for sport, working it over with her hands and mouth. All the while, she called her captive degrading names, like 'slut', and 'bitch', and 'whore'. Then, apparently tired of her plaything for the time being, she called out orders to her men.
"The rest of you. Do with her as you wish. But no harm. Then bring her to the ship for my pleasure later. She is ready for your cocks now."
The invaders rushed toward Vanessa and roughly pulled her to her feet, dragging her to a pillar close to her crying servant girls, themselves already violated by their new owners. They were claimed property now, and Vanessa belonged to the blonde leader. They bound her hands together tightly with a leather strip and looped it loosely around the pillar. Then they pushed her down to the floor to use her body for their own satisfaction.
****
The following morning Vanessa Wordsmith lay in bed wondering what had happened to her the night before. Her body ached everywhere, and her wrists were red and raw. She was naked and her body reeked of sex as creamy fluids seeped from her orifices. There was a wretched stale taste in her mouth. This had all happened again after reading from the old book.
Vanessa couldn't understand what was going on the past two weekends. Both mornings showed the same indications of intense sexual activity, yet she had been locked securely in her apartment with no visitors of whom she was aware. Everything was closed up, yet someone, probably multiple people, had used every part of her. It was so strange.
She had been to a party next door the previous evening. Had something happened there that might account for her present condition? She was introduced to several of Mick and Jerry's motorcycle club friends and although some had been a bit 'touchy' with her, nothing had happened. Then she remembered how the blonde biker bitch had come on to her. But she knew she had quickly left the party after that.
At home, Vanessa had prepared for bed, then settled in to read from an old book left behind by old Mr. Talmann. She recalled feeling the fear that the passages she was reading instilled in her. Then it suddenly seemed to be real, as if she was there in the midst of barbarians invading her undefended Roman villa.
But how could this possibly be real? There was no denying that she had been roughly used for sex sometime during the night. There was plenty of physical evidence for that. But how and by whom? Vanessa recalled that the barbarian leader who assaulted her was a tall blonde, like the biker who had propositioned her at the party. Was that woman somehow connected to her condition this morning?
Vanessa took a long, hot shower to wash away the evidence of night before. She couldn't help but notice how much she had been stretched and filled with fluids. There were small bruises on her hips, probably left by fingers gripping hard from behind during rough sex. Her nipples felt very tender too. The hot water slowly began to ease the little aches and pains.
Her mind wandered back to the night before. In her apparent dream, the barbarians had tied her hands and secured her to a pillar naked before they had their way with her. One burly, tattooed man rudely pushed his big cock into her mouth and ordered her to suck, while the other pushed her legs apart to take her by force.
When she resisted, the big man swore and slapped her thigh so hard that the skin stung. It was still red in the morning. Soon, he was penetrating her, while the others urged him on.
Vanessa could see there was no point in resistance. These barbarous men and their blonde leader had no respect for Roman women, especially not one like her, a lady of wealth and taste. They meant only to degrade her, to make her less than them. Tied and at their mercy, her best defense seemed to be co-operation to avoid harm.



Her mouth was stuffed with one fat cock and her pussy with another, both men holding her tightly and pushing hard. There were two brothers there in addition to the big men with inky designs on their bodies, The younger one grabbed at her breasts and roughly pulled at her nipples, while the older went for her arse. Hands tied, Vanessa was powerless to stop them.
All at once, she felt herself choking. The big man in her mouth was coming, shouting as he spurted great gobs of sperm into her throat. She wanted to spit it back at him but feared the consequences and meekly swallowed it. But there was no respite because immediately, the older of the two brothers took his place.
The other big man pumped Vanessa relentlessly like a machine, pistoning in and out of her wet vagina from the front. His thick, hairy body and scraggly beard were repulsive to her, but she lay there and took the man out of fear. She could hear his breathing coming harder and his thrusts deeper, and hoped that he soon would be finished. Shortly afterward his back arched higher and he erupted inside her body.
The two brothers then lifted Vanessa to her knees and the older one rammed his stiff cock into her from behind. His entry was sudden and forced: however, she was already stretched and thoroughly lubricated, so there was no pain. At the same time, the other one stood in front of Vanessa and pressed his cock between her lips. If she could bear these two men, her ordeal might soon be over.
Vanessa could feel the man behind her grasping her hips tightly, pinching her flesh with his thick fingers as he thrust into her. At the same time, the younger brother was grasping her head as he forced his cock to the top of her throat. Eventually they set up a co-ordinated rhythm and Vanessa felt herself moving with it to maximize her comfort, not her pleasure. The man in her mouth didn't last very much longer.
Now there was just one more barbarian to satisfy. Vanessa began to push her body firmly back against his strong thrusts to help move things along quicker. But, he was a skilled cocksman and was not to be hurried. He would take as much pleasure from this as he could. His movements were paced and persistent.
Despite herself, Vanessa found his motion quite stimulating. His deep pushing was dragging the base of his fat cock across her protruding clitoris with each stroke. The man knew what he was doing.
Both were breathing hard with exertion as the last barbarian slowly worked his way to a peak. And Vanessa found herself increasingly stimulated as he took her along for the ride. Finally, he was there, pounding hard against her as he sent quick blasts of his seed deep into her unwilling body. Then he released his tight grip on her hips and pushed her forward, shouting:
"Take her, Sally. The Roman bitch is yours now!"
The memory of her final assailant brought Vanessa back to connections from the night before.
"Sally!" she thought. "That was the blonde who propositioned me at the party. And there were two brothers there too, maybe the same ones who drank all the beer at my open house. The bearded and tattooed pair might be Mick and Jerry from next door, or else some of their biker friends?"
But had she just dreamt about the awful scene, or had she actually been violated by them? Vanessa didn't know.
****
On Saturday afternoon, Vanessa Wordsmith went out to her balcony to think some more on the events of the past two weekends. She had been drinking coffee almost continuously since her shower, rolling facts and theories around in her brain. That's when Mick and Jerry came onto their balcony, two people Vanessa didn't really want to see.
"We're sorry that you left the party so soon. What happened? Something wrong?" Mick asked.
"Yes, that blonde came on to me out in the kitchen. I didn't like it." Vanessa replied curtly.
"Yeah, Sally goes both ways and I guess she liked you. Can't say that we blame her. We all do, you know," Jerry commented, smiling broadly.
Vanessa didn't say anything, taking some time to think about Jerry's meaning. Why did everybody like her? Was it because she had invited them to her open house, or was there something more there? The same men, her neighbours, had figured prominently in both of her Roman dreams. Did they like her because they were somehow fucking her? Somebody was, and these two were prime suspects.
"Look you guys, I'm beginning to regret having that open house. I've been having these awful dreams and they seem to include people I met there," she admitted.
"I'd like to be in your dreams, Vanessa. Count me in," Jerry joked, grinning at her.
"Both of you already are," Vanessa blurted out, without thinking.
"Really! Anything you'd like to tell us about?" They looked at each other in a knowing sort of way.
"No, I wouldn't. Some dreams were good and some weren't. That's all I'm going to say."
"Uh... were they sex dreams? You can at least tell us that much," Jerry coaxed.
"I won't give you the pleasure of knowing," Vanessa replied, her anger growing.
"Oh I'm sure you could give us lots of pleasure, Vanessa," he teased.
"Stop it. I'm finished talking to you two. Don't bother me again!"
Vanessa turned her back and went inside, slamming the door behind her. They were baiting her and their teasing about sex and pleasure made her very uneasy. Were the two of them telegraphing her suspicions that they were somehow using her sexually? She had no idea how they could be doing this, but somebody certainly was.
****
Vanessa Wordsmith kept pretty much to herself for the rest of the weekend. She went back to the box of books to research the fall of Rome for her history lessons for the week ahead. After the awful dream experience of Friday night, she was almost afraid to return to the old books again. She made a point of doing so Sunday afternoon with no wineglass in her hand. As she read, some of the same fear emerged but Vanessa managed to control it.
While she worked at her lessons, Vanessa wondered about he connection between the old books and her Roman dream experiences, nights so real that they seemed to actually have happened. She had so many questions.
Was it the books themselves, or something about Old Man Talmann, who owned them? Neighbours said he was sinister. Was he some sort of wizard or warlock, able to blur dream and reality? Could he physically transport her to other times and places? And, was he the dark figure who had appeared in a dream, urging her to know the power of words?
Vanessa decided on a couple of courses of action. Perhaps she could find out where Talmann now resided- if he was still alive- to talk to him about the books and how they seemed to be affecting her. She could even give them back to him.
Marie, her teacher friend, had often expressed an interest in approaching her own history classes like Vanessa did so successfully. She could invite Marie over to work with her on some lesson material from the old books. Would they have the same sort of effects on her, or not?
Then on Sunday night Vanessa had another visit from the mysterious figure in the dark cloak. Again, it carried a thick book and challenged her like before:
"Know the Power of Words! You must read the book! Do so again and again!"
But this time, Vanessa replied to the command:
"Why does the book have this power? Why does it transport me through time? How do YOU have this power?"
The shrouded figure glared at her as if to wonder who would challenge like this. It waited, then finally answered slowly and emphatically in an aged voice. The effect was chilling.
"I have lived through all human history.... I am the Spirit of Humanity.... I shaped the words that tell the stories of the past.... People must learn from them.... You must teach them for me.... They must not repeat the same mistakes!... All humanity is threatened....Do you understand me?"
Yes, now Vanessa did understand why she had the old books. They were the spirit's stories. She knew that she must keep reading so that she could fulfill the mission which it had entrusted to her, leading her students through the sometimes harsh lessons of the human story.
But there was something important about the Power of Words that Vanessa still didn't understand.
How and why were some of her neighbours, and their friends, apparently fucking the living Hell out of her in these all-too-real dreams! Was that somehow connected to the Power of Words?
But before she could ask these questions, the spirit and the book were gone.
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Vanessa Wordsmith remembered how her recent dream had ended- a nightmare that seemed so very real. A horde of Vandal invaders had assaulted her, leaving plenty of physical evidence the next morning. Her mind kept returning to the incident.
....Now there was just one more barbarian to satisfy. Vanessa began to push her body firmly back against his strong thrusts to help move things along quicker. But he would take as much pleasure in this as he could. His movements were paced and persistent. His deep pushing was dragging his fat cock across her protruding clitoris with each stroke. Finally, he was there, pounding hard against her as he sent quick blasts of his seed deep into her unwilling body. He released his tight grip on her hips and pushed her forward, shouting:
"Take her, Sally. The Roman bitch is yours now!"....
The memory of fearsome forced sex during the fall of Rome stayed with Vanessa. She wouldn't read the old books for two weeks and made every effort to avoid contact with the men in her apartment building who featured so prominently in her sexual dream experiences.
After moving into her apartment, the attractive thirty-two year old divorcee had apparently done two things that put her at the crosshairs of her present dilemma. First, she decided to keep a box full of old history books her teacher friend Marie had discovered. Second, Vanessa invited her hallway neighbours to an open house to get acquainted. Now, the old books and the men living around her were converging in lurid sexual encounters.
The first time Vanessa read from the books, she was somehow transported back in time to a Roman banquet chamber. As a wealthy young woman there, she enjoyed incredible sex and multiple orgasms with six eager men. In her real life, Vanessa had done without sex during the year since she undertook divorce from her cheating husband.
The second time, Vanessa read about the fall of Rome, an invasion of barbarians who ran wild in the ancient city for four days. She saw her servant girls taken as property by the horde, and she was violated by four of the invaders. They were led by a big blonde female warrior who had her way with Vanessa too, before turning her over to her comrades for their sexual pleasure.
After each of these experiences, a mysterious hooded figure appeared in dreams commanding her to read more. The second time, Vanessa gathered her courage to ask why. The figure identified itself as the Spirit of Humanity and told her she must teach her students the reality of history to avoid the mistakes of the past.
However, the figure never did explain why the Power of Words was resulting in intense sexual dreams with her new neighbours and their friends. Dreams that were somehow real!
Vanessa was determined to track down Old Man Talmann, who had left the books behind. She needed to learn more about him and the mission he had set her on before she would risk any more sexual adventures stemming from stories in the books. And in the meantime, she would stay away from the men in her building.
****
"He's probably up in the lounge area right now. James is supposed to sleep for the afternoon soon. So you better be quick if you want to visit. He's the one wearing black. Always does."
Vanessa arrived at the seniors' residence right after lunch on Saturday, hoping to talk with Talmann. She carried one of the books with her, marked at the passage which had put her into the fall of Rome, two weeks earlier. In her car were the rest of the books, ready to be given back to him. She had no intention of bearing any more forced violation from the men in her building.
She had tracked him down through the building superintendent. It had been a most unusual experience, because he too was extremely friendly and forward with her. Alone with him in his small apartment, she felt a bit threatened by the way he was deep into her personal space, grinning from ear-to-ear most of the time as he enquired about her health and satisfaction- with her apartment of course.
There was something about him that seemed very familiar, but what was it? Then Vanessa had remembered his face- the sixth man from her first dream experience three weeks earlier! He had patiently waited his turn before finishing off deep inside her over-used body, but had not been part of her violation in the second dream.
"Do you know where old Mr. Talmann moved after he left my apartment? I'd like to talk to him," Vanessa had stated, all business with the superintendent.
"Sure, I know. I arranged it for him. Why do you want to see him anyway?" the man queried.
"It's personal. I'd rather not say anything about it, if you don't mind," Vanessa replied politely, realizing that he had the information she wanted.
"It's personal for me too. James is my grandfather. I don't want him disturbed."
"Ohhh.... I have some things he left behind to return to him, that's all," she said evasively.
"It's the books, right? You don't want them anymore? Why not?" he fired in rapid succession.
"OK, yes, it's the books. I want to give them back. No, I don't want them."
"He won't take them back. Wants you to have them. He told me that, you know."
"I don't like what happens when I read them. So if he won't take them back, they're going into the dumpster."
"No! Don't do that. Talk to my grandfather first. He's at Pine Villa, across town. Try a Saturday, right after lunch. Don't toss out the books. They're important."
Vanessa was glad to be out of the superintendent's apartment, but was left wondering why he knew that his grandfather wanted her to read the books. That fact certainly matched her dream in which the dark figure explained her mission to teach the lessons of history to avoid the mistakes of the past.
Now she was walking into the lounge looking for an old man in black. He wasn't hard to spot, parked in a wheelchair apart from the few other people there. His shoulders were slumped forward, almost making his chest look like it had caved in.
There was a thick shock of white hair down over his collar and a pair of old grey work socks on his shoeless feet. His clothing was either black or dark grey, and very baggy, as if there wasn't much flesh inside. His face was wrinkled with age. The old man looked truly ancient.
His head tilted up as Vanessa approached him.
"Vanessa, I've been expecting you," he croaked.
"Your grandson told you I was coming?" she replied with surprise.
"No, but I knew that you would come eventually."
"Look, Mr. Talmann, I have the rest of these old books in my car and I'm going to give them back to you," Vanessa asserted, opening the book she carried, ready to show him the offending passage.
"Didn't like your barbarian experience, did you. Nasty things like that happened in the past. You need to experience the good and the bad to fully understand the story. You can't teach it well if you haven't really lived it, you know."
"But, it isn't easy. My neighbours are in those stories and...."
"I know, I know. You're a beautiful woman and they all want you. All history has been that way- men's weakness for the flesh. Sometimes it's given willingly and sometimes by force. I can't change that for you."
"I can't do it.... I can't have sex with my neighbours. I feel like I'm living in a fishbowl around them, with all their constant attention."
"But you must. Your mission demands it. These aren't mere mortals, you know. They've already lived the story. They're back now to ensure that you know it fully before you teach it."
This didn't make much sense to Vanessa at all. Was this old man telling her that her neighbours had already died? That they were the resurrected, back to relive history with her, just so she could carry out some mission? She had come looking for answers and what he had just said seemed crazy.
"Look, I'm giving your books back, Mr. Talmann. I don't want to do this anymore," Vanessa asserted.
"You can't!... You mustn't!... Look, I'll talk with them. Tell them to leave you some privacy. Tell them not to be so... so... enthusiastic with you. You must try again. I assure you, it won't be so rough," he continued.
"I know you enjoyed your first journey, and I'll see that the third is just as pleasurable. Read about the Crusades and bring a girlfriend if you choose. That Marie could join your mission and then you won't feel so outnumbered."
She wondered how he could possibly know about Marie, except that she had found the books. And, Vanessa had to admit that Talmann was absolutely right about her reaction to the two dream experiences. How could he know that? Now he was suggesting that she get Marie involved with this lunacy!
There was so much more she needed to find out, but apparently it wasn't going to happen today.
"I'm tired now Vanessa.... Leave me to rest.... I"ll tell them.... Keep the books.... Read them tonight."
Then his eyes closed, and his head dropped down onto his chest. Her visit was finished.
When Vanessa returned home, she encountered Mick the biker in the parking lot. He simply waved hello and passed on by. It was the same with the older of the two brothers when she waited for the elevator- he bobbed his head in greeting and stood quietly as they rode up. No special attention at all. It seemed that Old Man Talmann had already told them to back off. Funny, she would have thought that James was still asleep for the afternoon.
A bit later, she phoned her friend, Marie to invite her over for the evening. After all, the old man had told her to bring a friend this time, and she had been thinking of doing so anyway, to see if her own experience after reading was unique or shared. Anyway, Marie wanted to see how Vanessa was using the old books to create better lessons for her students. Her friend was single, unattached, and had no plans.
****
Everything was ready for the evening. There was plenty of wine and Vanessa had candles burning in the lounge to give the right atmosphere for a trip to another time. Lots of cushions on the sofa and the floor would make it comfortable to read. She had found some sections in the books that were about the Crusades and marked them with tabs.
Marie arrived, carrying a bottle of her favourite wine, along with an overnight bag because Vanessa suggested that she might like to stay on. She knew from past experience that these all-too-real dreams could last long into the night and be quite exhausting. At least that was what Vanessa was secretly hoping for, having thought all day about Mr. Talmann's promises of something more pleasurable this time.
Vanessa and Marie were like a study in opposites. Both were female senior history teachers, but that's where the commonalities stopped. The former was tall and slim, the latter petite and more pear-shaped. Brunette versus blonde was another contrast. Outgoing and divorced Vanessa had a great deal of sexual experience (especially lately!) compared to shy, and unattached Marie- not a virgin, but nothing happening in her sex life at present either.
Vanessa had never said anything to Marie about the intense sex that had come with her own previous readings. Would the old man deliver this time? She certainly hoped so. Would Marie experience it? Maybe Talmann wanted Marie to live the lessons of history before teaching them too? If he was right, both of them might be in for a great evening.
"Marie, I warn you that there's something about these old books that makes history come alive. I hope that you're going to enjoy reading the stories because they are powerful. Believe me!" Vanessa cautioned her friend.
"I know you're enthusiastic about them, Vanessa. You love history. We'll see, OK? I'm open to the experience," Marie replied very skeptically.
They opened the book and began to read about the Crusades. About a thousand years ago, Europeans travelled in great numbers to the Holy Land to reclaim it from Arab conquerors. Four holy wars spanning a few hundred years degenerated into widespread slaughter on both sides.
"Hey, listen to this, Marie," and Vanessa read a passage aloud:
.... "The Byzantines were frightened by the stature and army of the Western knights and amused by their feminine entourage. The troublesome Queen Eleanor accompanied King Louis VII of France, and singers and entertainers accompanied the Queen. The counts of Flanders and Toulouse were escorted by countesses, and the baggage train was heavy with trunks and boxes of apparel and cosmetics to ensure the beauty of these ladies...."
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 4, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1950, in 'The Second Crusade: 1146-1148', p. 594.]
"I love reading about this, Vanessa. Imagine travelling to another land and taking all your finest things with you. And, having people there to carry it all for you."
"Sounds wonderful! My ex, Eric, would just be yelling at me for bringing too many suitcases, and he'd be complaining about the weight."
They both laughed and continued reading, unaware that they were slowly succumbing to echoing words from the old book.
"The Byzantines were frightened...
The Byzantines..... were..... fright.....
The Byzantines....... were.......
The Byz........ "
The candles flickered in the lounge, while the combined effects of wine and the magical phrases took control of their minds. The words seemed to lift off the page, lulling them into an altered state. The two began to slip away, transported with the royal caravan. As if under a spell, they were travelling the dusty road from Constantinople to Jerusalem, led by an army of knights on horseback.
When the travelers stopped for the night, their servants quickly put up large, elaborate tents for the royalty and nobles. Carpeting was unfurled and cushions strewn about for reclining comfort. Velvet curtains divided the shared area from the sleeping quarters. Vanessa and Marie would be sharing one large tent, along with their husbands, important French nobles in the court of King Louis.
Now Vanessa's husband, the Count of Flanders, strode into the common area where his wife and Marie relaxed on cushions. He was familiar to Vanessa, but by now she knew he was probably one of her apartment neighbours. Sure enough, it was the older of the two brothers, barely recognizable in his expensive French garments. He dropped to his knees beside Vanessa and clutched her breast fondly before beginning to kiss her red lips.
Marie's husband, the Count of Toulouse arrived- the younger brother- and was even more forward, pushing his hand up his wife's thigh as he kissed her mouth. The women were accustomed to such open behaviour, because the two French brothers sometimes shared their wives when away from prying eyes. Such promiscuity was not uncommon behind the facade of wealth and taste in the royal courts of Europe.
It was apparent that the two couples would be making love there on the cushions. How far it might go remained an open question. Vanessa knew that in past dream experiences she found the older brother a very skillful lover. Marie did not have much bedroom experience, so these developments were already breathtakingly exciting for her! The Power of Words and the effects of wine left her ready for sex.
Clothing for both genders was bulky and cumbersome, so the couples briefly retired to the separate sleeping quarters to undress, assisted by their personal manservants and maids. They returned to the cushioned area not quite naked, but ready. Marie's heart was almost jumping out of her chest with excitement. Vanessa was eager too- this was a far cry from being roughly violated by barbarians in Rome.
Old Man Talmann seemed to have ensured that this would be a night of romance, essential to keep Vanessa and another potential recruit in the game. Both brothers lingered on their wives' mouths a long time as they whispered sweet words in French and caressed tits into erect points.
Their affections were returned, first by Vanessa, and then by Marie following her lead, the women stroking their fingers along their husbands' stiffening cocks. No-one seemed to rush tonight, at least not at first.
Then the husbands began to suck their wives projected nipples, teasing with their tongues, drawing forth little moans of satisfaction. In response, slender fingers drew erect members out of cover and stroked more avidly. At the same time, the men delved beneath some silk and found tender, wet flesh to explore. Eyes were closed in bliss amid a rising chorus of sighs and groans.
Vanessa felt Count Vallieres of Flanders gently pushing her head downward and she knew what he wanted next. DuMonde, Count of Toulouse, did the same with Marie and looking over to Vanessa, she knew what to do.
In actual fact, this was something Marie hadn't done in a long time, so she followed a step behind her friend for instruction. She could see that Vanessa was well-practiced in the art of oral sex- a skilled teacher.
First one husband, then the other felt a tight handgrip at the base of his cock and a tongue licking the sensitive head. The women's other hand cradled the balls, softly rolling them about in the sac. Marie watched with amazement and learned how to slowly take the whole length of DuMonde's rod down to her throat.
Gagging at first, she watched Vanessa quickly withdraw, take a breath, and slide Vallieres' cock in again, right to the base. Plenty of saliva and sucking- Marie found that she loved relearning this wicked sexual experience.
Eventually, both couples were completely naked and ready for the final act itself. Count Vallieres raised Countess Vanessa's body and moved behind, while Countess Marie lay back welcoming Count DuMonde to enter that way. They would fuck next to one another, an intimacy not unknown to these four.
Vanessa had enjoyed the older brother at the Roman orgy and some romance with him tonight had her ready and willing. Marie was exhilarated by this history book experience and eager to get underway herself.
Count Vallieres was a big man and Vanessa could feel his girth as his thick cock sank to her depths. He slowly withdrew and his hands went to her hips to pull her back toward him. Together they set up a rocking motion accompanied by the wet, squishing sounds of lubrication. Gradually the Count picked up the pace and soon the couple was fucking with complete abandon.
Vanessa found it quite exciting to be doing this with her friend watching so close by. Apparently, her latent exhibitionist tendencies were triggered by this shared performance.
Count DuMonde was smaller in stature, but so was Marie, and what he lacked in girth, he made up for with enthusiasm. The Countess lay spread wide, instinctively tilting her pelvis and pushing back against his gentle thrusts. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders as she pulled him toward her lips. His weight transferred to straightened arms and he began to plunge harder into her soaking pussy.
Marie moaned into his mouth as sensations coursed through her eager body. Her friend watched amazed as this quiet little blonde blossomed into an eager participant in group sex.
The tent was filled with their sexual energy- the sights, the sounds, even the smells. Two pairs of naked writhing bodies moved like human machines, hard cocks plunging in and out of slick chambers. The loud slap of groin on flesh reverberated from the sexual engines, punctuated by cries and moans from the copulating couples.
A dense aroma of sexual excitement rose from the cushions on which they fucked. It was a sensual feast, but the rich banquet couldn't last much longer!
By now, all four were all breathing hard, their throats rasping in a desperate search for more air. Marie and her husband were the first to reach the top, the Count of Toulouse firing on all cylinders as he filled her with his cum, while she orgasmed on his spurting cock:



"DuMonde.... DuMonde.... Take me!... Fuck me!... Fuck meeee.... Ugh!... Ugh!.... Uuuuggghhhh!!!"
But Vanessa and Vallieres continued longer, the older brother's long, deep strokes taking the Countess to the edge several times until she begged him for her orgasm:
"Vallieres.... Fuck me.... Oh, fuck me!.... I'm coming!... Yes!... Yes!... Yesssss.... Mmmmppppffff!!!"
Her husband continued to slam into her pussy after that until he finally hit the wall himself. He pumped Vanessa full of his seed before he fell forward against her damp back. Then the four of them stretched out naked to rest there on the cushions and carpeted floor.
Old Man Talmann had given Vanessa and Marie a romantic night in history they would not soon forget.
****
Sunday morning the two women were stirring. The Countess of Flanders opened her eyes and saw Countess Marie of Toulouse's naked body stretched out beside her on the bed. Her friend was still sound asleep, so the hostess quietly slipped into the bathroom for a shower. She felt a bit stiff and could feel that she was very wet- a quick check soon confirmed her suspicions. She had been fucking last night during the Crusades.
As the warm water beat against her skin, Vanessa closed her eyes and relived the final moments. She had come mightily, while her dream husband continued to pound into her clenching body. My god, it had been wonderful, but she knew there was no going back. The historical experience had passed. Romantic love with her French count in a Crusades tent would not happen again.
As Vanessa dried herself, a naked and ecstatic Marie bounced into the bathroom for her turn in the shower.
"Oh my god, Vanessa! Why didn't you tell me! It was the most incredible night of this whole life!"
"Good. You experienced it too. I'm not just imagining things. How do you feel?"
"Like I had the best sex ever! I think I'm still full of him. I better shower now."
"OK. I'll make coffee and we can talk more about what happened last night."
Soon they were at the table with mugs in their hands. Marie still had a dreamy look on her face, alternating with a silly smirk as she relived the night before.
"Vanessa, I had so much fun last night," and Marie paused for a moment. "I was so bad! I sucked my husband's cock. Can you believe that! I watched you, and I actually did it. First time in many years."
"So, the same thing happened to you that I experienced? We were travelling with the King and Queen of France..." Marie's head was bobbing in agreement. "And, we stopped for the night to sleep in a big tent.... Then we both had sex with our husbands, the Counts, and...."
"Yes, yes. My god, right beside each other. I saw you naked and having sex. So you saw me too!" Marie screamed in excitement. "It was all so amazing!"
"It's the Power of Words from the old books you found. We're taken back in time so we can teach history better. So people won't make the mistakes of the past. That's our mission now."
"You mean there'll be more of this?.... I can't wait!" Marie enthused.
"It won't necessarily be as pleasurable. The last time I was abused by five barbarians, including their lesbian leader. I almost quit this whole thing after that."
Marie was not worried. She just wanted more, and soon.
"Vanessa, I want to read more about the Crusades.... Look, I'm going to be bold here. We can get our lessons ready this afternoon and rest up. This evening we'll get the books out again and... well, you know.... And, I'll stay over again."
"Seriously? Again tonight? You really must have enjoyed your history experience, Marie! Can you take more so soon?"
"Don't tell me that you didn't have fun, Vanessa. I saw you and I heard you. Come on, it'll be so exciting again. This is really incredible!"
Vanessa gave in to Marie. They spent the afternoon working, then relaxing. Last of all, they searched through the old books looking for more passages about the Crusades that might lead to more exciting sexual experiences. Marie's limited and dormant sex life had been reawakened, just like Vanessa's after her Roman orgy. Now there was no denying the woman.
****
After supper they slipped on sexy nightgowns and lit the candles in the lounge. A chilled bottle of wine was produced and the old book was opened when they felt relaxed and ready to travel in time again. They read to each other about the Crusades:
.... "Prostitution adjusted itself to the times. Some women on pilgrimage earned their passage by selling themselves in the towns on the route. Every army was followed with another army as dangerous as the enemy. The Crusaders had in their ranks a crowd of women wearing the clothing of men; they traveled together without distinction of sex, trusting to the chances of promiscuity"....
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 4, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1950, in 'Premarital Morality', p. 822.]
"Imagine that!" Marie exclaimed, "Women dressed as men, using their bodies to get them to the Holy Land!"
"When you dig down into it like this, history is much stranger than we think, isn't it," Vanessa agreed.
"Let's keep reading and drink some more. We'll imagine we're those women," Marie suggested.
The Power of Words from the book soon took control and put them into a trance once again. Vanessa and Marie were transported to the Crusaders route, but this time there were no carpets and cushions inside a comfortable tent. Instead, they stood side-by-side naked in a hay loft.
Surrounding them were a half dozen men, some of them already pulling off their trousers, others simply unfastening them to release their stiffening cocks. Evidently, prostitutes on the way to Jerusalem didn't get the same treatment as countesses.
Vanessa recognized the usual cast of resurrected dead men: the two brothers, now looking rather slovenly; the two body-decorated bikers who lived next door; the skinny man obsessed with breasts; and, Old Man Talmann's grandson, the building superintendent. Marie looked at Vanessa and saw fear in her eyes. This wasn't what she expected.
"You suck and fuck us," the biggest man growled loudly before continuing. "We each get one of you. That's what you said."
Vanessa nodded agreement, then threatened them.
"But no ass! If you don't pay, there'll be a lance up yours before we leave town!"
Then the men were on them. They pushed the women to the hay. Cocks were shoved into their mouths with commands to suck. At the same time, erect members pushed into their vaginas, their passage eased mostly by a coating of the men's own saliva.
This was not love, but rough sex, each man wanting only to release his sperm into or on these European whores. Vanessa and Marie gritted their teeth, ready to endure a less pleasant lesson from the past.
Both women were on their backs, legs open, one man pounding into their flesh while another choked them with their big cocks. Two others- the smaller of the six in this pack of wolves- impatiently waited their turn.
The guttural sounds of human animals in heat filled the loft as they fucked the two Crusader prostitutes who had come to their town. The men knew from past experience that more loose women would follow the route, far better sport than the local girls.
Vanessa and her friend lay passively and took the men. Soon, intensified thrusting and grunts announced that the first two men had orgasmed inside them. The men in their mouths quickly took their places, while the last pair eagerly pressed between empty lips. They were already hard, having watched and heard the carnal activity as they waited. The second cocks moved more easily in vaginas, lubricated by the first.
Then they were done, and the third round of stiffened members took their place, assured even slicker entry and motion. The first men now had their turn at the whores' lips, the last of their cum leaking as the women dutifully sucked. This was perhaps the worst part of the transaction, but it meant their work was nearly done. Now the coins for supper and a bed had been earned.
The life of a prostitute on the Crusader road to Jerusalem was not an easy one.
****
Monday morning came much too soon for the two history teachers. After their night in the hay loft, their backs felt itchy, their pussies sore and stretched. Their necks were stiff and their jaws ached from so much oral sex. Hot showers washed away the deposits of three men each, and aching muscles were partly relieved.
Not much was said over a quick breakfast of black coffee and toast. Then Marie finally spoke up.
"I'm really sorry that I pushed to stay over and read some more. I should have just been content with what we did on Saturday night and left it at that. It's all my fault, I know."
"Don't feel bad, Marie. That's how the past really was, so it's not your fault that we were treated roughly last night. We already had experienced it as wealthy, privileged women..."
"Yeah, that was really amazing..."
"And then as poor prostitutes..."
"And that wasn't so good..."
"But it was all part of the same story, right? Old Man Talmann told me that he couldn't change it just to suit me."
"You mean like people wanting to erase parts of history by tearing down yesterday's heroes?" Marie added.
"Exactly. History happened. Most of it shouldn't be changed, but we must learn from it."
"Maybe in future we'll just need to be more careful what we pick to read?" Marie suggested.
"Marie, you just said, 'in future'. Does that mean you want to do this again?"
"Definitely! These two days were more sex than I've had in the past two years!" she enthused.
Yes, they would do it again. And again.
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Vanessa Wordsmith spent much of her free time trying to make sense out of the strange life she was leading. During the week she was a popular teacher leading her senior history students through amazing lessons from the past.
But, during the weekends she was engaged in historical 'adventures' with six neighbours in her apartment building. Some dusty history books left behind by an old man moving to his last home provided her with both lesson material and plenty of sex.
After being brutally forced by a barbarian horde, Vanessa complained to Old Man Talmann. He reminded her that history was sometimes agreeable and sometimes not. He couldn't change the story just because she didn't like it.
Time travel was hard enough to understand, but the men in the building was even more difficult. Vanessa tried to return the old books to Talmann because having wild sex with the neighbours made it uncomfortable to live among them. He explained that they already had died and were back to escort her through time.
Now Vanessa was freaked out. She realized that she was fucking the living dead!
****
It was time to move on at school. Vanessa had almost completed teaching the Crusades and looked toward another unit. She had always been interested in art and culture in past societies, so decided to spend the following week exploring the Renaissance period, especially its artists and their masterpieces.
She mentioned it to her students on Friday and was met with groans and rolling eyes. To them, art was simply boring, uninteresting. Vanessa had her work cut out for her. She decided to start with ideas about beauty in the period, to compare with today. From there, she would pivot into art, which she knew highlighted the human body during the Renaissance.
On Friday night, she poured herself some wine and curled up with one of the old books that Talmann had left behind. It didn't take long to find material about beauty five hundred years ago. Some things never really change:
.... "The Renaissance woman dyed her hair- almost always blonde- and added false locks to fill it out. Perfumes were the mania in sixteenth-century Italy: hair, hats, shirts, stockings, gloves, shoes, all had to be scented. A well-to-do woman's dressing table was a wilderness of cosmetics, usually in fancy containers of ivory, silver, or gold. Rouge was applied not only to the face but to the breasts, which in the larger cities were left mostly bare."....
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 5, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1953, in 'Renaissance Woman', p. 583.]
Vanessa was finding it easier to succumb to the Power of Words each time that she read from the old books. At first, they had echoed in her mind for a while before spinning her away to the past. Now all she had to do was open her imagination to the magical words and she would fall under their control.
As Vanessa read this passage, she imagined herself as a beautiful young Renaissance woman preparing to look her very best. Today, the famous Venetian painter Tiziano Vecelli (Titian) was coming to her elegant home to begin a portrait. Her beauty would be preserved for all time by his oils. Vanessa had coloured her hair and applied all manner of cosmetics to enhance her appearance.
Now she stood nude while her lady's maid cinched her tightly into stiff undergarments which would make her slimmer than ever. Next came the dress, the perfect one for her sitting with this great artist, scooped very low- daringly low- in the front, in the style of the day.
Her scented and rouged tits were fully displayed, their smooth mounded form exposed almost to the nipples. Another tug and the top curve of her dimpled pink areole peeked above the embroidered edge. Perfect.
As the Renaissance lady waited for her painter, she imagined strolling in the piazza, all the men staring at her chest, undressing her with their eyes. She could almost hear their appreciative comments as she arched her back to show them what creation had given her- and supportive lingerie had improved. More of her erect nipples were showing than she had ever dared to reveal before.
The haughty painter, Titian, finally came, garbed in the sixteenth century style worn by gentlemen. Tight stockings sprouted from his buckled shoes, and disappeared under his short velvet outfit. He wore a foppish hat and had a carefully manicured beard with a moustache. Beneath this disguise, Vanessa eventually recognized building superintendent Alex, one of the resurrected dead.
For the next few hours, he had her turn this way and that as he made sketches from which he would develop her portrait. Vanessa was very proud of her magnificent body and hardly flinched as the petulant artist used both hands, moving her body to best display her assets. It was exciting to pose for him like this, and he recognized that she was enjoying it. So, he asked:
"Madam, I plan to paint a masterpiece, and I need a model. Your great beauty inspires me to ask you to pose in my studio. I would be honoured if you would accept."
"Tell me what you plan, and I will consider it."
"It will picture Lucretia, a beautiful married woman of Rome. Her husband is away from home, and she is accosted by Sextus, son of the king, who will blackmail her unless she gives herself to him. My painting will show the act, and your fine body will be nude for all to see. You will be immortal, as perfect in a hundred years as you are now."
His appeal to her vanity was very convincing, and Vanessa considered posing as Lucretia. The thought of being naked in front of this great artist was exciting; however, to live forever on his canvas was appealing too. While Alex finished his portrait sketches, she decided to accept. The building superintendent, turned great master, was delighted.
What followed over the next few weeks was confusing to Vanessa. It seemed as though reading from the books had blurred the line between past and present, dream and reality. In the evenings, she rode the elevator down to the superintendent's apartment, where she would pose nude for him by the hour.
She did it several times, arriving almost as if some strange force had brought her there. He would usher her inside, and the Renaissance would merge with the present as she lay naked on his bed, revealing herself fully to his digital camera in preparation for Titian's masterpiece.
Looking through the lens, he saw beauty for all time. Her flowing hair framed an inviting face, with expressive dark eyes and painted red lips. Vanessa's mounded tits featured deep pink nipples which seemed to be permanently erect with excitement- she had never done anything like this before.
From there, her body smoothly tapered to a flat stomach, then flared into womanly hips, between which her pussy was just partly visible. Long legs completed the delicious picture.
"Lucretia, turn your head to one side now so I see only part of your lovely face. The next shots will be more revealing. Yes, that's it."
"Now bring up your left knee while keeping the other in front of you. Rest back on straight arms and arch your back to show me your tits. Perfect."
Vanessa felt like she was under superintendent Alex' spell when she came to his apartment like this. There was something about the man that overcame any reluctance and made her want to reveal every part of herself when he called for it.
He was a relative stranger, yet she knew him intimately. After all, he had fucked her in ancient Rome and during the Crusades. She had vigorously sucked his cock in both places, and he had filled her with his cum. He knew her well.
"Now open yourself up so I can see more of your lovely pussy. Yes, that's nice, but even wider. Keep arching your back and looking away from the camera."
"Bring one hand forward and rest it right beside your slit. Closer. Now give a seductive little smile. Yes, just like that."
She learned a little more about this man who already knew her body so well. He told her that he had first been killed in the clash with the Persian army at Thermopylae, a long spear thrust into his chest. He was so convincing- even showing her the scar- that Vanessa almost believed him.
Had a spear gone into his heart, or was it actually the red, stitched incision from some modern-day heart surgery? She found this whole business of the living dead beyond understanding.
"I want you to be really bold now, Lucretia. Lay back on the bed, one leg straight and the other one bent a bit. Your whole pussy will be visible."
"Sextus is taking you by force. I need you stretched right out, gazing to the sky as if to say that this isn't your fault. Yes, that's the look I want."
The man could be very convincing, and any resistance which Vanessa felt about posing nude for him was melting away. Now she lay on his bed displaying her whole body to him in erotic poses- and enjoying it! She could see that he was too, judging by the big bulge in his jeans.
As she moved to his instructions, she smiled, knowing what was coming next. They always had sex- wild, crazy sex- after he put the camera away for the evening.
"Just a few more, Lucretia. Roll over now so I can see that beautiful arse. Spread a bit and lift too, so I see your nice pussy. Prop yourself onto an elbow and turn toward me while I move to try different shots. Good."
"Now, shift your arm forward a little so it doesn't hide those beautiful tits of yours. Get those nipples nice and stiff. That's it. Now hold it..... And done!"
This whole Lucretia thing was fun because Vanessa loved history and all the fucking which accompanied it now. Pretending that the building superintendent was the master painter Titian, for whom she was posing, brought past and present together.
Apparently, in the legend Lucretia had not yielded to her blackmailer, Sextus, willingly. After all, she was a married woman. Alex's digital photos would contribute to a masterpiece called 'The Rape of Lucretia', and it was a bit like that the first time they had sex after she posed nude. His passion ran over, and she resisted, but only a little because she liked him- a lot.
Vanessa was pinned beneath Alex, her naked body against his heated skin. His mouth covered hers and his big fingers were pushing into her vagina. She was wet from the building excitement of posing for him minutes before, and it eased the fingers entering her tight channel.
His other hand tugged at her stiff nipple, sending a tingling feeling straight to her centre. At first, Vanessa wanted to resist, but she was quickly weakening to this resurrected man intent on having her now.
Superintendent Alex had fucked many times through history, and Vanessa was just his latest woman. His skills had been honed through a few thousands years of practice. Her legs opened to him and soon he was thrusting inside with her painted fingernails clawing at his back in ecstasy. Lucretia met his penile jabs with her hips, pushing back every bit as hard as he was pounding into her vagina.
His need had become hers too.
Sweat poured from both of them as they shook the bed and bounced the headboard against the wall. Then he sharply lifted her to her knees and quickly moved behind her. She knew what he needed and now she wanted it too- to be fucked hard and deep as he knelt against her body.
Now he grabbed her flared hips and buried his big cock in Vanessa's sopping tunnel. Her magnificent tits hung from her chest, swaying and bouncing each time he thrust forward and retreated in rapid-fire.
The man was incredible- probably the best that Vanessa ever had before. His girth filled her, and she squeezed tight around it to increase the sensation. She could hear him huffing above her back, breathing hard from the strong effort.
His audible groans of pleasure merged with the steady rising moan coming from her own lips. Both were totally in the moment as they re-enacted this now- willing scene from the legendary rape of Lucretia.
So much passion. So much thrusting. So much friction. This couldn't last much longer! The superintendent continued to drive himself into Vanessa's now-swollen vagina until the dam burst and flooded her with his thick seed. His body jerked in sharp contortions with each surge, pressing the base of his engorged cock firmly against her now-projecting clitoris.
Vanessa began to come too, her orgasm overcoming her with cries of immense pleasure, as her muscles clenched and took complete control of her body. It felt like a fuck for all time!
They both continued moving against each other, their fevered bodies consumed in the flames of their lust. Vanessa had never had sex like this, so filled with passion that there could never be enough to be completely satisfied.
She wanted more of this extreme pleasure, this acute stimulation delivered by a mysterious man from the past. Vanessa knew that she was ready and willing to do this all again... well... at least until the painting was finished.
Afterwards, they lay close, talking like lovers do:
"Are you really going to make a painting of me as this Lucretia?"
"Absolutely. That's why I've been taking all these photos, so I can sketch out the perfect pose for the painting."
"And why did we just have sex? What's that got to do with it?"
"That was the rape scene. I had to feel it myself. I had to experience it as an artist so that I could make it come alive on my canvas. That's all," Alex mugged.
"Oh.... You're good, Alex. You're very good! Did you get the right feeling, or will we have to do this again?" Vanessa joked.
"Well.... The inspiration was there, but I wouldn't want to lose it before I complete my masterpiece. A few more times would ensure just the right feeling in my work of art." Then he smiled broadly.
Vanessa laughed at his bedroom humour and nodded agreement.
She was there for more nude photography and rampant sex every evening for the rest of the week. Eventually, Titian completed his masterpiece and presented it to her. It looked every bit like the original, except that Vanessa could make out enough of her own facial and bodily features to know that he had painted her. She proudly hung it above the sofa.
The sex had been so good that Vanessa was sorry when the painting was finished.
****
During that busy week of posing and after-sex, Vanessa managed to keep up with her excellent lessons about the art and culture of the Renaissance period. Marie was about a week behind her, still finishing her material about the Crusades.
However, by Friday, Marie made a point of having lunch with her friend, hoping to persuade Vanessa to bring her along on another journey into the past. Marie was burning for more sex, remembering what had happened almost two weeks ago.
"Students tell me that you've been giving great lessons about art during the Renaissance. They mentioned that you brought in images of some of the Italian masters. Is it true that they discussed pictures like 'The Rape of Lucretia'? Don't you think you were taking a risk there? Total nudity and a very adult theme?"
"Not at all. I explained that this work hangs in world-class galleries, enjoyed by millions of people every year. We studied it as culture, not pornography, and they were actually very mature about it."
"The Renaissance is such an interesting period in history. Vanessa, wouldn't you like to go back there, and... well, look around to get the feel of that time?"
Her friend saw right through her, but it was fine because she had been thinking about the same thing, now that her painting was finished and hanging in her apartment.
"Come over tomorrow night ready to time travel. Bring some wine and sleepwear to stay over if you'd like. But we absolutely will not be doing it again on Sunday. I was tired half the following week!"
Marie was definitely on board and wondered what might be in store for her. On Friday night she decided to get herself thoroughly prepared for time-travel sex the following evening. She showered and trimmed excess pubic hair for her anticipated lover.
Afterwards, she knelt in front of her big dressing mirror, spreading her knees apart and tilting up her pelvis. Then with a mirror angled between her legs, she used the greatest of care in pruning until virtually no curls remained.
Spread wide, her pussy gaping open, Marie felt like a total slut. Some body cream was at hand and as she caressed it into her exposed flesh, there came a rising need which must be satisfied. Watching herself intently in the mirror, Marie rubbed out a crushing orgasm, the best one like this in many years.
She smiled back at the mirror, confident that she was ready now for whatever the Renaissance would bring her way Saturday night.
That evening, the two friends sipped their wine and had plenty more at hand. Marie had noticed Vanessa's new painting hanging above her sofa and she was familiar with the piece. But the more closely she looked at it, the more she realized there was something different.
Lucretia seemed familiar to her. There was something about the curve of her cheek and the sheen of her hair. She had seen the shape of that nose and the full lips before. A glance at Vanessa's side profile was a match... but no, it couldn't be. Or could it? Marie didn't know.
Before long they retired to the bedroom to dress for the evening. Marie had brought a sheer ivory peignoir set which looked like a long gown from centuries ago. After her Crusades experience, she was no longer shy with Vanessa. In fact, she felt very daring and sexy with her naked body almost fully visible.
Vanessa slipped into something similar in pink. They were ready to seduce anyone from antiquity who came their way tonight!
Then, they began to read about Renaissance art and morality, Marie first:
.... "Female dancers not infrequently performed on the stage and elsewhere absolutely naked. Artists looked down their noses at the rules and regulations of sexual behaviour, and lords and ladies agreed with the artists. Among great folk, these rules and scruples concerning virginity were made little of. How many girls of the Great World did not take their virginity to the marriage bed! "....
She passed the old book to Vanessa to read aloud from the same page:
.... "Artists found a ready market for erotic pictures, even pictured perversions, masterpieces of this kind were sold by street hawkers, letter carriers, strolling players, even at the great country fairs. All the perversions found a place in this period. Prostitution prospered in income and prestige; it was in the Renaissance that its practitioners came to be called courtesans."....
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume VI, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1957, "Morals", p. 760.]
They laughed and talked about the immorality of Renaissance times. Both of them were surprised by the fact that stage nudity and erotic pictures were around five hundred years earlier.
Vanessa was fresh from her stimulating week of posing and sex with Alex, the superintendent, so she wondered what it might be like to a courtesan back in time. The way Marie was feeling, she was eager to pursue this topic. Words from the passage they were reading swirled inside their heads:
"Prostitution prospered in income and prestige"
Prostitution... prospered in income... and.....
Prostitution......prospered......in income.....
Prostitution...... prospered........"
Soon the wine combined with the Power of Words to seize control of their minds. They were transport back in time to a noisy drinking establishment along a busy street. Carriages were arriving out front, leaving prosperous gentlemen off for an evening of fun. They crowded inside, looking to see what wenches might be available tonight in the rooms upstairs. Their eyes soon fell upon Vanessa and Marie.



Both women were obviously available, dressed in very sheer gowns which displayed most of their charms. They could see the tall brunette's big tits and erect nipples tight against the almost transparent fabric. The shorter blonde's ivory gown showed off her buxom body, offering a fine arse, perhaps one that she would give tonight?
Gentlemen began to congregate around them- some recognizable men, when Vanessa looked more closely. All six of the resurrected from the apartment building were among them.
A large man, with a tattoo visible above his collar asked: "Will you ladies be entertaining us tonight?"
A second big man with body designs added, "Down here, and upstairs too?"
"So many men! What say you, Marie, my friend?" Vanessa asked.
"I say that we fuck tonight, but first we dance!"
This brought a loud cheer, and the men gathered close around the pair, eager to touch and squeeze their half-naked bodies. Vanessa and Marie broke loose and hastened to the stage at one end of the crowded room. All the men crowded in front, about chest-level with the platform. They were eager for a show from these attractive entertainers.
Two players with instruments set some dancing music and the women threw themselves into it. They skipped around rhythmically to traditional tunes of the era, turning about, sometimes dancing together, sometimes apart.
Their energetic display made them warm, so first one then the other removed her sheer outer gown, leaving only 'little nothings' underneath. More flesh than ever was on display.
The drunken men sang and clapped along with the music, which gradually became faster and faster. Now Vanessa and Marie loosened the ties at the top of their skimpy underpinnings. Then came the second tie and their tits were free, bouncing and swaying as they gyrated on stage. Still, they were perspiring heavily, so the third and final ties were undone, leaving what little they wore held only by their arms.
Soon they were completely naked, their entire bodies blatantly exposed on stage, just like the old book had described. Their breasts moved to the music of the players, nipples stiff with stimulation. Their naked bodies glistened in the candlelight of the big room, their hair now flying in disarray around their heads.
Sometimes they deliberately bumped their pelvises together, sending the crowd into a frenzy. Their dancing went on until they couldn't continue for lack of breath. Vanessa called for the musicians to stop, then stood with her hands on her hips, her beautiful body dripping with perspiration.
Every man's eyes burrowed into them, straining to see more of the hidden depths into which they yearned to press their swollen cocks. Both women were visually fucked without restraint from the crowd.
"Who will have us tonight?" Vanessa shouted.
They cheered almost to a man.
"Too many. We will choose who will go up with us. No others." Marie stated firmly.
Then Vanessa and Marie, two wicked courtesans, pointed out the six men from the apartment building- the living dead who had blended in with the drinking crowd.
"These men alone will have us tonight. No others! And they must pay heavily, or they will be replaced. You six gentlemen, escort us upstairs when we have dressed."
In the midst of considerable jostling and grabbing at their bodies, the six managed to get Vanessa and Marie up into a private room reserved for pleasure. Once inside, they locked the door and pushed a very large bureau against it, fearing the sex-mad crowd outside might try to force the door. There were two beds along the walls, with about four feet of space between them. This is where the women would ply their trade with the fine gentlemen.
Vanessa pointed to building superintendent Alex, and beckoned him forward as her first and favourite. Marie did the same with the younger of the two brothers, the man with whom she had very satisfying sex as Countess DuMonde during the Crusades.
Tonight, they were not cheap whores who would take on two or more men at once. Sex with a better class of slut meant that the others could only watch and wait for their turn after the fortunate first were satisfied.
Vanessa had come to enjoy sex with Alex very much and he did not disappoint. She lay beneath him spread wide and eager to feel his cock deep inside of her. Only he was allowed to kiss her lips, a privilege of the most favoured. Marie treated her DuMonde in the same way, even though he had too much alcohol in him this night and required her help to perform.
The superintendent set up a steady rocking motion as he plied Vanessa's tight pussy, lubricating by her excited desire. She gripped his shoulders tightly, clutching as he thrust his tongue into her mouth and his engorged cock into her eager body.
Impatient men had to listen to her passionate moaning and his resounding grunts as the two lovers climbed the ladder of lust. Being surrounded by watchers only increased Vanessa's urgency to come hard with her favourite fuck.
Marie was having difficulty with a drunken DuMonde, and finally had to push him aside for another. She pointed to the skinny guy fixated with breasts. She had never been with him before, but he seemed to be much more her size. The big men remaining could come into her later.
He took her missionary style, the position which would give maximum access to her pointed tits. To Marie's surprise, he was good with his mouth and his cock, taking her for a stimulating ride.
On the bed next to Marie, her girlfriend was in the throes of orgasm, her body bucking hard back against Alex's hard thrusts. Her excited cries rent the room and hastened her lover on to his own peak. When it came, he pumped jets of his sperm into Vanessa until he collapsed against her wet body from sheer exhaustion.
He was finished now, but she was not. The older of the two brothers scrambled to take his place. Vanessa needed to rest a bit after her intense exertion, so she knelt on the side of the bed and directed his large member into her mouth. Wrapping one hand firmly around its great girth, she pumped it as she sucked it hard.
At the same time, she caressed his big balls, correctly guessing that they would be full of cum for her. As Vanessa continued to suck, the older brother held her head and fucked her face. Then he unleashed a river of cum which filled her whole mouth and spilled out the corners.
Marie and the breast man were finished about the same time. He had pumped into her shaved pussy with furious intensity while she hung on, raking her manicured fingernails the length of his back several times.
She had never acted like such a slut before beginning this time travel with Vanessa. Now she reveled in such an experience. Her current partner unleashed his sperm, and she was ready for her last man of the night.
The two women each took one of the tattooed bikers onto the bed. They were well-stretched now and ready for the biggest cocks of all. Vanessa stroked her man hard as he lay on his back. Then she came over him and slid down his rod until he touched bottom.
Using her legs for leverage, she milked his member, riding up and down its length. Then she spun around to face his feet, continuing to move along his shaft. While she used her whole body to stroke up and down, Vanessa felt his hips lift off the bed in response. Soon, he groaned loudly as he exploded into her seeping vagina.
Marie had a more difficult time of it, complaining that her last customer was going to split her in two! However, he was a gentleman and eased into her tight confines ever-so-carefully, while she rubbed her own clitoris to distract from any pain. Then he was in, and together they set up a motion which she found most pleasing.
"Oh yes, fuck me just like that.... So good.... A little faster now.... Oh yeah!"
She could feel a rising need in her body as her gentleman pushed her libido to new levels with his big cock. The friction of rod in cylinder was lubricated by the thick fluid which saturated her pussy. Marie pushed back every bit as hard as the man pressed into her, and quickly lost herself in a frenzy of fucking. Then it was upon her:
Yes.... Yes.... Fuck me.... Fuck me hard.... More!... More!... More!... Yessssss!!!"
****
The next morning, two tired women sipped black coffee in Vanessa's lounge. From her chair, Marie had a clear view of her friend's new painting hanging above the couch. She studied it closely before she spoke.
"That's you, isn't it! I recognize some of your features there."
"Like what, Marie?"
"I know your hair, your nose, and those are definitely your big boobs. I've been seeing you naked recently, you know. It's you, isn't it?"
"Yes, I confess. Alex the superintendent did it as a gift."
"He can paint like that!"
"Certainly. He's the original Renaissance man, you know."
"You mean to say that he once lived during that time?"
"Yes, as Titian, the master Venetian painter. He's been resurrected many times since ancient Greece. I've gotten to know him very well lately."
"I wondered about that. I could see that he was more than just a paying customer to you in our recent travels. Is he, Vanessa?"
"I confess. I've fallen for one of the living dead, Marie. Can you believe anything so crazy as that!"
"Yes," she replied quietly, looking away.
There seemed to be something that Marie wasn't telling her.
Vanessa had no idea, but eventually she would learn the truth.
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Readers wonder if Mark is a cuck, while Sharon gets all the sex. But, relocated to the capital, he has some fun of his own.
Sharon felt worried about what she had done this evening. The party had started out so well, and then she let herself be carried away by her sex drive. Now she could only hope that no-one else had seen what she and Manuel did in the dark alcove. Especially her husband, Mark.
But what could he say about it if he found out? After all, he had spent a long time in the library with the Ullmans' adult daughter. Who knows what they might have been doing during that time? Judging by the way Claudia was looking at Mark over dinner, he had some explaining to do.
Life was supposed to be so much easier and uncomplicated with the family's move to the capital. But it didn't seem to be working out that way tonight. Now there were other people eager to claim the affections of both handsome Mark and his erotic model wife.
"Sharon, he's coming!" her photographer friend Gwen hissed urgently as she stepped into the shadowy little alcove off the main hallway.
The model quickly released her grip on Manuel's hard cock and busied herself repackaging her lovely tits, then buttoning up her see-through blouse. Gwen stood in front of Sharon to shield her in case she wasn't finished straightening up yet. Manuel was able to stuff his equipment away just before the other couple arrived.
Caught! Now what to do?
Sharon believed that the best defense is a good offense, so she quickly took the initiative.
"Mark, where have you been? We were about to come looking for you. Oh, I see you're still with Claudia. Did you two find something interesting to talk about all this time?"
"Uh... she was showing me some of her parents' art collection in the library, weren't you Claudia. I was especially looking for some framed prints of you Sharon, and I found them hanging there."
Sharon looked at Mark and Claudia more closely as he spoke. She could see some discomfort there, and it looked as though the beautiful young woman's lipstick had been hastily re-applied. Mark's hair seemed a bit tousled too, as if someone's fingers had been running through it.
"Did you find anything else there that you liked, Mark?" Sharon asked accusingly to test her husband.
She noticed that he glanced nervously at Claudia, who looked up at him and put her arm around his waist. Sharon thought she saw panic in his eyes as he stepped sideways away from Ms. Ullman.
"No, just the art. There were two prints of yours. One taken outdoors in a field of daisies, the other with your body reflected in some mirrors. Pretty erotic, that one," he stammered.
Finally, Claudia spoke up, going on offense herself.
"Hi Manuel. I almost didn't see you back there. It's so dark in the alcove. Were you helping Sharon find something she lost?"
"Ahh.... No, Claudia," he managed. "It was so noisy in the main room that we wanted someplace quieter to talk without shouting over everyone else."
"It must have been a very personal conversation. By the way, Manuel, part of your shirt tail is out of your pants. I thought you might like to know that before you joined the rest of us in the main room."
Then it dawned on Sharon that Mark had never been introduced to Manuel. That seemed like a good way to take the heat off her friend.
"Mark, this is Manuel, Tom and Gwen's friend. He sometimes models for them too." Then, turning to her husband, Sharon said, "This is Mark, my husband."
The two men nodded to one another, Mark checking both Manuel and Sharon for signs of suspicious activity here in the shadows. He did notice that Sharon was a bit flushed, and that her lipstick was not as perfect as usual. In fact, Manuel's lips looked a little reddish, the same colour Sharon was wearing tonight.
"Let's go join the rest of the guests," Claudia suggested, more confident now that Sharon wouldn't find out about her time with Mark in the library.
****
Sharon was a very attractive mid-thirties, buxom blonde erotic model. That introduction might conjure up the mental image of a clueless broad, but Sharon was quite intelligent. She was also a good mom to her two early-school-years children, and a loyal wife during her twelve years of marriage. However, that loyalty had been increasingly challenged during the past year since she found erotic photography.
It began when Sharon posed for glamour photos as a surprise birthday present for husband Mark. The experience was so exciting that she began to work for Joannie at the photo studio in exchange for bi-weekly erotic photo sessions. The work and the photography had led to a string of adventures unlike anything in her life before. Along the way, Sharon discovered her latent exhibitionism and bisexuality.
Recently the family had moved to the capital after rumour spread that she and Mark were having threesomes with Sharon's bi lover, Liana. It was fact, and it drove them to the much larger city where they could live more anonymously. About the same time, Sharon had been 'discovered' by a professional erotic photographer couple who were launching her into a high-level career in the industry.
Barry and Ursula Ullman were hosting a glittering dinner party at their luxury penthouse home. They were influential art dealers, actively working with Sharon's photographers to give her regional and international exposure. Everyone important in the erotic arts scene was there to be seen, and to 'rub elbows'.
Sharon and Mark were invited of course, and Sharon decided to dress so that she would draw the attention of other dealers who might decide to market her framed erotic prints.
She chose a tight black skirt and a very sheer, silky white blouse, unbuttoned to show a deep cleavage and a heavy golden necklace which settled between her tits. They were displayed prominently in a white bustier with half cups cut just above the nipples. A tiny white thong and garter belt, black stockings and big satin heels completed the look. With that curly mane of blonde hair she definitely would be noticed!
Mark looked his rugged best in black trousers and a white open-necked shirt, complemented by his signature battered brown leather jacket. His solid build and chiseled features had always attracted the opposite sex. Sharon knew that there would be women at the party who would like to take her place in his heart- and his bed. It turned out that there was one.
Midway through the party, Mark and Claudia visited in the library, while Sharon and Manuel chose the alcove. What was going on before the two pairs encountered one another? Was there reason for concern?
Blame hostess Ursula Ullman for the name cards at each person's table setting. Mark and Sharon sat next to each other, but could easily make social conversation with the attractive person to their outside.
"Mark, I'm so glad that you came to my parents' party," Claudia Ullman enthused. "I knew that your wife was a model. Mom and Dad mentioned her when they talked business, but I had no idea she was married... and to such an interesting man."
Claudia had a place next to Mark. She was an lovely brunette in her early twenties, a long-time student at the best international schools for Fine Arts and Music. She happened to be home for an extended visit at the time of the party. Claudia wore a short, sexy dress which showed plenty of cleavage. Mark noticed.
Manuel sat on Sharon's side away from her husband. They already knew each other very well, having been together in a very hot photo audition in which they simulated sex. Manuel had not forgotten how close he was to having his cock inside this beautiful blonde, and he hoped that the opportunity to take things farther might arise someday.
"Sharon, it's great to be with you again. You look gorgeous tonight!" Manuel enthused. "I knew from the time of your erotic audition with me that you would be successful in this business. Now look at you. Your photos aresold internationally and you're a star!"
Manuel was an interesting character, a part-time model, a friend and occasional bi lover with Tom, Sharon's photographer. He liked to cook and had some sort of side-hustle going to help pay the bills. A muscular Latino with curly black hair, Manuel was a good-looking guy with a ready smile and a quick laugh.
Plenty of wine and food was served as the guests chatted and laughed. Claudia and Manuel were both scheming to find ways to get their neighbour away from his or her spouse for some more private time together. As the dessert course was being cleared away, Claudia struck first.
"Mark let's take our coffee into the library off the side hall. I'm sure that some of your wife's framed photographs are hanging there. I'll bet that you've never even seen them before, have you?"
"I haven't. It would be quieter there to talk and I'd like to see the pictures. I hear about her work, but I don't see much of it."
After the coffee was poured, Mark excused himself, telling Sharon that he and Claudia would be going to look at some of her photos in the Ullman's gallery. She smiled and nodded as they left. Then she turned to Manuel and he leaned close.
"Sharon, we should find someplace quiet. There's something that I'd like to talk to you about privately. They'll be gone for a while if they're looking at pictures. The Ullmans have hundreds of them in there, practically from floor to ceiling."
A few minutes later they left the table and headed in the opposite direction, toward the front entry hall.
Mark and Claudia entered the library by way of double doors. As he began to search the walls for Sharon's images, the young woman hung back enough to turn both door handles down, into the locked position. She didn't want any interruptions for the next half hour or so. Then she joined Mark, moving in very close, putting her arm around his waist. He liked her attention.
"There she is," Mark pointed to his naked wife, surrounded by wildflowers. "Daisies. That's how she chose her professional name, 'Daisy'. They're her favourite flowers."
"Lovely lady. Tell me, doesn't it make you a little nervous or maybe jealous, other people seeing your wife naked?"
"Yes, I sometimes have to fight with that. I admit it, Claudia."
"But you're such a gorgeous man yourself, Mark. Does anybody ever tell you that?"
"You, just now, and my wife sometimes."
"You really are, Mark," and she tightened her arm around him, looking up into his eyes. "Come sit with me on the sofa. We can admire the pictures from there."
Claudia pulled him down into the short couch, and curled up against him. There was no mistaking her intentions now, especially when she put one hand on his shoulder and the other on his upper thigh. She leaned in very close, offering puckered pink lips.
"I like you, Mark. I hope you like me?"
"Definitely, Claudia. But what if someone walks in and..."
"I locked the doors. Kiss me, Mark."
A tentative kiss became another and another, until her tongue was deep in his mouth. Meanwhile, Claudia had moved her hand up over his swelling cock, and was squeezing it. She held his head with the other hand, running her painted fingernails through his hair. He quickly opened the front of her dress and began to fondle her tits. She sighed into his mouth with pleasure.
Claudia worked to pull down Mark's zipper and he helped her by holding the top of his trousers. Then she was into his boxers to free his now-raging cock. One hand wrapped around it tightly as she stroked the full length. He shifted position so she could reach his big balls with her other hand. Then Mark went back to her dress, opening it to the waist and slipping her shapely tits out of her skimpy little bra.
The back of the sofa faced the locked door, and this double layer privacy seemed to embolden Claudia. She broke away from his kiss, and to Mark's complete surprise lowered her head to suck his cock! He reached under to squeeze her tits and pull her pointed nipples. He heard her moaning softly as he rolled the sensitive pink flesh between his practiced fingers.
This wasn't Claudia's first rodeo either. Her skills with a cock hinted at plenty of experience- heated nights while far from home at school, no doubt. Claudia sucked the crown of his member hard, with lots of saliva and noise, at the same time cradling his balls in one hand and stroking firmly with the other.
"Do you like this?" she mumbled around the rigid tool in her mouth.
Mark responded by gently pushing her head down so that he was buried deep enough that he could feel the back of her throat.
"Uh-huh," said little, but said it all.
What happened after that was a blur to Mark. Intense sucking. Hard stroking. Deep throating. Claudia didn't let up until he knew that he couldn't last much longer. Then Mark warned her.
"Keep doing that, and I'll come right down your throat!"
That was all Claudia needed to hear. She sucked and stroked and deep-throated with renewed vigour, until Mark lifted his hips off the furniture and unleashed blasts of cum into the mouth confining him. He pressed down, literally fucking her pretty face until he was completely spent. Then Claudia looked up at him with cum running out the corners of her full mouth. She grinned, then swallowed.
"Did you like that, Mark? I sure did. I don't go back to school for a month. I can do it again, OK?"
"Fantastic!"
Mark fumbled for his wallet as he put his wilting cock away.
"Here's my card, Claudia. Call me at work, not at home. Pretend we are doing business when you call."
There would be more of this.
****
Meanwhile, Sharon and Manuel had found the perfect spot for some privacy.
There was an alcove off the front entrance hall, a shadowy area used for occasional storage or to hang extra coats in colder weather. They tucked deep into it, face to face, and Manuel looped both arms around her waist, pulling her against him. Sharon offered no resistance whatsoever. She remembered his cock pressed up against her body during their simulated fucking in those audition photos.
"What did you want to talk to me about privately, Manny?" Sharon asked softly.
"I don't remember. You're such a beautiful woman, Sharon, you make me go blank in the head," he joked, pretending to have forgotten.
"Maybe this will help you?" And she leaned toward him, offering her full red lips.
Manuel needed no further invitation. He had been admiring her lovely tits as he held her close. Lifted up and pushed out under that sheer white blouse, her sumptuous mounds were displayed right to the edge of their dimpled areola.
He tugged her bustier lightly on each side and both nipples became completely exposed. Then Manny kissed her, and she opened her lips, inviting him to explore her mouth. He reached up with both hands to caress her stiff points as they kissed passionately.
Their groins were pressed together, and Sharon could feel his cock stiffening against her. Continuing to French kiss, she leaned back enough to bring a hand down to squeeze his man meat. She could tell that he packed a monster cock. Sharon fumbled with his zipper while he worked at unbuttoning her blouse. Eventually both were successful in freeing what they wanted.
Sharon wrapped her hand around his big rod and began to stroke it. At the same time, Manny lowered his head to her tits, caressing them firmly while he sucked first one nipple then the other. She sighed with the stimulation. Then he whispered to her.
"Suck it, baby."
Sharon quickly went down into a squat while Manny leaned back on the closet door behind him. The only sounds in the alcove were his heavy breathing and the suction noises her mouth occasionally made as she gobbled down his erect penis.
She spent the next twenty minutes pleasuring him- or was it an hour, or a day? Manny lost all sense of time and place because there was nothing else- just her talented mouth and hands on his cock and balls.
He was surprised that Sharon was able to take the whole thing, right to the top of her throat. She bobbed her head quickly at times, then slowed down to lick and kiss his shaft and his balls. All the while Sharon stared up into his eyes, never breaking contact.
This submissive thing drove him wild, and he knew that he was balanced right on the edge, ready to explode at any moment.
"Stop, baby. I'm gonna come."
But Sharon didn't stop. Something had got into her tonight. Maybe it was Claudia's obvious attention to her husband? Perhaps it was jealousy about them going off to another room without her? Or was it 'unfinished business' from her audition? Tonight she was going to drain Manny dry.
"Oh fuck!... Here it comes.... Here it comes.... Ugh.... Ugh.... Ahhhhhh!!!!"
Manny fucked Sharon's hungry mouth as cum shot from his cock. She kept her lips locked tightly around the shaft so nothing would end up on her face or clothing. It was too risky for that to happen. Sharon gulped down the whole thing, then stood up again to face him.
"You never told me what you wanted to talk about, Manny. Do you remember now?" she joked.
"Hey, we better straighten ourselves up fast, Sharon. Your husband will be wondering where you are!" Manuel answered nervously.
"OK. Call or text me at home during the daytime if you remember. Gwen has my number. Tell her I said you could have it."
Later, during the drive home from the party, neither Mark nor Sharon said much.
"Did you enjoy the party, honey?" she asked.
"Yes. You looked fantastic. Did you have a good time?"
"Definitely! I was with the handsomest guy there."
So much went unspoken about the evening. Both had done wrong. Both had kissed another person while caressing them intimately. There'd been oral sex, and each had either given or received a mouthful of cum.
Neither one of them had any desire to talk much about the party because they both had secrets to hide. As a result, any suspicions about what their partner might have done went unchecked. It was too dangerous to mention.
Furthermore, both had arranged for more illicit sex in the near future.
****
Early the following week Mark got a call from Claudia on his office line. He asked her to hold for a moment while he closed his door. He'd need to keep the call brief and business-like in case his secretary or someone else caught some of it.
"Hello Ms. Ullman," he began, hoping that she would understand what he was coding to her.
"Hello Mark. Since our recent meeting I have been thinking that we should continue our discussion. Would that suit you? I hope so."
"Yes, that would help to move things along."
"Can you suggest a time and place? It's difficult for me to come to your office."
"Ms. Ullman, we could get together at 3:30 tomorrow, say at the West End Premier Inn restaurant. Meet me outside the front lobby, OK?"
"Perfect. I'll see you there."
He knew that the hotel had no restaurant. Claudia parked close to the entrance and when she saw Mark get out of his car, she softly called to him. He came to her car window, explaining that he had reserved Room 219. He would get the key, and in a few minutes, she could come upstairs to join him. Mark was a bit nervous because he had never done this before now.
Ten minutes later, Claudia's heart was almost jumping out of her chest as she counted the doors along the hallway. "213, 215, 217, and 219." She had never done this either. She knocked, then quickly stepped inside. In minutes they had stripped to their underthings while kissing voraciously.
"Oh Mark. This is all I've been able to think about since the weekend party," Claudia whispered urgently, as they opened the bed and fell to the cool sheets.
"Me too! Will we talk about a business deal, or will we make love?" Mark joked to hide his nervousness.
"Neither one, Mark. Let's just fuck! How's that sound?" she exclaimed eagerly.



He helped her out of her bra and panty set, while she pulled off his underwear to reveal his growing cock. As they kissed urgently, his fingers found her sodden pussy while her hand encircled his cock and pumped it.
"Put it into me! Fuck me, Mark. Fuck me," Claudia urged.
Claudia was so hot for it that Mark didn't need to be told twice. She lay back and he came between her legs, rubbing the tip of his hard shaft against her slit to ease his entry. She opened wider to let him gradually slip between her spread lips, down into the juicy confines of her tight vagina.
And she was tight! Mark withdrew a bit, then slowly pushed down a bit farther, repeating this careful manoeuvre several times until he finally bottomed out.
"Oh my god, Mark. That feels so good! You fill me up. Go slowly so you don't hurt me."
"Your first time?" he asked gently, surprised at her tightness.
"No, but it's been a while. Kiss me while we fuck. I like that," Claudia whispered.
For the next hour or so, Claudia received what was probably the best sex of her young years. Mark slowly and patiently took her close to the edge in several different positions. If she enjoyed the missionary that they started with, she liked it even better on her side with him coming in from behind.
"Rub your clit while I fuck you, Claudia. I can watch you from back here," Mark suggested as he plied her with his big cock.
She complied, fingering her engorged clitoris while he fucked and looked on from behind her. Mark watched closely as she toyed with her clitoris, just like she would in her private moments. Claudia moaned with satisfaction, eager to perform for him like this.
"You make me feel like such a slut," she breathed as she brought herself higher in front of this handsome man.
"You're my little slut when we're together, baby," Mark teased softly.
"Oh yes! Fuck your little slut! She's been such a bad girl and needs to be punished by your cock!" Claudia hissed, as she became more aroused than ever.
"Take it, Slut! And keep rubbing your hot cunt for me!" Mark commanded as he pumped her pussy. That was all she needed to fall over the edge.
"Ohhh, yesss.... Ohhh, yessss.... Oh fuck.... I'm coming.... Aaaagggghhh!"
Mark wouldn't let himself come yet, so he slowed down his thrusts while Claudia jerked wildly at the end of his cock. He continued his deep, steady jabs as her climax subsided and gradually felt her get back into the rhythm he had skillfully maintained.
Claudia had enjoyed her orgasm, but Mark wasn't about to leave it at that. He knew that she held more passion inside ready to be unleased. When she began to push back against him, Mark helped her to her knees, then slid his cock back into her from behind.
"You'll like it this way," was all he said, and she grinned, knowing that she would.
Mark had opened up Claudia's tight pussy by now and had a firm grip on her flared hips. Below him, he could see her flawless white skin, and the appealing taper of her waist to her flared hips. Leaning to the side, he watched her ample suspended tits jiggle with each jab. Claudia craned her neck to look back and smiled at him.
"Having fun with your little slut?" she asked sweetly, without missing a beat.
"She really knows how to fuck. You're such a bad, bad girl!" Mark teased, as he picked up the pace, and she took it up, reveling in her growing sexual arousal.
Things were soon reaching a head as he pounded harder and harder into Claudia's soaked vagina. He was breathing hard, and he could see a moist sheen across the back of her sleek body.
Claudia began to moan loudly with satisfaction, and both knew where this stimulating position was taking them. As Mark grasped her hips tighter, she pushed back against him harder, and the slap of groin-on-arse became louder.
Mark was almost there now, sweating profusely, groaning with the pleasure of fucking this hot young beauty. His mount was nearing her second orgasm, and had reached back to rub her clitoris furiously to ensure that she wouldn't miss it.
Then a huge wave gripped Mark, and with a mighty groan he began to pump the contents of his balls into his partner's eager vagina.
As he poured out his cum, Claudia's fingers took her to the top, leaving her wailing for release. Her muscles clenched and grabbed, causing her to bounce about wildly with Mark still inside. Her second orgasm was even mightier than the first, eventually leaving her absolutely spent from exertion. Mark fell beside her, every bit as exhausted from an hour's wicked pleasure.
After a brief rest, they showered together, then went their separate ways. But not before they made arrangements to do this all again at a different west end hotel in a week. Both wanted more. Much more.
****
That same afternoon, while Mark was busy in bed with Claudia, Sharon received a phone call from Manuel. He had remembered what it was that he wanted to talk to her about but had forgotten as he ogled her tits through her sheer blouse.
"I'm calling to see if you'd like to come to lunch with me, Sharon."
"It depends where it is, Manuel. If you're cooking, then No. I think that's too dangerous, the way we are with each other."
"Not my place. A little Italian eatery downtown in my neighbourhood. I'll have a guest with me when you arrive."
"Oh. Who's that? Someone I know?" asked Sharon, curious now.
"A woman friend of mine, Antonetta. She has a favour to ask of you."
"What is it?"
"You'll have to hear it from her, not me. I'm just arranging for the three of us to meet for lunch."
Manuel knew that he had piqued Sharon's curiosity even more by mentioning the favour sought, so he wasn't surprised when she accepted his offer. She would meet them at the corner of 17th Street and Callander Road at 1:00 the next day. They chatted a bit before ending the call.
"Why do you say that it's dangerous to come to my apartment, Sharon?"
"I think you know what I'm talking about, Manny. We are attracted to each other. Strongly attracted."
"Sure. You're all woman. I'm all man. Is that so bad?"
"If I wasn't married with a family, I'd say it wasn't. But I am, so yes, it is bad, a dangerous thing for me."
"How do you know that your husband isn't already carrying on with that cute brunette, the Ullman's daughter?" Manuel teased. "She seemed to be hot after him last weekend."
"She might be, but I trust Mark completely. He has never given me reason not to."
"There's always a first time, Sharon. Does he know everything that you do? He'd probably be surprised."
"True, but I don't want to make him suspicious of me, so I won't be going to your place tomorrow."
"OK then, it's you and me and Antonetta at the restaurant. Looking forward to seeing you again, Sharon. Bye."
After she finished the call, Sharon sat thinking about the last part of their conversation. Yes, Claudia Ullman had shown a strong interest in Mark and the two of them had disappeared to the penthouse library for at least a half hour after dinner. He did look a bit disheveled afterward and the woman's lipstick seemed quickly slapped on.
Perhaps the two of them had been kissing while she was with Manny? But she was in no position to ask him anything.
Sharon resolved to continue trusting Mark as she had always done before. After all, past behaviour is a good guide to predicting future actions, she reasoned. He was a good husband. It was her own past indiscretions which damned her according to that old maxim. Could she trust herself to spend time with Manuel again?
****
At 5:30 Mark came home from his late afternoon romp with Claudia. He hadn't cheated like this before, and he wasn't sure if he could pull it off. As he was about to open the door, he could hear the kids and decided to use them as his cover.
"Hi everybody. I'm home!" he called, knowing the children would run to greet him. They did and he squatted down to hug them, one in each arm. As he nuzzled into their necks, they squealed with delight, and looking up, Mark could see Sharon laughing at the scene.
Then he quickly looked back down at the kids, finding it hard to maintain eye contact with Sharon. Fucking Claudia was much easier than facing his wife afterward.
But, at the same time, Sharon was having parallel thoughts.
"Look at that good man loving our children," she mused. "And I've just made a lunch date with the same man I went down on last Saturday."
Feelings of guilt swept over Sharon. This was going to be more difficult than she thought.
Both partners were cheating on their mate. One was just as bad as the other.
Some would call it moral equivalence.
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Senior history teacher Vanessa Wordsmith was serving half a dozen of her neighbours regularly. Sometimes she was at the centre of orgies with multiple partners, incredible sex like she had never known before.
And, she was happy doing this because it for the good of humanity!
There's an explanation.
An old man who used to live in her apartment left behind some old history books. He appeared to her twice in dreams, as the Spirit of Humanity, commanding her to read them and feel the Power of Words from the books. The words would take control of her mind, transporting her to past times and places. The Spirit said she could better teach lessons from the past if she had actually lived history.
At first, Vanessa felt uncomfortable because this time travel always included sex with six men from her building. She confronted Old Man Talmann about this, and he said not to be concerned. They had already lived long ago and were there to take her back to earlier time. Eventually Vanessa accepted that she was having wild sex with the living dead.
Vanessa became very friendly with building superintendent Alex, Mr. Talmann's grandson. Having been with many women since his first life in ancient Greece, he was the best lover she'd ever experienced. Vanessa kept coming back for more... and this had nothing to do with the good of humanity!
That's where this story begins.
****
Ever since Vanessa Wordsmith had come under the spell of the Power of Words, she had enjoyed sex through the ages. Now her favourite would be the beneficiary of another visit to his apartment.
"Oh yeah! That is so good, baby. Take it all! Take it all!" Alex groaned.
Right now, Vanessa knelt before him, one hand caressing his heavy balls, while she swallowed most of his big cock. She had just kissed and sucked him hard, and now he was enjoying her deep-throat skills. A little more and her pert nose was pressed right against his groin. He could feel her throat muscles constricting around his stiff member.
Vanessa withdrew quickly to catch her breath, then bobbed her pretty head a few more times before beginning to kiss down the length of Alex' shaft. Then, she took one long lick up from the base to the top. He compared her skills to the best oral he had enjoyed during his many lives.
When Vanessa started to deep-throat him again, Alex knew that he wouldn't be able to last much longer.
"Let me have you now. You're driving me crazy!" he gasped.
"Better than those Greek girls? Or those Roman women?" she laughed, as she came beside him and opened her legs. "Give me your best. Another one for the ages, OK."
Instead, Alex decided to continue the oral fun by tasting Vanessa's sweet pussy. His big hands went to her groin, thumbs spreading her lower lips wide open. Her clitoris was easy to find where the inner and outer pink flesh met. He used his tongue tickle her little button, causing her hips to suddenly buck as she gasped. Again, and the same response.
Then he kissed it, closing his lips around the swelling nub to suck it into his mouth. Vanessa went wild from the intense sensations, finally pushing his head away.
"Stop! I'll come if you keep doing that! Into me now. I'm ready!"
Now the two of them began to rut in earnest. Alex kissed Vanessa deeply as he slid his big cock deep into her eager body. She lifted her hips in response and before long they'd established a fluid rhythm of thrusts and parries, like two sword-fighters.
Alex and Vanessa were very good together, each knowing what the other liked; each knowing how to maximize their own pleasure too.
They were moving faster, Alex pushing ever harder and deeper, while Vanessa clung to his shoulders, pressing back. Beads of perspiration began to drip from his forehead and a sheen of moisture could be seen along Vanessa's lithe body. They were heating up, so Alex pulled out and helped his partner to her knees. Then he slid back into her sodden pussy from behind to continue their sport.
Grasping Vanessa's full hips, Alex again began to rock forward and back. She loved the feeling down inside, and automatically pivoted back to meet him, driving his engorged rod to the very bottom. At the same time, she brought a hand between her legs to her pussy. Finding her swollen clitoris, she fingered it in time with their movement.
Sensations were coursing through Vanessa's body now, emanating from her very core. Her vagina was gripping Alex tightly, causing him to groan with immense pleasure. Her clitoris was alive, a hungry, demanding thing, and she played it more rapidly with her practiced fingers.
This couldn't last much longer! Both of them were climbing higher and higher as Alex thrusted and Vanessa strummed her little nub.
"Fuck.... Harder, harder.... Fuck me so good.... Yeah.... Yeah!!"
"Baby, it's coming.... I feel it.... Not much longer.... Ugh, ugh, ugh.... Ugh!!"
And then Alex was there, slamming into her vagina like a crazed man, his body jerking in spasms of release. He pumped hard, again and again, each thrust adding to the massive volume of cum already delivered. Finally, he had no more and slumped to the bed, exhausted.
Vanessa wanted hers too, and her fingers knew how to do it. She moaned loudly as they furiously rubbed her protruding clitoris. It screamed for what it needed and was soon satisfied as tremors shook her body, bouncing her on the bed, Her stomach muscles clenched again and again until she could take no more stimulation.
Then she fell over onto the bed beside her resurrected lover.
****
Afterward, Vanessa and Alex lay beside each other in the afterglow of great sex. But now he had a rather serious look on his face. He seemed like he wanted to tell her something but wasn't sure if he should.
"What's troubling you tonight? The fact that I'm human and you aren't?" she joked.
"No, it's something else. My grandfather is very old. You know that already. But now he's coming near his end. He isn't at all well and he's asked me to talk to you about it."
"Oh, that's too bad. You must be upset about it?"
"Of course. We've been around for millenia. He's become pretty special to me."
"You mean the resurrected dead have feelings! I didn't think that you did."
"We do. I have feelings for him and... OK, I have them for you too, Vanessa."
"That's so nice to hear. I like you too, though honestly, I have to admit that a lot of it is just great sex."
He smiled knowingly. "When someone has lived as long as I have, there's plenty of time to get it right." Then he continued.
"Old Man Talmann is a good spirit. He's done his job well, recruiting people like you and your friend Marie to carry out his work. He has never lost sight of his goal, even in the darkest of times. Attila, Adolf, Osama- there have been times when I'm sure he was ready to give up. But he kept trying."
"You told me you were an ancient Greek warrior killed in battle. Where did he come from? Was he really your grandfather?"
"More my adoptive grandfather. He's as old as the first people on Earth, maybe right after the Garden of Eden. Who knows? My father was killed in battle when I was young and Talmann took his place. He helped me to grow into a warrior. A lot of good it did me, a spear right through my heart!"
"Now that he's dying, what will happen to his dream? You know, people learning from the past to avoid making the same mistakes?"
"It's complicated. He might become one of us. One of us might take his place. The work is so important that it must go on. I'm sure he'll figure out what to do."
"You say 'one of us'. How many of you are there? I mean, the living dead?"
"I don't know. Thousands? No, millions. We're everywhere. You know the six of us from this building. And you met Sally and a few of our friends from around the city."
"I'm curious. Alex. Can you tell me about the ones I know? Or is it secret?"
"Not secret at all. The two brothers are Romulus and Remus who founded the city of Rome. Raised by a she-wolf, they were very rough around the edges when I first met them. Time has mellowed them a bit."
"And my two biker neighbours?"
"They were in the ancient Persian military- my sworn enemies in the past. In fact, their troop killed me- my first death." Then he continued, "Since they moved in and we started up with you and Marie, we've become much better friends," he laughed knowingly.
"Yeah, I'll say! What about the guy who is always staring at my breasts?"
"Can't say that I blame him. His mother died back in ancient Egypt when he was a baby, so you can see where he gets his fixation. He's actually the oldest one of us all.
"And that blonde Sally? What's her back story?"
"She's from back in my time. Supposed to have lived on the island of Lesbos, so you can understand why she wants you, right? Sally has changed since then because now she goes both ways. That's why she likes to hang out with us. We all fuck her any chance that we get!"
Vanessa's curiosity was satisfied, so she went back to Old Man Talmann's impending end.
"Do you think you could take his place as the Spirit of Humanity? You've seen a great deal of human history already."
"I hope not. It would be very tough to give up the pleasures of human life. Being with you in bed like this makes me want to stay right where I am now- the building superintendent."
"I hope you stay too. But he's not well. Is there anything I can do?"
"You could go visit him. He's in Palliative Care at Southgate Hospital, so he's not coming out alive. Probably he'll give you a pep-talk because he's committed to his goal right to the end."
"I promise I'll go this weekend. Hey, want to come with me?"
"I think he'll want some private words with you. Otherwise, I'd come along to enjoy your company, Vanessa."
****
The old man looked even older than the last time Vanessa saw him. He now lay in a hospital bed, surrounded by monitoring machines, IV bags and tubes. The room was stark, conspicuously absent were flowers, except the bouquet which Vanessa had brought along. Old Man Talmann stirred, opened his eyes, and gave a faint smile when he saw his visitor.
"I was hoping you'd come. There's so much we need to talk about before..."
Vanessa cut him off. "I hope that you'll get better. Look at all they have going into you here," observing all the tubes.
"No, I've died before. I know what it feels like when it's coming, so I'm ready for it. Death is coming soon."
"Ohhh...." Vanessa didn't know what to say because she'd forgotten that he was not human.
"Vanessa, it is so important that you and your friend Marie keep reading from the book. Not just because of all the sex of course- mortals do have those basic needs- but on account of people today. They're not content with the past. They want to reshape it to the present, and it's not like that!"
He was getting agitated.
"Calm down Mr. Talmann," Vanessa said in a soothing voice as she took his hand. "What do you mean?"
"You have to teach young people that history happened at random. It didn't unfold in some grand design. No, it bumped along, bouncing off the walls of time, stumbling its way to the present. Some of it was good and some was not. Nowadays so many people want to erase the parts of it that they don't like, tearing down statues; changing street names; wiping away whatever doesn't suit their thinking. It makes me angry."
"It's true," Vanessa agreed. "Even monuments to kings and queens are being defaced right in our city.
"You have to stop them, Vanessa. You need to get young people to think, not just react. You need to have them see that erasing the past teaches nothing more than self-righteous intolerance. Trying to change history that way is wrong because nobody learns its lessons!"
"Yes, I understand what you're saying," she said, patting his hand, "We're just two history teachers, but we'll do our best. We really will."
"Good. And I want you to keep reading the old books about the past. If you do, I promise that you are going to enjoy your journey. I'm sure you know what I mean, Vanessa."
She blushed and looked away because they both knew how much she and her girlfriend looked forward now to experiencing history first-hand. Both of their sex lives were right off the chart now compared to a month or two ago.
"I will, Mr. Talmann. I will," she said earnestly.
"Yes, I know you will. Read it tonight. Invite Marie to stay with you. If you read about Will Shakespeare's time, I promise you an adventure as good as any you've known before."
"Yes I'll do that. I promise."
"So, it's goodbye now, Vanessa. I hope to see you again in another life."
She didn't know what he meant by that, and at the moment it seemed wrong to ask. Tears ran down her face as she kissed Old Man Talmann's cheek, then hurried out of the room without looking back. Vanessa held it together until she reached her car, then lowered her head and burst into tears, thinking about his impending death.
****
Saturday night Marie came after supper with her now-familiar sleep-over kit, complete with very sexy, sheer lingerie to get her into the mood. As if she wasn't already! She had been longing for this all week, her sex-crazed mind in overdrive at the prospect of more men from the past!
"Look what I bought for our trip tonight, Vanessa. I feel so sexy wearing these!" Marie grinned, opening her legs and lifting her pelvis. Vanessa could see that the sheer panties split from front to back, revealing her friend's private pink flesh.
"And this top too," Marie whispered in a slutty voice as she unbuttoned her blouse to show that her nipples protruded above the top edge of her tiny matching half-bra.
"I see what YOU want tonight, Marie!" Vanessa exclaimed. "Now let's read about Shakespeare like Mr. Talmann told me. He promised an adventure like we've never known before."
"Oh my god, Vanessa. I can't wait any longer!"
They opened the old book to the section Vanessa had marked in the afternoon, and took turns reading paragraphs to each other.
.... "As a man of the theatre Shakespeare knew all the tricks of the trade. He began his plays with scenes or words calculated to jolt the attention of his nut-cracking, card-playing, ale-swilling, woman-ogling audience. He took full advantage of the abundant properties and machinery of the Elizabethan stage...."
.... "He used all the jugglery of disguises and recognitions, all the shifts of scenery and the complications of a play within a play. Almost all the stories turn on improbable coincidences, concealed identities, and highly opportune revelations...."
[Will and Ariel Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 7, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1961, in 'William Shakespeare' p. 99.]
The last sentence of the story echoed through the room. It reverberated in their heads until Vanessa and Marie once again fell under the hypnotic spell of the Power of Words:
"Improbable coincidences. Concealed identities. Opportune revelations"
Improbable coincidences... Concealed identities... Opportune....
Improbable coincidences.... Concealed ident......
Improbable coincidences....... "
As the spiraling phrases took control of their minds, they began to hear noise around them from the rowdy crowd in the London's old Globe Theatre. Vanessa and Marie sat high enough above the rabble at the foot of the stage that they would not have to mix with the lower classes. Accompanied by their gentlemen, the party of four were well-dressed and equally well-mannered.
In the style of the day, both women displayed almost nothing of their legs and almost everything of their breasts. Their full dresses reached almost to the floor, but scooped so low in the front that only the nipples and the underside of their tits remained hidden. Any sudden movement would expose the taut points, inviting the gentlemen to enjoy them with their eyes. Of course, all would be fully available later in private.
Tonight, Vanessa and Marie were accompanied by their husbands, the two bikers who were her neighbours in real life. They were big, tattooed men, safe to be with after dark in the streets of a major city. They had arrived by carriage driven by the two brothers, who also lived on the same floor. Among the lower classes in the pit, Vanessa thought she recognized the man who always stared at her tits, and that tough blonde lesbian, Sally.
The play was about to begin now, a Shakespearean comedy, 'Twelfth Night'. The audience jeered Malvolio, the lady Olivia's conceited and ridiculous steward. People in the pit threw food and garbage at him as he pranced around the stage dressed in bright yellow stockings. Vanessa had seen the play in real life and appreciated it even more in Shakespeare's time.
In the carriage afterward both couples were in a playful mood. The husbands took liberties with their wives, pulling them close and kissing their painted mouths. Vanessa and Marie returned their affections, and soon felt the kisses stray down onto their necks and their chests.
Before long both were moaning softly as their husbands sucked and pulled at their now- exposed nipples. Vanessa boldly squeezed her man's big cock, and Marie followed suit.
Suddenly the carriage stopped and the driver opened the door. There was an after-theatre reception for both couples to attend. Perhaps Shakespeare himself would be there? Maybe, but Vanessa was quick to notice two other guests- the breast man and his woman, the blonde lesbian. She tried to avoid eye contact, but could see Sally staring at her very intently. Now she was coming Vanessa's way.
The men were talking, so Sally leaned toward Vanessa's ear with this order:
"You're Vanessa, right? We were together in ancient Rome, and if you want it again, I'll be waiting for you out the back door in a few minutes."
She was right. Vanessa did want it again. Her expanding experiences in the past had come to embrace women, so she found herself passing through that door in short order.
Sally abruptly pulled her into the shadows of the alley, and locked her lips onto Vanessa's mouth, kissing hard. Vanessa opened and they Frenched with a passion. Sally firmly pulled the gown off the Lady's shoulders, freeing her tits for some rough attention. Then her nipples were pulled and twisted, rising into small peaks from the stimulation.
But Vanessa began to fight back, grasping Sally's tunic and lifting it over her face. Another tug and the tall blonde was naked from the waist up, her pointed tits free, nipples erect. Vanessa grabbed both and pulled at them, and Sally gasped with the sudden turn of events. They were on an equal footing now, and settled in for some fevered sex in the darkness.
Both brought a hand up under the other's full skirt, reaching for pussy, then delving deep into the wet flesh they sought. Their fingers soon found the other woman's clitoris and began to work it with their fingers.
Both were hot for it, spreading their feet apart for better access and sensation. Their other hand went to their partner's tits, squeezing the smooth white flesh, firmly rolling the eager nipples. At the same time, their lips ground together, while their tongues probed deep inside open mouths.
Sally had found the right spot below, making Vanessa writhe with the sensations from her throbbing button. She was panting for more, feeling totally aroused by the thought that anyone could walk out and see them. Vanessa rocked her hips as if she was fucking, seized by a rising need to come.
All at once her stomach and pelvic muscles contracted and released. Then again! And again! And again! As each sudden wave of sensation wracked her body, Vanessa shook uncontrollably until her legs felt so weak that she clung to Sally to support her. When Vanessa's body stopped moving, Sally sneered at her.



"There, you bitch! Did that satisfy you?"
"Now it's for you?" Vanessa stammered, offering to get Sally off.
"Don't bother. I'll get plenty tonight with him," she spit out, referring to the breast man.
Afterward. Vanessa straightened up her clothing and went back inside to find her husband and the other couple. She hoped they'd believe her cover story that she hadn't felt well so stepped out for some fresh air. Her legs still felt shaky after that hard orgasm a few minutes before.
****
When the two girlfriends awoke the next morning, they were both naked and very close to one another in Vanessa's big bed. Marie had stirred first and rested against her bedmate, caressing her breasts in a loving way, nuzzling into her neck. Vanessa opened her eyes slowly, surprised by her friend's apparent affections, her head buried against her skin. Marie wished her good morning and kissed her face.
"And a good morning to you, too. Did you sleep well last night?" Vanessa asked, taken aback.
"Yes, darling, I did. You were so amazing last night!' Marie exclaimed, her eyes wide.
"Ohhh.... I feel a bit hung over today. Umm... how was I amazing?"
Vanessa hoped they hadn't done what it seemed that Marie's affectionate wake-up appeared to suggest. She did notice an unusual taste in her mouth, a slightly acrid taste, in fact. Wonder turned to concern with her friend's smiling reply.
"Don't you even remember? We made love! I haven't done anything like that for so long, but when you got me started, I didn't want it to stop. That's what was amazing! We were so bad, doing it like that!"
"Like that? What do you mean?" Vanessa asked, trying hard to remember through the fog that seemed to envelope her brain.
"Like, right in front of our husbands, with them watching us do it. You don't remember that? It was the sexiest thing I've done in years, believe me!"
"I'm having some trouble recalling much. My head feels numb," Vanessa complained.
"Yes, love, you had too much to drink. But, that's when the real you came out. I didn't know until then how you really feel about me. And I thought we were just friends!" Marie hugged Vanessa tightly.
"Ohhh.... I guess you better tell me about it."
"Well... we came back to your place from the party after the theatre. You had disappeared for a little while there, and Mick, your husband was concerned that you weren't well. Anyway, everybody was feeling... you know... very horny, and it wasn't long before we were all naked in your bedroom. That's when it started."
"Uhh... what started?"
"Your husband wanted us to put on a little show for them. You started kissing me and then you were sucking my nipples. That really turned me on. Especially with the two men right beside us. It was really exciting. And we did a lot more too!"
"Ohhh.... I don't remember...."
"Well I do! I started to love you back, kissing and sucking like this," and Marie lowered her head, taking one of Vanessa's nipples into her mouth, her hand cupping the breast firmly.
Vanessa gently pushed her away and eased herself to the edge of the bed.
"I need to use the toilet, Marie. I'll be right back, OK."
When she got up, Vanessa felt very stiff, from her neck down to her legs. As soon as she sat down, pungent fluid began leaking from her body, confirming what she expected. She had been thoroughly fucked last night.
As she sat there trying to recall the events Marie had described, she had an image of the two of them having sex. She recalled her resurrected neighbours, Mick and Jerry, egging them on. Her face was buried in her girlfriend's pussy, her tongue lapping the juices she found there. Oh god, she really HAD done that!
Vanessa reached over for her toothbrush and paste, eager to get that taste of Marie's pussy out of her mouth. This was awful! Her girlfriend was now mistaking what had happened in the mind-controlled state brought on by the book as lesbian love.
How could she make Marie realize that it wasn't how she actually felt here and now? How could she tell Marie that she was still just her friend and time-travel buddy, not her lover?
Then a picture of the rest of the night came back to Vanessa. She was on her back with her legs spread wide and Jerry pounding into her body. Marie was arched across her at an angle, kissing her mouth passionately, with Mick thrusting into her girlfriend from behind.
She could hear their dream husbands talking and laughing, exclaiming how well the other's wife could fuck. It seemed that the two couples had swapped partners last night too! Evidently, it had been a wild time after the theatre.
Another image had Vanessa kneeling, bent over Marie's face, lips locked, tongues probing each other. Both were moaning into the other's mouth because their own resurrected husbands were fucking them hard now.
Vanessa's arse was high in the air and Mick was deep inside her pussy, reclaiming his wife, his big hands tightly gripping her hips. He was groaning ecstatically, clearly enjoying what he was doing to her. No wonder Vanessa's hips felt stiff and bruised today.
Then, it became difficult to kiss Marie as Mick slammed into her faster and harder. He was losing control, babbling out loud as he pumped his fat cock abruptly in penetrating jabs. He was coming, shooting great jets of spunk into her as spasms swept through his big frame. Then Vanessa could feel him slump down against her back, the sweat of their wicked labours slick between them.
When Vanessa returned to the bedroom, she quickly put on her robe and slippers. Marie sat up naked in bed and pouted.
"You're not coming back in with me for a while? I was hoping that you could love me some more. It was so amaz.... "
Vanessa cut her off abruptly, raising her voice a little.
"Look Marie. I'm going to make some coffee. You and I have to talk. In the kitchen."
****
Vanessa Wordsmith hadn't seen the building superintendent around for days. She went to his door one weekday evening after supper and tapped three times, their signal for her booty-call arrival. This time it went unanswered. She watched for him around the apartment building, but by the weekend there was still no sign of him.
On the weekend, Vanessa enquired about Alex with the men on her floor, but no-one seemed to know. Or at least they weren't telling her anything. The looks which the two brothers gave one another seemed to say they knew more.
When she asked the bikers next door, they also glanced toward each other before just shrugging their shoulders. What were they keeping from her?
Later that Saturday afternoon, two cube vans were parked outside the front door of the apartment. Workers from one were loading up a stack of furniture, while the driver and helper of the other unloaded their vehicle.
Two apartment dwellers were passing like ships in the night. Vanessa watched with interest from her balcony, wondering if this had anything to do with her resurrected boyfriend's sudden disappearance.
The next day, she instinctively glanced toward Alex' apartment as she passed by on her way out. There was a note on the superintendent's door that hadn't been there before.
"J.J. Talmann- Building Superintendent."
****
A few nights later, Vanessa was awakened from her sleep by three taps on her door. That was their signal! Was it Alex? She rushed to answer it, but first she put on the safety chain and opened the door a few inches. All she could see was a dark, hooded figure with white hair spilling around a shadowed face.
"Who is it?" Vanessa asked, her voice trembling because this figure seemed taller and bulkier than a similar shape she had twice seen in dreams.
"I am the Spirit of Humanity. Feel the Power of Words. You must read the book. Do it again and again," the dark figure commanded.
The voice was different, and yet familiar too.
"Is that you, Alex?" Vanessa whispered.
"Yes. Now I have my grandfather's job."
"I saw his name on your door."
"You'll see more of him around the building. And probably when you read. He's a handsome young man again. Now I'm the old one," Alex said sadly.
Vanessa was almost speechless by this sudden turn of events.
"You mean he's resurrected and living in the building!" she exclaimed.
"Read the old books. I know that the two of you will have a great time, living out scenes from the past. You know what I mean, right?" he said ruefully.
Then he managed a weak smile for Vanessa and added, "The lucky guy."
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"She'll be here in a few minutes. Let's go over a few things."
"I know she's a beauty, Manny, so I did my best today."
"Yes, I see that. You look fantastic! She won't resist you."
Antonetta Lazzario drew looks wherever she went. Today the olive-skinned beauty wore a filmy white blouse and dark skirt which revealed most of her long legs. Her full breasts and shapely hips swayed when she walked. She had the body and the spirit of a mid-twenties woman, sure of her rousing sexuality. Her dark hair framed an angular face, set with eyes that could burn right through a man.
"Now, remember a few things we talked about..."
"I know. I know. Let you take the lead and..."
"Right. I know how to play her. She's hot for me, and that'll help us."
"And you say that she likes it with women too."
"I've seen the photos. Loves it!"
"So, I'll play up to her here in the restaurant..."
"Yes, whet her appetite for what we've planned later."
"I hope she's nice. I mean, it'll be hard if she isn't."
"She's very nice. You'll enjoy her more than you can imagine!"
"You sound pretty sure of that, Manny."
"Believe me. I know how much she lives for it!"
"Shhh. Here she comes now. My god, she is beautiful!"
****
Sharon was meeting her friend-with-benefits Manuel for lunch in a little Italian place downtown. He had asked her to join him and a 'mystery woman', Antonetta, who had a favour to ask of her. Lunch with Manny and finding out what this person wanted had proven an irresistible combination.
Sharon was eager to satisfy her curiosity, but was determined to avoid going to her friend's nearby apartment. She simply didn't trust herself around the man.
As she glided into the restaurant, all eyes turned her way, the second beauty to enter in the past few minutes. Sharon wore a tight red sweater that clung to her rounded breasts, along with a black leather pencil skirt that highlighted her shapely behind. Her long blonde hair was a curly mane framing a very appealing angelic face. Manuel knew she was anything but an angel.
The hostess led Sharon over to his corner semi-circular booth and directed her to the empty space beside a very sexy dark-haired woman, who smiled at her invitingly. Manny stood and came around to kiss Sharon on both cheeks before she sat down. Then he introduced her to Antonetta, and they smiled, as they appraised each other.
"I've heard so much about you from my friend Manny. I see that you are even more attractive than he described!" Antonetta enthused.
"Thanks. Coming from someone as lovely as you, that means something. I hope Manny hasn't told you too much about me. We have our secrets."
"No, he just told me that you two had a hot photo shoot together," she lied convincingly.
"We did, and it launched my new career with Tom and Gwen Miller, a couple of excellent erotic photographers."
"I'm sure we'll talk more about them later, Sharon," Manuel noted. "Here's the wine list. Will you both join me today?"
"A glass of dry white for me, Manny. You choose."
"I'll have the same," Antonetta added.
"I'll share a bottle with you," he said and placing the order, he told the waitress, "Drop off some menus. We'll order our meal in a while."
For the next half hour, the three of them made small talk. Sharon told her story about the surprise glamour shoot which led to her budding career as an erotic photography model. Manny revealed the side-hustle which had been a mystery to Sharon up to now. He was on contract to find and place new photo talent. She guessed that this may be linked to Antonetta's favour.
Antonetta told them that she had some modelling experience, but largely in amateur fashion shows, along with the occasional bikini contest at automobile and motorcycle events. Her full-time job was in sales at an upscale lingerie shop in the neighbourhood.
Aside from assisting customers with selecting fashionable support and bedroom attire, she also helped the owner with inventory recommendations. At the present time she was urging Mrs. Avanture to stock a range of sex toys to complement the bedroom lingerie.
"Interesting! Do you have any personal favourites, Antonetta?" Sharon teased, comfortable with the other woman after a big glass of wine.
"Well... yes. I admit it," she replied, glancing toward Manuel, who seemed to urge her to continue.
"So, tell me. And I'll tell you, OK?" Sharon encouraged.
"I like the little bullet-like palm vibrators, myself," Antonetta admitted, blushing a bit. "Your turn."
"The opposite. The big wand that vibrates, with a head that wobbles when you want it to."
"I've seen those in catalogues, Sharon. Should I suggest to the owner that we stock them?"
"Personally speaking, they are fantastic." Then she lowered her voice. "For vibrating the clit, but also to... actually insert. It feels like a big cock moving inside."
"Oh my god! Maybe I should get one for myself!" Antonetta gushed, moving her palm to Sharon's thigh, and clenching softly, the first of her calculated moves.
"What are you two whispering about?" Manuel asked, having heard only snippets of their conversation. He did notice that Antonetta's hand was below the table, angled toward Sharon, and he smiled. This seemed to be moving along quite nicely.
When the bottle was empty, they ordered a second one to have with their meal. By now, Antonetta had turned her body toward Sharon, and they were very close together. As they waited for the food to arrive, Manuel could see that they had hands clasped on Sharon's thigh.
When they spoke and laughed, both touched the other's arm softly. He felt almost left out of the table conversation, but he knew the reason. Antonetta was working Sharon.
By the end of the meal- and the second bottle- Antonetta and Sharon were sharing stories and laughter like fond friends. Then the waitress returned, asking if they were going to order coffee and dessert.
"No dessert for me," Sharon stated.
"Me, neither. Too much food," Antonetta added.
"Why not go somewhere else for coffee?" Manuel suggested. "If we walk a bit, we'll feel more comfortable."
All agreed and were soon on their way to the door.
"I live nearby. A very short walk. Come to my place for coffee," Manny stated with a big smile.
"Good idea, Manny," Antonetta quickly chimed in, as planned. "You make a great brew."
Outnumbered like this, and feeling no pain after two-thirds of a bottle of wine, Sharon nodded agreement. They were going to Manny's apartment, the same place that Sharon had vowed not to visit. But what could possibly go wrong? After all, there was another woman with them today, so they wouldn't be alone together.
Manuel led the way and the two women walked side-by-side behind him. Antonetta kept up a steady flow of conversation, as much to prevent Sharon from having second thoughts as anything. At one point, she even took Sharon's hand, eventually bringing her arm behind her back, pulling Sharon close to her as they walked.
"I like you, Sharon. I'm glad Manny invited us to have lunch with him," Antonetta said softly.
"You're very nice and I'm enjoying your company," Sharon replied.
Sharon was eager to find out what favour Antonetta wanted to ask her. So far the woman had said nothing, but perhaps she would do so at Manny's apartment? Meantime, she certainly was a pleasant companion. Other than Gwen Miller, Sharon hadn't yet made any female friendships in the capital. Perhaps one was developing now?
****
Mark had exchanged cell phone numbers with Claudia after they spent the afternoon together during the week. Sharon was out for lunch with somebody, so it seemed like an ideal time to contact Claudia about the coming week. He had been thinking a lot about their hot sex, and wanted more.
"Hi Claudia. Mark. Do you have privacy right now?... OK, I'll wait 'til you're back at the scene of the crime," he joked.
She was going to take his call in the Ullman's home library.
"Mark, so good that you called. I'm sitting right where this all started, and I wish that I had you in my mouth again right now," she spoke softly.
"Oh yeah, I have something here that I'd love to give you too," he chuckled, referring either to his cock or it's contents.
"Mark, last week at the hotel was wonderful. I can't stop thinking about it. That was the best I ever had, believe me!"
"You were fantastic, Claudia. Will we meet for 'business' again this coming week?"
"Only on one condition," she said a bit ominously.
"Ohhh... and what's that?" Mark replied, a bit concerned.
"You have to promise... that it will be just as good as it was last week. That's all," she laughed.
"You had me worried there. Look, I can do even better. Why don't we start a half hour earlier, say 2:30? Then we can try some new things I've been thinking about."
"New things? That sounds exciting! Tell me."
"No, you'll have to wait. But try to think of all the things I could do to your sweet pussy. All the different ways I could fuck you. All the sexy, dirty things I could say to you. All the sexy, dirty things a bad girl like you could do for me. All..."
"Enough Mark. Enough. I'm going to come right here on the sofa!"
"I'd like to be there with you. Tell me... what are you wearing right now, Claudia?"
It was her turn to tease now.
"Actually, I was just changing. So, I'm completely naked under my short bathrobe."
"Really! Talk to me about it, so I can imagine what I'm missing there."
"Well, it barely covers my bum. My nipples are brushing against the fabric, so they're really stiff. I'm using my fingers to pull them even longer- you'd love to suck them. Now my robe is open, and I can feel the cool air on them."
She continued in a whisper. "I've opened my legs because I feel so hot down there.... Oh, Mark.... I'm soaking wet too.... Oh my god, that feels sooo good! Wish you were the one touching my pussy right now."
"Stop it, Claudia. I'm hard as a rock!"
"OK, enough teasing. Where will we meet, Mark? How's Wednesday? I don't think I can wait much longer."
"Wednesday, 2:30. At the West End Hotel on Sun Valley Drive. Meet out front like last week. OK?"
"Someone's coming. Got it. Bye."
****
About the same time as Mark was making arrangements to fuck Claudia silly on Wednesday, Manuel unlocked his apartment door. A fragrant, clean smell met Sharon and Antonetta as he ushered them inside.
"Manny, you've been housecleaning. We must be special guests," Sharon joked.
"Actually, Antonetta gave me plenty of help. It usually isn't this clean, so I'll show you around before we have coffee. I have a little surprise in the bedroom."
"Uh... Manny. No bedroom surprises today, OK? We talked about that on the phone. Remember?" Sharon asserted.
"No, it's a different kind of surprise," he explained, as he led them into his room.
There above his big bed was a large framed print of Sharon naked in a field of daisies beside a little stream. He'd found it at an art shop. Antonetta pretended that she had never seen it before.
"My god, Sharon! You look gorgeous with your clothes off. What a fabulous body!"
"This is a little embarrassing," was all the model could manage.
"What a beautiful picture. I would love to pose like that some day!" Antonetta added.
"I'll leave you two to talk about that while I get things together for coffee and dessert," Manuel said, and he gave Antonetta a knowing little wink as he headed toward the kitchen.
The women were alone now in Manuel's bedroom, standing beside his bed. It was time for Antonetta to make her play. Time to ask her favour. She put her arm around Sharon and pulled her closer as she talked about the nude photo.
"Sharon, your body is so beautiful. I love your full breasts and those lovely nipples. I want to pose like that too. Do you think I have the body for it? Be honest," she said softly.
"You have a great shape, Antonetta, and I'm sure that you would look lovely nude, like that picture," Sharon replied, looking at her own image on the wall.
"Do you really think so? I value your professional advice. Maybe my breasts are too big for erotic posing? I don't know."
"No, I think they're lovely. Are they firm? That's the important thing."
"I think so, but you can decide," Antonetta said with a little grin, already unbuttoning her blouse and reaching for the front clasp on her bra.
Soon, Sharon was facing two solid cones of female flesh with stiffening dark nipples. Antonetta tugged a few times with her fingertips, and they grew longer. It was one very impressive rack!
Sharon felt a lump in her throat and looking into the woman's eyes, it dawned on her where this was going, here in the bedroom alone.
Just then she heard Manny call from the kitchen.
"Damn! I'm out of milk and cream. Going to the store for some now. Be back in about a half hour."
And then the apartment door slammed shut and it was quiet, except for Sharon's heavy breathing.
"Do you like my tits, Sharon?" Antonetta asked softly, gazing into the model's eyes.
"Lovely, just lovely," she choked out, and fully smitten, Sharon pulled the woman close. "But I'd like to see the rest too. After all, you see me nude in that picture. I'll help you."
Between the two of them, Antonetta was naked in thirty seconds flat. She clambered onto Manuel's bed and sat back on her haunches, legs apart for balance, facing Sharon. Then she raised her arms, brought her folded palms behind her head, and arched her back forward. She looked breathtakingly delicious!
Antonetta's smooth olive skin stood out against the white bed coverings, and her magnificent conical tits hung like ripe fruit. Her shapely thighs merged in a cropped and shiny wet muff of dark hair, evidence of how aroused Antonetta felt. Her sultry red lips and dark eyes purred 'Come fuck me', loud and clear.
"Do you think I could be an erotic model, like you are?" Antonetta asked sweetly as her new friend's hungry eyes swept across her naked displayed body.
"Absolutely! Your tits are gorgeous, and you are so curvy. Those dark eyes and that mass of black hair are every man's dream. Mine too. Yes, you should model nude. Definitely!"
"Will you introduce me to your photographers, the Millers? Manny says that they think very highly of you. Your word would carry a lot of weight."
"Is that the favour Manny mentioned when he called me for lunch?"
"Yes, Sharon. You could help me so much. I really want to model. I'd even love to pose nude with you someday. Manny says you do those girl-girl shoots."
"I'll ask Tom and Gwen on one condition, Antonetta. I can't just look at you like this and walk away. If we model together nude, we have to be compatible. I want to find that out right now!" Sharon panted, eager for sex with this Latin bombshell.
"Good. Let's get you undressed, Sharon," Antonetta, every bit as willing.
This had worked out exactly as planned.
****
Manuel was sitting in the apartment lobby, chatting with people from the building, while occasionally checking his watch. Antonetta was supposed to have called him if things hadn't moved forward. No phone call meant that the two of them would be having sex now.
He smiled and checked his phone again. Soon it would be a half hour, but he knew Sharon might last longer, so he waited another fifteen minutes before getting onto the elevator.
Meanwhile, the two women were thrashing about on Manuel's bed like they were both in heat. Antonetta was resolved to give her best sexual performance so that Sharon would carry out the favour. And Sharon was eager to explore this beautiful Latin woman's body in every way possible. Between the intoxicating wine, those beautiful tits, and Antonetta's smouldering eyes, Sharon's fuse was lit.
Antonetta was at least ten years younger than Sharon and correspondingly less experienced. It was the same case as Mark with Claudia- first hand knowledge at work. Sharon led the way, showing her how to love a woman by demonstrating the fine art, as learned with lovers Liana and Gwen. Her practiced fingers and lips were excellent teachers.
Sharon lavished Antonetta's stiff nipples with deep kisses than drew them to full length and left the woman tingling. Sharon's flicking tongue on her clitoris had an even more powerful effect, causing Antonetta to lift her hips and spread as wide as she could.
As Sharon loved her partner's body, Antonetta gradually responded in kind. Tentatively at first, she licked the model's tender nipples, then sucked as Sharon had done with hers. Little sighs told the novice that she was doing well. Then her fingers traced a stealthy path down Sharon's stomach and settled on her stiff clitoris. She rolled it in little circles and heard Sharon moan with pleasure.
Now both women were deep into this bedroom scene, touching, kissing and whispering feverishly. They were discovering how their partner liked to be stimulated, and, in Antonetta's case, how she preferred it herself. Antonetta lay across much of Sharon's sleek body, alternating between her lips and her nipples while she fingered her lover's sensitive pink.
That's when Manuel quietly re-entered the apartment.
He listened carefully and heard only soft whispering, punctuated by little moans of pleasure. Unable to resist, he tiptoed closer to the bedroom and peeked through the slightly open door.
Manuel could see that both were totally absorbed in love-making, and he hesitated, wondering if he should join them. But, without much further thought and highly aroused by what he saw and heard, he stripped naked. Then he quietly crept inside.
"Antonetta, he whispered, "Come onto your knees so I can fuck you."
After her initial surprise, she remembered that Manuel had briefly discussed this as an option in the persuasion of Sharon. Antonetta brought herself up to her knees while continuing to put weight against Sharon's upper body, essentially pinning her down. Sharon saw Manny, but Antonetta kissed her lips firmly.
"Sharon, kiss me while he fucks me. It's OK," she whispered with assurance, and Sharon was already so aroused that she didn't fight it at all.
Manny pressed his cock home, while the women kissed with increasing passion. He was delighted that Sharon was going to allow this action to continue. She had made no objection to it, and in fact, had rested her hand against his thigh. He decided to move things to the next level.
"Antonetta, lay on your back now and lift your knees for me to fuck you missionary. That's it.... Come kiss me, Sharon.... Now guide my cock into her pussy.... That's right.... Aaahhhh!"
While Manuel knelt between Antonetta's thighs, he wrapped one arm around Sharon, French kissing her while she rubbed the woman's protruding clitoris. He fucked Antonetta, then eventually withdrew and urged Sharon to suck his cock. She took him deep into her mouth and tasted Antonetta's juices. Manuel groaned ecstatically as she gobbled him down, while pumping his penis.
This gave Sharon a wicked idea for her own satisfaction. She scrambled to the other end of the bed and straddled Antonetta's face, lowering her wet pussy to the woman's full red lips.
"Fuck her again Manny while she eats my pussy. Let's see if we all can come."
Kneeling between her legs, Manuel was able to finger Antonetta's engorged clitoris while plunging into her tight vagina. He established a steady rhythm as she tilted her pelvis upward, offering herself to his fingers and cock. A steady low moan of acute arousal punctuated her licks to Sharon's pink.
Sharon watched them in action as she dragged her wet pussy back and forth across Antonetta's probing tongue. She stopped and bore down when she felt full contact with her clit. The erotic sensations coursing up from the little trigger felt marvelous, and Sharon added her own fingers to the mix.



All of them were deep into a sensory feast. The sights, sounds, tastes, smells, and sensations of a rampant threesome had them scaling the ladder of lust. With every thrust of his cock, Manuel and Antonetta climbed another rung. With each new manipulation of her clitoris, Sharon rose closer to the top.
The three of them were gasping, moaning and groaning with sexual stimulation, unconscious of anything beyond their immediate need for gratification. Could they all make it to the crest and then fall into those lost moments of sensual ecstasy? That was the goal each of them sought now- to satisfy their burning need.
Antonetta came first, lifting her hips, pressing hard against Manuel's groin as her taut muscles unleashed all of their stored energy. While her shapely body thrashed at the end of his cock, Manny lost it too, projecting great streams of cum into her deepest recesses.
Still, Sharon continued on, determined that her own fingers would claw her way to the top and beyond. Every muscle was tensed, ready to spring when that magical point was reached. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open, issuing urgent little curses. Moments later, she was there- suffocating poor, gasping Antonetta as she bounced atop her sopping face.
They'd made the uphill climb together. They'd spent those special moments of pure bliss. Now they lay for a few minutes in a rasping, sodden heap on Manuel's rumpled bed.
Afterward, Sharon and Antonetta crammed into his shower to wash away any evidence of their indiscretions. The model assured her that she would arrange an audition with the photographers, as promised. They hugged and Sharon was on her way home.
Nothing to worry about, except her nagging conscience. Why did cheating have to be so damn annoying when the sex was so incredible? She was angry with herself for throwing caution to the winds yet again, and promised that she'd do better.
****
Wednesday afternoon couldn't come fast enough for Claudia Ullman. She had spent so much time since her Saturday phone call with Mark thinking about how he teased her. All the ways he'd fuck her, and all the dirty things he might say or do to make her feel like a bad girl.
He promised that it would be even better than last week. Claudia literally shivered with excitement every time she thought about being his little slut in a hotel room.
When she tapped on the hotel room door and stepped inside, they shared a long, juicy kiss. He held her back at arms length and could see the anticipation all over her grinning face. He noticed that she had worn some very sexy clothes under her trench coat too- as if Mark needed any more encouragement.
"I have a surprise for you today, Lover," she teased as he helped her to undress. "You're going to like it."
"And I have one for you too," he replied, not able to call her his lover. She was just his afternoon fuck.
Soon she was completely naked, her hands covering her pussy. Mark was surprised alright- that she was being so shy with him.
"Surprise!" she called, then took her hands away, revealing a serious trim that left little more than a tiny fluff above her pink cleft.
"Love it. You look good enough to eat."
"I want that, Lover. What are you waiting for? Get your clothes off."
For the next few minutes, they reveled in grinding together as they explored each other's mouth with their tongues, and bodies with their fingers. Mark's cock was like a stone, and Claudia's pussy like a tap. They were ready for a preliminary fuck, but Mark had something else in mind first.
"Close your eyes now. I have a little surprise for you. No peeking."
Mark rose from the bed and pulled the full-height window curtains open about a metre or so, letting the sunlight pour in, from floor to ceiling. Their room was on the second floor of the hotel, so it was very unlikely that anyone would see them, especially mid-afternoon. Still, the thought that it was possible was exciting.
"Will anyone see us?" Claudia worried a bit, but Mark assured her that no-one could. She relaxed and they resumed their play.
"Claudia, imagine that someone is watching us naked like this. Don't you think that would be exciting? I do," he teased
"It's a bit kinky, and yes, very exciting too," she admitted.
"And when I push your knees apart like this, someone might see your wet pussy, especially now that it's trimmed. Be my little slut now and show it to them. Come on, they'd love to see it," he coaxed. "That's it."
"You're making me feel so slutty again, Mark," she replied in a thickened voice.
"You can be a slut when we're here. I dare you to go on your knees on the bed, facing the window.... Imagine they can see your lovely tits and your sweet pussy."
Claudia willingly took his dare.
"Yeah, like that, but open wider and sit back on your feet. Now... how does that feel?... You like it, don't you? Now, cup your hands under your tits and play with your nipples.... Beautiful!... Claudia is such a bad, bad girl."
"I feel so bad when I'm with you. I love this surprise!" she breathed, highly aroused.
"It's not finished yet. Don't move."
Mark got up and opened the curtains another metre. More light flooded the room, but there was still nothing outside in view. He continued to coax Claudia, knowing how much she liked this game.
"You are such a dirty girl....What if someone sees your tits?... It excites you, doesn't it.... Admit it."
She bobbed her head in agreement, so he continued. "Give them all a little show now.... One hand under a tit... another in your pussy.... Perfect!"
Claudia complied eagerly, drawing her fingertips across her needy clitoris.
Mmm... yes. You are such a wicked little slut!... You won't mind if I open the curtains some more, while you love your beautiful body?... Will you?"
Now the entire window area was open- the full width and height of the room. From the bed, some tall office buildings loomed up on both sides. Claudia was so excited by this game that she continued exposing herself, eagerly caressing her private flesh. Her eyes were closed; she was moaning; and, she swayed erotically.
"Do you like this, Slut?" Mark whispered in her ear suggestively.
"Yessss.... Oh yessss.... I feel so dirty with you, and I love it.... Can we fuck for them now?" she hissed, losing herself in exhibitionistic lust.
But Mark had other ideas.
"Lay back with your legs apart and over the end of the bed.... I'm going to love your pussy for everybody watching in those buildings.... Put both pillows under your head so you can watch too.... Now play with your nipples for them.... Be my sexy girl."
That was all Claudia needed to hear. Spread wide with Mark's talented tongue torturing her shaved vulva, she had primal feelings like never before.
Claudia pulled and twisted her pointed nipples and lifted her hips to drive her sex up into her lover's mouth. She began to moan with intense arousal, and never took her eyes off the office buildings, imagining men watching her being loved this way. She would show everyone that she was his dirty little slut.
Soon, Mark could hear her breath coming in little gasps and he knew it was time to leave her clitoris alone for a while. So, he scrambled up onto his knees between her legs and pushed his big cock home. It was tight but not as much as last time. He began to move in her slick tunnel and she picked up his rhythm by pushing up against his pelvis.
"Imagine they're watching us fuck now. I'll bet all those guys would like to be here with you. But I'm the lucky one. I have the whole afternoon to play with my beautiful Claudia."
"Your slut Claudia," she corrected him.
"You like that, don't you," Mark chuckled.
"Love it. Now fuck me harder, Lover.... Let them see us fucking," she whispered urgently.
They left the curtains open for the rest of their time at the hotel. Mark plied her pussy every way that he knew, and she sucked his cock like a pro. She even boldly knelt by the window and beckoned him to stand there while she sucked him off. It was intensely exciting, but Mark stepped aside because it was too soon to end this hedonistic pursuit of pleasure.
After they'd driven each other to the edge for well over an hour, both sensed it was time for the games to end. This time there'd be no stopping. Claudia went on all fours across the end of the bed and Mark came behind her, standing on the floor.
When Claudia turned her head to the window, she could see that if anyone was watching, they'd definitely see her now. She loved it. The hotel room slut!
"Fuck me for everybody, Lover.... Fuck me so it lasts 'til next week."
Mark made a mental note of that before he pushed his fat cock home. As he began to pump in and out, Claudia spread her knees farther apart and tilted her lowered vagina upward to meet better his thrusts.
She stretched forward and leaned against her forearms, her smooth back concaved. She was pushing back with each penile jab. Her sodden pussy lubricated all the moving parts, bathing them in a rich womanly fluid which wafted up to Mark's nose. It made him hornier than ever.
Now Claudia was moaning again and softly begging her afternoon lover to give her more cock. Mark gripped her hips firmly and drove his engorged tool to its full depth again and again, at an increasing pace.
He was getting closer now and so was Claudia, judging from her ragged breathing and shining skin. Then she reached the edge of the cliff and fell over the side in a flurry of sound and motion.
"Ugh... ugh... ugh... Fuck me!... Fuck me!... Aaahhhh.... Uuugghhhhh!!!"
Claudia completely lost control, her body shaking and convulsing, her mouth babbling and gasping. Her arms buckled, pitching her forward with her contorted face now resting on the bed.
Still Mark kept thrusting, driving his bursting cock into her trembling vagina. One more jab and he exploded in a tremendous orgasm that shook him to the core. He quickly pulled out and sent one stream of cum after another splattering across Claudia's damp back. Exhausted, he fell onto the bed next to her.
It was over for the afternoon. They showered, dressed again, then kissed goodbye.
****
Mark drove home quietly, lost in thought, his guilty mind grappling with his bodily satisfaction. Conflicting thoughts clashed in his brain.
"What if Sharon finds out about this? What can I say: 'You do it too'?"
"Can I hide this until Claudia goes away to school in a few weeks?"
Then he smiled to himself. "That girl is something else in bed!"
It was mindless sex, but he knew he'd do it again next week.
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Vanessa Wordsmith was on another of her weekend journeys back to the past. She had read from one of the oldest books and soon found herself in the clutches of the temple priest who represented Sin, the ancient god of the moon:
"Mistress, were you trained in the art of love in the temple school?"
"Yes, we practiced a great deal under the temple priests, Master."
"Come, show me what you learned, Mistress. I will judge your readiness to worship Sin."
This was Vanessa's first call for service from her master and she was determined to bring honour on herself by doing it well. Gently she lowered her hand over his robe and slowly stroked his cock. She could feel it growing longer and thicker as she moved- longer and thicker, in fact, than the temple priest on whom she had practiced. She carefully drew it from his robe that she might marvel at it.
"Your mouth now," was all her master said, pleased with what Vanessa had done so far.
Vanessa was a senior history teacher with an interesting back story. After divorcing her cheating husband, the very attractive 30-ish brunette had moved into an apartment. Her friend had found a pile of old books in a closet, books which took the two of them on journeys to past times in other places. Very sexual journeys in which they fucked with many men and a woman too.
Stranger still was the fact that all these people had once lived in these past times, then been resurrected to reside in Vanessa's apartment building! She and Marie were having rampant sex with six men in these dream-like excursions back in time.
And the best part was that they were doing it in the name of humanity. They were experiencing the past fully so they could better teach it..
****
During the following week, Vanessa occasionally saw the resurrected dead around her apartment building. As always, they were overly friendly and eager to engage her in conversation. But, by now she understood what was behind this- they just wanted sex with her. Mick, one of the tattooed bikers next door even went so far as to ask if she had read anything interesting lately. He clearly understood the power of the old books
.
One day she encountered the new building superintendent, a young version of old Mr. Talmann, just outside his ground floor unit. He smiled and indicated that he wanted to talk to her for a moment. At first, Vanessa thought he wanted to remind her about her monthly rent payment.
"I'll be down with the money for July after supper, Mr. Talmann," she said before he spoke a word.
"Good, and I want to talk to you about something else too. Give yourself a few extra minutes when you come with your cheque."
As Vanessa continued to the elevator there were two things on her mind. First, she wondered what the superintendent might want to talk to her about. Perhaps he could shed some light on former super Alex leaving so suddenly? Second, Vanessa thought about how much different Talmann looked as a young man. The old one was gaunt and stooped with a shock of white hair; whereas, resurrected he was a muscular and very handsome blonde.
Vanessa brushed her hair and applied fresh lipstick before going to the superintendent's apartment. She was eager to know why he wanted to talk to her, and she soon found out. He welcomed her inside with an insightful little quip.
"Oh, you didn't knock three times like you always did with Alex. I suppose that means you're here just on business," he teased.
Vanessa blushed and said nothing. She was embarrassed because now she knew that Talmann was aware of the signal she used when she would visit the former superintendent, his grandson, for a booty call. As the Spirit of Humanity, he must have seen and known all. Then he continued:
"I want to tell you why I'm here now- and what happened so suddenly with Alex. I know you are wondering, because you two had something going."
"Yes, I wasn't happy he went so quickly. I assumed that since you were dying, he might possibly become your replacement. But, I was so surprised to see you take over as building superintendent."
"Alex has been to see you in dreams, hasn't he Vanessa?"
"Yes, once. He's the new Spirit of Humanity, and he told me to keep reading from the books. Alex seemed sorry to have left his job here."
"He wasn't pleased at all in fact, and I know why. He knew that his affair with you would be finished. Alex wanted to stay here to continue it, and put up quite an argument about it."
"I miss him. I'll admit that. Why was he the one to replace you as Spirit?"
"The one you call the breast man- Ali- was next in succession by age, but he wouldn't do. Not a leader at all. Not someone who could see my purposes move forward. You know, the mission you and Marie have been given to teach the past in ways that people will truly understand its lessons. Alex always supported me on this."
"I see. You know, I've always wondered why this mission is such a big thing to you anyway? Was there something in your own past that made it so important?"
"I used to be a temple high priest thousands of years ago in one of the oldest centres of civilization. I communicated with the people on behalf of my god, Sin..."
"A god named Sin! You must be joking, right?" Vanessa interrupted.
"No. He was god of the moon, one of many spirits in ancient Sumeria. I think that it was my role as his earthly representative that got me thinking about these continual cycles of war and how pointless they are. More and more I began to counsel for love and peace instead of hate and revenge. I knew personally that love was much more satisfying that hatred."
"The original Dr. Love, eh, Mr. Talmann," Vanessa joked and grinned.
"Look, we're old friends, so call me J.J. or even James if you like."
"Fine....James. Better than Dr. Love."
Just then there was another knock on the door, probably a renter with the monthly cheque. Vanessa turned to leave, but the superintendent had something more to say.
"Read the books this weekend. Look up Sumeria and the moon god Sin. You'd find out more about my early past, and how I believed in love. I'm sure we'd both find it quite interesting and enjoyable."
His last sentence seemed a bit odd to Vanessa. It would only be after she read that she would discover its full meaning.
****
In the few days leading up to the weekend, Vanessa thought about her conversation with the new superintendent. And she considered how very appealing the man was- not only physically attractive, but also personally committed.
He certainly had a lot more depth than the two big bikers next door or the two brothers. The four of them only wanted to fuck her any chance they got. Ali the breast man was just annoying. The more Vanessa thought about Talmann, the more interested she became in reading about his time in Sumeria.
Friday night meant time to relax with some wine again and an old book. This time she'd do it alone because Vanessa knew that James Talmann pre-dated all the other men in her building. Therefore, none of the others would appear in a Sumerian time-travel experience.
Tonight, reading the book was mostly to satisfy her curiosity about the reasons for her mission. But part of her secretly hoped it might come to more than just that. The man was very attractive to her!
Full glass in hand, Vanessa settled in to read the first volume, the oldest book that went right back to the earliest civilizations.
.... "Sin was a god- of the moon; he was represented in human form with a thin crescent about his head. The air was full of spirits- good angels, each one a protector to every Sumerian- and demons who sought to expel the protective deity and take possession of body and soul.
Women were attached to every temple, some as domestics, some as concubines for the gods or their duly constituted representatives on earth. To serve the temples in this way did not seem a disgrace to a Sumerian girl; her father was proud to devote her charms to lighten divine monotony, and celebrated the admission of his daughter to these sacred functions with ceremonial sacrifice, and the presentation of the girl's marriage dowry to the temple."....
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 1, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1954, in 'Sumeria', pp. 128-9.]
Vanessa saw the first words from the old book spinning as they vibrated through her brain. The effect was strongly hypnotic.
"Sin was a god- of the moon;
Sin was... a god... of the moon...
Sin was..... a god.....
Sin....... was....... "
She felt mesmerized, drawn into a trance as the Power of Words carried her farther back in time than ever before. Past ages flew by as the clock turned backward: Shakespeare, the Renaissance, the Crusades, and Roman society seemed very recent as Vanessa finally arrived in ancient Sumeria.
She saw herself in school, being taught by the temple priests, learning to write and calculate using soft clay tablets. She was taught the creation stories, and she was readied to become a temple mistress when she reached adulthood. Her parents would be so proud of her, serving the basic needs of the gods' chosen leaders at the temple.
Now came the day when she began her sacred duties as mistress to her priest-master. Vanessa looked as beautiful as she had ever been, dressed in a long flowing robe of the brightest colour, with fresh flowers in her hair. Her proud father sacrificed an animal, then lead her into the chamber of her new master.
Her master looked strangely familiar to her, and then she recognized him. It was her new building superintendent and the former Spirit of Humanity- James Talmann, now a much younger man!
"It's you, Mr. Talmann, isn't it? Your grandson once told me that you were as old as time, and I see that it's true. How far into the past have I come this time?"
"Five or six thousand years. And, you're finished your temple schooling, ready for your real learning to begin. Have you been fully prepared for your special duties here?"
"Yes, and I'm honoured to satisfy all your earthly needs, James. Then, you can devote yourself fully to serving the gods, just as I will serve you."
"I suggest we begin your duties right away, Mistress. Follow me to my inner chamber."
"Yes Master. Should I call you that?... Yes?.... You are my Master and I am your devoted servant. Your wish will always be my command."
James Talmann smiled broadly when she spoke. He had been waiting patiently for this ever since Vanessa's time travels had begun. As the Spirit of Humanity, he'd seen and heard the resurrected dead enjoy every part of this beautiful woman's body.
He had heard her cries of ecstasy and their own satisfied groaning as they thoroughly fucked her shapely form. Now it was his turn, at last! Talmann was older than the others, so he knew that he would have this nubile young beauty all to himself in Sumeria. That was the real reason he had urged her to read this section of the old book.
"Follow me, devoted Mistress. I know you will be most pleasing to your Master. Most satisfying in every way."
"Yes, Master. Always," Vanessa repeated earnestly as she parted the curtains leading to her master's private quarters.
James Talmann was a young and virile man in Sumeria, his earliest recorded life. As a temple priest he represented Sin, the god of the moon. The god was thought to actually reside somewhere in the temple, where the faithful supplied him with money, food and even mistresses, all of which were 'managed' by Sin's earthly representative- Talmann. It was a great gig!
The walls of priest's private quarters were hung with sumptuous fabrics, while the floors were covered in thick woven matting. Soft cushions were strewn everywhere. Off to one side was a private altar to Sin, his fierce, upright figure brooding over the worship space in front of him. There was a small burner with fragrant incense a-glow, filling the chamber with the alluring aroma of sandalwood.
"Come lay with me, Mistress. I seek some relief from my burden of service to Sin."
"Yes Master. Tell me how I may please you."
"Mistress, were you trained in love?"
"Yes, we practiced with the temple priests, Master."
"Show me what you learned now, Mistress. How well do you to worship Sin?"
This was Vanessa's first service to her master and she was determined to do it well. Gently she lowered her hand over his robe and stroked his cock. She could feel it growing longer and thicker as she moved across its girth. Then, she drew it from his robe that she could see it.
"Master, it is so large!" Vanessa exclaimed.
"Your mouth now," was all her master said, pressing her forward.
Vanessa would show him skills which had brought much praise in her training. As Talmann lay prone, she knelt between his spread legs and lowered her head to kiss the top of his rod. Her tongue licked firmly and when she sucked, Vanessa used plenty of saliva to create erotic sounds.
Suddenly, she took a deep breath and lowered her head until his cock touched the back of her throat, before slowly coming back up its length. As Vanessa deep-throated like this, she looked straight into Talmann's eyes the whole time, the servile, seductive look she had been taught. Her master groaned with appreciation.
His new mistress continued swallowing his big cock until she sensed he might not endure much more. Then she withdrew and slowly kissed and nibbled her way down the length of the shaft until she reached his meaty balls. There she licked and kissed them before taking the sensitive head of his cock back into her sucking mouth. All the while Vanessa gazed up into her Master's eyes.
Vanessa continued to work her trained magic on his engorged member before swallowing it again, so deeply this time that her nose was firmly pressed against his groin. Short of air, she quickly slid back, only to return back down again and again. Afterward, her mouth retreated to the helmet, which she sucked firmly and noisily. Finally, Master took her head in both hands and pulled her away.
"No more, Mistress! No more! You have been taught very well to love Sin!"
"Thank you, Master. Don't you want to fill my mouth? My temple priest always did."
"No. I must rest a bit before you continue to relieve my heavy earthly burdens. The life of a temple priest is a very hard one."
"I know, Master. You are very hard," Vanessa replied slyly.
Talmann smiled at her humour, and spent a few moments thinking about what sexual service his new possession could provide for him next. Then he looked at her beautiful shape under the clinging robe and he knew what he wanted.
"Did they teach you to dance? How to move your body to entice a man?"
"They did, Master, but I must have music. Shall I summon someone to play?"
Talmann rang a little bell beside him and a man with a small flute-like horn appeared as if by magic.
"Play that she might dance for me," he commanded. "Stand behind that screen so that she does not tempt you with her body," and the music began.
Vanessa lifted her arms so that they projected from each side and rotated her wrists in time with the music. Then she began to sway seductively at the hip, gradually tossing them farther to each side. As the tempo increased slightly, she moved her feet in little steps, gradually working herself in a circle so that her master could watch her gyrate from behind. It was a very sexual performance, conducted fully clothed- for now.
"Mistress, as you dance slowly remove your robe."
"But Master, I am wearing so little underneath..."
"You must dance naked for Sin, Mistress," Talmann told her in a firm voice.
"I will obey the great god," Vanessa replied and bowed her head toward the statue at the altar.
As she continued with her sensuous dance, she untied the robe and let it gradually slide off her shoulders and down her back. Soon it hung only from her elbows, caught there in large folds. Her fine, full breasts were now completely bare, swaying in time with the music as she danced. With a downward motion of his hand, Talmann told her to let the robe fall to the floor.
Now Vanessa was clad only in a loincloth between her legs, looped around her waist and tied. Her master was entranced by his new mistress, and motioned for her to come closer. When she did, Talmann tugged at the knot by her waist, loosening it considerably, though not completely. He leaned back and called for the musician to increase the tempo.
Vanessa's whole body swayed faster, and her hips gyrated more. She could feel her loincloth slipping down, but could not adjust it without breaking the rhythm of the dance. That would displease the Master and Sin. Then it slid further, and she was unable to trap it between her thighs.
Soon Vanessa was dancing completely naked, arousing her priest-master with her voluptuous nudity. Her taut nipples were as hard as her master's straining cock; her smooth skin was pink with exertion, shining in the light of many small oil lamps.
Suddenly he clapped his hands and called to the unseen flutist, "Leave us now, as you came."
Then he turned to his naked servant and exclaimed, "You danced well for me. Now you must show me the other skills you learned. Come Mistress. Show me that you love Sin."
****
The following morning, Vanessa rose from bed feeling refreshed. There was no question that she'd had sex- her stretched and filled body told her that much. But, she didn't have all the aches and pains of most other experiences. Vanessa somehow felt fulfilled, that she had done well. Whatever had happened last night had left her feeling deeply satisfied.
As the hot shower water blasted down, Vanessa had a vision of herself dancing sensuously to the tune of a flute. She could see her naked body swaying with the music, and she could feel her breasts moving in time. Unconsciously, she began to hum the tune and dance in a little circle in the shower like she had in Sumeria.
Vanessa could smell the fragrant sandalwood shampoo in her hair, or was it incense wafting through the temple priest's curtained room? This morning her senses seemed heightened as she began to relive her transported experience.
She continued to dance while she washed her hair, eyes closed, lost in reflection. An image emerged of her master's hard cock deep in her mouth. She was eagerly sucking it, and then she remembered stroking hard while she kissed his big balls. What else had she done with him?
Washing her body now, another image came to mind as she looked down. A man's tongue was licking her pussy, very close to her clitoris. Now his lips were kissing it, drawing it out before sucking it like a lozenge. It felt wonderful!
Vanessa could almost feel the electricity that had crackled through her as this man from the past tortured her sex with incredible skill. It had left her wet and willing for whatever he wanted to take. But, what else had she given him?
Then snippets of conversation began to come back to Vanessa. She remembered that the man was a high priest at a temple to the moon god Sin. Vanessa smiled at the irony of the god's name. By the cum she was now washing away, she had indeed sinned with this man last night.
Reading about ancient Sumeria, she had been transported to a shrine of some sort, in the high priest's private chamber. At the foot of the shrine there was the intoxicating aroma of burning incense. Then Vanessa remembered the rest,
"Mistress, come to your knees now to worship Sin at this place. Move your legs apart and bow reverently before him," Master had said.
Vanessa was naked as she bowed forward, her shapely buns high in the air. The master was naked too, behind her, and she gasped as he eased his thick penis into her vagina. She had practiced this in her training, but not with one so large, one which filled her so completely. When he started to move inside, instinct made her push back against him with every stroke. It never felt so good before!



"We will worship together. First, I will blindfold you because you cannot look upon his face in your nakedness. I will tie your wrists too, in submission to show your complete love of Sin."
"Yes, Master, tie and blindfold me so that I can think of nothing but Sin."
Talmann, the temple priest was excited by this beautiful woman's complete obedience. When she was prepared, he gazed at her magnificent tits, erect with excitement, and the smooth curve of her hips. Again he tilted her forward, a thick cushion beneath her forehead, and entered her wet sex from behind. Grasping her curved hips, he began a steady series of slow, deep strokes that left his new mistress moaning.
Vanessa remembered it clearly now and smiled as she thought about how she squeezed her muscles tight around Master's cock. She could almost hear his groans of satisfaction mingling with her own.
Being tied and blindfolded- under his complete control- made this act much more exciting than any of her temple practice. She knew that submission to the Master at the little shrine would show her deep love of Sin.
Then the new mistress felt something amazing begin to happen inside her body. A feeling was overwhelming all other functions- an intense urge to explode in a release of building tension. This trained, but otherwise innocent, young Sumerian woman had never experienced orgasm before, and one was building now.
The high priest continued to penetrate his new woman with steady deep thrusts. Suddenly, she began to heave, and her low moaning built to a sexual wail as she orgasmed for the first time in her life. Sin's mistress could feel her muscles contracting violently and her body lurching with the intensity of this new phenomenon.
"What was this amazing thing happening to me?" she wondered
Master rode with her orgasm, continuing to drive hard into her contracting vagina. He had done this before with other mistresses, and he knew how to prolong their pleasure, and his own.
Vanessa continued to move uncontrollably, but he simply gripped her hips more firmly and kept on pumping. She would have pushed him away, but her hands were tied. She was his to fuck some more.
"You love Sin so well! Do not stop now," her master called out, and she obeyed, forcing herself to keep pace with his quickening jabs. Her body shook, gripped in the throes of a very prolonged, intense orgasm- her first. Mistress was beside herself with lust for Sin.
Talmann had long waited to have Vanessa. He would not go without an orgasm for himself, but slowed down, then withdrew from her so she could catch her breath. Soon he spoke again, with authority.
"There is another way for you to give yourself over to Sin," he ordered, and began to coat her anus with her copious pussy juices.
"Master, I have not done that before! Please!" she protested.
"You must do it for Sin! He commands it of you. I will go slowly."
Before Vanessa had a chance to protest further, her master had lubed himself with her fluids and was slowly easing himself into her anus. Carefully he passed the muscular constriction and slowly began to rock back and forth.
By the time he was fully inside, Vanessa was making little mewing sounds and moving with him. Then he increased the pace, gripping her body tightly. She began to gasp with intense pleasure while her master climbed closer to his own orgasm. Now he began to sweat profusely from the exertion of pounding into her shapely body.
Finally he came and it was explosive! This fully submissive new mistress, bound and blindfolded, had Talmann so hard that he thought his cock might burst. When it finally let go, it blasted jet-after-jet of cum into the deepest recesses of the young woman wrapped around it. Both kept moving against each other until he finally collapsed beside her and loosened her bonds.
"You have done well tonight, my Mistress," the master commended, and she smiled, proud of her service. "We will worship Sin together every day," he added.
"Yes, Master. At your command," she replied with a sultry smile. Her shaking orgasm had pleased her a great deal! The priest's Mistress knew she would do this for Sin whenever he wanted.
****
The following week Vanessa Wordsmith found herself thinking about Alex, the former superintendent. She did like James, his replacement, and there was no doubt about his practiced skills with a woman. But with Alex there had been feelings too.
She had fallen for him, and she knew by his reluctance to leave that he felt the same way. She waited for him to come to her in dreams as the Spirit of Humanity, but it hadn't happened. Vanessa was disappointed.
One day she saw James outside of her apartment and she invited him to come inside for a coffee. He obliged and sat wondering if she had something on her mind. She did- Alex.
"James, I've been thinking about Alex, and I know that you are his adoptive grandfather, right?"
"Yes, I took that on after the Battle at Thermopylae. The Persians killed nearly all of the Spartan defenders there- a spear right through his heart. I think that one of those bikers, either Mick or Jerry did him in."
"Must have been a vicious fight. Was he brave? I know the Spartans were feared warriors."
"Why don't we read about it in the old books. I have time now."
"No, James. I had sex with you last weekend in Sumeria. That Master-Mistress thing. Not again today. I won't read from the books for you."
"The words only affect you if you read them yourself, not if you hear them read. It's the eyes that draw you in, not the ears. If I read and you listen, nothing sexual will happen, I assure you, Vanessa."
"No tricks? Last time you had me read about your past and we had a lot of sex."
"Yes, it was so good! Sex for Sin!" he laughed. "But, not this time, I promise you."
"Fine. Get the passages about the battle and read to me. Nothing else."
"As a history teacher you already know that about two and a half thousand years ago, Greek city-states, like Athens and Sparta were using their armies and navies against the invading Persians. That's where this starts."
Then he read to Vanessa from the old book.
.... "Athens fitted out a fleet that sailed north to meet the Persian armada, and Sparta dispatched a small force under King Leonidas to halt Xerxes for a while at Thermopylae. Two navies met off the northern coast. All day the rival fleets fought, until night put an end to the engagement.
Meanwhile Leonidas, despite the most heroic resistance in history, had been overwhelmed at Thermopylae. Leonidas and his three hundred... died almost to the last man. Of the two Spartan survivors one fell at Plataea, the other hanged himself for shame. The Greek historians assure us that the Persians lost 20 000, the Greeks 300."....
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 2, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1939, in 'The Struggle for Freedom', pp. 239-240.]
"But, why were the Spartans so badly outnumbered? Didn't they know the size of the Persian force? Weren't they prepared?" Vanessa asked, very agitated.
"Believe it or not, the Olympic games between the Greek city-states were taking place then. Most citizens and soldiers were either watching or competing."
"And that's why Alex died! What a waste! He was one of the brave Three Hundred that I've read about."
"There have been movies about them too. The Three Hundred. Yes, they are heroes for all time."
****
Later that night the Spirit of Humanity appeared to Vanessa. Like before, he commanded that she read the old books regularly to learn the lessons of history. But she was interested in something more. She had prepared herself for this if he should come again.
Vanessa quickly removed her nightwear and stood before the Spirit naked. All she could see was Alex' tall form and a hooded face with a mass of white hair. But she knew he was in there, and she wanted him back.
She beckoned to the Spirit to come lay with her in bed. Then Vanessa reclined, arms reaching out, inviting him to take her beautiful body. Could any man resist such temptation? Could any spirit?
The Spirit came closer, right to the foot of the bed. She could see his blue eyes gazing intently at her private flesh, then looking up at her face longingly. She spoke softly.
"Come love me, Alex. Come now. I want you, like all those times before!"
He stared back at her. It was a long while before he was able to speak, then he replied in an anguished voice.
"I cannot, Vanessa. I am a spirit in human form. I have no real body. I am unable to love you, unable to take you anymore. Not until my time is done and I am again resurrected."
"Please stay, Alex. Stay with me. You're my Spartan hero. Please....", she begged.
But the spirit simply disappeared, leaving Vanessa alone.
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There is plenty more to be told about the graduates' lives after their experiences with the Lazenbys. Sex under hypnosis had lasting impacts, as this chapter illustrates. I welcome your comments and ideas.
Characters from Good Old Lazenby, Ch. 01, and Student Bodies, Ch. 01 to 04:
* Old Lazenby: former Psychology Department Head, jailed heart attack victim
* The Professor: Lazenby's wife, the hypnotist, in jail awaiting sentencing
* Sandra Weston: grad student hypnotized and sexually used by the professors
* Ben Weston: Sandie's husband, a rookie policeman who broke the case open
* Martin Benning: Ben's friend, grad student sexually used by the Lazenbys
* June Hendricks: alumnus and grad bursary donor, jailed and awaiting sentencing
Once a Toy... Always a Toy
A huge scandal had just rocked a prestigious New York university. Two married psychology professors- Gerard and Natalia Lazenby had been hypnotizing graduate students for sex with them and certain wealthy alumni.
The couple was arrested in a sting operation at their home as they prepared to sexually exploit students Sandie Weston and Martin Benning. The Lazenbys and alumni donors, the Hendricks, were found guilty of several serious sex crimes.
Major events like this can have lasting repercussions.
.... "What became of the Psychology Department? Not much changed except the bursary system. The department soldiered on under new leadership during the long investigation and trial. Students attended lectures and assistants marked tests. Graduate students researched papers, and some completed doctoral degrees. University life went on much as before.... [Student Bodies 4]
But what happened to the victims at the centre of the case? Their lives did NOT go on pretty much like before. Consider the serious obstacles which confronted them:
Could Sandie Weston ever return to the woman she was, after being used for months as a personal sex toy by the perpetrators? Or would she always be a toy?
Could her husband Ben ignore images of Old Lazenby at his attractive young wife? Would their once-healthy sex life and marriage withstand this extreme test?
Would Martin Benning be able to move on with his life after serving as an unwitting sex machine for two cougars? Would others find it easy to manipulate him too?
Would other graduate students, such as Melanie Rossignol, react to the Lazenbys' manipulation through promiscuity? Would she come to influence other victims?
Their story opens in the University's senate chamber, soon after guilty verdicts were delivered in the Lazenby and Hendricks court cases.
****
"You've all been following this trial. You know that the police have been here almost as often as the lawyers and forensic accountants. A nightmare! A goddam public relations nightmare!"
The President of the university was leading a closed meeting of the Board of Governors. They felt an urgency to prepare a press release quickly, now that the verdicts were public. The mountain of evidence against the defendants made it very unlikely that the rulings would be overturned.
"Yes, a nightmare! Our brand is so tainted now that this whole university is equated with perverse sex between professors and students," said the Provost.
"And the Hendricks have ruined alumni relations!" another complained. "I was talking with some wealthy alumni recently. They are the butt of jokes and innuendo, ashamed to say they are our graduates."
"What are we going to do about it? It'll have to be good to clear up this mess," added a third.
"I've asked a friend in the public relations business to offer some ideas," the President stated. "They can tailor the right kind of statements to steer us through this whole problem."
The President introduced Ms. Ann Arbuckle. Every eye in the room turned toward the woman who came to the lectern at the open end of the horseshoe-shaped table arrangement. Some hoped that she would have the magic dust to make this go away. Others were skeptical that an outsider could help.
She started slowly, recognizing that she was unknown among these educated community leaders. To establish credibility, Arbuckle identified some of the public relations disasters her company had handled over the years. Then she turned to the current crisis the university was facing.
"The most important thing here is support you show for the victims: Sandra Weston, Martin Benning, Sandra's husband Ben Weston, of course, and all the other victims that you already know about. You must acknowledge how your two professors have affected their lives, and that you will make amends."
"We all agree with you, I'm sure, Ms. Arbuckle. What do you suggest?" the President queried.
"Part of it must be from your Mission Statement. That the university aims to promote positive interaction of staff and students. But people want to know what exactly you plan to do. For example, Martin Benning was half-way through his doctorate and needed that bursary. You must offer him generous 'no-strings' support so he can finish."
"I suppose that would apply to Sandra Weston and the others who are still at the university," someone said.
"It's even more important with Sandra Weston. She is every mature couple's young adult daughter. They feel hurt and sorry for her, so generosity will speak well for you. But, helping all the victims financially with their studies is only the beginning."
"What else must we do to recover our public image?" the Provost asked.
"Most victims will not just get up tomorrow and go back to school. Two of your professors have ruined their lives with their sick scheme. The students will need to be de-programmed, based on what I read of the trial. They'll require extensive counselling and expensive therapy."
"And it doesn't end there," she continued. "The Westons and other married couples will likely require marriage counselling. You must offer to get them the best people, and you must make it clear that you'll pay, whatever it takes to make them whole again."
"But that could be like a bottomless well. It could cost a small fortune! Could we even afford to make an offer like that?" someone complained.
"Can you afford NOT to?" Ms. Arbuckle replied firmly. "Your alumni feel tainted by this because June Hendricks was one of them. They must be part of a positive response to the problem. Your Alumni Affairs Department could organize a targeted funding campaign to pay for special bursaries, and all other support for the victims."
"These are excellent suggestions, Ms. Arbuckle. Do we need any more initiatives at this point?" the President asked.
"Probably not yet. But this only addresses public perceptions. Lawyers for the victims may bring lawsuits. Two of your professors have abused a dozen of your students. I've only dealt with the tip of a potentially huge iceberg today. The quicker you can be seen making amends the better."
"That is a huge worry," said the President. "We'll need the best lawyers to advise us." Then he concluded, "I'm sure we can all agree with what you've outlined today. How soon can you and I meet to prepare a press release about this? I'll give it top priority, I assure you."
"Is tomorrow at 9:00 too soon? Good. I'll need copies of your Mission Statement today, and any other pertinent documents about the University's teacher-student policies."
"Thank you, Ms. Arbuckle. Meeting adjourned!"
****
At the restaurant, Ben and Sandie Weston shared a bottle of wine to ease the tension after the long, grueling trial. One doesn't really celebrate such things, but they had been out for dinner with Martin and his girlfriend, Chantal. Afterward at home, Ben opened a second bottle before bedtime.
This one was for courage. Ever since Sandie became aware of her sexual manipulation by the Lazenbys and June Hendricks, she had gone into a shell. She wouldn't go to school, dropping her studies altogether. And, she stopped trusting people, now suspicious of everyone's motives. Finally, she avoided any intimate contact with her husband.
Ben needed the alcohol too. There were problems with Sandie that sometimes seemed insurmountable. She was pushing him away, and at the same time, he couldn't erase thoughts of Old Lazenby with his wife. Ben wanted her more than ever, but he couldn't get over the anger he felt about the old bastard.
Ben poured each of them a full glass.
"Baby, I know this has been awful for you. Today the law spoke loud and clear. What they did was wrong." There was no need to say names anymore.
"I know Ben. Sometimes I wonder if we can ever be like we were before."
"I guess it's like the terrible things that happen in a war. Can people just go on with their lives after? Or are they scarred forever?"
"But we have to try, don't we Ben? I mean, it wasn't our fault... my fault. I know that, but I still feel guilty. Those things they made me do for...."
"Let's not talk about it, at least not tonight. Let's try to pretend this is a night two years ago- before this happened. Remember how we'd drink wine and talk about good things?"
I'll try.... Let's get ready for bed, OK honey?" Sandie said softly.
Ben knew that Sandie was working to overcome what the Lazenbys and June Hendricks had burdened her with. He'd do everything he could tonight to get back some of those old feelings. When Sandie came back to the sofa a short time later wearing a pretty pink peignoir set, he knew his wife was making a real effort too.
"Baby, you look so good. I'll bring the bottle and the glasses to the bedroom now."
She smiled shyly at her husband and nodded.
Tonight, Ben was soft and slow with his wounded wife. He knew this had to be without a heated rush. Maybe that would come later if they could block out all the other hurt for a little while. They drank a second glass, not saying too much, both desperate to get their loving life back. Then their glasses were empty, and it was the moment of truth.
"Ready, baby? It has been so long..."
"Yes, I want it too, honey. Just go slow, OK?"
"Anything for you baby... anything."
Ben spent a lot of time kissing Sandie's lips while he held her tight. Soon she offered him tongue and he eagerly took it, returning eager kisses. He felt her hand on the back of his head, pulling him closer. Now Ben took a risk, reaching through her long outer gown to place his hand on her warm thigh. He waited, expecting her to move away, but she didn't. Sandie was going to try tonight.
Ben's wife kissed him passionately, murmuring endearments as she pressed her body tightly against his own. He could feel his erection stiffening, rubbing against her leg. He slid his hand up along her smooth thigh toward her treasure, and she didn't resist.
"I'm getting hot, Ben. Help me out of this long gown."
"Thought you'd never ask, baby. Straighten your arm. Now the other side. That's it. So... where were we?"
"We were getting ready to do it."
"Let's not stop."
By now Ben's cock had escaped over the top of his boxers and Sandie took it in her hand. She grinned at her husband and gave it a few strokes.
"Somebody is ready."
"Let's see if you are.... Oh yes.... Ready?
Sandie rolled onto her back and spread her thighs. Ben could see that she was indeed ready. She had let her pubic hair grow back since the arrests, but otherwise she was everything Ben remembered so fondly. He knelt between her legs and slowly fed his stiff cock into her vagina. Both sighed loudly- after so many months, the pleasure was like the first time.
"Oh Ben, that feels so good. Do me nice and slow now, while we kiss," she breathed.
It was a beautiful thing that night, as the damaged couple made love so tentatively; almost as if they were in a spell which could be broken at any moment. One bad memory of the Lazenbys or June Hendricks could bring this redeeming act of love crashing to Earth.
Ben gradually pressed deeper into his wife, as deep as he could go. And to his satisfaction, Sandie began to push back hard against him with each thrust. So, he picked up the pace and she fell right into rhythm, her lubricant flowing freely. Meanwhile, the couple continued kissing, their probing tongues exploring the inner recesses of their mouths.
"From behind now, baby?" Ben whispered, and they quickly moved to that position.
"I'm so warm, Ben. I need to take this off," referring to the inner piece of the set.
Was that an invitation? Sandie could have done that herself, but Ben was eager to help because he hadn't often seen her naked since the night of the police raid. She sat up and raised her arms so he could pull it over her head. There were her lovely breasts, nipples erect with desire. This was working out so well tonight.
Now Ben entered his wife from behind and began that familiar climb toward the peak. He held Sandie's hips tightly, pulling himself forward as she pushed against him in reply. Both were breathing hard and beginning to perspire heavily. Sandie was starting to moan softly with satisfaction. This was all good, and Ben could feel himself readying for the final drive to the top.
"Oh fuck Sandie.... I'm nearly there.... How 'bout you?... Ugh!... Ugh!...."
"No.... Not yet.... Go ahead if you're ready...."
"Can't stop.... Gotta come.... Ugh!... Ugh!.... Ugh!.... Uggghhh!.... Oh yeah!!!"
Ben came fast, blasting cum deep into his wife. She continued to move with him until he came back to Earth again. Then he lay down beside her.
"Baby, you didn't come, did you?" he mumbled.
"No, I couldn't get there this time," she complained.
"Can I help you with that now?"
"No, I don't think that I can do it tonight. Too many bad feelings, I guess."
Afterward, they lay awake for a while, staring at the ceiling, not talking. Both wondered the same thing: was this just something that happened tonight? Or did they have a more serious problem now? Neither of them knew.
****
The press interview with the University President was the first time the Westons learned about what was coming their way. It was both a shock and a pleasant surprise:
"We care deeply about our students here at the University," the story read. "Our mandate is to ensure healthy, positive relationships in our academic family, especially between staff and students. That didn't happen with two of our former professors and some of our alumni. We sincerely apologize, and will do everything we can to make things right. We are taking immediate steps to do that."
The news story continued, explaining the bursaries made available to all the victims to complete their programs. There was even an open offer to spouses, like Ben Weston and others, to complete a new university degree free-of-charge. Further, the university had prepared a list of professional counsellors on staff and in the community, offering their paid services, "for as long as it takes to make things right."
Meanwhile, the President had met with the Alumni Affairs Department to launch a funding campaign. Judging by the press release, the initial response was enthusiastic, "because our former graduates are concerned about this professional abuse, and determined to do all they can to better the lives of those so adversely affected."
It was a public relations masterpiece, a fine bit of rhetoric engineered by real professionals. The question was whether or not it would serve its two main purposes: to polish the university's badly tarnished reputation, and to head off potential lawsuits from the victims. There was a third objective too: to heal the victims.
The following week, all the Lazenby recruits- and there were a dozen of them plus some spouses- began to meet with their professionals. Sandie had three: a personal therapist, a marital counsellor for the two of them, and a de-programmer to help her 'un-learn' her lessons in Neuro-Linguistic Programming- NLP.
Marty was assigned three as well: a therapist, de-programmer, and academic counsellor, since he had decided to return to school.
In every case, the university matched professional to victim based on gender. For example, Sandie was given a younger female therapist, like herself, to avoid any link to a man like Old Lazenby or an older woman like The Professor. The Westons' marital counsellor was a younger female too. Marty was assigned only male professionals.
The first meeting between Sandie and her personal therapist was rather awkward. Nicholette Greatash was a cute red-head, single and close to her client in age.
Sandie was a different person after spending so much time in bed hypnotized with Natalia and June Hendricks. She could not deny her attraction to the same sex now. She found her therapist quite appealing physically and frequently had her eyes on the woman, appreciating her facial features and the shape of her body. Sharon was making Nicolette a bit nervous.
"Sandra, we have a lot of work to do together to make your life whole again. Let's start by telling me in general terms how you are feeling right now."
"Doctor, things have been better, of course...."
"Please, call me Nikki. I'd like this to be professional, but very personal too. I want you to be able to tell me anything... everything. That's the only way that we'll make progress."
"OK, Nikki, my life is different now. I feel guilty because my husband warned me about them and I didn't listen... I wouldn't listen because I trusted them. And I feel shame because... well, dammit... the whole world knows in detail what happened to me- what I did for them under hypnosis."
"And now, you probably find it hard to trust at all, because they were people you looked up to, right?"
"Exactly. I mean it will even take me some time to trust you, Nikki."
"I'm on your side, Sandie. Believe me. I want to help. So... tell me what you're thinking about me right now. Suspicious? Uneasy? Anything."
"Anything?"
"Yes, anything. You must be perfectly honest and frank with me if our time together is going to work."
"Anything... well, OK... I'm finding you very attractive and I'm thinking about what you look like under that white lab coat."
Nikki tried to remain cool, even though it surprised her.
"I know you're testing me... just trying to shock me. You're attractive too Sandie, but that doesn't change our doctor-client relationship. I'm here to help you be better again, nothing more."
"Doctor... Nikki, about what I just said about you. Do you think it has anything to do with... with being so intimate with those two women under hypnosis? I would never have looked at you that way before."
"Very likely, yes. Your experiences have changed you, but we must maintain a professional relationship."
"I agree. It's just that you told me to be honest. Since my sexual experiences with them, I wonder if I've become bisexual. Is that even possible?"
"These experiences may have brought out parts of you that were either hidden or under control before. Let's talk about that, since you asked. Had you any such thoughts or happenings before the hypnosis?"
"Not really," but Sandie said it hesitantly.
"You don't sound so sure, Think about it for a few minutes while I review some relevant details of your case."
It was quiet in the room while Sandie decided whether or not to tell the therapist.
"OK, yes there were some things. My female college room-mate and I sometimes used to play together when we smoked up or drank too much. Nothing regular, but we sometimes got ourselves off while the other watched. Now and then, we helped each other."
"And, if you don't mind me asking, was it orally or digitally?"
"Actually, both. It depended how high we were at the time. My room-mate liked oral a lot."
"Oh, I see," Nikki replied coolly, continuing, "and do I remind you of your room-mate at all?"
"In some ways, yes. So that's probably where my attraction to you is coming from."



"Yes, being hypnotized by Natalia Lazenby has very likely brought back old impulses."
"And now I find myself thinking about having sex with you, Doctor.... Is there any hope for me?"
"Sandie, bisexuality isn't wrong. It is part of diversity, how people are all different. What is wrong would be coming on to your therapist, just like it would be wrong for a male client. Accept that you may be bisexual, but keep it within appropriate limits. Know what I mean?"
"Yes Nikki. I'll try harder to control such impulses with you," though Sandie knew she didn't really mean it. "Maybe we can talk about it next week, if you think it would be useful, Doctor?"
"We will. In fact, that was a useful finding today. I'd like to pursue whether or not bisexuality is responsible for some of this guilt you say you're feeling. Next week. Same time. Same place."
On her way out the door, Sandie turned back to see her therapist bending over to file her case folder.
"Nikki Greatash. Yes, definitely a great ass." Sandie thought, smiling to herself.
****
"What do you think about all these counsellors, Marty?" Sandie asked as they sipped their lattes at the coffee shop close to the campus. It was the nearest Sandie had been to the university in a long time.
"I don't know, Sandie. I mean, I sure would like to finish my doctorate, but I don't think I could continue with my existing thesis topic, Neuro-Linguistic Programming. From a victim's point-of-view, I would never have believed how powerful it can be."
"Absolutely. We didn't even know it. That expert our lawyers put on the stand really opened my eyes. We were duped so badly, even though we were studying such things ourselves. I still feel ashamed and embarrassed about it."
"Me too. But you know, having experienced it might give me an angle on NLP that nobody else could write about. I could retrace my own path being taken in by it. What do you think, Sandie?"
"That's OK if you're willing to relive the whole thing. I don't think I could. I want to just try to forget about it, and move on with my life."
"I don't know if you can do that. Are you going to get one of those academic counsellors that the university is offering? They could advise you about whether to forget about it or face it head on. I'm going to try the second way myself."
"That's pretty brave, Marty. I hope it works for you."
When she said this, Sandie looked straight into Marty's face very intently, and found herself reaching her hand across the table to take his. She squeezed it gently, then held on a bit longer before pulling away. All the while she looked into his eyes, never breaking contact.
He gave her a strange look, as if to ask, "What was that all about?"
"Sorry Marty. I don't why I did that. It... it just happened all by itself. I don't know why I took your hand like that..."
"It's OK, Sandie. It's OK. You and I have been through a lot. Not together, but the same kind of things. Knowing that, there's something between us, a shared kind of experience. You know... we sort of understand how the other is feeling. We're closer now."
"Yes. I guess I need to talk this through after all. I probably can't just bury it, and hope all the bad feeling will go away by itself."
Then she spontaneously reached out and took his hand again, squeezing harder with a sense of quiet desperation, while gazing into his eyes.
"I think we have to help each other through this, Sandie. Maybe we need to get deep down into our feelings about everything?" Marty said earnestly.
"Yes, you're so right. Probably shouldn't do it here, though. Too personal, don't you think?"
"Yes.... Would you like to come over to my place? Now that we're already starting to see the need to talk over our experiences."
Marty was surprised that he made this offer. Words just seemed to come out of his mouth without thinking it through. It was like a compulsion, beyond his control. Sandie smiled at him.
"I think that would be a good idea, Marty. I took the bus today. Do you have your car? Good. Let's go then, because we need to talk."
As they drove toward Marty's apartment, Sandie had the strangest feeling that this might be more than just talking. But how could it be wrong to talk over something both had been through and were now trying hard to put behind them? Why shouldn't they share their feelings on the road to healing? What could possibly go wrong?
A half hour later, Sandie was already naked in Marty's bed, her arms wrapped around him tightly and her lips pressed against his. It had happened in a sudden rush, where they literally tore the clothes off, and jumped onto his bed.
They didn't understand it, but they were kindred souls now, driven by the same erotic desires planted and nurtured by The Professor. A big part inside each of them was a highly sexual being, operating on the most primal of instincts. That strong, programmed desire for sex obviously hadn't gone away during these past months.
"Fuck Sandie! I could never have imagined you have such a great body. Your tits, those pointy nipples, your arse.... You really are one gorgeous woman!"
"Marty, where have you been hiding that monster cock? I never knew! Now I've got to have it.. Come here!"
They both knew what was coming next because they were on auto-pilot now. Marty could feel his cock straining, ready to fuck anything in sight. Sandie's vagina was running like a tap, seeping with juices to make sex comfortable with the nearest cock. She lay back naked and pulled her husband's best friend toward her with one simple command.
"Fuck me Marty. Fuck me now. I need this so much! Do it!"
"I'm the same way. Since you looked at me like that at the coffee shop. Here!" and he eased his fat rod into her wet pussy. "Oh my god, you feel good, Sandie. This is like a dream!"
"You fill me up Marty! It's so good! Just fuck me, and don't stop."
What followed was the stuff of porn videos: all sex, no love. Ironically, the two of them willingly enacted a wild performance together every bit as hot as the sex show which the Lazenbys had planned for the Hendricks under hypnosis.
They spent almost an hour in bed, all of it with Marty inside either Sandie's pussy or her mouth. He fucked her in the missionary position, from each side, doggy style, and then turned her over, flat on her stomach, spread wide. It was as if his cock was on steroids! Her pussy felt great to him every which way!
And, she gave as much as she got. When Marty pounded into her, slapping his groin against her ass, Sandie pushed back just as hard with each stroke. She matched him moan for groan as they worked over each other's bodies in a purely physical sex marathon. Sandie couldn't get enough of this stimulating bedroom action. Sweat poured from both of them.
When Marty's big prick wasn't sunk deep in Sandie's spread vagina, it was either being sucked about the head, licked on the sensitive underside, or buried deep in her throat. She kissed down the full length of his big member on the way to his balls and back. Much of the time she gripped Marty's engorged organ tightly and stroked its full length. He was in cock heaven.
And Marty applied what he had learned from June Hendricks and The Professor to Sandie's juicy pussy. He spread her wide, with a cushion under her ass to lift up her pink flesh for maximum access. Then he licked and kissed and sucked her delicate folds, exploring every bit of her with his practiced mouth and fingertips. Sandie strained to open wider as he skillfully devoured her private flesh.
Sandie writhed with pleasure with Marty's onslaught, moaning every bit as much as she had during her many sessions under hypnosis. She needed to come so badly that she ground Marty's face hard into her wet pussy, demanding:
"Eat my pussy!.... Yes.... Yes.... Like that, like that.... Don't stop.... I need to come.... Make me.... Make me come.... Make me... Ugh!.... Ugh!.... Ugh!... Ugh!.... Ohh! Ohh!...Aaaagghhhh!!!!"
Then Sandie erupted in an explosive orgasm, all over Marty's buried face. Her stomach muscles grabbed and her body shook, but she would not stop pressing on the back of his head until the tension had all been released. Then he sputtered and came up for air, soaked with her juices.
"Oh fuck Sandie! What an orgasm! My god, you came so hard!" Marty spluttered.
She didn't reply, still trying to catch her breath after totally losing control for a little while. Then she stared into his eyes again, and he felt the connection that had just been forged between them. They understood what had just happened. They knew now that Natalia had made them into different people. He met her gaze and finally spoke.
"We both needed that. This whole business has damaged us, and we'll need to help each other crawl back out of it."
"But my Ben must never know," Sandie worried. "He's already been hurt enough. He's trying so hard, but... but... that's the first time I've been able to come since the night of the police raid. You brought out of me what he hasn't been able to do yet. It felt amazing to orgasm like that again, but he mustn't know."
"It's a secret. I promise, but next time it's my turn. You have my number. Call or text me if you ever want to...to... talk again like we just did, OK?"
"I will, Marty. I know I will. Now I better get going home. Could you drop me off about a block away from my apartment?"
****
Ben and Sandie Weston had another appointment half a week later with their assigned marital counsellor. Going into it, Sandie was carrying a new mental burden- guilt from her intense sexual trysts with Ben's friend Marty, twice in the past few days. She was determined to say nothing about it, especially since deep inside she was eager to do it again.
Mariam Jones was a tall, slim woman who looked like an Olympic sprinter, athletic and muscular, without an once of extra weight. Ben was drawn by her sparkling eyes and the Caribbean lilt in her voice. Sandie felt a bit embarrassed by how actively her husband engaged with Mariam in discussion.
"Mr. and Mrs. Weston, how has this situation affected your marriage? Each give me the first adjective that comes to your mind. First Sandie. Begin."
"Tense."
"Ben."
"Difficult"
"Another one. Ben, then Sandie. How has this affected your marriage?"
"Different", "Worse"
"Some more. Sandie, then Ben. Affect on your marriage?"
"Guilt", "Anger"
"Again. Ben first."
"Sorry", "Unhappy"
"One more time to reach ten. Sandie first this time."
"Agitated", "Resigned"
Mariam had been recording these words so she could work with them.
"Sandie, you used some emotionally strong words in your five: 'unhappy', 'agitated', 'tense'. If you put them together, what one thing in your marriage is responsible for them?"
"Hmm... OK... our sex life. Ben tries hard, but it's just not the same."
"Obviously not as good as before, because you said 'worse'. Is that right?"
Sandie nodded agreement.
"And Ben, why do you think Sandie is unhappy with sex in your marriage now?"
"Well, it's like the Lazenbys are in bed with us now. It's hard to be intimate with thoughts of what they did to her. I try, but... well, I'll say it. She doesn't have orgasms anymore. That's not like her."
"And you? Or are you two having much sex at all?"
"Yes, but only if I make a real effort not to think about what happened."
"Fair enough. Is that what's behind some of your words, like 'difficult', 'different', and 'resigned'?
"Yes, pretty much."
"Do you both feel that sex is the major issue causing problems in your marriage because of the sexual abuse?"
The pair looked at one another sadly, then turned to Mariam and nodded agreement. Sandie was going to go along with this because there was no way she would mention the orgasmic sex she was having with Marty. Both times she had gone to his apartment, they had literally fucked each other's brains out before massive orgasms. Neither of them was about to stop.
"Do you think it would be useful if I brought in a sex therapist, Sandie? Someone who could help you orgasm again."
"No, I don't need that!" she bristled. "I just need some time. Ben is trying and I love him for it. As long as he is willing to be patient and go slowly, I'm sure things will work out well in the end."
"OK, just an idea. Now, about the other words you used, Sandie. 'Guilt': what's behind that choice?"
"That's easy. Ben warned me and I didn't listen. Look what happened."
"And Ben, you said 'anger'. Why?"
"Mostly a hatred for Old Lazenby. Thinking of him at my wife makes me want to kill. I hope the rotten bastard dies in a miserable state!"
"That's strong anger, Ben. We're going to have to deal with it, otherwise, it can creep out and be very destructive to your marriage."
"Yeah, I need anger management on that one, Doc."
"Please, it's always Mariam. Think of me as a professional friend, eager to help. Further to what you said Ben, I think the two of us should meet separately on the anger issues right away. Would that be satisfactory to both of you?"
Ben nodded enthusiastically and Sandie noticed. All she said was "OK."
"Good. Next week at this time, just Ben. Sandie, you get a week off and then after that the two of us will meet separate from Ben to deal with your guilt feelings. OK?"
****
Sandie was having sex with two men now, her husband and Marty. It was a very strange situation: one was for love, the other for orgasm. But Sandie and Marty had been through some very strange times while hypnotized by Natalia Lazenby.
Perhaps the most unusual thing of all was how Sandie herself now seemed able to take control of her two lovers.
It started with that discussion over lattes with Marty. She had stared into his eyes and put her hand over his. Next thing, he was inviting her to his apartment, and in no time, they were fucking.
Strange things were happening with Ben too. Recently, she had stared him in the eye and affectionately stroked his arm. Next thing, he was asking what he could do to help her, promptly cooking supper, then cleaning the apartment. Such interest in household tasks was rare with Ben.
Was there some explanation? Sandie began to wonder if somewhere in all the hypnosis which she had undergone there might have been a transfer. Different means of control had been applied to her so often by Natalia. Perhaps she had gained some intuitive understanding of how to use it herself?
How else could the impact of her penetrating gaze combined with a loving touch on Ben and Marty be explained? It occurred to Sandie that she could apply it to Dr. Nikki Greatash, perhaps at her next therapy session? It would be interesting to see if she could subjugate the therapist and take some liberties with her.
Sandie soon met her third professional, a stern de-programmer named Mrs. Rubins. Her sessions didn't require individual counselling like the others. This older, no-nonsense expert met with the seven females, while her husband met separately with the five male victims. Both used small group learning to help their clients gain insight into NLP, Neuro-Linguistic Programming, Natalia's favourite control method.
Sandie met the six other women who had been used by the Lazenby's and alumni. As each one told her story, there were several common threads: all of them were attractive blondes, ranging from petite to tall, and slim to voluptuous. Most of them were relatively soft-spoken and reserved. Natalia seems to have generally preferred the somewhat submissive type, easy to hypnotize.
Sandie recalled hearing the same trial testimony over and over again. Most had been photographed nude in The Professor's little photo studio. These were the women and the couples whose lurid black-and -white erotic photos had decorated Natalia's home office. And every one of the women was featured in sexual photos with Old Lazenby, found hidden in his home office files.
What Sandie really wanted to know was how their world had turned out afterward. Did they live fairly normal lives now, or had they been changed too much by their experiences to do so? Had their marriages held together, or were they now divorced?
And, did they continue to crave the kind of rampant sex and crushing orgasms which they had been having while under hypnosis? That was certainly what kept happening with her and Marty, by now up to three wild afternoon visits and counting.
Finally, had repeated sex with other women awakened strong lesbian feelings in them, like she was already experiencing with her therapist Dr. Nikki Greatash? Sandie would soon get answers to these questions from one of the de-programming participants.
Mrs. Rubins' sessions were interactive. She had students describe the words or actions which Natalia had used to slowly program them for control. Sandie explained how The Professor had taken her shopping and then steered her toward clothing choices with compliments. She'd directed Sandie to buy very provocative things- short and sheer, tight and tits- then flattered her when she dressed in the new clothing for private meetings at her home office.
It proved to be a common experience, and Mrs. Rubins used negative conditioning to extinguish such clothing choices. She invited women in the group to bring these items to the next meeting, if they still had them. Some did. Then she had the women model their provocative outfits for the little group.
Sandie felt very self-conscious in her very short skirt and sheer blouse over skimpy underwear. Others wore equally revealing things. The de-programmer then led the group in shrill criticism- painful negative reinforcement.
"My god, that looks terrible on you! Makes you look like a little slut!" Mrs. Rubins would comment aloud. Then she'd say, "What do the rest of you think about those slutty clothes?" and the others would pile on.
Who said deprogramming was easy to endure? But that was one way to erase any residual positive feelings about wearing such clothing left by NLP.
At the de-programming group Sandie befriended another young woman much like herself. Melanie Rossignol was married too, and had managed to keep it together in the three years since she was abused by the Lazenbys and some alumni.
They began to meet for coffee to talk through what they remembered about their ordeal and how it had affected them. Two significant things emerged as their trust and friendship grew.
For one thing, Melanie had remained close with the young man who was recruited by the Lazenbys at the same time. Sandie had seen erotic photos hanging in the Professor's office of them having intercourse. She admitted to Sandie that there was a strong bond between them three years afterward, and that they still secretly met for intense sexual encounters whenever his job brought him to the city.
Sandie shared her developing sexual connection with Marty, telling Melanie that she had a strong urge to fuck him. Furthermore, it was only these liaisons that delivered powerful orgasms like she evidently had enjoyed under hypnosis. Melanie agreed that only her fellow victim could make her come passionately, something her husband was no longer able to do.
The other surprising thing Melanie revealed was her attraction to other women, even though she had no such experiences before. Furthermore, she found herself quite promiscuous about her newfound lesbianism. Eventually she had admitted it to her husband, and since then they enjoyed occasional threesomes with her current female friends. Sandie wondered if Ben would like such an experience.
****
One Saturday, when Ben was away for a training course, Sandie invited Melanie to come to her apartment "for tea and conversation." She hoped it might be more than that because she found the woman very appealing and like her, Sandie seemed to be emerging as promiscuously bi.



Sandie was convinced that her subconscious mind had embraced her many encounters with Natalia and June. Now she planned to seduce Melanie.
Melanie Rossignol was a few years older than Sandie, and more outspoken. Not long after she arrived for tea, very well dressed in a sexy outfit, she seemed a bit disappointed as she glanced here and there.
"What is it, Melanie? Did you forget anything at home? You seem to be missing something?"
"Yes. Where's your husband?"
"Oh, he's away until tomorrow at a training program in the police department. That's why I had you over today. So that we could talk privately."
"Oh... I was looking forward to a threesome this afternoon. I haven't done that in a while, and I thought you were following up because I'd mentioned it recently. You seemed very interested."
"I am.... But would you settle for a warm-up today with me? I could make you want to come back when Ben's available," Sandie teased.
"I won't pass up that offer, Sandie! Are you being served before tea, with it, or afterward?"
"Let's have tea later. I'm ready for you now. Blame it on Natalia Lazenby."
They both laughed, recognizing where their same-sex attraction had come from. Accepting her bisexuality was already becoming easier, now that Sandie was with a woman who had already walked the same path.
"Let's go slowly Mel, or do you have to rush off somewhere else today?"
"I like slowly, Sandie, and I have all afternoon. I told my husband that I was going to a woman friend's place for sex. His reaction? He phoned a guy for a round of golf! Maybe that will become your 'new normal' eventually?"
"I'd like that. Now let me undress you. I've been imagining what you look like naked all week."
"I hope you aren't disappointed."
As Sandie undressed Melanie, her heart was pounding hard against her chest. This was the first time with another woman- except under hypnosis- since her college room-mate a half-dozen years before. Melanie did not fail to impress. Her tits were perfect, conical with long nipples, and her fleshy pussy was shaved bare. The musky perfume of her arousal was intoxicating.
"My turn now!" Melanie called, pulling Sandie toward her to undo her blouse and skirt.
Soon they stood naked, pelvis-to-pelvis, Sandie's firm round tits pressed against Melanie's cones. Their tongues were already deep in one another's mouth, and both were moaning softly from this forbidden pleasure.
Being naked like this with Melanie was every bit as hot as fucking with Marty. Both connected directly with subconsciously remembered intense sex under hypnosis. Sandie knew that this time with Melanie would be just as stimulating as those forced encounters with June and The Professor in the past. A volcanic orgasm was sure to follow, and she definitely wanted one now!
Melanie had been with several women and knew all the tricks to drive Sandie wild. She sucked and lightly bit her nipples, leaving Sandie sighing with pleasure. She held Sandie's legs apart, paying close attention to every sensitive spot down there with her fingers and her mouth. Then she began to work the g-spot, something which Sandie had never experienced before.
"You'll love this! Open wide while I come above you and curl my fingers up against the top front inside you. That's it. Now I'm going to lift hard and fast several times. Ready? Here goes!"
Melanie jerked her hand upward a few times, causing Sandie's body to lift off the bed. She loved the sensations!
"Oh fuck! Again! Do that again, Mel!"
And Melanie did it again, over-and-over until Sandie was beside herself with arousal, trembling and very close to an orgasm. But then Melanie stopped.
"OK, try the same with me. I like it too."
With some instruction and practice, Sandie was working Melanie like as pro, using her fingers to deliver the same intense stimulation that Sandie had experienced earlier. Then it was Melanie on top again and both were using their lips, tongues and fingers to pleasure their afternoon lover. Soon, both were gasping, urgent for release, begging for orgasm.
"I need it, Mel.... Do that again.... Don't stop this time.... Please.... Do it again...."
"Only if you promise me a threesome with your husband," Melanie teased.
"Yes, yes. I promise. I promise. Now do me.... Do me!!"
"Then it's my turn after," Melanie panted.
"Yes, yes. I need it now, Mel.... Do it.... Do it now."
Melanie didn't disappoint. In short order Sandie was right at the edge, balancing between desperation and insanity, shaking on the verge of a crushing orgasm. While Melanie continued to work her g-spot, Sandie couldn't last any longer, as her muscles tensed, compressed, then let loose in a frenzy of lurching spasms.
"Oh my god! Yes.... Yes!... Yes!.. Ugh.... Ugh.... Ugh.... Ugghhh!!!!"
After a short rest, Sandie made good on her second promise and gave as good as she got. Melanie's lithe body arched off the bed, wracked by a major quake as she came mightily. She continued to bounce and heave for some time before coming to rest.
"My husband never gets me off like that! It takes a woman now, or my grad lover," Rossignol admitted, still breathing deeply.
Now Sandie understood what lay in her own future.
****
Sandra Weston's personal life was getting very crowded.
She had husband Ben of course, but now there was his friend Marty. These two grad students shared a common bond- a subconscious desire for illicit sex, planted and nurtured by The Professor. The drive to fuck with him was intense and would spell serious trouble if Ben ever found out. But Sandie couldn't hold back, and neither could Marty.
Then came all the professionals: Nikki, the personal therapist, Mariam, the marriage counsellor, and Mrs. Rubins, the de-programmer. Early in her counselling, Sandie came to believe that the sex under hypnosis she'd experienced led her to embrace a randy lesbianism. She could already imagine herself in bed with her cute therapist Nikki.
Then she met Melanie Rossignol at Mrs. Rubins' de-programming group. Mel was becoming Sandie's new role model: a Lazenby survivor- bi, aggressively promiscuous, and a terror in bed! Sandie planned to spend more intimate time with her. Ideally with her and Ben. Perhaps with Melanie and her husband? So many exciting possibilities aroused her.
Something else was surfacing in Sandie as well. With her emerging ability to control others, simply with a penetrating stare and an affectionate touch, she seemed to have absorbed some of Natalia's persuasive powers. How might she exercise these newfound abilities in future? Would Dr. Nikki succumb to her persuasion?
The new Sandie Weston was not the same woman as before. Frequent erotic experiences under hypnosis had changed her. Now she viewed the people around her through hooded eyes. The Lazenbys and June Hendricks had turned Sandie into their toy, and now she saw her world that way.
Because....
Once a sex toy.... Always a sex toy.
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Is Sharon reaping what she has sown? Can there be a happy ending, or is divorce the only option?
Psychologists say that we are quick to see our own worst qualities in others. The thief watches his own lest his friend should steal it. The liar is quick to disbelieve the word of another person. The cheat readily suspects others of deceiving them.
Sharon was suspicious of a phone call from Mark's secretary late Wednesday afternoon. She had to reach him with an important message from the office, but he was nowhere to be found. And his cell was not in service either. Was he at home?
Actually, he was very busy with Claudia Ullman at the West End Hotel.
That call put Sharon's mind on high alert. She knew from experience that she turned her own phone off when she didn't want to be disturbed, usually when she was with someone else. Sometimes it was when she was naked and indisposed.
It was almost 6:00 and Mark had just come through the door.
"Hi, honey," she gushed, and gave him a big kiss on the mouth, checking him close up.
She noticed right away how fresh he smelled, like shampoo and toothpaste- the way he might smell after showering and brushing in the morning. It struck her as odd, after being at the office all day.
"Baby, it's nice to be home. Busy day at the office. Really busy," he lied.
"Mark, they called for you around 4:00. Nobody could find you, and your phone was off," she challenged, then watched carefully for his response.
Mark's eyes flicked to one side as he mumbled, "Yeah, it's been acting up lately. I need to upgrade. What did they want anyway?"
"Your secretary said it was something important. Where were you? They wanted to know."
Another challenge, but this time he wasn't taken so much by surprise.
"Meeting a client out in the west end. They were in the city today and it just came together at the last minute. I was there from about 3:00 on.... So... how's everything with you, baby?"
Mark was eager to change the topic and his wife took note of that too.
Actually, everything was not very good with Sharon at the moment. He hadn't made eye contact with her, and she didn't buy his excuse about the phone. And that freshly showered and brushed smell at six in the evening was odd too, considering that he wasn't going to the gym these days, to her knowledge.
Psychologically-speaking, she had good reason to be suspicious, because she was doing some very shady things herself with Manuel and Antonetta. The cheat always suspects others of the same thing. Sharon wondered if Mark was up to something too.
****
Sharon and Mark were a married couple going off the rails. As an erotic model, Sharon was faced with sexual temptation on a very regular basis. Since entering this glittering new world after that first glamour shoot at Joannie's little studio about a year ago, it seemed like everybody wanted her. And no wonder. Blonde, beautiful and bodacious, Sharon was appealing to men and to women.
She could take her pick of sexual partners if she so desired. Sometimes she did just that, most recently Manuel and Antonetta with whom she'd enjoyed a torrid threesome just last Saturday afternoon. While Mark was suspicious about Manuel- he and Sharon went missing at the Ullmans' big party- he had no idea how far things had gone with him. Antonetta was a complete unknown.
Mark had strayed too, but only with Sharon's blessing up to now. There had been hot threesomes with Liana, formerly his wife's bi lover. And even been wild sex in the presence of two other couples, where they lived before escaping to the capital. But Mark's activities with Claudia was something completely new for him.
Why was he fucking this young woman? While he had always sanctioned Sharon's dalliances with women, he was adamant about not allowing men to sample her. Since the party, he was highly suspicious of Manuel, the male model. He knew Sharon had auditioned with him but had no idea how close to actual sex they had come in their steamy photo shoot. But he figured that the two of them were up to something at the Ullmans' party.
Had he simply decided that enough is enough? Was he with Claudia because he wanted to get even with his wife? There was an element of this in his actions, but there was more. This was what police might call a 'crime of opportunity', like keys left in an unlocked vehicle. Claudia was totally available, and her motor was running fast. Mark eagerly jumped inside for a thrilling ride.
Keeping sexual secrets from his wife was new for Mark, so it didn't come easy. But, the difficulty was offset by the kind of sex he was having with this attractive young woman. He was an old pro with her, using private times in secret hotel rooms to help her explore hidden fantasies of exhibitionism and control.
Claudia was his little slut during these hours, where he could exert a power over her to which his wife would seldom succumb. Aggressive Sharon often took the lead in bed, so it was exciting for Mark to call the shots with his afternoon toy.
Sex with Sharon was always satisfying, but there was something about being in charge that added another level of excitement. And Claudia seemed eager to keep taking their recreational sex up to another level. He already thinking about new elements he could add to spice things up even more.
At the same time, Sharon was angry with herself for becoming such a sexual push-over with others. Antonetta had used her to gain a favourable introduction to the photographers, and Sharon was ready to honour that promise because it been yet another gratifying sensual experience. Having Manny join in had made it even better! But she told herself to put the brakes on before Mark became suspicious.
Both partners were playing with fire. Mark was just getting started, and had every intention of doing Claudia regularly until she left for school overseas in a few weeks. Sharon had resolutions to contain her sex drive, but if the past was any indication, they rang hollow. Could they both keep these secrets, or would they blow up in their faces?
The circle was small. Sharon was in bed with the occasional male lover of her photographer, Tom Miller. Mark was fucking Claudia Ullman, the daughter of Sharon's biggest promoter. If either of these liaisons came to light, it could bring Sharon's new career crashing to the ground. Their marriage would burn in the wreckage.
After supper, Mark was sitting with the kids in the television room, engrossed in cartoons. She could hear all three of them laughing and knew the program had another twenty minutes to run. Questions about her husband's afternoon plagued her mind, and there was his wallet on the counter.
Quickly, she picked it up and turned her back to the other room as she snapped it open, looking for what, she didn't really know. But she found it.
There were two credit card receipts for hotels, one the Premier Inn last Wednesday and another for the West End Hotel just today. Both identified the time of payment at around 3:00 and the large amount strongly suggested a room rental rather than a few drinks at a meeting. A closer look at the receipt from the first week showed a phone number penned along the margin, the area code plus 977-1234.
Sharon memorized the number and returned everything to the wallet. After it was back on the countertop, she wrote the number on her hand. Then she returned to watch television with the family, seeing images on the screen but not registering anything. Her mind was whirling with thoughts that Mark was up to no good.
Later that evening, her worst fears were confirmed. She dialed the number and waited.
"Hello," a pleasant woman's voice answered, and Sharon recognized it immediately- Claudia.
She ended the call without saying anything, then sat with her head hanging low. Mark was having an affair with the Ullmans' adult daughter! Tears welled up as the trust she had in her husband evaporated. He had turned the tables on her. The cheater was the cheated, and Sharon didn't like the way that it felt.
She knew that direct confrontation would only lead to a big scene, possibly in front of the children. There'd be angry recriminations from Mark about her going into his wallet, and heated accusations about her time with Manuel in the darkened alcove at Ullmans' party. It would be very messy.
There had to be a better way to deal with this. After all, Sharon knew that Claudia was returning to school in Europe at the end of the month. What to do? But it wouldn't be tonight in any case. Mark made sure of that.
"Sharon, I had a very tiring day. I'd like to turn in before 10:00 tonight and catch up on my rest," Mark claimed, as he stretched and yawned.
"Yeah, I'll bet you had a tiring day," Sharon thought, "With Claudia Ullman at the West End, you bastard."
Instead, she simply said, "Goodnight, honey. I have a few things to think over anyway, so I'd like a quiet evening to myself."
Mark wondered for a moment what she meant by that, but he let it pass. They got the kids to bed and the house was quiet as Sharon paced in the lower level of the house, dwelling on her problem. Was there anything constructive that she could do to make it go away, at least until that girl was off to school?
The next morning, Sharon sat alone thinking about Mark in bed with Claudia. It made her angry, but it hurt more than she could ever have imagined. She spent a long time swinging back and forth between anger and pain, asking herself why this had happened to them.
Why had her loving husband suddenly fallen into the clutches of a spoiled young bitch? What did Claudia offer Mark that Sharon herself couldn't provide? Was it the age difference, a nubile woman a dozen years younger? Was it the fact that she found him so handsome and charming?
Finally, the truth struck Sharon- she had taken Mark for granted since she started posing. He was always there for her while she followed her erotic dream. He spent his weekends minding the kids while she was off on modeling assignments. He accepted her bisexuality, and looked the other way to give her freedom. Mark even left his company and moved when her affair with Liana became public.
How had she repaid him recently? By having sex with Manuel and his girlfriend Antonetta? Surely not. Sharon realized that Mark was now giving her a harsh dose of her own medicine, and it left a very bitter taste. She knew that she had to share in any blame for his affair.
****
The following evening Sharon sat with Mark after the kids were in bed. She took his hand and looked into his eyes.
"Mark, honey. Don't make any plans for Friday evening. The kids are going to stay with their grandparents. We're going to make up for some lost time. I think you'll like what I have planned."
"OK. That sounds good. Let's go out for dinner, then maybe a movie afterwards," he suggested, having no idea about her motivation.
"I have a better idea. Let's order in and spend some quality time in bed. It's been a long while, you know."
Of course, Mark liked the idea. He liked it a lot. Unknown to him, Sharon had decided that the best way to keep her man at home was to satisfy him there.
She would not say anything about her strong suspicions that he was doing Claudia Ullman. Instead, she would give him something to think about the next time he considered the competition.
On Friday evening, Sharon wore her sexiest clothing for dinner at home. When the delivery came, she treated the guy to a great deal of beautiful female flesh. Her unsupported breasts were almost falling out of her deeply cut top, while her tight skirt barely covered her shapely ass. Beneath it there were no panties.
The lights were low, and candles flickered in the dining area. An intoxicating aroma of perfume and female arousal blended in a potent sexual brew. Sharon served as hostess, pouring wine and hovering over her husband. She was all charm and sweetness, deliberately brushing her body against Mark, making sure that her tits and ass were on display. Her hands were all over him.
After dinner, Sharon led him into the lounge area and gently pushed him down into the corner of the sofa. She came onto his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling herself close to his lips. She stared deep into his blinking eyes and spoke in her softest, sexiest voice.
"Mark, you're a wonderful husband and a great father. I don't tell you often enough. And I don't show you that enough either."
"Thanks, baby."
"Sometimes I take you for granted, but that's going to change, starting right now. You're mine and I always want you to feel that way."
Then she kissed him firmly on the mouth as he sat wondering what had brought this on. Had he done something recently to warrant this surprise?
Of course, he hadn't. On the contrary, he'd been doing someone else the past two Wednesdays. Then it occurred to him that somehow Sharon might have found out about Claudia, and this was how she was going to reclaim him. But, he couldn't very well ask her that.
"Sharon, I know you get hyper-focused on your new career. Sometimes I wonder where you are, and who you are with. But I trust you," he lied. "There are a lot of guys who'd like to be in my place, and I know it."
"Mark," Sharon purred. "Tonight, I'm going to make you glad that you're here with me. I know we'll always be together, and nothing will change that. Not ever, right?"
"Absolutely, baby. You and me. Always."
"Love me now, Mark. Right here. Strip my clothes off and just fuck the Hell out of me!"
It didn't take him long to remove what little she was wearing. A top, a skirt, and she sat naked across his lap, her firm tits pressing tight against him; her heady mix of perfume and pussy choking out any thought of Claudia Ullman.
Mark wanted his wife tonight, and she was eager to pull him back from whatever he saw in that spoiled rich bitch. He felt her fingers grasping for the tab on his zipper.
"Give me that fat cock, honey. I want to taste all of it," Sharon whispered, licking her lips to further entice her man.
Her fingers found its hardening mass as the zipper came down. Then, she lowered her head, fully intending to give her husband a cock-sucking that he would not soon forget.
"Reach back to play with my pussy while I'm busy, honey," she smiled up at him before bringing her wet mouth over his swelling head. "You can have anything you want.... But take your time... because we have the whole night."
"Oh yeah!" Mark groaned and began to work his fingers into her wet pussy.
Claudia Ullman? Claudia who? The woman could have been on another planet as far as Mark was concerned.
Sharon worked her husband's erect cock as though her marriage depended on it. Maybe it did? She began by licking and kissing the crown while her hand wrapped tightly around the base. She knew that sight and sound made a good blow-job into a great one, so she used plenty of saliva and made sure that he could watch his cock disappearing down to her throat.
"Baby, no-one can suck cock like you. No-one!"
"Not even Claudia Ullman?" Sharon thought, as she redoubled her efforts.
By now Mark's rod looked like a flagpole, his skin stretched so tight that it's a wonder he could even blink his eyes! Sharon clutched it firmly as she steadily stroked him higher and higher. Then she brought her other hand to his sack and began to roll his bursting balls between her long fingers. The sucking mouth, the stroking grip ,and the moving balls- all together it felt incredible.
But it only got better. Sharon went for his gonads with her painted red mouth, kissing and sucking, even drawing them gently inside, one-by-one. When she wet-kissed her way back to the head of his cock, Mark could see the trail of her lips traced in red, across his sack and up the length of his cock. He had to push her away before his evening ended much too soon.
Now he returned the favour, dropping to his knees on the carpet, and pulling her body forward to the edge of the sofa. He pressed her knees apart and moving between them, he lowered his head. Sharon was glistening wet with arousal, a musky female scent arising from her- a woman in heat!
"Pull those fat lips open for me, baby," Mark urged his wife. "I want all your pussy tonight!"
She slouched lower, bringing her sex to his mouth as she spread her wings for his pleasure. Sharon knew that it would be for her own enjoyment too. Mark teased her damp pink, flicking his tongue here and there, deliberately contacting her clitoris before darting away. He did it several times, drawing it out, making her wait. She was moaning for more, but Mark wouldn't be hurried because it felt good to be in charge.
"You're teasing, honey," she whined. "C'mon, kiss and suck me. I want it. Plea..sse."
"As wide open as you can, baby, if that's what you want.... That's it.... Beautiful!"
And it was. Sharon's spreading fingers opened a view of her shaved sex that might stop a parade. Her bare labia framed delicate pink folds which hid a surprisingly swollen clitoris. A seeping channel below invited Mark's tongue inside. He savoured his wife's juices before kissing his way up toward her clit. The moaning intensified.
Then Mark zeroed in on his target- her centre of sensation, her pinnacle of pleasure. First he licked it, teasing, before wet-kissing. By now Sharon was almost begging for what she wanted, and he finally complied, gathering her engorged bud between his lips and sucking hard. Her response was an immediate gasp as her body lifted off the sofa. She pulled his head tightly against her pussy.
"Don't stop!" she hissed. "Suck harder!... Oh my god!... Feels so good!"
So, Mark didn't stop. Instead, he slid two fingers into her and worked them in time with his sucking mouth. Sharon's moans grew much louder and more urgent. It felt wonderful! At the same time, it was excruciating! Suddenly her muscles clenched and she erupted in a powerful orgasm that swept through her.
"Ahh... Ahh.... Yesss.... Yesss.... Ugh!... Ugh!... Ugh!!!....Aarraagghhh!!!
Sharon struggled for breath as she firmly pushed Mark backward.
"No more... no more!" she babbled.
"Let's take this up to the bedroom now," Mark grinned, smacking his lips, and pulling Sharon up from the sofa. "I want more of you."
****
Sharon sought some romance tonight, and had arranged candles around the bedroom. While Mark turned down the bed, she went around lighting them until the room basked in flickering light. Mark could see the shadow of his wife's lovely body silhouetted against the wall, her breasts swaying as she bent to light the last of the candles.
"I think you're trying to seduce me, baby. This is nice," Mark noted.
"Don't ask why. Just enjoy it, honey," his wife replied, gently pushing him back onto the bed and quickly climbing on top of her man.
They lay there for some time, kissing passionately, feeling the heat rising inside. Mark brought Sharon's tits to his mouth, kissing and sucking as she raised her body a bit so they hung invitingly close. Her nipples responded to sensation, extending themselves in taut points, the areolae dimpled with desire. She could feel his stiffening cock pushing up against thighs, and whispered:
"Mark, I want to fuck you," raising herself to her knees to straddle his body.
Sharon grabbed his rod, primed it with her wet labia, then slowly lowered herself onto it. Her vagina gripped Mark tightly and he arched his hips upward to push so deep that his balls were against her body. He exhaled with pleasure, then felt his wife begin to rise up again until his cock was at the edge of her channel. Slowly she descended, lubricating their motion with her copious juices.
Mark groaned. It felt amazingly good. Thoughts raced through his numb brain. Nobody else could fuck like Sharon- not Claudia, not Liana. Nobody! Why did he need anyone else when he already had the best? And she was just getting started!



Gradually Sharon increased the pace, bouncing faster and harder against her husband's upward thrusts. To further improve the spectacle, she grasped a tit in each hand, squeezing and playing rough with her nipples. All the while this beautiful woman riding Mark's cock stared down into his eyes, a wicked grin on her face. Both were drifting into a world of lusty pleasure.
"Do you like me fucking you, honey?" Sharon whispered as she plunged down again onto his throbbing organ.
As if he wouldn't!
"You screw me now, Mark. I love it when you pound me from behind."
Without releasing his cock, Sharon leaned forward for another round of French-kissing. At the same time, she worked her inner muscles, squeezing Mark's penis to keep him hard. Both were lost in pleasure now- the closeness, the sex- it was like a drug which they had needed to rediscover.
Then Sharon came to her knees and her husband clambered behind her. For the first time, he noticed that their bodies were reflected in the flickering candlelight by the large mirror above the dresser. He could see his muscular body and rigid cock ready to push into his wife's plush form, those magnificent tits suspended below her.
Mark watched himself in the mirror as he eased into Sharon's slick pussy. They moved together, him pressing forward, as deep inside as he could; her pushing back hard. Then Sharon noticed the mirror and saw him watching their motion. She grinned and stared contentedly at their love-making. This was all going so well tonight. Would it be enough to bring him back?
Now the couple felt their temperatures rising. Mark was thrusting harder and deeper into Sharon's sopping sex. She stiffened her arms as his strength threatened to push her forward, right onto her face. Her husband was groaning with pleasure now, the sounds mingling with her own gasps that came with each jab of his tool. It was exquisite.
"Give it to me Mark.... Come for me, baby.... Cream me!"
Mark obeyed her command, now fucking with all the strength he could muster. And Sharon was every bit as intense because she sensed herself losing control. If he kept this up, Sharon knew that she's soon be coming on his cock. She wanted that. She needed it. She had her man again. And she was going to give him everything.
"Oh baby.... Ugh.... Ugh.... I'm so close!" Mark grunted as he plunged into her.
"Fuck me!... Fuck me!... Fuck me!... Almost there..." Sharon gasped in desperation, and Mark pounded deeper and faster than ever.
Then all Hell broke loose as both of them reached orgasm. Sharon's body jerked wildly at the end of Mark's exploding cock. Their mid- sections were gripped by spasms, their tortured muscles flexing involuntarily, as Sharon's contracting vagina milked her husband's driving rod. He filled her with his plentiful seed until neither of them could continue moving any longer.
They fell on their sides, reaching for air, hearts pounding against their rib-cages. A few minutes later, their flight had landed back on Earth and they just lay there, happy with what they'd done together. Sharon took Mark's hand, and he rolled over to kiss her mouth.
He knew that he was finished with Claudia Ullman. It just didn't get any better than his own wife.
****
Saturday morning the married couple slept late. They awoke to a messy kitchen, the children having fixed their own breakfast since their parents didn't seem to be getting out of bed.
When Mark finally stirred a few hours later, his wife lay close to him, fast asleep and smelling of sex. She stirred, then they showered together, the hot water easing overwrought muscles and joints stretched tight the night before. Sharon wondered if she'd changed Mark's mind. If not, there was always tonight to try again.
She noticed that he was very attentive to her all morning, hovering close with little stolen kisses. They seemed closer than they'd been for months. Sharon was hopeful that she had cured him of Claudia, but she didn't want to break the spell by raising the issue. Some day maybe, but not now.
In the afternoon, Mark was out with the children at their soccer match when Sharon received a phone call. It was Manny, and he probably was surprised with the cool reception he received. After what went on with the married couple last night, his timing couldn't have been any worse.
"Oh, hi Manny". Yes I have privacy. They're out at a soccer game. How are you?" she said rather formally.
"I was thinking about you, Sharon. Thinking about the great time the three of us had about this time last week...."
"Uh-huh," she replied, without any enthusiasm in her voice.
"I was wondering...." he began tentatively, not having picked up any signs of interest yet. "Antonetta has been talking about you, and neither of us are doing anything tomorrow. I'm going to cook a late lunch, and you are welcome to join us."
"I won't be able to make that, Manny. We have plans already."
"Oh.... Perhaps some day this coming week? Antonetta doesn't work Monday or Tuesday, so we...."
"Sorry Manny, but I won't be coming over at all. I think that Mark has been seeing Claudia in the afternoons. Remember you said that I shouldn't be so trusting? Well, you were right. I found hotel room receipts in his wallet. Her phone number was on one of them."
"So, you should come and have some fun with Antonetta and me. A great way to get back at him..."
"No, Manny," Sharon interrupted. "I want to get back WITH him, not at him. I'm finished with outside sex because it's driven him away, and now he thinks that he can do it too. I've been such a fool, cheating on a good man. Now I'M finding out how much it hurts! We're finished, Manny. Done!"
He didn't have anything left to say. Sharon couldn't have made it clearer. She passed her first integrity test with flying colours.
Mark had his trial by fire when Claudia rang him up on Monday. He had her number and arranged to call back from outside the office at lunch time. After his hot weekend with Sharon, he had some bad news.
"Hi Claudia. How are you today?.... Fine, fine.... Listen, there's something we need to talk about...."
She cut him off. "I hope that it's about what we'll be doing in bed this week because I need it so bad. I can't stop thinking about what we did last w...."
He cut her off. "I want to talk to you about that. This weekend Sharon and I spent time together and I've been think...."
Interrupted again. Claudia didn't want to hear what she thought Mark seemed about to discuss. "Oh Mark, I have some plans for you. I want to dance naked for you to watch me...."
"Claudia...."
"And we'll have the curtains open so people can see me naked. I want to fuck like that too...."
"Claudia...."
"If you get a room with a balcony, you can even have me out there. It turns me on so much! Let's do it!"
"Claudia. Really?"
"Yes. I've been practicing, naked by my bedroom window, getting myself off. Last night it was curtains open and bedside light on. I'm sure people saw. I came so hard! Let's do it this week, Lover! C'mon," she begged.
Mark was weakening, but he still hadn't completely lost his resolve. He was quiet for a few moments, like a wind gathering force before a storm.
"Sorry Claudia, but No."
"What do you mean No, Mark?" she snapped, taken by surprise. "I'm offering you everything and you're saying No! Any guy would jump at the chance," she said indignantly.
"I'm not just any guy, Claudia. I'm a guy with a wife and two little kids. I'm not ready to throw that away. You are a great fuck, but it just isn't worth it to continue this any longer."
"Just like that? After I gave all of me for hours, I'm nothing more than a great fuck? Then you throw me away. I can't believe it, Mark. I can't believe it!"
"Believe it. You're going to school in less than two weeks and I'm sure there'll be guys crawling over each other for you. Claudia, you're a fox, but not for me."
"What if I tell my parents what you did to me?" she threatened. "I could, you know, if you won't see me again."
Mark hesitated to think about that one before replying carefully.
"Then I'll have to show them the cell photos I took when you were showing off to the guys in the office buildings. They're erotic art dealers, but they still might be shocked at what you did."
"You goddam prick! You took pictures of me? You sneaky bastard! Don't you ever show them to anyone, especially my parents."
There were no pictures, but Claudia had no way of knowing that. She had tried to force Mark to go along with her plans, but now she was deflated.
"Let's just drop the whole thing, Mark. Delete those pictures and forget that we were ever together. Will you?"
"Claudia, it was fun while it lasted. Never mention it to anyone and the pictures are gone. Let's just go on with life like we never happened. OK?
"Good riddance, you asshole!" and she ended the call.
****
Fast forward about one year later to a quiet evening with Sharon and Mark on the eve of their anniversary. They had shared a few glasses of wine, enough to loosen their tongues a bit more than should happen when a couple holds deep secrets. But they were in a good mood, feeling reflective, talking about their life together.
"Here we are Mark. All those years ago we were getting ready for the big day."
"Amazing how time passes. So much happens and it's still you and me."
"Was it always like that, Mark? Or were there times when we... well... when we almost didn't make it this far?"
"What do you mean, honey?" Mark replied, feigning innocence, but Sharon had something to finally put to rest.
"Was there a time when you were cheating on me? Not so long ago, in fact. If you'll admit it, I have my own confession to make."
This was a dangerous conversation, one that Mark wanted to avoid at all costs. Who knew what kind of fallout an admission of cheating might have. Was there any safe way to do this? He thought a while before answering.
"I don't really think we should have this conversation, Sharon. Yes, we both may have done wrong, but we should to just leave such things where they belong- in the past."
But Sharon wouldn't let it go at that. She was on a roll now, the wine loosening her tongue.
"It was Claudia Ullman, wasn't it Mark? Almost a year ago, right? I found the hotel receipts in your wallet, and I almost died...."
"What! You went into my wallet? Didn't you trust me?" Mark acted indignant.
"Not when you started coming home freshly showered after a so-called day at work, where nobody knew where you were and your phone was off."
"And what makes you so sure about Claudia Ullman?"
"Her phone number was on one of the receipts. You aren't very good at covering your tracks, which leads me to think it was the end of your cheating. Am I right?"
Mark knew he had been caught, but before admitting anything he turned to offense.
"I hope that Manuel was your only male fling in our marriage, Sharon. I could tell you were up to no good with him at Ullmans' party back about the same time. I could smell sex around you. And there was a wet spot of something on your blouse. So that's what you were ready to confess, right?"
'If you'll admit to Claudia, I'll confess to Manny. Let's be grown-ups about this
and talk about the most important part- why we didn't continue hurting each other."
"Yes, you're right. Claudia phoned me to do it again. Promised me something I'd never forget. She was really angry when I turned her down; hung up on me, and we've never spoken since."
"Why'd you do it? I mean, just decide to drop her cold?"
"You and I spent a great weekend in bed, and I asked myself why I needed her. I realized she was for my ego, nothing more."
"That was right after I found those receipts. It hurt so bad. Made me stop and think about why I was losing you. We needed to get close like we were before."
"Glad you did. What about your confession?"
"About the same time, I was fooling around with Manny and his girlfriend- don't worry, he never did screw me. I swear. The receipts made me realize that I was taking you for granted. You were always there while I was doing my own thing with others."
"So then what happened?"
"Manny called me for another round, but I passed. I wanted you back, and decided not to confront you since I was no better myself. Instead, we had that loving weekend together. Things went better after that."
They sat quietly for a long while, sipping the last of the wine from their glasses. Both were lost in thought, replaying their conversation in their minds. Then Mark spoke first, a bit tentatively.
"You wanted to talk about this. We did, Sharon. Are you satisfied now?"
"Not like I could be if we went upstairs," she teased.
Ah, make-up sex!
"Agreed!" he replied.
Then they raced each other to see who could get there first.
Readers: Most affairs don't end this way, at least not without plenty of marital counselling. But sometimes they can, if there is a change of heart. Thanks for 125 000 reads.
For something different, check my recent series, "Power of Words: The Living Dead", in Mind Control, where two teachers enjoy erotic time-travel, and "Student Bodies" in Non-Consent/Reluctance, with two professors using hypnosis for evil ends. 1fastguy
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How do victims rebound from criminal abuse? Do the acts committed against them leave lasting marks? Can they go on with life as they knew it?
Sandra Weston, Martin Benning, and Melanie Rossignol were three of a dozen young graduate students sexually used by their professors and university alumni. Natalia Lazenby had hypnotized them in an evil sex-for-bursaries scheme set up by her husband, Old Lazenby. They are at the centre of this tale, along with Ben Weston, Sandie's mate, the rookie cop who cracked the case.
In recent weeks, Sandie had been spending plenty of time with Martin Benning. There were hours of sex, driven by the animal instincts which had been embedded by Natalia Lazenby's hypnotic powers. They understood that a strong connection had been forged between them by their common experience.
Between trysts, they were talking about their future at the university. Marty was resuming his doctoral thesis work. But Sandie was reluctant to return after the way two of her trusted professors had deceived and used her. They were discussing this as they sat across the table from each other in the edge-of-campus coffee shop.
"Look, Sandie, if you don't go back, you're giving in. The Lazenbys win. Go back to school, and you thumb your nose at them."
"Maybe, but I couldn't go back there. It would be too much like researching for The Professor again."
"I understand that. But here's a thought. My research is still about Neuro-Linguistic Programing, but now I do it as someone who was taken in. Been there, done that, right? It gives me a different approach. Could you do that sort of thing?"
"Not sure if it would work with my old topic, Multiple Personalities? Anyway, I don't want to go over all that!"
Marty wasn't about to give up yet.
"The Rubins' de-programming sessions are cool. Could you do something with that, researching it as someone who's part of the process?"
"Hmmm.... Now that's interesting, Marty. A study of de-programing as experienced by a participant. Things like: what was done; how I felt about it; and, how it has affected me. Yes.... Maybe you're on to something there."
"I'm sure they'd fix you up with a good advisor. The university is doing everything they can to make us happy. I think that strange-looking guy, Professor Byrd, has worked with people escaping cults."
"I like your idea, Marty! I know Ben really wants me back at school. Thinks it would be good for me. Hey, you've been a great help. Thanks!"
Sandie smiled at Marty and reached across the table to take his hand. She squeezed it tightly and trained her eyes on his. She held onto it for a long time, not saying anything, just gazing into his soul. Then she spoke slowly, almost hypnotically.
"You help me so much, Marty.... You understand me.... We've been through so much.... We're the same."
"Yes, Sandie," he replied in a flat tone. "We are.... We really are."
She could tell that he was falling under her power once again, so she continued.
"We should talk now.... At your place.... Let's go talk."
"Yes, Sandie.... I want to talk.... At my place.... Let's go."
"Your keys, Marty.... I'll drive.... Let's go now.... Take my arm."
"Take my keys.... Yes.... To my place," he mumbled robotically as they got up to leave the coffee shop, Sandie locking his arm to steer him out the door.
They were on their way to one more spirited 'talk' session in Marty's bed. Sandie was craving another one of those mind-blowing orgasms which she had experienced so often with the Lazenbys and June Hendricks while hypnotized. It seemed that her past had imprinted her subconscious mind so deeply that it now ruled her.
Her friend knew how to deliver just what she wanted.
****
Sandie sped to Marty's apartment, telegraphing her intentions by resting her open palm on his upper thigh most of the time. In case there was any doubt, when she parked and turned the key, she cupped his balls through his jeans and squeezed. Sandie smiled as he turned, gazing into his eyes intently.
"I need to fuck.... I need it bad, Marty!"
"I need it too.... Come upstairs now."
"You understand me.... The Professor did this."
"Yes.... I need it too."
They went quickly to his apartment and straight to his bedroom. Sandie pulled off her jeans and sweater, revealing the sexy underthings which Natalia had picked out for her. A push-up half-bra gathered everything from her chest and presented it with part of her now-extended nipples on display. Her tiny thong barely covered her shaved mound, and from behind there was one string between her legs and another around her waist.
She turned slowly to model for Marty.
"You like?" she teased.
"Oh yeah!... Where'd you get that?"
"An evil woman chose it for me," Sandie joked, able to acknowledge The Professor's part in her new sexuality.
"Where's the clasp?" was all Marty could say, as he fumbled to undo the bra.
"Let's try the sofa today instead of your bed all the time," Sandie teased, for this was the fourth time they'd been together in the past few weeks.
Very quickly they reverted to their imprinted states- Sandie was his sex toy and Marty her sex machine. There was something deep in their subconscious that embraced these roles so avidly. She lay on her back spread wide and beckoned with a crooked finger for him to come into her. He didn't think twice, eager to again enjoy this petite, blonde beauty with whom he was so closely bonded.
"Ohhh.... That feels good!... I love your fat cock."
"Your pussy is amazing!... It's gripping me tight."
"Give it to me now!... Fuck me.... I need it!"
"Anytime.... When you want it."
"I want it.... Now."
Both were firmly locked into their mind-altered states: toy meet machine. Sandie clung to his shoulders, pulling him against her with each thrust of his big cock, meeting every push with an outward heave of her own. His knees were levered in the crease between the sofa cushions, her pussy made more accessible by a cushion beneath her buttocks. Sandie's creamy juices squished each time they came together.
"Try another way, Marty.... I'll bring my legs right up... then really pound me!"
"Whatever you want, Natal... I mean, Sandie."
Marty was so deep into his subconscious brain that he momentarily forgot who he was with! His friend's concentrated stare had overcome all rational thought.
As Marty drove his big rod into Sandie's sopping pussy, he felt alive, doing exactly what he'd been trained for by The Professor. With each hand, he took one of Sandie's feet and moved them apart. Below him, he could see her enveloping organ, a rosy pink with exertion. Higher up, her creamy tits were capped with peaked nipples which she was pulling and twisting in her arousal. Beyond that, was her lovely face and penetrating green eyes.
"Fuck me!... Fuck me harder, Marty," she commanded, and he obeyed.
Both were enjoying this performance, but they were beginning to tire. And the leather sofa had become slippery and uncomfortable with their dripping perspiration.
"On the rug now.... From behind," Sandie called out.
Marty's cock was bursting with his seed, ready for release into his partner. As soon as he fed it back into her, he began sliding to her depths, aided by plentiful lubrication. Sandie gripped the rug between her fingers, prepared for his invading onslaught. Soon, the slap-slap-slap of groin against butt filled the room.
"That's it, Marty.... Harder! Harder!... Fuck me!" Sandie ordered and he willingly complied.
"What a pussy!... What a sweet pussy!" he babbled, starting to lose what little mind he had left at this point.
"More! More, Marty!... More!" she urged, and Marty the Sex Machine shifted into his top gear.
Now they were almost there, climbing, reaching, grasping for what they both needed so much. They didn't realize that they were performing for the Lazenbys, for June Hendricks again. They were behaving exactly as Natalia had programmed them, their subconscious minds on autopilot. Her evil manipulations would not be easily undone.
"Ugh!... Ugh!... Oh, Marty!... Ugh!... Ugh!... Yes.... Yessss....Mmmmppphhhh!!!"
Sandie came first, launching into a series of convulsions which wracked her over-heated body. She clenched the rug, arching her back upward as muscles grabbed, then released. Still, Marty kept pumping into her from behind.
"Oh my god!... Stop Marty!... Stop! Stop!" she ordered, breathlessly.
But he wouldn't. He couldn't. Marty was almost there now himself. A few more thrusts would do it.
His cock erupted like a throttled volcano, blasting his cum up into the deepest recesses of his partner's lithe body. Once... twice... three times... and more, he continued to plunge into her until he had been drained.
By now both were exhausted and crumpled into a damp heap on the carpet to catch their breath.
"Remember, Marty. This is secret," Sandie rasped, and he nodded his head.
"I'll never say a thing to anybody, Sandie.... They'd never understand."
****
Mrs. Rubin's de-programming classes had certainly given Sandie ample opportunity to see how different methods were applied to 'unlearning' imprinted ideas. For example, the trainer had used negative reinforcement, in an attempt to extinguish Natalia Lazenby's cues that her hypnotized grads should wear slutty clothing.
It hadn't worked in Sandie and Melanie Rossignol's cases. They still reveled in wearing their trashiest, sexiest things when they met at each other's homes for tea and more. They'd done so three times already and had become well acquainted with each other's intense inner desires for female flesh.
Some of Mrs. Rubin's sessions were less coercive. At times, she stepped back and focused more on the interaction of the group of seven female victims. She wanted individuals to be supportive of one another. They'd all been through the same thing with the Lazenbys and some alumni, so they understood each other.
Sandie began to see her meetings for de-programming as a research topic. She soon realized that her experiences in the group, coupled with professional research would provide an excellent thesis topic. She discussed it with Mrs. Rubins and she readily agreed, thinking such self-examination would help Sandie shake off Natalia's influence.
So Sandie decided to go back to school. Marty's idea had been excellent, and he had even suggested a new advisor, Professor Byrd. She had her confidant to thank for her renewed sense of direction. Of course, she also appreciated that he had restored her ability to orgasm too!
Within a week, Sandie sat face-to-face with Byrd in his spacious office. She was quick to note the similarity between his name and features. He was about fifty, with a hooked nose like a hawk's beak, and small, dark eyes close together on each side of it. Coupled with his thick-framed black glasses, the Professor had a penetrating gaze that put people ill at ease.
"I'm pleased to be your advisor, Sandra. It's brave of you to return to your studies. I'm told you have a great deal of potential, perhaps a future doctoral candidate?"
"Thank you, Professor Byrd. Yes, I think I'd like to continue on now," she added.
"To get right to the point, de-programming will offer plenty of academic research opportunity. I understand that you are in Mrs. Rubin's sessions, right?"
"I am. She's an interesting woman," Sandie replied objectively, sensing that Byrd was going to say something about her.
"Do you find her methods effective in your own experience?"
Sandie could see that the Professor wasted no time in getting to the heart of things. Perhaps it was a result of his own experiences working with cult escapees?
"I'm not sure yet. She uses different types of methods. Negative reinforcement and group support come to mind."
"I see. That pretty much frames the current debate in this subject. In one, an authority figure, usually someone with a strong, forceful personality, has control of the person being de-programmed."
"That's Mrs. Rubins, alright."
"In the other, the person is empowered to take a strong role in their own healing. This is the SIA method, Strategic Interactive Approach. Her group support method is rooted in this one."
"Sounds interesting, Professor. You've helped me already with that summary."
"To get started on this research, I'd like you to read all you can find about an early cult de-programmer named Ted Patrick, way back in the 70s. This is where it started, and frankly, Mrs. Rubins uses some of his methods. Don't get me wrong, I have great respect for her, but I would like to keep any discussion like this between the two of us. Am I clear?"
"Absolutely, Professor Byrd."
"Good. I want you to keep a journal about your sessions with her, especially from the perspective of how you feel about them. It would be important to regularly evaluate how they seem to be affecting you, if at all. You should explain to her that you'll be doing this."
"I will. She already knows that I'm researching this topic and she fully supports it."
"Excellent. So, let's meet here at the same time next week. We'll discuss your findings about Patrick's methods, then move into some SIA research."
"Great! I'm ready to get started on this."
"And, Mrs. Weston, we'll only meet at this office. Never at my home, OK."
"Thank you. I appreciate that, Professor."
****
Ben Weston was waiting in Miriam 's office for his private appointment with her. As their university-appointed marriage counsellor, she was concerned about Ben's intense anger toward Old Lazenby. This professor had engaged in sex with Sandie several times while she was hypnotized. Natalia had joined them at times for threesomes, and had taken lurid photos of the old guy fucking Sandie.
"Hello, Ben. Sorry I kept you waiting. I was reviewing your file and thinking of suggestions to help you."
"Good. All set to start now, Doctor?"
"Call me Miriam during our time together, just as I'll call you Ben instead of Mr. Weston."
Ben just bobbed his head in agreement.
"That intense anger about Gerhard Lazenby is our topic. I understand your feelings, Ben. But we need to get them in check."
"Yeah.... Sometimes I want to kill him. How do I control that feeling? I mean, I carry a gun in my job."
"There are ways we can talk about. For one thing, you'll need to learn to calm yourself when you get these feelings. Talk yourself down from them."
"What do you mean by that?"
"First, you need to take some deep breaths to give yourself time to remember this strategy. Remind yourself that he has already been very heavily punished. He's been found guilty on all charges. He also suffered a crushing heart attack the night of his arrest and is almost totally incapacitated. Remind yourself how he has disgraced himself before his peers and the broader community...."
"I'm almost feeling sorry for him when you put it that way, Doc," Ben joked.
"Tell yourself that he did this all to himself. He was the author of his own fate, from respected professor to reviled pervert. No need to kill him Ben because he destroyed himself already."
"Yes, I see what you're saying. He's nothing anymore. Beneath my contempt. And he did it all to himself."
"That's it, Ben. If you can remember that basic idea, it can go a long way to ridding yourself of thoughts about him that plague you."
"It seems too simple, Miriam. Is that all I need to do?"
"No, of course not, but it is a very good start. At some level you are still angry with your wife too, aren't you? She wouldn't listen to your pleas to stay away from the Lazenbys, and we all know how that turned out."
"Well... yes I am angry with her at a certain level. Not as much as Old Lazenby, but enough that it clouds our marriage at times."
"That only intensifies the strains between you and Sandie. This has hurt her very much, and she feels shame, no doubt. Your anger toward her only pushes you apart."
"I can see that. She's not the same with me. She seems to spend a lot of time talking with our friend Marty these days instead of me. And this other victim now, Melanie Rossignol. Sandie says the two of them understand her because they experienced hypnosis and sexual abuse too."
"Maybe she feels guilt with you and not these other two? That was a word she used in the last session to describe your relationship now. Maybe with them she finds acceptance without guilt?"
"I never thought of it that way."
"Yes, she has probably developed a bond with them because of their similar experiences under hypnosis."
Miriam had no idea how close she had just come to identifying the strong connection which Sandie had formed with both of them. She couldn't have known that Sandie was having rampant sex and strong orgasms with both Marty and Melanie on a regular basis. It was guilt-free sex between programmed minds.
"So, I need to work harder to bring Sandie toward me rather than pushing her away. Is that it? I mean, I do try very hard to be patient with her. It's just that... well... the sex is not like before. She's just not very interested...."
"Remember, Ben, she was hypnotized and had no more control over what happened to her than if she had been drugged. She was not responsible for what happened, totally a victim. It will take her a long time to come back from this. Be patient with her."
"I understand. You make things so clear. If I can be more patient and control my anger, you'll have been a big help to me."
"That's the spirit, Ben. We'll check up in a month to see how these things are going. Next week I meet with her, and I'll get more insight about her guilt feelings. You need to make sure you aren't contributing to them."
"Then we both meet with you two weeks from now?"
"Right. I won't see you until then."
Ben left Miriam 's office resolved to apply some of the good advice which she had offered.
****
Sandie had an appointment with her personal therapist Dr. Nikki Greatash later that week. She made a point of dressing well- and very sexy- with plenty of lipstick and makeup. In fact, it might look like she was going on a date rather than a counselling session. She had been thinking about Dr. Greatash a particular way- naked.
"Hi Sandie. My, don't you look nice! Feeling good, I see."
The doctor noticed her client's comely appearance and mistakenly interpreted it as projecting self-confidence- a good thing. In fact, it had an entirely different purpose- seduction.
"I am, Doctor Nikki. I feel very good today, and I hope we can work together."
"I do too, Sandie. Last time you were concerned about how your experiences under hypnosis were affecting your sexuality. Specifically, you thought you might be stepping out as bi. Is that right?"
"Yes. I really do think that is the case now."
"Why are you so certain about that? Has something happened to convince you?"
"Well.... I won't tell you that I still find you very appealing, because I know you don't want me to say that...."
"No, I don't! Remember that conversation we had about appropriate boundaries...."
"Nikki, lately I've been attracted to other women too."
"Oh.... Have they known that you were drawn to them? Did you say anything?"
"More than that. Nikki, I've... I've... been intimate with her already. Three times in fact. And I hope we'll do it again soon."
"Oh.... I see. And you seem completely comfortable with this now. Last time you expressed concern, worry."
"Yes, Nikki. I accept it now and I enjoy it- a lot. Can I ask you something?"
"Hmm.... OK," the doctor replied hesitantly, wondering what was on her mind.
"Have you ever been intimate with another woman? Sexually, I mean. Have you?"
"I don't have to answer that, Sandie," she said nervously. "It's not a question you should be asking your therapist. You must know that?"



"I think you have, Doctor Nikki," Sandie persisted, now staring closely into her eyes.
"Let's get back to your case," the doctor said, getting somewhat flustered now.
Something didn't feel quite right at the moment. Her head seemed to be a little dizzy and her judgement clouded.
"You can tell me," Sandie coaxed, now reaching to touch Nikki's arm while continuing to penetrate her professional armour with her stare. "Come on, tell me now.... Tell me Nikki.... Tell me everything."
The eyes, the touch, the repetition, the coaxing voice- all of it was coming together, causing the doctor's mind and body to drop into a restful state. Her shoulders slumped forward and her eyes became heavy, half-closed. Sandie took her limp hand and found it very warm. Boldly, she put her hand across the doctor's breast and felt her slow heartbeat. Nikki seemed to have fallen into an altered state.
"Do you like me, Nikki?" Sandie asked softly.
"Yes, I do," she replied in a low monotone.
"Nikki.... Have you loved a woman before?"
"Yes.... We were young.... Camping."
"Tell me, Nikki.... What happened?"
"It was dark.... We were kissing.... In the tent."
"And then?"
"She touched my breasts."
"Oh, like this?" and Sandie began to caress the doctor over top of her blouse.
There was no resistance, so she slowly unfastened the buttons until she reached Nikki's waist.
"Yes.... Like you're doing now."
"Nikki, take off your blouse.... And your bra," Sandie coaxed gently, not wanting to break the spell under which Nikki seemed to labour.
Her therapist obeyed, almost eagerly, baring her pert tits shamelessly. Sandie continued speaking softly.
"Play with them, Nikki," pointing to her chest. "Oh, you are a bad girl.... Nikki is a bad girl."
"Yes.... Nikki is a bad girl.... Do you like my tits?" she asked in a hollow voice.
"Beautiful tits.... Keep playing with them.... Tell me about camping."
"We undressed each other...."
"Was it nice?"
"Yes.... She was soft and warm.... We touched everywhere."
"Did she touch you here?" Sandie teased, sliding her hand along Nikki's inner thigh, while using her thumb to push the doctor's legs apart as she reached under her skirt.
"Yes, she touched me.... It was nice."
"Like this?" Sandie whispered as her fingers slipped beneath the elastic of Nikki's panties, finding her wet spot.
"Oh, yes!" she gasped as Sandie spread her lips and eased her middle finger deep into her vagina.
"Tell me what she did.... Tell me everything," the client coaxed.
"She was inside me.... I opened wide.... We were kissing.... She rubbed me.... Ohhh, yes... right there!"
"Did you come for her?"
"Yes.... So hard.... So hard."
"Nikki, I want to see you.... Off with your skirt and panties."
"Yes, yes.... I want to show you." And the doctor shed her clothes, then remained standing.
"Slowly turn to show me.... Beautiful.... Beautiful body.... Come closer....I want to taste.... Open wide now."
Nikki stood naked now in front of Sandie, her slim, shapely body splayed open as she'd been instructed. Sandie slid off the chair to her knees and tilted her head back. She brought both hands to the woman's pussy and spread her wide.
Then she closed her eyes and leaned forward until her lips contacted warm, wet flesh. Nikki's lips were full and she kept herself neatly trimmed, so that Sandie had no difficulty targeting her sensitive little nub. She kissed it and Nikki groaned with pleasure.
"Again.... Do it again.... Do it!" the doctor moaned.
Sandie opened her eyes and glanced up. She could see Nikki's smooth, naked body above her, tits projecting, and between them her mouth half open in delight.
"Lovely pussy, Nikki.... I want more of it."
"Take it.... Take it.... I want you too."
This brought kisses that turned to playful little sucks, Nikki's clit drawn between Sandie's lips, where it was met by her flicking tongue. The sensations must have been exquisite because Nikki gasped again, muttering,
"Oh fuck.... Yes!... Yes!... More.... Please, more."
"Play with your nipples, Nikki.... Pretend someone is watching.... Does it feel good?"
"Oh yes.... Yes.... I'm so bad.... I want to come for you."
"Is this how.... she loved you, Nikki?"
Sandie savoured the doctor's sex intimate aroma and taste, musky but fresh. Her plump pussy was fleshy and pliant between her lips. She could feel Nikki trembling with excitement as she stimulated her sensitive clitoris. It was excruciatingly pleasurable for the young doctor, an experience her willing body submitted to greedily.
"Yes, yes.... So good.... Make me come for you.... Make me come!"
Nikki was drawing closer and closer to the edge, now pushing her pelvis forward to maximize contact with the eager lips kissing and sucking her private pink. Her breathing had changed and her tone was becoming desperate.
She wanted Sandie to bring her to orgasm, but other thoughts took Sandie back from the brink. This was the first time Nikki had fallen under her control. Would an orgasm snap her back to reality and leave her naked in front of her client? She must not come today.
"No, don't stop.... Don't stop now.... Pleassse.... More!" Nikki begged.
"Nikki.... Put your panties on," Sandie ordered gently. "Yes, now your bra.... Pull on your skirt.... That's it.... Now your blouse... and button it up.... Put your shoes on.... Sit down in your chair now.... Good."
Sandie leaned forward to touch Nikki's arm. Then, as she'd learned from The Professor's trial, she counted backwards.
"Five... four... three... two... one.... Nikki.... Alive and well!"
The doctor stirred and blinked several times before turning to her client.
"Ah yes. Where were we? I seem rather forgetful today," she said in a dazed voice.
"We were talking about my desire for women, and you told me not to be concerned. You told me that many people had enjoyed such experiences in the past. And, that I might be surprised who some of them were, in fact. You told me to continue to explore this side of myself. Don't you remember?"
"Well... yes. It seems like good advice if you're comfortable with it. There are many bisexual people in the world, and many more who have experimented with it at some time in their lives."
"Yes, I know," Sandie replied, grinning.
"But I remind you that you must keep our dealings strictly professional."
"Absolutely, doctor," Sandie beamed, "I would never do anything to ruin our special relationship. After all, you're my doctor and I appreciate our time together more than you can know."
"That's a nice thing to say, Sandie. Thanks. Any questions before we end it for this week?"
"Yes. I was wondering if you enjoy camping?" Sandie asked playfully.
"Camping! Why would you ask? I haven't camped for years."
"Just a feeling. I think you'd like it."
"Well, yes. A girlfriend and I camped quite often. It was a lot of fun, but that was a long time ago."
"I'm sure you enjoyed yourselves. See you next week."
As Sandie left, the doctor was puzzled.
"Camping? Why did she bring up that topic?"
She shrugged her shoulders and put Sandie's file back into the cabinet. Then a thought struck her.
"Marlena. I wonder what became of her? My god, we had such wicked fun together. Positively wicked!" and Niki laughed, remembering those night times in the tent.
Sandi was smiling too as she left the therapist's office. It had been satisfying to be the one in charge, and now she knew that Nikki could be made to do whatever was asked of her. The possibilities were delicious!
****
At home, Ben wanted to apply what he was learning from Miriam, the marriage counsellor. She was so pleasant to talk with, with good advice about managing his anger, and not guilting Sandie about her time with the professors. He wanted the old Sandie back, and he wanted her to begin to enjoy sex again. Little did he know...."
"How's it going with Doctor Nikki, baby?"
"Very well. We get along really well, and I like her a lot. She's so good to be with, one-on-one," she smiled, aware of the veiled meaning she was using. "If Ben only knew how good!" she mused.
Sandie wasn't aware that Natalia and Old Lazenby did the same thing when they spoke to her, enjoying a private joke of sorts at her expense. These nuanced meanings were somewhat cruel, but Sandie liked being on the delivery end.
"That's great. Do you feel that you're learning anything? You know, about the effects of the hypnosis on you now. Things done under hypnosis are not a person's fault at all," he said, trying to erase guilt from his wife's mind.
"Yes, I know that. Someone can make another person do things they wouldn't normally agree to do. I've seen that clearly lately," she replied, thinking of her recent experiences with Marty and Doctor Nikki. "When people are subject to others' control, they will do incredible things."
"You'll keep going to see her, then?"
"I wouldn't miss a session with her! The last one was really good. I made such progress there, and I want to keep going farther and farther with her."
More hidden meanings.
"So glad, baby! I want you to be your old self again, Sandie," Ben said earnestly.
Sandie nodded, but she knew that it couldn't happen. She'd seen that hypnosis followed by raw sex with others had changed her a great deal. There'd be no going back now. There'd be no 'old self' again. Sandie liked the 'new self', in control and indulging in her wildest fantasies.
She had the ability to direct others to her whims now, and she craved hot sex with women. More than anything, she lived for those crushing orgasms which she had experienced so many times under Natalia's power. No, there'd be no 'old Sandie'.
How was your session with Miriam this week, Ben?"
"Very helpful! I like her. She gets right to the point, and she had great advice about controlling my anger toward Lazenby."
"I can tell you like her. I think she's got your eye," she teased.
"Yes, I admit that she appeals to me. But I respect her professional skills, and I want to keep it that way...."
"So you wouldn't want to steer her into bed, then fuc...?"
"Jeez, Sandie! Why would you say something like that? Of course not!"
"OK, OK. I was just joking. What good advice did she have for you?"
"Told me if I get angry about that old bastard Lazenby, remind myself that he destroyed himself. Heart attack, disgrace, prison hospital. He's nothing anymore. Not worth my trouble."
"Interesting approach. Will you be able to do it, Ben?"
"I have to try when those thoughts creep in again."
As Ben sat close to his wife on the sofa, he could smell her freshly-showered body, mingled with a hint of perfume. It never occurred to him why she might have showered after having afternoon coffee with their friend Marty.
It was an opportunity at the end of a busy day to attempt some marital intimacy. They'd been enjoying their conversation, and Ben felt that he might be able to take this to the bedroom. He turned to face Sandie and put his hand along her side, pulling her gently toward him.
"I miss the old Sandie. I hope she comes back," he said softly.
"You never know," was all she could offer, knowing full well there was no likelihood of that.
"We can always try," Ben whispered, bringing his lips toward hers.
"Yes, we can try," she echoed unconvincingly, as their lips touched in a little kiss, not a particularly enthusiastic one on her part.
"Mmm.... That was nice, baby," Ben breathed as he brought his hand up her side to caress her breast.
"You have always been so loveable," he hinted, but Sandie didn't reply, so he tried again.
"I love your beautiful body. Your tits are so perfect," he whispered.
In the past, this would have led to bedroom, but not now.
"Ben, honey, it's been a very busy day. I love you, but I don't want to do anything right now. Let's just cuddle tonight, and I hope that will be enough for you. Maybe on the weekend?"
No, it definitely was not enough for Ben. He wanted the 'old Sandie', eager to return his affections. Their sex life had been excellent before this hypnosis business and the trial, but now she seemed disinterested. Anger about what the Lazenbys had done to his wife began to cloud his brain and he fought hard to control it.
"Sure. Whatever you want," he replied tersely, scarcely able to stifle his disappointment. "We'll try again on the weekend. I'm going to watch some television anyway."
Cuddling was not on Ben's menu tonight. he wanted to love his young wife- to touch her body; to kiss her mouth; and more. He wanted both of them to orgasm at the end of the act, like they had always done before. He needed that deep sense of satisfaction and fulfillment again.
Ben couldn't understand why Sandie didn't want that too. How could he know that others were delivering her orgasms now, explosive climaxes that left her longing for more!
****
About this time, sentencing for the Lazenbys and Hendricks was getting underway. Their guilty verdicts would be followed by victim impact statements, and then the sentencing of prison time. The impact statements were supposed to be cathartic for the victims and families, a chance to face the perpetrators and call them to account for what they'd done.
Sandie's statement was heart-wrenching. She described her loss of trust and the damage to her self-esteem. She identified her acute embarrassment with the publicity surrounding the very sexual nature of their crimes. Sandie explained how her education had been interrupted, and even hinted at the difficulties clouding her marriage.
She saved the best for last. Sandie glared at the four convicted, pointing her finger and raising her voice.
"I trusted you people. I looked up to you. I thought you were helping me. But this was all about you. Your huge egos. Your twisted minds. Your cunning ways. You're all sick perverts! Especially you, Natalia. Old Lazenby, you're no better. I hope you both never see the world outside your cells!"
As she sat down in the stunned silence of the courtroom, the only sound was June Hendricks' hysterical sobbing. The enormity of her crimes was coming to rest and it weighed heavily. On the other hand, Natalia never flinched, staring straight ahead, not blinking an eye. She was a hard nut to crack.
When the dozen or so statements were completed, the judge adjourned the court, and Sandie watched the crowd for Melanie Rossignol. She had also delivered a powerful speech. Sandie waved to her and dragged Ben across the lobby to introduce him. It was noisy, so Melanie suggested they go to a nearby cafe to talk. She liked Ben's looks and was eager to find out more about him.
Sandie and her friend slid into seats on opposite sides of the booth, Melanie boldly taking Ben's hand to pull him in next to her. Sandie smiled, seeing clearly what she was telegraphing about her husband.
"I've heard a lot about you from your wife. But she never told me you were tall and handsome."
Ben was tongue-tied by this comment, so Sandie spoke for both of them.
"I thought I'd let you discover that for yourself. He cleans up well, doesn't he?"
They chatted for a while about the court hearing and the reactions of the convicted, then Sandie had an idea.
"Ben, we should have Mel over one evening this weekend. You'd be surprised how much the two of us have in common. I think you'd really enjoy spending time with us."
Of course he had no way of knowing what she really meant, but her friend picked up on it right away.
"Oh yes, I think that's a great idea, Sandie," Melanie enthused.
"Sure. What's best for you, Mel, Friday or Saturday?" Ben asked.
"Make it Saturday," she answered, smiling knowingly at Sandie.
As Saturday drew near, the two girlfriends made final plans after Mrs. Rubins' de-programming session. They got right to the point.
"This is the threesome your promised me, right Sandie?"
"Of course. We both want to try that."
"But what if your husband doesn't want to do it? He seems like a pretty straight- arrow type of guy to me, the solid policeman."
"Leave it up to me, Mel. I'll take the lead and Ben is not going to say No. He's a guy, isn't he?"
And if he surprises you...?"
"Easy. I touch his arm and gaze into his eyes. Then I coax him softly. He'll do anything that I ask of him."
"What! Sounds like hypnotism to me!"
"It is. Apparently I absorbed it from so much contact with The Professor."
"Really!... Incredible! Ben is a sure thing then."
"Absolutely, Mel. The threesome is on."
****
It was Saturday evening and the three of them had gathered in the lounge, Sandie and Melanie on the sofa, Ben facing them in a big chair. The lights were low, music playing and the wine flowing. Ben was surprised how relaxed and animated his usually- subdued wife was with her girlfriend. They sat close, legs curled beneath them, frequently touching each other as they laughed. He was happy to see glimpses of the old Sandie again.
He noticed how sexy both women looked tonight. Sandie wore a gauzy blouse and a very short skirt, quite out of the ordinary for her of late, while Melanie had a body-hugging dress, cut very low front and back. From his vantage point, Ben noted what an attractive woman Melanie was, every bit as appealing as his wife.
"Let's play a game," Sandie suggested, then got up to fetch a deck of cards.
"OK, what's the game? Euchre? Poker?" Ben asked.
"Black Jack... you know, Twenty- One," she replied, continuing, "But different. Whenever someone draws a card total of 21, they tell another player to remove a piece of clothing."
"Strip Black Jack! I love it, Sandie!" Melanie enthused.
Ben wasn't so sure. "Are you both OK with this? I mean...."
"Melanie and I want to do it, so don't be a party-pooper, Ben."
He reluctantly agreed, and soon found himself wearing just his boxers, as both women used their wins to undress him. Sandie sat topless, wearing her skirt and panties, while Melanie was down to her underwear. Ben was very uncomfortable.
"Sandie, this has been fun, but shouldn't we play something else now? Euchre or some other game?"
"Yes, there's another game we'd like to play," Sandie said softly, gazing closely into his eyes and reaching to take his hand in hers.
Then she coaxed him in the same hypnotic tone so successful with Marty and Doctor Nikki.
"We'll play games... with you.... We'll kiss you.... We'll love you.... Will you, Ben?", Sandie whispered, her stare penetrating him, taking control of his whirling mind.
"Yes.... I'll do it.... I'll do it," he stammered in a hollow monotone.
"Come with us.... To the bedroom.... Come play with us.... Come now, Ben."
Ben was somewhere else now, in a strange world of total obedience to her words. Melanie watched in amazement as Sandie removed her husband's boxers, then led him to their bed. She gently pushed him backwards, then beckoned to Melanie to take off what they still wore. They piled onto Ben, eagerly kissing him and each other.
In his mind-altered state, Ben was perfectly happy to have their naked bodies pressed against his. Melanie frenched his open mouth, while he explored her tits. At the same time, Sandie stroked his growing cock, and fervently kissed her friend's neck. Then the women changed positions atop Ben, Sandie now in his mouth, while Melanie slid down to greedily suck his erect rod. He was their sex toy tonight.
"Do you like it?... Good, Ben.... We want your cock.... Both of us together."
Sandie joined Melanie at Ben's mid-section, and curled her hand around his member below her friend's sucking mouth. Mel's tongue and lips worked firmly on the head of his dick, while Sandie stroked with one hand and cradled his balls with the other. Ben instinctively tilted his pelvis up and spread his legs wider, offering himself for their mutual pleasure. It felt better than anything he could remember!



Melanie was completely in her element here, a veteran of several threesomes with girlfriends and her husband. She knew how to play her role, how to fall in with the Sandie's efforts to maximize Ben's stimulation. She was driving him to another level, teasing his sensitive areas with her lips and tongue, while salivating along the length of his cock. He was beginning to breathe hard, and Sandie had a warning.
"Don't come, Ben.... You can't come yet.... You need to fuck us.... Fuck me now."
With that, Sandie lay beside her husband and brought her knees up and out. He knew what this meant, and scrambled up to take his wife missionary style. At the same time, Melanie knelt close beside him and took his cock in her hand, ready to direct it into her friend's vagina.
Sandie was wet with excitement, and quickly Ben's throbbing organ was buried deep in her pussy. As he moved inside his wife, Melanie clung to him kissing his face, while eagerly caressing her friend's clitoris. Sandie's moans were Mel's reward for her skillful efforts. This only stimulated Ben to push harder and faster into his wife's willing body.
Melanie continued to rub her friend's clitoris some more, but she wanted some stimulation herself. She moved above Sandie's head, a knee on each side of it, and lowered her body to her mouth. Melanie was wet with desire, her juices dripping onto her friend's face, as she dropped down enough to feel Sandie's flicking tongue. Before long, Mel was vigorously dragging her spread pussy across Sandie's sopping face.
The sensations were intense but she wanted more. Cupping her tits, she leaned forward and offered them to Ben, her nipples erect and needy. His hands reached forward, caressing her, pulling at her swollen points. Between Ben's hands and Sandie's mouth, Melanie was losing herself in passionate lust! In fact, all three of them were, fucking and sucking with the intensity of porn stars.
"Oh god.... I'm getting close," Ben groaned, so Melanie immediately lifted herself from Sandie's face and pushed Ben backwards, away from his wife.
"Ben.... Fuck me now.... From behind.... Fuck me, Ben."
Melanie inserted herself, on all fours, between her friend and Ben. While she offered her sex to him, she lowered her mouth to savour Sandie's pink flesh. Fully obedient, Ben grasped Mel's hips and pushed into her from behind, enjoying the feeling of a totally new pussy wrapped tightly around his big cock. She pushed back firmly, and soon his piston was pumping in and out of her well-oiled cylinder.
Such moaning and groaning now filled the little bedroom! The headboard was banging against the wall as Ben pounded into his new pussy, no doubt alerting the neighbours to their fucking. Meanwhile, Sandie was holding her lips open so that Melanie could kiss and suck her engorged clit more easily.
All three of them were someplace else- Ben hypnotized, and the other two satisfying their need for raw sex, deeply imprinted by The Professor. But, how long could it last? This time Sandie took charge.
"Stop now Ben.... Just rest.... Sit in the chair.... Watch Mel and me."
Now it was time for girl-girl action. They both wanted this part of the evening, performing for Ben's watching eyes while engaging in the heated sex they had enjoyed together before. This was their best chance for orgasm too.
Melanie stretched out on the bed and Sandie came on top of her, kissing her lips, sucking her nipples. Meantime, Mel reached between her friend's legs and pressed two fingers inside, as far as they'd go. She began to finger-fuck furiously, intensifying Sandie's oral efforts with her lover's nipples.
Ben liked what he was seeing! He'd only watched two women loving together in porn videos, and here it was, inches away in real time. He could see their glistening skin and their smooth curves- their hips, their tits. Ben could hear their wonderful sighs and moans. And he could smell the intoxicating mix of perfume and womanly sex. It was amazing!
Melanie worked her fingers vigorously the way she knew that Sandie always wanted, pulling up against her vagina. Ben heard his wife call out repeatedly as she did this, begging her girlfriend to make her come. He'd never heard Sandie so intensely consumed by sex. Soon she was gasping and moaning as Melanie brought her right to the edge and over.
"Oh yeah.... Do it, Mel.... Yes.... Yesss.... Oh, yessss.... Mmmpphhhff!!!"
Sandie was beyond control now, writhing on the bed and rolling her head side-to-side in apparent ecstasy. Ben had never seen anything like this, let alone from his somewhat reserved little wife. It was incredible!
At the same time as this was happening, Ben had heard a buzzing sound. Now he noticed that Melanie held some bright blue plastic against her pussy. What was it? The woman began to twitch and moan as Sandie's huge orgasm subsided, then Ben realized that Mel had a small vibrator hard against her own clitoris.
Soon Sandie came to her knees and kissed Melanie lovingly while she brought herself off. Her body moved firmly against the vibrating toy as Sandie held her tight. Ben could see now that there was more between the two than mere friendship.
And then she was there. Melanie's body seemed to move on its own, beyond her control. But, unlike Sandie's crushing performance, this was gentler. Judging by the erotic look on Melanie's face, it was every bit as satisfying.
Now it was time for the grand finale. Ben was as hard as stone and stood over the faces of the two beauties gathered close together below him. Their inviting mouths were wide open, tongues out, waiting for him. There was no mistaking what they wanted.
"Give it to us now, Ben.... Come in our mouths!" his wife urged.
"Stroke for us, Ben.... We want your cum!" her friend chimed in.
Ben looked down on their eager faces and spread his legs, thrusting his hips forward. He grabbed his balls and jerked with all his might. And then it happened: creamy fluid burst in long streams from his stiff member, and coated them: on their noses and chins; in their hair and mouths. Everywhere. They laughed and greedily kissed the overflow from each other's faces.
Ben's evening was finished.
****
One has to wonder about the new Sandra Weston. Is she just as evil as Natashia Lazenby, controlling others for her own pleasure?
She is acting like The Professor, using hypnosis to overcome any resistance to her sexual demands. She's done it with Martin Benning, and more recently with husband Ben and therapist Nikki Greatash. Like Natalia, Sandie is controlling people so she can use them.
Simple as that conclusion may seem, there is another side to this. Is Sandie doing these things out of her own choice? Is she like the Lazenbys, using hypnotism to satisfy consciously-planned purposes?
Some might say that the 'new Sandie' is not of right mind, her subconscious having been deeply imprinted by The Professor's control. She isn't making rational decisions to use others; instead, she is acting on implanted primal instinct. Sandie is not to blame for her actions.
So the questions change.
Is Sandra Weston victim or perpetrator? Has she yet reached the peak of her mind-controlling abilities, successfully bringing others to serve her lustful needs? Will the 'old Sandie' eventually re-emerge from her complex personality?
Only time will tell.
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Melanie and Zane's Story
Melanie Rossignol was by herself in their apartment this morning. Husband Matthew had left for a round of golf at least an hour ago, so now she was alone with her thoughts. She felt a bit stiff this morning, even after a long, hot shower, and she didn't need to guess the reason.
The previous evening had been spent with a couple she knew very well now, Sandra and Ben Weston. It had been a strenuous and satisfying workout. She smiled as she thought about it.
Melanie and Sandra were friends from Mrs. Rubins' de-programming sessions. The woman was applying a whole range of strategies in an attempt to rid them of the pervasive influence of hypnosis and subtle Neuro-Linguistic Programming. These two techniques had been repeatedly used on them by Professor Natalia Lazenby to subjugate them for the sexual demands of others.
Mrs. Rubins would have been very disappointed if she knew what her proteges had been up to last evening. They had partied privately in the very sexy clothing which the de-programmer was trying to eliminate from their wardrobes.
Sandie had hypnotized her husband Ben when he was reluctant to continue with a game of strip Blackjack. Then she and Melanie had engaged him in an hour of rampant threesome. Poor Ben, used for sex like that.
This morning Mel's mind was freewheeling through her past and present lives. About four years ago, she and her then-boyfriend, Zane Black had attended a different sort of party at Professor Gerhard Lazenby's home, an impressive gathering of graduate students, professors, and wealthy university alumni.
Her life had changed dramatically since that night, unlikely to be the same again. Melanie knew she was a very different person now, and that she had lost her love match Zane along the way.
****
It started innocently enough that fateful evening.
"Have you noticed Zane lately?" Melanie had asked a couple of the other grad students. "I haven't seen him for at least a half hour."
"No, but I'll watch for him. It's a big place. Maybe he's in another room somewhere?" one suggested.
"I don't see The Professor either," another noted. "Maybe he's helping her with something?" said another.
Zane was missing for another half hour or so before he wandered back in to join the large gathering in the reception room of the rambling old mansion. He had a rather dazed look about him when Melanie found her way through the crowd to his side.
"Where were you for the past hour?" she hissed. "We came together and then you just disappeared."
"The Professor was showing me around the main floor here," he stammered. "Huge place. I wanted to see their exercise room when she mentioned it. You know, they have all the home gym stuff in there."
"You look like you had a work-out there yourself," Melanie observed. "You're sweating and your shirt is half out. You're a mess. Just look at you!"
Zane ran his hand across his damp forehead and looked down at his clothing. Yes, his shirt was all askew and something else was wrong too. His trousers were belted but his zipper was down. He quickly turned from Melanie to get himself back together, all the while wondering why this had happened.
There was no way to explain how he looked, and why he felt so strange at that moment. He felt a bit shaky, weak in the knees, like he had just expended a great deal of energy. It was the way he felt after sex with Melanie.
He didn't realize that a tour of the exercise room was standard Natalia Lazenby practice to check out male grad students' ability to orgasm. She had Zane marked as a candidate to serve her and some alumni in the coming academic year. In there she'd given him oral and he had delivered.
Apparently, he passed his try-out with flying colours because he went on to become another one of the Lazenbys' victims of sexual hypnosis and abuse. But more about that story later.
A few days after the graduate-alumni party, Melanie had been summoned for an appointment with Psychology Department Head, Gerhard Lazenby. He was much-admired, nicknamed Old Lazenby or more commonly, Good Old Lazenby by his students. Indeed, he had a very personal and friendly way with young people, a disguise for his real intentions. This affable white-haired man was actually very dangerous.
"Hi Melanie. Please have a seat. I'm about to have a cup of tea. I hope you'll join me? Ah, good!" said the proverbial spider to the fly, for Lazenby was about to draw her into his web of deceit.
"Did you enjoy the party last weekend?" he inquired, and when she nodded affirmatively, he continued. "We enjoy having our grads in from time-to-time for drinks and to mingle. We like our alumni to see you as they once were themselves, young people with ambition but not much money."
"That's certainly true. My boyfriend Zane and I have to watch every penny. Books and tuition eat a big hole in the money I earned last summer from waiting tables."
"You have high hopes, and I want to help you with the funds to make it come true. That's where our alumni come in. One couple has offered to give you ten thousand dollars for the coming academic year."
Old Lazenby stopped talking so Melanie had some time for this offer to sink into her brain. He waited to see her face change once she registered what he had said.
He knew that it happened every time.
"Ten thousand dollars for me! Really! How generous! And what do I have to do to get it?" Melanie was almost incredulous.
"A few things. You'll become a teaching assistant in one of our undergraduate courses- perhaps a seminar group leader or a marker for my wife. And, you'll meet from time-to-time with your alumni donors to update them on your progress, your current academic interests, and so on."
"That sounds easy enough. And when would this all start?"
"As soon as you complete the necessary paperwork. My wife handles your application form and I give it approval. Simple as that."
"No interview or anything?"
"Not exactly. You must meet with The Professor, so she can go over the application and the financial agreement with you. I believe she's home right now. If you're interested, I'll call her and we can set up an appointment."
"Great! Call her."
In a few minutes it was all set up for the following afternoon. Natalia would meet Melanie in her home office at 2:00 and the whole appointment would be finished by 4:00. Two hours seemed like a long time to fill out paperwork, but Melanie wasn't about to ask any questions. She inquired if there was a bus stop near their home and learned she'd only need to walk a short distance more to their home.
The next day, Melanie wore a smart outfit because she was attending an interview. She had a few questions that had occurred to her after she left Old Lazenby's office. After about twenty minutes on the bus and a short walk, she stood at the Lazenbys' front door, ready to take the next step into her future at university. Little did she realize what a giant step it would be.
****
"Sorry that I'm a bit early Professor Lazenby. I didn't want to be late for my interview," Melanie had apologized.
"That's fine. I am still getting your papers together. Come here into the parlour and get comfortable. Give me about ten minutes, Melanie."
The Professor admired the young woman's good looks as she spoke to her. The long ashen hair; the attractive face with big eyes; that fine figure beneath the short skirt; and those long legs- now this was a woman perfect for their plans! She could hardly wait to see her naked on her bed in the next half hour or so.
As Melanie sat nervously on the sofa, her eyes scanned the room. It was a deep rose colour and decorated in an eclectic but artistic style, with a mixture of old and modern pieces. The sofa was soft and made for lounging, while some of the chairs were formal Victorian items. Large modern abstracts on the walls clashed with an old clock, its pendulum driving an hypnotic chain of clicks from the mechanism.
Soon The Professor returned with a sheaf of papers. She had changed clothing, and now wore a long crimson shawl, knotted at one shoulder and angling down across her body, leaving one shoulder bare. It was pinned at the waist on the knotted side, but no other clothing was visible.
With her otherwise black 'Goth' appearance- hair, makeup, lipstick and nails- Natalia looked very dramatic to Melanie. She had never seen her like this before, even at the weekend party.
"I see you examining me, Melanie, probably because this look is unfamiliar to you. I like to play with things, and my appearance is just one of them," she said with a hint of irony in her voice.
Melanie was bold enough to go along with this conversation.
"What else do you like to play with, Professor?"
"Please, call me Natalia when we're away from the university. You and I will become close friends, I'm sure," she purred, and as she said this Melanie could almost feel the woman's dark intense eyes burning away her clothing.
Then The Professor continued.
"I like to play with art and photography. This is my favourite room, and I think that it reflects my personality, don't you?"
Melanie glanced around the parlour again and then at the woman's appearance before answering.
"Yes, a bit eccentric. You and the room. I do like both looks very much. You've got a real flair and it works!"
"Yes.... Except for that old clock there. It hasn't been keeping proper time lately. You can help me by counting out the beats while I watch the seconds on my phone. We'll see if it's slow or not."
The Professor had rehearsed and practiced this trick before and she would use it again, for example, on Sandie Weston and Martin Benning a few years later. By then, she knew that it was the best test of whether a potential new recruit for their scheme could be brought to her will. No sense wasting time with an interview and completing forms if Melanie couldn't be easily hypnotized.
"One.. two.. three.. four.. five.. six.. seven.. eight," Melanie counted off, listening intently and watching the pendulum swing.
Natalia could hear no change in her tone of voice. Perhaps Melanie would not succumb?
"Nine.. ten.. eleven.. twelve.. thirteen.. fourteen.. fifteeen.. sixteeeen," she continued.
Ah, did the young woman seem to be slurring her words?
"Seventeeeen.. eighteeeeen.. nineteeee..," and Melanie stopped counting, her eyes closed and her head slumping forward onto her chest.
She was hypnotized! The Professor had brought her mind under control. Now, any reluctance to Natalia's plans for the afternoon would be overcome by the simple power of suggestion. As always, she found this total control, this complete obedience of her subjects, quite intoxicating.
The Professor took Melanie's limp arm and helped her rise from the sofa. Then supporting her movements, she talked softly and slowly.
"Come with me.... To my office.... For your interview.... Come along."
"Yes.... Hold my arm.... Lead the way," Melanie mumbled, opening her eyes to light which seemed blinding at first.
The two of them navigated the sweeping staircase to the second level, then turned left to pass through a doorway into Natalia's private suite. The first chamber was a drawing room, apparently for conversation with guests, based on the arrangement of furniture. A second door at the end of that room led into a wood-paneled office. Neatly arranged documents lay on a large oak desk, waiting to be signed. But not right now.
The Professor opened a third door and it swung into a beautifully-appointed bedroom. A large bed in the centre was awash in pillows on a puffy down bedspread. Artwork and large old mirrors filled the walls. A pair of chairs stood at the foot of the bed. Melanie was directed toward them.
Natalie Lazenby smiled as she prepared for her in-person interview with this lovely young candidate. Her face was appealing, her body beautiful, and now she was in the bedroom hypnotized. This was all working out so very well.
****
"We'll put our clothes.... on the chairs.... Now turn around.... That's it."
Natalia released the clasp at the side of Melanie's skirt and pulled down the zipper. As the young woman stepped out of it, the garment was draped onto the chair back.
"Unbutton your blouse.... Put it on the chair."
Melanie obeyed robotically and soon stood clad only in her underthings and her pull-up stockings. The Professor simply pointed to the bra, and the student lowered her eyes submissively, then removed it. The same unspoken command followed for the briefs and they went onto the chair. Melanie reached for a stocking top, but Natalia had other ideas.
"They look good .... Leave them on."
Melanie stood almost naked before The Professor, subject to an aroused appraisal by the woman. Natalia was twice her age, in her early forties, but what she saw appealed to her very much. In fact, this young woman might be her most attractive 'acquisition' in the three years since she and her husband had hatched their evil scheme with wealthy alumni.
She was eager to get underway with the 'interview.'
"Undress me now.... Clothes on the chair," she ordered in a soft, coaxing voice. "Slowly, slowly.... No need to rush.... That's a good girl."
The anticipation was always Natalia's favourite part, especially with a fresh new subject. There was plenty of time to draw this out.
Melanie fumbled with the knot which held the draped garment across one of The Professor's shoulders. In the meantime, Natalia removed the clasp at the waist. The moment the shoulder knot was untied, the entire item dropped to the floor, leaving Prof Lazenby stark naked. She wore no underclothing and no stockings, only a wicked smile.
"I like your body".... Tell me you like mine," she coaxed, barely able to restrain herself from pushing the young woman onto the bed to begin a vigorous sexual onslaught.
"Yes I do," Melanie replied in the low monotone of the deeply hypnotized.
The Professor took a few steps forward and brought her hand to the back of Melanie's thick ashen hair. She leaned forward and pulled the young woman's mouth against her own, devouring her lips. Natalie was enveloped by her fragrant scent and her fresh lipstick.
The kiss became an open-mouth exploration as Natalia probed every corner beyond her lips. To her great satisfaction, the grad student automatically returned the same sensuous kisses. Eventually, The Professor pulled back, her heart pounding. This was so exciting!
"Your breasts are lovely.... I want to kiss them.... May I?"
"Yes," Melanie replied in a hollow voice.
"Then lay on the bed.... Open your legs.... Knees up.... Yes, like that."
The Professor carefully slid her naked body between Melanie's parted legs, nestling against her warm flesh with her face against the young woman's breast. She brushed her nipples with her fingertips, causing them to rise into rosy points.
Then she brought her lips to them, first kissing one side then the other. Next, she drew them one-by-one between her lips, sucking first lightly, then deeper. She was pleased to hear soft moans from her charge.
"Like that for me now," Natalia whispered as she raised herself so that her own tits hung close to Melanie's mouth.
"Lick, then kiss," she continued, and felt something rise inside her as the young woman's full lips came to her nipples.
"Suck them now.... Suck them!" she ordered rather urgently as her arousal grew. This young woman was certainly very good with her mouth!
Natalia revelled in the stimulation of her sensitive points for several minutes, sometimes holding her own tit and squeezing it as the nipple was stimulated. She could feel herself growing wet and decided to move on to other things. She came to her knees beside the bed, and pulled Melanie to the edge, her legs hanging down. Then she pushed the young woman's thighs farther apart.
"Open you lips for me.... Hold them open," The Professor told her, and she obeyed immediately, offering her precious pink as she'd been told.
For the next long while, Natalia savoured Melanie's wet pussy. Her tongue eagerly explored every part of it, lapping, kissing, tasting her inner lips, her clitoris and her vagina. Then fingers probed inside, first one, then two. They were gripped by tight muscles and The Professor couldn't help but think how much Old Lazenby would enjoy this young prize when he got his turn.
And the moaning! Oh... this one was delightful!
"I want you to come.... Come for me now." she said in her most persuasive tone.
Melanie wanted this because Natalia had driven her to the breaking point with her practiced fingers and mouth. Her breathing was harsh and her eyes tightly closed. Her pussy was gushing with intense arousal as she began to lose control.
"Mmmm.... Ugh!... Oh yesss.... Ugh!.... Ugh!.... More! More!.... Yesss, yesss.... Ohhhhhhh.... Aaahhhhh!!!"
Melanie spasmed on The Professor's mouth, arching her back up from the bed before slamming back down again. Natalia held her thighs firmly, not letting go as she continued to suck deeply on the young woman's clitoris.
Melanie gasped for air and heaved against her tormenter while a long, intense orgasm relentlessly shook her trim body. She called out in her uncontrolled state, before finally pushing Natalia's head with both hands to break loose.
"Such an orgasm, my dear! Magnificent!" Natalia praised her student.
Then it had been The Professor's turn and she was not about to let it pass.
"Now do that to me," she ordered, scrambling to a spread position right above Melanie's face.
She slowly lowered herself onto the mouth below her by sitting back, bringing her sopping pussy in line with Melanie's lips. She was very clear about what she wanted.
"Do it now.... Make me come too!" and she brought both hands to her groin to lift and spread everything for Melanie's oral convenience.
The young woman had been wonderful so far today and this was the last test of her 'interview', as Natalia fondly called it. At first Melanie had seemed a bit reticent- apparently this was not something she had done before. The Professor encouraged her by rubbing her own clitoris firmly as Melanie softly licked and kissed her pussy. Looking down, she liked what she saw.
Yes, this young beauty would bring hours of pleasure to her, and plenty of money from wealthy alumni eager to enjoy her hidden charms. Training to improve her oral skills would be most pleasant too.
And then The Professor was there! Lost in her thoughts as she admired the full lips and tongue pleasuring her pussy, she had brought herself to the brink. It was too late to stop now, so she rolled her fingers harder and faster on her engorged little nub.
Suddenly a burst of energy from within pushed her hips forward in a strong thrust that threatened to suffocate poor Melanie. Then for the next half minute her body shook as her vagina pressed against her student's mouth. Gradually she slowed down and stopped- an amazing orgasm!
Now it was time to go through the drill. She led Melanie to the adjoining bathroom where they washed themselves, perfumed, applied lipstick, and brushed their hair and teeth. That step completed, they returned to the bedroom to dress again, before stepping into Natalia's home office.
All the while Melanie remained under hypnosis. The Professor sat her down at the big desk and presented her with some forms to sign. Melanie had applied and been interviewed for her bursary without even being aware of it!



Back downstairs again, The Professor sat the grad student on the parlour sofa and lay all the paperwork in front of her. Natalia looked at the old clock, still ticking away on the lamp table. Ah, only 3:30. Perfect timing. Tea and a little conversation, then this lovely woman would be on her way. She began to count backwards.
"Six... five... four... three... two... one.... Melanie! Alive and well!"
Melanie opened her eyes and looked around. What were these papers scattered on the coffee table in front of her? Why was The Professor smiling at her that way? And where had the time gone? It was already half past three! The Professor spoke first.
"I am so glad that you have applied for this ten thousand dollar bursary, Melanie. I think it was an wise decision, and I am confident that you will be an excellent seminar group leader. I am really looking forward to working with you in the coming school year!"
Yes, she certainly was, now that her sexual abilities had been field-tested and found most satisfactory.
"Well.... Yes, I guess that would be great. I sure can use the money. Do I sign these forms now?"
"You already have, my dear. Don't you remember, a few minutes ago? No matter. Come with me to the kitchen and we'll have some tea and muffins. Maria has the afternoon off, but did some baking this morning. Follow me now."
Things seemed odd to Melanie that day four years ago. Time had passed far too quickly and she had no recollection of having signed anything. And two other things were strange as well. Neither the scent she wore before leaving, nor the perfume were her own. Four strange things in one afternoon- a coincidence?
Melanie was elated about the money and just let it go. It wasn't until the trial that she learned how The Professor operated before and after those encounters at her home. The hypnosis and the missing time; the fresh perfume and lipstick; the completed signatures or assignments- these were all the tricks which Natalia had used successfully for six years.
Yes, for six years until Ben Weston, Sandie's rookie cop husband brought the whole house of cards crashing down.
****
Good Old Lazenby had called Zane Black to his office too. Apparently the young man had passed his audition the night of the party because there was a bursary available for him as well. The conversation in the professor's office quickly fell into a familiar pattern.
Lazenby gave him a hot coffee which he just happened to be making. Then he offered the young man a ten thousand dollar bursary from a caring alumni donor. All he would have to do was meet with Natalia to sign the relevant forms- at their home, of course.
Zane was a handsome fellow that The Professor was eager to see again. His longish dark hair and pouting look gave him pin-up star quality, complemented by his trim, muscular physique. He had played football since he was a boy and didn't carry an extra ounce of weight. Melanie liked all this, of course, but it was his confidence that she found most appealing. She was crazy about him.
When he arrived at their large home for his appointment, he reinforced Natalia's already positive impression.
"Hello Professor Lazenby. Glad to see you again. I'm here to sign everything after I ask you a few questions about the bursary."
"Do come in," she smiled, escorting him to the same parlour where she usually met her grad applicants for the first time. "Relax and I'll be back in a few minutes with everything we need."
Like Melanie a few days before, he sat on the sofa examining the room, with its wildly eclectic decor. His eyes soon fell upon the old clock on the table beside him, noisily ticking away the seconds. He felt relaxed as he watched the pendulum sweep back-and -forth in its little case. Something was mesmerizing about the sound and motion of the thing.
Then The Professor suddenly reappeared, carrying a sheaf of papers.
"Oh, I see you watching my old clock," she commented, continuing, "A lovely French antique, but I wish that it kept time better."
Before long, she had the young man counting aloud while he watched the pendulum swing. By the time he reached thirteen beats, his eyes were heavy and his speech slurred. Natalia spoke to him a bit to test his awareness.
"Do you know who I am?"
"No," he replied in a monotone.
"Helena Fuentes... Say hello to me." These were her middle and maiden names.
"Hello. Helena Fuentes"
She could tell immediately that the grad student was in another world, hypnotized rather easily. She smiled as she appraised the young man in front of her, relishing the private time she was about to spend with this fine male specimen.
An evil thought had crossed her devious mind. This would be a perfect opportunity to put her newly- constructed photo studio to work. She had some new cameras which she was eager to test. Perfect!
Before long she was leading Zane upstairs and passing through two doors, one into her private suite, with its cozy sitting room, the next into her more private workroom. There she took two cameras from a shelf, then pushed against the paneled wall.
A hidden door swung inward, and they stepped into the dazzling white of her little photo studio, its only furnishings a few chairs along the wall and a white-sheeted mattress in the centre of the floor.
First, she would try out the new Nikon with some still shots. She had a completely compliant Zane undress and hang his clothing over one of the chairs. Then she directed him through an increasingly erotic range of naked poses: flexing his biceps; flexing his powerful back and upper shoulders; on one knee, showing his muscular thigh and forearm; and finally, various shots of his swelling penis in his stroking grip.
Next, she had Zane remove her clothing so that both of them were nude. Using a little hand-held remote, she took pictures of him wrapping his arms around her from behind, nuzzling into her neck. There were more of the handsome fellow kissing various parts of her body- her lips, her nipples, her stomach, and her pussy.
Natalia preceded to take the latter pose from several different angles. She could feel herself becoming highly aroused, oozing onto his kissing mouth.
"Make yourself hard again," she coaxed. "I'll use the video camera now."
The Professor watched closely as he brought his manhood to full extension on command. She liked what she saw, average length but thick girth. "A very manly cock," she thought, smiling. "Just rippling with muscle like the rest of him."
"Stand right here now... sideways to the tripod.... Always look at the camera."
Then Natalia turned it on and moved in front of Zane, dropping to her knees. She reached for his thick cock and clutched it in her hands, like a favourite toy. Then she brought it to her mouth and began to lick. She was going to record herself giving him a blow-job.
She took her time with his stiff member and his accompanying sack. Every part was licked and kissed. Every part was sucked and swallowed. She often turned to the camera as it recorded her mouth stuffed with some part of his suspended anatomy. Natalia was highly practiced and skilled in this art and she relished giving head to this man who filled her mouth so completely
But, enough of that for now because she was ready for a good fucking, recorded by the whirring eye of her camera. Natalia pulled him down to the mattress and had him lay on his back. She lowered her body over him, holding his stiff cock upright as her vagina enveloped it. When it had plumbed her to the depths, she whispered urgently.
"Now fuck me.... Fuck me hard!"
Zane did exactly as commanded, lifting his hips up against her body as she pressed down on him. They set up a steady rhythm of thrusts and parries, their groins slapping together firmly as they met. She found this extremely stimulating- it always had thrilled her to fuck these virile young men and this one was no exception. Doing it for the video camera kicked it up another notch. Her natural juices poured forth to lubricate this plunging penis which filled her with its girth.
Natalia could feel it coming upon her, that growing need to orgasm. Her young man had brought her closer and closer to the point of no return. She could tell by the speed and strength of his jabs that he was close too. She concentrated her efforts now, squeezing his cock in a relentless vice, feeling him ready to erupt inside her. Closer... closer... closer. They were both almost there.
Then it had happened. Their bodies literally exploded against one another as his big gun unloaded in her gripping chamber. Natalia's muscles clenched and grabbed, as she came hard, squeezing his rod, almost forcing it to stay in her until there was nothing left to unleash. Both of them gasped for air as massive orgasms swept through their tortured bodies.
After that The Professor rolled to the mattress, and eventually rose to stop the camera. Now she had footage which she could enjoy until the next time she hypnotized this young stud for sex.
It was time to go through the post-coital ritual: the cleaning, the brushing, and the dressing, all with Zane still thoroughly hypnotized. Soon they were seated again in the parlour, all the requisite papers assembled on the coffee table.
The rest was predictable. Natalia counted down and he 'awoke', wondering where two hours had gone. He signed all the papers and was led off to the kitchen for coffee and cakes, Maria conveniently off for the afternoon. Then he was on his way.
But why did his mouth taste different? That wasn't his toothpaste. And why did he have so little recollection of the time spent with The Professor? Finally, why did he feel so tired, as if he had just finished a football game or a very strenuous workout in the gym?
Mysterious, but he held his copy of the coveted bursary contract in hand, and that was all that really mattered.
****
Melanie and Zane had been as surprised as the rest of the community when the Lazenbys and Hendricks were arrested and charged. It was shocking, especially when they found themselves at the centre of an ever-expanding circle of former graduate students who had received bursaries over the past six years.
After that bursary year, Melanie and Zane had gone their separate ways. Sadly, something had happened to their romantic relationship: in a nutshell, it had become all about sex and nothing about love. All they did anymore was fuck; otherwise, they began to want less and less to do with one another. Neither could explain why.
The money was gone now, and Melanie dropped out of her program, taking on a job as a bank teller in training. Eventually, her undergraduate degree in Psychology would help her to advance up the corporate ladder. Zane left too, going to work for his father's auto recycling operation in a distant city- a 'junk-yard dog' learning the business from the bottom up. One day he would own it.
After that, Melanie met her husband through the bank. He was a rather ordinary man- she simply 'settled', seeking some stability in her now- troubled life. As time went on, Matthew noticed that she had very close female friends, some of whom she eventually brought to bed with him.
Matt didn't ask any questions and eagerly waited for the next time. He realized that he could never provide his wife with enough sex, because she sometimes seemed insatiable.
Zane never did marry, going through a steady string of women over the next three years. They were all drawn by his good looks and physique, but soon found him interested only in sexual excess. None of them could keep up with his deeply imprinted need for more. After he had worn out one woman, it was time to move on to the next.
Whenever Zane was in the city, he and Melanie would go to dinner and talk wistfully about old times. A visit to his hotel room would inevitably follow, a whole night of rampant sex like they had unwittingly participated in while under hypnosis. Late at night, or early next morning, Melanie would crawl back to her apartment to recover. Neither of them understood why they kept up this singular 'friend-with-benefits' relationship after their failed romance.
The trial finally gave them some insight. They were amazed when the prosecution submitted lurid photographs of them together, one of which Sandie Weston had seen framed on The Professor's home office wall. There were movies too, of them hopping each other like rabbits in the little studio. Every which way: together, sometimes with Natalia, and occasionally with June Hendricks, a university alumnus.
They learned how a dozen graduate students had been recruited after parties at the Lazenby estate. Prosecution lawyers detailed how Natalia Lazenby had used hypnosis to 'field test' or 'interview' each of them before signing them onto lucrative bursaries. Their official roles as teaching assistants, researchers and markers were secondary to their real purpose as sex toys or machines for the Lazenbys and select donors.
As the trial progressed and the awful evidence piled up, June Hendricks eventually cracked under intense examination by the prosecutors. She admitted to everything: the money gifts each time she engaged a graduate in sex; the photo sessions and video with young men and women; and the 'sex shows', sometimes with her actively participating while her husband, J.C. Hendricks watched and masturbated.
It was damning testimony that sealed the case against the four defendants.
Melanie and Zane held hands for comfort as they sat together during the trial-when husband Matt wasn't present. So much ugliness linked to their failed romance was coming before them. The hypnosis and unknown sex with the Lazenbys, the Hendricks, and God knows who else- all of this had killed their love as it reduced them to mindless sex objects.
They knew now why the flower which once bloomed for them had died.
Now they understood their strong impulse to jump into bed and stay there until they had completely quenched the insatiable urge to fuck. They knew why they did this whenever Zane came to the city. Now they knew why Melanie had stolen away the previous evening to meet with him in his hotel room. They were different people now, programmed for sex, and devoid of conscience.
Nobody was surprised by the Guilty verdicts in the case. The mountains of evidence left Defense lawyers without any room to manoeuvre. "Temporary insanity": not possible for six years. "Coercion": by whom? "Poor judgement": not a chance of success. Instead, it came down to three human weaknesses: greed, power, and perversion, all lumped together in the four people on trial.
After all the exposure in the media, it was a relief for the victims to see the trial finally finished.
****
Zane Black would not miss this for anything! He was in the city to watch the Lazenbys and Hendricks face their day of reckoning. He hated them with as much passion as any of the other victims. The law could not mete out enough punishment as far as Zane was concerned.
The evening before sentencing found him and Melanie together in his hotel room. They'd been to dinner and afterward enjoyed a solid hour of energetic sex, as always, ending with intense orgasms. Then they lay in bed talking about what they expected to see in the courtroom tomorrow.
"Too bad the worst they can get is jail time. I'd love to see them fry in the electric chair," Zane spat out with disgust.
"Yeah, or the guillotine. Now that would be what the Lazenbys both deserve," Melanie joked sarcastically.
"There's not much more they can do to Old Lazenby. He's nothing now. Can't walk. Can't stand. Can't speak. Can't.... "
"I think his heart attack was exactly what he deserved. He was behind all this in the first place."
"What about The Professor, that nasty bitch? What should she get tomorrow?" Zane wondered aloud.
"I hate her. They can just throw away the key and let her rot. She'll get no sympathy from me. I shudder to think of how she.... "
"Now don't go reminding yourself about that. It wasn't our fault. I hope all the people they've got us seeing will clean that stuff out of our minds."
"They ruined what we once had, didn't they, Zane?" Melanie said softly. "It should have been the two of us together before they changed us like they did."
"Yes.... It's sad. They ruined our lives. We never stood a chance, did we?"
The two of them clung to each other, tears in their eyes at the thought of what might have been. After a while, Melanie spoke with a cold, hard tone.
"Let's hope they burn that witch tomorrow!"
All the victims sat in a cluster as the judge rose to deliver the sentences. They hoped there'd be no leniency, because apart from the Hendricks, there'd been no remorse. The judge didn't disappoint, delivering extensive jail time to both Lazenbys, his to be spent in a secure medical facility at a prison. Natalia was unlikely to ever see the outside world again.
There had been co-operation and sorrow from the Hendricks, so their sentences were lighter, though harsh enough- twelve years without parole for June. Since J.C. never had sex with the students, and because his thriving investment business was ruined, his was the lightest sentence- six years. Melanie and Zane looked at one another with some satisfaction, a feeling that justice had been done.
Afterward, Marty, who had been sitting with Sandie. told her that he had to leave. She was beside Melanie and Zane. He invited her to join the two of them for supper, and they got up to go. Sandie knew that her husband was in uniform standing along the side wall, so she waved to him and pointed to Melanie. He understood that she would be with them.
Then Ben went back to the station to continue his shift. He guessed that his wife would be having a meal with her girlfriend and Zane. He didn't know that it would become so much more than that.
****
"Oh my god! Shove that big cock into me some more. You're the best fucker! No wonder Mel sees you whenever she can!"
Sandie was naked in Zane's hotel room with her girlfriend, and he was pounding her sodden pussy. All of them had been drinking heavily since dinner and it only heightened their desires. Sandie wanted Zane to plug her some more, while Melanie hugged and kissed her passionately.
"Give it to me, Zane! Fuck me good. Pound me with that fat cock!" she squealed as she succumbed to an overload of sensuous pleasure, her mind bloated with alcohol and her body ready for sex.
"Save some for me Zane! I don't want you coming in her 'cause I need it too!" Melanie slurred to him.
"I can fuck both of you all night! Don't worry. I can last. I know it!" he bragged.
"Oh yeah," Sandie babbled, "When we finish you won't be able to walk."
"Like Old Lazenby, the bastard!" Melanie crowed, and they all laughed.
It was a drunken orgy for three, nothing held back. Already they had literally torn the bedding apart- it was strewn around the room, like their clothing. They hadn't been in Zane's hotel room for ten minutes when they'd opened a third or fourth bottle of wine and passed it from one to the next, drinking straight from the bottle. They all wanted to get drunk and go at each other all night!
"Let's have a sex contest now!" Melanie called out. "Use our phones to see which couple is hottest. Everybody gets two turns. You and me first, Sandie."
"Yeah! Great idea. Who needs men when there's a girl for me to love, eh Mel," Sandie exclaimed.
"Go ahead, but after that I'll fuck you both silly. You'll be begging for more!" Zane called and everybody laughed.
Sandie and Melanie fell to the bed with their arms wrapped tightly around the other, their open mouths filled with probing tongue. There was plenty of smacking and a lot of saliva. Then Melanie slid down to go at her friend's nipples, kissing and sucking loudly as she drew them to pink points. Meantime, Sandie slid her palm down Mel's stomach until the tip of her finger reached her wet slit.



Now Melanie brought herself up on all fours above Sandie, her tits suspended over her face. She lowered herself so that her friend could devour her nipples while slipping that finger deep into her pussy. Sandie kissed, sucked and fingered, causing Melanie to moan with satisfaction from down in her throat. All the while, Zane was close by with his phone, recording the action.
Sandie slipped another finger into Melanie and began to fuck her with them. Juices flowed around her fingers, an indication that her girlfriend was very aroused. So was she! Then Sandie quickly turned herself around and came down again, this time offering her wet sex to Sandie's mouth beneath her. At the same time she pushed her friend's thighs apart and dove into her pussy.
It was a smoking hot scene- two half-drunk beauties locked in soixante-neuf, lavishing each other with tongues and fingers. Zane came in closer with his phone; he wasn't going to miss anything! Both were in another world of imprinted sexual behaviour with their lips on a wet pussy. Was it Melanie and Sandie? Maybe it was Natalia or June? Right now their animal instincts were in full control!
Eventually they tired and besides, it was time for another drink all round. They passed the bottle between themselves once, drinking deeply. Now it was Zane's first turn and he chose Melanie. Sandie was the photographer this time around. There was some perfunctory kissing before Melanie dropped to her knees to suck him to full erection. It didn't take long, even though she wickedly prolonged it.
Then she lay on her back, and he spread her wide before easing in, full depth, missionary style. Melanie pulled his arse against her, clearly enjoying it as they got into a powerful rhythm. Zane pumped against her this way for a time, then withdrew to try a new position. He came from behind as she lay on her side with one knee bent to open her up.
Sandie leaned in for close-ups as Zane's thick cock ploughed in and out of Melanie's lithe body. As she moved with his member, her lovely tits shook. He grunted with the effort and she moaned every time he touched bottom with his strong thrusts. Soon both were breathing hard and it was time for a rest and the last of the wine. Now Melanie would film Zane with her friend.
"How do you like it most, Sandie?" he asked. "I'll finish up that way, OK?"
"Doggie, I guess. Yeah, end up from behind, but don't come in me. I have to go home after we're all fucked out."
All three of them were drunk enough to laugh at that remark.
Zane was limp at the moment, so Sandie pushed him onto his back while Melanie recorded her giving him oral. She quickly coaxed his overused penis back to life, making it stiff and ready for action. Sandie was ready herself, and crouched above Zane so she could guide herself down onto his cock. As he slid deep into her vagina, Sandie sighed heavily. This is what she wanted right now.
With both feet firmly planted, she used her leg muscles to lift herself to the top of his cock before sliding back down again. She repeated this action several times, and each time Zane lifted his body back against her. Then she really got into it, fucking him while she held her own tits and pulled at her nipples. Her body felt alive, hungry for even more sex. Blame it on Natalia Lazenby.
When her legs began to tire, Sandie called for Zane to take her from behind. They scrambled into position and he eased his stiff cock into her now-stretched vagina. Grasping her hips tightly, Zane began to strenuously drive himself into her welcoming body. She anchored herself with straightened arms, pushing back with all her might. Both of them were completely lost in what they were doing.
Melanie sensed that Zane was going to come and she called for him to stop. Too late, but he was able to withdraw pretty quickly to blast most of his seed in long streams across her girlfriend's back.
Their phone-recorded sex contest was finished now. Besides that, the wine was all gone and they were having trouble seeing straight. Melanie cleaned Sandie up and somebody called for an Uber ride home.
"Are you coming too, Mel?" Sandie asked.
"I can't face Matt tonight. I'm staying here with Zane. Maybe forever, the way I feel now," she mumbled.
Melanie was with the man she wanted before the Lazenbys ruined their lives. But she knew that they could never be the same again.
****
Ben came home about 8:00 and called out to his wife as he often did. He thought that she might want to talk with him about today's sentencing, voicing her opinions as to whether justice had been done. But there wasn't a sound in the apartment. Sandie wasn't there, but she'd probably be along from Melanie's shortly. He'd fix himself something to eat and wait for her. However, she wasn't back by 9:00. Nor 10:00.
Ben was a policeman, used to determining motive and whereabouts. Where might Sandie be, and why wouldn't she have either come home already, or else called him to let him know when she'd be back? His mind began to look for answers in what he had observed today and in recent weeks.
As a duty officer who had been part of the original arrests, he'd been attending the trial from the first. He noticed today from his vantage point along the side wall, that Sandie and Marty were sitting very close together. Her friend Melanie next to her, sat closely with that Zane fellow, even holding hands.
Ben saw Marty say something to Sandie, then leave alone afterwards, while Sandie and the other two went off in the opposite direction. His wife had waved to him across the courtroom crowd, as if to say, "I'm going with them." Sandie was with her friend Melanie and Zane, but where? The courthouse dismissed hours ago.
When Sandie finally returned it was almost 11:00. Her voice was slurred, and he could tell she'd been drinking. She became surly when he asked where she'd been and why she hadn't called. And there was something else disturbing.
His wife had a strong aroma of sex about her. There was no way of mistaking the smell as she rushed past him to the toilet. He heard her lock the door, and moments later the sound of her retching violently. After a while the shower started, and Sandie stayed in there for a long, long time.
Ben knew that Sandie had been fucking someone. And he knew that in recent weeks it hadn't been him- at least not that he knew about.
She was with Zane tonight. Was it him? She spent a lot of time with Marty. Maybe it was his good friend?
He wouldn't rest until he found out.
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Jaguar stood along the rope at the exit from Customs and Immigration. A tall, rugged man, he held the sign to bring certain disembarking passengers at Lima International in his direction.
The Andean Experience: Jaguar
One by one, a few of his people began to assemble around the sign, meeting and chatting. He couldn't do much by way of introductions yet because he had to be sure that everybody saw him as they came out into the airport. Jaguar was watching for six people- two men and four women- and he couldn't afford to miss any of them.
This was always a nerve-wracking time. So easy to miss someone. So easy for somebody to get tied up in red tape that resulted in everybody having to wait. So many possible delays concerning passports, health documentation, restricted items in luggage, you name it. It was about the worst part of the business, the part Jaguar hated most. And there could be plenty to hate, depending upon who turned up.
How many of his little group were already with him? A quick sweep behind counted four, a young man and three women probably in their twenties and thirties. Two still missing.
"Please stay together until we have everyone. I'm expecting six. Are there four of you for The Andean Experience? OK. Have any others left for the toilets since you came? None? OK. Just two more now, a man and a woman."
"Hey, how much longer?" the young man demanded, annoying Jaguar, but he just smiled.
"Here, you hold the sign, so they don't miss it. I'll get the names of everyone here. OK? Great."
Then he started down his list:
"Bassingale, LeeAnn?"
"Here."
"Edwardson, Mike."
"Yes."
"Jankowski, Zesmina?"
"Me. It's Zezy."
"Lamoureau, Clothilde?"
"Yes. Chloe."
"Rasmussen, Marina?"
No reply.
"Rasmussen, Wayne?"
No reply.
"I'll make another sign, so we don't miss them. Keep yours up too, Mike."
Jaguar had a second blank sign and a thick black marker. When the two names were on it, he asked Zezy to hold it aloft, while he stepped back to check with his lone assistant for any messages from the Rasmussens. He knew they were arriving from Wisconsin and thought perhaps there might be some flight delay.
"Jaguar here. Got everybody except Marina and Wayne Rasmussen. Any messages from them? Check their airline to see if they boarded or if there are any flight delays, OK? Wait! Just a minute. Looks like they might be here. Hold on...."
"Marina and Wayne Rasmussen?" he called. "Great!"
"They're here. I'll check in with you later today. Thanks."
That was out of the way, and Jaguar had all six people accounted for. Now to keep them together through the crowded airport. He knew from experience that if he herded them all to a place where he always brought his people, there'd be toilets and fast service with some food and drink. It was worth the little bag of joy he passed to the owner on the way out.
In less than an hour everybody had been attended to. They were fed and watered, ready to thread their way through the scores of vehicles circling the airport. In the farthest parking lot stood a battered older mini-bus, brightly painted, and proudly named.
"Jag II" would be the daytime home to all seven, carrying them to far-flung corners of this ancient land. It would show them everything, and it would also conceal some dark secrets.
****
Jaguar was just a nickname- Jag to many- but he had carried it for so long that he hardly remembered his real one, Wesley Bruce Arundel. Jaguar suited him well, because his rough, sunburnt, outdoors look just didn't mesh with Wesley or Bruce.
He was more like a jaguar, lean and muscular, with tawny-brown hair and beard. He often wore camo clothing- hence the spots of the jaguar- and, like his namesake, he could be both stealthy and secretive.
Somewhere in his mid- forties, he had been knocking around Peru for almost half his life. Peruvian friends had taken to calling him Jaguar for two reasons: his appearance, of course, and his deep interest in the old Chavin culture, with its reverence for the beast.
He usually began his excursions through ancient Peruvian cultures with a visit to the jaguar-adorned temple complex at Chavin de Huantar, high in the mountains north of coastal Lima.
Jaguar had first come to Peru as an archeology and anthropology graduate from a prestigious American university, intent on unearthing the secrets of ancient Peruvian civilizations. While he'd found some of that, Arundel had learned more about himself than anything.
The country, its people, and their ways had taken a firm hold on him, such that he seldom returned home. He usually only did so when he needed to negotiate for further grant money, or later, to secure loans for the little excursion business he founded.
The Andean Experience was as much an excuse to stay in Peru as anything for Jag. Sure, he'd guide an in-depth jaunt through Peruvian archaeological sites five or six times every year. His six-person tours were always fully booked, such was his reputation among Andean afficionados.
They paid for his expenses to live on in this country that had a tight grip on his soul. At the same time, he could continue to immerse himself in the legends of its colourful past.
Jaguar had a strong Internet presence that drew his customers. He kept up a regular blog that mixed myth and legend with self-promotion, successfully projecting himself as the 'Indiana Jones' of Peruvian tourism.
Jag was a colourful figure who would take novice and professional alike into the deepest recesses of a mysterious past. He had thousands of followers, and his next tour was usually fully booked by the time the current one was leaving the airport.
However, The Andean Experience website offered only tailored glimpses of the man who ran much of the operation. He presented as engaging and personable, but very few ever saw his darker side. Some Peruvian friends knew that his encounters with ancient Peruvian art and culture had shaped him in some ways.
Like a jaguar, he could be very stealthy to get what he wanted. And like his namesake, he also could be quite dangerous, especially when he imbibed in too much local alcohol, or the hallucinogens to which he had easy access.
Before anyone boarded the mini-bus, Jaguar had each trip participant introduce themselves to the rest of the group. He knew it was important to build some connection between people right away. After all, they'd be cooped up in his little vehicle for a few weeks. Each person was to tell the others something by which they could be remembered, some association with their name.
That completed, with some laughter and fun, he asked them to suggest why he was called Jaguar. They quickly made the physical link between him and the beast, but then he asked for a cultural link. One of them, Mike Edwardson, knew there was some significance to the jaguar in ancient Peruvian culture.
"I was reading before I came. The jaguar was an important symbol, even a god, with some early Andean cultures. Maybe that's where your name came from since you guide tours to these places."
"You got it, man! If anybody needs background information on this trip, go to Mike here before you ask me. He's the man," Jag laughed. Mike didn't know if the guide was praising or mocking him. He was a hard man to read.
"You're going to learn a lot about the importance of the jaguar on this trip, and other mythical beasts, like snakes and komodo dragons. I've been learning this for half my life and only scratched the surface. Be careful. It's so rich in meaning and story that it might grab you by the throat and never let go. That's what happened to me. That's why I call it The Andean Experience."
As Jaguar looked around at his customers, he could see that they were already spellbound. His enthusiasm was still there, strong as ever. He hadn't lost it after so many of these intensive small-group tours. The image, the story, the land- it all kept people coming his way. He smiled as he waved them onto the bus.
"Nobody has a reserved seat here, OK? We're a team, so give everybody some time in the ones with the best view. If you're always grabbing the front seat, I'll send you to the back. That's how I run my tours. You're the paying customers, and I'll show you Peru like nobody else can. But it's my bus, so share those good seats."
Safe to say that Jag had made it clear that he was in charge of this excursion. When people began boarding as he stowed their packs in the hold outside of the bus, everyone filed toward the back, careful not to provoke him by claiming a front seat. In fact, Mike Edwardson boarded last, and found the front seat across from the driver was the only one open.
"Sorry Jaguar," he said apologetically, "This was the only seat left when I came on board."
"Enjoy it," the guide joked as he climbed in behind the steering wheel, "You'll have the best view of all the traffic until we finally clear it the other side of Lima!"
Everyone laughed, any tension in the air about Jaguar laying down the seating rule now evaporated. He fired up the old Mercedes minibus and rolled out of the airport. Reaching into the crammed glove box, he pulled out a CD of traditional music to get them into a Peruvian frame of mind, as he cleared the airport and headed north along the coast.
"Hey. That sounds like Simon and Garfunkel, 'El Condor Pasa.' I love it!" LeeAnn called from the back of the bus.
"Good. You are going to hear a lot more like that. But unless you know Spanish, you'll just have to hum along. Any Spanish here?"
"Me. It was my minor," Chloe spoke up, seated just behind Edwardson, but she was the only one.
"That's great. So do you speak and understand?" Jaguar asked in Spanish, looking across toward her.
"Si," she answered, smiling at him.
"You do! Chloe, sometimes I might need you to help with the group. You know, explaining menus, reading signs, things like that. OK with you?.... Good."
Then he said in Spanish, slowly enough that she would understand:
"I'll be sure to thank you regularly. Hey, do you ever smoke?" and Chloe indicated "No" with her pretty head.
"No, not cigarettes," Jag continued in Spanish. "Weed.... Great! I always have it with me. I'm glad you're helping me out with the language."
Chloe grinned back at him knowing that no-one else was in on their little secret.
The traffic around the airport was terrible, as always, cars and trucks belching exhaust into the air, visible like a ground-level cloud. Jaguar told them to close the bus windows, that he'd use the air conditioner until they got clear of this stuff.
"You're going to be roughing it enough on this trip, staying in authentic Peruvian guest places. No five- star hotels on this jaunt. No fours either. Real Andean accommodation, not something from New York or London." He continued.
"We'll even camp for a few nights when there aren't any hotels close to sites we're visiting. The least I can do for you is keep you alive with clean air until we get out of all this damn pollution!"
Jaguar had a way with his clients, a way to make them laugh when he was delivering news about staying in inferior rooms or sleeping in tents. He knew that timely jokes and little treats- like air conditioning in the bus- could make most people happy. Most people except Wayne Rasmussen that is.
"We didn't sign up for this thinking we'd be sleeping in tents!" Wayne called to him from the last seats at the back. "What the Hell!"
Jag stared long and hard into the rear-view mirror, both to get a look at the offending party, and to let him know that he didn't like the remark. But he knew public confrontation, especially at the beginning of a tour, would not be wise. There'd be enough conflict with and between travellers when the trip was in its final stages and people were tired. He held his tongue before continuing.
"This is no slick National Geographic tour, packaged with all your comforts in mind. Room service. Breakfast in bed. A spa and a masseuse," he said, deliberately poking fun at Rasmussen, who sat fuming. "No, this is authentic Peru, a country with a modest standard of living compared to what we're used to. This is The Andean Experience, so you're going to see what this country is really like."
"There better not be fleas in the bedding in those third-rate joints!" Rasmussen called, clearly not intimidated by the tour operator.
Jaguar decided to switch tactics.
"I assure you Wayne, that if you find bugs in your bedding, I'll trade rooms with you."
People snickered until Jaguar delivered his punchline, then they laughed loudly.
"Of course, you'd have to clear that with Mrs. Rasmussen first!" he grinned into the rear-view mirror.
Jag glanced at Marina's face in the mirror and saw her smiling back at him.
Rasmussen was angry now, blustering, "Are you saying you'll sleep with my wife?"
"Of course not. You'd have to ask her if she'd be willing to switch rooms. What else would I have meant?" Jaguar replied in an innocent voice, and even Marina joined in the laughter, as Rasmussen went quiet.
"Back to what I was saying. This tour is an experience where you'll see cool archaeological sites and ancient art. Maybe even more important will be the people you meet here. They're quiet people, and you'll appreciate their sincerity if you approach them as your equal.
Their lives have much to teach us, so some of you will be changed by these weeks in Peru. Maybe you'll come away a bit different as a person. I sure hope so, because that's what The Andean Experience is really all about."
After that, Wayne Rasmussen stayed quiet as the little bus finally cleared congested suburban Lima and headed toward Chavin de Huantar. There was plenty of ground to cover before stopping for the night.
****
The trip to the ancient Chavin temple was nine hours of driving from the airport, with at least another hour for supper along the way. Then there was the 'bladder stop' every three hours or so, adding more to the journey. The coastal highway was open road thirty kilometres or so beyond Lima, and the little bus barreled along, belching its black diesel smoke whenever Jaguar floored it to pass a slower vehicle
Jaguar usually stopped for the evening meal near Barranca, where the coastal highway gives access to the foothills. After supper, they'd travel uphill along a sometimes sharply curving highway for a couple more hours before stopping after dark. A few more hours next morning would bring them to their first destination by mid-day.
"This is it. We're staying here tonight," Jaguar said loudly as he pulled up to a non-descript single-storey adobe brick building. "We've got all the rooms they have- four. There are two single beds to a room, so that'd be the Rasmussens in one, any two women in another. Then we'd divide the other two rooms between the remaining woman, Mike Edwardson and me. I don't mind sharing, but Mike, I'll let you negotiate that with the third single woman," he joked.
"Listen Jaguar. We're supposed to have privacy, and now you're suggesting that one of these girls sleep with you?" Rasmussen questioned.
"No more than I would make your wife stay with me, Wayne. I'm letting Mike make the decision."
Marina Rasmussen stood smiling at Jag, amused by the situation, as were the others. Then, amid some nervous snickering, Edwardson smoothed the waters by suggesting he share a room with the guide. He was a bit in awe of Jaguar and didn't mind that arrangement at all.
"Great. Here are the keys. Every room is the same. We have breakfast tomorrow at 7:30 so we get an early start through the mountains to Chavin de Huantar. See you in the morning in that building over there for food and coffee. This place isn't the Ritz, but it's two-stars and quite comfortable. It gets cold at night, so get the extra blankets out of the box in the closet. See you in the morning."
Thus ended their first day. Everyone was dead asleep in no time, everyone except Jaguar and Mike Edwardson.
"That guy must be getting on your nerves, eh Jaguar," Mike offered.
"Yeah. Unfortunately, every so often one like him shows up on a tour. He'll be annoying. I can see that."
"What will happen? I mean we're passing back through Lima in a few days. Can't you just leave him there? Kick him off the trip?" Mike suggested.
"There are other ways to deal with a pain-in-the-ass like him," Jaguar said quietly and left it at that.
Mike was quiet, wondering what he meant.
Later that night he awoke briefly from his sleep to hear soft chanting of some sort coming from Jaguar's side of the small room. It seemed like mumbled words, maybe in Spanish and made no sense as its cadence rose and fell. Perhaps the tour leader was meditating? Or dreaming? Mike listened for a bit longer before he fell back to sleep.
****
Next morning the bleary-eyed travellers assembled outside the little cantina for breakfast. All except the Rasmussens, that is. They arrived late, just as steaming cups of coffee were being placed on the large table the group was sharing.
A plate with a stack of fried bread of some sort came next, along with a bowl of dark-coloured cooked beans, and slices of what looked to be a fruit which no-one except Jaguar recognized. Seven small plates and spoons completed the table setting.
"What the Hell is this? No eggs or meat? No orange juice? You call this breakfast?" Wayne complained.
"You missed it Wayne," Jaguar grinned. "That stuff was all served and eaten before you got here, late. This is all that's left for you."
This brought plenty of laughter which only made Wayne more angry.
"This is the worst damn trip I've ever taken!" he spluttered, and his wife, Marina gave him a long, disgusted stare before speaking.
"Stop your complaining before you ruin the trip for more people than just me," his wife rebuked him, and everyone turned to stare as Rasmussen went quiet.
As everyone continued eating in silence, Jaguar outlined the plans for the day.
"We'll leave as soon as we can after this so we can get to Chavin de Huantar before noon. There's a wide valley between mountain ranges and we'll follow it a couple of hours or so before we cross through a gap and continue uphill to the temple. Have your cameras out for good mountain shots. I'll stop part way there for a mid-morning break."
By 8:30 they were back in the bus and on their way. Wayne came last and claimed the best seat, right across from the driver. They glared at one another as Jaguar sat down and started the Mercedes. Nothing was said, but it was already quite clear that they did not like each other at all.
Driving up the wide valley in the bright morning sun lifted everybody's spirits. The air was dry and clear- every window in the bus was open to take it in. Jaguar put in another CD of Andean music and he could hear his Spanish translator, Chloe, singing along. He turned a bit and spoke to her in their private language for this tour.
"How did you sleep last night, Chloe? Any bugs in your bed?" and he laughed at the mocking reference to Wayne's complaint yesterday.
"No. He is really something, isn't he? Maybe he'll go home when we go back through Lima after this."
"Believe me, it can be arranged. We'd be better off without him here."
"You can say that again!"
"We'd be better off without him here," he repeated, and they both laughed at Jag's little repetition joke.
Lunch along the way was a simple picnic box for seven sent along with them from the cantina where they'd stayed. It wasn't much different from breakfast, but this time included a couple of big bottles of cola, a staple beverage throughout Latin America. It was basic and filling, but it wasn't up to Wayne Rasmussen's standards, so he started complaining once more.
"This food is crap. How can you expect us to eat more of this garbage?" he complained loudly.



"You don't have to eat it if you don't like it. Go hungry. There'll be more for the rest of us that way," Marina shut him down again, clearly fed up with his whining about everything.
A short time later the mini-bus chugged up a steep incline with low mountains on either side. Around a bend there was a rough parking area, and a trail marked with the name of their destination: Chavin de Huantar.
"It's just over that hill in front of us. The trail is rough so look down and watch your step. You don't want to turn your ankle and be laid up in the middle of nowhere," Jaguar cautioned. "We're almost ten thousand feet above sea level here, so the air is thin. Move slowly and rest often.
We can spend the whole afternoon here, so there's no need to rush. This is a World Heritage Site and it is forbidden- strictly forbidden- to take anything, except pictures, of course."
Excitement rippled through the group. This is what they'd been dreaming of since they signed on months ago. In minutes they'd be face-to-face with a mysterious Chavin culture, a significant old Andean civilization. Some had read all they could find about it- Mike Edwardson fancied himself an expert-in-training, eager to soak up everything he saw and heard from Jaguar at this site.
In a short time, the group stood looking across the preserved ruins of some sort of ancient worship centre. Jaguar knew that he hated to move from place-to-place lockstep with a talking tour guide. So, he gave a brief overview of the place, and set them with some observational tasks for the afternoon.
"Chavin culture is extinct. This site dates from 900 BCE, about three thousand years ago. That's long before the Incas who dominated here when the Spaniards came about six hundred years ago.
This was a sacred site for the Chavin cult, a pilgrimage centre. It wasn't all built at once but expanded as their influence grew in northern Peru. By about 200 BCE Chavin beliefs had lost importance and the temples were no longer used." He continued.
"As you look around this afternoon, see if you can identify two phases, the Old Temple and the New Temple. Another thing. See what motifs and figures you can spot all around the place. And be sure to go into the underground tunnels to find the heart of their worship. It's really interesting!
Any questions?... OK, you're on your own until four o'clock. Meet at the bus and I'll have hot coffee waiting for you."
Later, the lure of coffee brought everyone back to the Mercedes on time. They were pumped, all talking at once about what they'd seen and how they felt about it. Jaguar poured the beverage into Styrofoam cups as he listened to them relating what had taken their interest.
LeeAnn: "Definitely the carved stone heads of snakes, jaguars and reptiles everywhere."
"Trophy heads," Jaguar commented. "A decapitation cult."
Zezy: "Wouldn't it be so easy to get lost in the dark in the maze under the temple?"
Marina: "What was that tall carved pillar at the centre of the maze all about anyway?"
LeeAnn: "I'll bet there was human sacrifice down there. The carvings were so gruesome looking."
Then Jaguar moved to a place where they all could see and hear him.
"Yes, the underground maze was the heart of the temple and that tall carved pillar in the middle is the Lanzon, a half human- half animal god. It looks like a grinning man with the fangs and claws of a jaguar. This was their supreme deity, with great power. Some say that Chavin worship was a jaguar cult, and I agree because the rituals involved human sacrifice. It was gruesome.
In a small room directly above the Lanzon, sacrificial victims were beheaded, and then likely mutilated to get plenty of blood. It flowed down like little rivers through carved channels in the rock, right into the god's mouth. The stone trophy heads all around the site represent that sacrifice to their god.
Pilgrims who entered the maze were probably using natural hallucinogens to have a religious experience when they gazed on the bloody stone face. One of the Lanzon's arms point up to the sky, the other down to the underworld. People might get a vision- a message about where they were destined to go after death."
"I wish I'd seen all that," Wayne complained.
"There's still time to go back down and take a closer look if you want to," Jag assured them, and most ran off as soon as they gulped down their hot drink.
A couple of them remained for a refill, including Marina, who eased up beside the tour leader, out of earshot from Zezy. She came close, took Jaguar by the arm, and spoke softly.
"I'm really sorry about Wayne and how he's been so much trouble. We haven't been getting along at all because he's acting like such an ass. I think this history is all so interesting, but he doesn't seem content to go off the beaten path. I wish I'd come by myself like the other three women."
"Sorry he's ruining your trip. I've had people like him on tours before, so he probably doesn't bother me as much as he affects you. I hate to see him spoiling your experience. Is there anything I can do about him to help?" Jaguar asked, looking into her big blue eyes to see her staring back at him.
"I wish you could just drop him off at the airport when we go back through Lima," she laughed. "Then I'd continue the tour on my own with these other women."
"Really? Well.... I'll see what I can do," he grinned, leaving Marina wondering what, if anything, he had in mind.
"That would be nice," she purred, gazing into his eyes again. "Yes, I'd appreciate that very much. But short of putting a curse on him, I don't know what you could possibly do?" Marina joked.
"Maybe...." Jag said. "Not making any promises, though."
He studied her as she turned to pour another coffee, and liked what he saw. Marina was about mid-thirties, with a good figure. Tall and athletic in build, he could see that her hips shaped the tight slacks she wore, while her woolen shirt was amply filled by her breasts. Marina's long dark hair was gathered behind her head and fell partway down her back. Those big blue eyes drew attention to a very pretty face.
Jaguar had plenty of experience with women, and he found himself wondering if she was communicating something to him that went beyond her husband's behaviour. Did she want Wayne off the trip so that she could enjoy it more with him? The arm touch, the big eyes, the soft voice- they all seemed to issue invitations to quality time together if Wayne wasn't around. Yes, he'd see what he could do.
After everyone had come back, Jaguar drove them to the camping area, where they erected five tents. This time Mike could have his own tent, as could Jaguar's Spanish interpreter, Chloe. He had noticed the two of them exploring the temples together today, so it was possible that they might be sharing one tent tonight.
Jag suggested to Mike that the night would be cold, and it would be nice to have a bed warmer, pointing to Chloe. Mike grinned and moved over to talk to her.
Jaguar built a fire and they used its red hot coals to cook the pouches of freeze-dried food he'd brought for meals. Meat, pasta, vegetables, and fruit cobbler- a real home-style supper was much appreciated. Even Wayne was pleased with the meal.
"Not bad, Jaguar, not bad. More like this and I'll be a happy guy!" he complimented.
"I aim to please. Good food hides a lot of other hardships during a trip, right?" and Wayne nodded agreement.
Afterward, Jag built up the fire again and shared the little bag of weed and papers he always carried. He carefully rolled the joints and had them passed around the circle until everybody had one. Then they lit up and smoked to the success of the journey.
Soon they were all a bit high and in the mood for some Andean legend. Jaguar told them more about the blood-thirsty god that lived at the centre of the Chavin temple complex, and the stoned pilgrims who came to learn their destiny. He embellished some of the archaeological findings a bit for campfire effect.
"The man-jaguar needed human blood. He fed on it just like the jungle animal the Chavin feared. Captured enemies of the Chavin were kept for this purpose, and sometimes their own group members were sacrificed too. Pilgrims were stoned on local hallucinogenic plants as they stumbled through the maze, searching for their god. Temple priests interpreted their visions when they found their way back out."
His audience was spellbound, and Jaguar was ready to add his own twist to the science.
"It's been said that a curse sometimes follows those who have looked upon the bloody face of the Lanzon. If they saw the hand pointing downward first, they may be destined to die, and fall into the depths of the underworld. They would never rise after death to join their god. Did you see that hand first today, or did your notice the one that pointed skyward?"
Then he ended the story on an ominous note, in a spooky voice.
"Be warned by what you saw in there. Beware the curse of the jaguar!"
Some of them screamed in mock fear at the ending. Then it grew quiet as they toked some more and let the hallucinogenic smoke filter into their systems.
"You're the Jaguar. Have you put a curse on any of us?" Zezy asked quietly as they all thought about the story, not saying anything.
"Probably Wayne," Mike finally muttered, and everyone but Rasmussen laughed, to break the tension.
"Maybe," was all that Jag replied, a sly grin on his face, and the moment passed, though there were some in the group who began to wonder if he had set a curse on Rasmussen, based on things the leader had already said to them.
Later that night, as Mike passed by Jaguar's tent, on his way to sleep with Chloe, he could hear strange sounds. Listening closely, the tour leader seemed to be repeating a mantra- probably a phrase in Spanish- over and over in a cadence which rose and fell.
"Debe irse.... Debe irse.... Debe irse.... Debe irse...."
It sounded like what he had heard last night coming from Jaguar's side of the room. As soon as he entered Chloe's tent, he asked her what it meant, and she knew immediately.
"He must go.... He must go.... He must go.... He must go. Why are you asking, Mike?"
"My god....I think Jaguar is putting his curse on Wayne to get him off the trip! You know what an ass the guy has been. Jaguar wants to get rid of him. He was chanting just like that last night too. He must have the jaguar's curse!"
****
The following morning Jaguar was up before anyone else to make breakfast. He had some fresh produce bought at the cantina where they first stayed, and used the small portable propane stove to make scrambled eggs with chopped vegetable. Fried bread and hot tea rounded out the much-welcomed meal. As they finished eating, Jag told them about the day ahead.
"It'll take us an hour or more to get to today's site, the remains of a large city built by the Wari people who were there from the 3rd Century CE until about 800. They came after the Chavin culture declined, and they conquered northern and central Peru by military force.
This will be a big place- somewhere between 10 000 and 35 000 people lived there. It wasn't a religious centre like Chavin de Huantar. No, it was the Wari capital city- their control centre. So you won't see temples like you explored yesterday."
That sounded interesting, so the group eagerly clambered into the little bus as Jag stowed their packs and the tents. The mountain morning was cold, almost frosty, but the bus heater worked fine.
The old Mercedes followed a valley, then chugged uphill, twisting through a high mountain pass. At about 9 000 feet above sea level the crisp morning air was thin, and so sparkling clear that it almost hurt the eyes. The blazing sun was burning away the night-time cold as Jaguar brought the bus to a halt in a parking area, a very short distance from the site.
Soon they could see the outlines of a city spread out in front of them- a seemingly incoherent jumble of angular walls, compounds, and remains of multi-level buildings. It was apparent that the ruins hadn't survived particularly well- the Andes are subject to tremors and quakes- and that only limited restoration had been carried out. Jaguar told them more about the site.
"This is Huari, the principal city of the Wari people. Those walls are more than twenty feet high- some even forty- so you'll need to be really careful. You might walk right off an edge or stumble on broken rock," he cautioned before continuing.
"Watch for carved stone images here. Their supernatural creator god was the Staff Deity, called that because it has a pole in each hand. It was responsible for human origins and for the crops, so was held in high regard. You'll see it carved in flat standing profile, with a square mask-like face. Snakes or sun rays project from its head. It may be an early form of Viracocha, the creator god for the later Incas.
Again, be careful. This is a place where you can easily injure yourself. You've got lots of time, so there's no need to rush. Questions?... OK, three blasts of a whistle will call you back for a snack and coffee later."
Jaguar had been here many times before, so as he walked around the site, he was watching for members of his group as they explored. He'd go over to them to hear what they'd seen, and steer them toward spots with carvings or interesting features. That was his relaxed style. He spotted Wayne Rasmussen and noted that he was alone- Marina was nowhere in sight. Jag began moving in his direction.
Wayne had climbed up a small embankment above the ruins, close to the parking area, to get a better view. The soil was dry and rocky, almost crumbling beneath his feet. Directly in front of him was the vertical stone wall surrounding a large compound. Jaguar saw him up there, perhaps twenty feet above the ground below, and he watched, wondering what Rasmussen was doing.
Then he saw him reach into his pocket and pull out his phone. Wayne turned his back to the edge and held his arm straight out in front of his face, grinning up toward it, with the Wari ruin in the background. He was taking a selfie!
"Jeez, don't back up, Wayne," Jaguar exclaimed under his breath, not wanting to yell in case he startled him, causing a dangerous fall.
The tour leader saw him shift sideways to a different position, a few steps further along the embankment for another view. Again, with his back still turned to the twenty-foot drop, Wayne took more selfies from different angles while Jag held his breath.
"If he falls over now, he'll really damage himself on those rocks below," Jaguar thought.
For an instant he thought about how much he would like to have Wayne sidelined. This could work out perfectly. If Rasmussen fell backwards and injured himself, the man would be out of his hair, off the tour. Then his lovely wife might continue on without him, and something interesting could develop with her. Wayne's fall could set this favourable chain of events in motion.
Just then, Rasmussen turned and began retracing his steps along the edge. He started to clamber back down again, and when he was about half way, he finally noticed the tour leader, staring up at him from below. He looked over, raised his arm to wave, and then... completely missed a step, walking out into space!
It seemed to happen in freeze-frame slow motion as Jaguar watched. Rasmussen's body suddenly lurched sideways, throwing him sharply against the safe side of the slope. His arm grabbed for support but it only slammed against the embankment, then bent at a strange angle from the force. He tumbled forward, unable to break his fall, half-stumbling, half-rolling about eight to ten feet back toward ground level.
His body smashed hard into the stoney ground at the base of the wall. Then he didn't move. Jaguar rushed to the spot where Wayne lay in a crumpled heap, covered in dirt, fresh cuts and scrapes already oozing bright red. His face was jammed into the ground, and he seemed perfectly still. As Jag got closer, he noticed the shoulders rising and falling as Rasmussen struggled to breathe.
"Wayne! You alright?" Jaguar burst out as he quickly came to his knees beside the prone body.
"Uuuugggghhhh," came to his ears. Rasmussen was still alive, though he might be badly injured from such a hard fall.
Jaguar knew better than to move him any more than necessary, but he carefully turned Rasmussen's head out of the dirt so he could get more air. His face was scraped and his nose obviously broken, bent over to one side and bleeding quite profusely.
His eyelids were encrusted with dirt. Jag had his canteen with him and used some water to wipe it away from the man's face, careful not to touch the broken nose. Wayne opened his eyes and screamed loudly.
"My arm! Dammit! Get me off it!"
Jaguar carefully rolled him onto his back and saw the arm pushed sideways at a crazy angle below the elbow. It was definitely broken. As Rasmussen lay on his back gasping for air and sweating profusely, Jag deftly ran his hands along the other arm and the legs looking for broken bones. He didn't find any, but there certainly could be more.
"Carefully move your leg a bit, Wayne. Slowly... slowly.... Any pain?... Good.... Now the other one.... OK?.... Good."
Rasmussen groaned and grunted with the effort to make any movement, but he wasn't screaming anymore, so Jag knew there weren't likely other major breaks to his extremities.
"Now very slowly try to roll onto the side away from your arm. I'll support you. Easy... easy. How's your back?.... Good."
"Good? Fuck!... I hurt everywhere!" Rasmussen groaned loudly, but Jaguar knew the man would live.
Rasmussen had broken his forearm and nose, with plenty of scrapes to his face and hands. There could well be other injuries not yet visible. Jag knew that they'd have to get him to a doctor as soon as possible. It was time to leave this place to find medical attention.
They'd already been on site for several hours and it was just late afternoon. There should be enough daylight to get him to a clinic or a doctor in the general area. Jaguar blew three blasts of his whistle, the signal to come to the bus. But, there wouldn't be any hot coffee this time.
Meanwhile, Jag went to his phone and found that the nearest medical help might be a doctor in the little town closest to Chavin de Huantar, more than an hour back down the mountain road. He phoned, and the doctor would see him at his house as soon as they arrived. The tour leader told him they'd be there before dark.
Over the phone, Jaguar was instructed to suspend the broken forearm in a wide sling tied behind the man's neck. He was told to very carefully cover the nose with a thick gauze pad to stem the bleeding, and to wash any cuts and scrapes thoroughly before applying antiseptic and bandages. Jag always carried a large First Aid kit on board, and was thankful for that.
Soon the travellers began to arrive in small groups, ready for food and coffee. Jag wasn't at the Mercedes, but they heard the whistle again and headed in that direction. They found him crouched over Wayne's prone body, sprawled on his back. There was a lot of blood and Rasmussen was moaning in pain.
"Oh my god! What happened? Will he be alright?" Marina and the other passengers clamoured as they gazed down at the injured man.
"Bad fall down that slope behind us. He'll live. I'm going to clean and patch him up before we go back to that village near Chavin. There's a doctor waiting for us. Anybody here trained in first aid?... Great! Help me out Marina and we can get away sooner."
"Anything broken, Jag?" she said softly as they cleaned his cuts, "Besides his nose."
"Yeah, right forearm. Needs a wide sling for support."
"I'll do that," she volunteered. "Is his back OK? And his legs?"
"Seems to be. He could move his legs and roll to one side without a whole lot of extra pain. That arm looks pretty bad, though."



In a half hour or so they were on their way to Chavin. As the mini-bus sped back down into the valley, Jaguar was planning steps beyond the doctor there. Where would they stay overnight? Should they stop, or blast straight through to Lima in about ten to twelve hours? Could they leave him at the hospital and continue with the rest of the tour? If so, what would Marina do?
When they reached Chavin, the local doctor was ready for them. It was already almost dark by the time he finished his examination and some minor surgery. The doctor spoke to Jaguar in Spanish.
"He should be fine for now. I've set his nose in a plaster cast. Here are painkillers to get you back to Lima tomorrow. The road is too dangerous to reach the hospital tonight.
His forearm is smashed, it and needs to be x-rayed before doing anything but a sling. Take him directly to emergency when you get there. Is that his woman? Have her take his temperature every few hours in case of infection in those deep cuts."
"Anywhere to stay in town that's not too expensive?" Jaguar asked. "Counting him, there are seven of us."
"At this hour, not likely. But we have a couple of empty rooms here if you sleep on the floor. They're clean. Upstairs."
"That would work. We all have bags and sleeping mats."
"Stay with us then. There's an extra bed for him. He'd be too uncomfortable on the floor. We'll get some food and coffee for you in the morning."
Jag returned to the bus to announce the good news to the four who hadn't gone into the doctor's place.
"What did I tell you yesterday about the good Peruvian people? He's letting us stay right upstairs for the night, and will have some breakfast for us too."
The group cheered the news. Even a bed on the floor would be better than putting up tents again in the dark. It was already starting to get cold as the evening progressed. Everyone was tired after all that had gone on, and could think of nothing but sleep.
****
It didn't take long before the two rooms were quiet as people nodded off. But not everyone. Jaguar lay in his bag planning the dash to Lima tomorrow. He knew that he had to get the Rasmussens to the hospital before anything else. Then the group would check into the small Lima hotel where they were already expected tomorrow night.
Next day, he'd take the group- minus Wayne and Marina- to the National Museum as planned, to examine artifacts from Chavin and Wari sites. By then he'd have some idea of Wayne's status, and whether the couple would continue the tour. Maybe he could pick up some more passengers in Lima to replace them?
His mind drifted to Marina. She'd be with her husband at the hospital of course, but would she go with Wayne in the likelihood of his early return to Wisconsin? Or would she make good on her wish to experience the rest of the trip without him?
There was something about their interaction the past few days that made Jaguar hope she'd stay. Maybe it was her soft voice and those big blue eyes? He'd have a word with her tomorrow, encouraging her to contact him if she planned to remain in Peru. But he knew that it was a longshot at best.
In the other room, Mike and Chloe lay side-by-side in their sleeping bags, whispering in the dark. They weren't ready to sleep yet. Instead they were sifting through words and meanings from the past forty-eight hours to make sense of Wayne Rasmussen's accident. Was Jaguar somehow accountable for it? Chloe and Mike disagreed.
"Mike, it was just an accident, nothing more. It was a dangerous place to be walking around, so any of us could have fallen. Jag knew that, and he warned us twice to be careful."
"But Jag also told me that there were other ways to deal with someone like him. It was a curse. How else can you explain that 'He must go' chanting for two nights in a row. And it worked!"
"No, I disagree. Did Wayne ever do things like he was supposed to? He didn't listen, so the fall was his own fault. Besides, anything about a curse is only a story, not hard science."
"There was that warning story of the jaguar's curse that he told at the campfire. Did you notice that Jag didn't deny that he had put one on Wayne when I suggested it, right after that?"
"OK. Let's just sleep on it, Mike. Long day. Kiss, kiss.... G'night."
Meanwhile, Marina was in a spare bedroom watching over her husband. Every so often she would take his temperature and noticed that it beginning to rise. The doctor had said to wake him if there was any change in Wayne's condition, and now she was beginning to worry. Near dawn Marina noted yet another increase, so she rushed to wake up Jaguar and the doctor.
"It shouldn't shouldn't be rising like that. Has he called out in pain at all?" the doctor asked.
"No. But she says he's been sweating for the past hour."
"Hmmm. A fever starting. Could be internal bleeding. I'll get some pills. You people need to get to Lima as soon as possible, while there's still time!"
Marina could see the concern on both their faces.
Now she wondered if her husband would survive.
Readers: Please let me know what you think of the story. All of the dangling threads left in the ending suggest that further developments could be written as the tour continues- if you are interested.
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Vanessa Wordsmith had always longed to see Egypt. She carried mental images of the desert sun rising red, silhouetting the Great Pyramid of Giza. She wanted to watch the little sailboats- felucca- ply the crocodile- infested waters of the broad River Nile. And she longed to feel the dry heat of a land without winter, very different from her own country.
She was there now, trying to get her bearings in this new setting.
Though she was in the land of her dreams, thus far her visit had been confined to the interior of the Pharoah's magnificent palace, particularly some of its sumptuous private chambers. She was in one of them now, entertaining the ruler, dancing half-naked with two of his hundred or more wives.
First, Vanessa danced alone for him, moving close to his seated body, then withdrawing when he reached for her. Her whole form moved in complete seduction- her hips swaying, her pelvis grinding, both movements mimicking the sex act itself.
Her full breasts moved gently from side-to-side, half a beat behind the motion of her hips. They were barely contained by the small semi-sheer halter top above her bare stomach, and captured the Pharoah's full attention. He enjoyed watching his newest wife perform.
Vanessa's bare arms were part of the dance too, first reaching forward and then to the side in wave-like motion. The ringed fingers seemed to be alternately grasping for the ruler, then pushing him away with a flick of her jeweled wrists
Every part of her moved in time with the flute, her feet stepping in a small circle; her neck stretching in the direction of her arms, her face offering inviting lips to her husband. She was sensuous and supple, the embodiment of the female form.
Then Pharoah motioned for the other two wives to dance with her. A blonde, shorter than herself, and a full-figured redhead came forward, bowed to him, and quickly fell into step. Their bodies had been rubbed down with scented oils and exotic perfumes by the servants. All three wore heavy dark mascara that made their eyes look much larger and more expressive.
They were similarly attired, though in different hues of colour, parts of their bodies fully revealed or gauzily displayed. Each was adorned with fine golden chains around the forehead and bare midriff. Their wrists bore rows of thin golden bracelets and their fingers were laden with precious stones. Pharoah had immense wealth to lavish on his many wives.
They danced close to one another, sometimes joining a hand together and rotating like a wheel. Then their other arm would come forward and the wheel would reverse direction. They smiled and then pouted seductively, competing for the Pharoah's attention, for the right to his bed tonight.
This erotic performance left the ruler in a quandry. Which one would he choose for bed? His newest wife had the most voluptuous body, but the shorter blonde had taken him for a wild ride last month and he remembered it well. The redhead had been Pharoah's for many years and bedroom experience was her standout quality. It was a difficult choice, but also an easy decision to make.
Now the tempo of the music increased, and the trio of wives moved in time. Their hips gyrated wildly as their breasts swayed from side-to-side. Perspiration formed on pretty faces from the exertion. They joined hands again to dance in a circle. Suddenly, Pharoah reached forward, pulling all three into his lap, encircling them in his arms.
"To bed now wives. I will have all three of you tonight!"
****
Vanessa wasn't really in Egypt. It only seemed that way because she had been reading from the old books again. When an old man moved from her apartment unit he had left behind a stack of dusty history books. Her friend Marie would have tossed them into the dumpster, but Vanessa kept them, thinking they might be useful for her senior history class.
Since then, the powerful words of these old books had captured Vanessa's mind, transporting her- sometimes with Marie- on journeys to past times and places. Recently she had visited ancient Sumeria, where she was mistress to the high priest of the moon god, Sin. She had sinned plenty there with her new building superintendent, James Talmann. He was one of the resurrected dead who had lived many lives through past times.
All of Vanessa's time travel had brought her similar intense sexual experiences, always with her apartment neighbours or their friends. Most were exciting and orgasmic, although she did not enjoy being violated by a horde of barbarians during the invasion of Rome. After that, she threatened to stop reading the old books, but the Spirit of Humanity urged her to continue, so that she could teach her students to avoid the mistakes of the past.
Vanessa developed an emotional attachment to one of the resurrected, the original building superintendent, Alex. But, he had suddenly left his post, replaced by James Talmann. Turns out that they had switched roles, with Alex posted as the new Spirit of Humanity. Vanessa had unsuccessfully attempted to lure him back to the present-day world. She missed him very much, but now he was a spirit, not a man.
There had been no more reading from the old books in recent weeks. Vanessa's history course had reached a point where she was required to teach about the nation's government and laws. This was a mandatory central curriculum with fully prepared lessons which must be followed. For almost a month there would be no lessons from the past which she could unearth through the Power of Words.
Vanessa had come to know some of the life stories of the resurrected dead with whom she and teacher girlfriend Marie were having sex. Two brothers living in the building were Romulus and Remus, the founders of Rome.
Bikers Mick and Jerry had been Persian soldiers responsible for killing her heart-throb Alex, one of the brave Three Hundred at Thermopylae. But, all she knew about Ali, the sixth living dead, was that he had been an ancient Egyptian who lost his mother while young.
One day Vanessa was chatting with superintendent Talmann. Ali walked by, staring intently at her chest, as usual. When the two men greeted each other, he glanced at James briefly, then focused on his target once more. He always made Vanessa feel quite uncomfortable.
"What is with him always staring at my boobs like that! He is so rude!" she complained to Talmann when Ali was gone.
"Some sort of mother-less complex, no doubt. Lost her in ancient Egypt and never really recovered."
"Sad, but he is so annoying!"
"I'll talk to him about it. I know him from the past, so he might just listen to me when I remind him about the unwritten rules of today."
"Maybe I need a T-shirt with a message: 'Grow Your Own'" Vanessa joked.
"You can read the old books to put his back story into context. That's how the past is- a window to the present," Talmann remarked.
"Not sure I really care enough about Ali's story to read it, especially if you're going to straighten him out anyway."
"Tell you what, Vanessa. Read about ancient Egypt, starting with Ramses II and I guarantee you at least three surprises. In fact, one or two of them will astound you. You'll find it hard to believe!"
"Now you have me curious, James! I'll read the old book Friday evening."
****
Friday: it was finally time to find out the secrets of the book. Vanessa hadn't invited Marie to join her because this was really about her own curiosity, not for planning better history lessons. As always, Vanessa brought a bottle of wine to the lounge and curled up on the sofa.
She found the section about Pharoah Ramses II and began to read, fully expecting powerful words to take control of her mind and carry her to ancient Egypt.
.... "Ramses II, last of the great Pharoahs, mounted the throne. Seldom has history known such a picturesque monarch. Handsome and brave... his exploits in war were equaled only by his achievements in love.
He had his victories commemorated on a hundred walls and rewarded himself with several hundred wives. When he died he left one hundred sons and fifty daughters to testify to his quality by their number and their proportion. His offspring were so numerous that they constituted for four hundred years a special class in Egypt, from which for over a century her rulers were chosen...."
[Will Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 2, NY: Simon and Schuster, 1954, in 'Egypt: Decline and Fall', pp. 213-214.]
Vanessa found this amazing. Imagine having hundreds of wives! And 150 children! She wondered if she had read this correctly, so she went back to review the whole passage again. However, she didn't get very far before the words began to move in front of her eyes.
"Handsome and brave... his exploits in war... were equaled only by... his achievements in love."
"Handsome and brave..... his exploits in war..... were equaled only by..... "
"Handsome and brave....... his exploits in war....... "
"Handsome and brave....... "
It was hard to focus because the words on the page were spiraling slowly downward, like a large funnel pulling her into another realm. Everything around her changed. The sights, sounds and smells of a distant part of the world told Vanessa that she had been time transported by the Power of Words again.
She blinked her eyes several times, then realized that she was in an opulent palace surrounded by beautiful women and their servants. She was in Egypt now.
"Is this the palace of Ramses II?" she whispered to a woman close by.
"Such a foolish question! Did you just wake up? Of course! You should know because you are his newest wife. We compete with all these others for his slightest attention."
"So... he really has hundreds of wives. Where is he now? Off getting more of them?" Vanessa joked to hide her embarrassment.
"Probably inspecting his charioteers, the pride of his army. We dine with him later."
After another hour or so, a trumpet blast heralded the return of Pharoah. He was turned away from Vanessa, speaking with a group of his charioteers. As she watched these big men, she felt a strange familiarity about a couple of them when the group passed through the big room. Ramses never turned to acknowledge his welcoming wives, so Vanessa would need to wait until the meal to see him.
A pair of servant women whisked Vanessa off to dress her for supper. She was taken aback that they were naked from the waist up, but apparently that was customary among the lower classes in Egypt. They removed her clothing and wrapped a long silken robe around her body before adding slippers and golden jewelry.
Finally, Pharoah appeared, a very handsome man, wearing a magnificent headpiece in blue and gold, emblazoned by the image of a cobra head. When he looked out over his assembled wives, Vanessa examined his face closely and realized that Ramses II was actually James Talmann! Apparently, after a life as high priest to the moon god Sin in Sumeria, he had resurrected to an even higher status in Egypt.
More surprises: a dozen of Ramses' charioteers escort flanked him tonight at the front of the room, their captain closest to Pharoah. Suddenly, Vanessa recognized him as one of the bikers whom she had met at her neighbours' party! With that established, she examined the others more carefully and saw two more familiar faces from the same party.
"Why are the charioteers guests of honour tonight? Something special?" Vanessa asked.
"Yes, they're ready to chase down Moses and the escaping Israelites. The whole tribe will be trying to cross the Red Sea in a few days," was the reply.
Vanessa decided it was best not to interfere with history by warning the charioteers not to cross between the parted waters. She'd seen the movie, and it didn't turn out well for the Egyptians! Now she knew how some of the resurrected bikers she had met at her neighbours' party met their end.
After supper, Vanessa's servant women undressed her again. This time they clad her in the briefest of outfits, a semi-sheer halter top and pantaloons, with a wide expanse of bare midriff in between. Fine golden chains circled her waist and her forehead, while large rings of precious blue lapis lazuli adorned her fingers. One woman spent considerable time on her makeup, particularly her eyes and lips.
When she was ready, they brought her across the palace toward Ramses' private chambers. Two other small groups of wives and their servants were following the same route, when Vanessa again thought that she recognized someone. She was shocked by whom she thought it was, and resolved to get a much better look when tonight's wives were together again.
James Talmann- now Ramses II- had a huge sexual appetite, as Vanessa had learned when serving as his Mistress to Sin in Sumeria. Tonight he would entertain three of his wives, singly or perhaps together, depending on his mood.
In either case, Vanessa realized that she would be having sex with her new building superintendent again tonight. No wonder he had wanted her to read about Pharoah Ramses II!
First, Vanessa had a private audience with Ramses in which he welcomed her to his chambers. He complimented her on her beauty, and said that he had been assured that she knew how to please someone of his importance. She humbly bowed in agreement. Then he beckoned a second wife to join them, and then a third.
This was the astounding surprise which Talmann had promised. Her friend Marie was one of Ramses' many wives!
When their eyes finally met they stared at one another in amazement. It definitely was Marie, but how was that possible? She hadn't been at the apartment that evening, reading from the old books. Yet, she was here in ancient Egypt as one of Ramses' wives. That could mean only one thing- her friend was one of the living dead!
Before they recovered enough to say anything to each other, the Pharoah clapped his hands and music came from behind a curtain. Haunting sounds of ancient instruments filled the room as Ramses smiled at his three wives and spoke.
"First, you will dance for me alone Vanessa, then all three together. Just as we may be in bed tonight,"
****
The following morning Vanessa awoke feeling physically better than usual when she read from the old books. She lay naked in bed, her night clothes strewn across the floor, but she felt no aches and pains from hard use. However, there was a distinct sexual aroma about her, mixed with different feminine scents- perfumes she didn't use herself.
In the bathroom, she saw the remains of very dark eyeshadow sculpted well beyond the outer edges of her eyes. She never did her makeup this way. And she could see some bright red lipstick, on her mouth, around her breasts and elsewhere. Did that mean she had been having sex with a woman last night in Egypt?
In the shower, it didn't take her long to discover the origin of the sexual aroma. It was quite evident that she had been filled of cum, a common experience with her dream-like journeys. Vanessa told herself that after a coffee or two, she would probably be able to understand who she had been with last night. With practice, she was getting better at unravelling these mysteries.
Vanessa knew that James had told her to read about the ancient Egyptian ruler, Ramses II. And he had said to expect some real surprises. Then she remembered that Talmann had been the Pharoah in a previous life, a man with hundreds of wives.
And one of them was Marie!
"My god! Marie is one of the resurrected! How could this possibly be true?"
Vanessa phoned her friend immediately, and after several ringtones she finally answered, sounding as if she had been sound asleep immediately before.
"Hullo.... Uhh.... Vanessa what do you want?" She recognized her friend's number.
"Is it true Marie? Are you one of the living dead? I mean, last night you were one of Ramses' hundred wives in my trip through time and..." Vanessa blurted out.
"Why didn't you call me over before you read the book?" Marie shot back.
"Why would that make any difference?"
"I didn't want you to know, that's why."
"Why not?"
"Do you want a friend who was dead before?" Marie was angry.
"This is probably something we should talk about face-to-face, not on the phone. When can we get together today?" Vanessa said.
"Vanessa. We both had a very late night and I need some more sleep. I'll call you later."
And then Marie abruptly ended the call. She was not happy at all.
Hmm.... So, the two of them had a very late night. The more Vanessa thought about that, the more she remembered how and why they both were up late when they were in Egypt with James Talmann, AKA Pharoah, Ramses II.
Her mind went back to entering Ramses' private quarters to dance for him. She remembered how erotic it had felt to perform before his eyes and those of two other wives. Then, after a time, they had joined her in the dance, the three of them competing for a place in his bed that night. They were all so alluring that he had decided to fuck them all instead of choosing just one.
"Wives, prepare the new one for me. You know what she will like, I trust," Ramses commanded, after he led the three of them into the inner-most chamber.
"Yes, my Pharoah," they replied in unison, smiling at him seductively, for they knew there would be enjoyment in this delicious task with Vanessa.
Marie and the redhead surrounded Vanessa and stripped her clothing from her. Off came the silky pantaloons and halter top, along with the jeweled slippers, hair adornments, rings and bracelets. Only the fine golden chains around her forehead and midriff remained, sparkling in the light of burning oil lamps. Vanessa's naked body gleamed as she turned to help undress the other two wives.
They pushed Vanessa down into a pile of large, soft cushions beside the seated Pharoah, then descended on her body. Marie kissed her mouth while the other woman licked her neck. Vanessa could feel her excitement building as her girlfriend's tongue explored and she offered tongue in return.
By now, the third wife was licking and kissing Vanessa's pointed tits, nipples already at the alert. Pharoah Talmann watched with growing interest.
Vanessa pulled Marie closer as they continued to French kiss with rising passion. She could feel herself becoming damp as the redhead stimulated her nipples with deep and noisy sucking. Vanessa automatically moved her legs apart in invitation, and Marie quickly lowered a hand.
Practiced fingers dipped inside her vagina and came out very wet before smearing the pungent juices where Vanessa's inner lips merged. She gasped as a finger began to roll around her eager clitoris.
Now the redhead shifted her whole body down to Vanessa's mid-section and Marie brought her other hand to pull at an erect nipple, while continuing to French.
Little kisses from the third wife trailed down across Vanessa's stomach, heading toward her spread pink flesh, before she brought both hands to the new wife's outer lips, spreading them wide apart. Then her busy mouth replaced Marie's rolling finger on the now-engorged clitoris.
By now Vanessa was gasping and moaning as waves of sensation radiated out from her centre. The intimate attentions of these two wives felt amazing, before Marie took it up another notch by thrusting two fingers into Vanessa's vagina, pumping them like Ramses' forthcoming cock.
Creamy juices bubbled up from inside, filling the small chamber with the sharp aroma of sex, while the new wife's cries of extreme pleasure rent the musky air. Pharoah was smiling broadly now, watching his three wives at play.
Then Ramses simply raised his hand slightly and all stimulus was quickly withdrawn. Marie withdrew her tongue from Vanessa's mouth, and her fingers from the taut nipple and sodden pussy. The redheaded wife stopped sucking Vanessa's swollen clit, and took away the hands spreading her lips apart. They looked toward their ruler, then rose to remove his clothing. He was ready to fuck his new wife.



****
Pharoah was naked now and Vanessa smiled wickedly as she examined his magnificent cock. Long and thick, it was just what she needed in her aroused state.
She boldly reached forward to grab it, her other hand cradling his sizeable balls. In short order, her lips were locked around the sensitive head, sucking vigorously as she gazed up into Ramses eyes.
He smiled down at her, already pleased with this new wife.
As Vanessa worked over his dick, Talmann had her shift position so that he had full access to her pussy. It was already soaked from the efforts of his two other wives, so he had no difficulty slipping fingers inside. One, two and finally three digits ensured smooth passage for his large appendage. Meantime, Vanessa had drawn it to full dimension, and Ramses was ready to put his rod to use.
"On your knees, wife," he commanded, and came to his own right behind her, adding, "Wives, watch us so you might judge her performance. Will she drive you two to fuck even better than usual? I shall soon find out."
Vanessa gasped as he grabbed her hips firmly and slid his member to her very depths. The man was big! And evidently very fertile, based on the legions of children he had sired. Wasting no time, Ramses began to plunge forward and then withdraw, quickening the pace as he gauged his new wife's response. He smiled, recognizing that he had a spirited woman at the end of his staff. She liked sex!
"Join us now, wives!" Ramses ordered. "Let us see how she comes."
Now Marie and the red-head came to the rug, one behind Pharoah and the other in front of Vanessa. Marie held the root of his cock, helping him push it into his new wife. Meanwhile, the other offered her spread pussy to Vanessa's mouth as she slid beneath, her face immediately below the union of penis and vagina. She kissed Ramses balls as they swung just above her.
Marie watched for a time from behind Pharoah, her hand still wrapped around the base of his tool. Then she crouched crab-like in front of Vanessa, legs wide, offering her spread pussy for pleasure. The new wife lapped it up, lost in the stimulation of the big cock probing her from behind. She could feel herself beginning to succumb to the intense pleasures in which she was greedily indulging.
Marie's pussy was gushing juices in Vanessa's face, while the redhead beneath her had now begun to kiss and lick the private flesh gripping tightly around Ramses' big cock. With three people stimulating her like this, Vanessa found the sexual sensations almost overwhelming. She could not remember being so thoroughly fucked and loved before. It was intoxicating!
"Oh fuck.... Pound me, my Pharoah.... More cock.... More cock!" she babbled as the fire inside her burned hotter and hotter.
Ramses gripped Vanessa harder and drove his groin sharply against her buttocks. Sexual sounds filled the area around the four of them, only to be muffled by the thick hangings along the walls. The slap of bare flesh; the cries of delight; the moans and groans of pleasure- none of these would escape to the outer chamber, where guards lounged and servants waited.
Ramses' new wife fucked well, and he soon found himself pushed to his limits. As he arched forward, a huge cry announced his orgasm. His thighs took on a life of their own, rocking faster than ever, launching great bursts of his fertile seed deep into his new wife. He continued to thrust for a long time.
This was all Vanessa needed to reach the top herself. Her vaginal muscles clenched and released around Pharoah's invading dick, literally milking it dry, and sending her body into spasms of intense pleasure.
She arched her back upward and rocked in time with her master until her own orgasm gradually subsided. When she opened her eyes again, the other two wives were smiling their approval of her sexual performance. Yes, it had been superb and Pharoah was pleased, no doubt.
Vanessa Wordsmith's memories of her time in Pharoah Ramses II bedchamber last night were suddenly interrupted by her cellphone ringtone. She could see by the number that Marie was calling her back.
"Sure, I have some time to talk right now Marie. No, there's no one else here, so we have privacy
"Vanessa, we'll get together soon, but I need to tell you more about what you discovered about me last night. I'm sure it came as a shock. Nobody else knows anything about it, not even my adoptive family. You must never say anything, Vanessa, or it would ruin my life."
"Of course. I won't say anything, the same as you'll tell no-one about our time-travel and the sex we have in other times."
"Well.... Here's my resurrection story. Ancient Egypt was my first life, born into a prominent scribe's family. My parents offered me to Ramses, expecting his favour and they were not disappointed. I was very good and became one of his favourite wives. You experienced some of that with me last night."
"That's a little awkward, isn't it? We're good friends in this life, nothing more, right?"
"Vanessa, we learned that from our Shakespeare visit. What happens in the past stays in the past. Don't let it ruin our 21st century friendship, OK?"
"Sure, I'll try hard to forget what we did, but it won't be easy."
"Back to my past lives: I died of old age in Egypt, but Ramses outlived almost all his wives- died in his nineties! After that, my cycle of rebirth didn't turn out well at all. I died in Europe during the Black Death, then again in the slums of London in a cholera epidemic.
"That probably explains why you took so well to being transported to the past when we read from the old books?"
"Absolutely! With premature deaths, I didn't get to enjoy much of the best in life after ancient Egypt. Even in the present I don't get much excitement, other than from the books."
"Marie, do you know anything about Ali? He's from Egypt and Talmann said I would learn his story, but I didn't."
"Get ready for this, Vanessa. I was his adoptive mother there."
"What! You must be joking!"
"No. He was the son of my favourite personal servant. Her husband drowned in the Red Sea with the other charioteers chasing Moses. Then she became ill from one of the seven plagues and asked me to care for her baby, Ali."
"Incredible!"
"I arranged a nurse-maid for him, and as he grew older, I saw to his education."
"So what's with his breast-fixation?"
"Ali was an orphan. I provided for him but never really bonded, so a series of caretakers brought him up. He never had a real mother. Maybe that's the reason?"
It certainly had been an exciting bit of time-travel: great sex plus several astounding discoveries, just like the building superintendent had promised.
****
Later that morning, there was a knock at the door- three knocks in fact. What did James Talmann want this early in the day? It had better not be a booty call at this hour.
"Hi Vanessa. Hope you liked your journey last night," he grinned, adding, "I certainly did. Thanks!"
"The pleasure wasn't just mine," Vanessa joked, referring to the two other wives who had been part of her initiation into life with Ramses.
"I said you'd be surprised if you read from the book. What did you find most unexpected?" he asked.
"So, James, I didn't know that you were Pharoah Ramses II in one of your past lives. You've come down a few pegs to building superintendent, haven't you?" Vanessa joked before continuing. "Marie as one of the resurrected was really incredible, and then some!"
"And Ali as her adoptive son?" he added.
"Sad story. But I still don't like him staring at me."
Vanessa had something to ask of James. She had grown tired of the resurrected dead who were accompanying her and Marie on their time travels.
"James, I like brawn in a man, but some brains would be nice too. The four of them- the bikers and the brothers- have just one thing on their minds- fucking me! Can't you get someone else to replace them?"
"I suppose you'll stop reading if I don't, right? So what would you like instead?"
"Get them out and move some women my age next door to me. I need more female friends. And, maybe a young couple could take the brothers' apartment. Find people with something in their heads this time."
"OK, I'll see what I can do."
The following weekend brought a flurry of trucks and vans to the apartment, tying up the elevators for much of the day. Talmann was outside directing things, and from her balcony, Vanessa could see the four resurrected men leaving. They weren't happy about it, and were venting their anger on the superintendent. She knew the reason, and chuckled to herself.
The incoming tenants filled the bill. A comely blonde and brunette arrived, directing the movers to the apartment next door, vacated by the bikers. A handsome couple came later, and he carried most of their things inside single-handedly, with only a little help from the superintendent.
"Now, if he just has some smarts, he will be perfect!" Vanessa salivated as she watched.
She could hardly wait for more adventures with these new resurrected dead.
Watch for the last story in this series. In Chapter 8, Vanessa and Marie will meet their new neighbours in the secret chambers of the Marquis de Sade's mansion.
I hope you'll take the time to rate my stories. Thanks.
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Jaguar's Andean Experience transports tourists to ancient sites across Peru and northern Bolivia. In Chapter 1, "Jaguar's Curse", an especially obnoxious passenger, Wayne Rasmussen, was badly injured in a fall at one of the sites. Was it an accident, or had Jaguar's secret incantations caused it?
Ch 02: Marina's Choice
Nothing grabs more attention than a speeding police car with lights flashing and siren blaring. Marina and Wayne Rasmussen were belted into the back seat of one as it blasted through highway traffic north of Lima International Airport. Wayne might be dying.
Yesterday afternoon Rasmussen had fallen from an embankment at Huari, an ancient Peruvian ruin, seriously injuring himself. The policeman could see that he was in bad shape, with cuts and bruises, a broken nose, and his arm in a sling. He could see that he was sweating profusely too.
What he didn't see was on the inside. The doctor who had treated Wayne last night in a little mountain village suspected that his now-raging fever might be caused by internal bleeding. Perhaps more than his nose and forearm were broken, and bone was tearing at unseen tissue, or even worse, at an organ?
The Rasmussens and four other people were touring ancient Peruvian sites with The Andean Experience. Their leader Wesley Bruce Arundel, known to them as Jaguar, had brought everyone most of the way in a dash to a Lima hospital. However, when late-afternoon traffic started to build near the city, he had flagged down the police car for help.
"Officer, there's a man in my bus who might die if I don't get him to the nearest hospital fast!" he exclaimed in Spanish.
"Do you want an escort? It's about fifty kilometres away," the cop had offered.
"I'm low on fuel. It would be faster if you took him in your car. Can you do that? I think he's dying!"
"Si. To EsSalud Hospital right now."
"His wife will go with you," Jag said. "She has some notes from the doctor who patched him up last night."
"Si. Get the two of them into the back. Don't try to keep up with me, but come to the hospital."
Jaguar helped Wayne into the back seat, then squeezed Marina's damp hand to reassure her.
"This will be alright. He'll be there in a half hour or so."
"Oh, I hope so, Jag. I hope so", she worried as he eased her into the seat and shut the door.
The police car sped off, lights and siren warning drivers, and Jaguar clambered back into the old Mercedes. He eased it out into traffic, watching for the first place where he could get some fuel into the minibus and some food into his passengers. They'd all had nothing since a very early breakfast. Jaguar was stiff and tired from the forced pace and the tension surrounding Rasmussen's worsening condition.
The problem was out of his hands for now.
****
It was never easy operating a guided tour of a half dozen people, especially for almost three weeks off the beaten path in Peru. Jaguar had been doing it for years, using his Andean Experience website to draw adventurers and dreamers to ancient cultural sites.
He'd first come to the country as a graduate student in archaeology, and he never really left. The myth and the magic were simply too hard to resist. He had acquired a nickname based on the legendary jungle beast and cultivated a rugged outdoor image. Jaguar was not the same man who had arrived here twenty years ago.
At the moment he wanted nothing more than a hot shower and a soft bed. But there was still much to do before that would happen. For now, he'd settle for a hot meal and a cold beer. There was a place he knew a few kilometres ahead. They'd get to the hospital soon enough.
"You people as hungry and thirsty as me?" he shouted. "I hope you don't mind stopping to eat in just a few minutes?"
His words were met with great enthusiasm, and it wasn't long before the place he was looking for came into view. There was a diesel pump there too. As some people say, "One stone kill two bird."
"Chloe, help them with the menus, and tell the waiter we're in a hurry. I'll get some fuel and be right in. Thanks."
"Si, Jag," she smiled, pleased to have a chance to make use of her Spanish skills for the little group.
By the time they left the cantina the traffic had thinned out. Jaguar made his way to EsSalud Hospital on the northern edge of the city, leaving the travelers in the bus. He didn't intend to stay long; just enough time to check on Wayne's condition and have a word with Marina. She wasn't in the Emergency waiting area, but when Jaguar identified himself as their driver, he was taken to a chair within the ward itself. Marina came to see him.
"How is he? I hope we were on time?"
"The officer was great. I don't know if Wayne would be alive now without your quick thinking, Jag?"
" Thanks.... So, what's happening now?"
"There's a doctor and a resident checking him out. They'll sedate him and keep him under observation in Emergency."
"Glad he made it," Jag said, watching for her reaction, but she just looked away.
"Nobody deserves to die at 33," was her strange reply, with neither an expression of emotion, nor any sense of relief.
"Are you going to stay here overnight, or would you like to come to the hotel?" he asked.
"Here tonight. I need to see how he's doing so I know what comes next."
"Do you mean about the tour?"
"Yes... that and the bigger picture," Marina replied evasively, and Jaguar wasn't quite sure what she meant.
He thought it best not to probe any more in these circumstances.
"Do we have each other's cell number?... It's on my card. Call me anytime about his condition or what comes next. I'm going to check the other four into a hotel. I have an apartment downtown, and I'll go there tonight to get a good sleep."
Jaguar came toward her and squeezed her hand in consolation as he was about to leave. She surprised him by gripping his tightly and looking up into his eyes.
"Thanks, Jag. I have a big decision to make," she spoke softly as they parted.
"I'll phone you tomorrow before noon to see how everything is going," he replied.
An hour later, the other four members of the tour group were checked into two twin rooms at the La Casita Hotel, another two-star place on the fringe of the city core. Jaguar used it for his tours several times each year, so the manager didn't complain when he wanted only two rooms, not three as planned. She understood that accidents happen.
Besides, Jaguar's conversation with Marina suggested to him that she was considering continuing the tour, depending on Wayne's condition. The hotel rooms were available for the next two nights, so he put a hold on three to allow Marina more time, if necessary.
He knew from experience that an extra night now could be balanced out with some juggling early in the itinerary. And there was plenty to see and do in Lima for an extra day. For tomorrow, he'd pick them all up at 10:00 to visit the Archaeological Museum. He told Chloe about the little restaurant around the corner and left her in charge of getting them in and out on time at breakfast.
After everyone was settled- Zezy and LeeAnn together, with a smiling Chloe and Mike in the other room- Jag realized just how tired he felt. He couldn't get to his apartment fast enough for that hot shower and a long sleep. As he came along the hallway toward his little one-bedroom place he saw light coming from under the door. It wasn't locked, and he was met with the smell of food.
"Miranda! I wasn't expecting you."
"Jag, you just can't keep me away!" she laughed as she emerged from the kitchenette.
Jaguar and Miranda had been on-again, off-again for the past year or so. Apparently, they were on-again tonight, and Jag wasn't going to pass this up. Thoughts about Marina Rasmussen were put on the shelf for now because Miranda looked so good.
She was a sexy Latina, a dyed blonde with full boobs, and a tight butt packed into that little red dress. Right now, she wore a look that promised a lot more.
"My... don't you look fine tonight, Miranda! What's up?"
"I hope that you are, baby. I feel a need, and you know how to fill it," Miranda purred suggestively as she pushed against him, her hand deliberately pressing against his bulge. "Mmm.... Feels like you could fill it for me, Jag."
He might not get that good night's sleep he wanted, but some things were even more important. He was man and jaguar, both with very healthy appetites for food and sex.
"Yeah, great idea! But that food smells good, so let's eat first. I need a hot shower too. Tough few days- a guy fell and nearly killed himself. I'll tell you about it while we eat.
"You didn't push him or anything like that, did you?" Miranda joked.
"Me? I'd never do anything to hurt one of my customers," he mocked in return.
"Even if he was really, really annoying?"
"Maybe you have me there, but I'll never tell. Hey, how'd you get in here anyway?"
"I know where you hide your spare key. Better find a new place if you want to keep me away."
****
Marina admitted to herself that she really didn't feel anything for him. The next morning, she sat quietly watching her husband's chest rising and falling while he slept under sedation. She didn't feel joy that he had survived the long drive to Lima. Nor did she feel anguish about his still-critical condition. Nothing.
The two of them had once been deeply in love, but that was a dozen years ago when she was in her early twenties. They had no children; however, it seemed that Wayne had taken on that role, always demanding and petulant when things didn't go his way. Brick-by-brick his attitude and behaviour had torn down what they'd built. The Peruvian trip had been a last chance effort to rekindle the feeling.
Clearly, it had failed. Wayne's belligerence the past few days told her that it wasn't salvageable. Looking at him so wounded brought neither sympathy nor sorrow in Marina. Instead, she was considering that if Wayne pulled through, he'd probably be living without her. In her mind, they might already be finished. It was just a matter of watching and waiting to see what came next.
Then an English-speaking doctor summoned her into his little hospital office.
"Wayne is your husband?"
"Yes, for ten years."
"You should have many more with him. The problem is serious, but not as bad as we thought when he came in last night."
"Oh.... What is it anyway?"
"He has a broken rib causing bleeding in the body cavity. Every time he moves, it gouges into the surrounding tissue. We can deal with that today."
The doctor watched Marina, expecting relief or elation, but he was surprised to see no real change in her. There was a wan little smile, nothing else. He thought that either she was very tired, or their marriage was in trouble. It was both.
"So, will you operate today? When will he be ready to leave the hospital?" she asked the doctor matter-of-factly.
"I don't know exactly. It depends on what we see when we poke around some more. Generally, we're looking at maybe three or four days. Unless there's some more serious complication, like infection or an organ."
"Not sooner?"
"Are you in a hurry to go somewhere with him?"
"Or without him. We're on a three-week tour of Peru. My trip of a lifetime, and we're only five days into it. So, I need to know if he'll be ready to travel soon."
"No... not soon at all! Sure, three, maybe four days before leaving the hospital, but other than a plane trip home, he won't be ready for land travel for at least ten days, possibly more. Where are you from?"
"The U.S.- Wisconsin."
"He'd probably be well enough to fly back in a week or less, but I'd strongly advise against him continuing with the tour, especially if there's a lot of driving. I'll know better after some surgery this afternoon."
"Thanks, Doctor. I know those are typical times. Later today you'll have a better idea, right?"
"Yes, I'll talk with you as soon as we're finished this afternoon. You have decisions to make."
The doctor didn't know that Marina had both long- and short-term questions on her mind.
At about the same time, Jag and the remaining travelers had arrived at the national Archaeological Museum, an indoor space second only to his current favourite bar. At the museum one could sense the whole sweep of Peruvian culture and time, from prehistoric through the Spanish colonial conquest. It was the perfect place to put what his group had seen at Chavin and Huari into context, with a close-up examination of artifacts.
"Great museum here," he enthused. "The best! Take an hour to look at everything to get a big picture. Then meet me here and a friend of mine will take you behind the scenes into their collection. I'll be on this level if you need me for anything, OK? In an hour."
"It looks like a big place," Mike Edwardson stated. "I doubt we'd be able to cover it all in an hour."
"True.... OK, Mike. Make it ninety minutes, but no more. We'll be having something to eat a bit later than planned, but it'll taste better when we're really hungry."
"You should know. You're a jaguar, right?" Zezy joked, referring to his nickname.
While they entered the display area, Jaguar found a quiet spot to phone Marina. After his night with Miranda, he still felt tired, but he wore a broad smile on his face. Nothing like a solid meal and good sex to satisfy man and beast. She was a wild thing herself, living one day at a time. Miranda prowled with several men, and he knew that she wouldn't be around again for a while.
"Marina, how are you today? Did you get any sleep?"
"Some, but it's not very comfortable in a chair. I need a bed tonight to catch up."
"And Wayne. How is he? Have they anything planned for him?"
"He's sedated and has slept all morning so far. They're doing exploratory surgery this afternoon."
"What do you think?" Jag asked, offering a broad question with many possible answers.
"He can't travel like we've been doing for at least ten days. So, I'm quite sure that he'll be flying home, probably in a week or so."
"Sounds like it.... And you?... Any decisions?"
"I don't know yet. The itinerary says you leave for Nazca tomorrow? Is it possible to give me another day? I mean, so many years I've dreamed of this trip and now it seems to be snatched away from me...." her voice trailed off.
"Yeah.... It's a tough decision, Marina. It would be great if you could carry on, but it has to be your choice. I've already thought about an extra night here- there's plenty to see related to our tour. The hotel rooms are available, and if Wayne's out, I need the time to get a substitute from my stand-by list."
"So, I can tell you tomorrow?" Marina brightened.
"Sure. Anytime before suppertime. We'll be leaving by 9:00 in the morning two days from now. That's as long as I can wait."
"I'll have an answer by then, I promise."
"Where are you staying tonight? You need some sleep. I can pick you up later to bring you to the hotel, if you want."
"Yes, that's a good idea. I'd appreciate that."
"OK. Call me if there are any developments with Wayne. I better get back to the group now."
"Thanks for everything, Jag. You've been so kind and helpful. I really mean it," and their call was finished.
The ninety minutes in the museum display area passed very quickly. Now Jaguar was in front of his small group with a woman beside him.
"Everybody.... This is my friend Elena, on staff here. She's going to show you some fine Chavin and Wari artifacts from the two places we visited, and other sites. After that, she has more items from two other cultures we'll explore when we head south of Lima."
They were looking at a curvaceous woman, probably in her mid-forties. Her straight, shiny black hair, and her skin tone bespoke her mixed Indigenous-Spanish ancestry. Elena's smiling face and sparkling dark eyes were very engaging.
"Jaguar and I are old friends," she started, with a smiling look in his direction which suggested more than she intended. "He brings his tour groups to see me all the time, and I'm glad to have you here. Our museum collection is one of the best in all of Peru."
"Tell them about your work here, Elena," Jag prompted, and their manner seemed to betray a history between them.
"OK, I'm a specialist in the pre-colonial items in our collection. There are several thousand of them, only a small portion are on display. I've gathered some from the storage shelves for you to see behind the public area. They're rare and delicate, so you won't be able to actually handle them. But you'll see them close-up, not behind glass. I want you to ask me lots of questions about them. Now, follow me."
Elena had assembled an assortment of Chavin and Wari items on a large table, around which the group assembled. She wore gloves and held pieces up to talk about them and answer questions. Stone severed heads associated with the decapitation cult at Chavin de Hauntar were examined in detail, while Elena asked them about the Lanzon god which they'd seen in the Old Temple there.
They learned that the Wari were more technologically advanced than the older Chavin culture. Elena showed them colourful decorated ceramics and intricate metalwork featuring the supernatural Staff Diety. Other pieces bore bizarre animal images of jaguars, snakes and komodo dragons.
There was a second large table too, covered with very different cultural artifacts, these drawn from two later cultures located along the coast south of Lima.
"Apparently, you'll be visiting Paracas and Nazca sites next on your tour. They both had a powerful and fierce-looking god we call the Oculate Being. Usually it is shown either flying or crouching as it watches humans with its big, round staring eyes. Long streaming appendages, and often strings of trophy heads, hang from its body. Look at these objects to see if you can spot it."
"There, on that cloth. I see it!" Lee Ann exclaimed with excitement.
"And on this weird ornament," Chloe noted.
"Yes. That cloth is a burial shroud, so the Oculate Being is frequently associated with death. Both cultures lived in a very dry climate and practiced mummification, like in Egypt. But it was different in Peru. Bodies were wrapped in tight bundles, accompanied by offerings and products for the dead to take to the afterlife.
They were buried in family groups, and the elite had elaborate shrouds, like this one, decorated with Oculate symbols. I expect you'll be visiting ancient cemeteries where you'll see these mummified bundles. Some of them even have preserved faces that have survived in the dry climate. It seems strange to us, but preservation was part of their ancestor worship."
Where had three or more hours gone? Stomachs said it was time to eat, but there were so many questions and comments before the travelers were finally ready to leave. Elena and Jaguar talked privately while the group used the toilets.
"Great to see you again, Jag. But you haven't called. I thought you would."
"Thanks so much for today, Elena. They loved it! I promise, I'll call. It's just... that I got busy and...."
"I know Jag. We all want your time, eh. But, save some for me, your old friend. Remember that night...."
Her voice trailed off and Jag gripped her hand, knowing what she was going to say.
"I do, Elena, I do. Life gets crazy sometimes, but that's not something I'll forget...."
"So, call me, Jag. We can do it again. Your place. Some smoke. Good times... call me when you're back in Lima."
"I will, Elena," he said earnestly, though he knew that he might not because this life on the road was just too complicated- always on the move, another tour group, another woman.
He was the jaguar, a stealthy hunter, not an animal to be confined, caged in any permanent relationship. Jaguar had his tour business, and Peru's ancient past had his soul. It had been that way for half his life, and it was unlikely to ever change.



Later that afternoon, Jag took his little group to see the gigantic mud brick temple pyramid of Huaca Huallamarca, right in Lima itself. The flat-topped structure with a long sloping access ramp was built about 200 BCE and used for ceremonies by a succession of peoples after that.
The contrast between the massive ancient structure and the modern office and apartment buildings so close by was striking. They were monuments from two different times!
After the academic day was complete, Jaguar dropped the four of them off at La Casita, leaving them under Chloe's guidance for meals. Jag would be sleeping at home again, a chance to recharge himself with that good night's sleep he still needed. He'd pick them up at 10:00 for a second full day in Lima- Day 6 in the revised itinerary.
First, he drove straight to EsSalud Hospital to learn more about Wayne's condition and to ascertain Marina's decision. The man seemed much improved after some repairs, though still asleep. Jag and Marina spoke in the hallway so they wouldn't disturb him.
"Wayne is in good hands now. But, I really need some sleep, Jag, so I want to leave while he's resting," and she looked closely at Jaguar with those big blue eyes.
"Sure, Marina."
"Right now is fine. He'll likely be out for a long while. Maybe 'til morning?"
"Whatever you say," and they turned to leave the hospital.
Outside, by the mini-bus, Marina took Jag's arm and came closer.
"You have an apartment in Lima, right? Anybody else there?... No?.... Could you take me there? I need to rest and at the hotel everybody will be at me with questions and concern. Do you mind? Just to sleep, that's all."
"No, there's no-one at my place," he repeated, hoping that Miranda wouldn't drop by again tonight.
"Then take me there, Jaguar."
When they reached his apartment building, he carried her bags down the corridor. A quick check of his new hiding place told him that Miranda hadn't found his key. Jag ushered Marina into the small apartment and set about fixing them some food.
"A drink, Marina? Something to help you relax?"
"Trying to get me drunk?" she joked. "I just want a little food and a big sleep. Nothing more."
"Of course. Anything more never crossed my mind!" Jaguar grinned, as if to admit that it had.
"I know why they call you the jaguar. Don't think that I'm going to be your next prey!" Marina laughed.
"No. In fact, I'm going to be on the sofa tonight and you get the bedroom all to yourself."
"Good, because I'm dead tired. And I have some big decisions to make, you know."
"About the trip?" Jaguar asked, inviting her to say more.
"And Wayne," she added, and Jag now sensed that this was about more than whether she'd continue on the tour.
That night, if Marina hadn't been sleeping so soundly, she might have heard some strange, soft chanting in Spanish rising from the sofa.
"Hacer su estancia".... Make her stay...."Hacer su estancia".... Make her stay.... "Hacer su estancia".... Make her stay."
Jaguar believed that he had the power to shape events with his incantations. "He must go,' had led to the very likely departure of Wayne Rasmussen from the tour. Perhaps it would ensure that his wife would remain to complete it? He was the jaguar, with a power to either curse or coerce. He had every expectation that ancient Peruvian magic would work to his advantage again.
****
"It's whatever you want to do, Marina. Your choice."
"I'd feel so guilty not going back with you."
"I know that you don't really mean that. This trip hasn't worked out for us. We were looking for a miracle cure, and it didn't happen. Admit it."
"Still, you're injured, badly. I shouldn't leave you here alone," Marina said, careful to say "shouldn't" rather than "won't", and it didn't surprise Wayne.
"I know you want to continue the tour. Jaguar is a decent guy. He got me here in time, and apparently, he's been in to see me too. And I like a man who shares his weed with everybody," Wayne laughed before clutching his arm against his body. "Fuck, that hurts!"
"Oh Wayne!" Marina said with some concern before continuing. "What are you saying?"
"You're free. Don't think that I don't know how much you want to go on with him. He's the jaguar, right? Indiana Jones. He'll take good care of you."
"It's not about him, Wayne. I'd like to stay with the trip because it's so interesting. A chance of a lifetime to experience all this myth and mystery. Jaguar will treat me as well as any of his passengers- like he did with you, even though you gave him a hard time. That's all I expect from him."
"Go then, Marina. I'll fly home in about a week. The travel agent will take care of everything for me. After that...."
"What, Wayne?"
"After that, come back only if you want that. It's your call. This was our last chance trip and it failed miserably. So now, it's your choice, Marina. I'm giving that to you."
"Wayne... I'm continuing the trip then. It'll give me time to do some thinking about us. Then I'll decide."
"Your choice, Marina. Your choice."
Later that morning- the second full day in Lima- she phoned Jaguar with the news that she'd be staying with the tour. Of course, he was delighted, chalking it up to the ancient magic that he seemed capable of unleashing with simple incantation. But, he acted cool and business-like, clarifying that Wayne would definitely not be continuing.
"So, Marina, I have some time today to find a replacement passenger. If I recruit a woman, you'll need to share a room with her. A guy would stay with me, or maybe Mike. Can I go ahead?"
"Definitely. Wayne is going home in about a week and I'm staying on until the end of the trip," Marina affirmed.
She had made her first choice, but the bigger question about her relationship with Wayne remained with her for now.
Jaguar's plan for the morning and mid-afternoon was to take the remaining four to a couple of smaller museums in Lima. One featured golden objects from Peruvian cultures, particularly Inca masks to the sun god Inti.
These were priceless items, probably worth a king's ransom- as much as the cruel Spanish conquistadores had taken from the Inca to release their captive emperor, Atahualpa. Then they beheaded him anyway.
The other museum had more Nazca pottery and ceramics featuring the Oculate Being, with its glaring, all-seeing eyes and strings of severed heads. Ancient Peruvian gods were often both powerful and blood-thirsty!
After a mid-afternoon meal together, Jaguar gave the group rare free time, a few hours to shop or see the architecture of old Spanish colonial churches and cathedrals in Lima's core. He needed time to comb over his stand-by list and call some friends to find a replacement for Wayne. If he couldn't fill the seat in the bus, a significant slice of his profit would be lost after giving Rasmussen a partial refund.
Later that evening, Marina said her good-byes to Wayne- perhaps for the last time. Jaguar had come to take her to the hotel, and wished her husband well. Before he left, Rasmussen called him back to his bedside. He signaled for Jaguar to come closer.
"You win, Jaguar- you and your Andean Experience. Treat her well and be sure that she enjoys this trip as much as she hopes to. I'll be in Wisconsin in a week, but she knows I accept her decision."
"Thanks, Wayne. You're a big man. I underestimated you, and now I think you've done the right thing. We both know how much she wants to do this."
Wayne just smiled, because Jag didn't understand that he was meaning more than the tour itself. Then they were gone, about to rejoin the rest of the group at the hotel. But once outside, Marina had a request.
"Take me to your place, Jag," she smiled. "I'll stay the night again, if you don't mind."
"Still need more sleep, do you?" he said naively.
This time Marina wasn't ready to sleep. Nor did Jaguar spend the night on the sofa again. She felt free for the first time in years, now that the door of her cage was open. Marina had made her choice, her entire choice.
At first, Marina and Jag just talked about the rest of the trip as he bided his time to see what she had in mind for tonight. He was the jaguar, patient, waiting for the right time to make his move.
Soon enough, he had dragged her to his lair, where both lay naked, his lean, muscular body stretched against her smooth, curved flesh. She was going to mark her new freedom by spending a heated night with this jungle beast.
While Jaguar had years of experience with women, Marina surprised him. This gentle woman with the big eyes and the soft voice came back at him with an intensity in bed that he couldn't recall. Soon he was unable to think of anything but satisfying himself and this highly desirable woman who wanted it so much.
They were good together, driving each other higher and higher with every passionate kiss, with every forbidden touch. Jaguar's paws roamed over her sensuous flesh, eliciting soft moans of want and need. He felt himself pushed beyond all endurance as he plied her fine body.
Time passed quickly in the heated rush. Finally, both strained to their peaks, gasping as they reached the crest, then fell into the space beyond.
Afterward, while Marina drifted off to sleep nestled beside him, Jag lay smiling. His appeal to the power of the Chavin jaguar had come through once again. His incantations had asked to "Make her stay", and she had come to him tonight.
Jaguar had been changed by many years exposed to the ancient myth and mystery of Peru. He had come to believe in the magic of the past, and already he had used it to bring this lovely woman into his bed, her husband going home. Now she was his.
****
Next morning, Jaguar and Marina arrived at La Casita to pick up the rest of the travelers. They were surprised to see Marina without Wayne, and it didn't take long for them to notice that there was chemistry bubbling between her and Jaguar. He explained that Wayne would be flying home in about a week, and that he'd generously encouraged his wife to continue with her dream trip.
He also mentioned that they'd be meeting a new recruit tomorrow morning, an older man taking the now-empty seat in the bus.
The drive south from Lima along the coast was pleasant after they had cleared the ring of slums and choking traffic which spread out from the city. In Latin America, the best areas are often downtown, while sprawling, non-descript settlements are outside the core. Past those, the traffic opened up and the skies cleared to a bright blue. Traditional Peruvian music poured from the bus speakers.
One of their rest stops was an area which fronted the Pacific Ocean. Waves crashed along the shore while seabirds wheeled overhead, diving to take fish near the surface. Jag explained that the coastal strip of Peru is very dry, despite the ocean close by. Winds blow offshore, leaving ancient cultures along this coast to capture and preserve occasional rainwater and run-off using elaborate collection systems. The Nazca culture practiced such measures.
They camped again overnight, close to the city of Nazca, their focus for the following day. Supper was freeze-dried food cooked over hot coals, then Jaguar built up the fire for the evening. The group noticed that Marina quickly settled in next to him in the circle of six around the flames. But they were pairing off at every opportunity themselves: Chloe snuggled close to Mike, while LeeAnn and Zezy had become friends.
They wondered if Jaguar would be sharing his little stash with them again, but he had a surprise. He pulled a bag out of his pocket and took out a small handful of leaves, passing them around the fire.
"Take just a couple of leaves and pass the rest along. This is coca leaf, at one time an important ingredient in Coca-Cola, the origin of its name. In the leaf form it's a mild stimulant once used widely among Andean peoples to chew or to drink as a tea. It was officially banned by the World Health Organization because the leaves contain a tiny percentage of cocaine.
Coca's still grown and used, especially among Indigenous people in Latin America. Try some if you choose. Chew it for a while to see if it has any effect on you at all. Don't worry. You won't trip out or become addicted."
A little later, Jaguar poured a half dozen small bulbs from the bag and passed them around the fire.
"Just take one if you want, because this is more powerful stuff. It's the bud from the Peyote cactus and was probably used by those stoned pilgrims seeking visions from the bloody Lanzon at Chavin de Huantar. Take no more than one, because these buds have mescaline in them, a real hallucinogen. In a larger quantity, they'll bring a psychedelic experience, like in the Chavin temple.
I've sliced these small so that you are only getting a tiny dose of mescaline. By the way, this is totally illegal in the United States, so don't try taking any back with you."
Whether it was the mescaline, or simply the power of suggestion, a few members of the group began to act in unexpected ways. Jaguar noticed that Chloe and Mike became rather amorous, openly kissing each other without restraint as Zezy and LeeAnn stared. Marina snuggled closer to Jaguar, making no pretense to hide her growing affection. Then he changed the game.
"Let's dance, everyone!" and this led to wild gyrations around the campfire until the effects of the magic buds wore off.
The next morning, Jag was up early to make breakfast and Marina joined him, already taking on a new role as 'his woman'. She had slipped into his tent that night and they had kept each other warm by zippering their sleeping bags together as one. Then she had played the feline aggressor, pulling Jag close and yielding her body until both appetites were sated.
After breakfast, the first order of business was to break camp and drive an hour or so to Nazca's airport. The last-minute replacement for Wayne was meeting the tour there, before they all boarded a short flight over the Nazca Lines.
Lorenzo had stepped out of a black car a short time before, not waving as it sped away toward Lima. One look at him, and Jaguar wondered if he had made a mistake in his haste to fill the vacancy.
Lorenzo Martinez was about fifty, maybe older, and quite obviously Andean. His name had come to Jaguar after a series of phone calls from a travel contact in Lima. He had explained that this "friend-of-a-friend-of-a-friend" wanted to venture out, "to see some of his own country." He was willing to join the group in a day, and he'd be paying the full remaining fare in cash, right on the spot.
That was all that Jag needed to hear. Now he wasn't so sure about that quick decision.
The man looked untrustworthy, like someone with a criminal background or a price on his head. A long scar ran along his jaw, and one eye drooped like a beaten prizefighter. His sullen, swarthy face evoked immediate suspicion. But, as Jaguar counted off the crisp bills, he smiled, then turned to his tour group to introduce Lorenzo. They looked at one another in concern.
Jaguar had let himself open to a world of trouble. He didn't know it yet, but he would find out soon enough.
****
"Incredible! Look at that! It's a whale," Lee-Ann exclaimed.
"Look at the long straight lines everywhere. I wonder where they're leading?" Mike asked, and Jaguar answered.
"Nobody is sure. Some say they were to mark out the constellations and bright stars. Others think that the lines showed underground waterflow into collection cisterns. The jury is still out on that question, Mike."
The light plane flew across a band of low mountains and another area of the flat Nazca desert opened up beneath them.
"Look! There's a monkey with a big spiral tail!" Zezy called out.
"Do you see that human figure over there on that sloping mountain side?" Chloe pointed from her side of the plane.
Jaguar's tour group were experiencing one of the trip highlights- a short flight above the famous Nazca Lines. It had originated at Nazca's airport, and before they took off, Jaguar gave them a short introduction.
"The lines you're going to see were created by the Nazca people over a thousand year period between 500 BCE and 500 CE. They're straight lines and figures called geoglyphs, made by removing shallow strips of surface soil down to material of a different colour. Many of them show animals, but there are some resembling monsters or aliens. You're going to see at least a dozen today."
"So why are they there, Jag?" Marina asked, a logical question.
"There are lots of different theories, but no-one really knows. In 1969, Eric von Daniken claimed they'd been made by alien astronauts to guide in further landings. I think he might have been into the Peyote buds!"
This brought a huge laugh from everyone but Lorenzo, who hadn't been at last night's campfire. Jaguar continued a bit longer, but he realiazed that he was trying their patience. Everyone wanted to fly.
"Let's go up now and you can see them for yourself. They're mostly concentrated in a small area, so our flight is only part of an hour. Ready?"
They were more than ready.
Zezy: "There's a bird with a really long beak."
Jaguar: "The hummingbird."
Lee-Ann: "And a big spiral."
Zesy: "Look another bird, with long feathers!"
Jag: "The condor."
Mike: "There's a spider over to the left."
Chloe: "I think that one is probably a parrot with a big beak."
The excitement continued like this until the flight touched down. Back at the bus there were plenty of questions. Marina wondered if the designs could easily be damaged by weather and people. Jaguar had an answer.
"There were heavy rains and flooding a few years ago, but afterward the designs were fine. It's usually a dry and windless climate, so the Nazca Desert doesn't shift like the Sahara. This is a World Heritage Site, but people still manage to damage the area, even squatters letting their pigs run through them."
Jag had noticed something suspicious at the airport. The new passenger, Lorenzo Martinez, had hung back from the group, both on the way to and from the airplane. He seemed to be looking around a great deal, like he was wary of something. Then, when a pair of security guards came his way after the flight, he rapidly rejoined the tour group, and made every effort to blend in with them.
Had their uniforms spooked him? Why did he seem so uneasy and alert as he crossed the tarmac? Jaguar was already beginning to get uneasy about the new traveler.
After lunch, the second stop was to visit an ancient cemetery, which would have had intricate burial shrouds like those Elena had shown the group at the Archaeological Museum in Lima. It was close by, a half hour drive from Nazca. This was a very hot summer afternoon, and Martinez, dressed in the rumpled dark suit he wore when dropped off at the airport, was not eager to leave the air-conditioned mini-bus.
"I'll stay here, Jaguar. It's too hot outside."
"I'm not going to run the air-conditioner for you, so it'll be even hotter in the bus. Take off your jacket and roll up your sleeves. You'll be fine."
"You run this trip like a prison," Lorenzo complained.
"You been in one?" Jag shot back, and Martinez just levelled a sullen stare at him, as he took off his coat.
"We'll only be about an hour and they have cold drinks here at that little place over on the left," Jag said, pointing to a shack. "Cold beer, usually."
Martinez' sullen face almost changed to a smile with that, and he joined the group trooping into Chauchilla Cemetery.
They were in the middle of the long, narrow Nazca Desert now, once home to the Paracas culture, then later by the Nazca, who shared many of the same beliefs and practices. Jaguar explained how both groups had developed channels to collect precious rainwater for their agriculture.



"This is a Nazca cemetery, used from the third to eighth centuries CE. You'll remember that they believed in the Oculate Being, like the Paracas, and that both groups used mummified burials, the dried bodies in woven shrouds. The intricate designs for the elite showed the Oculate. You'll see some shrouds here, but after the site was discovered in the 1920s, tomb robbers took the best for international sale."
"Jag, I heard that this place was featured in an Indiana Jones movie, right?" Chloe commented.
"Yes. 'The Kingdom of the Crystal Skull.' Have any of you seen it? Shot on location right here. But, they dressed it up a bit for the story, with hidden underground chambers, things like that."
Jaguar led the group through the gates and into the cemetery itself. The ground was level, with stone-walled pits about ten feet deep scattered across the area. In them were grotesque skeletons, sitting upright, wrapped in either their mummy bundle or a woven burial shroud. Some were simply a skull with bones, while others had the remains of hair and flesh. Parts of hands, arms and legs poked out from the cloth.
Jag explained that many of the skulls had holes drilled into the back of them, probably so they could be hung from a rope as 'trophy heads', like those carried by the Oculate Being.
"The bodies and even the cloth is so well preserved because of the extremely hot, dry climate, like you're feeling today. Dead bodies may have been put on platforms to dry out in the sun, shrinking the flesh like dried fruit to preserve it from rotting. Then they were wrapped in bundles and shrouds before going into the burial pits."
"This is just so creepy!" Lee-Ann exclaimed, and several others voiced agreement, as they walked through the site, gazing at the macabre skull faces looking out from their shrouds.
"So, you won't mind getting a cold drink now, and going back to the bus?" Jaguar asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yeah. A beer, then let's get the Hell out of here!" Martinez called.
****
That night, they all slept in a little motel near Nazca, clean enough and next to a restaurant where Jaguar knew they could get a quick breakfast. In fact, they'd eaten there at lunchtime yesterday, and nobody went away hungry. There had been plenty of beer to wash down plates and bowls full of good food.
They all went to bed happy- except for Marina. Jaguar wanted to get to know more about Lorenzo, so she had her own room tonight.
Jag was still trying to get the measure of his new passenger. He made a point of sitting with him at the restaurant, but the man had hardly spoken. Instead, he gobbled down his food and tossed back more than his share of wine before going outside by himself. Jaguar tried again when they went to their room for the night.
"So, what did you think of the plane trip today?" Jag asked.
"Fine, yeah. Those designs on the desert are interesting," Lorenzo replied, without any enthusiasm.
"Had you seen them before?"
"Just in pictures, I think. I haven't seen much of Peru yet?"
"You haven't? Just been around Lima all your life?"
"No, I came from Bolivia a few years ago. Maybe I'll go back there one day?"
"We're in Bolivia in four more days. Just the edge of it around Lake Titicaca though."
"Yeah, I know. Part of the reason I chose this trip."
"Family there to visit?"
"You could say that. Look my friend, you ask far too many questions for a tour guide."
Jaguar got the hint and didn't say much more. He was picking up bad vibes about this guy, so he'd wear his money belt to bed and stop at the first reputable bank along the way tomorrow to deposit Lorenzo's cash payment.
What did he mean that part of the reason he had chosen this trip was because it went into Bolivia? Was it important to him to get across the border? And, why did Lorenzo get touchy about conversational questions? He would keep a close eye on his new customer.
****
Later that night, Jaguar heard his new room mate step outside. Listening carefully, he could hear Lorenzo talking to someone. Jag soon realized that he was on his cellphone, so he crept closer to the door, resolved to pretend he was going out to the shared toilets if Lorenzo came back inside unexpectedly.
He could make out some of the conversation, snippets in Spanish, but just enough to get the general sense of it:
"peligroso en lima"... dangerous in Lima... "acercandose en"... closing in... "esconderse en un reorrido"... hiding in a tour... "Bolivia en cuatro dias"... Bolivia in four days... "Copa"... Copacabana... "escalones de la basilica"... steps of the basilica..."el apartamento La Paz"... the La Paz apartment.
Just before Lorenzo came back inside, Jaguar quickly scooted into bed and pulled the blanket half over his head, pretending to sleep. He was alarmed by what he had heard.
Now Jag knew that his new client was using The Andean Experience simply as cover to flee from danger in Lima into Bolivia. There he would meet someone at the basilica in the border town of Copacabana, before going to an apartment in the Bolivian capital.
But why?
He guessed that it might have something to do with the international trade in illegal drugs. Peru is deeply embedded as a global source of cocaine and other hallucinogens for the black market.
However, Jaguar would soon find out that Lorenzo Martinez was even more notorious. He was far more dangerous than that.
Readers: Another installment, Chapter 3: A Shining Path, will follow shortly. Please take a moment to rate Chapter 2. Thanks.
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Chapter 03: A Shining Path
Jaguar's tour group was clustered around the glass-cased exhibit, staring in awe. Some of them had tears in their eyes, while others seemed to wring their hands in sympathy. Everybody displayed an intense response to the exhibit- everyone that is, except for Lorenzo Martinez, who, as always, hung back from the others, scarcely interested at all.
What held their attention that bright Peruvian morning? After all the amazing cultural phenomena the group had already seen on this tour, what now rivetted their attention in this small, dark museum?
It was a young girl. Staring back from within the temperature-controlled glass case was a teenage Incan, frozen in time for more than 650 years.
Called Juanita, after the scientist who discovered her high on a Peruvian volcano, her remains appeared almost perfectly preserved. However, the skin was withered like dried fruit, drawing it closer to her bones. The young woman bore no signs of injury- though probably killed by a sharp blow to the back of the head. She seemed to stare back at the awed tour group, her hair, and other features fully intact.
'Juanita the Ice Maiden' had been sacrificed to the Inca gods, in a ritual where she was brought live to the crest of a snow-capped mountain. She was dressed in her best gown, accompanied up the slope by high priests and perhaps even her proud parents. No doubt, she knew what awaited her, but it was a great honour to serve the gods. Other children had been sacrificed this way on other peaks.
Juanita had been laid out with offerings for her journey to the afterlife, including food and little toy llamas to transport her there. After a quick death, the young girl had frozen solid and remained that way until discovered in 1995.
The response to Juanita was visceral- tears of sympathy, and some disgust with the idea of a young life being taken this way. Jaguar had seen her many times and the group reaction was always the same. It was a very moving experience for most people.
There was no denying that seeing her frozen in time was the closest anyone today could come to a way of life more than half a millennium before. It wasn't hard to imagine her standing up to tap on the glass, urging them to release her from the glass prison.
Jag stood beside Marina in front of the case, for she had become his constant companion since that night in Lima when they were together. He could see tears streaming down her cheeks as she fought to maintain her composure. Then she turned to him and squeezed his hand, seeking some support. He slipped his arm around her waist and pulled her closer to him.
While seeing Juanita was a very moving experience, it was by no means the last emotional event that would unfold in the days immediately ahead.
****
The bus ride from Nazca to Arequipa, Peru's second largest city, had been relatively uneventful. It was a ten-hour drive in the old Mercedes, with regular stops along the way. At first, they followed the long, straight Pan American Highway south along the length of the relatively featureless Nazca Desert which they'd flown above yesterday. Then the minibus turned inland, passing into the foothills, following the broad valleys between elevated land.
They had stopped for a portable lunch alongside a picturesque stream close to the road. Jaguar's destinations were far apart, so his tour group was eager to stretch their legs and feel the almost constant daytime sun on their shoulders. Lorenzo stayed apart from the others, shouting in an animated way on his phone, though Jaguar was unable to hear anything he said.
Night was falling in Arequipa when the Mercedes pulled up to their small hotel, home for the next two nights. After dropping off their packs in the four rooms, everyone except Lorenzo assembled in the adjacent cafe for supper. Conversation was boisterous, everybody eager to see this new city on their way to their ultimate destination, Machu Picchu.
Later, Jag and Marina shared another night to remember. There could be no denying that they were falling for each other. She was free from Wayne now and had seldom thought about him the past three days, apart from a sympathetic phone call to the hospital. Jaguar was her new man, and she was eager to show him how strongly she felt about that.
Though Marina had only been an intimate companion to Jaguar for a few days, she knew that there was no comparison between the two men. With Jag, she felt safe and wanted. With Wayne... nothing. This one was all male, while Wayne was so complicated, so difficult. The feelings she once held for him had died in the wreckage of their failed marriage. There would be no going back to him now.
Marina thrilled to Jaguar's ways in bed. He was so much better than Wayne had ever been- so attentive, so fervent, and... so manly! They kissed passionately as he caressed her lithe body. This was physical love like she'd never experienced before, like she'd only dreamed of. And she wanted more of it!
Marina clutched her lover tightly, pulling his muscular body against her. It was difficult for them not to cry out in their pleasure, but they knew that walls were paper-thin. Both were rising higher, temporarily lost in a world of their own.
However, their bliss was abruptly interrupted by Lorenzo's shouting. They stopped and listened to snatches of conversation as their next-door-neighbour thundered into his phone, confirming what Jaguar already knew.
"Mediodia sabado"... Saturday noon... "escalones de la basilica"... Basilica steps"... "preparate"... be ready... "quien viene?"... who's coming?... "No jodas!"... Don't fuck up!
That brought the lovemaking to an abrupt halt as Marina asked what that was all about. She could see the concern on Jag's face, and had already noticed that the new passenger didn't seem like a typical tourist at all. They were still in bed, so she knew that it would be easy to get her lover to tell her what was going on.
"What was he saying? Translate for me, Jag."
"Marina, there is something strange about him," he whispered. "I think he's some sort of fugitive or criminal on the run- maybe from drug dealers, the police, I don't know. He's not interested in seeing ancient sites. He's just using our tour as a cover to get to the Bolivian border."
"How do you know he's going to Bolivia?"
"I heard him on the phone the other night. His contacts are meeting him at the basilica steps in Copacabana. That's just across the border. Then he's going to LaPaz, the capital."
"So, what are you going to do, Jag?"
"Nothing. Right now, I plan to drop him off there. I don't want to do anything heroic to endanger anybody else in the bus. So, I've decided to make the basilica in Copacabana our first stop. I'll be sure he gets out first, then we'll just drive away without him. Whatever happens to him after that is none of my concern."
"Don't you think you should try to find out more about him. Who you have on the bus and with us in the hotel for the next few days? What if he has a gun? What if he is a wanted man? I think we need to know that for our own safety."
"Yeah, I hear what you're saying. OK, I have a friend with the police in Lima. I could give him the name to see if there's anyone called Lorenzo Martinez they're either looking for, or is a known drug dealer."
"Do that, Jag. He could be dangerous, and we need to know it."
"Sure. I think that I have his number in my phone. I'll text him the name and ask him to run a routine check- as a friend- on one of my passengers who is acting suspiciously."
"Do it now, Jag. Do it now."
"You mean we're finished in bed? Just like that?"
"Just like that. You've got me too worried to get back to it now. Maybe tomorrow night?"
Jaguar got up and slipped on a shirt because the cold mountain night was already setting in. Evidently the outer walls of the two-star hotel were no thicker than those between the rooms. He found the number and texted his friend, Jose.
"Suspicious passenger on tour. Check name Lorenzo Martinez for me. Thanks pal."
It was already late, so he didn't expect to hear from Jose until next morning. Jaguar slipped back into bed and pulled Marina close, his body tired now, but his mind fully alert. She had raised his earlier thoughts from suspicion to fear, and he hoped that his friend in Lima would get back to him by morning. But his thoughts became muddied, and the jaguar fell asleep with the warm body of his feline companion curled up against him.
****
Arequipa is an old colonial Spanish era city, somewhat off the beaten path as Peruvian international tourism is concerned. Most overseas visitors would arrive in Lima, spend some time there, then fly to Cuzco, the ancient Incan city not far from the sacred mountain-top ruins at Machu Picchu. While they might go to Puno to see Lake Titicaca, most would simply return by air from Cuzco to Lima, and then fly home.
The Andean Experience was different, taking passengers between destinations in the old Mercedes. Their tour would end at Machu Picchu after almost three weeks and the passengers would return to Lima by air.
Then Jaguar would for rest a few days in Cuzco before beginning a second tour with new passengers, in reverse order, ending in Lima. It was a grueling schedule, so afterward, he would hole up at his apartment for a month or more before his next two tours.
Travelling by minibus had already brought his travellers to Chavin and Wari ruins north of Lima, and to Nazca sites south of the capita. Arequipa was about a ten hour bus trip from Nazca and another five or six from Puno, at Lake Titicaca.
This made it an ideal stop for two nights along the Andean Experience route. Having compacted the stop at Nazca by one night, the tour was now back on schedule, after delaying in Lima to determine Wayne Rasmussen's condition.
What made stopping for a full day at the city worthwhile was the Inca Ice Maiden, and the huge volcanic cone- El Misti- on the edge of the city. They fit together to tell a compelling story which most international visitors wouldn't normally hear.
This morning, the group was on its way to the little Andean Sanctuaries Museum and a walking tour of old Arequipa. Jaguar still hadn't heard from his police contact in Lima, so he resolved to watch Lorenzo closely until he learned more from his friend, if in fact he would?
The museum was a small place, and Jaguar's group hadn't been told much about it at all. He deliberately kept it that way to maximize the emotional experience when passengers looked upon the frozen sacrificial girl in the large glass-enclosed case.
They learned that like other Peruvian cultures already visited at Chavin, Huari and Nazca, the Inca appeased their gods with sacrificial victims. These might be enemies, prisoners taken as the Inca expanded their growing Andean empire. But they were sometimes the supreme sacrifice, the gift of a virginal child.
Perhaps the belief was that the hardest sacrifices to make were the ones most appreciated by the gods? In any case, the Ice Maiden is the best-preserved of a half-dozen similar Inca child offerings found atop mountains.
After a walking tour through the beautifully restored old Spanish core of Arequipa, the group had an big meal at a good restaurant in the area- a real treat! Then Jaguar loaded them into the Mercedes again, this time to drive them a short distance out of the city to better view El Misti, the volcano which loomed over it.
The drive took them steadily up the slightly angled foot slopes, through ramshackle neighbourhoods which crowded the curving road. Eventually the bus was clear of the suburbs, affording an unobstructed view of El Misti as they followed the curves and switchbacks leading uphill. The old Mercedes was working hard, and Jaguar knew not to go much higher.
Finally, they reached a point where there was a small area to pull off the twisting road. Jaguar eased the minibus into the tight spot and turned off the tired engine.
"This is as high as this old girl will take us. I'll park here for a while to let her cool down, so come off and have a look around. Great views of El Misti from here. You can see the snow cap up there and get a good sense of its height."
Some of the tour group decided that they wanted to hike at least partway up the volcanic cone. Jaguar reminded them that at 19 000 feet above sea level, the snow-covered peak was another ten thousand feet up!
Four of them- Mike Edwardson and the three young women- were not deterred by this, noting that they would only go as high as that little building visible upslope. Jaguar agreed, then stayed back with Marina and Lorenzo.
For the first time, Jag noticed that there was a distinctive bulge in Lorenzo's ever-present rumpled suit coat. It was just below heart-level. He noted that the man was right-handed and could easily reach across his body to draw a gun from that inside pocket, if necessary. A small handgun would fit neatly in there, and if the bulge was a pistol, it might even be mounted in a small leather holster strapped to Lorenzo's body, gangster-style.
As they made small-talk while watching the hikers, Lorenzo was his usual nervous self. He mostly spoke in short bursts of words, while shifting about from his good leg to the one obviously injured at some point
.
"What happened to your leg, Lorenzo?" Marina asked him.
"Bad fall," was all he offered.
"Recently, or long ago?" Jaguar inquired.
"About ten years back."
"Does it still bother you much?"
"I get by."
That conversation wasn't going anywhere, so Jaguar embarked on another avenue, a bolder one.
"So, what do you think of our newly-elected government in Lima?"
"Bastards! All of them," Lorenzo spat out. "Self-serving bastards!"
"In what way do you mean?"
"Don't give a shit about the people!"
"That's democracy, I guess," Marina commented to keep the exchange going.
"Yeah. Shows that it doesn't work worth a damn!"
"So, you're for the people are you, Lorenzo?" Jaguar suggested.
"Fuckin' right!" he exclaimed in his coarse vocabulary.
Then he walked away, as if to say that the conversation was finished.
While the three of them stood quietly at the base of the volcano, Lorenzo chain-smoked furiously. Their exchange seemed to have set him off, and he began pacing back-and-forth with determined steps.
Jag had to wonder why the man might have been so upset by the talk about Peruvian politics. He had total disgust for elected politicians and claimed adamantly that he was for the people. Jaguar concluded that Lorenzo might be some sort of radical communist.
Eventually the four hikers returned to the bus, eager to tell what they'd seen from several hundred feet higher up El Misti's flank. Jaguar asked if they had seen an Incan Ice Maiden up there, then used the opportunity to link sacrifice and the volcano where they stood.
"Andean cultures were in awe of the active volcanoes that followed the backbone of the mountains. You can imagine that the sound and fury of eruption, the fiery lava and choking fumes spoke to them of the gods. A volcanic blast was the most powerful force in their world. This had to be where the gods lived.
That girl we saw in the museum wasn't found in the ice you see up there," he said, pointing to the peak. "But it was on another volcano like this one, not far away. In fact, all the other frozen child sacrifices were found on mountaintops like this one. Imagine that five or six hundred years ago, high priests are forming up here to carry another child to the peak for live sacrifice."
Everyone was quiet as they let that thought sink in. Then Lorenzo broke the spell.
"Hey, let's go back. I need a beer!"
****
Jaguar's phone pinged on the way back to the hotel where they were staying for a second night. He hoped that it was a message from his friend Jose in Lima, but he didn't dare check with Lorenzo sitting across from him in the front seat- where he had the best chance of getting out quickly if necessary.
As soon as he was in the room with the door locked, Jag got to his message. Sure enough, it was from Jose.
"Jag. He might be armed and dangerous. Details in your email. Don't show this to anyone. Jose."
Just then there was knocking on the door and a woman's soft voice, "Let me in, Jag."
It was Marina, so he went out of his messages and pocketed the phone to let her in. The email would have to wait until later.
"Why is it locked, Jag? Trying to keep me away? Not giving you enough sleep?" she smiled and teased playfully.
"You are wearing me out, but if you want an appointment for tonight, I'm your man!"
"You certainly are my man," she said in a coquettish tone, as she hugged him and kissed his neck. "And yes, I do want an appointment for tonight. And make it another long one!" she whispered into his ear.
"The best kind!" he confirmed as he brought his arms tightly around Marina, forgetting all thoughts about Jose's message for the moment.
After they came back from supper, Marina wore a look that told Jaguar what she wanted. She was burning with desire for her new man, and she wasn't making any attempt to hide that from him.
He'd seen the same sort of look before- with Miranda, with Elena, with the parade of women who had been in his bed. But there was something about Marina that was different. This wasn't all about the sex with her. Somehow, this stealthy feline had used her claws to secure a tightening grip on the jaguar. He had strong feelings for her too.
This night was different than the others. Kisses lingered and the pace was slow. They took time for fingertips to brush sensitive skin and tongues to lick ears. They loved slowly enough that Marina could communicate in body language how she was feeling inside. Jaguar sensed what she was telling him without words, and he found himself replying in the same gentle ways.
They didn't just have sex that night, they made love. Marina, who had decided to say goodbye to her husband, and Jaguar, the man who wouldn't let any woman tie him down- both felt themselves succumbing to very powerful emotions.
The feeling building inside them was like a candle, flickering at first, then gradually burning brighter. Marina and Jaguar grew more heated in desire, their damp skin shining in the low light of the small, dark bedroom. Then their passion swept over them like a wave, leaving them gasping for breath.
When Marina had dozed off- a peaceful, contented look on her face- there was finally time to open the email attachment from Jose. First he read a bold print header.
JAGUAR: MAYBE A BIG FISH. REPORT ATTACHED.
He opened it immediately and eagerly began to scroll down the page.
"Julio Olivera Gutierrez [fictitious]
CONSIDER HIM ARMED AND DANGEROUS. DO NOT ATTEMPT TO CONFRONT OR APPREHEND.
Aliases: Andreas Arturo Fernandez; Antonio Rivera Bandini; Lorenzo Salvadore Martinez
Wanted: Domestic terrorism. Human rights abuses. Murder. Conspiracy to commit murder. Unlawfully at large from prison. Multiple narcotics offences. Many lesser offences.
Age: 54
Born: January 15, 1967
Place of Birth: La Paz, Bolivia



Height: 180 cm
Weight: 160
Build: Muscular; slumped shoulders
Hair: Black, may be gray or streaked since last photo
Markings: Swarthy and pock-marked complexion; sullen face; long scar along chin, left side; drooping eye, left side; walks with a limp, left side
Particulars:
* Long-time member of the Shining Path guerilla band of Maoist communists.
* Escaped from prison in 2003. Highest-ranking member eluding re-capture.
* Thought killed in a 2010 car-bombing, his remains were never found.
* Sightings as recently as November 24, 2020, place him in Lima, Peru.
* Believed active in Shining Path cocaine export operations in Lima.
A deep chill passed through Jaguar as he read the notice and examined the out-of-date photo. Take away the heavy moustache and it could well be his new tour passenger. And the physical description was a perfect match.
Jaguar was not aware that "Do Not Attempt to Confront or Apprehend" on an Andean police bulletin was code for "Dead or Alive". This was one dangerous man!
So, Lorenzo Martinez was really Julio Olivera Gutierrez, a notorious lieutenant in the dreaded Shining Path movement. No wonder he hated elected politicians. Little wonder that he thought himself a man of the people. He was a hardline Marxist revolutionary!
Every Peruvian knew about the Shining Path terrorists. They had dominated international news for more than twenty years with their reign of murder and mayhem in the impoverished mountain districts of Peru.
They were responsible for at least thirty thousand deaths during that period. When Jaguar was a young American graduate student in archaeology, the university had been forced to suspend fieldwork in their region.
Jaguar knew that the Sendero Luminosa, in Spanish, was an off-shoot of the Peruvian Communist Party, founded by philosophy professor Abimael Guzman. He denounced democracy, while his followers butchered 'class enemies', often big landowners.
The terrorists were ruthless, even attacking Indigenous people who would not side with them, in one case killing sixty-nine villagers, mostly innocent children. The Peruvian army finally captured Guzman and his key followers.
The Shining Path was crippled, but not entirely beaten. Elements continued on, especially as agents in the dirty business of cocaine. Apparently, Jag had one of these last revolutionary holdouts hiding in his tour group, making his way to the Bolivian border to escape the authorities closing in on him.
Jaguar lay thinking for a long time. He decided to stay with his original plan- to carry on as though Gutierrez was just another one of his passengers, until they reached the border. He'd downplay the man's identity to his police contact until then. That might prevent a fiery attack on his bus by over-zealous cops or eager military wanting to claim responsibility for taking Gutierrez down.
Jaguar was as worried about the risks posed by the authorities as he was about his dangerous passenger!
He didn't sleep much that night because he hated the revolutionaries for his own personal reasons. For a long time, he scrunched his eyes tightly, trying to get a vision of the Chavin jaguar. Then he began a soft cadence of words in Spanish, a rising and falling incantation directed to the jaguar, asking for its assistance.
"Arrestar a este hombre.... Arrestar a este hombre.... Arrestar a este hombre."
Arrest that man.... Arrest that man.... Arrest that man.
The strange magic of the Chavin jaguar had already sent Wayne Rasmussen home to Wisconsin and kept his former wife here in his bed. Now, Jaguar hoped that it would intercede to capture Gutierrez without any harm befalling his tour group.
He had studied the mysteries of ancient cultures, particularly the Chavin, and he had come to see himself as a modern-day shaman. He was a man who could communicate with higher powers to direct events to his will.
Nobody else really knew his secret- yet.
****
The city of Puno lay about six hours travel south of Arequipa and the group looked forward to their shortest drive between cities so far. If they had found some portions of the journey tiring, their driver had too; however, he always looked refreshed, ready to go. He felt that way because his charged nights with Marina seemed to fill him with a fresh spirit.
The woman was beginning to work her way into his soul like no-one had for a long, long time. Jaguar thought about this as the minibus sped along the Pan American Highway.
There had been others before, but only one of them had ever held his heart. It always hurt to remember Gloria because she had left him so suddenly, so tragically, the innocent victim of street violence in the grim underworld of Peruvian politics. Caught in crossfire, she didn't stand a chance. Jag had found his young fiancee's riddled body lifeless in a pool of blood.
"Hey! We almost there? Jeez, another long drive!"
Lorenzo abruptly snapped Jag out of his memories. He briefly stared at the man with intense dislike, for he could have been the one who pulled the trigger that night in Lima.
"Just a few more hours. We'll soon stop for a break at a place up ahead."
"Damn long this trip! I should have taken a plane."
"I thought you wanted to see some of your own country? That's the way it came to me."
"Seen too much already! Let's get moving. How long in Puno, you say?"
"Two nights. Then on Saturday we cross the border into Bolivia. Tiwanaku civilization and the Island of the Sun. The Inca figured the world started there," Jaguar said, launching into his tour guide mode, hoping that Lorenzo would give a few more details about his plans.
"The basilica in Copa is what I want to see," Lorenzo stated. "Do you figure that we'll be there noon Saturday?"
Lorenzo seemed to be confirming what Jaguar had already overheard twice.
"As long as we don't have any problem at the border"... Jag began, watching the man from the side of his eye to see his reaction. "You brought your passport, right?"
"Yeah. Got it. I hope the bastards don't give me a hard time. I hate uniforms. Always a problem."
"It usually goes well there. Just smile and answer their questions, and we'll be in Copa by noon. Our first stop there will be the basilica. It's a great old colonial Spanish church"....
"Yeah, I'll remember that. Just smile and answer their questions," Lorenzo mimicked before muttering under his breath, "Fuckin' easy for you to say."
Then there was an accident on the road right ahead. A truck had jack-knifed and there was a battered car lodged under part of the trailer. Flashing lights and uniforms were everywhere, tending to the injured and directing traffic around the scene. As he slowed to a stop, Jaguar noticed Lorenzo stiffen and become alert. His face grew tight, and his right hand went into his always-open coat.
The Mercedes came to a halt at an officer's signal. Then he came up to Jaguar's window. Lorenzo looked desperate now, ready to either shoot or run if the cop came to the other door. Jag was tense, eager to get moving before the situation became more dangerous.
"Wait here a minute. The road is blocked 'til they clean up the glass and get the guy out of the truck."
"Anybody hurt?" Jag asked the cop, trying hard to remain cool.
"The car driver. Dead. Crushed. Trucker is OK."
Then he was gone along the line to the next vehicle that had pulled up behind the minibus. Jag leaned back from his window and glanced over at Lorenzo. He noted that the passenger had taken his hand out of his jacket.
"Somebody died in the car," Jaguar said. "Just not their day, right?"
"Yeah. Every man has to die," was all that Lorenzo said.
After a few minutes, they were on their way again, everybody craning their necks to get a good look at the crumpled vehicles. There was the planned stop at a little place a few miles ahead, then a couple of hours later, the Mercedes rolled into Puno, a city in the extreme southern corner of Peru, not far from the Bolivian border. There were four rooms reserved for them, then they went downstairs to eat.
"Hi Jag!" a waitress called out. "Another tour, eh." And she swayed over to talk some more.
"Hi Esmeralda. How are you these days? It's been a while."
"Yes, but I haven't forgotten," the attractive woman winked. Then she soured a bit, "Who's the lady? One of your passengers?"
"Right. This is Marina, from the U.S." Then turning to her added, "Esmeralda is an old friend."
"You could say that, Jag," the woman said, "A really good old friend."
Marina could see right away that there was a history here, one that she really didn't want to know any more about. The two women locked eyes briefly.
"Hello Esmeralda. Pleased to meet you," she said coldly, wondering for the first time how many women Jaguar had along the roads he followed so regularly.
"Likewise," she replied disdainfully, looking closely at Jaguar. "So... what are you going to have tonight, Jag?"
Did she mean for supper or for his 'bedtime snack'? Was she telling Jaguar to meet her later for some smoke and sex in her room, like they sometimes did when he came? Or was this just about dinner? Jaguar quickly made the situation clear to her.
"Bring us a couple of menus, Esmeralda."
After their meal, everyone retired to their rooms, weary from a day on the road. The email which he had received the night before was burning a hole in Jaguar's brain. He decided that he had to tell Marina about it so that the two of them would be prepared for the coming situation at the border on Saturday. He felt confident that he could swear her to secrecy.
"There's something about Lorenzo I need to tell you, Marina. That's not his real name."
"You got information from Lima, did you?"
"Bad information. He's a dangerous man. A Shining Path terrorist on the run."
"Shining Path.... Weren't they...?"
"Yeah. Radical communists. They killed thousands in Peru, maybe even my fiancee about twenty years ago. He's one of the last holdouts, a drug kingpin now."
"Your fiancee! What happened?"
"Caught in crossfire. We were out walking, and then she was dead!"
Jag's eyes clouded over, and he looked away. Marina knew immediately that she had just ripped open an old wound with her question. She retreated as best she could.
"So, what should we do now, Jag? Tell the police? Have him arrested?"
"No! He always carries a gun in his coat pocket. I don't want another shootout at the hotel or right in my bus"... His voice trailed off, drawing an instant parallel to that situation twenty years ago.
"No, don't want that," Marina echoed.
"You can't tell anyone about this, Marina. We have to just move along like everything is normal. When we get to the border day-after-tomorrow I'll be sure he's up front by me. I don't want him back where he can use passengers as a shield if shooting starts. Hustle everybody onto the bus before he gets there."
"Then what?"
"It depends on him. He says he has a passport, surely a fake for Lorenzo Martinez. He's really Julio Gutierrez. If they glance at it and move on, we'll get through. If there's a problem, who knows? Just keep everybody away from him. Sit right behind me on the bus."
"And if we get through OK?"
"I'll drive straight to the basilica and drop him off by the front steps."
"And just leave him there?"
"They can shoot the bastard if they want. Just not with us around."
"How much does your police friend in already know?"
"I've been vague about Lorenzo, just to keep the cops back. But I'll have to let him know so they're ready at the basilica. I just don't want another shootout before that."
Marina knew what he meant by that and for a moment she saw that flicker of old pain in his eyes.
****
Jaguar had something special planned for his tour group today- a day out on the so-called 'floating islands' on Lake Titicaca. The highest big freshwater lake in the world, it is very deep offshore, and rich aquatic life. High on the Altiplano, the elevated plateau between mountain ranges, the lake has been an important source of fish and waterfowl since ancient times.
Flat aquatic reeds in the shallows near shore was what Jag was focused on today. Peoples living around the lake had used them to make their distinctive boats and storage baskets. In fact, they had even used them to build these homes right on the water by creating artificial floating reed islands! Indigenous peoples continue the practice there today, though in large part for tourism.
It was a complete 'cultural experience', designed with tourists like Jaguar's group in mind. A ride in the fantastically- decorated reed dragon boats, and a walking tour of an entire small community of reed homes on one of the floating islands was an experience unlike any other.
Some musical entertainment, a satisfying meal of fish and local specialties- capped off by photos and souvenirs- left most of Jag's people smiling with appreciation. All except Lorenzo, of course. It was just another waste of time to him, another step in his escape to Bolivia. He knew it was tantalizingly close now, somewhere out across the expanse of this huge inland sea.
"Still on track for Copa at noon tomorrow?" was all that Lorenzo said as he sat next to Jag and Marina at supper that night.
"Sure. If we get away on time. Eager to get there, are you?" Jaguar teased.
"Yeah. Old friends to see tomorrow afternoon. Might skip the basilica tour. Have lunch with them."
"That's fine. I'll just drop you off there and you'll have a few hours free."
"Good. Do that."
Esmeralda was working their section again that evening, but she didn't say much to Jaguar. Marina was sitting a little closer to him than an ordinary passenger would, and the waitress got the message. Maybe when he was coming back this way in a few weeks? She could wait, like she always did.
The tour group had the corner of the restaurant to themselves, so after supper, he ordered some wine for everyone so they could relax together for a while.
"How did everyone like what we did today?"
Zezy: "Amazing, Jag! I'd read about this before but being on those reed islands made it so real!"
Chloe: "I felt like I'd stepped back into another time, being around those people."
Mike: Yeah, another fantastic experience. You really know how to put together a tour, Jag!"
LeeAnn: "Great food. Great souvenirs."
"I think you're all going to find tomorrow very interesting," he started, looking over at Marina, who knew just how interesting it might become at the border or the basilica.
"We'll be crossing into Bolivia, so be sure that you have your passports handy for the border crossing. If you have any weed or other stuff like that, you should use it tonight at the hotel, just in case they go into our stuff."
Jaguar could see Lorenzo's face harden when he said that and continued.
"Everything is 'Yes sir. No sir' there. Smile, have your passport open, and then we're through, OK?" He continued.
"Our first stop is the old Spanish basilica in the centre of Copa, just across the border. We'll have a quick lunch in town, then will take a boat out to the Island of the Sun in Lake Titicaca. That's where Viracocha first created the Sun. We'll poke around on the island, looking at some of the archaeological things of interest there.
We stay the night in Copa, then the next day we'll visit Tiwanaku, just south of the lake, before we move on to Cuzco. Anybody have any questions?"
Someone asked about currency, and after that they were content to talk among themselves and enjoy their wine. Lorenzo shuffled off to his room, likely to reconfirm the basilica pickup with his Bolivian contact, Jag assumed.
There was no love-making that night between the pair, both very much on edge about tomorrow. Jaguar texted his contact Jose to say that he was pretty sure now that Lorenzo was the guy they wanted. He told him to inform Bolivian authorities about the border crossing and the basilica drop-off.
Jag stressed that this could go smoothly without a big display of force. Jose assured him he'd pass that along, but Jaguar was worried, nonetheless.
Marina fell asleep early as usual, common for passengers unaccustomed to the thin air up on the Altiplano. When he was sure that she was asleep, Jaguar took his own advice and smoked the last of his little stash. Soon the mild drug had carried him to a different realm where he could feel an awareness of the spirit world.
The blood-thirsty Lanzon in the Old Temple at Chavin de Huantar soon loomed large in his mind. He needed its help in his desperation to protect his tour group. Jaguar focused his eyes on the vision of this hungry beast and began a quiet incantation, rising and falling words appealing to the Lanzon for its assistance.
"Arrestar a este hombre.... Arrestar a este hombre.... Arrestar a este hombre."
Arrest that man.... Arrest that man.... Arrest that man.
****
Saturday morning: This was the critical day. Right after breakfast Marina herded the other four into the back seats of the Mercedes, leaving the front one across from Jaguar for Lorenzo. As Jag loaded the luggage, Lorenzo dropped off his bag and sat down. Marina noticed the grim look on his face. This was a big day for him too.
When Jag climbed into the driver's seat, the tension among the three of them could be cut with a knife. Then they were off, bound for Copacabana, Bolivia.
Sometimes, if anything can go wrong, it will.
Midway to the border, a tire went flat, maybe something sharp on the road embedded when passing through the traffic accident between Arequipa and Puno? As Jaguar and Mike worked to change it, Lorenzo paced outside the minibus, chain-smoking the cheap cigarettes he always carried in his right jacket pocket. Jag had already noticed the telltale bulge on the other side.
"Can't you two work a little faster?"
"Yeah. If you help us. Hand me those lug nuts one-by-one."
One hand on his cigarette, Lorenzo crouched down to help. From his angle, leaning down on the pair, Mike spotted the shining grip of Lorenzo's pistol in his coat! When the tire was mounted and the man had climbed back into the bus, Mike whispered nervously to Jag.
"He's got a gun in his pocket. I saw the handle!"
"Yeah. Don't let on you know, but help Marina keep the others back from him until we leave the basilica. The cops want him."
"Jeez, Jag. He's dangerous!"
"More than you can imagine, Mike. Now just act cool!"
11:00 o'clock: The Bolivian border was close now. Jaguar had pushed the speed limit to get back on schedule, all the while worrying about being stopped for speeding. Police weren't something he wanted to see right now. As always, there was a line of vehicles at the crossing- too much of a line as far as Lorenzo was concerned.
"What the Hell is going on up there!" he muttered.
"Always slow like this," Jaguar assured him. "We'll be across in no time," hoping he was right.
"Goddam slow!" his passenger complained again, and Jaguar could see sweat beginning to form on the man's forehead.
"Relax. We're moving ahead now," Jag pointed out as a uniformed man waved the Mercedes into another line of vehicles.
"Where we going!" Lorenzo hissed at Jag with alarm in his voice.
"A shorter line. Take it easy, man."
11:15: As the bus continued to inch forward, Lorenzo kept checking his watch. He reached into a trouser pocket, pulled out a wrinkled handkerchief and wiped his now-dripping brow. The wait was excruciating for all four of them- Lorenzo, Jag, Marina and Mike. The other three had no idea of the drama which was being played out.
11:30: Another guard waved them to a third line with a booth which had just opened. Jag pulled up to the window. and thought he recognized the official from his many crossings with tour groups. The man certainly remembered him.



"How's that old Mercedes holding up? You come through here a lot with it," the official asked, clearly not too interested in his job at the moment.
Jaguar saw an opportunity.
"It's good, though she's overheating with the long wait here today."
"OK. Let's get you through. How many on board besides yourself?"
"Me and six others."
"All American tourists I suppose?"
"Right," Jaguar lied.
"You all have passports, right? Just hold them up for me," he said, raising his voice and leaning forward. "OK, that's fine," giving them only a fleeting glance. "Now pull that old thing out of here before it breaks down in my lane."
"Thanks."
"See you in a few weeks. One more thing," and they all held their breath. "Time to get a new bus!" he joked, and they were on their way.
Four of the people in the Mercedes exhaled for the first time in what seemed to have been an hour. They had cleared the Bolivian border!
"Told you it would be easy," Jaguar exulted aloud, and for the first time he saw his dangerous passenger break into a smile. "Next stop, the basilica in Copa, then some lunch."
11:45: There was time enough to get to the church by noon if traffic kept moving smoothly. But it was Saturday, and as they drew closer to the city centre, the streets were choked with tourists and people coming back from market. Again, Lorenzo began to fret, sweating heavily as he constantly checked his watch.
"Fuckin' traffic! So goddam slow today!"
"I'll take another route to get away from all these trucks."
Jag had been in Copacabana many times over the years and now was the time that his experience came in handy. He dodged down a little street and soon came out on a boulevard roughly parallel to the original route. Ten minutes later, the Mercedes was back in the city core and the spires of the basilica were in sight. It looked as though they'd be there by noon.
11:55: A police car went rushing by, lights flashing, siren blaring. Lorenzo froze in fear because it seemed to be heading in the same direction as the minibus. Were they in on to his escape plan? Would there be police positioned at the basilica to take him in, or worse, take him down? Lorenzo had an idea.
"When we get to the basilica, drive around it first. I want to see it from all sides."
"Interested in that old church, are you?" Jaguar asked, aware that Lorenzo was probably worried about a police presence there. "Sure, I'll do that. Need to find parking anyway."
11:59: Jaguar was driving slowly past the front of the basilica while Lorenzo slumped down at the window, carefully scanning the steps for cops, either in uniform or disguised as churchgoers. After running from the law for much of his life, he could spot them a mile away. But nothing seemed out of the ordinary, just a few people here and there. Lorenzo was satisfied.
"OK. Just let me out here so I don't have to walk far."
"Right. I'll find a parking spot, then we'll meet you inside."
12:00: Lorenzo stepped out of the bus, looking for his contact, and Jaguar sped away, rather quickly it seemed to his discharged passenger.
Suddenly, shots rang out from somewhere higher up. Jaguar watched in his side mirror as Julio Gutierrez, Shining Path lieutenant, slumped forward, his body raked by a hail of gunfire from snipers positioned in windows above the basilica steps.
12:01: Jaguar managed a grim smile as he slowed to a stop a hundred feet away. He could see a large pool of blood oozing out from the now lifeless body. Gutierrez was as surely dead as Jag's fiancee had been, caught in crossfire years ago. For a moment, vengeance was sweet.
From inside the bus, the passengers craned their necks to look back toward the basilica. Uniformed men, some of them bearing big guns, were rushing out to the spot where Gutierrez' bullet-riddled remains lay sprawled across the broad steps. They shouted for people to stay away, then one officer came forward, a man with more insignia on his uniform than the others.
12:02: The dead terrorist lay face down where he fell. The captain slid his foot beneath the shoulder and firmly lifted it, rolling the body onto it's back.
"Yeah, that's him," he shouted in Spanish. "We got Gutierrez! The bastard is dead."
****
The rest of the day passed as if in a dream. Jaguar was on auto-pilot now. They skipped their supposed tour of the basilica and went to lunch where the three of them-Jag, Marina, and Mike- pretended that they had no idea what had just happened to one of their passengers. After that, he drove his group to the docks, where they all boarded a small boat to transfer them to the Island of the Sun in Lake Titicaca.
Still working hard to keep his composure, Jaguar took them to the remains of a magnificent stone temple built on the island, a central point for many ancient Andean peoples, including the Inca.
He told them that the Spanish conquistadores learned that it was the centre of annual pilgrimages to honour the Incan god Viracocha, the creator of all things. Jag said that this was the most sacred place to that civilization. He managed to project some enthusiasm, though he felt none.
In the evening, the Mercedes finally pulled up to their hotel for the next two nights. They'd be staying in Copacabana to visit another important ruin tomorrow, Tiwanaku. Jaguar was completely exhausted, scarcely able to function. The incredible tension of the day- the border crossing and the basilica drop-off- had taken their toll.
He immediately sprawled out across the bed. Marina left him in their room and returned a short time later with some food and drink. He was sound asleep and couldn't be wakened.
Jaguar had done what was necessary today. He had helped the authorities bring down wanted terrorist, Julio Olivera Gutierrez, and he had managed to do it without risking the lives of his passengers. His new woman Marina was safe, and, in a way, he had avenged the senseless death of his past love too.
And today, he had spoken for the thousands of innocents killed during the Shining Path's grisly reign of terror.
Surely the weary tour operator deserved a sound sleep tonight.
Readers: Watch for the final chapter, "Missing Person", coming shortly.
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This is a report on an actual exchange of emails that may be of interest to many Literotica readers.
Does this sort of thing happen to other Literotica writers?
You compose an erotic story and someone contacts you to tell you about their own related experiences. The details which they reveal give you the feeling that these things might well have actually occurred. And they even suggest that you can tell their story, so long as no details of person or place could give away their identity.
It happened to me recently.
Anita- not her real name- emailed me through my page on Literotica, about my story, Sharon Finds Erotic Photography, Chapter 01. Her note was short, simply commenting on the tale, and personalizing it.
"Hi. I enjoyed reading about the photo session. You are very descriptive and have a fun storyline. I have fantasized many times about posing for the camera and in the end spreading wide for a full pussy shot."
She was referring to what Sharon does in the story when her glamour photo session begins to spin out of control. Anita went on to tell me a bit about herself and her husband- I'll call him Randy, somehow appropriate I think.
Here's how I replied.
"Sharon was my first Literotica story and I patterned it on a glamour shoot my partner did a half dozen years ago. The details are real- descriptions, outfits, poses, the studio, and the female photographer. But the whole last portion happened only in my imagination."
Anita felt encouraged to get back to me almost immediately.
"Hello. I've been searching for a photographer to do this, until COVID came along. Most seem to be male, which I don't mind. My husband and I have been nudists, so that doesn't bother me. I think that an older gentleman would work for me. Someone who really knows his work....
I've read all the chapters of Sharon now. There truly is this kind of sexual energy when exposing myself- I guess I'm just an exhibitionist at heart. That's why I enjoyed reading about Sharon's adventures. It was a hot series."
I thanked Anita for her compliment and for telling me about her desire to pose nude. I suggested that she follow through with it, mentioning that her husband would probably enjoy it, like I did. I even told her that I carry a couple of the discreet little proofs from my partner's photo session in my wallet. I wished her well and figured that would be the end of it.
But I was wrong.
****
This polite exchange of emails gave me pause to think about why I had written that Sharon story in the first place. Like so many things, it was accidental.
I was digging in my cluttered wallet for an identification card when I came across those two small black-and-white glamour proofs. I had almost forgotten they were there, but they immediately triggered pleasant memories. I was still carrying around these wicked thoughts days later.
Already a Literotica reader, I decided to develop my first story. Everything I had written before was technical and as dry as dust, so I found her glamour photo album tucked away in the back of a drawer, and used it to create something completely different. The photographer's seduction and the crushing orgasm in Chapter 01 never actually happened- at least as far as I know- but it was fun to wonder if it could have.
Fifteen more chapters followed over the next half year, all of which existed only in my over-active imagination. She was Sharon and I was Mark- not our real names. And there was a ton of sex, at least in my mind. In reality though, there is no way I could have stayed with the conniving fictional character that developed. Many readers agreed- they hated her.
So here I was, another Clark Kent, mild-mannered friend and neighbour by day, mildly perverted erotic author by night. And now I was receiving emails from a woman who seemed eager to tell me all about her own sexual adventures. She was a nudist and an exhibitionist. She wanted to pose naked and flash her pussy.
Did I really need to know this?
My stories must have triggered something in Anita, because I was surprised to receive a longer email from her about a week later. Apparently, she had been thinking about one of the tales, Sharon Finds Erotic Photography, Chapter 06. In it, Sharon and Mark have sex alongside two other couples at a house party. She started her email with a long excerpt from it.
"Hi. Chapter 6 really hit home with me!"
....'Last night, Sharon had encouraged me, as she lay on her back, legs apart. She was already very wet, eager to be taken there right on Liana's carpet. My wife wanted to be watched- her exhibitionism had expanded to include intercourse in front of other people. Her inner slut was stepping out to play again....
The room was echoing with the sounds of heated sex, a great deal of moaning and groaning from the intensity of fucking, watching, and being watched. While this was probably something which the other two 'fast lane' couples had already experienced, for us it was brand new territory. It seemed like the ultimate sexual high!'
Then she told me why it hit home for her.
"My husband and I did an out of town weekend getaway. It was in another city far away, so there was no chance of knowing anyone. We had looked at some swinger clubs and finally contacted one. It wasn't an open door policy, we had to meet their requirements. I don't think I could ever explain why it was such a rush for me."
Anita certainly had my interest, but she was teasing, taking me right to the best part, then ending her email. I think that she wanted me to coax more of the story out of her, if there even was one. And that's what I did.
"Anita: Thanks for your recent note. Glad that chapter brought back memories for you. Sounds like I should write you in as one of my characters, because I don't know anyone who actually went to those places. A strip club, sure, but a swinger club- no."
She soon replied.
"It would be fun to be a character in your story... happy to inspire you.
We had never been to one ourselves, but we were nudists, sun worshippers. Randy and I went to nude beaches when we travelled to places that had them. I loved being naked, the exhibitionist in me.
But sun tanning is all that most people do there. A little kissing maybe, but no sex. Even though I always felt like it.
One time we got a little carried away. I was on my back and Randy came over me to kiss. I grabbed for his cock, but he pushed me away. He worried that we were doing something wrong and I guess we were, in a public place like that. That's when we thought about a swinger club. We talked about it a lot- our fantasy."
At this point, she had my full attention, but she hadn't told me anything yet about their visit to a club. So I asked her some questions, hoping to hear the story.
"Hi again Anita:
You lead an interesting life! I really don't know anything about swinger clubs. You say that it didn't have an open-door policy, and that you had to meet certain requirements. How do these places work anyway?"
I didn't hear anything for a few days, and then I found a long email from her. It answered my questions and much, much more.
"Hi 1fastguy:
Nobody can just walk into these places, especially if you aren't a woman. Guys don't get in without one, but single women or groups of them are welcome. They might be free or else get drinks all night. Couples are welcome, but you pay, and it's quite expensive. So are the drinks.
They don't let anybody in who is drunk or high either. No outside booze. No drugs. And you have to be well-dressed and look good so other people might be interested in you. The guy on the door was huge and nobody got by him unless he liked your looks. Or you didn't seem like trouble."
Then she continued with the story of their visit to the club.
"At first we were overwhelmed with all the sights and sounds and just watched for a while. We were given towels to sit on in one area that had long foam mattresses with covers on them. This spot had room for about five couples, so there was about six inches between us and the couple next to us.
We stripped and lay down and I started giving my husband a BJ with my ass pointing toward the end of the mattress. Anyone walking by had a full view. I was so horny, it didn't take too long for me to spread my knees apart and finger my pussy. I was so fucking turned on! Several couples stopped to watch.
Later that night I fucked Randy reverse cowgirl, so people walking by could watch his cock pumping my pussy. And me rubbing my clit and playing with my nipples. I was finally able to make eye contact with some of the couples as they watched us. This was super hot for me. What a rush!"
And there I had it, a detailed expose about how to get into a swing club, and what a couple does once they get past the bouncer. I'd been curious for some detail about her visit, but I didn't expect that Anita would tell me so much! This was the stuff of wild fantasy and here was a woman who had actually done it. Imagine, a total stranger telling me something like that!
I repeat my opening line:
Does this sort of thing happen to other Literotica writers?
****
Slowly a new story idea first began to take shape in my fevered brain. This was too hot not to tell. But I felt that Anita should know what I was thinking. Perhaps she would clam up, and stop the vivid emails about her experiences? On the other hand, she might agree to me using this material? After all, why was she telling me these things without much prompting?
I wondered about the psychology which might be behind all this. People often tell their deepest secrets to a stranger because it's safe. Anita never told me about her day job or other details about her life- apart from her sexual interests and activities.
There'd be too much risk to share these juicy details with anyone close to home. Remember, she and Randy had gone far out of town to visit a swinger club so nobody would know them.
There was something else too. I had already shared some personal information with Anita. She knew my partner had posed, and that much of it was described in Sharon, Chapter 01. I'd told her that I carried a couple of the proofs in my wallet. Until now at least, these were secrets. It seems that she had enough on me that she could share her own secrets too.
I was safe, and besides that, I might be a good listener because I wrote stories about the things she had done. I wouldn't condemn her for nude posing, for exhibitionism, or for swinging, because I was already writing stories about these things myself. It may have given me 'street cred' with her at a certain level, even though most of it was completely imaginary.
In any case, I had to respond to her email. Perhaps if I was encouraging, Anita would write to me again? So I took a shot without saying too much yet about using her material.
"Hi Anita.
Great story! It's something I should write about. Meantime, I'm re-reading your story and enjoying it again. What you did is hotter than what I could only imagine in Chapter 6. Thanks for passing it along."
Her reply came a few days later and she got right to the point.
"Hi. Yes, feel free to use any of this in part of your writing. Except our names of course. You've brought back so many fresh memories. It would be fun to be a character in your book."
Her opening comment was followed by a mother lode of additional information, a totally unexpected haul of sexual adventure! I had forgotten that it was a weekend trip, and learned that Anita and Randy had returned to the swinger club for a second night.
"Those two nights at the swing club left a permanent memory in my mind. Even when I think about it several years later I am still turned on by it. The first night we mostly just watched and learned. We did suck and fuck in front of others, but everyone was doing that.
What we learned there is that if you are next to another couple, you slowly reach out and touch them. If they don't pull away, then it's okay to touch further. That way there's no problem finding a partner without asking anybody if they want to. 'No' still meant no, but a slow approach was a way to find out."
Not knowing anything about swinger clubs, I was curious about the rules- written and unwritten- that had to be observed. After all, there were attached couples present, and it would be very easy to provoke anger or jealousy by making an unwanted move on somebody's wife, for example. In the highly unlikely case that I ever visit a club, now I know how to behave!
Anita continued the description of their first night watching the action unfold in the place.
"In one section of the main room, there was a big round bed and we could walk all the way around it. There was a couple on it, the guy on his back with his legs hanging over the side. The woman was grinding her pussy on his face. They'd been in a 69 position, but she'd sat up on her knees and was caressing her boobs.
Then I noticed that the woman in front of us who was walking around the bed stopped and gently touched the man's thigh. He didn't flinch or move- he couldn't see who it was because his face was buried in a pussy. Given no objection, she ran her hand farther up his thigh. Then after cupping his balls she grabbed hold of his cock. She gave it a few tugs, then moved on."
This was Anita and Randy's first visit to a swinger club, and I wondered if they had established any ground rules for themselves? She had already said they mostly watched and learned the first night, and had sex with each other. However, reading on I learned that things went farther, at least with Anita.
"My husband and I decided before we went to the club that we would not fuck anyone else. Touching and sucking was sort of 'let's see what happens.' As the couple in front of us moved on, I stopped at the same spot next to the round bed.
I reached out and touched the man's thigh like I'd seen, then felt his balls. So far he hadn't tried to move away, so my hand moved to his cock. Wow, it felt good in my hand. I just held it and gave it a few strokes.
The woman on the bed above his face watched me and smiled; I looked back at her with a big grin, one that said, 'Thank you for letting me touch your man's cock.' I was surprised when she bent down so her face was level with it.
Looking at me she said, 'You can suck it if you like.'
I gasped and thought, 'Fuck, this is decision time.'
I didn't expect this right now. I looked at her, still with his cock in my hand, and she whispered, 'Go on now.'
I knelt down and licked his shaft then up around the head. Should I just give a few licks and leave? Should I fill my mouth with his cock? Passion overtook me and I sucked him completely. Then I pointed it at his woman. She took his cock from me, and I was glad, because I was not mentally prepared to suck him off to climax.
Randy and I walked away, then he held me close from behind, and whispered 'You just sucked a stranger with a bunch of people watching!'"
That was the end of her lengthy email. At first it felt a bit strange to read this, but I reminded myself that Anita was offering me all these lurid details. I hadn't asked for them. She had already said that she was an exhibitionist, and here she was describing in real time how she had sucked a stranger's stiff dick at a sex club. I read it again a few more times for good measure.
If Anita was the exhibitionist, then I was the voyeur!
****
Since I enjoyed reading about Anita and Randy's sexual adventures, it seemed reasonable that other Literotica fans would too. The way she was telling the story- and I've used her words almost verbatim- seemed a perfect fit for the Exhibitionist and Voyeur section. It was time to make my intentions clearer to my source.
"Hi Anita.
I got both of your recent recollections of those wild days. Thanks for all the detail. It makes for great reading- and I learned a lot about how these places operate- the rules, etc.
Here's what I'm thinking. It's a realistic story, and if you have information about the second visit I could build this into a 5000 word stand-alone for Literotica. Something like 'Anita and Randy Visit a Swingers' Club.' What do you think?"
Would I receive anything further from Anita, now that she knew I wanted to feature her in a full piece? It is one thing to email a stranger about your secrets, but it is quite another to see them paraded in front of thousands of readers on the Internet. I guess I should know, right?
It was asking a lot, and frankly, I was prepared to just let go of the idea. I really thought that this might just be the end of it. Anita had obviously enjoyed telling me about Night One, but I didn't really expect to hear anything more.
Once again, I was completely mistaken!
"Hi. I hope that I'm not being a nuisance to you... but your Sharon stories have brought up so many memories for me.
On the second night we went back to the club and noticed more action- but how could we know if a couple swapped or if they were just fucking their own partner. I mean, fucking was going on everywhere and we couldn't keep track of who came with who. At this point, nobody had approached us or tried to reach out to us by touching.
As the night went on about 90% of the couples were completely naked like we were. A few women still wore thongs or sexy panties. There were cocks out everywhere and I think I looked at every one. Randy couldn't say anything because he was looking at all the boobs and pussies."
When I started to read Anita's 'report' on her second night at the club, I could see that she and Randy had talked it over and decided to step way out of their first night comfort zone. She was relating the night from her own perspective, and I was surprised as I read on. She seemed to be the one who took the lead.
"In one area there were two rows, of all things, church pews. They faced each other with a walking area between them. We put our towels down to sit and rest a while. As I looked up and down the benches, couples were giving blow jobs, finger fucking, touching, grabbing, kissing.
The couple across from us and down a bit- she was sitting on her partner's lap, her legs spread wide. I could see his cock peeking out between her legs, and she was having full-on masturbation time. The man behind her was playing with her tits and pulling her nipples. OMG, it was hot to watch! Sometimes I had to pinch myself and realize all that was happening around us. It's just not an everyday experience.
Seating was limited and the couple next to us got up and left. Another couple quickly took their place. On a whim I put my leg over Randy's and moved my other one closer to the man next to me. So now I was spread for a good view by others."
Anita went on to describe in considerable detail how she took the lead while many others watched. She was indulging in her exhibitionist fantasies, with her husband's full consent and active participation. And she seemed to be reliving it with the telling- her exposure, her emotions. It was lurid stuff!
"The man next to me readjusted so that his leg was touching mine. I froze and thought, 'OMG, here it is! Something is going to happen, but that's why we came here.' He introduced me to his wife, and I noticed her hand on his cock. Randy was watching this unfold and had no objection. The guy began rubbing my thigh and I spread my legs farther apart- I am such a slut!
First his little finger brushed up against my pussy, then more fingers. I put my hands out to the sides to steady myself, and my left hand landed on his thigh. My husband had turned slightly and was squeezing my breast, playing with my stiff nipple.
My emotions were at an all-time high. I was naked with all these strangers. My thighs were spread wide, and my pussy was on display for everyone. My husband was squeezing my tits, and a stranger had his finger up my pussy. I was very wet and excited. Talk about a rush!



But that was not the end of it.... Oh sorry. I have to go now. I'll finish this later. Bye."
It was an interest-grabbing story, and the attention to small detail suggested to me that this really happened. If I had written the piece, it would be loaded with descriptive adjectives and adverbs to gloss it up. But Anita was just rolling out the events step-by-step as they took place. It was straight first-person narrative, and I wanted to read more.
Would Anita email me again to finish up her 'report' on Night Two at the swinger club? I certainly hoped so, even though there was already plenty of material for a good piece, a full story for Literotica.
****
I didn't need to wait very long to find out about the rest of the visit to the swinger club. The next day the remainder of the story was waiting for me in my in-box. Either Anita and Randy lived in a distant time zone, or else she was a night owl. Her emails almost always arrived in the wee hours of the morning while I was sound asleep.
"Hi. Me again to tell you about how our night ended at the club. I was sitting beside this man who had his finger in my pussy while my husband Randy was at my boobs.
Anyway, the guy's wife got up and stood in front of her husband. She lifted one leg to the bench seat, and she was pulling her labia, exposing herself. Her husband reached up and started to play with her pussy, fingering her.
This guy was a busy boy- two hands in different pussies. I wasn't close to cumming but certainly very wet and excited. My attention wandered to watching this guy finger fuck his wife- after all, it was right there in front of me. Watching her pull up her clit hood and expose her clit more; watching his finger disappearing into her. Exciting!...
I noticed she was caressing her nipples. Then she leaned into me and gently cupped my breast. I let out an 'Mmmm' sound, so she continued. Randy was on one breast and she was on the other. How wonderful is that? She squeezed my boob and ran her thumb over my nipple. I was really beginning to get turned on, but this took it up a notch."
Now Anita had my full attention because girl-girl stories are my favourites. (There goes another secret!) If you've read my Sharon series you'll know that. The model had rousing sex with characters Liana, Gwen, Joannie, and Antonetta on different occasions. I read on eagerly about the erotic experience that Anita enjoyed with the woman next to her at the swinger club.
"I wanted to touch her and moved my hand from her husband's cock to her thigh. He took the hint and removed his finger from her pussy. She knew exactly what was going on and smiled when my fingers ran across her pussy.
As my fingers played with her and rubbed her clit, our eyes met. We looked at each other for what seemed like forever, but in reality I suppose it was only seconds. Either way, we had a moment of real connection....
Then I stood up and the guy's wife turned to me. We embraced and kissed. Randy told me later that everybody on the benches or walking past stopped to watch, but I was too absorbed in the moment....
Our bodies pressed against each other, our kisses lingered. Our eyes locked onto one another again as our hands made their way between us. We started to finger each other, and took turns sucking on the other's nipples."
As I read what Anita had written, I had a clear mental image of what the two of them were doing at that moment. There were no wasted words here, just a direct account of what seemed real. I could see it almost as well as the people sitting on the church pews around her. And it only got bolder.
"We were going at it pretty hot and heavy, with her hands all over my ass cheeks, squeezing them. Then she did something that almost put me over the top. She put her fingers as close as she could between my cheeks and pulled them apart. Then she scraped her long fingernail across my ass. Fuck! I almost died!
I immediately returned the favour, and ran my finger down her crack. When I reached her hole I pushed my finger firmly against it and she jumped.
After that we continued as people around us watched. Slowly we wound it down, and the watchers went back to their own fun. We both loved the moment, but decided to stop. I don't think either of us wanted to cum right in front of a crowd. I didn't know what Randy would think of it either.
And that's about it."
I wrote back to Anita almost right away, still breathing hard from what I'd just read.
"Thanks for this. Another hot bit of material for your story. I've already started working on it, on and off. Some writing, but mostly working out point-of-view and things like that. I'll probably use what you've sent me pretty directly. You tell the story well. Send me anything else you'd like me to work with."
I had everything that I needed to move ahead, and so long as I didn't use real names and places, Anita had given me the go-ahead.
But there was still more to come.
****
I set the emails from Anita aside for about a week while I was working on something else. I had every intention of telling her story... eventually... but she must have wanted to move things along faster. Another late-night email appeared in my In-box, entitled 'One Last Memory.'
"To 1fastguy
Your last chapter could end up with this.
It was about 1:30 AM, and we were ready to leave to go back to our hotel when we ran into the same couple we played with earlier. We chatted a bit, telling them we're vacationing and visiting the wild side. Then she grabbed my hand and wrote her phone number on my forearm.
She said, 'We live about 45 minutes from here and have a private yard with a pool and hot tub. Give us a call 'cause we would love for you to come over for a relaxing time by the pool. We'd have a cook-out, some drinks... no expectations except a good time. We've already seen each other naked, so no need to bring swimwear.'"
Then my source gave me final instructions.
"Leave off our names and write your story. Tell me when it's on the site so we don't miss it. Anita"
Perfect! Maybe there's another story to tell here? But I still hadn't written the first one yet, so I set to work on it right away.
As I developed this piece, I asked myself if somebody was just stringing me along. Maybe some guy was passing himself off as a woman, though it certainly appeared to reflect a female perspective. Perhaps a joker was having a good laugh at my expense, though Anita seemed sincere enough. However, the Internet can be a risky place. I may have been taken for a ride, completely fooled by what seemed to be real. You can judge that for yourself.
Despite these concerns, I decided to accept the story at face value and relay it. I enjoyed reading the steady stream of emails, raw portrayals of sexual experimentation, presented here virtually word-for-word. They had a worldly 'been there; done that,' feel about them.
I thought that others might like Anita's report too, an expose of the goings-on inside a swinger club from a 'first-timer'- a close look at a world most people will never experience. Assuming that Anita is authentic, she is my only encounter with someone who has actually dabbled in this lifestyle.
But, if she is not... well...
I hope that you enjoyed being taken for a ride every bit as much as I did!
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Jaguar's Andean Experience transports tourists to ancient sites across Peru.
In Chapter 1, "Jaguar's Curse", an especially obnoxious passenger, Wayne Rasmussen, is badly injured in a fall at one of the sites. Was it an accident or had Jaguar's secret incantations caused it?
In Chapter 2, "Marina's Choice", Rasmussen's wife must decide whether to return to America or continue the tour. Again, Jaguar appeals to the spirit world to shape her decision. And, he finds a new passenger, one who leaves Jag wondering if it was a big mistake.
Chapter 3, "A Shining Path", features that traveler, Lorenzo Martinez, who is in fact a wanted domestic terrorist using the tour group as a means for escape to Bolivia. Jaguar must find a way to have him taken down without any harm coming to his other passengers.
I invite you to read these stories before or after Chapter 4, which is the final chapter in the series. Please rate the series or comment. Thanks.
It was early morning and Jaguar was having one of those wonderful dreams. A beautiful woman was sprawled across him, her warm body pressed tightly against his. Her bare breasts rested on his chest and one of her legs was wrapped over his. She was nuzzling into his neck, then kissing his cheek. It almost seemed to be real. Then he opened one eye, and it was!
"How's my man feeling this morning?" Marina whispered seductively.
"Good," then looking down at her skin against his, he upped that to "Great, in fact!"
"I can see, Jag. Is all of that for me?" she teased, glancing down at his groin, "We have some time before breakfast, you know."
"Sure. Wait a minute 'til I brush my teeth."
"I'll save you the trouble with a hero's wakeup."
With that, Marina reached down for his stiff member. She gripped it tightly, then swung one leg over him, taking a kneeling position on either side of his body. Slowly she lowered herself until their bodies were locked together. This was how she meant to wake up her hero.
"Just lay back and enjoy this, baby. You deserve it!"
Jag couldn't remember ever being awakened this way before, and he already hoped that it would happen again! There was one problem though- afterward he felt ready to go right back to sleep.
"Wake-up sleepy-head!" Marina admonished as she pulled him from bed and into the bathroom. "You shower first and then it's my turn. Too bad that little enclosure isn't big enough for both of us!"
As Jaguar was drying himself, he could hear Marina in the shower humming a Peruvian song he had been playing frequently in the Mercedes. His mind began to wander, thinking about how much he enjoyed having her here with him. She was sweet and warm- just delightful. Too bad the tour would be finished in about a week and she'd be going back to the U.S. There was something special about Marina that made him wish that she could stay in Peru.
When the two of them came downstairs for breakfast, the other four passengers were already there. Mike looked at Jaguar with pleading eyes.
"Finally! Jag, these three have been at me since last night about what happened in front of the basilica yesterday. I told them everything I know, which isn't much at all. Help me out here!"
"OK, fire away, one at a time," Jaguar smiled.
Chloe: "Why did the police shoot Lorenzo just after we pulled away?"
"That wasn't his real name- he was using a stolen passport. He was a wanted man, using the tour bus to escape into Bolivia."
Zezy:" But why would he be shot down in cold blood like that?"
"He was a Shining Path terrorist, a radical group that killed at least thirty thousand people in Peru. They wanted him dead or alive."
LeeAnn: "How did you know all that?"
"I overheard him on his phone a few times to a contact in Bolivia. I gave his name to a police friend in Lima. He ran a check and found out who Lorenzo really was- Julio Gutierrez, domestic terrorist and drug exporter."
Chloe: "Mike said he had a gun. We all could have been killed!"
"That's why I pulled away from the basilica the moment he was dropped off. I thought the police might just cut him down like that, and I didn't us to be part of it."
Then Marina spoke up.
"Jaguar is a hero, though he won't admit to it. I knew about this a few days ago, and he told me that he didn't want any harm to come to us. The way he worked it out, Gutierrez, Martinez, whoever he was, went down without any of us being hurt." Then she surprised him by turning and kissing his cheek, "Thanks, Jag."
Everyone broke into cheers, adding their own thanks for how he had handled a potentially fatal situation. Jaguar was embarrassed by the recognition and stepped away to get some coffee. When he returned, everyone was grinning at him. He figured that it was as good a time as any to plunge into a little talk about what lay ahead, another normal day for the tour group's new hero.
****
In a short time, they were on their way to Tiwanaku, a temple complex located a few miles south of Copa, within sight of the sacred lake, Titicaca. Like most temple sites, it was built high on a prominent mountaintop. The minibus chugged slowly but surely up the twisting road leading to the place. The air was thin and the sky a bright blue, so intense that it hurt the unprotected eye. The morning air was still cold because they were more than 12 000 feet above sea level!
Eventually the tour group was standing in front of stone temple buildings almost two thousand years old. It was the centre of a once-great capital city of the flourishing Tiwanaku civilization, a people who dominated southern Peru and Andean Bolivia, expanding their power through conquest.
Jaguar put the Tiwanaku into context for his travelers by telling them about the Five Ages in Inca cosmology. In the first ages, the creator god Viracocha and other gods ruled the world from the islands in nearby Lake Titicaca.
" By the fourth age, Viracocha had formed the early civilizations," Jaguar told them. "They included all the societies you've seen so far, including the Tiwanaku, where we are standing now." He continued.
"Then, in the fifth age, Viracocha created the Inca, who spread their civilization along the Andes by conquering other groups, bringing them their beliefs. That final age ended with the Spanish conquistadores and their Christianity."
"Is that as far as the Inca ages go? I mean, their ancestors still live here, don't they?" Mike asked.
"You're right. The Inca believed that there would be a revival. Their cruel Spanish masters would be thrown off, and the last Inca emperor, Inti Raymi, whom they had executed, would rule again."
"But if they beheaded the Inca ruler, how could he return?" Zezy wondered.
"The Inca buried his head in the belief that it would grow again, like plant seeds do. Just water it and 'Voila!' Inti returns."
They all laughed, but no-one was more absorbed in the story than Marina. Initially keen to learn about ancient Peru, she had become fascinated by the Andean past. Perhaps her growing interest was fed by her continual close contact with Jaguar; however, it seemed to go beyond that. She found that her own thought was changing.
Back in Wisconsin, Marina's life had shaped itself within the narrow confines of marriage to Wayne. His increasingly demanding temperament hemmed her in and limited her perspective. Here in Peru, she felt free, able to see the world on her own terms. Like the sixth age, the predicted Inca revival, she had overthrown him and reasserted her own power. Now she wanted to learn all she could about the ancient world around her.
"Go look around the site for the next few hours," Jaguar told them. "Be careful and don't climb up on any walls or high places. We've had enough bad falls for one trip, right?"
"No more Waynes!" Marina joked, and everyone knew she meant it at different levels.
"The Tiwanaku were excellent builders. Look closely at the walls they put up, and remember, this was all hewn out of rough stone pieces using the simplest of tools. They didn't find them so perfectly cut."
They were all set to go when Jaguar raised his voice to say something more.
"One more thing. Watch for stone carvings like those you've seen before. We'll talk more about those after. I'll use the whistle to call you back to the bus for hot coffee. OK, enjoy the place."
Exploration of Tiwanaku was different for Marina than any of the other sites thus far in the tour. This time she noticed that Jaguar set out with her, rather than staying back, then moving between small groups. They were a team now, their growing affection for each other evident to all the others. Marina was as happy to have Jag by her side as he was to accompany her.
"I'm glad that you're spending time with me, Jag, but I hope you'll help the others too. It makes their visit better when you steer them to things they might otherwise miss. Give them some time."
Jaguar smiled. That was one thing he liked about Marina- she cared about others.
"Tell you what. We can do that together. I have this crazy thought about us doing this together from here on in."
What did he mean by those words? Was Jag referring to the rest of this tour, with about another week to run? Or was he thinking beyond that, about the two of them in the future?
Marina didn't really concentrate much on Tiwanaku for the next little while as she pondered his meaning. The words had set her to wondering if there was a future for them after the end of the tour. She already knew that she would find it hard to leave Peru and return to America- for a variety of reasons.
They moved together between groups, taking in the bubbling enthusiasm, with Jag patiently directing his people to go here or there to see something more. Marina could see how much he enjoyed his work, even after having been here countless times. He seemed more like a teacher than a tour guide to her.
After a time, the two of them went back to the Mercedes to set up the portable stove. They brewed coffee and warmed up some Peruvian snacks Jaguar had brought along for the group. Marina took the time alone to talk more about "from here on in."
"The tour is over in a week, isn't it, Jag. Then what?" she asked, a broad question that invited many answers.
"Then, after a couple of days in Cuzco, I meet my next group there at the airport there, and I take pretty much the same trip in reverse order for three weeks."
"Do you just keep going back and forth endlessly? It must be tiring?"
"It is. When I get to Lima about a month from now, I'll hunker down and recharge for about four weeks before doing two more groups. Those are already starting to fill up now."
"Like an endless wheel, isn't it?" Marina commented.
"Yes. Sometimes it feels like it," Jaguar said a bit sadly.
"And your life back in Lima. Anybody there for you?"
"Nothing really. Some friends. Business contacts. The company."
Jaguar conveniently neglected to mention that some of his friends were other women, like his hot neighbour, Miranda and museum expert, Elena. He had been intimate with both of them, and others too, always the stealthy jaguar.
"Have you ever thought beyond that, Jag?" she asked, looking for meaning in his eyes, and finding what she searched for there.
"I have to admit it, Marina. Lately I've been thinking that way."
"Is that what you meant when you said we'd do things together from here on in?"
"Well... I guess maybe I did, Marina."
"Let's both keep those happy thoughts! Oh... everything is ready now, so blow the whistle."
Over a hot drink and some food, Jaguar talked with the group about what they'd seen and what it meant.
LeeAnn: "We saw the Staff Diety god carved into stone above the entrance into the temple. It looked just like the one we saw at Huari, the Wari city ruins."
Chloe: "And there were carved three-dimensional heads arranged all along the temple walls, so maybe they were a decapitation cult, like other places."
Mike: "But they were much better builders than the Wari. Those stone blocks were cut so perfectly that a piece of paper wouldn't fit between them. I tried it!"
Zezy: So, they were like the Wari in some ways but different in others, right Jag? Why?"
The tour leader smiled and commended them on their observations and conclusions.
"You got a lot out of this place because everything you say is true. The Wari and the Tiwanaku were both great powers who extended their empires by conquest about the same time. One was in the north, the other in the south, with a sort of 'No Man's Land' between them.
The Wari and Tiwanaku were the same in their beliefs. Both had the Staff Diety and both were decapitation cults, with ritual sacrifice to satisfy the gods around them. Volcanoes and earthquakes, the weather, the cycle of food crops- all of these gods had to be kept happy."
Afterward, they returned to their hotel and met for a festive meal to wrap up their time in Bolivia. Tomorrow they would be returning to Peru, their destination the ancient Inca capital city, Cusco
.
****
"This is like heaven, isn't it?" Marina whispered, and Jag had to agree.
"Yes. We're so good together."
"I've been thinking the same thing myself- a lot," she admitted, waiting for Jag to pick it up, but, to her disappointment, he just lay there deep in thought.
They had been making love again that last night in Copa, trying to be quiet in a room sandwiched between the other two the group was occupying. So, they took it slowly and gently this time, making it last. Times like this with Marina were unlike anything Jag had ever known, except with his late fiancee so many years before.
Gentle as it was, their passions soon bubbled up. Then they were locked together, on their way to nirvana. Jaguar was her man now and Marina gave herself completely, holding nothing back. He felt the same way, loving her with unabated energy, while her strong body pushed back against him. Soon, both were sated, their strength sapped by the intensity of their desire.
Jaguar wanted this to last. But there was only a week left. He decided to leave the matter in the hands of the jaguar god that had come through for him many times before. He quietly rose from the bed when it seemed like Marina had fallen asleep. Sitting in the chair, he concentrated hard on the image of the Lanzon in the temple at Chavin de Huantar.
Then he began to chant softly.
"Marina debe quedarse."... Marina must stay.... "Marina debe quedarse."... Marina must stay.... "Marina debe quedarse."... Marina must stay.
Unknown to him, she stirred from her sleep at the sound of her name. She lay quietly listening to the Spanish phrase he repeated so often as his voice rose and fell. It sounded like a prayer, and Marina wondered what he might be asking for. When he finished, she pretended to be sleep as she lay for some time seeking meaning.
The drive from Copa to their final destination, Cusco, Peru was a long one, about ten hours along the length of the Altiplano, the high plains. Jaguar knew that his travellers were tiring now, after two weeks on the road. He was tired himself, especially from the tension of Wayne Rasmussen's serious injury the first week and Julio Gutierrez' execution by the police the second.
Apart from his growing attachment to Marina, it had been the trip from Hell. Could anything else possibly go wrong? Little did he know what was just around the corner.
When they arrived late in the evening, everyone went straight to their rooms and only a few of them came down to the cantina for some food. Jaguar always booked the best accommodation for the last nights of his tours. And, they'd be staying for three nights, taking day trips from the hotel the next few days.
When Jaguar went down to the front desk to get an extra key for Marina, he encountered an old friend. A good-looking, thirty-ish woman had come in for the night shift on the front desk. She spoke to him in Spanish.
"Hi Jaguar. Remember me? Two months ago. I haven't forgotten you!"
He did recall their time together, but had to glance at the plastic tag on her blouse to pick up the name.
"Oh, Mercedes.... Of course I remember you. I'm tired after a long drive today, so I'm not too sharp right now."
"I could help. Sounds like you could use a backrub or something...." she hinted with a knowing smile, and he recognized what that "something" meant from prior experience with her.
"No, I'll be fine, thanks. I came for an extra key for my lady friend."
Mercedes' manner instantly became chilly.
"Sure. Room number?"
"Same as mine, Ten."
Mercedes took the extra key from the slot behind her and dropped it onto the counter.
"There you go. Enjoy your stay in Cusco, sir."
The next morning at breakfast, Jaguar gave a run-down on the remaining days of the adventure. They were in the heart of the old Inca Empire, so most visits would focus on them now. There were two full days to explore the area in and around Cusco, using the bus.
Then after the next two nights in the mountain city, they would board the train to take them up the sacred Urubamba River valley, to the base of the peak upon which Machu Picchu is situated. Afterward, they'd return by train to Cusco, and fly back to Lima the next day.
The first stop of the day was right in the core of Cusco. The group was surprised when they reached an old Catholic church, Santo Domingo. First Jag had them walk around the outside of the building to examine its foundation. It seemed strange, but they quickly recognized the same precise fit of building stone which they had very recently seen at Tiwanaku.
"So, why do you think that the Spaniards would build their church right on top of the most important temple complex in Inca civilization?" Jag asked.
"To show domination over the Inca, I suppose. Their religion was replacing Inca belief," Marina answered quickly.
"That's not fair," Chloe challenged playfully. "Pillow talk!"
"Like you should point fingers, Chloe," Lee-Ann reminded her of her intimacy with Mike.
"Let's go inside and you'll see that quite a bit of the Inca temple complex remains in the church basement. It's a pretty amazing place, called The Sacred Corichanca."
Jaguar explained that Cusco was the capital of a huge Inca empire that flourished before the arrival of the conquistadores 600 years ago. Corichanca was the supreme ceremonial centre for the empire, a place once laden with silver and gold.
As they walked through the bottom of the church, they saw six big square worship chambers, each of which once held a large image of a different Inca god, including the creator, Viracocha, and the sun god Inti.
There were also special Temples of the Sun and the Moon. Jaguar told them that the Sun temple once had sheets of gold covering its walls, all taken by the Spanish. Between these two temples was a garden area with silver and gold statues showing life forms created by Viracocha.
"How do we know all this, Jag?" Mike asked.
"The Spanish recorded everything in great detail when they arrived. The Spanish king ordered that the local governors gather any information they could learn about these people."
"Yeah, enough to make them want to take it all for themselves, right?" Mike commented sarcastically.
"Yes, they did that, alright. And enslaved the Inca to work in silver mines."
Jaguar told them about the first contact between Spanish explorer Juan Pizarro and the Inca emperor, Atahualpa. Pizarro had his priest hand the emperor a Bible, while an interpreter explained that he must convert to the powerful God in the book. Atahualpa had thrown the Bible to the ground and pointed to the sun defiantly: "My god still lives!"
The Spanish had the last word. The emperor was captured and executed, after a room filled with gold and silver from Corichanca had been gathered for his ransom.



.
From the Church of Santo Domingo, the group walked to a nearby museum. The curator had a large map showing a big, crouching puma superimposed over the Inca plan for Cusco. Streets laid out more than seven hundred years ago followed the outline of the fearsome feline, and can still be seen today. The head of the puma was the hilltop fortress-temple of Sacsahuman, where they would be spending time after lunch.
The old Mercedes bus was struggling to climb the steep incline to reach the Inca stone remains high above Cusco. The diesel engine belched dark smoke as it neared the top. Then they were there, at the top of a rugged hill looking out across the city below. The stiff wind blowing up there carried away the dark stain which the minibus left in the clear air.
As the little group clambered out, they instinctively went to the side of the hill facing Cusco. Below them stretched the ancient puma's body. They could still see the sacred animal of the Inca sitting on its haunches in the street pattern of the old city. Roughly in the centre was the large green park near their hotel, and toward the tail stood Santo Domingo church and the Sacred Corichanca.
"Amazing view, eh Jag," LeeAnn commented.
"Yes. Imagine being up here at the end of June, the shortest day of the year in Peru. You'd see the festival of Inti Rami, celebrating the return of the sun, the coming Sixth Age of the Inca."
"Have you ever seen it?" Mike asked him
.
"Yes, a few times, but more of my tours are in the southern summer when it's warmer and brighter, like today."
"What's it like, Jag?" Zezy wondered.
"Like a big party, with some people in clothing like the Inca would have worn and others in their best. This honouring of the past has become very popular in the Andes in the past half century."
"I'd love to be there someday," Marina said.
"Maybe you will,"... Jaguar replied, his voice trailing off.
Behind them were the tiered cut stone remains of Sacsahuman fortress built to protect the imperial city. A temple also stood here, dedicated to Inti the sun god. The carefully hewn rocks fit together perfectly without mortar and had withstood the test of time and tremor in these mountains. After an hour looking around, the group re-boarded for the easier trip downhill to their hotel.
Later, the younger people were going out for supper and dancing, but Marina wanted to stay back. There was a conversation she needed to have with Jaguar, even though it wasn't going to be easy for him. They were alone in their room, nobody else around.
"Jaguar, we need to talk about something important. I know it's difficult."
"Oh, oh. What's it about?" he said, thinking she had some issue with her husband, Wayne.
"Can you tell me about your fiancee, Jag?"
His face went tight, the smile disappearing quickly.
"I don't like to go back there, Marina. It's so painful."
"You told me she was shot- in the wrong place at the wrong time. That was horrible!"
"Yes.... I had suggested we go for a walk. Gloria said it was night-time, that we shouldn't go, and.... " he stopped talking.
"Did you blame yourself afterward, Jag?"
"Yes, I fell into a very dark place. The guilt, the anger. Started to drink a lot. To smoke too much. I was lost for a while there."
"What brought you back?"
"A mestizo friend. He prayed to the ancient gods for me, then we both did. Slowly their magic healed me. After that I started to think about the future, not the awful past. I began the tour business then."
"So you still pray to them for help now, right?"
"Yes, and they answer me."
"What was she like, Jag? Can you tell me, or does it hurt too much?"
"Gloria was soft and kind. She was like you that way. A different woman, but that same good heart. That's what I see most in you."
Then Marina had an admission to make to Jaguar.
"Jag... with you, it's back to those bright days when Wayne and I were new. You're full of life and love, like he used to be many years ago."
"We're good for each other then."
"Yes, Jag. I think we're both finding what was lost."
****
About the same time, a trip disaster was unfolding- a missing passenger! It was Chloe Lamoureau, the young woman who had a good command of Spanish. She and Mike Edwardson had become very close during the trip, so close that they were sharing a room and a bed. They were inseparable- at least until tonight.
The two of them had gone to supper with the two other girls, Zezy and LeeAnn. From there, they all went to a casual nightclub, a place with plenty of other tourists. The two pairs had become separated in the noise and crush of the place, with guys busy trying to pick up single women, like Zezy and LeeAnn. At some point, Chloe and Mike became separated too. She went toward the toilets and never came back.
Mike spent the next hour frantically searching for her but came up with nothing. Zezy and LeeAnn weren't with Chloe, nor had they seen her for some time. He retraced their steps during the evening, and eventually ended back at the hotel, completely distraught.
He knocked on Jaguar's door and was met by the tour guide wrapped in a towel, obviously caught in the act. A look past his shoulder confirmed it, Marina probably naked, was in bed, clutching a sheet up to her chin.
"Sorry Jag. Chloe's missing! We got separated at a club and I haven't been able to find her."
Jaguar immediately became concerned.
"How long ago? Were the other two with you too?"
"They went off dancing with some guys, but there's a light on in their room, so they're probably back now."
"Wait a few minutes. I'll get dressed and we can both go back out to look for her."
"Thanks, Jag. We have to find her tonight."
But they never did. No-one had seen her. No-one could remember her from the hundred other young women who had been there tonight. They came back after midnight without Chloe. Marina was still awake, waiting for them to return, hoping she would be with them.
"What should we do now, Jag? We have to find her."
"Maybe you'd like to pray to your God for her?" he said off-hand. "So many ugly things could have happened to a pretty young woman like Chloe. It's a mean world under the surface."
"You're scaring me, Jag. Weren't you the guy who told us that the Peruvians were good people? Remember, when we first started out on this trip?"
"Yes, I did. But I should have used the word 'most'. Remember Lorenzo- Julio Gutierrez? He was an evil man!"
"Maybe YOU should pray for her, Jag!" Marina asserted firmly. "Don't think that I haven't heard you chanting phrases over-and- over again in Spanish. I don't know what you were saying, but I assume you were seeking some help or guidance from a higher power. Am I right?"
This surprised Jaguar and he thought for a moment before he replied.
"When did you hear me, Marina?"
"A couple of times. One of them was just the other night, after you thought that I'd fallen asleep. You know, after we had...."
"Yes, I do pray to the ancient gods," he admitted. "Especially to the jaguar that was sacred to the Chavin cult. That's where my nickname came from. I ask for the jaguar's help, and it often brings it to me."
"What were you asking for the other night, Jag? I heard you use my name over-and-over," she asked softly.
"I can't tell you because the magic is between me and the jaguar. If I do, it won't happen the way I want it to."
"Then will you pray to your jaguar god for Chloe's safety? Please."
"Look Marina, you can pray with me. I'll teach you the words; we'll smoke some weed for focus; then we'll pray for Chloe's return together. That's how we do a lot of things now. Alright?"
"Yes, Jag. I'd like that."
This was another step. Jaguar was inviting Marina into his secret world of myth and magic, and she accepted. She would learn to pray to the Chavin god. He wrote out the Spanish words, and had her practice how to pronounce them. He told her to try to picture a jaguar's face when they smoked, and then they would chant the prayer slowly, together. They clasped hands as they repeated the phrase over and over.
"Encuentra a esa chica."... Find that girl.... "Encuentra a esa chica."... Find that girl.... "Encuentra a esa chica."... Find that girl.
****
The next day they were scheduled to drive about an hour north to Pisac to visit the local market and explore some impressive Inca temple structures. Jaguar was torn between the tour and the missing person, but Mike told him to go ahead with the daytrip while he stayed back to continue the search.
Jaguar advised him to go to the central police station to report Chloe missing. That would bring a whole new level of search into play. He told Mike that they'd be back by late afternoon, since Pisac really wasn't very far away. Then the whole group could help out, if needed. Mike was fine with that, surprisingly optimistic that she would turn up today. Had he prayed to the ancient gods too?
Chloe was very much on Jaguar's mind as he went through the motions of conducting a normal daytrip. He drove about an hour to the old Inca town of Pisac, and brought the group to the vibrant local market, held three days every week.
People dressed in colourful traditional clothing offered piles of produce in one area. Other vendors had a mix of authentic local crafts and commercially made souvenirs for sale. The place was a riot of colour and commotion.
Their friend was in everybody's thoughts. There was a great deal of anxiety among the passengers, not the least of all with Jaguar. In fact, he was in an uncommonly sour mood. As the small group of four was about to walk through the market area, he firmly advised Zezy and LeeAnn to stick together, "no matter what!"
Then, as he and Marina moved on, examining the many crafts and souvenirs, Jaguar turned on her.
"This wouldn't have happened last night if you'd gone with the four of them like I wanted!" he said in anger.
"What! When did you ever suggest that? I don't remember that conversation at all!" she retorted.
"Maybe I just expected that you would, Marina. That I wouldn't even have to ask you. I thought you'd be keeping an eye on them," Jag shot back, not retreating an inch.
"What am I, their den mother now? That is not my job! You're running the tour, and I'm another paying customer. Since when did the safety of other passengers become my responsibility?" she said with anger. "Blame yourself, not me!"
The atmosphere was cold between the two of them after that. They may have been together at the market, but in their thoughts, they were far apart. About mid-day they met again with the other two for lunch, accompanied by some traditional Peruvian music for the tourists. Just as well. Conversation wasn't easy with the tension hanging over their heads.
Like he did during the Island of the Sun tour on Lake Titicaca, Jaguar forced himself into automatic mode for the afternoon tour of Inca sites in the mountains high above the town.
Almost immediately they noticed something they hadn't seen before, layer-upon-layer of terraced strips of land, right up the mountainsides. Each narrow field rose above the one below, supported by a low stone wall. There were dozens of terraces up there, precariously balanced between mountain and sky, the work of the Inca.
The major destination was the Inca temple of the sun and the nearby palace city. The way up was so steep that Jaguar parked the struggling minibus, and the four of them piled into a taxi. It was a good decision, for the narrow road twisted back and forth at crazy angles until they were well over 10 000 feet above sea level. The views down into the river valley below were dizzying.
At the top there was an amazing cluster of cut stone buildings, clearly the remains of an elevated temple, with many similarly built residential structures just below. Jaguar simply introduced the site and cautioned his people to be very careful as they explored it. At the moment, it was more important to him that Mike have success in his search for Chloe.
Jaguar was really in no mood to interact very much today. He felt weary, burdened by the responsibilities of leading a tour group. Besides, these damn Inca ruins were beginning to all look alike to him, more roofless rectangles of stone, more empty shrines of a once-powerful civilization.
"Maybe it's time to leave this goddam excursion life behind?" he said to himself. "Enough is enough! With my doctorate and first-hand experience, I could lecture at the university or work in a museum. No more flogging an old bus endlessly from Lima to Cusco and back again. No more tourists, always full of questions, always needing something. Hell! I've had it with this!"
By late afternoon, they were on their way back to Pisac by cab, and then to their hotel in the cooled down Mercedes. Out front they were met by Mike, clearly overjoyed with some good news.
"Jag! Jag! I found her! I found her!" he shouted as the bus pulled up.
"Where? Is she alright?" Marina shouted back with excitement.
"Yes. She's at the police station, in jail waiting for us to get her out!"
"In jail! Why?" Jag demanded.
"They picked her up last night beside the dance club. She says that she felt sick and went for some fresh air. Next thing she knew, the police wanted to see her passport."
"And then?"
"She left it at the hotel. Didn't have any identification with her. When they found that stash in her purse, they arrested her for possession."
"What stash?"
"The one she's built up. Says you've been giving it to her for helping us with Spanish translations."
Everyone looked at Jaguar accusingly. It was partly because of him that she was arrested! Yesterday's hero was suddenly today's zero, the guy who was responsible for landing Chloe in jail.
"The cops are waiting for you to see them to get her out. I've got her passport now."
"Jump in Mike. We'll go right now."
This suited everyone just fine because they were much relieved and anxious to have their friend back among them. No-one felt more relieved than Jaguar, but he knew that the police could be difficult. Chloe wasn't out of jail yet.
When the Peruvian police had picked Chloe up last night, sick and in possession of a bag of weed, with no identification, they brought her to the station for overnight lock-up. She could be a runaway. They decided to hold her until either someone came to claim her, or she was matched to missing person information. Jaguar spoke to the desk officer in Spanish.
"You have a young woman here, Chloe Lamoureau, picked up last night. I'm here with her passport. I'm her tour leader, out of Lima. Is she OK?"
"Si," then examining the passport carefully, the officer confirmed her identity.
"That's her. She had a little bag of marijuana in her purse. Against the law, you know."
"It was my fault, officer. I gave it to her to carry and forgot to get it back before she left for the nightclub."
"I see. Well, there wasn't much, and she had very little money, so she probably wasn't selling." Then he said quietly, "Come down the hallway with me so we can settle this matter."
Jaguar knew what was coming next. He just wondered how much the cop would ask for. He soon found out.
"So, this is your fault, eh," he whispered. "Going to Machu Picchu soon? I suppose you already have reserved tickets for the train, eh? And for the bus to the top too? A shame to be delayed, right, and lose all those expenses.... For two hundred fifty American I could close the file on her... just let her go with you."
"Si," was all Jaguar said, then turned his back to Mike to fish the bills from his wallet. A lot of money, but he knew that it could have been worse.
A few minutes later, a tired-looking Chloe rushed from the back hallway, right into Mike's arms. The terrible drama of the past day had come to a close.
That evening at supper, everyone wanted to know about Chloe's night in jail.
"What was it like? Did the guards give you a hard time? Were you scared? Were there dangerous people like Lorenzo in there with you?" The questions were endless.
"I spoke Spanish, so it wasn't as bad as it could have been for someone who didn't understand what was going on. There was a separate place for women and there were only a couple of others there with me. One was a sleazy hooker, the other was stoned.
I just sat in the corner so I could watch them. All the hooker did was complain about the cheap tourists and how her pimp always wanted more money from her. I fell asleep after they were quiet. I tell you, it was good to get out!"
"We're so happy to have you back. Jag and I prayed for you, and it worked out, " Marina said, and Mike listened carefully.
"A chant to the Peruvian spirits, I suppose?" he said, looking closely at Jaguar.
"Yes, to the sacred jaguar. We prayed together," Marina said. "You seem to know something about it, Mike?"
"I've heard him before, earlier in the trip. In fact, Chloe and I wondered if he put a curse on Wayne that caused his fall at Huari."
Everyone looked at Jaguar, and his eyes briefly flicked to one side. Maybe he had cursed Rasmussen, but he wasn't telling anyone. Marina was persistent.
"Well, Jag. Did you talk to the jaguar about my husband?"
"You know I can't say anything about what goes on between me and the spirit world, Marina."
And that was all he would say on the matter. Later that evening, Marina would be able to get more information when they were in bed.
"Marina, I'm sorry that I accused you of being responsible for Chloe's disappearance. She wasn't your responsibility."
"I know you were under a lot of pressure, Jag, and I'll forgive you. But first, you need to tell me if you cursed Wayne to fall and hurt himself. Did you?"
"No," he lied. "I always warn my people to be extra careful there. It's dangerous. By the time I spotted him, he was already up on a wall, his back to the edge, taking selfies. I didn't put him there. He fell on his way back down. If he had stepped backwards at the top, he'd be dead now, I'm sure."
Marina accepted that it could easily have been an accident, and that it could have been worse.
"The point is, Jag, he's back in Wisconsin now. And we're here in bed. It all worked out for the best, I think."
Then there was makeup sex, with the same intensity as their first time together in bed. The tension of the past twenty-four hours was gone. The apology for hostile words had been given and accepted. Jaguar and Marina made passionate love for the next hour before both fell asleep, exhausted by their efforts and by the earlier anxiety about their missing person.
****
The following morning, they all boarded the Mercedes once more, this time for a short drive to the railway station. They had reserved tickets for the Expedition Train, a four hour ride up the Urubamba River valley to Aguas Calientes, the departure point for buses up to Machu Picchu. This was the climax of the trip- Jag had saved the best for last.
The journey was comfortable and offered a slice of rural Peruvian life along the way. Spectacular scenery grabbed the travelers' attention, as they admired snow-capped mountains through the vista-windows that curved up into the roof. The train ran right beside the river at times and plunged through tunnels blasted through mountainsides. Colourful entertainers wandered through the railcars, working for tips. Time passed quickly.
It had been a difficult trip, fraught with tension and danger. Rasmussen's injury, Gutierrez' escape attempt, and Chloe's lock-up- they'd all taken their toll. Jaguar felt tired and worn, but the end was in sight, the goal so close.
Marina had become more-and-more fascinated by Andean myth and tradition. On the train ride to Aguas Calientes, Jaguar regaled her with Peruvian legends about the ancient gods and goddesses. One of them was Pacha Mama- the earth goddess who cared for plants and animals- worshipped long before the Inca.



She laughed when Jag described a bizarre Andean practice in which llamas are still ritually honoured by feeding them alcoholic bran and chica mash. Their shepherds get drunk too, and Pacha Mama is invited to join in the wild party!
Marina wanted to drink up more about the ancient spirit world of Peru. She was drawn to this country with its amazing history and legends, its multitude of past cultures and gods. She wasn't looking forward to returning to America- for many different reasons.
They would be staying in Aguas Calientes for just one night. Months ago, Jaguar had reserved special tickets that gave them entry to both Machu Picchu and the excellent museum in Aguas afterward. Then they'd board the train back to Cusco to stay a night before flying to Lima.
After the group had checked into their hotel, Jaguar gathered them together to prepare them for the trip highlight.
"Machu Picchu can be either the best part of your time in Peru, or the biggest disappointment. It is so popular that everything is highly regulated. Be ready for a 5:00 AM wake-upcall and a time limit on your stay at the top. This place is spectacular, but everybody wants to see it, so they need to move people through. Your visit is time-stamped, and we have the museum after, with a train to catch. Keep track of time tomorrow."
"Should we stay together as a group, Jag?" Marina asked.
"Yes, we can't have anybody miss the bus, the museum, or the train."
Everyone knew how stressful it had been with Chloe lost for a day, so all were quite agreeable with touring as a group of six. Jaguar continued with some background.
"Machu Picchu was an actual Inca city, not just a temple, or a fortress, or an observatory like some people may think. It was all those things and more. We'll gather first at a high place, a carved upright stone, its shadow used by priests to record the sun's movement and predict the future.
Even though it is crawling with tourists today, you'll be surprised to know that it had been virtually forgotten after the decline of Inca civilization. In 1911, an American explorer, Hiram Brigham, 're-discovered' it. Now it's on everybody's bucket list of places to visit before they die."
Later that evening, Jaguar and Marina lay talking about the day ahead.
"Jag, this is so exciting, but I'm sorry the trip is coming to an end."
"Yes, it went by quickly, even though there were a lot of problems this time around."
"Too quickly. Then it's over."
"Sounds like life, doesn't it?"
They stopped to ponder what Jag had just said. Then Marina spoke softly.
"It doesn't have to be that way."
"No.," Jaguar confirmed quietly. "This doesn't have to end."
****
Everyone was up very early. The tour group had tickets on the first bus that would be arriving at the top. Authorities had long ago eliminated any private traffic on the busy mountain road to Machu Picchu, Peru's most popular tourist destination. Only official buses could travel up to the complex, and only at certain times, to control the number of visitors at the site.
He had promised his group that the 5:00 o'clock wakeup would be worth it, just to experience the place before there were too many others on-site. He told them how the morning sun made Machu Picchu even more magical than it already was.
As soon as the tour bus dropped them off at the top, close to Machu Picchu, Jaguar led Marina to an elevated part of the complex. He seemed to know where he wanted to go, so she followed along close behind him, the rest of his tour group in their wake.
Then he beckoned Marina to come with him as he stepped up to the top of a prominent flat area, centred by the large upright stone he talked about last night. From there, the two of them looked out over the towering peaks that jutted up on every side. The view was incredible, breathtaking- even more so in the rarified, crystal-clear morning air at this elevation.
The rest of the group climbed onto the platform to take in the spectacular scenery too. The sun was coming across the neighbouring peaks and falling on the raised stone platform. It seemed like they were frozen in time at a moment when the Inca would have gathered to worship the sun god, Inti.
Jaguar took her hand, clasping it tightly. Then, he looked down into her smiling face. This was the moment. There was no better time or place on Earth for this. He had been thinking on it for several days, and there would be no going back now. Mike Edwardson had his camera ready.
Then Jaguar spoke to Marina in an uncommonly serious voice.
"The Inca called this stone Intihuatana, the place of their sun god, the Hitching Post of the Sun."
Marina looked into his eyes, wondering. Suddenly, Jaguar lifted their clasped hands skyward, as if to communicate with the rising sun streaming into their faces.
Then he asked, "Will you stay with me, Marina? For as long as Inti shines down on us?"
She looked up into his eyes, her own beginning to cloud over. This was all she wanted now- to be with this fascinating man. He had captured her heart as completely as his Andean Experience had stolen her soul.
"I will, Jag. Absolutely!... I will!"
Thanks for reading Andean Experience. I had a blast researching and writing this virtual adventure to a place I've always wanted to see. I hope you had a good seat on the tour bus. 1fastguy
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The Marquis de Sade
Vanessa Wordsworth began to join building superintendent James Talmann for coffee on the weekends. After some very satisfying sexual time-travel encounters with him, she found the man increasingly good company.
He was amazing in bed, proven by their time together in ancient Sumeria and Egypt. And he was committed to preserving the past as it really was, not the way contemporaries were always trying to reshape it. Furthermore, he was genuinely interested in her history classes.
"What have you been teaching about lately, Vanessa?" he asked one Saturday morning.
"The students are interested in book-burnings, and ways that authority has tried to prevent free speech."
"Great topic! Right at the core of the problem as I see it."
"I suppose it always went on, didn't it? Long before Nazi Germany."
"Yes. Censorship was a way that governments aimed to limit free thinking. It is still widespread today; like, Internet control in China."
"Any past examples you can think of James?"
"Hmm.... The Marquis de Sade comes to mind right away. Did you know that he spent a lot of time on the run because of his ideas and practices?"
"I'm not surprised. He was a real sadomasochist."
"Yes. His free-thinking views were considered so dangerous in France that he spent plenty of time in hiding or in prison. Read about him. You might find his life story and books very interesting."
"Yeah, right. I suppose you'd be the Marquis if Marie and I time-travelled?"
"Absolutely not. I didn't live in that time and place. I assure you."
"In that case I might read about him. But first I'll ask Marie if she's interested or not."
Of course she was.
****
That evening Marie arrived with her familiar overnight bag, ready for another adventure through the Power of Words. Vanessa had told her they'd be reading about the Marquis de Sade, but that didn't deter her friend. She was enjoying her time-travel experiences a great deal because she was one of the resurrected dead herself, something Vanessa had discovered in ancient Egypt. Now Marie was eager to live in times and places which she had missed along the way.
It was time to bring out the old book again. Both were curled up comfortably on the sofa, wine glasses in hand, ready for another experience. Now customary, they wore sheer gowns over their naked bodies, fully aware that they would soon be fucking people from the past. "Who?" and, "How much?" were the exciting questions as they opened the book and began to read:
.... "Count Donatie-Alphonse-Francois de Sade (1740-1814) came from a high-placed family. But he seethed and fermented with sexual imagery and desires. After an affair involving four girls he was sentenced to death for crimes of poisoning and sodomy. He escaped, was captured, then released, and fled to Italy....
.... He was imprisoned after having published 'Justine' (1791) and 'Juliette' (1792). They were novels of sexual experience, normal and abnormal; the author preferred the abnormal, and spent his considerable literary skill in defending it. All sexual desires, he argued, are natural and should be enjoyed with clear conscience, even deriving erotic pleasure from the infliction of pain. In this last sense he became immortal. He spent the last years of his life in various prisons, wrote clever plays, and died in an insane asylum...."
Will and Ariel Durant, The Story of Civilization, XI, NY: Simon and Shuster, 1975, 'Sexual Morality', p. 132)
The phrases from the old book swirled in the air, curling in a slow downward spiral, carrying Vanessa and Marie with them. The words echoed in their minds. Vanessa and Marie were helpless to resist the suggestive phrases and images that the book conjured up, their brains succumbing completely to the Power of Words.
"Seethed and fermented with sexual imagery and desires."
"Seethed and fermented... with sexual imagery... "
"Seethed and fermented..... with sex..... "
"Seethed and fermented....... "
Were the spiraling words descending into Hell, the home of de Sade, dragging the two women to the depths of sexual degradation? For the first time since the barbarian hordes invaded Rome, Vanessa felt fear about this journey. Were they destined to meet the Marquis and undergo some horrible torture at his hands? Or would he exquisitely balance pleasure and pain to give them sex like they'd never dreamed of before?
Then they stood shivering- with fear and excitement- in some damp, dark place built of stone. There was neither sound nor colour, just a dark and sullen atmosphere which seemed to deaden their senses. They began to search for a door, even a window by which to get out, but they found none. Then there were heavy footsteps echoing in the distance.
"Listen Vanessa," Marie whispered nervously, "someone is coming this way."
"Yes, over there. Maybe there's a corridor behind that panel?"
The footsteps stopped, very close now, in the direction of the panel. A hidden door suddenly swung inward, and a blazing torch blinded their eyes. Then a dark figure reached up to mount the torch into an iron ring on the wall. The women could see a tall, slim man, all in black, most of his facial features hidden in the shadows beneath his brimmed hat. He spoke in an ominous, low voice.
"Justine and Juliette, I've been waiting a long time for you to return. Follow me up to my chambers where you'll be much more comfortable."
"Who are you?" Vanessa asked in a trembling voice.
"You don't know me? I know you so well. Intimately, one could say. I am the Marquis de Sade, of course. I brought your stories to the world. Come with me now," he ordered.
Marie whispered to Vanessa: "Justine and Juliette? Does he think that we're the title characters from his books?"
Vanessa nodded agreement, then gathered her courage to challenge the Marquis.
"Will you harm us if we come with you?"
"Harm you? No, but I will give you pleasure like you have not known since I wrote your stories. I assure you that you will not regret coming to my chambers." Then he added in a calming voice, "Please, follow me. You have travelled far. I have refreshment and entertainment for you."
What choice did they have? That door appeared to be the only way out of the dark, damp room- a dungeon of sorts. The women had no idea what lay beyond the room, even if they did somehow escape. The Marquis was offering the only exit, and they must take it.
As they trooped behind de Sade along a curving stone corridor, it seemed like they were in a castle or fortification of some kind. The corridor and a few short flights of stairs gradually led upward. Then, after walking about a hundred paces, he pressed something on the wall and another door swung inward. Stepping through it, all three stood in a luxurious room, with a deep crimson carpet and erotic wall hangings. The colours suggested an overall effect of Hell.
"You are welcome in my chateau."
He pulled a cord, and moments later a impeccably dressed butler arrived.
"Yes, Master?"
"Fetch us red wine- a large carafe to begin with. Four goblets. And summon Mistress."
"I think it's Ali," Marie whispered as she studied the butler before he left.
At that point, the Marquis turned to them and with a flourish, removed his hat, followed by his black cape. A glimmer of recognition slowly came to Vanessa. As she studied his height, his hair, the moustache, and the curve of his cheek, there was a familiarity. Of course! The man who had just moved into the apartment building with a woman. He had been the Marquis de Sade!
It occurred to Vanessa that it might not have been a good idea to ask the superintendent to find some new resurrected dead for the building. The master of sexual torture was not the kind of man she had in mind!
Vanessa and Marie wished that they knew more about the stories of Justine and Juliette mentioned in the old book. They were aware that the novels contained normal and abnormal sexual experiences, evidently wicked enough that the author was tossed into jail for his perversity. The tales of the two women mixed pleasure and pain, a combination which de Sade believed 'natural', enjoyable. Would he be inflicting some of this upon them tonight? They cringed.
In a short time, the Mistress and the wine arrived. She kissed de Sade passionately and he caressed her almost bare breasts before dropping his hand to her shapely hips. The butler left and the two pairs faced one another. De Sade and his Mistress were the picture of evil: him in black, her in blood red.
They made a fine pair, de Sade hulking, haughty and handsome; Mistress slender, sexy, and stacked. The woman seemed familiar, probably the wife or girlfriend who had recently moved into the apartment building with de Sade. But Vanessa had been so preoccupied with the guy on moving day that she couldn't be sure.
"Mistress, we have special guests tonight. Old friends of mine whom I know very well. Justine and Juliette, two sisters whose lives are known to so many through my hand. That one is Justine," he said, bowing his head to Vanessa, "And she is Juliette. Sisters, this is my favourite Mistress.
The three women smiled at each other, Justine and Juliette admiring Mistress' striking velvet gown. In the style of the times, it scooped very low in the front, revealing most of her ample breasts. In fact, the upper half of each aerole was on display, almost to the tip itself!
"You stare at my bosom. Am I too exposed for your tastes? De Sade prefers that I should be less modest, not more," and she turned to look into his eyes.
"Yes, my little whore. You must not hide what nature has given you," he smiled, and reached forward with both hands to slide the top of the dress down so that her unrestrained firm tits were perched naked above her lowered neckline.
"There, my sweet slut. So much better. Does she not have beautiful tits? And her nipples are succulent. She loves to have them stimulated, don't you Mistress?"
She only smiled again and nodded affirmatively, all the while watching for Justine and Juliette's reaction.
De Sade reached forward and boldly took each nipple between his fingertips, pulling and rolling them firmly. Mistress closed her eyes and moaned softly, clearly enjoying what he was doing to her in front of his guests. After a few minutes he released his grip, leaving her pink flesh projecting out significantly. Mistress pushed her chest forward proudly, before adding:
"It is expected that a woman undress this way in this chateau. Lower your tops now to show us your delights." Sensing some hesitancy, she added in a soft voice, "You must do so to please your host tonight."
The sheer gowns which Vanessa and Marie wore for this journey were readily adaptable to this style of undress. They looked at each other, shrugged, and untied enough of the stays which held up their gowns to release their unsecured breasts. The Count and his Mistress closely examined both women.
"Your nipples are lovely, Justine," the Marquis noted. "Ripe fruit on the tree is to be tasted, no?" He continued, "Mistress, you may enjoy Juliette's bounty now too."
What followed took Vanessa and Marie completely by surprise. First the Marquis, then his whore, lowered their heads to suck one nipple while they rolled the other in their fingers. The guests could feel themselves becoming warm as their sensitive skin was subjected to such pleasurable treatment. Then, at almost the same time, both of them yelped. They'd been lightly bitten, right on the tip! Their hosts were not apologetic.
"Justine and Juliette, you of all people know that pleasure and pain are both natural," the Marquis grinned devilishly. "And they mix so well. Fill your goblets and bring them to the next chamber with us. We have some stimulating entertainment to offer."
The new room was darker, with large candles burning in each corner, casting light through the shadows. As their eyes adjusted to the dim light, Vanessa stepped back, because two naked women were held by chains secured to rings along the side wall. Both might have been reasonably attractive, but they seemed poorly cared for. Their hair was tousled, and their bodies bore the red stripes of a whip. Were they prisoners of some sort?
"These are our sex slaves, bought from pirates," de Sade stated matter-of-factly. "They live only to pleasure us and our guests. The blonde takes it in the arse, and the red-head likes oral- perfect for me and my whore," he continued.
Then he went to the wall and released their chains, though Vanessa could see that they each still had a large ankle weight dragging from one leg. They would not be able to escape.
"Ah, my pretties. Our guests have come to see you perform tonight. Begin by showing how you love each other," he ordered, and reached for a little leather whip along the wall. "Step out into the light so our guests can see your lovely bodies."
Vanessa had her first good look at the sex-slaves and realized that they were the two room mates who had recently taken an apartment right next door to her! The red-head and the blonde- they were resurrected dead. However, the slaves didn't seem to recognize her because they hadn't met around the apartment building.
In short order, the two grasped together tightly and began to French kiss passionately. Apparently it wasn't enthusiastic enough for the Marquis, because he cracked his whip across the blonde's buttocks and gave an evil laugh. After that warning, they became much more animated in their movements, running their hands across breasts and between legs.
Then they fell to their knees facing the other, legs wide apart to make their pussies fully accessible while they kissed. As they roughly rubbed each other, Marie could feel herself becoming quite aroused by the wanton sexual display.
De Sade cracked his whip again, this time flicking the leather across the red-head's back. Perhaps it was a signal, because she fell to the floor as if in pain, while another snap brought the blonde down too. They lay head-to-toe and soon were locked together that way, sucking and kissing each other's sex. The sting of the whip across her back told the blonde on top to increase her efforts.
Both began to moan as they gorged themselves on womanly flesh. Marquis and Mistress, Justine and Juliette watched the spectacle with great interest, but before either slave came to orgasm, Mistress ordered them apart.
"You must prepare for our enjoyment and that of our guests. Remove our clothing and hang it neatly or you will be punished," she threatened.
Both cowered in a servile way as the blonde undressed the Marquis while the red-head tended to Mistress. The two time-travelers wore little and quickly took care of themselves. Soon all six people stood naked.
"You, on all fours sideways to our guests," de Sade ordered the blonde.
"On your back, legs apart," Mistress commanded the other, adding, "Justine and Juliette, you may join at any time. Or perhaps after we have finished with them?"
****
The following morning, Marie woke first, and showered to relax her tired muscles. She could tell that there had been a serious workout, and that she'd been thoroughly fucked last night. Then Marie remembered that they had travelled to the Marquis de Sade's chateau and realized that he must have dealt out some wild sex. However, she bore no marks of torture, though her nipples did feel very tender.
While she was toweling herself dry. Vanessa stumbled into the bathroom for her turn, mumbling, "Morning," and nothing more. Marie noticed right away that she was struggling, probably from some very rough sex. Her wrists both were rubbed raw, and when she turned to enter the shower, Marie could see numerous red stripes across her buttocks and shoulders.
She stood in the shower facing the water for a long time, seemingly trying to revive herself. When Vanessa turned around, she yelped loudly as the hot water contacted her whipped ass. Stumbling forward, she broke her fall by grabbing the towel bar, loosening it from the wall. She swore loudly, then turned the water temperature and pressure to a more soothing level. It had been a rough night for her with the Marquis.
Later, Marie made coffee and Vanessa stood in the kitchen to sip it while they talked.
"What happened to you last night, Vanessa? You look awful, almost like you were in a fight!"
"I feel like Hell today, Marie. Like somebody beat me up. Every muscle aches. My nipples hurt and my ass is burning with pain. Look at my wrists, will you!"
"We were with the Marquis de Sade, Vanessa, not Prince Charming. It was bound to be rough sex, so you shouldn't be surprised."
"So, what about you, Juliette? How are you feeling today? I notice you're sitting down so I guess you weren't whipped like I was."
"Actually, I feel very good, Justine. Some stiffness from sex, but no marks that I can see. It was quite satisfying in fact, but I wonder why you were used so hard?"
"Perhaps de Sade liked me better than you? If so, he had a strange way of showing it." Vanessa suggested glumly.
"Ah yes, maybe he preferred Juliette to Justine, that is me to you, Vanessa. The women in his books may have lived different lives, one mistreated and the other one not?"
"Could be. Check Wiki on your phone for a plot summary of those two books, Marie."
She soon had information about Justine and read it aloud to Vanessa.
"They were orphaned sisters, and poor Justine was mistreated by almost everybody in her life. She wanted to be good and pure, but she was sexually abused at the convent where she lived. Then she became a prostitute, whose customers made her life miserable. Even her lovers beat and whipped her."
"No wonder I had such a bad night!" Vanessa exclaimed. "I was Justine and that's what it was like for her- lesbian sex in the convent school, whippings and mean lovers. Some of the same things must have happened to me last night, but not to you, Juliette. Check out her story."
"Just getting it now. Well, listen to this. No wonder I had a different experience than you!"
Marie explained how in de Sade's second story, Juliette, the other sister had a much different life. She wasn't so trusting and eager to always do the right thing like Justine. Instead, she lived life on her own terms. She loved to fuck and became a sex-crazed nymphomaniac who dominated men, quite the opposite of her sister.
Vanessa realized that she hadn't experienced the luck of the draw last night. She felt that Marie owed her something in return.
"Hey, nympho! My butt hurts so bad. My shoulders too. Come into the bedroom and I'll lay on my stomach. Rub some lotion into the welts, but whatever you do, don't press too hard. And don't stand there grinning at me because you had a good time, and I didn't!"
****
It had started off quickly enough, a wild evening with the Marquis de Sade. But the real action began when everyone was naked in the flickering candlelight of his orgy chamber. The Marquis' two sex -slaves- in reality Vanessa's new next door neighbours- had heated everyone else up with a sexually explicit soixante-neuf on the crimson carpet.
After that, Vanessa and Marie- Justine and Juliette- stood naked to watch the Marquis and Mistress 'play' with their human sex toys. The Marquis started the games by ordering Blonde to crawl up to him and fish his cock out of his tight breeches. As she worked to undo the laces, he asserted his dominance by lightly slapping both sides of her face back and forth.
This aroused him, making it even more difficult to extricate his member, but when he was finally free he pulled her head to his groin, ramming his cock down her throat. A merciless, full-on face-assault ensued, the Marquis laughing as Blonde struggled to breathe.



At the same time, Mistress had Red flat on her back on the carpet, her naked pussy tight against the slave's mouth. Mistress rocked back-and-forth vigorously, riding her face, and smearing her gushing juices across the captive lips beneath her. Her fingers pulled her labia wide open to ensure that the clitoris was stimulated to her satisfaction. Then she stopped rocking and tilted her pussy downward.
"Suck my clit now, bitch!" Mistress ordered. "Make me come!"
About the same time, the two guests saw de Sade withdraw his swollen cock from Blonde's mouth and scramble behind her. He spit on his hand, and wiped it onto the head before bringing it against her ass. Slowly he slid in, while Blonde groaned from the violation. Then he began to move faster, pushing deeper until he was buried to the hilt. Grasping her hips tightly, de Sade gave his slave a serious pounding, not stopping until he had unloaded deep inside.
Meanwhile, Red's oral efforts had Mistress rising to her peak. She squeezed her own breasts and pulled at her nipples as erotic feelings started to overcome her. There were guests tonight, an appreciative audience to watch her come on Red's flicking tongue and sucking lips. She wanted them to watch her climax. Soon a massive, lurching orgasm drove her sex hard against Red's face, seemingly suffocating her.
The guests had been entertained by the Marquis' slaves, and it was time for some wine. Still naked, he chained the exhausted women to the wall again.
"Shouldn't you give them something to drink after such hard use, Marquis?" Marie suggested as she watched the poor women panting.
"Why yes. Of course. How thoughtless of me!" he replied.
He poured two full glasses of red wine and passed one to Mistress.
"Give these sluts their wine. Pour it down their throats so none is wasted."
Both of them brought the full glass to the slaves' mouths and forced them to continue swallowing until the glasses were empty. They spluttered and choked while de Sade laughed. He was a cruel man and Mistress was no better.
****
"What do you remember about sex with the Marquis and Mistress last night, Marie?" Vanessa asked. "It was probably better than what I experienced."
"It is coming back to me now. Yes.... It certainly wasn't unpleasant. I'm sure that I had sex with both of them, a little rough, but nothing like what seemed to have happened to you, Justine. I can still taste Mistress' pussy in my mouth, and I know that I had de Sade's cock there too."
"I think both of them had me, and they were very rough, as you can see."
"You poor thing. A whipped ass and bruises on your breasts. Can you remember what they did to you?"
"Well.... DeSade put manacles around my wrists and used them to chain me to the wall with my arms above my head. He did the same with my ankles and had my legs spread apart. I had no way to protect myself at all! Then I felt the sting of his whip on my ass, lightly at first, but gradually harder until I began to cry out."
"Yes, I remember now, hearing you , wondering what was happening. I couldn't see you because my face was buried in Mistress' pussy with her hand pushing on the back of my head. She did that for a long time."
"It was awful, and I knew he was trying to strike between my cheeks so he could catch my pussy lips. A few swipes came very close."
"What happened to you after that, Justine... I mean, Vanessa?"
"He finally stopped, and I could tell that hurting me had aroused him, because he was hard, pressing against me from behind. DeSade shoved his cock into my vagina and started to pump as deep as he could go. It hurt every time his groin pushed against my ass because of the whipping."
"And you're feeling it today, aren't you."
"Everywhere! After that he dragged me over to a low table and attached me by my wrists and ankles, spread flat out on my back. The bastard attached little metal clamps to my nipples and they were so tight. Look at them today! Really sore! He clipped a length of fine chain to each clamp, then teased me by pulling the chain up, stretching my nipples."
"Ouch!"
"I'll say! Then he went after my pussy, and I could feel him pulling at my lips with his fingers, stretching them, slapping a bit. Then he attached another little clamp to each of my outer lips and clipped fine chains to them. By pulling at these chains DeSade could open my pussy as wide as he wanted. What a sick man!"
"He didn't do anything like that to me, though he had his cock almost down my throat while Mistress held me. Then he fucked me after that while she kissed me."
"That must have been when he left me alone for a little while. I was hoping he was finished, but 'No'. He knelt on either side of my head and pushed his cock into my mouth ordering me to suck it. He slapped me, so I had to pretend that I was enjoying it."
"And was that the end of it, Vanessa? Surely there wasn't anything more."
"Unfortunately, I think that there was more. Let's see.... Mistress and DeSade were both on me. I remember her at my pussy while he pulled the little chains apart so my clitoris was completely available to her mouth. She kissed and licked it, about the only pleasurable part of the whole ordeal. When she took all of it into her mouth and sucked deep, I kept coming hard, but she wouldn't stop. I couldn't move or push her away. She must have given me three orgasms in a row like that!"
"That part doesn't sound so bad at all. I had sex last night, but no climax I can remember. So, you did alright, despite your pain today."
"Believe me, Juliette... Marie, it was not worth the price that I'm paying for it this morning. Everything they did to me was rough. I haven't been treated so badly since I was forced by the barbarians invading Rome. That's the second time this has happened to me, and I won't do it again!" Vanessa was getting angry.
"What are you saying, Vanessa?"
"I am through with this goddam time travel! I feel so used up today that I won't put up with anymore of it. I'll tell Talmann that I resign."
"What! You can't do that! The mission!"
"To Hell with it! He can find somebody else for all I care. I'm giving you the books, Marie. Take them home with you today."
"He won't be happy about this. Are you sure?"
"Just take the bloody things away from here! I'll help you carry them out to your car. Then you can time travel without me."
"Well... OK. But I don't think it'll be as much fun alone."
"Fun? You call last night fun! Hey, maybe the two new neighbours- the sex slaves- will go with you? But, I am done."
****
Vanessa Wordsmith had met all four of the new resurrected dead from her apartment building at the Marquis de Sade's chateau. The next day, she watched for them around the place. She was especially interested to see how the two new women next door were faring, because they had been treated just as badly.
Sunday afternoon she heard them out on their balcony. Vanessa went outside, welcoming her new neighbours. At first they just smiled and thanked her, but then they realized they had met last night in the orgy chamber.
"You're Justine, aren't you?" the blonde asked, hesitantly, unsure if she was right.
"I was, last night. But there is no chance that I would ever want to experience that kind of treatment again. I feel terrible today!"
"It's even worse as sex-slaves, believe us. We're both in pretty bad shape too. Can't sit down, in fact."
The other one spoke: "De Sade kept us there for years before we were finally rescued when they came to take him to the insane asylum."
"He was a twisted man, that's for sure!" the blonde added. "And you didn't see the worst of it. Sometimes he'd have friends in, and they'd use us for hours on end until they finally fell down drunk. Two, three, and four of them on us at a time!"
Vanessa wanted to see if they would be willing to accompany Marie on future trips using the old books.
"My friend Marie and I are history teachers, and Talmann wants us to take these visits to the past... "
"So you can teach it better, right? So students will think about the past as a guide to the future, eh? So people won't ignore the lessons...."
"Wait a minute! How do you know this? I thought it was a secret mission."
The answer stunned Vanessa.
"We're both on the same mission."
"We're both history teachers too!"
Marie would have two new time travel companions after all.
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Ben Drills Sandie
Sandra Weston lay in bed beside her sleeping husband the night of the professors' sentencing. She'd been through more than a bottle of wine and was feeling no pain. It had been a busy night in Zane's hotel room with Melanie, and her half-drunken brain was replaying it all.
The whole besotted evening had been wrong on every level. Another threesome involving her friend Melanie; sex with a man she had only just met; home late, drunk, and argumentative. Terrible yes, but it had been very satisfying, with so much sex that she finally felt sated.
She couldn't help but think about it now, even though she was struggling with an alcohol overload.
"Fuck me! Fuck me, Zane! Give it to me! " she heard herself crying out earlier.
"You're a hot one. I'll do you all night!"
"Oh no you won't. There's me too!" Melanie complained.
"Oh yeah! Pound me harder, Zane! Do It, do it!" Sandie heard herself again.
Even in her half- drunken thoughts, Sandie Weston loved sex. She tossed and turned in her sleep as she writhed on the end of Zane's cock, once again feeling it to her depths. He was marvellous in bed, just like Marty- a thoroughly trained and practiced Lazenby graduate. Just like her and Melanie. All four of them were programmed for sex, and Sandie had experienced a great deal of it last night with her girlfriend and Zane.
"I'll come on top of you now, Zane," echoed through Sandie's mind. "I want to ride that fat cock!"
"I'll get it on my phone. Let's hear it, you two!" Melanie ordered as her girlfriend slid down the length of his rod. "Who's the best at sex? We all have a turn!"
That was followed by a flurry of moaning and foul curses as Zane and Sandie tore into each other's eager bodies. No love here, only porn, recorded on Melanie's cellphone. This was the decadent level to which The Professor's sex puppets had descended that night of carnal pleasure in Zane's hotel room.
Sandie envisioned herself bouncing vigorously, crouched with a foot on either side of Zane's body. Juices were flowing from her pussy while sweat streamed across her contorted face. Now she was squeezing her own tits and pulling at her nipples until they projected in swollen points. She was alive, driving for an orgasm, calling out for more and more!
"That feels so good! You're the best, Zane! Do me. Do me!"
"Let's all drink to that!" Melanie had called, and they stopped to pass the bottle yet again.
Then he was behind her, lodged deep in her sopping vagina and pounding with all his might. Sandie clenched him with her internal muscles every bit as hard as he grabbed her hips. Even in her disturbed thoughts she could feel herself getting closer and closer to orgasm. She lived for this now- couldn't get enough of it- and Zane was good. So good!
But her thoughts were changing as her sodden brain began moving into sleep mode. She looked to one side and there stood the other victims she'd met at the trial and sentencing. They were watching, getting impatient for their turn in this sex contest that Melanie was recording.
Sandie eyed their naked bodies, staring at them to see who she'd have next. That tall, blonde one- Milo, Marco, something like that- he was really hung. She'd be sure to try him out. And that sexy brunette- Suzanne was it? Sandie felt so high that she'd take them all on tonight.
Her head was beginning to spin faster now. Behind the waiting graduates, Sandie could see three other people watching her with Zane. The Professor, Old Lazenby, and June Hendricks were grinning and pointing at the two of them as if to say, "We taught them everything they know." And they had. Under hypnosis, Sandie, Zane, and Melanie had unwittingly become sexual robots, driven on by an intense need to come.
The mental pictures were blurring now, spinning even faster as Zane plunged in and out while Sandie rocked back against him. The Lazenbys and June were pushing their way to the front of the crowd, coming close beside the rutting pair. Old Lazenby was grabbing for her shining body, while June tried to pull Zane away from Sandie's hips. The Professor stood back, a wicked grin on her face, laughing like a demented fiend.
The devilish laughter echoed through Sandie's dulled brain. Were they coming for her again? Would she never be rid of this evil? Would they follow her for the rest of her life? How could she.... And then it all went black as she slid down into a drunken stupor. Sleep was her only solace.
****
There's only so much that a man can take from his wife, and Ben Weston had reached that limit.
Last night Sandie came home late. She was drunk and it was clear that she had been fucked. She'd been with her wild friend Melanie Rossignol and another Lazenby hypnosis victim, Zane Black, at the courtroom. Martin Benning was there with them and from his place along the side wall, Ben had noticed that his wife sat very close to his friend Marty. They whispered to one another occasionally and seemed unaware of him there watching. Later she left with Melanie and Zane.
So, who had it been last night? With whom had Sandie been so intimate that she reeked of sex? Zane was Ben's most likely candidate. He was prepared to drop any suspicion of Marty because he had left by himself, and Sandie had pointing to Zane and Melanie to indicate she was going with them. Little did Ben know that she would be gone until 11:00, before returning drunk and used.
Sandie wasn't talking. As she lay in bed asleep beside him, her face was pale and her breathing very deep. She didn't budge as he rose from the bed and walked into the kitchen to make himself a morning coffee. Though he had just awoken, Ben's mind was already working hard, trying to understand who and why. Especially 'the why'- now that he had narrowed 'the who' down to Zane.
Why would Sandie get drunk and have sex with another man? Was it the bad influence of her new friend Melanie? After all, the two had been eager to play strip Blackjack recently when she came over for the evening.
He recalled the three of them being almost naked, but strangely had no recollection after that. He didn't know that Sandie had hypnotized him for a heated threesome with Melanie. If anyone, Sandie was the bad influence.
Then Ben reached a decision. He was fed up with Sandie and wouldn't take it anymore. She had been denying him for months, while spending a great deal of time with other Lazenby victims- Marty, Melanie, and now this Zane. He already felt left out, and now Sandie was very likely engaging in sex with Zane.
Ben knew that he had to get away from the situation. That he had to leave his wife for a while- maybe for a long while- to think about whether they could stay together. He couldn't go on the way things were now. Ben could make no sense out of the way Sandie was acting toward him and behaving with others. There was no sex for him, but evidently plenty of it for this Zane, whom she hardly knew!
He finished his morning coffee and returned to the bedroom to dress for another day in uniform. Although he wasn't being quiet, his wife didn't stir. She'd come home seven hours earlier, at 11:00, so he knew she wasn't likely still drunk.
She'd have an awful hangover when she finally did wake up. He smiled at the thought. "Just what the bitch deserves!" he thought. Then he left.
Ben drove to the station on autopilot, his mind totally preoccupied with his marital problem. Should he confront her about last night, or should he just come home after work to pick up some of his things? After he left, where could he go to stay?
Could he talk to someone to help him through this awful mess? Maybe a friend? Maybe Marty? Yes, he'd talk to his friend about staying there for a while. And their marital counsellor Miriam- maybe she could help him out too?
By the time Ben reached the station he'd decided what to do. He knew that Sandie would be at the university that afternoon, meeting with her new academic advisor, Professor Byrd. If he got back to the apartment early enough, he could grab his clothes and things, and then be on his way.
He'd call Marty about staying with him for a while. Ben hoped his friend could help him understand what was up with Sandie. Marty spent a lot of time with her, so he might have some insight, Ben reasoned.
It was good to have a friend like Marty. A guy who had helped him crack the Lazenby case by going into their mansion wearing a microphone. He'd done that knowing that The Professor and June Hendricks were going to use him sexually, two women almost as old as his own mother.
Ben felt that he could rely on Marty to help him out again. He'd been a Lazenby victim too. Maybe he understood Sandie better than her own husband could? Little did he know what his friend and his wife had been doing together so often in recent weeks.
****
It was Ben Weston on the phone, and Marty found it odd that he was calling mid-morning.
"No Ben, I don't know anything about Sandie last night. I left right after the sentencing, and she was still with Melanie. I haven't seen her since last Monday in fact. Why?"
"She came in late last night. Never called me. Drunk and smelling of sex. I think Zane was fucking her!"
"Ohhh.... Jeez, Ben.... That's too bad. You're sure?... What are you going to do?"
"Yeah, I'm sure. No mistaking it. She reeked of sex!"
"That's awful, man... to have your wife doing something like that to you."
As if Marty had any right to be chastising Zane for plugging Sandie when he was doing it himself.
"Marty.... I'm wondering if I could stay with you for a bit? I'm moving out."
"Moving out? Why not talk to her about it first, then decide?"
"No, she'll just feed me some bullshit about being a victim. It seems like everybody is siding with her on this, and she'll use it as an excuse. I don't want to hear it again. No. I'm leaving- today."
"Sure Ben. I just have one bed... and the sofa...."
"Your sofa would be fine, Marty. Maybe you can help me figure out what the Hell is up with her?"
"Probably not, but we'll see. I'm at the university this afternoon. When are you coming?"
"How's five o'clock? We can grab a burger or something after I unload my clothes and things."
"OK. I'll be there at 5:00. You're sure about this, are you? It's a big step, and I don't think I can be much help to you on this."
He knew that he couldn't be since he was already screwing Sandie too.
"I need to get away, man. I just don't want to get into anything with her until I've had some distance to think it over. Don't try to talk me out of it."
" OK. Come at 5:00 then."
Afterward Marty thought about the call. Yes, it was very likely that Sandie had been with Zane last night. They'd done that themselves a few times, and she sometimes seemed insatiable. He had no idea of how frequently the two of them had sex because Sandie had hypnotized him several times.
Marty knew that there were times after they'd been together talking that he was exhausted- like he'd run a half-marathon. Sometimes he felt the same as when he'd been at The Professor's home to discuss his thesis. He had begun to wonder if Sandie was somehow controlling him for sex, just like Natalia.
He realized that having Ben come to stay with him would probably be very awkward. What if something happened to alert his friend that he'd been fucking his wife too? Sure, it probably was Zane last night, but he wasn't the only one who was in her recently.
Marty had secrets he'd need to hide from Ben, far more secrets than he knew about. If he kept meeting with Sandie, it could blow up right in his face. And Ben was a cop- he wasn't stupid. He'd been the one who busted the Lazenbys, something nobody else had figured out in the six years that they'd run their wicked scheme. Marty knew that he'd have to be very careful.
That afternoon, Marty spotted Sandie in the Psychology department. She was sitting in one of the chairs outside Byrd's office, and he figured that she must have an appointment with him about her research. He rushed over to catch her before she went inside.
"Oh... hi Marty. What's up?" she said without much enthusiasm.
"How are you feeling? Ben says you came in drunk last night."
"You were talking to Ben! Where'd you see him? He's at work today."
"He called me. Listen Sandie. He's really pissed with you, and is going to move out...."
"What! Why?...."
"Says you were screwing Zane last night. Were you?" Marty whispered.
"Uhh.... OK.... I was.... How'd he know?" Sandie admitted.
"He could smell you. It's hard to fool a cop...."
"Oh Jeez!... And he's leaving?"
"Yeah. Asked to move in with me...."
"Oh no! Then he'll find out about us too!"
"I couldn't refuse him. He's a friend...."
"Oh my god.... What are we going to do?"
"What are YOU going to do? I'm just going to keep my mouth shut and listen to him complain about you, I'm sure."
"Damn, Marty.... I don't know what to do!" she hissed. "Things are right of control now."
"Now!... They've been out of control for a long time. Or don't you know that?"
Then they both heard Professor Byrd's voice: "Sandra, you can come in now."
"When is he coming to your place? Did he say?" she whispered.
"Today. At 5:00."
"Be careful what you say to him. Please, Marty. It'll only make this worse!"
"Sandra, I'll see you now," came the professor's office, louder this time.
"I'll be careful. I promise, Sandie," Marty assured her, then headed down the hallway to meet his own advisor.
****
"Good afternoon, Sandra. Ready to discuss your research today? You don't look very well."
"Don't feel it either. Things aren't so good for me lately."
"Uh-oh.... That's too bad. Would you rather we just leave this work for another day?"
"Well.... No. I have everything done. It'll help take my mind off things for a bit."
"I know that the trial sentencing was yesterday. Is that upsetting you now?"
"Actually no. They all got what they deserved. It's just that... well... some of us went out after and we celebrated too much. I'm suffering for it today."
"I've done that occasionally myself, so I can guess how you feel," Professor Byrd laughed, but Sandie only grimaced, so he added, "Sorry. I shouldn't laugh about it."
"My husband was upset with me because I came in too late and I was quite inebriated," she understated.
"Oh, I'm sure he'll get over it."
"I sure hope so because I would be even more lost without him there," Sandie said sadly.
Something had occurred to Sandie when Marty had told her that Ben knew she had been having sex with Zane. She remembered how her husband had first figured out the Lazenby case. She had been talking and moving in her sleep, re-enacting sex with Old Lazenby.
Sandie couldn't help but think that she might have done the same thing in bed last night. Had Ben heard her talking about Zane in her sleep? Maybe that's why he so quickly decided to leave her?
"Sandra, I think we should just leave this until another day. Or would you like to talk some more first? I know you've been through some very bad times, and I don't want to push too hard with your return to school."
"No... this is what I need to take my mind off what happened. It's just.... It's just that it changed me. I'm not the same person I used to be.... Everything is different now."
"Excuse me if I'm overstepping, but do you have a counsellor? I read that the university was going to do that. And I know that you're part of a de-programming group with Mrs. Rubins. How's that working out so far?"
Professor Byrd was sympathetic, and he was trying to be helpful, but Sandie could tell that he felt very awkward and uncomfortable. She wanted to change the topic and get back to the reason she came to his office today- to discuss her research.
"Yes, I have a personal counsellor, Doctor Greatash, and we have a marriage counsellor too, Miriam. I'll be seeing my own counsellor tomorrow, in fact. Well... Mrs. Rubins is Mrs. Rubins. She's sometimes forceful, and sometimes she steps back. I don't think she's done anything for me yet, but I'll keep going to see her."
"Would you like to start there today? It's part of your research, evaluating the effects of her de-programming efforts. We could work with that for now and leave our discussion of Ted Patrick's methods until next week."
"Yes, that would be OK. I feel scattered today, so I wouldn't be any good with a formal academic talk anyway. Let's talk about the de-programming."
"Good. So tell me why you think Mrs. Rubins hasn't done anything for you yet, as you said?"
"She tries hard and we all like her, even though she's sometimes a bit harsh. We know she only wants to help us, but I don't really think that it's working yet. Maybe it never will?"
"Ah, but you must remain hopeful. Go on."
"OK, an example. She used negative reinforcement to get us to stop wearing sexy clothing. The Professor used to take us shopping with the money the alumni left us each time. She'd persuade us to buy revealing things, sexy things to wear when we'd go to her place or be with alumni. It's embarrassing...."
"And she wants to stop this by making you feel bad about it."
"Right. Had us dress up like that and called us sluts. Got the others to insult us along with her."
"Ouch!" the Professor winced. "Now that is harsh! It's definitely negative reinforcement. Sort of like the scientist shocking the rat every time it presses the food bar- it very quickly stops eating. But.... Well, I don't want to be the one to evaluate what she's doing there. Is it working for you?"
"Definitely not. My friend and I- she's in the same group- we mock the de-programming by wearing that stuff whenever we meet privately for tea. And we laugh about it."
"Sounds like you're actively resisting it! You two must be very strong-willed."
"Maybe so, but we know we're different now than we were before Lazenbys' hypnosis and persuasive talk. We're not the same anymore!" Sandie asserted very emotionally.
"Of course. You feel very strongly about that, don't you? You're rebelling about Mrs. Rubins' approach."
"That part of it anyway. I've come to know my friend very well, and I think we both are more determined than we used to be. And more driven."
Sandie was getting closer to the heart of her problem than she had with anyone up to this point. She hadn't admitted this truth to her other professionals before, and here she was on the verge of opening up to her academic advisor. It was just that he was such a good listener, and she knew that he wasn't following some plan to change her. He was just listening.
"Determined? Driven? In what ways? Or do you want to tell me."
"Sexually!" she blurted out. "They programmed us for sex, and now that's what we want!"
As soon as she said the words, Sandie regretted it. Professor Byrd seemed at a loss about what to say next.
"Sorry, Professor. I shouldn't have said that. You're not my therapist."
"No, but I guess it is all part of your response to Mrs. Rubins' de-programming," he recovered. "And it seems apparent that whatever the Lazenbys did has become so deeply ingrained that it will be difficult for her to root out. It's like the Id and the Ego in Freud. Those people heightened your desire, while dulling your conscience. Normally one holds the other in check, but it's hard to restrain yourself now."
"Exactly! Is there any hope for us?" Sandie asked sadly.
"De-programming can take a long, long time, so don't give up on it yet. Prisoners of war and cult escapees, these people see professionals for years, and even then, they have relapses. Nightmares, or violent responses to sharp noises like gunfire, things like that. It sounds like you and your friend, no doubt the other victims too, have been changed very much from repeated experiences. But there is hope. Stay with it, Sandra."



"I'm sorry for what I said about wanting sex. I hope you won't repeat that to anyone. My husband doesn't even know."
Professor Byrd found himself wondering how this lovely young woman would want sex, yet her husband didn't realize it. What sort of dolt was the man? That seemed very strange to him, but he was perceptive enough to realize that Sandie was probably seeking it elsewhere. She was likely being promiscuous. He had no idea how close his quick assessment of her situation fell to the mark.
"I assure you, Sandra, this remains between us. I appreciate that it will be difficult for you to candidly evaluate how Mrs. Rubins' de-programming methods are working, or not. You've been very honest today and I hope you'll trust me enough to continue to do so."
"Thank you, Professor Byrd. I feel like I got an awful secret off my chest today."
"So, next week at this same time?"
"Yes, and I hope that I'm feeling better by then."
"We'll talk about Ted Patrick's methods. And anything more you want to say about your experiences with Mrs. Rubins, OK?"
"Yes. I'll be prepared."
"Sandra. One more thing. I hope you'll talk with your personal therapist about what you told me today. She is much better trained to help you with this than I am."
****
Ben was busy carrying his suitcases, boxes and black garbage bags full of his clothing into Marty's apartment. He had forgotten how small the place was and began to wonder where he would put all of it.
"If you don't mind, Marty, I'll buy a clothes rack to hang a lot of this stuff up."
"Sure, there's not much closet space here."
"It's real nice of you to take me in for a while. One more load and I'll take you for some food and drink."
"Sure.... There's a bar that I like over by the university. Decent food too."
About an hour later they were already into their second beer and were finishing their food. The bar was starting to fill up and it was noisy enough that they could talk openly without anybody hearing.
"Marty, I sure don't know what the hell is going on with Sandie? She doesn't want to... to have sex with me. Never feels like it. All that shit. Then she spends an evening drunk and fucking a guy she just met."
Marty could see that his friend was upset, but Sandie had reminded him to be very careful because they had their own secrets. So, he just tried to brush him off.
"Women. You can't understand them, and neither can I. One day they don't want it. Next day they do."
Then two attractive twenty-something women came through the door. Their hair was very long, and their jeans were very tight. The fronts of their shirts bulged with plenty of tit. Every male eye in the place watched them saunter across the room to a corner booth. Marty watched them bounce by before he continued.
"Take those two over there. First time I moved on them I got nowhere. Then last week they were all over me. Maybe it was the full moon or something? I wonder what mood they're in tonight. If they're wanting it, you and I could be in for some fun. But we need to act fast because everybody else in here is thinking the same thing!"
Ben was quite surprised with Marty. He had a steady girlfriend, Chantal, and now he seemed eager to pick up some women that he claimed to have been with before. He didn't recall his friend being like this, and he wondered why.
"I don't really feel up to it Marty. After finding out about Sandie I'm not in the mood. But don't let me hold you back, Tiger," he joked.
"I was hoping they might show up tonight, and if I'm right, I might get laid. Maybe by both of them? They are hot and ready!"
Ben had to speak.
"Marty. What's up with you? What about Chantal? Did you guys break up or something?"
"No, it's just the way I am now. Sex on the brain. I think about it all the time. I want it all the time. I think it's because of what The Professor did to us. They programmed us for sex and that's what we do."
"Do you think that's what's going on with Sandie too?" Ben asked bluntly.
Marty knew he had to duck that question. There was no chance he was going to touch it.
"Maybe, but I really don't know. I hope you don't mind if I go over and say hi to those two babes?"
And with that, he was gone. Ben watched Marty slide into the semi-circular booth beside one of them, and in no time, they were carrying on like old friends. He ordered a round of drinks, and later a second one. They were knocking them back pretty quickly as they talked and laughed together. Marty seemed to be making some progress all right, Ben noted.
By then, the second girl had exited her side of the booth and come around next to Marty, so he was in the middle. Ben saw him loop his arm around their waists and pull them close. When he saw Marty grinning at him, Ben noticed they each had a hand below the table. Marty's face told Ben what they were doing under there. He was right. They were hot and loose.
Then Marty turned first to one, then the other, to kiss their faces and nuzzle into their necks. The one on the left responded by turning him toward her for a long, lingering open-mouth kiss. He saw Marty's hand come to her shirt so he could squeeze her breast. When they moved apart, the other woman pulled him toward her for the same treatment. Marty sampled her tits too. Ben had no idea that his friend could be so aggressive!
A bit later, Marty left the booth and came to Ben's table to say something.
"Look, I'm feeling bad about you sitting here by yourself. You can join us, you know. They're room mates and we're going over to their place later. They've been looking at you, and they're interested. We could both fuck them! What do you say, Ben? It might be just what you need."
Ben thought about it briefly, then declined, so Marty continued.
"I'll be in late tonight, Ben. If things turn out, I might not even be home at all. Here, take my apartment key and you can go anytime you want. I've got to get back to their table before somebody else moves in. They're on all the guys' radar."
"Marty, you're an animal!" Ben joked as he took the key.
"Yeah I am. Blame it on Natalia Lazenby!" and he laughed as he headed back to the women's booth.
Ben sat for a while finishing his last beer, in the bar with his mind somewhere else. He imagined Sandie in that booth with Marty, his hands all over her body, and her arm below the table squeezing his cock. He could imagine them kissing like lovers, his sweet wife becoming every bit as aroused as Marty. He pictured the two of them leaving together, taking their public sex to his place. Terrible thoughts!
He understood his wife better now after watching Marty on the prowl tonight. His friend had made it clear: "We were programmed for sex and that's what we do." Sandie was having sex with her friend Melanie, and she must have fucked Zane last night too, he reasoned.
She had been spending a lot of time with Marty, sitting very close to him at the trial sentencing. All four of them were Lazenby victims, all trained for sex. Ben knew now that his wife was very likely screwing his friend Marty too. He was almost certain about it.
"Oh my god! This is even worse than I thought!" ran through Ben's head as he watched Marty in action a little longer.
"My friend is probably doing my wife. She was most likely doing Zane. Sandie plays around with Melanie. Maybe all four of them are fucking each other? Is there no end to this? That bitch Lazenby has turned Sandie into a real slut!"
Ben had come face-to-face with the hard fact of life.
His wife was a programmed sex toy now.
****
Sandra Weston had been very upset when she went for her appointment the next day with her personal therapist, Doctor Nikki Greatash. The day before she had returned from the university to an empty apartment. Just like her friend Marty had warned her, Ben was leaving her. She found his side of the closet bare and his drawers in the dresser empty. She cried bitterly for most of the evening.
She'd had a good discussion with Nikki and she felt better. There was a sense of direction now- what Sandie must do to try to get her husband back. She felt settled for the first time since yesterday afternoon when Marty told her the bad news.
Sandie felt close to Nikki at this moment, and thankful, very thankful. There was a deep need rising up inside her as she sat across from this lovely woman who would help turn her life around. She wanted Nikki now.
Sandie stared into the doctor's eyes intently and spoke in a soft, soothing voice.
"Doctor, thank you so much.... I feel better now.... You are wonderful to me.... Thank you...."
Nikki was quiet, caught in her gaze like a deer in the headlights. Sandie continued.
"You are wonderful, Nikki.... So very kind.... I love you so much now..."
Nikki was mesmerized, her big, doe-like eyes half-closed, her shoulders slumping forward.
"I love you, Nikki.... Do you love me too?"
"Yes I do," was the quiet reply.
"Lock the office door now... so we can be alone."
"Yes...alone," Nikki mumbled.
"That's it Nikki.... Into this back room now.... Come love me."
"Yes... yes.... Love me too."
"Close the door.... Take off your clothes.... Yes... everything."
"Yes.... We can love," the doctor echoed.
"Niki undress me now.... Yes... everything.... Now lay on the sofa."
"On the sofa.... Love on the sofa."
Sandie smiled when she heard this because she knew that Doctor Nikki understood what was to follow. Sandie admired the doctor's lovely body again, having enjoyed it at last week's appointment. Smooth flowing curves, shapely tits with pink nipples, long legs, cute face- Nikki was a very appealing package.
Today, in her own desperation, Sandie had deep feelings for the woman who was helping her get back her life.
"Niki.... You are beautiful.... I love you.... Tell me you love me."
"I love you too," came the robotic response.
"Lay on the sofa now.... I'll come beside you.... We will love."
"We will love.... We will love."
Nikki lay back on the wide, firm sofa which she sometimes used when counselling clients- her psychiatrist's couch. Today, it was for sex or love, whatever Sandie was wanting at the moment. Her husband had left her and the wound was deep. She needed someone to console her, someone to give her hope, and someone to give her satisfaction too. It would be Doctor Nikki.
The doctor had been shocked when Sandie first arrived for her scheduled appointment. It was clear that she had been crying- her eyes were red and her face drawn tight as though she was holding back the next shower.
After she had blurted out that Ben had left, she cried hard again. Nikki wrapped her arms around her shoulders, holding her tightly and whispering softly like she would an injured child. When Sandie had let it all out, they had talked about what happened.
Sandie was very vulnerable and more open than she had expected. She frankly told Nikki that she had become drunk at Zane's hotel room and indulged in rampant sex with him and Melanie, another Lazenby victim.
She told of drinking deeply while passing bottles of wine between them, and even revealed that the three of them had engaged in a sex contest, recorded with phone cameras. Somehow husband Ben had figured it out and now he was gone.
Nikki had been quiet and thoughtful as she told the story, even though she was deeply shocked. Sure, Sandie had teased her about an emerging bisexuality at two earlier appointments, but this drunken threesome was a whole new level of debauchery.
The doctor wondered what kind of advice she could give Sandie to get her off this worrisome path of sexual excess. The problem was much greater than she had realized until now. One thing was sure, she'd prescribe a sedative to help her calm down.
Afterward, Sandie felt closer to her therapist because she had laid herself bare, revealing her worst behaviour. She wanted to show Nikki just how thankful she was in the best way she knew how.
"Kiss me Nikki.... Kiss my lips.... I'll kiss you too." Sandie whispered softly now as she stretched out alongside the doctor on the sofa in the back room.
"Kiss me.... Yes... kiss me," Nikki replied.
The two beautiful women embraced there on the sofa, stretched naked against one another. Their tongues danced inside the other's mouth, flicking, probing. Sandie's fingers pulled at Nikki's pink nipples, bringing them to tingling points, teasing them until the doctor began to feel quite aroused. She did the same to her client, and then lowered her lips to kiss the stimulated tips.
"Open your legs now.... Spread wide, Nikki.... That's it.... Now lift," she whispered.
The doctor obeyed fully, opening her thighs and tilting her pelvis up so that Sandie could reach. She traced her fingernails lightly around the outline of the doctor's pussy, then began to edge closer and closer to her little button. She touched it and Nikki gasped. A little firmer and she lifted her hips toward the bold finger. Nikki wanted more and Sandie delighted in the tease.
"Can I finger you now.... You want that.... Tell me you do." Sandie whispered in an aroused tone, for she was caught up in this game now herself.
"Your fingers now.... Please, please," Nikki sighed urgently, which led Sandie to slip first one, then another finger deep inside.
Nikki gasped and as Sandie began to use two fingers like a cock, the doctor lifted to push back against them. She moaned and writhed in apparent ecstasy as her client leaned forward to kiss her mouth again. Then Sandie took the doctor's accessible hand and pressed it against her own pussy, coaxing, "Me too now, Nikki."
The doctor gently rubbed her fingers against Sandie's clitoris. It felt so good to Sandie that she pressed her hand more firmly toward her, urging Nikki to rub harder.
Earlier, Sandie had experienced a new feeling of attachment to her personal therapist. Sure, she was attracted to the woman physically, but Nikki's compassion had shifted Sandie's response toward her to another level. As she had poured out her troubles, the doctor held her hand and offered encouraging words. She had suggestions that might help get her husband back, and now Sandie felt grateful.
Niki told her that she must be as open and honest with Ben as she had been with the therapist. She must tell him about her strong need for sex because of hypnosis. She must tell him about her bisexuality and her relationship with Melanie. Finally, she must admit that she had sex with Zane, explaining that it came from her history of abuse by the Lazenbys.
Hopefully he would begin to understand the depth of the problems they had caused.
Sandie had resolved to do it. That was the only hope she held for getting her husband back. She must tell him, and she must avoid contact with other victims as much as possible, outside of her group de-programming sessions. Sandie had assured Nikki she'd contact Ben immediately before she lost her nerve.
Now Sandie was with her hypnotized doctor, eager to show her appreciation for her counsel today. The two of them lay side-by-side on the wide sofa, French kissing while rubbing each other's clitoris. There was no further need to tell Nikki what to do. She understood what Sandie wanted because she needed the same thing herself!
Their dancing fingers were busy building the passions within them, more and more firmly pressing and rolling the little pleasure buttons they'd found. Their hearts were pounding and their breathing was quicker. Their were climbing to their peaks.
Now they were nearly at the summit, both of them ready to let themselves fall over the edge, their muscles clenching and grabbing all the way to the bottom. Both were moaning, urging the other to make them come, to give them what their hungry bodies so desperately wanted. Then they both were there! A flurry of orgiastic cries echoed through the empty office!
"Fuck.... Oh fuck!... Ugh.... Ugh.... Ugh!.... Aaaarrrghhh!" Sandie called out as she came.
"Yes.... Yes.... Yes!.... Ooohhhh.... Mmmmpppfff!!!" Doctor Nikki gasped moments later.
Afterward, they dressed and cleaned up before Sandie brought her doctor out of hypnosis. Then she excused herself, saying that she had to go early today. Sandie rushed to phone Ben, hoping he would meet with her to talk things over.
****
Ben had spent a restless night on Marty's sofa. He was tall and the furniture was short. Furthermore, his mind had been spinning with thoughts of his wife. He had spent the evening watching his friend Marty in action, then heard him admit he wanted more sex since The Professor's hypnosis. Ben was applying that to his wife. Marty had this problem and Sandie certainly did too.
He wasn't working today and was surprised when his phone lit up with Sandie's number. At first, he thought not to respond, but after three tones he picked up.
"Ben, honey, I miss you so much. I was wrong. Can you come home so we can talk about this? I feel terrible about what I did. Please!" his wife blurted out.
"You were dead wrong! I don't really want to talk to you and hear a lot of excuses," he replied abruptly.
"Just come over to talk. I am so sorry, and I made a big mistake. I'll do better."
Ben had something he wanted to tell her.
"Last night I went out for food and beers with Marty. I watched him pick up two women and he went home with them. He didn't even come back last night! Told me that Lazenby had changed him so that sex was on his mind all the time. I hardly know him anymore."
"That's what I need to talk to you about. I think it's a problem that all of us are having. Marty, Melanie, everybody...."
"And Zane?" Ben added sarcastically.
"Yes, Zane too," Sandie sighed. "Please let me talk to you about this. I need you to help me," she begged, and Ben could feel himself melting.
"You really think it would be helpful, do you?" he said slowly.
"Yes! Oh yes! Please come home now so we can talk. I need your help!" she said again with emphasis.
"Well....OK. I'll be there in about a half hour. But don't expect me to have much to say to you."
"I'll be waiting for you. I feel so bad about this."
Ben arrived a short time later. Sandie rushed toward him arms out, but he kept his by his side. She hugged him tightly, nonetheless, and pressed the side of her blonde head against his chest. She started to sniffle.
"I'm sorry, honey. I'm so sorry!"
"So, let's sit down and talk. That's what you wanted. What have you got to say for yourself?" Ben said coolly.
Sandie could see that this wouldn't be easy, so she started where they left off on her phone call to him.
"Remember what you told me about Marty picking up two girls in the bar last night and going home with them? That's because The Professor trained him to be a sex machine. He can't help it now. It has control of his subconscious mind."
"Don't try to fool me with a lot of psychology-speak, Sandie," Ben said sarcastically.
"It's true. That's what our de-programmer, Mrs. Rubins tells us too."
"So, I suppose that it's the same with you then?"
"Well.... Yes, I admit it. I want sex more often than you can imagine. A lot of it too."
"But not with me. Why not? Am I not in your subconscious brain?" More sarcasm.
"It's not that. We were trained for meaningless sex- with her and June. And Old Lazenby- ugh! It was all subconscious. It wasn't about love. It was about performing for others- like puppets. You're not part of what she planted in me because I have an emotional attachment with you. You're my husband, the man I love. Do you understand?"
"So, I suppose your subconscious told you to fuck Zane?" he said bitterly, and Sandie nodded affirmatively.
"And Marty too. Am I right?" Sandie just looked away, so he knew the answer.
"So, you've been fucking Marty too! I knew it! Oh my god! My best friend!"



He was angry now and continued the interrogation.
"Let's get it all out. Who else have you been with?"
"Melanie."
"Yeah, I figured that out already. Who else?"
"Nikki. Doctor Greatash."
"What! Your therapist. Sandie, you are just a goddam slut!"
"No, I'm not!' she said with anger. "You even said last week that it's not my fault, that it's as if I'd been drugged. That is how strong the hypnosis and the programming were for us. We're all like that. Sexual robots, and it's horrible!"
Ben was quiet now as he let that truth sink in. Yes, he had said that, and he had been echoing exactly what their marital counsellor Miriam had told him. His anger was gradually shifting to sympathy.
"I did say that, but I didn't know that...."
"That I was doing it with so many people. Yes: Nikki, Melanie, Zane, and even Marty! It's the awful truth, and I know I have to stop. I need to get back to just you. I want that, Ben! I need that! Honey, can we start that? Lots of it with you, and nobody else? Maybe that will work?"
Something moved inside Ben. He could see that his wife was anguished by this. He came toward her, and she cowered a bit, wondering if he was going to lash out. Instead, he took her into his arms and tossed her over his shoulder, heading toward the bedroom. Ben was going to reclaim his errant wife.
****
Their sex was fast and furious. Both of them tore off their clothes and jumped onto the bed. Ben pushed her down to her back and brusquely edged her legs apart. Without any foreplay, he pressed into Sandie. She gasped as his cock went to her depths, then instinctively pushed back hard against him.
He thrust into her again with a vengeance. Ben was determined to give Sandie exactly what her subconscious mind seemed to want.
They came together time and time again, hard sex without any kissing or affection. Ben wanted this too, because Sandie had been denying him. He was taking his wife back today, back from Zane; back from Marty. He was her man, and he'd be the only one she needed. Ben would give her the fucking of her lifetime!
"Ben! Ben! Bang me harder! Harder! This is so good. So good!" Sandie cried out between breaths.
"On your knees now! From behind!" he called, "I'll fuck you like you've never had it before!"
"Do it, Ben. Do it. I need that! Yeah! Yeah!"
Her husband grasped Sandie's hips and thrust his stiff cock to the hilt. Then he pulled back and plunged back as deep as he could go, right to the bottom. Ben began to push in and out so strongly that his wife had to grip her fingers into the bedding to prevent him from toppling her forward. Head down to the bed, Sandie used her leg strength to lean back into Ben with every jab. Then he picked up speed.
Sandie was loving this rough and vigorous sex, very like what she got from Zane and from Marty when they were together. Her body glistened in the late afternoon light, and perspiration began to drip from her brow. Her breath was coming in little bursts now and a low, guttural moaning was issuing from her mouth with every jab. Ben's tightly gripped hands hurt her hips as he levered against her. But it was good.
"Pound me, Ben! Pound me! Harder! Harder!" she cried out again.
Ben was doing his best, but he had never experienced such insistence, such intensity with his wife before. He could see that she was different now, driven to excess, wanting it like this, in a flurry of wild action. She had been changed by her hypnosis and persuasion. She was a sex toy now in need of a good fucking. And, by god, he wasn't going to stop until she couldn't take anymore. He'd leave her something to remember!
Sandie's vagina was working overtime to lubricate their moving parts. Every thrust brought a wet squish of flesh-upon-flesh. The room reeked of sex, the same aroma Ben encountered when his wife came home late after the trial sentencing. He knew now that Zane must have pounded her long and hard, which only heightened his determination. He kept plunging into her wet pussy with renewed strength until he heard her cries.
"Ben, Ben.... I'm coming'.... I'm coming!... Oh my god!!!!... Ugh... ugh... ugh!.... Aaaahhhhh... aahhhh!!!"
Sandie bucked and heaved as her husband continued to pile his rod into her. He wasn't going to stop until he was damn well ready. He could feel her muscles squeezing in spasms around his cock, trying to suck him dry. And then it happened- he started to come too- like gang-busters!
His heavy grunts became more punctuated as he suddenly began to unleash his plentiful sperm into her vagina. More and deeper than he could ever recall. His knees rose and fell as he pumped what seemed like litres of seed into his wayward wife. Ben didn't stop until he hadn't an ounce of strength left.
Sandie fell to the bed and lay catching her breath. She had come long and hard, every bit as much as she had in trysts with other people. It had been immensely satisfying because this huge orgasm had brought her both physical and emotional release. Absolutely amazing!
Afterward, they both rested beside one another. Nothing really needed to be said, because they knew what had been on the line. They were thinking about what might be coming next for them.
Would Sandie continue to crave sex with others to satisfy her implanted need?
Could Ben keep her satisfied until professionals rooted out her rampant desires?
Their future together hung in the balance.
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Here's something different: a Loving Wives adventure with an action character, accompanied by his new wife and an old girlfriend. While the names of institutions and businesses used in this account are fictitious; many of the other details are real.
Ancient Gods
So much had changed in just eighteen months, all of it for the better.
Wesley Bruce Arundel- 'Jaguar' to everyone he knew- couldn't help but smile, staring at the framed Machu Picchu photograph on this desk. It was taken at the ancient Peruvian astronomy platform, the Hitching Post of the Sun, and showed him holding up Marina's hand, the couple gazing into the morning sky. There he had asked her to stay with him as long as the sun god Inti shone down.
Jaguar knew that by going with his instincts he had done the right thing. From a tedious life on the road with seemingly endless Andean Experience tours, he had settled into a much better existence. Marina was at the centre of it.
His desk at the National Archaeology Museum in Lima overflowed with papers and reports, but that photo was always assured a prominent place. Marina had come into his life at just the right time- for both of them- and that remarkable woman had changed everything. Jaguar was a different man now.
But not in every way. Though no longer leading groups to tourist sites across Peru, he was still completely absorbed in the ancient past. In his new role as Chief of Acquisitions at the national museum, Jaguar was responsible for acquiring precious pieces for their extensive collection. Given his experience and university graduate studies, this was right up his alley.
In Acquisitions, he watched carefully for leads; researched everything he could find about any artifacts which might be available; then tracked them down. After only six months in the job, he had already landed a few prime items for the museum's extensive collection.
The role was a perfect fit with his new life with the former Marina Rasmussen. A year and a half ago she was just another American tourist on his bus. Her husband had returned to Wisconsin, badly injured in a fall- some say that Jaguar's incantation to the ancient Chavin jaguar god was responsible. In any case, the Rasmussens' marriage was already on the rocks, and Wayne's sudden departure was a way out.
Jaguar was ready for a life change himself. He was tired of living on the road, and since the tragic death of his fiancee twenty years before, Jaguar had made no lasting connection with women. Instead, he was like a sailor, with a girl in every port. He carried a painful memory of his lost love, caught in a shootout by rival Peruvian political gangs as they strolled one evening in Lima.
Marina's soft, kind nature had gradually captured his heart, leading to that defining moment atop Machu Picchu at the end of her tour. Like some snap decisions, it had been a wise one. The Rasmussens' divorce came through fairly quickly, neither of them voicing objection. Wayne was as eager to move on back in Wisconsin as Marina was to bury the past.
The new couple shared Jaguar's downtown apartment and every other part of their life together. Marina's university background, combined with her outgoing personality, had landed her a part-time position at the national museum as an English-language docent. She led tour groups through the museum's collections, sometimes working with Elena Rodriguez to assemble artifacts for special-interest groups.
Yes, the same Elena Rodriguez who had a sometimes intimate history with Jaguar. The same one who had taken him aside during his last group tour of the museum, asking him to recall the good times, the smoke and the sex. Jag and Elena remembered, but they weren't telling now, and would keep it that way.
He took another lingering look at the framed photograph, smiling again at the memory of that defining day. Then his office phone rang, Elena on the line from her own private space one floor down.
"Morning Jag. Feel like something exciting today?"
"Sorry Elena. You know those days are finished. I'm a happy...."
"I know, I know. That's all behind us now that you that Marina are so hot for each other."
"Good. And you work with her now too. Small world, isn't it."
"Yes. She is a fine lady, Jag. I must say, between Marina and me, you have very good taste in women! But you still might feel like something exciting and different."
"Elena.... Stop that."
"Exciting in archaeology. You didn't think I was coming on to you?" she teased.
"I wondered.... So, what's archaeologically exciting, Elena?"
"Moche decapitator artifacts, that's what."
"Tell me more. I'm very interested."
Jaguar knew that the Moche people had dominated northern Peru almost two millenia earlier, a culture with surprisingly advanced technical abilities to work with ceramics and metals. Like many ancient Andean peoples, right up through the Inca, they practiced human sacrifice to honour their gods. Moche artifacts are rare and precious objects.
"There's a rumour that someone up in Lambayque region has come across some very rare Moche decapitator god material. I'm not sure if it's ceramic, or something in metal. My word! Imagine if it was an actual knife used in the sacrificial ritual! That would be priceless!"
"So do you think I should go up there to check it out?"
"Both of us, this is so important. But first you and I will need to work together to narrow this down and see if anything substantiates the rumour. I believe there are at least two digs going on in the region. One by Phoenix College- they've been there a couple of seasons now- and another one by a private company, Olympia Research."
"Elena, you know how it is with private companies. They want to sell anything they find and make a big profit."
"That's why we need to act fast, Jag. Of course, we believe that artifacts are part of Peru's national heritage, and that they're protected by our laws. But if that company finds anything of value, you know they'll get it out of the country as fast as they can, and into the hands of private buyers."
"Moche decapitator stuff would sell for big dollars! So, yes, we need to get on this. I'll start working up some plans right now, Elena."
"Let's meet at lunch to set out some timelines, Jag."
"OK. One o'clock, upstairs in the cafeteria."
****
Jaguar had gone home that evening excited by the prospect of some field work. It was difficult for a man who had roamed Peru for almost twenty years in his tour bus to settle into a desk job, interesting as it was. Marina was home and immediately saw the spark in her man.
"Good day at the office, was it?" she commented.
"Yes. Elena and I are going up into northern Peru, Moche country, to track down rumours of artifact discoveries there."
"I've never been there. Your tours didn't go north of Chavin de Huantar. Could you take me with you?"
"I don't know, Marina. I'd have to clear it with Elena."
"She's not your boss. I know that. Wouldn't it be fun be be on the road together like our tour? That's how we met. We could do it all again."
"All of it?"
"Yes. All of it!"
Both of them remembered the great sex on several nights of that tour. They were aflame with the other, and the fire still burned hot for them. Jaguar smiled at the memory of it.
"Maybe you could come with us, if it's OK with Elena."
That night, they relived past experience from that trip. Marina wore a sheer gown to bed, just to be sure that Jaguar hadn't forgotten those days when they were new. Her lithe, athletic body shone through the filmy fabric in the dim light of their bedroom. Marina saw by his cock that it was already affecting him, just as she had expected.
The gown wasn't on for long, as Jaguar quickly loosened the ties which were keeping her naked flesh from him. Then he devoured her body like his namesake, the fierce jungle beast. Her soft curves were his tonight and he was hungry. He kissed her neck and trailed down to her stiff nipples, pulling at them with fevered lips. Marina tilted her head back, sighing with pleasure, offering him all of herself.
Then her hand was on his stiff cock and she leaned forward, taking it into her mouth. Her lips and flicking tongue toyed with the sensitive head, while her firm grip stroked the length of it. Jaguar groaned with satisfaction, but he knew that if she kept this up much longer, his evening would soon be finished. He pushed her away and brought his hard member to her wet pussy.
They were moving together now, Jag down inside, his wife grasping his firm buttocks to pull him deeper. The room was awash with the sounds and scents of the intense love they felt for one another. They'd done this many times before, but it always seemed like the first one. Then they picked up the pace, the jaguar slamming into her feline form, both like two wild things in the jungle night.
Marina was toned and strong. As firmly as Jaguar pressed into her eager body, she pushed back, bringing their damp, aroused flesh together as one. She grabbed even tighter for more leverage, and he used his knees to pivot down into her vagina. He didn't realize that her long, red nails were embedded into his skin, because nothing else existed now. Only the driving need to release and drop into that other world beyond the edge upon which they were poised.
This intensity could only last for so long before their passion erupted. Jaguar came first, groaning with pleasure as he spewed forth, bending his back to the pleasurable work. Marina felt him exploding inside, triggering her own orgasm. Her muscles grabbed and her body bounced involuntarily against the bed. She shook until it passed and she caught her breath.
"That was a little preview of our trip to Moche country," Marina whispered.
Jaguar laughed, for he knew that there would be no denying his wife. They would both enjoy the trip.
****
A little over a week later, Jaguar was up in Lambayque district, transitioning from museum researcher to field investigator. One look at him revealed part of the origin of his Jaguar handle. With his trademark fieldwork camo clothing and his sleek tawny hair and beard, he had something of the look of the beast.
Those who knew him were also aware of his reverence for the Chavin jaguar idol. He had studied that ancient cult as a graduate student in Peru, and in a time of deep emotional turmoil- his fiancee killed in communist Shining Path street violence- he began to pray to the spirit for assistance. In fact, he had chanted to the jaguar to make Marina stay, and that had worked like magic.
Of course, Marina was with him in Lambayque. She was about a dozen years younger than her mid-forties partner, a very attractive woman with big blue eyes. Her tall, athletic form paralleled Jaguar's strong, muscular build. Anyone seeing them together would concur that they were well-matched, especially if they noticed how often they touched or smiled at one another.
Elena was an important element on the trip because of her deep knowledge of Moche culture. The Special Collections administrator was about Jaguar's age, a curvy mestizo with a very engaging personality. She projected warmth and enthusiasm, a friendly exterior that masked an underlying intensity. In the matter of acquiring any Moche decapitator god material for the museum she would be like a bulldog.
There was always a very subtle undercurrent of tension between the two women. Marina noticed an easy familiarity between Jaguar and Elena which sometimes seemed to go beyond their roles at the museum. They just seemed a bit too comfortable together, and it set off alarm bells.
There were times when she observed Elena watching Jaguar the way a woman does when they have been intimates. She seemed to know some secret about him; however, at least Jaguar wasn't looking back the same way, and this did reduce the threat level. Elena was Marina's boss, but she had to be kept at bay, another motivation to join the trip.
Before leaving, Jaguar and Elena had decided to first of all visit the Phoenix College fieldwork site, then pursue Olympia Research, an innocuously named 'treasure- hunt' operation thought to be active in the region. As expected, Olympia kept their work wrapped in a cloak of tight secrecy. "Get in, get it, and get it out" was an apt summary of their search strategy.
In preparation for on-site research, Elena and Jaguar had turned to the field reports of Walter Alva and wife Susana Meneses. In 1987, they had made astounding discoveries of un-looted Moche tombs at Sipan, in northern Peru. For three years, they unearthed rich finds dating back to about 350 CE. The Moche were a powerful culture led by a hereditary king, and the archaeologists had found the royal tomb of the Lord of Sipan.
The dead man was dressed in a funeral outfit covered in gold plate. His tomb also contained six hundred gold coins and the coffins of eight ritually sacrificed people- including three young women. There were skeletons of llamas to carry him to the afterlife, and his old dog, to keep him company there.
Other Moche sites in the region had contained large knives and sharp metal tools used for ritual bloodletting and decapitation. Although ritual beheading was widespread among ancient Andean cultures, the Moche finds were particularly striking. Any such material was coveted by the national museum.
The three of them had just arrived at the Phoenix site in a rented Land Rover. The archeologists and students were watching the new arrivals with suspicion- such was the 'cloak and dagger' world of unearthing the ancient past. Jaguar stepped forward, identifying them as people from the National Archaeology Museum in Lima.
"Good. We wondered if you might be with Olympia. They've been keeping track of our progress here."
"Ah.... They must think you're onto something," Elena spoke up.
"Not that we'd tell those treasure-hunters anything, even if we were," the woman who appeared to be in charge stated firmly.
In the world of professional archaeology, the term 'treasure-hunter' brings the scorn and derision which scientists feel toward those who deal in antiquities entirely for profit.
"So how is it going here?" Jaguar asked carefully, hoping to find out if they had located valuable Moche objects.
"Good, but nothing spectacular. It's our second season, and we're basically reworking an old dig site, extending it farther to see if they missed anything."
"You say 'nothing spectacular'. What have you been finding?" Elena asked.
"Moche material, yes, but mostly bits and pieces. Nothing fully intact, like the stuff Alves and Meneses got in the Eighties. It's painstaking work and great training in the field, but frankly, a bit disappointing so far."
As the chief archaeologist spoke, all three visitors watched him closely trying to get a sense whether what he was telling them was true. The nods of agreement from the other members of the fieldwork team supported the veracity of his remarks.
"What caught Olympia's interest here?" Jaguar asked. "Did they seem to think that you might be onto something?"
"We couldn't tell, really. They never show their cards. They may have had no success wherever they're working, or they may have wanted to see if our site characteristics could give them any clues where to dig? One thing is sure- it wasn't just a social call."
"Where are they working? Any idea?"
"None. They told us almost nothing except that they were interested in the Moche. Maybe they wanted us to point to a nearby spot and tell them to dig there for the best artifacts!"
Everyone laughed at the joke, after which Jaguar, Elena and Marina sat with the Phoenix group, chatting over hot tea. In this isolated setting visitors, other than Olympia snooping around, were nice to see every now and then.
If there was Moche decapitator material being unearthed, it might be at Olympia's field site. But where were they operating? Elena knew from experience that no archaeological dig could be undertaken without a permit, always identified with a very detailed location. Sometimes these were so specific that a GPS identification was required. If that had been filed, it would bring them within a few metres of the Olympia dig.
There was still enough daylight to reach Chiclayo, about thirty kilometres away, where the company would have filed for their permit. Unfortunately, they just missed closing time, so booked into two rooms beside each other at a nearby hotel. At supper, Marina made a point of sitting between Jaguar and Elena in the curved booth, sending a message to her boss: "Hands off!"
During their meal, Elena told a particularly interesting story about the 1987 excavation of the royal tomb at Huaca Rajada.
"It was rare to find an un-looted burial tomb, but word got out in the local village that Alves and his wife had one. The first night, it was robbed of several precious metal items, so the archaeologists fenced off the site next day." She continued.
"After that, the villagers threw rocks at them as they worked. They were trying to drive the professionals away so more artifacts could be stolen for the black market. Income for the community. Almost too crazy to believe, right?"
"That makes treasure-hunters like Olympia seem almost civil, doesn't it?" Marina commented.
****
That night, Jaguar and Marina made love in their hotel room, unaware that Elena could hear them through the thin walls. Jag's former lover lay listening to murmured endearments on the other side as they kissed. She heard the naughty laughter as the couple playfully tussled on the bed mere inches away from her own. The rustling of clothing being removed was unmistakable.
As she lay still, Elena could visualize the whole thing unfolding next door. She heard the soft sounds of Marina sighing as her husband touched some sensitive part of her body. Then came those wet, sucking noises of Jag's mouth toying with his new wife's nipples. It was excruciating! Elena wished that she was there in Marina's place. She remembered a time when he was doing that to her.
It was impossible for her to simply lay listening to sex, wanting it for herself. Elena quickly unbuttoned her nightshirt and tossed it aside, She needed to be as naked as the lovers. On her back in the dark now, stealthy fingers found her nipples, caressing and pulling them into long points. She rolled them firmly between her fingertips and moaned softly at the sensation.
As Elena pleasured herself, she listened to the progress one door down the hall. The bedsprings began to creak, and she could picture Jaguar coming to his knees between Marina's spread thighs. He'd be pushing that fine, hard cock of his into her, and god, did Elena want to be fucked herself! Instead, she brought one hand to her pussy, using the accumulating moisture to curl two fingers deep inside. They would have to do tonight.
Next door, the bedsprings began to squeak as the lovers rocked against each other, Marina matching his thrusts with her parries, like jousting partners. Soon, the couple was in the throes of excitement, Marina moaning in her arousal, with Jaguar breathing hard and deep. It was painful for Elena to hear another woman being fucked by the man she wanted. But she was determined to make the best of it.
Elena pumped herself hard with those two fingers, legs apart, the soles of her feet pressed together. The other hand came down from her chest and found her eager clitoris. She was flowing freely, and used her lubricant to swirl around the swollen bud, while furiously fucking herself. Head thrown back on the pillow, Elena was in an imaginary realm, one where Jag was doing her, not her own fingers!
From the other room she could hear the lovers climbing closer to the edge. Marina was urging her man to take her from behind, then there was a scramble into the new position. The slap-slap-slap of his groin against her fine ass carried through the thin walls, and probably down the hallway. Elena could tell that Jaguar was pounding hard into Marina, so she picked up their tempo in her own room.



Now Elena listened carefully so she could come at the same time they did, almost as if Jaguar was fucking her tonight, not Marina. Oh, she missed that. He was so good in bed! That thought began to overwhelm Elena as her wet pussy responded powerfully to the way her busy fingers were working at it. The feeling was intensely stimulating, almost as if the man next door was doing it. She was getting close- very, very close.
So were the lovers nearby. The headboard had begun to slam against the wall, so firmly that Elena could almost feel Jaguar's deep thrusts in her own vagina. In her highly aroused state, he was banging into her tonight, not Marina! It wasn't the same as last time, but she was so lustful that it almost felt as good.
The pace for all three of the lovers was becoming furious now. They were all so close, their emotions like floodwaters rising to the top of dams holding them back. Higher and higher, more thrusts and more frigging- there was simply too much pressure on sensitive flesh! Finally the dams burst, and enormous tension exploded on those two beds, mere inches apart on either side of the thin wall.
Elena's body clenched as a powerful orgasm shook her, seizing her muscles, forcing her to bounce noisily on her own squeaky mattress. She bit her tongue, trying hard not to cry out in ecstasy. A stifled wail managed to escape, but her fingers were relentless, never letting up their wicked work. Elena wanted to come with the lovers!
Then she heard them groaning as they were overcome by intense orgasms. The bedsprings creaked loudly while their bodies lurched wildly together. First, she heard Marina gasping and chanting "Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!" as she came. Then it was Jaguar, slamming hard against her body, launching blasts of cum, accompanied by a guttural "Follarme! Follarme! Follarme!" [Fuck] each time.
Elena caught her breath and her pounding heart settled back down. It had been an intense orgasm, seemingly shared with the couple next door, but now she could hear them softly whispering and kissing again. Oh, did they have to do that when she was all alone? Could she just run next door to their bed? She wanted so much to be with Jaguar.
Then it was quiet at last. Elena lay lost in thought for some time, wondering what might have been if this other woman had not boarded his tour bus. But he was Marina's man now and there was no denying it.
The next morning at breakfast Elena noticed how closely the couple walked together, holding hands as they arrived at the table. Marina smiled radiantly, clearly satisfied last night, while Jaguar wore a sly grin as he looked at Elena. It made her wonder if he knew that she was listening to them. It made her question whether they had heard noises as she came hard next door.
She grimly made a mental note to change to different room, should they be staying at the hotel for another night.
****
Government bureaucracy is no easier to slice through in Peru than in any other country. However, official identification from the national Archaeological Museum in Lima helped open doors until the trio finally reached the permit department. Even there it took a mix of cajoling and veiled threat to open the records.
Yes, Olympia Research had filed a permit. No, nobody from the government had visited the site to inspect their work, even though the permit had been issued almost three months before. There was no follow-up currently planned, thus giving Olympia carte blanche to dig and sell.
"We want to see what they are doing up there," Elena asserted. "They are little more than treasure-hunters, eager to unload Peru's heritage to the highest international bidder. If they find Moche pieces in good condition, they will likely be lost to us forever, like the Elgin Marbles from the Parthenon, forever secured in the British Museum."
She was very firm about this, enough to press the petty official in the permit office to show them the original copy of the Olympia permit. It detailed their dig location and the conditions under which it had been issued.
"Look at this!" Elena hissed in disgust as she read it. "They claim that this is valuable research, important to Peru's ancient history! The bastards! This is only important to their wallets. Let's hope they haven't already found anything and quietly sold it off to private collectors in Moscow or London or New York."
"Or the Middle East," Marina added.
"We have to get out there right away before it's too late, Elena exclaimed, turning to the minor official she was dealing with. "Please make us a good copy of this permit.... Look, I don't give a damn what your boss will say. I have authority over him, so you do it for me. Now!"
Jaguar and Marina had never realized what a powerhouse the woman could be when agitated! Little did they know that the woman was every bit as passionate in her desire to share Jaguar's bed again. Soon the trio was walking back to the rental vehicle with a copy of the permit.
"How soon can we get to the site, Jag?" Elena asked.
"We wasted the morning trying to track down the permit. With a quick lunch, I think we can be up there by mid-afternoon."
Two hours later, the Land Rover was climbing a very rough road to the location identified in the permit. They were using GPS to pinpoint the spot and drew closer to it as the minutes passed. The dry, rocky terrain yielded no clues about where the road was leading until signs began to appear.
"No entrar ilegalmente!".... Illegal to Enter! And as they drew closer, there was a more threatening sign.
"Mantener fuera a los intrusos seran procesados!"... Keep Out. Trespassers Will Be Prosecuted!
Around a bend they came to a fence, strung across a natural constriction in the terrain. Both signs were posted there too, and a heavy chain with a big padlock secured the gate. There was no-one in sight.
"You'd think there'd be a guard here," Marina commented.
"Or a small army to defend the spot!" Elena joked grimly. "Now what?"
"Let's get their attention," Jaguar grinned as he laid his big paw on top of the horn button and left it there.
He continued doing this at intervals until a couple of burly men rushed to the gate. They weren't being very friendly, one with a rifle, the other with a raised pistol. Marina ducked down so that she was protected behind the dashboard. Jaguar switched into the cool 'Indiana Jones' persona which he had projected through his Andean Experience excursion tours over the years.
"What do you want? Get the Hell out of here!" the men shouted in Spanish
"Government inspectors. We have your permit. Let us in!" Jaguar demanded to the surprised guards.
This brought them up short and they quickly lowered their weapons.
"No can do!" one shouted back. "We have strict orders that nobody gets through that gate."
"Tell your boss that if the gate isn't open in fifteen minutes, I'll have soldiers from the Peruvian army here to tear it down. The time starts now!"
This brought out a cellphone, followed by indistinguishable animated conversation with someone at the other end. Then the guard called to Jaguar.
"She says to show me the permit."
"I'm not handing it over. I'll read it to you out loud. Come to the gate and hold your phone up so your boss hears this."
Then Jaguar read the permit aloud in Spanish, slowly enough that there was no mistaking that it was the same one issued three months ago. After this there was another animated phone conversation before the guard spoke to Jaguar.
"Dr. Hardwick says to wait here for ten minutes until she comes to the gate."
"Sure," then looking his watch, Jaguar threatened, "Make it five because in ten minutes I'll have already called in to have it torn down."
Five minutes later, the boss arrived, and she was angry. Jaguar could see right away that Hardwick was a tough-looking old broad with a deep voice and a bad attitude.
"What is this shit? No-one said anybody would be coming out here to inspect. We got our permit. That's supposed to be the end of it!"
"Not on my watch!" Elena shouted as she now walked to the gate. "I'm from the national museum in Lima and we need to know what kind of research you're doing here. Let us in, now!" she demanded.
"Not so fast! I'm not letting anybody in. See the signs? That includes you!"
"Boss. In about three minutes, he's going to call the army to tear down this goddam gate!" one of the guards warned, causing the boss to hesitate before replying.
"Look. Don't call anybody. Give us an hour to tidy up the dig site. You know. To make sure nobody falls when you're looking around. Just one hour, and then we'll open the gate."
"Jag, they'll just hide everything or fill in a trench for anything they don't want us to see," Elena whispered urgently.
"I can't actually get the army out here, so it's about the best we can do. Sorry."
Then, seeing the look of resignation on Elena's face, Jag replied loudly. "One hour from now, then we're coming in."
This sent the Olympia Research people rushing back to their dig site, probably to do just what Elena suspected. In the next hour, the group outside the gate had to think of a way to see as much as possible when finally admitted. Jaguar had an idea.
"I brought a drone in case we needed to photograph anything from above. Right now would be the perfect time to launch it- to catch them in the act of changing things before we get in."
"Great idea, Jag!" Elena enthused. She had resigned herself to finding nothing when admitted to the site.
In a few minutes, the drone was circling the Olympia site, hovering at mid-altitude around the perimeter of the working area. It was sending back a continuous feed of video, which Elena was viewing on screen as Jaguar controlled the drone.
"They're moving things, like we thought. Transferring plastic boxes from under a suspended tarp into a shed at the back of the site. And one of the trenches is being filled in with loose sand. They're definitely hiding something from us."
Just then a shot rang out and Elena's screen went black. Jaguar lost control of the drone and heard it crash to the rocky ground. Somebody had just shot it down!
"They really don't want us looking around, do they. Those bastards! That was an expensive piece of equipment!"
"At least we know that we have to get into that shed when we're inside," Marina commented with determination.
****
As Jaguar, Elena and Marina were led through the site by Dr. Hardwick, the archaeologist in charge, they couldn't help notice the workers skulking around, some of them smirking as if they had been caught in the act. Elena was aware that Hardwick was making every effort to steer them clear of the shed and the filled trench area Elena had spotted from the drone images. Jaguar decided to put her on the spot.
"Who shot down our fuckin' drone? That was expensive government property, and you're going to pay for it. You're looking at several thousand dollars."
"You can't fly over our worksite like that!"
"Our permit gives us the right to inspection. Maybe you forgot that? Want to see it? Drone video is part of our inspection. This is the twenty-first century."
"Sure, just send us the bill," Hardwick replied curtly.
"Why has that trench area there been refilled? Very recently I'd say, judging by the dampness of the sand on this hot, dry day," Elena challenged.
"We were worried somebody might fall in, right guys?" the archaeologist joked with some nearby workers, who laughed loudly.
"You are deliberately trying to hide something from us!" Elena shouted at her, angry now. "Shooting down our drone; backfilling parts of the research area. What are you trying to hide? If that's what you're doing, we have the authority to shut you down," she bluffed.
The lead archaeologist then switched gears, suddenly becoming more co-operative as he realized Elena was a force to be reckoned with.
"We have been finding some Moche material here, but so far the results are disappointing. Take a look for yourself to see what I mean. Over there under that tarp. The trays on the table are stuff we've taken out of that filled trench. Broken ceramics, poor quality pieces probably used for cooking or food preparation. I'm sure you already have far better artifacts in Lima."
Indeed, the material in the trays was nothing special. The Moche did produce high-quality ceramics because they had advanced technological skills, firing brightly painted pieces in simple furnaces. The same was true of their metalwork, hammered copper with thin layers of melted gold or silver overlay. The trays held only poor quality bits, with little colour or glaze.
Marina was hanging back examining this material as the other two moved on with their site guide. Suddenly she was aware of a young Indigenous woman passing close behind her, subtly slipping a scrap of paper under her hand.
She quickly grasped it, recognizing that one of the workers might be trying to tell them something. She caught up with Jaguar and took his hand as if to show affection. He felt the transfer of paper and curled his palm around it. Turning his back momentarily, he read it.
"En el cobertizo".... In the shed.
Hardwick had moved on with Elena in tow, recognizing that she was a formidable force who must be watched carefully and placated.
"Marina. Collapse on the ground like you're having an attack." Jaguar whispered. "We need time to get into that shed."
Her performance was Oscar-worthy as she swooned and fell forward, actually ripping out the knee of her trousers, drawing blood. She clutched at her side as if suddenly stricken and loudly moaned in agony. Jaguar rushed to her and whispered, "Perfect." Then he raised the alarm.
"Hey. Help us over here. The lady fell and she's grabbing at her side. Something's wrong! Something's wrong!"
Several people rushed to Marina at once, ready to assist. A sour look passed over the chief archaeologist's face because she was about to usher the three of them back to their vehicle outside the gate. Now what the Hell was going on?
"Get her out of the sun!" Jaguar shouted. "Under that tarp. Get something for her to lay on. She needs some water! I think this is serious! Quick... everybody!"
By now a young woman came running with a large first aid kit. Marina recognized her as the same person who had passed the note a few minutes before. She had rushed to the shed to get medical supplies, and purposely left the door ajar.
Elena noticed this too, and while Jaguar distracted everyone as they tended to Marina, she slipped over to the shed and peaked inside. She was immediately dazzled by what she saw in two plastic boxes on a shelf.
One contained a perfect little glazed ceramic statue showing a seated shaman wearing the head of a jaguar, his big knife about to slit the throat of a tied sacrificial victim at his feet. Elena had seen a similar photograph in the collection of the Berlin Volkerkunde Museum. It was a rare and priceless object.
The other box held a grim sheet metal and shell piece showing the Decapitator God, grimacing as it held up a wicked-looking cutting tool in one hand. The other hand gripped the hair of a severed head. Elena recognized that there was one much like it in the Royal Museum of Art and History in Brussels. She knew her stuff!
No wonder Olympia Research was taking great pains to hide their finds and get these government people off the site! These two pieces were beyond priceless!
Now Elena faced the daunting question of what to do next. She knew that they had to get these valuable examples of Peruvian heritage before they disappeared forever. So, she gambled that they would NOT be worth her life to the treasure-hunters. Elena threw open the door of the shed and shouted loudly to Jaguar.
"Come quick Jag! They're hiding pieces in the shed!"
"Stay out of there!" Hardwick bellowed, as she ran toward the little building.
Then it was a footrace between the archaeologist and Jaguar to reach the shed. Would he be able to wrest control of the two valuable objects from the treasure-hunters?
Two big guards grabbed Jaguar from behind almost as soon as he'd reached the little building and seen the Moche treasures. He swung wildly and broke loose, but they came back at him.
Jaguar punched at the guards and held his own for a while, but he was outnumbered. They got him down, one of them kicking him several times in the ribs. Instinctively he curled into a ball, arms protecting his sides while Marina screamed bloody murder!
****
Back at the hotel in Chiclayo that night, Marina was carefully cleaning Jaguar's wounds. He had taken some hard shots from a couple of the Olympia guards before Hardwick called them off. His eye was already blackened, puffed up so that he could barely see. Large bruises on his right arm and more along his ribs told of the hard kicks he'd taken.
Jag was in pain, but he knew that he'd got in some of his own too. He was not one to go down without a fight.
"Oh baby. Does that hurt? You look terrible! I think we should get you to a doctor tonight."
"I'll be OK. Let's see how I am tomorrow," he winced.
"You're sure?" and Jag nodded, though he certainly ached badly.
"I'll say one thing, that Elena is brave too!" Marina exclaimed. "Shouting out that she'd found those things in the shed."
"She was gambling that they wouldn't kill us. The pieces weren't quite that precious to them. Lucky for us Hardwick realized the game was up. We all knew that she had the goods, and now she wasn't going to be able to quietly move them out of Peru into the black market."
"And Elena has them now. She'll probably sleep with them under her pillow. Did you see her staring at them as I drove us back? She was like a kid at Christmas."
"Quite a woman. I never realized just how passionate she is about Peru's past. She did well!"
He didn't realize just how passionate Elena still felt about him either. Listening to Jaguar make love with Marina the night before had reminded her just how much she wanted to be in his bed again.
"So did you, Jag," Marina added. "You got us inside, and you thought of a way to keep us there longer."
"Well, Marina, your acting was first class. Quite a performance! You had them all fooled."
Just then there was a knock on the door and they heard Elena ask if she could come in. When they opened the door she was carrying a carefully packed thick cardboard box.
"I'm not going to let these out of my sight until we're back to the museum!" Elena announced.
"We were just talking about how brave and committed you are," Marina said.
"Thanks. All three of us were together on this. I hope we can always be that way."
Did Elena mean that she wanted to share more adventures with them? Or was she interested in getting closer to them on a more personal level? Marina was unsure what Elena meant, but she was going to continue to watch her boss' interactions with her husband very carefully.
Then Jaguar turned to look at Elena and she saw his awful condition.
"Oh my god, Jag! Will you be OK? Let's get you to the hospital right now!"
"I'll see how I feel tomorrow. It might just be a matter of resting here for an extra day before we head back to Lima," he stated grimly.
"So.... It looks like I won't have to change my room after all," Elena commented, with a wry smile on her face.
"What do you mean?" Marina asked.
"I heard you two last night and it sounded like a porn video! I couldn't bear listening to another round of it tonight...."
"Oh my god! Sorry Elena. I'm so embarr...." Marina started.
"Wait a minute. I thought I heard YOU last night?" Jaguar countered.
"I caught everything through the walls," she continued without acknowledging his comment. "It sounded like you were really enjoying yourselves over here, while I slept alone. But, by the look of you now Jag, I should get a peaceful night's sleep without any interruptions, right?"



"I don't know about that, Elena," Jaguar grinned, looking at Marina. "I wouldn't mind some more excitement tonight."
They all laughed because they knew he was in no condition for anything vigorous in his present wounded state.
Not even the fearsome jungle beast with the same name has that kind of stamina!
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Small Hands
"It's just too small, Barry," she complained. "And it'll never be big enough either!"
"No, Carole. I think it's perfect. How can you say that?" I replied.
"Look, I know from experience, and I'm telling you it has to be larger to do the job."
"So, you think bigger is better, do you? Carole, I can tell you that bigger simply will not fit!"
"What do you suggest, Barry? We have to make it work."
"We'll just have to try to reconsider the size, that's all. I suppose that's the only way we can go about it," I shrugged, clearly bested in this argument.
You could be excused if you mistook this architectural argument as a discussion about dick size. Carole and I were reviewing my first attempt to design a multi-level condominium building for a developer's prime property. It didn't suit his need for a big showpiece. He wanted something to tower over everything else around it, but this would throw shade across the adjacent park for much of the morning. Carole was right; we'd have to try something else to make it work.
My name is Barry Warrington, a professional architect. You might think that I have a wonderful career, sketching ideas on scraps of paper, then turning them over to technicians to make blueprints. I wish! Typically, there are so many constraints around a design that it is extremely difficult to create anything very original. And on budget too- mustn't forget about that.
Architecture is a demanding career, sometimes satisfying, but often so riven with compromise that it can be deflating.
I didn't know all this nearly twenty years ago when I qualified to study architecture. I was going to be the next Frank Lloyd Wright, creating incredible structures that would be my legacy for generations to come. I carried that dream all through school and achieved solid grades. My graduating thesis design won praise from my university mentors, and I had no trouble starting my career with a well-known firm. I was on my way to a lifetime of satisfying work. Or so I thought.
My first commission was to design a little twelve-unit walk-up apartment building- three levels with four units on each floor. It should have been simple, a rectangular box with about half of the bottom level set into the ground. Everybody has seen these look-alike structures, but mine would be different and better.
I divided each level in two, staggered a metre apart with some steps in the hallway between them. Two units on each level were elevated that much above the other two, the building notched into the ground slope.
I was proud of my design. It was different from the run-of-the mill twelve-plex box, and it fit the site perfectly. There was one big problem, though. The split-level plan required more of everything: survey, forming, concrete, bricks, stairs- the list seemed endless, making the cost about twenty percent higher than a bread-and-butter structure with twelve apartments. It was my first hard lesson in the real world of architecture.
I adapted through the school of hard knocks, and I'm still with my original employer. Frank Smythe knew that I was a young idealist, and he was patient with me. Soon I became much like the rest of my colleagues, churning out more variations on tired themes. More of those "Boxes, little boxes, all in a row," as an old song says: "And they're all made of ticky-tacky, and they all look the same!" That became the reality of my architectural dreams.
Early in my career, I married and it made my professional compromises easier to take. They might disappoint me, but I had something more important in my life. Cherise could turn my darkest moods sunny with her flashing smile and charming ways. She was the glamorous type, used to having guys flocking around her. People see me as a pretty average guy, and my friends all figured that I was way out of my league.
Eventually, she must have thought so too, because I started coming home to an empty apartment after work. Cherise always had a reason why she wasn't back until later in the evening. She was taking training for a job promotion, or she was being updated on new product lines. But my faith in her gradually slipped as it happened more and more often.
I saw all the signs. She'd have alcohol on her breath- strange for a meeting at the office. Sometimes if I tried to kiss her, Cherise would turn away, and other nights she'd head directly to the shower without any greeting at all. Her clothing often had the smoky smell of a bar mixed with the faint aroma of male cologne. I grew increasingly suspicious.
When a friend finally set me straight about her after-hours activities, I felt gutted. I learned that she'd been the office favourite for a few guys over the years, often cheating on me. Cherise had even smiled as she introduced me to them at staff parties. No wonder they wore smug looks as they delivered crushing handshakes. I later learned that she claimed we had an open relationship. Our life together was so damaged that we divorced.
Things were at an all-time low at this point. Frank, my boss, could see that I was in a rough patch and to help me along, he paired me with his best architect on a plum project. The client was expressly looking for something different. Finally, I had a chance to let my hidden FLW come forward. It was a very rewarding experience, one which the senior designer generously credited to me. After that, more interesting assignments began to come my way.
Frank did something else about the same time too. Three of us pool one executive assistant- secretary- and she was retiring. Monica replaced her and what a girl! She made the whole at-work experience one hundred percent better. Not only good at her job, Monica is a treat to be around, and I wondered if her arrival was a coincidence or thoughtfulness on my boss' part.
Monica can best be described as the girl next door type, but with a sexy edge. She was quite attractive in a cute sort of way. She usually dressed fairly conservatively, but her outward manner was far from that. She was very outgoing and laughed a lot, even at my boss' occasional off colour jokes. Monica was a fun person, and sometimes I thought that she might be giving me an inviting look. Or was I just hoping for that?
Almost every Friday the four of us and a couple of her girlfriends from the office would go for drinks after hours. I'd be lying if I said I hadn't thought about Monica between the sheets.
So, you probably have a picture of me and my life now: average guy, excellent career, failed marriage, and lusting after our secretary. There are more of us in every office building in this city, and we all have a story. This is mine.
****
The firm does a lot of work for property developers, small and large. Some of them are excellent people to do business with, but others are jerks. I'd put Emilio Santamundi in the second group, and he was the one calling the shots on my latest assignment.
He had a reputation as a hard-headed guy who liked to get his own way by bullying people. He didn't care much about zoning requirements or city councillors who opposed his applications to build. There were always ways around these annoyances.
Emilio had acquired a prime piece of property right across from the biggest, most frequently used park in the city core. More than a century ago, the city councillors had the foresight to preserve this block of land for the enjoyment of citizens.
The park was dotted with magnificent old trees and monuments. It filled one entire large block on the edge of downtown and was ringed by fine old churches, civic buildings, and solid older apartment buildings, none more than three or four levels high.
When Santamundi bought a neighbouring pair of the older apartment buildings, I'm sure that the city council knew there was trouble on the horizon. The local historical society quickly moved to identify one of the apartments as a heritage building. Apparently, it had an unusual herringbone brick pattern running in belts at the top of each level which deemed it 'architecturally significant.'
To many people It seemed little more than an effort to protect the building. Lawyers representing the developer furiously lobbied council to oppose the designation.
Santamundi was intent on getting the tenants out of the two buildings so that he could tear them down and replace them with a high-end condo development. Suddenly workers began to show up at all hours of day and night to turn off services like heat, electricity, and water to 'test and inspect them.'
At the same time, rents were increased while routine maintenance like landscaping was all but ignored. Some tenants moved out and were replaced with groups of college students in each apartment.
Over a couple of years, the two old apartment buildings began to become run-down. They weren't quite eyesores yet, but tending in that direction. About the same time, the developer began to nurture some friends on city council who would support his efforts to replace the old with something befitting the area. He was ready to bulldoze his low-rise walk-ups, replacing them with a bold new condominium community that would be a downtown showpiece.
As these broad plans ground slowly forward, Emilio approached my boss for a striking design which he could use to help sell his proposal to the city council. He needed some back-up to justify demolition of two perfectly-sound, if deliberately neglected apartment buildings.
We heard all about the conversation between Frank Smythe and Emilio Santamundi from Frank's secretary, when we'd oiled her with some drinks after work on Friday.
"Frank, I need a design for my new condo building across from the park."
"Sure, Emilio. I appreciate your business. What do you have in mind?"
"As much building as you can fit on the lot. Maybe about a hundred units altogether."
"I don't think you could get that many apartments on that property. Isn't it just a couple of twelve-plex buildings now?"
"Yeah, but I want a hundred goddam units, Frank. No less."
"So, they'll all have to be studio apartments, with maybe a few one-bedrooms."
"No, I want lots of two-bedroom units, and some bigger penthouses at the top."
"To do that, you'd need to go up at least twelve levels or more, Emilio."
"So, what's the problem? Draw up something like that."
"You'll never get it approved that high. Not right across from the park."
"Frank, have you ever seen the goddam places beside Central Park in New York? We can do that here."
"I doubt that. People here would never go for it. They love their park."
"Look Frank, if you don't want my fuckin' business, I'll take it someplace else."
"Alright. Alright. I'll get Barry over to the lot right away. He's good with ideas."
"Something special, Frank. Draw me something everybody is gonna love."
"We'll do our best, Emilio."
It looked like I was going to face a real challenge because both Frank and I knew that city council and the general public would never accept a tall building towering over their beloved park.
That afternoon I took a lot of teasing from the other two architects in our little group. But our secretary Monica seemed to look at me in a different way, and she quietly asked if I could give her a ride home. She'd had a bit too much alcohol and would simply leave her car at the office overnight.
When we arrived at her building, she invited me up to her place. I wasn't expecting anything, but as soon as she had her door unlocked, she took my hand and pulled me in. Monica fell against me and wrapped her arms around my neck, laying into my mouth with a big wet kiss. Soon we were on her sofa, all over each other.
By the time I left, we hadn't done the deed, but were well on our way. I couldn't believe my good luck, that this was actually happening to me! But, at the last moment, she suggested that we save it for another night. Of course, I asked her out for dinner on Saturday. She agreed.
I was high as a kite as I drove home. In just one evening I found out that I would be awarded a challenging project with a big developer. Better still, I had rounded second base with our cute secretary, with a promised home run on deck tomorrow night. I'd been divorced for almost two years, and this would be as welcomed as a cold drink after crossing a barren desert!
Saturday evening couldn't come soon enough for me. Monica looked better than I'd ever seen her at work, and I was literally drooling, until she hit me with some bad news.
"Barry, I'm feeling a bit ashamed of myself today. I had too much to drink last night and I may have given you the wrong impression about me. I don't usually go so far when I start with a guy. Can we begin all over?"
"I had a nice time with you yesterday, Monica. You have nothing to be ashamed about."
"Yes, I'll bet you did," she smiled. "Just don't start thinking that you'll get as much of me tonight."
"In that case, I'll order a bottle of wine as soon as we sit down, then a second one later."
"You'll be drunk, because I'm not touching alcohol tonight. I'm serious!"
Monica stuck to her resolve, and she ended up driving me home from the restaurant. A goodnight kiss was as far as I got Saturday night.
****
On Monday morning I drove straight over to examine Santamundi's property. The two old walk-up apartment buildings had very little space to the sidewalk but there was some grass behind, and fifteen parking spaces beyond that. I could see right away that to get a hundred condo units into a new building, any parking would need to be underneath. Probably two levels of parking, in fact.
As I examined the properties, it occurred to me that the footprint of the new condo was twice as big as the two old buildings and their parking lots. Maybe a hundred units could be accommodated across six or seven levels, if there were enough 'junior one-bedrooms' and studio apartments? Perhaps City Council and the general public would accept a modestly taller building than the others around it? I drove to the office rolling these thoughts around.
Was I imagining things when I felt an even warmer welcome from Monica than her usually bubbly self?
"Morning Barry! A bit late today," she teased. "Were you working on your new project all weekend?"
"Actually, I was over looking at the property on the way to work, Monica"
"That's what I like in a man, Barry. Ambition. Frank has already called for you this morning to see him. I guess he wants to make it official, eh? Don't keep him waiting."
"So, she likes a man with ambition, does she," I thought. "Well, that's me alright."
Maybe the rumour of my new project and her sudden interest in me on Friday wasn't just a coincidence. Monica looked so good to me this morning that I was ready to work on this project day and night to show her my drive. Actually, my greatest ambition was to get her into my bed, if I could.
As an architect I already knew the city's exacting design specifications. The minimal setbacks from the street, the building and property lines, were literally carved in stone. Since the property was located on a corner, it seemed that access to the parking garage should be from the side street rather than the busy road in front.
After Frank confirmed that I was indeed going to be leading a preliminary design for the developer, I floated the idea of mixed units across six or seven floors with two parking levels underground. He suggested that I start with that to see how it looked. By lunchtime, I was doing what people sometimes expect that architecture is all about. I found myself sketching floor layouts and building profiles on paper serviettes in the lunchroom!
All week long I immersed myself in the condominium project. It consumed almost every waking hour, and when it didn't, I found myself thinking about Monica. What we had enjoyed together on Friday night was not easy to forget, even though she was embarrassed enough to wish it away. I wanted her again, and more to boot.
At the office I was distracted by her now, unable to concentrate on my work unless I kept my office door closed. I thought that she smiled at me more than usual, or was I only hoping for as much?
By the end of the week, I had arrived at a general floorplan for the proposal, some eighty apartments across six levels. The top story was entirely given over to four huge penthouse units, each with generous outdoor space as part of the roof level.
I began to feel hopeful that I'd found a way to satisfy the developer, the council, and the wider community. By Friday afternoon I had enough completed that I could join our regular a group for drinks after work.
This time, Monica motioned for me to sit beside her. Things could not be better in my life. My project was coming along nicely, and even better, this lovely young woman seemed to be taking as much interest in me as I had in her. She whispered that she wasn't going to drink as much, so she wouldn't be asking for a drive home. However, she was available for the following evening if I would take her some place we could dance.
The dancing on Saturday threw me for a loop. Monica told me that our destination was a surprise and it was! We arrived at a western-themed place, The Roadhouse, which featured line dancing. So, she was a country and western music girl! I didn't know that before tonight, nor did I know how to line dance, though she was eager to teach me. We had a good time, and later she shook me like I hadn't been shaken in years!
On her sofa again, we sipped wine and listened to country music. She was very receptive to my lips and her kisses were most encouraging. Monica's fine breasts felt and tasted marvellous, especially with the way she was stimulating me at the same time. While her bare skin was soft and warm to my touch; mine must have felt stiff and eager to her. Soon, we were highly aroused by what we both knew was coming next.
Monica took my hand, leading me to her bedroom, and I swear that the cool sheets sizzled beneath our overheated bodies. The next few minutes passed like a wild dream- a blur of heaving, perspiring, moaning flesh. It had been a long time for me- too long- so it all seemed to pass very quickly. As we lay together coming back to Earth, I hoped it had been that good for Monica too. She was smiling, and I took that as a Yes.
I floated into the office on Monday morning, feeling that giddy euphoria of someone swept off their feet. Monica met me with a warm smile that suggested she was beginning to feel it too. After a few words, I went into my office and closed the door.
I was on a mission today. Floorplans worked through, it was time to think more about the external design of the building, the frontal elevation. I needed something distinctive that the developer would like, something that would make people want to buy a unit there.
So, I went back to my books, looking for ideas. There was no need to invent something from scratch, no sailboat-like Sydney, Australia opera house or spiraling New York City Guggenheim Museum. Tried and proven would do. This led me to thinking about the other structures facing the park- old churches and public buildings, many of them red brick. I decided that my design should complement rather than clash with the built surroundings.
By the end of the week, I'd settled on a Classical facade, not at odds with the civic building next door. It would have some granite pillars and granite facing slabs on the lower two level, with co-ordinating red brick above that. Between each level, there would be layers of projecting brickwork to add a dash of ornate style to the place. At a glance, the new structure would look as though it had always been there.



I was pleased with the design and drew a favorable response from Frank when I walked him through it. He turned it over to the drafts people to draw up a working copy. An appointment was made with Emilio Santamundi to present it in a week.
****
The meeting didn't go well.
That is as much an understatement as calling a coronation an event, or an assassination an incident. It started out badly and rapidly went downhill from there.
So, call it what it was- a complete disaster!
"Frank, I've been waiting on this for a couple of weeks now. Time is money in business, you know."
"We turned this around in three weeks, Emilio. That's damn fast in architecture."
"Well, I hope it was worth waiting for. Let's see what you came up with."
"Barry here is our lead guy on this project, and I think you'll like what he's ready to propose. Sit back for a few minutes. He'll walk us through it with a computer slide show."
"When do I see the blueprints? That's what I want."
"Right after the slides."
Then I started through it, recognizing that he was impatient. I was nervous because I knew he could be a bear, so I probably rushed a bit faster than usual. The developer made it more difficult by continually interrupting me.
"Let's start with the lot plan. You want plenty of units, so the building outline is pushed out as far as it can go on that property."
"Where's the parking? I don't see any room for parking!"
"That'll have to be beneath the building. Most likely on two levels because of all the units."
"Underground! Fuck! Do you know how expensive that is?"
"Let Barry go through the slide show, Emilio, then we can look at how all these things all fit together."
"OK, but I can already see that this guy went for the big dollar stuff. Two levels underground. Je-sus!"
"This slide shows a typical floorplan for one level of the building. You can see a mix of unit sizes from suites to two-bedrooms on each floor."
"Hey! Too many little cubby-holes! It's hard to sell studios, you know, and I don't see any three-bedroom units. Now those are easy to sell."
"They're on the top level, four of them. Penthouses with big outdoor space on each corner of the roof."
"Come on. I need more than four big units. I want to have rich people move in and I can't have so many studios and hardly any three- or four-bedroom apartments!"
"OK. We think you'll like the look of the building. Show him Barry."
"You'll see that the building fits in to the streetscape. It's new but it blends with the churches and civic buildings along the street. The style has some classical elements, like granite pillars and stone facing on the lower two levels, with fancy brickwork between each level above that, and...."
"Why's it so small? And why's it look like everything else on the street? I wanted at least a dozen levels and something really distinctive! You've given me short and bland. Shit! This isn't what I want at all. No wonder you filled it with small apartments to get enough units!"
"Calm down Emilio. I think Barry has a lot of good ideas here. We can't build that high and expect a permit from the city. Not right beside the park. Even seven levels is pushing it."
"Look Frank. I don't like what I'm seeing at all. This guy has ideas but not the ones I want. Put somebody else to work with him. Does that broad who did the Riverside Condo for us still work for you? You know, the one with the big tits? If so, put them together and try again."
"That'd be Carole. Sure, we 'll take another look at it. But I'm telling you, nobody will give you a permit for twelve levels. There would be such a hew and cry that you'd be as popular as Attila the Hun. I run an architecture business, Emilio. I know you can bend some of the rules, get a special easement now and then. But twelve stories next to that park? You're dreaming!"
"See what Carole can do with this plan. At least ten levels and something more modern, not just like everything else along the street. My condo will get lost in the crowd."
Afterward, Frank took me out for a long, boozy lunch because he knew how angry and disappointed I felt. I could tell that he was mad at Santamundi too, mocking him subtly as we spoke.
"So Barry, I'll talk to 'Tits' and see if she's interested in working with you on another design for him. I know Carole complained last time. Told me she didn't ever want to be alone in the same room as that man again. I don't blame her."
"Remind me to behave myself around her, Frank."
"Say, what's this I'm hearing about you and Monica? My secretary says that you two are tight. Nice looking girl. What does she see in an old guy like you anyway?"
"Old! I haven't even reached forty. Hell, you must be sixty and I still see you stare every time the secretaries walk past you."
"Yes, I admit it. Just don't tell anybody, eh. Especially not that broad you'll be working with. You know the one with...."
"Yeah. I know, Frank," I interrupted.
I wondered if I'd be able to work with Carole without accidently calling her that if I heard it too often. It wouldn't go over well at all.
****
Two days later, Carole and I were examining the plans and elevations I'd prepared for the developer. I could see why Santamundi liked her body, but I also knew that she was a fine architect. She was about the same age as me and had been involved in some high-level public sector projects before she came onto Frank's staff. I felt a bit intimidated, but I knew she'd help me a lot. And since Emilio liked her, it would ease getting a design through.
I'd noticed Carole around the office, of course, because anyone could see that she had a Hell of a body. On a second glance, one would see a friendly face and reddish-blonde hair, which she wore long and straight. Carole didn't just walk. She strode forward, exuding confidence, almost a brashness which could be disarming to mere mortals like me. I would enjoy being paired with her on this assignment.
While we were taking a closer look at my initial proposal for the developer, Carole had something strange to say.
"Did you notice how small Emilio's hands are, Barry?" she asked me, grinning, and I had no idea what she meant.
"Not really. Why?"
"They say that you can guess the size of a guy's dick just by looking at his hands."
I told her that I'd heard this somewhere before, something political I thought. Carole continued.
"Right. You got it. Maybe that's why Santamundi always wants big, tall buildings? I call it SHS- Small Hands Syndrome. His little 'thing' is the problem. I think that if we can convince him he's big, then he won't keep insisting on these high towers that nobody on City Council or in the community wants," she joked.
While she was talking, I inadvertently opened my own hands and glanced down at them. To my satisfaction, I noticed that they were rather large, but Carole caught me looking. We locked eyes and she smiled.
"I think I'm going to like working with you, Barry. Must be those big hands of yours!"
I felt myself turning red, then we both laughed loudly.
This attractive woman had a real sense of humour!
Working with her was going to be interesting.
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Loving Arms
"Hi Baby! So, what have you got for me today, Carole?" Emilio Santamundi barked, a big smile on his face.
It was plain to see that the curvaceous architect was offended as she gritted her teeth and forced a weak smile. Our boss, Frank Smythe intervened before she might say anything in anger.
"They've been reworking our design proposal for the past three weeks. Maybe this one will be more to your satisfaction, Emilio?".
"Yeah, Frank. With her on the job now, I'm sure I'll be more satisfied," Emilio leered as he stared at her ample chest.
Carole winced at the developer's continued sexual innuendo and wished that she could slap his face, or else knee him in the groin.
"They've got a computer slide show for you now. Barry's going to start."
My palms were sweaty, hoping that this attempt wouldn't turn out as badly as the last one. Maybe my shapely partner would distract Emilio enough to disarm his negativity? I was hopeful.
Santamundi had clawed his way to the success in local property development. Everything about him was intimidating, and he used it to full advantage. He was a big man with a deep voice that quickly rose in volume as he angered. Emilio was crude, rough-hewn by a life of scrambling past his competitors by outworking them. The man was shrewd too, leveraging his condominium projects by pre-selling units with big deposits before shovels went into the ground..
I took a deep breath, then launched into my presentation.
"You wanted a taller building with more large units than my first proposal. Carole and I worked with a ten-story concept to see if we could get everything that you were looking for. In this slide, you'll see that the footprint is a little different because the front of the building has a subtle curve to it."
"No parking again, I see. Expensive underground levels, right? Damn!"
"There are a few Visitors spots out front now, but no room at ground level for tenant parking. The lot just isn't big enough."
The developer grimaced but didn't say anything more. He was spending more time checking out my partner's body. "That broad," he had called her when he told my boss Frank to put her on the project. She went to the next slide and looked straight at Emilio so that he would stop staring like a distracted schoolboy.
"Here's a typical floorplan of one lower level, Mr. Santamundi. There is a mix of unit sizes, including a three-bedroom on each of the front corners."
"Nice," he smiled. "Any penthouse suites?"
"Yes. This slide shows the top floor. One on every corner, and for the two of them overlooking the park, with three bedrooms and a den, potentially a fourth bedroom. All of the penthouses have generous open roof area, big enough for landscaping."
"Perfect! Now this is what I wanted to see. I knew that this project needed your touch, Carole. So far I like everything except that underground parking. What's the building look like now?"
"Barry's going to take you through that," Carole said. "Go ahead with the next slide, partner."
"You didn't like a design that blended in so much with the hundred-year-old streetscape, so we tried something different that just might work. City Hall faces the corner of the park down the street from your property. It features a 20th century style, called Post-Modern. Your building could pick up a similar look."
"That's better. Yeah, it has a kind of Big City look, not old-fashioned like the buildings next door. How expensive would that be compared to what you showed me last time?"
"We haven't costed it out yet, but you can see it's a very straightforward design- lots of windows but not much fancy brick or stonework. We went with a curved front because the style can look like a cereal box without something special done to it. The stone facing will be the biggest cost."
"Yeah. I like that design. I'm not committing to it, but I think it might do the trick. What comes next, Frank?"
"I made prints of everything you saw today. Take them with you and go over them more carefully. We can modify the plans a bit if you decide to go ahead. But, Emilio, it has ten levels. You said that was the bare minimum, but I think it is way over anything city council will accept."
"Nah. I have some friends.... It'll go through council for my permit, Frank."
"Don't be so sure. The fee for detailed blueprints is a lot of money to waste if they deny your application. Besides, you still have two buildings on the site. You need demolition permits, and there are tenants in them. One of the old apartments has a heritage designation on it too."
"Don't sweat it, Frank. I know how to get these things done."
"OK.... Let's all go for lunch now. I've got reservations nearby. We can talk some more about what was agreed to here," Frank offered.
Carole and I looked at each other as we packed up our presentation gear. Had we been successful today? The developer seemed pleased with almost everything, a far cry from the ripping I took three weeks before.
We had simply redesigned his proposed condominium to suit his demands. Unfortunately, that was often the reality of architectural practice. Whether or not the city council and building department would approve of Santamundi's plans was a whole other matter.
But for the time being, it was out of our hands. We both felt that we could chalk up our presentation as a success. All Carole had to do to now was to make sure she didn't sit beside him at lunch. She wisely pulled Frank aside for a word about that as we headed for the restaurant.
****
My name is Barry Warrington and I'm a professional architect. I've been working for Frank Smythe's design firm since graduating fifteen years ago He's a good man, always trying to keep me and his other people motivated and happy.
When I divorced my run-around wife two years ago, he replaced our retiring secretary with a lovely young woman, Monica. During the past month and a half, we've been spending a great deal of quality time together, some of it in her bed. I'm a happy man.
Right now, Frank has me motivated too. He has a property development client, an awful bully named Emilio Santamundi, with land across from the city's popular downtown park. Initially I was working alone at the concept stage, trying to accommodate his demand for a hundred-unit development on a small parcel of land.
Then, Frank paired me up with Carole Langmere, a highly qualified architect Santamundi asked to have included. Not only is she smart, Emilio likes her pleasant shape.
It was fun working with Carole during the past three weeks because she has an amazing sense of humour. She's the one who figures Emilio has SHS- Small Hands Syndrome- his hands reflecting the size of his "thing", as she calls it. That's her explanation for the developer always insisting on the highest buildings possible on his properties.
So far, I've managed to avoid referring to her as a broad, or worse, like Santamundi does. But she is an eyeful, so it hasn't been easy.
Monica sees Carole every day at the office. I know that she recognizes the temptations which I face as the two of us work closely on new plans for the developer. No doubt, she sees us side-by-side, leaning onto the high drafting table, Carole's shapely rear straining against her tight skirt. I'm sure she watches us in office chairs facing each other, her stockinged legs demurely crossed, her always-short skirts riding way up her thighs. I know Monica doesn't like it.
"So, how do you like designing with Carole now, Barry?" she asked while we sat on her sofa one evening.
"I think that it's working out well. She's smart and experienced."
"That's not what I mean."
"Well, she's funny too. Great sense of humour."
"Last chance or you strike out for tonight. How do you like working with Carole?"
"You mean because she's got a great body?"
"Exactly. Can you concentrate on your work, or are you thinking about something else?"
"Sorry, Monica. It's hard to concentrate. I am thinking about something else. A lot, I confess.... "
Her pleasant face changed at once, and a look of either anger or disappointment appeared. She looked as though she was about to shout at me, so I immediately completed my sentence.
"What I'm thinking of are times you and I have been together. Nothing could replace those, Monica."
She brightened, then slapped my arm.
"You really had me going there. How would you like another one of those special times together? Right now, in fact." And she led me off to her bedroom.
It may sound as though my preoccupation with Monica is sexual, but that is only the sweet icing on an excellent cake. She is no office bimbo at all; rather, my new girlfriend is not only attractive, but also highly organized and efficient. Monica needs little direction and takes time to absorb everything to do her job well. She's a fine person too, and she keeps me hungry for more of that sweet icing.
As Carole and I developed a second take on a design for the developer, she was the one who noticed the striking Post-Modern design of our city hall. We took a little field trip to examine the structure more carefully, to see if an office building's exterior was adaptable for a condominium.
The City Hall features a bold, vertical profile with rows of look-alike square windows in bands across each floor level. They had no ornamentation of any kind- no sills at the bottom, no bold headers at the top. The building was faced with large slabs of a light grey-to-white stone veneer. Any doors were black for contrast. It is a striking building, though some think it too austere.
We debated whether or not this architectural style was suitable for an apartment building. However, we gambled that Post-Modernism would appeal to Santamundi, so it was a good place to start. Our design enlarged the window areas to a uniform size and aligned balconies across almost the entire width of the front. With stone facing, it would still be reminiscent of the City Hall design.
About a week after our successful new design presentation to the developer, Frank gave us a list of some floorplan and elevation changes Santamundi wanted. Nothing too significant really. He told us to incorporate them in our preliminary drawings, and then bring them to him for final approval and another meeting with the developer.
After that they could go into final form, ready for approval from the city. But we knew there would be much give-and-take because Frank was costing out how much such a structure might cost to build.
I swear that Carole wore her shortest skirt and highest heels to that final meeting with the developer. He could hardly take his eyes off her body as she swayed into the room, cross stepping like a model. He was mesmerized! Yes, everything was fine with the plans. Yes, he was ready to commit to a full set of blueprints, along with vertical elevation drawings, and detailed sections of certain areas.
He seemed more interested in another group lunch date than in much else. This time he slid in beside Carole, and the poor woman had to keep brushing his hands away.
Frank billed Emilio for the architectural work that had been completed to date. He knew that developers could be very slow to pay if their plans were held up at the approval stage. And we were all quite sure that they would be. Too high, not sufficiently compatible with the streetscape, and two occupied walk-up apartments already on the property- these were serious obstacles to which Santamundi seemed quite oblivious.
****
There was a point where the architectural work was tied up in-house with final computer drafting and costing estimates. Carole and I each went back to other duties for the time being. I had become very accustomed to her as a working partner and found myself wishing that we were back on the condominium job.
We continued to cross paths in the office or the cafeteria, and I always took the opportunity to engage her in conversation. I began to wonder if I had an interest in her that extended beyond our shared project.
One day I came down to the cafeteria a bit later that normal for lunch. She was sitting by herself, one of the few people still there. I slid in next to her and we easily picked up conversation.
"Have you heard anything new about the condominium project, Barry? Is it still moving along?"
"Nothing lately. I'm doing some fill-in work right now. Get this- an addition on an old house."
"Same with me. Somebody's summer cottage. Wish we were back on that other job."
"Agreed, and I miss working together with you on it."
That had slipped out without much thought and there was no taking it back now. I watched for her reaction and saw a little smile. She didn't say anything for several seconds, as if she was thinking first.
"Yes, sometimes I do too, Barry."
"You're great to work with. Smart and funny. I like it," I heard myself blurt out like some fool.
Carole smiled, "That's nice of you. I like working with a gentleman, somebody who doesn't look at me like I'm hanging in a butcher shop!"
I laughed out loud.
"Like I said, Carole, you are funny. Lots of laughs."
"Keep me posted if you hear any news about the condo project. I wouldn't be surprised if it comes back to us to do over again after city council spits it back at him, the dirty old bastard."
"Don't like Santamundi, do you."
"I'm a piece of raw meat as far as he's concerned. I hate men like that."
Just as she left, Monica came into the lunchroom and made a beeline in my direction. There was a scowl on her face.
"Having lunch with 'Carole the Body' these days, are you Barry? Why don't you ever invite me down to eat with you?"
"She was the only one here when I arrived. Am I going to ignore her? We work together."
"Frank wants to see you in his office after you come back upstairs. Uh.... Sorry, I got angry just now. It's just that she's so...."
"Monica, you have nothing to worry about, believe me," I gently interrupted.
Carole was a very appealing woman. Having worked closely with her for almost a month, I quite enjoyed her company. Now confusion was setting in because both women attracted me, even though they were very different. I left shortly, headed for Frank's big office.
"Monica said that you wanted to talk to me about something, Frank."
"Yes, to update you on Emilio Santamundi's project. I know some people in the building department at City Hall and we just happened to be playing golf on the weekend."
He winked to tell me that it hadn't just happened by coincidence- he had arranged it for some purpose. That was how the business worked sometimes, and Frank was a master at pulling strings to get information. He continued.
"We talked about the proposal based on some preliminary designs that my friends had seen on Emilio's website. He was already promoting it for presale. Quite an interesting conversation, to say the least."
"What did they think of the plans? Too high, I'll bet."
"You'd have won that bet, Barry. Four or five levels too high, depending on ceiling heights in the apartments! Six stories are as high as will ever be approved alongside the park."
"Damn! That was about what I originally designed."
"Yes, I remember. I told them about it, and they thought it would have stood a very good chance."
"Did you mention the frontal elevation, the general similarities to City Hall?"
"They'd seen it on his website and just laughed about it. The 'snowball's chance in Hell' sort of laugh. It's a non-starter."
"So, what are we going to do next, Frank?"
"Nothing. Let him go ahead with it, the stubborn bastard. He paid us for what he wanted to see, and he ignored our cautions along the way. We may be finished with him on this one, or he may be back to try again. No doubt he'll blame it all on us if he does, but he's already paid for our work. This time I might have to tell him to kiss my ass."
Now that was something that everybody who'd ever done work for Emilio Santamundi would pay to see!
Back at my office Monica was giving me that "I'm sorry" look. So, I invited her to come downstairs for coffee with me about 3:00. She brightened up immediately, flashing that beautiful smile that could melt ice.
I'd never considered it before, but it dawned on me that by being in the cafeteria together, she could confirm to people that there was something between us. It would almost be like holding hands in school. It would probably mean a lot to her, and I knew that this public display should keep me from thinking about Carole. We were sitting at a little table for coffee by 3:00.
"Can you tell me what Frank wanted to see you about? Or is it private?" she whispered to me, coming close to my ear like intimates might do.
"Just a bit of it. He got some inside news that City Hall isn't going to like the condo proposal."
"That doesn't really surprise me. I looked at the plans and nobody in the city will want something so high looming down over the park. No building should be above the church spires or the tallest trees in the park."
"You're absolutely right! When did you study urban planning, Monica?" I joked.
"It's just common sense. And I don't think some people have any."
"Right. Like Emilio Santamundi."
We both laughed, but I recognized her very sensible insight, one likely shared by many people in the community. I felt relaxed, enjoying her close company publicly in the office, and Monica seemed quite happy about the whole thing. Yes, we'd have to do this more often.
After we came back upstairs together- not holding hands of course, though I had the feeling that she might have liked to- I phoned Carole to tell her the latest about the project. She laughed and told me to reserve a front row seat when Emilio came to the office to kiss Frank's ass. Funny woman!
****
Suddenly, things became much darker.
I was at Monica's again, snuggling with her on the sofa one evening with the local news channel turned on. We were waiting to watch the game coming up next. There was on-the-scene coverage of a local apartment fire. People stood across the street on the side of the park, some of them in their pajamas, evidently rushed out of the building.
One of the developer's old walkup apartments was ablaze, flames shooting out some of the windows. A valiant firefighter charged out of the front entry with an armful of squirming cats, and a crying woman rushing to him to hug them against herself. He called loudly to the chief that there was no-one still inside.
"A fire- is it a coincidence, Barry? Or deliberate?"
"I'm sure there'll be an investigation, especially if anyone knows his plans."
Another big pumper truck arrived on the scene, blasting more and more water onto the flames. They were slowly winning the battle, but while it raged- fire versus water- the apartment building was being consumed. Another pumper directed its hoses against the facing end of the second building, also soaking down its roof. All its residents huddled across the street too.
All at once there was a loud crash as the centre section of the burning building's sodden roof caved in. Flames blasted up through the big hole. We could see that it would be a total loss by the time the fire was extinguished.
Both of us sat mesmerized watching the battle rage until the apartment building was a smoking ruin. While the adjacent apartment was saved, it was not without extensive water damage, perhaps more. By this time a news team was interviewing the fire chief and some displaced residents. I recognized Emilio Santamundi standing beside the television reporter, next in line.



"With us now is Mr. Emilio Sanda... excuse me... Santamundi, owner of these two properties. What do you think of this, sir?"
"Of course, I'm upset. They're ruined now. And all those people across there by the park, these were their homes. Where will they live?"
Emilio seemed genuinely concerned, but we had to wonder if it was all an act.
"Can you think why this might have happened?"
"No. We keep the buildings in good condition and every apartment has smoke alarms. We check them regularly. I guess this is what happens with old buildings sometimes. It's too bad."
"Will you be able to repair the neighbouring apartment? The fire-fighters saved it."
"I don't know. I'm sure there'll be water pouring in from the roof and maybe the side windows too. The basement units on this end will likely be flooded from all the water. I don't know what we'll do with this whole damn mess!"
"Thank you. That was the property owner commenting about the future of these two buildings. Now I have the lady with the rescued cats and she's very...."
We turned off the television and talked for a while about what we'd just seen.
"Do you think he did it, Barry? That he torched his own apartment?"
"Probably. The motivation was there. But it could have been a tenant smoking in bed. He had some pretty rough people living in there, probably to help clear other tenants out of the buildings."
"I think he did it so he could get started on his condo."
"But why would he have only torched one of them?" I wondered.
"Maybe he knew there'd be so much water damage that the other one would be uninhabitable? The bottom level is half underground," Monica suggested.
"Looks like that's exactly what's going to happen. There'll be a Fire Marshall's investigation, for sure."
"This will slow down his project, right?"
"Definitely."
"So, I guess you and Carole won't be getting back together on that job anymore?"
"Not for a while, if at all."
I could tell that this pleased her. Carole would always be competition as far as Monica was concerned. I admit that I would like to work with her again. There was something about her that stuck with me, but I wasn't going to say anything because this was a dangerous topic. Then Monica surprised me completely with the next thing she said.
"There were a dozen apartments in each of those buildings, right?"
"Yes, probably twenty or more families and groups of people left homeless."
"We could help with that problem, you know."
"What do you mean? Donations? A 'Go Fund Me' campaign?"
"No, by freeing up an apartment. We both have a place, and I think we could do with just one, don't you?"
"Oh.... Now I get it," I slowly replied as it dawned on me.
Monica was proposing that we take the next big step and live together! My... god! This caught me completely off-guard because I must admit that I'd never considered it before. I didn't realize that our romantic relationship was quite this serious.
I thought she was wonderful company, smart and very attractive. And I already knew that she was good in bed- very good, in fact. But I had underestimated the depth of her feelings for me. However, I knew that when a woman asks you to live together, consider the relationship over if you decide to decline.
I must have hesitated too long because Monica started to sell me on the idea.
"My place is bigger, and I like my things, so you could come here. We could share the rent and arrange an extra parking space because we'd both want our own cars. You like my cat, don't you?"
"Yes, it's a great idea!" I enthused. "I don't know why I didn't think of it myself."
Actually, I did know. My enjoyable working relationship with Carole had clouded my vision a bit, but that would be over now because I was committing to this. Besides, it looked as though Frank's company would be finished with Santamundi and his condo project for now anyway.
"This is so exciting, Barry. How soon do you think we can do it? We can go to your place tomorrow to decide what we'll keep and what you'll need to get rid of. Most of my things are quite new, so we probably won't need much of your old furniture. I never told you before, but your bed is too soft for me anyway. Oh, I can hardly wait for us to set this place up as our own!"
I smiled and we kissed to our future together. I firmly pushed down the tiny nagging doubt that I was feeling. It was much easier when she led me into her bedroom- soon to be our bedroom- to celebrate the big step we had just taken.
Soon we were entwined, our lips locked, and our bodies joined in fevered union. Breathing became more difficult as our passions rose higher and higher. Gradually we came closer to the bounds of this world- it certainly seemed like that! Then we both went there for a time before we finally came back to Earth. Any doubts I had about moving in were gone, at least for now.
****
The Fire Marshall's investigation into the cause of the fire continued for a week. The second apartment had been badly flooded, just as Santamundi expected, so big 'Condemned: Do Not Enter' signs were posted as soon as residents had an opportunity to salvage what wasn't ruined.
It poured rain all that week, only worsening the damage and heightening the ugliness of the forlorn burned-out building. A high metal fence was erected quickly to keep people off the site of both buildings, and it remained that way in the weeks and months that followed.
Investigators concluded that the fire had probably been accidental, perhaps started by an untended candle or cigarette. There was strong suspicion that one of the back units may have been occupied by squatters who crawled through a missing back window to sleep. The property owner was exonerated because there was proof that smoke detectors throughout the building had recently been inspected. However, suspicions did remain.
The burned-out ruins were bulldozed and hauled away, but City Hall ordered that the other building remain in place. It was a designated 'historically significant' structure, the one with the unique patterned brickwork between each level. The owner was ordered to seal off the building until its future was decided. Under no condition was he to tear it down.
In the meantime, Monica and I were living together in her apartment. I hadn't shared a home with a woman for almost three years, and not with a woman who came home at night for at least a half dozen. I had forgotten the many benefits of the constant companionship and a woman's arms around me at night. What was there not to like about living with Monica?
There were a few difficulties, as a matter of fact. The apartment was rather small for two people, and little of my own stuff had made the cut when it came to using what space we had to share. I'd had some of my things for a long time and now they were gone to charity. At least I had kept most of my books.
The other problem was entirely with me. Monica might be the sweetest girl in the world, but she was that, a girl. I was at least fifteen years older than her- the better part of a generation- and we came from very different backgrounds, with divergent interests and tastes. Perhaps the contrasting preferences were insurmountable?
She liked country music, but I preferred jazz.
She liked home-style food, while I preferred international.
She wanted to line dance, and I wanted to go to concerts.
She wanted a man, but I'd like a woman more my age.
She held me tightly in her loving arms at night.
But sometimes I was thinking of Carole.
Was there any future for our relationship?
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Swallowed Up
I lay sleepless one night in my girlfriend's bed. I'd moved in with her two months before and was still having difficulty adjusting to the new situation. The small apartment seemed crowded with two living together, but there was a bigger issue. Monica was my secretary, a lovely girl about fifteen years younger than me, and I increasingly realized how much our interests and tastes differed.
Even worse, I was sometimes thinking about an older woman with whom I collaborated- Carole Langmere. I was confused and knew that I was treading in very dangerous territory because we all worked together.
Monica snuggled up against me, before I finally dropped off into a deep sleep and dreamed. I was with her on a windy beach somewhere, tanning in the sun.
"Are you still working with Carole these days, Barry?" she asked.
"Yes, and I hope we stay on the condo project. We're good together."
"I want you to stop. That woman is a threat to us. A serious threat."
"No she's not! Carole is smart and funny. It's fun working beside her."
"I know that you like her body more than anything. Stop it with her!"
"I'll do no such thing! I like being around her and that's all there is to it."
At that point, Carole came strolling along the beach, taking her long, self-confident strides. I couldn't take my eyes off her. Then she stopped and stared directly at me. She crooked her finger.
"Come with me, Barry. You need a woman, not a girl. I'll give you what you really want, you'll see."
Without saying anything, I got up and went to Carole. She took my hand and we walked away down the beach, leaving Monica behind. I'd made my choice.
I stirred and like most dreams it morphed into another one, likely to be lost by morning. Strangely enough, it remained with me, some of the details faded, but the general sense intact.
I thought about it at the office next day and wondered if it had meaning. Did it predict what was to come, perhaps an affair with Carole? Or did it simply reflect the ambivalence I was feeling about my current situation with Monica? Perhaps it was telling me to be honest with Monica about my feelings, but did I dare?
Frank Smythe jolted me out of my thoughts with a phone call.
"Barry. Come over to my office about ten. I've got some new information about the Santamundi condominium project. Carole will be joining us because it's important she be up to speed too."
I told him I'd be there, then began to guess what news Frank might have for us. Whatever it was, Carole's involvement in the meeting suggested that we might resume working together again on plans for the new development.
Funny, it seemed to reflect the subject of my dream last night. If I would be partnered again with Carole, would it spell the end of my relationship with Monica? The meeting was in a half hour, so I wouldn't need to wait long to find out.
****
My name is Barry Warrington, and I'm a professional architect. You already know the issue I'm having about two women with whom I work. My ex-wife and I divorced two years ago because of her repeated infidelity. Now here I am thinking about another woman while living with my secretary. Am I any better than my ex?
Sometimes I feel guilty about betraying Monica in my thoughts and dreams, but that's as far as it has gone. I'm sure that she has no idea how confused and conflicted I am at the moment. I need to keep it that way because she is a wonderful person, but maybe not the one for me.
Carole Langmere is a professional architect, a much experienced one whom I tend to look up to. I also tend to look AT her because she is a very sexy woman. Late thirties, like me, she walks in a way that puts everything in motion. I've seen the men in the office stop what they're doing and let their eyes follow her across the room. I'm one of them.
My late-fifties boss, Frank Smythe is as bad as the rest, but less obvious. I'm sure that she knows the consternation which she awakes in men's groins, but she pretends not to notice. Carole is the reason for my current inner conflict.
The two of us gathered in Frank's office with anticipation. What he had for us wasn't really what we expected- news about our architectural design- but it did provide a hint of things to come.
Frank had been in the business for most of his adult life. He came from family money and had the resources to buy an existing small firm when he was a young man. He was patient and steadily grew it into one of the city's most prestigious architecture houses, very popular with big project developers. Fit and handsome, silver-streaked Frank was long-divorced, and quite adept with the ladies.
He knew how to get things done.
"I had another golf date with my Building Department buddies this past weekend. They told me that Emilio Santamundi has an application in for a permit to demolish his remaining twelve-plex on the property. He cites the flood damage caused by firefighters' efforts to save the building from the fire next door. It has been sitting boarded up so long now that several of the units are covered in black mold."
"That sounds like a good reason for demolition. What did they say about it?" Carole asked.
"It's got a heritage designation for the patterned brickwork and the city is determined to save that."
"Seems unfair to make him restore it for that. It'll cost more than the old building is worth, don't you think?"
"Carole, that's why you two are here now. They will allow him to tear down everything except the entire front facade. That's where most of this unique brickwork is found. The condition is that he has to reinforce and support it to preserve it...."
"Just like a freestanding wall?" I interrupted.
"Not just a wall. It has to be integrated into the frontal elevation of any new structure built on the lot."
"Now that's different, isn't it! New condo, old front."
"Sure is, Barry, but it's been done before. The point is, you two may end up being the ones who have to come up with a design that can integrate the old into the new. This is a heads-up so you can start to inform yourselves about projects that have applied this idea successfully."
"So, are we working together again, Frank?" I asked.
"Not really. I just ask you to share what you find with each other. Sometimes the three of us can meet to talk because this is somewhat new to me too."
"But, do you expect that we'll eventually have Emilio asking for a new design based on the old brickwork?"
"Yes Carole, unless he either drops the condominium idea altogether, or finds some way to work around City Hall."
"Do you think he'd defy them and just tear the whole thing down anyway?"
"He'll be warned against that Barry, if he ever expects to get a permit for anything in this city."
Emilio Santamundi had other ways to deal with City Hall, and he'd been carefully working on them during the past month or so. He'd identified two city councillors as 'pro-development' and was carefully nurturing them in anticipation that his applications, first to demolish and later to build, would eventually come in front of City Council.
The two councillors and their families were Emilio's guests for the weekend at his lakeside 'cottage', actually a very big place designed for entertaining. They were arriving there now.
"I want you to enjoy your weekend here. Just relax and we won't talk politics or anything like that. You know I can't anyway, right? Conflict of interest. We don't get enough guests up here and it's going to be a beautiful weekend. The kids can use the pool or the beach. There are no lifeguards, so keep a close eye on them."
"Thanks for the invitation, Mr. Santamundi. Real nice of you."
"Yeah, thanks. Perfect weekend to be here. The kids will love it!"
"It's Emilio. I'll call you Mike and Jordan. Everything is casual this weekend, OK?"
"Sure Emilio. Hey, quite a place you've got here. Really impressive!"
"It's from a lifetime of hard work. When the family came from the Old Country, we didn't have nothin' but the clothes on our backs. My folks worked hard all their lives and they made us work with them too." He continued:
"My brother Louie and me bought a little property and built a house to rent out. One house became two, then four, then eight. You get the picture, eh? We never asked nothin' from nobody, just a fair chance. Day and night we worked, and this is what we got for our trouble. Louie and me share this place."
"Your trouble paid off, eh? Hard work built this great summer home."
"Yeah. That's the good thing about this country. A guy can still put his sweat and money into something and see the reward. Not like places where government always gets in the way with red tape. Here a guy can have a dream and make something good for everybody. Know what I mean?"
If the two city councillors had been paying attention, they'd know exactly what he meant. Although the developer wasn't directly selling them on his condominium development, he was playing them. The whole success story about working hard to build something without government interference was the message he wanted them to buy.
It was important that they view him as a self-made man who could achieve great things if he came before City Council for a permit. Two pro-development votes among eight members could have an important impact, and Emilio knew it.
"We can talk some more later. Let's get a drink in your hand and I'll show you around. Remember, 'mi casa est tu casa'- my home is your home- this weekend. Mike, Jordan, we're glad you and your families could make it here!"
Later, after a big barbeque and plenty of drinks, it was natural that Emilio, Mike and Jordan got comfortable to hash over city politics, something all three of them had in common.
"Emilio, what do you think are the big issues in the city right now? Off the record, of course."
"Housing is big. The city is growing and there never seem to be enough places to live. Like the people who were forced out of my two apartments by the park. The big fire and water damage. I don't know where they went after that, but they sure as Hell must have had a tough time finding something. Poor buggers."
"I agree with you. Not many decent apartments. And not many being built right now either. Why's that? You're in the business."
"It's a tough business. A guy puts a lot of money out there for blueprints and approvals. Sometimes it's months and years before a shovel goes into the ground. It's a big question, never knowing what's going to be approved. I think putting money into stocks and bonds would be easier and have less risk."
Then he paused for effect.
"It was better when Louie and me started out, but now it's a crap shoot. A project might get through or it might not. It's a Hell of a risk, I tell you."
"I never saw it that way before. Jordan, what do you think?" Mike asked.
"Yeah. He makes sense. All risk. Maybe no reward," Hales agreed.
Emilio turned the conversation to other general topics. He had been careful to talk about property development only in a general way, and in no way did he directly promote his condominium project. But it looked as though Mike Spencer and Jordan Hales had been receptive to his message, so the weekend was already a success.
****
"Barry, we haven't been out much lately. How'd you like to take me to The Roadhouse this weekend for some fun?" Monica was asking.
I tried not to grimace at the thought of more country music and line dancing, but I realized we hadn't been there since we started dating more than three months ago. There really was no way to easily decline.
"Sure baby. It's been a while, hasn't it? But just one condition, OK? Next time we go out, let me take you to a jazz club. I think you might enjoy it as much as I do."
"Hmm.... I don't really like that music very much. Maybe for older people, but not somebody my age."
I felt myself getting annoyed. Sometimes it seemed that everything had to suit her. My furniture was considered disposable when I moved in with her, and my bed was too soft anyway. Her preferences in food and entertainment usually over-rode mine. This sweet, lovely person was beginning to seem selfish to me.
"Let's put it this way, Monica. I'll go with you to The Roadhouse this weekend but promise to join me at a jazz club next time. Is it a deal?"
She wrinkled her nose up to show me that she didn't think much of jazz, but I just waited her out.
"Well.... OK. You drive a hard bargain," she quipped.
That little remark put me over the edge.
"This is supposed to be about both of us, not just what you like. Do I like country music? Not much. Do I like line dancing? Not really. But you do, so I take you there, right?"
Her face changed and I could see an argument was close at hand.
"If you don't like country music or line dancing, why not just stay home, Barry!"
"Because I want you to have a chance to enjoy the things you like."
"I'll just go with my friends, then we'll both be happy."
I didn't want to argue about it and reminded her that I had agreed to go with her to The Roadhouse. But she was having none of it.
"No. You stay home and listen to your jazz. I'll call some girlfriends and we'll go ourselves."
"Ok. Just do what you want. I offered to go and don't forget that. It was just too hard for you to please me in return."
"Oh, don't be so dramatic, Barry. I'm sorry I brought it up in the first place. I'll go either Friday or Saturday, depending on my friends."
"Have a nice time," I said sarcastically.
On Friday night, Monica got out her country gear: tight jeans, embroidered shirt and cowboy boots. When she was dressed, with her hair in a long pony-tail, she looked so cute, and part of me wished that I was going with her. But it was too late for second thoughts now.
After Monica's girlfriend picked her up for The Roadhouse, I had a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. In my mind I was back about three or four years, wondering if my ex-wife Cherise would be coming home late again. Would she be drinking too much and letting other guys be free with her? Would she refuse to kiss me when she came in? Would she push past me on her way to the shower?
Cherise had hurt me badly with her cheating. It wasn't something that I'd ever forget, and now it seemed it could be coming back. I knew that I should have gone with Monica to the bar.
I needed something to take my mind off my girl surrounded by the thirsty Friday night crowd. There was always the condo project to occupy my troubled mind.
After a while I went to my little collection of architecture books to see if I could find anything about what Frank had told Carole and me earlier in the week. Was there some way to incorporate the red brick front of the developer's old three-level walk-up into a new condominium?
After some browsing through familiar material, I found an interesting section that I had always skipped over in one of my books. It read...
CONTEXTUALISM
"By the Seventies, Modernist urban design was under attack. The underlying idea was that the city and its buildings embodied the collective memory of its inhabitants. If urban interventions did not conform to pre-existing types, memory was lost. Modernist structures replacing the known city constituted an actual destruction of memory."
As an architect, I understood this babble. It was an appeal to preserve rather than destroy. It said to handle the city's past with care because it meant more to people than grand new structures that only looked good on paper. It suggested that past and present must be married together in the city's buildings so that people could relate to them. So far so good.
The next few pages jumped out at me. Some photos and text illustrated structures where this had been done successfully. Architects called it 'Layering'. For example, modern staircases could be integrated into the brick inner walls of an old building- two contrasting looks which complemented more than they clashed.
'Re-Interpretation' was another connected theme. I saw how traditional arches and columns could be built from different materials than in the past, while retaining some of the original form. I bookmarked what I'd found, meaning to show this to Carole.
My thoughts turned to my fellow architect after that. We'd both worked at the firm for several years, yet I really knew very little about Carole away from the place. Where she lived; with whom she lived- if anyone; what she enjoyed and disliked- these were all a mystery to me. I'd been guilty of seeing her as a smart designer with a great body. I made a mental note to find out, to engage her in some more personal conversation the next time we were together.
By now it was getting late, and I hadn't heard anything from Monica. I had hoped she would text me from The Roadhouse to tell me how her evening was going, and I thought she might send some selfies with her friends. Nothing.
Apparently, she had disappeared into the night with no intention of connecting with me. I took her earlier advice and listened to some of my jazz, but it only took me back to doing the same thing while I waited anxiously for Cherise to come home.
About midnight, I was beginning to nod off when my phone pinged. It was a text from Monica, the selfie I was expecting. She was smiling up at me, with the look of someone who has had too much to drink. The glasses and bottles on the table in the foreground confirmed my suspicion.
Her girlfriend was next to her, looking inebriated too. On the other side was a big guy whose arm seemed to have disappeared behind Monica as he leaned into the image. He wore a self-satisfied grin that sunk my spirit, so I took a sleeping pill and went to bed.
Sometime in the night, I was vaguely aware of Monica coming into the room, trying to be quiet but bumping into things. Too much to drink. A mixed atmosphere of cigarettes, alcohol and stale perfume followed her into the bedroom. Clothing dropped to the floor and the blankets were moved. When she snuggled up against me, she felt overheated.
I opened one eye to glance at the clock on the night table. Two o'clock. The bars had closed an hour ago. Thankfully, I fell back to sleep before I started to think about my cheating ex-wife again.
****
Things were coming to a head now, both in my relationship with Monica and the business of Emilio Santamundi's condominium project.
The morning after my girlfriend's night out passed quietly. She slept late and showered long before coming to the kitchen for the coffee I'd brewed two hours before. Monica forced a smile, but I could see that she wasn't feeling too well.
"Some dry toast for you?" I asked with a sarcastic grin.
"Nothing. I might be sick."
"Too much beer, eh? I saw all the bottles and glasses on your table."
"How?"
"The selfie you sent. About midnight."
"Ohhh.... Did you see Marianne in it?"
"Yes, and somebody else. A big guy with his arm around you."
"Jealous, are you? Brian's her brother. Our bodyguard for the night because it's a pickup bar."
I felt foolish for thinking the worst of her, so I took her hand and told her that I was glad she was home again. My worries had been misplaced. I only hoped that what she had told me was true, but Monica had never given me reason to mistrust her. I resolved to be more positive about her in future.
On Saturday afternoon there was a demonstration in the downtown park, right in front of the scene of the apartment fire. News had leaked out that Santamundi had applied for a demolition permit for the remaining building and been denied. Now about fifty people had turned up to weigh in on the issue.



I knew that somebody in the Building Department would have leaked the news in order to galvanize the community. No doubt that person wanted to ensure that Santamundi wouldn't tear down the heritage structure after being refused his permit to go through the legal route.
Judging by the white hair among the lead protesters shown on television, the local heritage society had organized the event. They had been joined by dozens of other people, many carrying signs, some of which attacked the developer, though not by name.
Television news coverage ensured that thousands of viewers would be aware of the demolition. Their views ranged from 'tear down that eyesore' to 'keep new development away from the park.'
The city Building Department had spoken and now Emilio Santamundi had the next move. Would he take matters into his own hands, or appeal through appropriate channels. The demonstration had brought so much attention to the issue that he decided to request a hearing in front of City Council. If he could convince them of the need to replace the old building with something better, he believed that a demolition permit would be issued promptly.
A few weeks later, the whole effort went badly for the developer. Citizens opposing the permit packed the public gallery, holding anti-development signs that made their views very clear. A few councillors spoke in support of demolition, including Mike Spencer and Jordan Hales, the two invited to his summer home earlier. Both were roundly booed and jeered by the crowd.
In hopes of creating a positive spin on demolition, a company spokesperson presented the designs Carole and I had created- the ten-story, Post-Modern, City-Hall-like prints Santamundi had liked so much.
Apart from his two coerced councillors, condemnation of the proposed design was universal. The public galleries seethed during the presentation, then erupted in jubilation as City Council voted 6 against 2 to deny the demolition permit. They included a strong caution to the developer about the consequences of taking matters into his own hands.
They sent Santamundi back to the drawing board for his proposed design too, highly critical of the height and the frontal elevation, incompatible with its immediate surroundings. I could visualize him slinking away to lick his wounds.
A few days later Carole and I were called to Frank's office, and we knew what this meeting was going to cover. It was predictable, and Carole boldly started it out.
"So, did you kick his ass, Frank? You said you might."
"What?... I guess I did say that a while back, but... maybe next time."
"This is about Emilio's design, isn't it?" I asked.
"Right. You probably know all about what happened when he applied for his demolition permit. We predicted it, because there's a heritage designation on the old place. And we knew that his ten-story City Hall look-alike wasn't going anywhere either- except into the garbage can...."
"So, where does this stand now, Frank?"
"We're right where my friends in the Building Department told me we'd be. If Santamundi wants to tear that apartment down, he'll need to preserve the whole front facade and integrate it into anything new that he puts on the property. And that will need to max out at six stories, a bit below the nearby church spires and the tallest trees in the park." Frank continued while we listened intently.
"He invited me for lunch yesterday. Surprised me. Made nice and asked me if we could do something along those lines. I think he sees that he can't force anything different through City Council. So that's where we stand now. Do you think you can come up with something everybody will like, including Emilio?"
We assured him that we could, and asked how soon he needed our new designs, the third run I'd taken at this project. Frank suggested a month, sooner if possible, and we assured him that it could be done. Carole and I had already been exchanging ideas and examples of Contextualism, Layering, and Re-Interpretation.
"Good. One more thing. There's no need to reinvent the wheel here. I talked with Santamundi about your first proposal again, Barry, and he was more receptive to some of the ideas this time. Start from what you already designed for him, six levels- about 25 metres high- and integrated into the streetscape. You were of the same mind as City Council on that. Questions?"
Carole had one.
"Frank, can we be sure to save all the old bricks from the demolition of the other three sides, when it happens? I think we could end up using them as part of the whole frontal elevation of his condo. There's nothing worse than unmatched brick."
"Excellent! We'll be certain to get that stipulation to the Building Department. Anything else?"
"Yeah. Is he still stuck on a hundred units?" I asked. "If so, they'll all be studios and junior one-bedrooms."
"No. But he wants more big apartments because he knows people with money will be buying units across from the park. It's a prestige address. See if you can get at least fifty condos into his building."
Carole and I left, and came to my office to review the earlier plan I had designed. Monica noticed us right away, and I could see a forced smile as she said hello to my design partner.
"Let me guess. You'll be working together again on a new plan for the condo, right?" was all she said.
"Yes, Monica," Carole said in a kindly voice. "We'll be spending plenty of time together in the next month or so. But I'll just be borrowing him, not taking him away. I've had enough men in my life and I don't need any more of them." She laughed, then smiled at my girlfriend in a reassuring way.
I didn't know what to say. It was obvious my fellow architect realized that Monica was jealous about our time together at the office. Carole had never said anything about it, but evidently, she had read subtleties like expression, tone and gesture when we were together, or when Monica was with us.
And I wondered how much interest in Carole I had communicated without being aware of it? Whatever the case, she had made it clear to my girlfriend, and to me, that her involvement was limited to architecture. Period.
"I'm glad to hear that," Monica replied earnestly. "Because I want him all to myself."
I smiled. There was comfort in being desired by this sweet young woman. But at the same time, she wanted to take total possession of me.
Perhaps I was about to be gobbled down whole, swallowed up by this sometimes selfish girl who loved me?
I'd given myself to another years ago, and been burned badly. I was wary now.
And I didn't know if I could ever do it again.
Please rate this chapter or comment. I'll post the final episode of this four-part series soon. Can the two conflicts- the condominium development, and Barry's inner feelings- be resolved?
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Arm's Length
Carole Langmere held everyone's attention as she headed toward my office, her impressive rack keeping time with those swaying hips. It was all in the way she walked, thrusting one leg out in front of the other, cross-stepping like a model as she moved . She strode forward with her head a bit in the air and confidence written all over her smiling face.
Each firm downward step sent a pronounced jiggle through her whole torso, while the swivel of her hip for the next step shifted her ample breasts across to the other side of her tall body. It was fluid, poetry for the male soul. I'd studied it enough times like this to understand how all the moving parts added up to one irresistible spectacle.
My secretary-girlfriend, Monica called her 'The Body', and for good reason. I had no doubt that my boss Frank Smythe was watching through his big office window right now, following the one-woman, traffic-stopping parade as she came my way this morning.
"Carole is here to see you," Monica called from her desk out front, as if I somehow hadn't noticed ever since she entered our area. "Can you meet her now? Or are you busy."
Never too busy for Carole, I thought. "Thanks. Have her come in."
"Good morning, Carole. Are you ready to take another run at Emilio Santamundi's condo project? He's a chastened man since City Council chewed up his application and spit it back at him."
"It couldn't have happened to a more deserving guy. He's had it coming for several years now and I'm glad I was around to watch it. A real kick in the nuts, and a lot of people would like to see him take a few more."
"Ah, Carole. Is that any way to treat one of the city's outstanding developers?" I mocked.
"Don't get me started, Barry. You know that I've had enough of his touching and sexual innuendo to last a lifetime."
"Carol, have you stood sideways and looked at yourself in a full-length mirror lately? You must know how you affect the opposite sex."
"Really! And I always thought you were a gentleman, Barry!"
"Yes, but I also have eyesight, cojones, and a pulse."
"Cojones? Haven't heard that one before but I can guess what you mean."
"The limit of my Spanish vocabulary, but I've got 'em."
"At least you aren't a pig like him. I've had my fill of men like that!"
"I guess. I'm just saying that you are... well... provocative, and most of us are mere mortals."
"Think of me only as an architect- a good one- and the two of us will get along just fine."
"OK. I've been warned."
"You have. Now let's get to work on another design for that condominium."
Another pleasant day at the office was about to get underway. But damn! Did Carole look hot and sexy today! It would be tough to concentrate, especially with Monica watching our every move through my office window.
****
It's funny the things that come up when you're talking to somebody about another subject. Carole and I were examining my original design for Santamundi's condo, seeing what we might be able to salvage this third time around. I had previously drawn up plans to integrate a six or seven story structure into the century-old streetscape of apartments, public buildings and churches beside a popular downtown park.
As Carole studied the proposed frontal elevation, she began to reminisce, eventually opening a window into her past.
"You know, Barry, we used to live in this area when I was growing up. I can remember how often we'd go to the park as a family for walks and even picnics when it was hot outside. The church off the corner of the park was where they held my father's funeral after the accident...." and her voice trailed off.
"How old were you then? What happened?" I asked sympathetically.
"Fourteen. Just the age when I needed a father around. Traffic accident. He wasn't wearing a seat belt when he went off the road. Probably drinking because he had a little problem with that."
"That's too bad. Did you stay here or move away?"
"Mom couldn't stand being in the house anymore. Too many memories, so we moved to another part of the city. It wasn't a good neighbourhood compared to this one, but there wasn't much money after he died."
"How did you manage to get through university?"
"I went after scholarships, and I got them. You know how few women there were in architecture back then. I had to be better than the guys before anybody recognized what I could do. They always wrote me off as some broad using her body to get ahead. I hated that so much, and I still do today."
"Carole, you're a great architect! It's a pleasure to work with you."
"Not just because everything moves when I walk, Barry?" she chuckled.
I didn't know what to say at first. Did she include me among all the men in the office who followed her every wiggle and bounce when she walked past? I had to be discreet.
"Well... that's true too, but I wouldn't want to work with you if you weren't so smart on the job. The rest is... a bonus."
"OK, you're being honest with me, and I can accept that. I've said before that you're a gentleman, and you are. But it doesn't mean anything more than that."
"What are you saying, Carole?" I was confused.
"I mean that I can't think of you as anything more than an architect and a friend. There's no time for anybody else. My mother lives with me, and she needs a lot of help. She would have to be part of any arrangement I make with a man. That would be nice, but I don't know if it's ever going to happen."
"That's so good of you to take her in. Commendable. You just went up another notch in my view. Is your mother in poor health?"
"For her age, yes. She worked so hard to bring us up, and I'm the one most able to support her now. She's good company in the evenings.... But enough of this talk. Maybe tomorrow you can tell me some of your secrets," she joked.
"I guess I owe you that. Thanks for telling me about your other life. Maybe I'll tell you about mine sometime."
"Now that would be interesting! I know you were married before, but nothing else."
I didn't want to trot out the awful stories about my oft-cheating ex-wife Cherise, so I focused on the papers spread across the big drafting table.
"About these original blueprints now. Do you see anything we can use again?" I asked.
I was glad that we had talked about more than the current job. Now I knew there'd be no point in thinking about Carole as anything more than an architect and a good friend. I had no interest in sharing her mother. I already had one of my own.
I realized that what I needed to do was to work harder on my relationship with Monica instead of daydreaming about somebody else. Couldn't I find some more common ground, a zone between our different interests? Sex was always a great place to start, but it would need to go deeper than that, of course. Carole brought me back to the blueprints.
"I see that you had granite facing on the lower two levels and brick above that, Barry. I think the two textures would complement each other, especially if the stone has a light reddish hue. We need to somehow integrate that old brick building front from the standing apartment into the new frontal elevation. But how?"
"Could we flip my original plan and put three stories of old brick across the whole bottom half of the condo facing the park street and the side street?" I suggested.
"And use stone facing above that?" Carole picked up. "The old brick can be done in the same style as the existing apartment front, with that heritage herringbone pattern between each level. I think it would look good like that!"
"What about the other two sides of the condo, the end close to the adjoining building and the back wall?" I asked.
"I say we go with new brick the full height, something neutral to complement the old colour. Santamundi will complain like Hell if we put expensive stone facing around back where nobody will see it. He's a cheap bastard."
"You'd know it, Carole. You had to work with him on his Riverside Condo a few years back...."
"Hate the man! For a lot of reasons, but mostly for the way he leers at me all the time. I feel like he's trying to look right through me the way he stares."
It was a good morning of work because we got so much accomplished. We were in sync on this project, so much better than wrangling with another architect, each one trying to assert themselves, to the detriment of the whole.
With Carole it wasn't like that. I respected her abilities, but to my surprise I could see that she thought well of mine too because she liked my original plan. We were better together than if we had worked separately.
I couldn't help thinking that it was too bad about her mother living with her, but I knew that was selfish of me. I had applied that label to my girlfriend Monica, and now I realized that I wasn't any better myself.
****
Frank called us in to his big office on Friday to see how the project was moving along. We bounced our preliminary ideas off him, using some sketches to describe the proposed elevation. I'd learned that Carole was a very good artist, who could quickly render an idea on paper in three dimensions. Her work let Frank easily grasp what the building might look like.
"How's it going? Are you finding your way through integrating that old building front into the design? That's going to be the hardest part of this whole thing."
"Old brick below and new material above, on the back and the inward end is our basic thought. The half of the building where the first apartment burned down would be done to look like the existing old apartment front."
"So, you'll need to stick with the original window openings in the brick, right? OK. There was a driveway between the two buildings, about twenty feet wide or so, I believe. I see you've built across it and added another vertical row of windows in the brick."
"Yes, and they'll carry right up to the top so there's a symmetry to the building."
"But where's the main entrance to the elevators? I think it should be in the centre where the driveway used to be. Maybe even two levels high to make it more impressive? It'll cost two small apartment units, but we can't have all the foot traffic going down the main floor hallway, past all those units to the elevators."
"That's true, Frank! Much better than entering from the end of the building. But I'm sure Santamundi will complain about a couple of lost units," Carole added.
"He'll charge more for the other ones to make up for it. The bling at the front entry will more than cover the loss of units. Put in some long, suspended lights overhead, something that sparkles like crystal. That'll sell him on it."
Frank's ideas made a lot of sense and sent us back to modify our first sketches. Things were starting to come together now.
I was excited about the new condo. Architecture is creative, like painting or writing, so it is very easy to let some new endeavour literally take over the brain. An architect finds it very hard to leave a new project back at the office when its time to go home. It follows along continually nagging for attention, like a little kid on a shopping trip. I knew that I'd have to plan other things for the weekend to take my mind off the project. It was time to collect on a promise.
"Monica, I want to take you to a jazz club tomorrow evening. But first, let's go to a nice little place downtown for supper. You choose where, OK?"
"OK, I'll try it. Better than forcing you to go with your friends instead," a veiled reference to her visit to The Roadhouse country and western bar with a girlfriend a while back.
"Great. So where would you like to eat before?"
"I like barbeque. There's a place we can go on the edge of downtown."
On Friday night I put some music on to show her some of the different types of jazz music. She had the impression that it was all just depressed singing about love lost, or a raucous, blasting trumpet line. To my surprise, Monica thought that contemporary 'smooth jazz' was sexy, and she rather liked it. I hoped that we'd hear some of that genre on Saturday night.
It must have been the exotic sounds of the sax, but the way Monica dressed that night was a smooth as the music. Her 'little black dress' clung to her body like a lover, her fine figure on display, long legs and all. She'd done her hair differently too and wore glittering bangles on her wrists. Big heels put her almost to eye level- and what a sight!
Supper was not really to my taste at the pit barbeque restaurant, so heavily smoked that the flavour reminded me of chewing cigarette butts! I hoped the music would be better, and it was. The setting was perfect- a dark hide-away with a piano, a few instruments and a singer.
The sounds were as smoky as the food we'd eaten, but this time in a good way. Smooth and a bit 'bluesy', Monica liked what she heard, so we got up to shuffle around the crowded little dancefloor- close, very close.
Later that night we literally brought the dance into bed with us. Our naked bodies moved together beneath the sheets, a man and woman feeling the heat of love. Her long fingernails slowly traced my skin all the way down from my neck. My mouth sampled her lips for a long time before lowering my head to taste her soft skin. Glancing up, I could see Monica's eyes closed, her head tilted back a bit, softly moaning.
When I brought my hand down across her stomach our hearts beat even harder. We briefly lost all sense of time or place. We could have been on a bed in the backroom of some out-of-the-way club or right here in the apartment. Our bodies had a mind of their own, bringing us together more and more firmly as we clutched each other tightly. Our breath came in spasms... and then we were over the top, in another world for a while.
I think that was the night I became fully aware of how much I wanted this woman. Yes, sometimes the fifteen-year age difference led me to think of her as a girl, but the one I was loving was definitely all woman!
By coming to the jazz club and sharing my interest, she had stepped out of her own comfort zone. By eating that awful food at her favourite restaurant without much complaint, I had gone out of mine. The reward of compromise was some of the best sex we had ever enjoyed.
Afterward we slept contentedly, and in the morning lingered over coffee, chatting. All thoughts of Carole were gone now. There was no place I'd rather be than here with Monica.
****
At the office the next few weeks, Carole and I worked closely as we moved from concept to working sketches to plan. This was a major project, so Frank was close to it, conferring with us almost daily. I saw how much he trusted Carole's judgement, listening intently whenever she had something to say.
There seemed to be a certain synergy between them and I chalked it up to her many years with the firm. One day Frank drew our attention to a really significant issue.
"I think we'll be able to get by with one parking level because it looks as though there'll only be about fifty units, with the city's height restriction. Still, a massive hole will be dug right behind the free-standing front wall that we're supposed to preserve. It could easily be undermined and collapse. What a shit-storm that would cause!"
"You're right! Jeez. It didn't occur to me. Any ideas?" I asked.
There being none, we agreed to set it aside and come back with some ideas the next day. I spent half the night thinking about it but only came up with a rather flimsy idea for tomorrow.
"We could carefully dismantle the wall, numbering all the pieces. Then it'd be rebuilt after the concrete basement level was poured and the steel framework in place."
"Safe, but it might be very expensive and time consuming," Carole suggested, before Frank spoke.
"Could we save some of the side walls of the old apartment too? Back far enough to help prevent collapse. We could put strong supports inside during excavation. But the basement for that area would need to be dug farther back, of course, reducing the size of the parking garage and the condo itself."
"How much would the old building project out from the rest of the structure?" I asked.
"Say about six feet, two metres. The apartments right above it would use the top as terraces instead of balconies."
"Yes," Carol observed. "And we could design the rest of the condo right out to the same setback as the preserved front."
"Give us a quick sketch of what you mean."
It looked good, presenting the old heritage-designated front as more than a free-standing wall. And it drew attention to the front entranceway. Wide glass-fronted balconies could cross the building above the old section and the front entry too.
Carole's sketch jumped out at us. This was the perfect solution, a very attractive structure that wouldn't be out of place in the old neighbourhood! Frank told us to go ahead with that plan, and to consider a co-ordinating brick right to the top too, in case the developer balked at the high cost of stone facing slabs. He would cost it out both ways.
All this time Emilio Santamundi kept pressing Frank to push ahead faster with the design. We all had a lot of pressure on us, but things were falling into place. A milestone was getting the boss' final approval before it was all turned over to the technicians to produce computer assisted drawings for lot and floor plans, elevations and some sections. When these were ready, Santamundi would finally get to see his proposed building.
When the day came, we were all on edge, knowing how difficult the man could be. Right away he complained about the reduced floor space on half the upper floors caused by setting back part of the building. But Frank reminded him that the parking garage would only be on one level because the height restriction limited the building to fifty units.
When Santamundi went ballistic about so few apartments in the building, the boss was back in his face, angry like I'd never seen him before. Carole appeared shocked too, but I knew she was glad to see Frank lay into him.
"Face it, Emilio, you can't get anymore than fifty units in that footprint at that height. Or did you want us to design you hotel rooms instead?"
"This is no fuckin' good! How's a guy supposed to make any money with so few apartments to sell?"
"That's your goddam problem! We're offering you a place that people will want to pay big money to live in. A class building in the best location in the city. Build it and they will come. Heard that before?"
"No. Not enough units and too much cost!"
"Well, you bugger! You have the best lot in the city and you're too goddam cheap to put up a high-end condo that people will be climbing over each other to buy into. The problem is that you're just not charging enough for your units!"
"Well... what the Hell! OK, I'll look at that again." Santamundi seemed deflated now. "But can't you save some money here and there? That lobby is expensive. That stone front and end is expensive. Give me a break, eh!"
"Sure. I estimated the upper front and street end in the same co-ordinating brick as the rest of the building. You'd save about thirty, maybe thirty-five thousand over the stone. It won't be quite as glam- no reflection of light- but it would still look fine. But, I'm not going to change the lobby. People will be sold when they walk into it."



Emilio didn't say anything for a long while as he sat poring over the plans. Finally, he stood up and put out a hand to Frank.
"OK. With the brick we'll do it."
After that, things moved along to the next level- approval. The plans went to the city Building Department for permits, one to take down much of the old apartment building, the other to build the new condominium apartment on the whole lot. That was where the momentum slowed to a crawl, as a dozen people critically examined every nook and cranny of the proposed structure.
Frank was on pins and needles, and Santamundi was calling him almost every day for an update. Some of the expletives could be heard across the office as they argued about the painful process.
As expected, the thing landed back in our laps with dozens of red markings and lengthy lists of comments and questions, seemingly about everything. We watched as Frank browsed through the Building Department commentary, expecting the worst. After a while, he looked up and smiled.
"They like it! Sure, it looks bad at a glance, but there really isn't much here of any consequence. I'll need to look more carefully, but I think we can address these things fairly quickly, say about another month to turn out new prints. Yeah, they like it. Well done, people!"
Then he did something out of character. He got up from his desk and shook my hand warmly, before going to Carole to embrace her. They were so caught up in the moment that she hugged him in return. Success at last!
****
Two months later, Frank had just finished his polished presentation to City Council, with Carole and I operating the projection equipment and standing by in support. All eight councillors had their poker faces on tonight, so at there was absolutely no telling how well this had gone over with them.
We already knew that Emilio had cultivated two pro-development councillors and that at least one, possibly two more of the eight were eager to clean up the eyesore left by fire and flood a half year ago. It would take either four councillors and the mayor to break a tie, or five councillors to gain approval. The tension was almost unbearable as we waited for their comments.
It started badly, with first one, then another member casting the condominium as a towering giant looming over the popular park. Citizen protestors in the gallery cheered loudly. Then the momentum gradually began to turn as the next few councillors had specific questions about finer points of the presentation.
After that, Emilio's two pro-development members, Mike Spencer and Jordan Hales led the charge for the condo, and the councillors following them either spoke in favour or seemed non-committal. The deciding vote was five in favour, and two against, with one councillor abstaining.
Everyone stayed cool, but as soon as we adjourned to the corridor, the backslapping and congratulations began. Emilio was beside himself with joy and made a beeline for Carole, who ducked behind Frank. The boss turned and hugged her tightly, probably defending her from the developer. She closed her eyes, while I pumped Santamundi's hand.
Monica had come to sit in the gallery. She joined us in the general celebration before everyone went their separate ways home. It had been a triumphant evening, the culmination of a long road to reach this point. Back at the apartment, Monica and I marked the success in our favourite way. She was the only woman I needed, and I knew it now.
****
Late the following morning, the four of us- Frank, Carole, Monica, and me- were gathered in Frank's office. He had called us all in, presumably something to do with City Council approving Emilio Santamundi's condominium project.
We weren't especially surprised when we saw a little table set up with shot glasses and a few bottles of wine and spirits on it. It looked like we'd be toasting the success of the project, a big contract for the firm.
Carole came in last, and she looked radiant, more excited than I might have expected about our architectural triumph. Frank looked very pleased with himself too, smiling at all of us as we stood around the little table. He was in exuberant spirits, obviously still on a high from last night's meeting.
"We're going to celebrate now, so let me pour you some drinks. Wine cooler for you Monica? .... Carole? .... Barry, scotch for you? .... I'll join you."
We each had a shot glass in our hand now, and Frank brought his up to propose a toast.
"Thank you to a pair of fine architects who landed this big contract for Smythe's. Your work threaded a fine line between an exacting City Council, an obstinate developer, and a concerned public. Well done both of you! Cheers!"
"Pour us all another one, Frank. I have a toast to propose too," Carole said, with a shy little smile at the boss.
Monica and I both wondered what she might say, and I was thinking that I might be expected to follow with another toast. If so, I had better decide on something suitable. The second round was poured, and Carole held up her glass.
"Frank is such an excellent boss. We all know that. And he has a lot of what I like in a man, so I think he'll make a fine husband too. We've been quietly dating for the past half year. Last night he proposed, and I accepted. You two are the first to know. This is for you Frank."
Monica and I almost dropped our glasses. What an incredible shock! Neither of them had given anything but the smallest hints of their relationship at work. In fact, Carole had told me she didn't expect that any man would be able to accommodate her ailing live-in mother. After the news settled in, we had tossed back our second shots, and I knew what I wanted to say.
"Pour one last round, Frank. This news has been a huge surprise." Then I continued.
"A toast to our friends, the happy couple. Congratulations! Here's to wives, husbands, and mothers-in-law," I joked, raising my glass.
Frank and Monica looked at me in a strange way as we downed our third shots. Then Carole smiled and explained it to us.
"Barry, I've never met his mother, and mine lives a long distance from here. But sometimes I tell men that she stays with me to keep them at arm's length. It's a convenient lie that works."
Yes, it certainly did, and I felt rather foolish, having believed her story.
But her tale had kept me away, and helped push me back to Monica.
I wondered if she'd told Frank the same thing in the beginning?
Carole and Frank... Monica and me... the condo project:
In the end, both my issues had been firmly resolved.
And with three shots before noon, I felt euphoric.
That's my inside look at city politics and romance from one architect's perspective. Please rate the story before you go. Thanks.



            Condo Conflict Ch. 05: Old Demons

            Should Barry make a deal with his cheating ex-wife Cherise?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/condo-conflict-ch-05-old-demons

Title: Condo Conflict Ch. 05: Old Demons

Author: 1fastguy

Category: Non-Erotic

Description: Should Barry make a deal with his cheating ex-wife Cherise?

Tags: cheating wife, company slut, lingerie model, consensual sex, good advice, remorse, hate or forgive, finding religion, ex-wife

Series: Condo Conflict Ch


One Anonymous wag suggested a weird sequel for Condo Conflict 4. This isn't the one, but it did get me thinking about a chapter to bring together some loose ends.
Old Demons
"Hi Barry!"
The female voice in the distance was familiar and I didn't want to turn around. It was the sound of my past.
I stood on the edge of the city park watching a little milestone in my architectural career. The power shovels were on site today, beginning to excavate the big hole for the new condominium which Carole Langmere and I had designed for developer Emilio Santamundi. It had been a tough process to steer him to something which City Council would approve so close to the popular downtown park. Now it was coming to fruition.
"Hi Barry!!"
The voice was closer now and sounded more insistent. I could pretend that I hadn't heard her and walk away, or I could turn around and face my past.
The power shovels sounded like roaring dinosaurs as they chewed into the stony ground across the street, a perfect cover for not knowing she was calling me. But, just as I was about to cross the street, she caught my arm.
"Hi Barry! Didn't you hear me? Or are you ignoring me?"
If there was anything my ex-wife Cherise disliked, it was to be ignored. She always had to be noticed, to be the centre of attention- especially with the men. She'd always drawn a crowd of guys with her flirtatious ways, pulled like bears to honey. And she'd been very generous, freely available after hours. Cherise had been a serial cheater because of my trust.
I wasn't happy to see her. It had been three years since our divorce, and after all the pain, I'd hoped never to cross paths with her again. But here she stood, smiling as though we were the best of old friends.
"I couldn't hear you. The machines," I said with disinterest.
"Loud, aren't they?" she half-shouted. "A project of yours?"
"A new condo."
"I heard about this in the news, but I didn't know it was your design."
I wasn't going to talk to her any more than necessary. Let her ask questions, but I would not initiate any conversation with the bitch.
"So, how have you been, Barry? It's been a long time, hasn't it?"
She leaned in closer to me so she wouldn't have to shout, but I knew it was more than that. This was Cherise' way with men, right into their personal space, almost to advertise her interest or availability. I'd seen it enough when we were married to know that this was how she could always be the centre of male attention.
"Fine. Yeah, three years," was all I would offer her, but she wasn't about to give up yet.
"I've seen you in the park before. Come here often? I live right over there now," and she pointed to another apartment building before continuing. "Remember when we used to go for walks together here?" She leaned right into me and looked at my eyes.
"No. I don't think about it anymore."
"Not very talkative today, are you? Barry, does it upset you to see me again? I won't bite, you know," she said in her coquetish way.
I'd reached my limit.
"What do you want, Cherise?" I said bluntly, then stepping away from her, I blurted out, "Just what the fuck do you want?"
Now she looked offended, pretending not to understand my angry outburst.
"We were married for a long time. I just wanted to say hello, that's all."
"Well, hello, Cherise. And good-bye!"
I turned on my heel to walk across the street, but she grabbed my arm and looked at me intently. Clearly, she had some parting insult or put-down. I waited a moment, then pulled away again to leave before she clasped my arm firmly.
"Don't go yet. I have something to tell you."
"What?" I bristled impatiently.
"Barry... I know that I hurt you. I caused a lot of pain, and... I'm sorry. I've changed, and I can see that now. It's all my fault that we're divorced."
I was stunned- speechless- and just stood staring in disbelief. In a million years I never expected this moment of insight! Even during our divorce proceedings, she had fought me tooth and nail for every material scrap of our life together. Now she was apologizing for it!
"Thanks," was all that I could manage, as I turned to leave for a third time.
She was insistent, holding me back.
"Don't go. Can't we be friends again?" she said earnestly.
"Not a chance, Cherise!"
This time I broke her hold on my arm and hurried to my car parked by the construction site. I had to get away from this woman! Without any warning, she had appeared like the ghost of my past, a part of my life that I thought lay dead and buried. Evidently, I was wrong.
****
You know me now- Barry Warrington, an architect with Frank Smythe's design firm. I'm thirty-nine and I've spent the past fifteen years putting people's dreams onto paper, blueprints for new structures.
The condominium project across from City Park is the latest and perhaps the most significant one in my career to date. It came with a lot of trial-and-error development, largely because of its location so close to a favourite destination for local residents. But in the end, it was finally underway.
I knew that my work wasn't finished yet. A project of this magnitude is a complex thing to move from blueprints to bricks and mortar. Unexpected glitches can be expected, situations where I would need to intervene with quick solutions.
Frank told me to keep track of the project with regular site visits to ensure that the construction firm fully understood the design intentions. He knew that the retention of an old standing wall- a heritage designation from a previous structure- would cause problems.
Now I had a new one.
My ex-wife had expressed a desire to be friends again. I'd snubbed her when we met accidently, but I lived with her long enough to know it wouldn't be the last I saw of her. Cherise had an insistent personality, a way of pushing ahead with whatever suited her, regardless of what I thought about it. If I refused to go to another office party with her, she'd just go on her own. And she had done so- many times.
A week later, a problem surfaced at the construction site, necessitating that I be there for several days in a row. The on-site supervisor was having difficulty understanding how to best deal with the old freestanding wall of the original building on the site. City Council required that it be integrated into the new structure because it was "architecturally significant."
I was eating a sandwich in my car at lunch time, annoyed that I forgot to bring something to drink. Just as I opened the door to go to the nearby coffee shop, a familiar voice called out.
"Hi Barry!"
Oh shit! Cherise again! I looked at her and kept walking in my intended direction.
"Wait! Where are you going?" she said as she rushed to catch up to me.
"Getting a coffee," I made the mistake of replying.
"I need one too," and she fell in step with me, even though I was ignoring her again.
She followed me inside. There were already some people lined up at the counter, so now I was trapped with her. At least in public like this she couldn't say anything personal. I'd grab my coffee and get back to my car.
"I recognized your car from last time I saw you here. How's the project coming along?" she asked in a cheery voice.
"Good. A little problem today."
"Oh, like what?"
"Excavation of one area."
"I've been reading the story about that since the last time I saw you here. It's that old wall that has to be saved, right?"
"Yes. It can't cave in or there'll be big problems."
"It doesn't seem very important to me. What do you think?"
For all her faults, Cherise was a sparkling conversationalist. She had a way of drawing people in- me included- by mixing opinion and questions to get them to talk. Before I knew it, we were chatting about the current difficulty with the condo project in a rather civil way. I knew what she was doing, but unfortunately after all the years, I was still a sucker for it.
"Large coffee with a bit of milk," I told the barista, forgetting to say it was to go.
"Me too, but medium size," Cherise chimed in, as though we were together. "I'll pay. My treat."
Now I was indebted to her and next thing I knew we had steaming cups in hand and she was steering me to a booth at the back of the shop. She positioned herself directly across from me, smiled, and started to talk.
"I wanted to say more about what I told you last week. Don't you want to know why I had such a change of heart?"
"It surprised me. But before you say anything I have something to tell you. I'm attached now, so there's no chance that you and I will ever be together again. Got it? Now, tell me about your change of heart."
I felt like I had just delivered the crushing blow that would bring an end to this, but I was wrong.
"I'm happy to hear that," she managed, though I could tell from her expression that her words were forced. "I went back to our old apartment looking for you, but someone else lives there now. Life goes on, eh?" Cherise said philosophically.
"Yeah, I moved in with Monica. About your change of heart?" I reminded her, sipping my coffee, hoping it would cool down quickly enough that I could be on my way.
"Monica, eh? The one I see you walking with here sometimes? Cute little thing...."
"Your change of heart?" I reminded her.
"OK, yes. Barry, I found religion... or faith found me. That's what happened. It opened my eyes and made me see the harm I'd caused to others. Especially to you. I'm a different person now."
"So why did you have to come and tell me about it?"
"Because the first thing is to recognize where I've failed. But even more important is to make amends, to apologize," she said with conviction.
"I agree. That's the right thing to do, faith or no faith...."
But she cut me off.
"And now I hope you'll accept my regrets and see me as a friend again, at least."
"At least. And at most?" I challenged her politely because we were in a public place.
"Well.... I realize now that you were the best man I ever had...."
"And you had a lot of them, didn't you!" I raised my voice.
Some people nearby turned toward us to see what was developing, so I took it down a few notches before continuing.
"Not a bloody chance, Cherise! I'll say hi to you and talk about my condo project, but that's as far as we go. You can apologize for the things you've done. But it won't go any farther. I have someone else now, and Monica is loyal and trustworthy. End of story for you." I was firm about it.
We sat quietly from then on, not saying a word. Eventually our coffees were finished, and I walked back to my car, with Cherise still in tow. As I bent to climb inside, she came up against me in her insistent way.
"See you again, Barry."
"I hope not," and I shut the door.
She stood looking at me, smiled forlornly and walked back in the direction of her apartment. I hoped I wouldn't see her again.
****
"Barry, honey, you've seemed pre-occupied lately. Is something bothering you?"
"No, Monica, just those complications with the condo. You know, about protecting that old wall from collapsing while they dig the parking garage."
"I know you're dealing with that at the office, getting advice from Frank and Carole. I'm sure it will all work out. By the way, she was telling me about their wedding plans. It looks like we'll be invited, maybe even more? We might be the ones standing up for them. Exciting, eh!"
"Yeah, that's nice. Lovely how that worked out- them getting married and all."
"You don't seem very enthused, Barry. I know something is on your mind. Won't you tell me about it? It's always better to get cares out in the open with someone close."
I hadn't intended on saying anything about my two encounters with Cherise. They were definitely the burr under my saddle now, irritating me whenever I wasn't busy with something else. Seeing her again was bringing back what I had lived with for the last two or three years of our marriage.
Monica's voice was audible, but I started drifting away as she talked on about sharing and caring, themes like that.
I was remembering the time that I'd gone to one of her many office parties. Cherise was a middle manager at a distribution company specializing in fashionable clothing for men and women. Like my ex-wife, a former model, many people at this level had come from the fashion end of the business. All of them dressed well and really looked after their appearance. I'm an average guy, but I always felt like the ugly duckling at these events.
Cherise had a habit of disappearing for hours on end at these things, leaving me chatting with other abandoned partners. "Talking shop," she'd say, "You wouldn't be interested."
This particular party was at Valentines and Cherise looked even more provocative that usual, in bright red with a great deal of skin on display. The long dress was cut way down between her breasts, with a long slit almost up to her waist on one side. From the back, she was bare to the waist, apart from two crossed straps struggling to hold the dress up.
As usual, she was gone for a while, before returning with freshly applied lipstick. I noticed that one of her dress straps was twisted too. She stood beside a very handsome fellow, taller and broader than me. I got up because Cherise seemed as though she wanted to introduce us.
"Barry, this is the new office manager, Rick. This is my husband."
Rick (or was it Prick?) grabbed my hand, while clutching my shoulder tightly with his other hand. His crushed my fingers as he vigorously wrung them, grinning at me with a supercilious smile that seemed to be mocking me.
"Glad to meet you. Your wife is just amazing- our most popular girl!" he boomed.
I noticed that when he said this, other people turned to look at us, smirking in a knowing sort of way. I had the uneasy feeling that there was a layer of meaning here that was being kept from me. Then he went on.
"Cherise makes this place fun. The life of every party. Thanks for sharing her with us, buddy."
A few people chuckled. Only later did I learn the full meaning of this.
He stepped back beside her and brought an arm from behind. His hand was either planted against her bare lower back or farther down; however, Cherise made no effort to pull away or come to me. After that, we spent the rest of the evening together, but she seemed disinterested, like she'd rather be with her new boss.
I was aware of Monica's voice again, raised now and impatient.
"Do you want to tell me what's on your mind, Barry. You've been somewhere else while I've been talking to you," brought me back to the present.
I quickly realized that the whole scene at the Valentine's party had replayed for the past half minute. But I wasn't ready to share it with her- the manly 'stiff upper lip' thing. No, I wouldn't say anything about meeting my ex-wife in the park.
The next morning, Frank called a team meeting at the office with Carole and me.
"Barry, what's the situation with that free-standing wall now that they're excavating close to it?"
"Touch and go, I think. The site supervisor is right on it, but I can see he's worried. The rubble around it is pretty loose. There's been demolition and backfilling several times there in the past. They're digging very gingerly as they approach that wall."
"Why don't we call a halt in that area until we can have it shored up with some heavy iron uprights behind it?" Frank suggested. "We planned to have that, but now I think it should be sooner than later. Especially since we know how unpredictable the ground is there."
"Right Frank," Carole assured him. "Call the construction supervisor and tell him to hold off any more digging until the iron reinforcement behind that wall goes in."
"I will. And Barry, I want you down there every day for a while to see that they're doing it right. Watch the ironworkers to ensure they don't get too close when they set the supports in place. Carole, sketch up something to show how we want it to be done. They can build temporary wooden support frames, between the uprights and the back of the wall. Show them what it should look like."
Now I knew that I'd be down at the park regularly, and no doubt Cherise would be watching for my car. I decided I'd better tell Monica a little about my problem because I wanted to switch cars with her for the week. That evening I explained the minimal amount necessary.
"Monica, you were asking what was on my mind lately. I'll tell you. My ex-wife lives in an apartment very near the new condo project. She's seen me there and twice has tried to get friendly with me again. Says she's found faith and wants to make amends."
"What! That tramp! She probably wants you back," she reacted with anger.
"I don't think so. I've said very little to her, and I don't want to talk to her at all if I can avoid it. She recognizes my car, so I think she might be watching for me."
"I'll go with you and give her a piece of my mind!" Monica asserted.
"No, just lend me your car this week and you can take mine. I'm sure I can outwit her that way."
"Barry, have you told her about us? Or does she think you're available?"
"Yes, and I said that you're the loyal and trustworthy person she never could be."
"And that didn't send her away? What's her problem?"
"Whatever it is, her problem is mine now. Can we trade cars?"
"OK. But if this continues, I'm going down there myself and bitch-slap her a few times!"
I was surprised by Monica's colourful language, but relieved that she didn't press me for any more details. However, that night she made her feelings for me very clear. She came to bed naked, and things quickly heated up from there.
Monica was delightfully aggressive, almost tearing my pajamas off before falling across my body. She thrust her tongue into my mouth, kissing me with the passion of someone who wanted to demonstrate her love.
As we kissed, she squeezed tight against me. I was responding to her intensity, and she had my stiff tool right up against her naked skin. Then in one deft motion, she rose up onto her knees and slowly lowered herself down until I disappeared within. We hadn't done this very often before which made it especially exciting and pleasurable.
Gradually we built up a co-ordinated motion, as I admired her beautiful form moving above me. The way her body bounced and swayed was immensely erotic- like a naked cowgirl riding a sweating stallion. It stimulating me to even greater efforts, bucking wildly until we both peaked and then fell back to earth. We lay gasping for breath for several minutes.
Monica needn't worry. I wasn't going anywhere.
****

Switching vehicles seemed to do the trick, at least for most of the week. The big iron supports had been carefully power-driven into place without any apparent disruption of the old brickwork, and now the wooden cribbing between them was being built. Things appeared to be going smoothly at this critical point. But as I stood watching, work suddenly ground to a halt. There was a lot of shouting, making me think there'd been an accident.
"Get those men out of the hole immediately," I heard someone in a white hardhat bellow out.
It was an inspector from the Labour Ministry, part of a team which drops in on construction sites without notice to monitor compliance with government health and safety regulations.
"That section needs to be stabilized before any more work continues down there!" she shouted, pointing to an area where small stones were tumbling downslope. "I don't give a damn about your schedule! Get everybody up now. That is not in compliance with the regs."
Everybody scrambled up to ground level while the inspector conferred with the site supervisor, both of them heatedly yelling and waving their arms about. I knew that the government woman would be the only winner in this dispute because she had the power to completely shut down the site.



I was watching intently when I felt a tap on my arm.
"Hi Barry! How are you today?" Cherise smiled at me. Damn!
"I'm busy right now."
"You can't be. They're all coming up now because the inspector is here. I heard her."
I didn't say anything more and looked away.
"Barry. Can we talk about this? I feel awful and I want it resolved."
"It already was. In divorce court. Or did you forget that?" I spat out.
"I was wrong, but don't hate me forever. I need you to forgive me."
"Why should I?"
"Barry, it's like a circle: I think about what I did; I see it was wrong; I apologize to you; I ask your forgiveness; then, I try to do better. Won't you let me finish this?"
"Oh yeah, your faith stuff, eh. OK, let's go over there where its private and we'll clear this up for good," I growled.
I was angry and I wanted to shake this woman loose. Confronting her was probably the best way to get her away from me for good. We went over to a secluded bench by some trees and sat down. I started out right away.
"Do you know how I found out about you? Did I ever tell you that? I didn't think so. Remember that guy you worked with, that manager Rick, Prick, whoever he was? He was the one."
"Rick's still there, but in admin now- a company VP, in fact."
"So, are you banging him anymore, or are you doing somebody else?"
"No. I'm not like that now, and I'm so ashamed that I was."
"He told me everything. About what was really going on when you were staying after work for new product in-service. You were the in-service, modelling the latest lingerie and high fashion for the office managers. He told me how you'd always end up naked. How they'd argue about whose turn it was this week, then let you choose. There were three of them, and everybody in the office knew their dirty little secret because they bragged about it."
"Rick was jealous because I lost interest in him. That's probably why he came to you."
"It was even worse. I asked a guy from one of your staff parties to sniff around a bit because I still wanted to believe you. Everything Rick said was true, and then some. No wonder you'd rush straight for the shower when you came in late. And the weekends you went for staff training: Hell, with so much at-work practice, what didn't you already know? I was such a fool!"
"It was wrong, but I need you to forgive me Barry. Even the worst person deserves that much, don't you think?"
"Stay away from me, Cherise! I don't want to ever see your face again!" I shouted.
I jumped to my feet and prepared to walk away until I heard her. Cherise was crying, sobbing in a way that was genuine. It unsettled me and my anger quickly subsided. She really wanted my forgiveness, but I just couldn't do it.
I steeled myself and left.
****
Until a few weeks ago, everything was going well, but that had changed. Sure, there were the inevitable little problems with the condominium project. But when developer Emilio Santamundi learned there was a complete work stoppage for a few days about safety issues, he was incensed- as if that anything to do with our company.
On top of him harassing us, I was being hounded by my ex-wife when I was downtown to track the construction. Seeing Cherise in tears was bothering me. This wasn't like the hardnosed cheater that I'd come to know- lying to me straight-faced at every turn. She had changed.
I was still angry. There was no chance we could even be friends, but... she had apologized several times and admitted our train wreck was all her fault. I was caught between hate and forgiveness, with a nod toward hatred most of the time.
Early the following week work got underway again at the construction site, with everything to the government inspector's satisfaction. Emilio backed off and a few days later, the concrete footings were being constructed, with the first pours scheduled in a week.
We all breathed a sigh of relief, and I reverted to a twice-weekly visit to monitor progress with the site supervisor. There were usually some questions about the blueprints to be straightened out, but things were generally fine now.
Meanwhile, I was going through little bouts of conscience about Cherise. One evening I asked Monica for her opinion about it.
"I'm having a problem about Cherise, and I'd like your thoughts."
"Is that woman after you again? Is it time for me to go down there and rip a strip off her?" she said with some anger.
"Nothing like that. About a week ago we had a serious talk. I confronted her with all the dirty tricks and lies she left me with. I was very blunt."
"So, what did she say?"
"She practically begged me to forgive her. Cried like a baby when I said I never wanted to see her again. Then I walked away."
"Oh. You just walked away," she echoed. "And it's bothering you, isn't it?"
"It shouldn't, but it is. Cherise says she's found faith and needs my forgiveness so she can get on with her life. She seems very different now from the cheater I used to know- religious and all."
"And she doesn't want to get back with you?"
"I couldn't have made that any clearer. I don't even want to see her again, let alone be a friend."
"Think of it this way, Barry. Without her cheating, you and I would never have come together, right? Make a deal. Forgive her, but only if she'll agree to stay away."
"Hmm.... Let me think about that for a while."
"It's a chance to get rid of your demons," Monica concluded and left me with my thoughts.
"Maybe, but I don't know if I can do it." I said as she left the room.
It seemed too easy to let her off like that after all she'd done to ruin our marriage. Sure, she'd admitted that it was all her fault, but did that absolve her from everything she'd done? Let her feel guilty. I wasn't ready to help her get over it, and maybe I never would be either?
****
About a week later, I was downtown again for a routine progress check. The parking garage concrete footings were all in place now, and the old wall at the front showed no signs of disturbance. The street was temporarily blocked off as big flat-bed transport trucks delivered massive steel beams that would become the skeleton of the building. Things looked good.
Recently I'd been thinking about what my old man used to say whenever I'd ask for something new, like a bike or sports equipment.
"Give your mother and me what we want, and you'll get what you want," he'd coax, challenging me to earn what I sought.
I knew that it would take good behaviour or some help around the house before I'd see that new bike. It was definitely 'old school'- but a useful credo to live by. There was a simple wisdom in it, a two-way deal.
Then I spotted Cherise looking my way from a distance. She didn't come toward me, probably because I'd been harsh with her last time. So, I waved to her.
"Hi Barry," she said quietly when she came closer. "I thought you never wanted to see me again."
I started slowly, "Monica says that we both need to move on. I'm still angry whenever I think about how you deceived me and made me feel like shit...."
"I know I did, Barry, and I apologize." Sincerity was written all over her face.
"I can see that you've changed. Finding religion is working for you. So... yes, I'll forgive you, Cherise," I gritted out with some difficulty.
She broke into a big smile but I continued.
"But only on two conditions. One, I don't want to have anything to do with your life- not even friendship. I'll nod if I see you on the street, but nothing more. And two, know that Monica will rip into you if she ever sees you coming 'round. Do you understand?"
She laughed at the second one.
"I guess I've been warned," she laughed. "Your Monica had good advice. I'll tell my new friends at church that you've set me free with a clean slate. And I'll try to do better than I did with you. Thanks, Barry, and well... goodbye."
Cherise leaned toward me for a parting hug, but I stepped back and offered my hand instead. We shook on our little deal.
Then she turned to walk away, smiling. She had the peace she needed.
It was hard to forgive her for all that she'd done to me.
But Cherise was out of my life now- for good.
We both got what we wanted, and...
I'd exorcised my old demons.
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Catherine the Great of Russia used the ladies of her court to 'performance test' candidates for office before she brought them to her own bed.
Journey to Russia
Ivan knew that Catherine was going to enjoy this evening. There'd been a sumptuous state dinner and she'd advised him not to eat too heavily. At the same time, he noticed that she consumed a lot of wine. The other guests had retired for the night, probably to be privately entertained by her ladies. It was Ivan's time now.
"Undress me, my sweet, and you'll find my treasure," Catherine urged as they entered her very private quarters.
"My pleasure, madam," Ivan replied and reached for the hooks and stays that held her formal dress together at the back.
"Much better. Now the rest. My good man, you come highly recommended by my ladies. I've longed to be naked with you tonight."
"Just as I have, my lady. Just as I have."
"I'll help you with your tunic, my lover. Quick! Quick! My body is on fire!"
Marie Benoit was a history teacher by day, but tonight she was Catherine the Great, 18th century Empress of Russia. And she was about to get a serious fucking from her current hot lover, a young courtier half her age, Ivan Rimsky-Korsakov.
It had been a few weeks without any sex for Marie, so she looked forward to what was about to unfold with hungry anticipation. The Power of Words from an old history book had taken control of her mind again, lifting up off the page and carrying her to Russia. This wasn't the first time she'd travelled to the past, and she knew from experience that sexual fulfillment was close at hand.
Ivan led Catherine to her feather bed and lay beside her. Both were naked and she could see that he was erect and eager. But the night was young and so was he, so why rush into the main course? Instead, she came close, offering him a taste of her painted lips. He didn't disappoint, grabbing her tightly and pressing his tongue between them. They murmured with satisfaction as they explored inside. While they were thus occupied, Catherine circled her fingers around his meaty cock.
"What have we here? Does my naked flesh excite you, Ivan? Do you want to take me? Well... no. At least not yet. Not until you are at the edge of control. Only then will you know the meaning of real pleasure."
"At your service, my Empress. Take my stiff member to that satisfying place."
"Ah yes. It's right here, ready for you," she whispered, bringing his cock to her moist pussy. "This is where you will have passionate enjoyment as we come together. But not yet. I must taste you first."
"By all means! I'm your willing slave tonight."
"Yes, my slave of love. Mmmm.... A fine cock. And so hard. I must have more of it."
Marie Benoit skillfully licked down the underside of Rimsky-Korsakov's rod, at the same time slowly stroking its length. She marveled at the girth of the thing in her hand and wondered if she would be able to take it into her mouth. But not yet.
First there were his sac and balls to worship with lips and tongue. They hung like tasty fruit and Catherine delighted in licking, before taking first one, then the other right into her mouth. She rolled them around with her tongue, as Ivan slowly began to lose his mind. Marie's best talents went to waste in school!
Ivan groaned with satisfaction, his eyes rolling back in their sockets as she took him close to the edge. Then Catherine kissed her way back to the tip and slowly began to wrap her lips around his organ. It was tight, but with enough saliva, her head continued to slide lower and lower down his thick cock.
She was so deep now that the tip touched her tonsils, and she began to gag. Go quickly to the top again. Swallow and take a big breath. Then dive right down to the base once more! After a few minutes of this treatment, Catherine judged that she would soon be swallowing what she wanted deposited elsewhere. She removed her mouth from his fat cock.
"You must taste me, my lover. I'm yours now," and with that she spread her legs and pushed his stylishly curly head down her body to its intended destination. Ivan Rimsky-Korsakov didn't need further instruction. In no time, his strong fingers had opened her wet pussy wide, and his lips were exploring hers- the lower lips, that is. Sensations rippled through her body as he found her engorged clitoris, beckoning like a sweet candy.
"Oh yes. Yes! Take it into your mouth now and suck! Suck it hard!" Catherine the Great commanded.
Ivan raised his head and grinned up at her with a wet face.
"You must be patient with me, my lady. I am but a young man, scarcely trained in the art of love."
"Your Empress commands you to suck hard now, young man!"
He laughed and complied, drawing her entire swollen clit deep into his mouth and sucking it like ripe fruit. The tart flavour coated his mouth while the tangy aroma filled his now-wet nostrils. But the lady was beginning to gasp and lift her entire body hard against his face in her arousal.
Now that the delicate appetizers had been consumed, it was time to begin the main course of this sexual feast. Ivan clambered to his knees and began to feed his stiff cock into Her Majesty.
"Fuck me, my lover. Fuck me now," she begged urgently.
"You command and I obey, my Empress," Ivan replied, knowing that he was going to fuck her right now whether she told him to or not.
In the missionary position, Rimsky-Korsakov slowly pushed down into Catherine's sopping pussy, stretching its pliable limits as he went. He could feel that she was a bit tentative, and he understood the reason. So many others had told him that his big cock was legendary, so he realized he mustn't rush, at least not at first. There, he was all the way in now, and just touching bottom.
"A fine cunt, my lady. A very fine cunt. Shall I take it for a brisk ride?"
"Yes. Yes. Do so. Yes!" she gasped and grabbed the bedsheets between her fingers to hold fast while this young stallion plied her pink flesh.
The ride was marvelous, thrusting and return pelvic lifting like she hadn't experienced with some of her more recent lovers. The young man was every bit as good as his reputation in court- and then some. But by now Catherine was breathing hard, her late-forties body not quite up to the endurance demanded by a fit and virile mid-twenties male. Perhaps a new position was in order, a more relaxing one for the flagging Empress?
"Stop! Stop! Come behind me now while I offer myself that way," she begged him.
"Delighted, my lady. And will you climax that way? No.... So, reach back with your hand to caress your organ, that you might complete our performance this evening."
The words sounded like the lovers were attending a music recital, but both knew this was simply sex- delightfully sensuous experience and nothing more. What could be more important than finishing with orgasms, however achieved?
This time Ivan pushed between her parted thighs and eagerly plunged as deep as he could. Catherine gasped at the intrusion but gripped the sheets and levered back against him. He grabbed her full hips and drove his magnificent cock home again and again, while the Empress squealed with delight.
"Oh... fuck me, Ivan! Fuck me! Oh.... Ugh!.... Ugh!... Ugh!... I'm cumming!... AhhHH!!!"
Catherine's fingers strummed her clitoris feverishly as her entire mid-section clenched tightly, encasing Ivan's rigid cock in an iron grip. The increased friction was all he needed to join her in a smashing orgasm. His rod came alive, shooting once, twice, thrice... again and again until the Empress of Russia had been filled with his seed. Finally, he arched his back one last time, then fell to the soft bed beside her. They both lay searching for breath, Catherine gasping for a long time.
"Well, my lady. I trust that was to your liking?"
"My ladies sung your praises, but mere words fall short of your deeds."
"With my thanks. I must say that you are as skilled in the bedroom as you are in the affairs of the nation, my Empress."
"So.... You must come to me tomorrow afternoon," Catherine ordered.
"Yes, my lady. My equipment will be primed and ready again, I'm sure."
Marie moaned aloud as she thought back on Rimsky-Korsakov's 'equipment', that fat cock which had driven her to ecstasy. She smiled as she remembered how it had come to pass that she was in bed with that gorgeous young man who gave her such immense satisfaction. Actually, It was her own doing, back there at the beginning of all this time travel.
****
"So, do you want this box of old books I just found in the closet? Or will you be tossing them out?"
"I don't know," her friend Vanessa Wordsmith had replied. "It depends what they're about, I suppose."
"Let's see. The Story of Civilization, The Rise and Fall of...," Marie began to read out.
"Oh, history books. Yes.... Certainly, I'll keep them. Maybe we could use them in our lessons?"
That was how the books were intended to be used. However, Vanessa and Marie soon discovered that there was something magical about them as the stories about people came alive. The Power of the Words could seize control of their minds and transport them to other times and places. They'd been back thousands of years into the past and they hadn't just visited. They'd had rampant sexual adventures with historic figures.
The power in the books had carried Vanessa to ancient Sumeria, Egypt, Rome, and Italy during the Renaissance. Then Marie joined her for shared adventures. The Crusades, Shakespearean England and the chateau of the Marquis de Sade- they visited them all and got themselves thoroughly fucked every time. However, Vanessa was tortured by the Marquis and refused any more time travel. She gave Marie the box of old books and wished her well.
One more thing: the people from the past were not complete strangers. They were the living dead, spending this life right in Vanessa's apartment building. In the past they had been high priests and pharaohs, barbarians and painters, princes and perverts. By travelling to meet these historical figures, Vanessa and Marie were learning the lessons of history and getting laid at the same time.
Marie had discovered that two attractive young women who had recently moved into the apartment next door to Vanessa were history teachers too. They were also zombies, the living dead whom Marie had found chained and abused as sex slaves by the Marquis and his Mistress. Now that she had the magical old books, she hoped that these two newcomers would come along with her. It was no fun to travel alone.
Marie made a point of calling on the two new neighbours. They recognized her from the French chateau and invited her in for a drink. All history teachers, they talked shop, complaining about how difficult it was to interest today's students in the past. That's when Marie told them about the powerful old books and urged them to time travel with her on the weekend. They immediately agreed.
"What should we bring, Marie?"
"Every trip includes a lot of hot sex, so bring some filmy lingerie to be ready. Vanessa and I always wore sexy negligees and gowns."
"Ohh... sounds like fun! We'll definitely come prepared on Saturday. What time?"
"Come for 6:00. We'll order food and drink plenty of wine to get into the mood. I never know when we'll be back from these trips, but it'll be sometime late at night, I'm sure."
"And we just read from these old books? They take us back to the past?"
"Yes. That's how we got to the Marquis' chateau last time. This time the three of us are going to Russia to meet Empress Catherine the Great. It should be fun because she had about twenty lovers!"
"Can hardly wait!" they all agreed.
****
On Saturday night Marie welcomed her two new friends into her apartment. At a glance she could see that they had made an effort to look their very best for their journey.
Genevieve was the willowy blonde with long hair. She was about thirty and had an athletic build, fit and strong. Marie learned that in addition to teaching history, she was also the school's female track coach because in university she had competed successfully in running events. Genevieve was very outgoing and quick to join in conversation- a real extrovert. Marie liked her right away.
Francine was a more serious type, friendly but rather quiet in a conversational group. She was a cute redhead, with curls and big green eyes, a combination which Marie found very attractive. In addition to teaching senior history, Francine assisted with school drama productions, which suited her perfectly because she seemed more intense than Genevieve.
Though the two women were quite different, they were best of friends. Marie felt that she had many things in common with them. Same age, single, same school subject, an urge to travel, and an interest in sex. After all, that was the underlying purpose of the evening, wasn't it? She'd done this before with fantastic results! After plenty of wine with their supper, Marie brought her new friends into the lounge.
"Now it's time to see what each of us wore for tonight. I hope it's sexy," she grinned.
"Oh, mine is," Genevieve noted. "I've been saving this for a special occasion but I haven't met him yet."
With that, she stepped out of her dress to reveal a filmy pink gown with just enough lace and tiny briefs to give some degree of modesty.
"How do you like this?" Francine said boldly, influenced by her friend's reveal and too much wine at supper.
Slipping off her skirt and blouse, she wore only a sheer black bra and panty set which showed off her slim figure very well.
"Great! What are you going to wear to Russia tonight, Marie?"
A veteran of this travel, she removed her clothing to show them her transparent white baby dolls, something she'd previously worn during her trip back to the Crusades.
"Oh my god! I think we're overdressed compared to you!"
"We all look great. Now let's each have another glass of wine to warm us up. Then come sit on each side of me so we can read from the old book."
A few minutes later she opened it to the spot she'd bookmarked on page 444. There were three short passages there which she had marked.
"This is what will take us to Russia in the year 1778. We must read the words aloud and slowly enough that they take control of our minds. Yes, they really do, believe me. You'll see. Ready?"
And they began to read the marked sections about Empress Catherine the Great:
.... "Surrounded by nobles whom she could not trust, and harassed by intrigues that disordered administration, Catherine invented a new form of rule by making her successive lovers the executives of the government. She added her own self -her body- to the office, but exacted competent service in return.... "
A strange whirring sound arose in the room as the words began to move on the page, drawing three pairs of eyes into their magical spell. In fact, Genevieve was already showing signs of being mesmerized. They continued to read aloud.
.... "She approached with art and science the task of choosing a new favorite. She watched for men who combined political with physical capacity; she invited a prospect to dinner, sampled his manners and mind. If he passed this scrutiny, she had him examined by the court physician; if he survived this test, she appointed him an aide, gave him a succulent salary, and admitted him to her bed...."
The odd whirling sound intensified, and it was becoming difficult to concentrate as the words exerted more power over the minds trying to focus on them. Now Francine began to have a drowsy, far-away look. With some difficulty, they read the last section.
.... "But why did she change her lovers so often, taking twenty-one in forty years? One, Rimsky-Korsakov, she surprised in her own apartments in the arms of her maid of honour. Catherine merely dismissed him; another, Mamonov, left her for a younger mare- the Empress resigned him without revenge.... "
[Will and Ariel Durant, The Story of Civilization, Volume 10: Rousseau and Revolution, 'Catherine the Great', page 444. New York: Simon and Shuster, 1967.]
Now the words and phrases had lifted completely off the page, spinning slowly in a great chain of letters in front of them. Marie was succumbing to their power too, her mind as confused as the others, lost in space and time. All three were in a sort of trance, hypnotized by the magical phrases in the old book. Catherine the Great, Rimsky-Korsakov, Mamonov- these people were waiting for them on the other side of the void between present and past. They were going there.
Soon they arrived. For a moment, they felt cold in their flimsy lingerie. Almost immediately a finely-dressed servant handed them thick fur coats to put on for the walk across the large square in front of a magnificent palace. They recognized the place, the beautiful Winter Palace in St. Petersburg, home of the Russian ruler. The three of them had bridged the gap and stepped into realm!
Marie led the way up the broad staircase and firmly rapped on the heavy front doors. A snooty manservant opened one, bowed deeply, and bade them come in.
"Your Majesty," he said to Marie, "You must come in from the cold. There is a fire on in your private parlor."
They were soon seated in sumptuous chairs warming themselves, newly dressed in period costume. Marie- now Catherine the Great of Russia- took the opportunity to get some important information from a lady of her court, Genevieve, one of the two who had come inside with her. The other was Francine, her lady-in-waiting.
"Ah, my dear Lady Genevieve. A word with you now," Marie said to her.
"Yes, Majesty?"
"I would like to know more about Ivan Rimsky-Korsakov, that handsome young man with whom you danced at my last ball."
"Yes, my Empress. What do you want to know?"
"About his skills, shall we say. How well does he perform in the bedroom?"
"By my experience, he is marvelous, fantastic! All others say the same. I hope you won't take him for yourself."
"Good. I will interview him tonight at dinner, and afterwards, I shall see if he is as skilled as you report. Count Mamonov will be visiting tomorrow and I want you to appraise his skills too. That will be all for now, Genevieve. Oh Francine, see that he is at my table this evening"
****
That night, Ivan Rimsky-Korsakov not only dined with Catherine, but also demonstrated that he was every bit as talented in bed as Genevieve had claimed. With his thick cock he had pleasured the Empress by exciting her in ways she had not experienced for some time.
Not only that. After their equally intense orgasms, they slept together, waking quite late in the morning. Ivan had some matters to attend to, but before he left, she reminded him that he was to return for another round by late afternoon. He had promised, telling her that his equipment would be primed and ready again.
When he was gone, the Empress called for her lady-in-waiting.
"Did Rimsky-Korsakov seem familiar to you at all, Francine?"
"He did, Marie, I mean Your Majesty. I've seen him before, somewhere."
"I feel the same way, but where? Hmm."
"Oh Empress, was he not the Marquis de Sade when we were in his chateau? You know, the good-looking man who moved into the apartment building with a woman the same day that Genevieve and I arrived? His name is David, I think."
"Yes. You're quite right! Another one of the living dead from your building."
"That's what happens when you travel with the old book, isn't it?"
"Always! I end up in bed with someone I know from that apartment. He will be returning by 4:00. Please see that he is directed to my private quarters."



"Of course, Empress."
That afternoon, Rimsky-Korsakov arrived with his manservant, known simply as Ali. He was, in fact, a shy young man of Middle Eastern descent who lived on the same floor of Genevieve and Francine's building. He had encountered Marie during previous time travel, another of the zombies in her life.
Empress Catherine met Ivan in the sumptuous foyer.
"I am so glad that you came to see me, Ivan."
"My pleasure, Empress. At your service."
"Indeed, you shall be. Come with me. Count Mamonov is here today visiting Lady Genevieve in her suite. I'll have my lady-in-waiting entertain your man Ali while we are otherwise occupied. She will be happy to see him, I'm sure," she told him before turning to her lady.
"Francine. Take our visitor's man to your room and keep him occupied for a few hours."
"Yes, my lady," she smiled, pleased with what she had been told to do.
Soon a parallel set of events soon began to unfold in the Winter Palace: Empress Catherine with her new lover Rimsky-Korsakov, Lady Genevieve with Count Mamonov, and lady-in-waiting Francine with manservant Ali. They represented different stations in life, but all were driven by the same carnal desires, that cold late-afternoon.
Catherine was eager to be skewered again by Ivan's big cock, so she hurried him into her private quarters and quickly removed his clothing. Then she was on her knees taking it in her hand, showering it with kisses. His appendage quickly stretched to formidable size with her oral care, leaving Rimsky-Korsakov groaning with pleasure. He eventually reached down and pulled the Empress to her feet so he wouldn't end the encounter before it really heated up.
"Come to bed, Empress, that we might fuck again. Let me help you out of your gown, since your lady is not here. She's probably doing the same with my man, don't you think?"
"I have no doubt. I know her to be a hot little bitch, especially fond of young men's cocks. He is likely down her throat as we speak!"
The Empress was absolutely right. In her own room next door, lady-in-waiting Francine and manservant Ali were naked and in ecstasy. His swollen rod was indeed probing her tonsils as she fondled his balls with one hand and pulled him into her mouth with the other. Streams of saliva fell from her lips as she deepthroated the stiff young man. His breath was coming in sharp bursts, then Francine pushed him away so she could catch her own.
"Amazing cock-sucker! Amazing!" Ali babbled in praise of her skills.
Then he pressed inward again, with his hands gripping her red curly locks. Yes, Francine was especially fond of young men's cocks, just as her Empress had said.
Back in Catherine's big bed, her young lover, Rimsky-Korsakov, had her flat on her back and spread wide for his fingers. He knelt by her head, feeding his cock into her mouth again, before swinging his body above her, with his head to her feet. There he crouched like a hungry animal above her, while his Empress gobbled down his engorged tool.
Then he brought his head down to her pussy and balanced on one hand, using the other to hold her pussy lips wide open. Quickly it became a royal soixante-neuf, two greedy mouths devouring two eager organs. Ivan gathered Marie's tender clitoris between his lips and sucked hard as she moaned in complete ecstasy.
In the lady-in-waiting's chamber, young Ali was much less creative. After Francine's expert sucking, he could think of nothing more than his raging urge to fuck her senseless. He pushed her onto her back and scrambled into position between her open legs. His cock was literally throbbing with the need to thrust into her, but she pushed against him with both hands to slow him down.
"Slowly, Ali. Slowly. You'll split me in two if you rush!" Francine hissed urgently.
"Yes. Yes. I must fuck you now! I must! I must!" he urged.
Ali cried out so loudly in his arousal that his voice carried through the walls and into Lady Genevieve's private quarters beyond the head of Francine's bed. There, she and Count Mamonov had not progressed to this point. They had been drinking together on a divan, and he was still making slow advances, touching her tits and kissing. But hot-to-fuck Genevieve was impatient with his slow moves.
"Really Count, you should be more like the young man who is with the Empress' handmaiden right now. We will make love, but you must hurry it up! Her Majesty expects me to report on your talents. Take off your clothing and come to my bed. Now!"
Count Mamonov didn't want to disappoint the Lady or the Empress, so he reached to unfasten her garments as she turned her back to him. Quickly they were gone, revealing her succulent nipples and lithe body. He threw off his own clothing as fast as possible, scooped up his naked hostess and carried her to her bed. In short order they progressed almost as far along as the other two couples nearby.
An explosion of sexual energy was breaking out in the Winter Palace that cold afternoon. Six players in three separate scenes had abandoned themselves to their passions without a thought for anything else. All of them had plunged deep into energic thrusting and heaving of cock and pussy, with the all-consuming need to reach shattering orgasms.
Ivan Rimsky-Korsakov was balls-deep in Catherine the Great's silken tunnel, his young muscles driving his manhood right to the bottom. Lubricants gushed around his rod, easing its tight grip against the walls which encased it. The Empress' generous breasts pressed tight against his chest as he plied her first from on top and then reclining on their sides. But like earlier, his fitness far exceeded her own, and she was tiring. It was time to take her from behind.
Ali had met his match and then some with Francine, the lady-in-waiting. She directed the proceedings, ordering him first this way, then that to maximize her satisfaction. She liked it a bit rough, no doubt a habit based on her earlier life experience as one of the Marquis de Sade's abused sex slaves, captured by pirates and sold to him.
Therefore, she told her afternoon lover to lightly squeeze his hand around her throat as he pounded into her vigorously while standing at the foot of the bed. Then, fucking from behind, he was ordered to pull her head back by the hair. It was a bit sadistic, but she loved this kind of raw sex.
Lady Genevieve and Count Mamonov finally found their grove too. He lay on his back with the lovely blonde straddling him, his cock buried to the balls in her pussy. She taunted him with a visual feast, pulling at her pink nipples and twisting them into sharp peaks. Then she brought one hand to her vulva and began to rub her clitoris, while spouting dirty words about how good it felt. He responded by lifting up each time she rocked against his groin.
None of them could last much longer. All of them were struggling to maintain the hellish pace of their intercourse. But nobody wanted to quit.
They may have been in separate rooms of the Winter Palace, but imagine one wild spectacle of sound and fury. In each room, the partners were gasping for air and crying out in their arousal, driving on their partner. They were all reaching higher in a great crescendo, like the final notes of an enthusiastic orchestra led by a frenzied maestro. No doubt they could hear one another between the adjacent chambers.
And then they began to climax- the heaving bodies; the clenching muscles; the rasping climb to the very top; followed by the sudden eruption of massive orgasms. Catherine and Rimsky-Korsakov, Genevieve and Mamonov, Francine and Ali- all of them felt pleasure every bit as good as any they had experienced before.
Afterwards there was only a short time to rest, because the visit to another time and place was quickly ending. The travelers had been so immersed in their pleasure that they had overstayed their time in Russia. The words from the old book began to swirl above them in broad circles, like leaves caught in a spiraling wind. As the circles grew smaller, the words fell back to the page from which they had lifted several hours before.
Very soon, the three women found themselves back on Marie's sofa in the dark. But now they were stark naked, their bodies filled with the creamy evidence of their recent adventure. The old book had led to much pleasure in the arms of the living dead, zombies from another time. Now they were exhausted from their labours, too tired to shower; too weary to do anything but sleep.
****
The next morning, the three women slept late. Marie roused herself from the sofa and wandered half-dazed to the bathroom to shower. She found it already occupied by Genevieve and Francine, who evidently had shared her bed last night. Marie went to the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee while she waited her turn under the warm water.
A half hour later they sat in the kitchen talking about the night before.
"Absolutely amazing, Marie. I must confess that I was very skeptical about his whole Power of Words business before yesterday. Now I know that it's real," one of the visitors confessed.
"I suppose you both would like to do it all again, I mean to some other time and place?" Marie asked.
"Is the sex always that good? I mean that manservant gave me the best damn fucking I've had in centuries!" Francine enthused.
"Yes, every time I've read from the old books it's been like that."
"So, where will we go next time, Marie?"
"I've always wanted to meet Napoleon," she replied. "How's that sound to you?"
"Will he fuck us?" Genevieve asked eagerly.
"I'm sure he will," Marie replied.
Genevieve and Francine were most definitely in agreement with that!
Please rate the story. The Napoleon episode is in the works. Thanks.
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Over a six year period, the professors Lazenby hypnotized attractive graduate Psychology students for the sexual use of generous alumni donors. The scheming couple was finally arrested, tried and jailed. Meanwhile, the students were left programmed for sex after their many experiences under hypnosis. In this episode they come together to sue the professors, the university and the alumni association. Sandie Weston tells the story.
The Lawsuit Orgy
I can hardly believe the pack of lies being peddled in the university's news bulletin! It's about dealing with the damage done by the Lazenby's evil plan to trade sex with students for alumni donations to the Psychology Department. The whole affair tarnished the university, not to mention what it has done to us.
UNIVERSITY RECLAIMS ITS REPUTATION
A pair of former professors and some disgraced alumni have harmed the
entire university community. We are pleased to outline the positive steps which
have been taken to restore our high standards of excellence.
New university policies are much more specific about the strict boundaries to
be maintained between staff and students.
The entire graduate bursary system has been revamped, replacing departmental control with a broad centralized committee.
Staff and alumni involved in the prosecuted scheme have been permanently
removed from any association with this university.
Our Alumni Association has contributed two million dollars for the assistance of
students who were impacted by this situation.
We have professionals working weekly with affected students- psychologists,
personal counsellors, and 'exit-counsellors'.
Most of these students have resumed their studies and are well on their way to
achieving all of their original academic goals.
These students continue to make excellent progress in resuming normal lives
as leading scholars at this fine institution.
From time-to-time the university will provide further updates on the on-going
growth in our high standards of character and achievement. Thank you.
Sincerely, Miles Stanley, President
To anyone reading this nonsense, it seems like the whole ugly situation has been cleared up, and now we grads are returning to normal lives. It's crap! A complete fabrication to cover up the massive blow to the university's image.
My name is Sandra Weston, and I know the truth because I'm one of those directly affected by the whole business.
I can tell you that we are definitely NOT on our way to normal lives. No, we've been programmed as sex toys by the Lazenbys, and we continue to operate that way. Our personal lives are a twisted mess of sordid sex and emotional turmoil. And we're angry about it.
The bulletin says 'exit- counsellors'! Now what the Hell is that? Call them what they are- tough deprogrammers, trying unsuccessfully to straighten out our warped minds. It's NOT working!
This kind of self-serving propaganda only makes us angrier, and now we're going to do something about it.
****
Melanie Rossignol and I lay naked, wrapped in each other's arms, while Melanie's husband watches us having sex. He wears only a T-shirt and has his stiff cock in hand, jerking off to the stimulating scene unfolding in front of him. His wife is kissing me deeply, at the same time caressing my stiff nipples between her fingertips.
It feels so good, especially being watched in action- I always love that feeling now. He can hear us both moaning with pleasure- and no wonder! My hand is right between his wife's spread legs, toying with her soaking wet pussy.
I know Matthew likes watching us. We both look erotic in our skimpy lingerie, and we're filled with lust, loving wholeheartedly for our mutual satisfaction. We'd been trained as sex toys under Natalia Lazenby's hypnotism and subtle coercion, so acting this way has become deeply engrained.
I've been naked and loving like this with my girlfriend many times and we never seem to tire of the thrill. It's even more exciting being watched by her husband, just like the times Natalia had sex with me in front of The Professor.
Now we've moved to another position. I lay on my back, and Melanie is crouched on her knees, suspended above my face. Her sweet pussy is dripping as we start a sexy teasing game, with Melanie lowering her pink toward my searching tongue, only to pull it away at the moment of contact.
Eventually she allows me a few tasty licks, then some kissing and finally some deep sucking of labia and clitoris. Now my face is slick with Melanie's copious juices, and her husband has came closer to watch, jerking his rod hard.
Melanie leans forward to bring her mouth to my needy pussy. She firmly pushes my legs apart and seizes my sodden pink flesh with her lips, sucking loudly. We're locked together now, mouths to vaginas, lost to anything else in the world.
That's when Matt moves behind his wife and pushes his rigid cock deep into her sex, thrusting hard in his arousal. My face is immediately below his equipment, his balls bouncing off my forehead with each inward push. He's so close that I can tongue his cock each time he withdraws.
All three of us are highly charged now, getting closer to orgasm. Matt is pounding furiously into Mel, whose sexual juices drip down onto my face. At the other end, she laps eagerly at my pulsating vagina, alternately kissing and sucking my clit entirely into her mouth. I am so horny!
This is the most debauched session I've ever experienced, and I'm completely absorbed in it, wanting to come so badly. Then it happens- Matthew explodes into Melanie's pussy, filling her with his cum, while Melanie intensifies her oral efforts on my puss.
Suddenly I begin to come hard myself, lifting my hips to push against Melanie's face. Then Matt withdraws his juicy cock and shoves it into my open mouth as his fluids drain from his wife's vagina. I can't believe I'm doing this!
I suck his rod vigorously while an intense orgasm sweeps through my clenching, bouncing body. Debauchery becomes perversity, as Matt's cum drips from my friend's vagina onto my face below. I lick it from my lips. This may be so sinful that it's beyond normalcy- but this is what we live for now.
How could the university possibly believe that all is well with the Lazenby scandal survivors? Melanie and I are shameless whores now, eager to fuck and be fucked. All the counselling, all the deprogramming- none of it has rescued us from our new selves. Instead, we push deeper and deeper into sexual depravity each time we get together.
After this long and vigorous session with my girlfriend, we leave Matthew asleep in the bedroom and retire to the sofa to talk. No need to get dressed. We sit shamelessly nude with our legs tucked up underneath us. Melanie wants to tell me about a recent development that would affect us both.
"Sandie, did you get a letter yet from a lawyer's office? Mine came earlier today."
"No. Can you tell me what it's about, or is it private?"
"I'm sure you'll be receiving one soon too. We're going to be part of a big lawsuit against the university, and the alumni association."
"Really! How did that get started?"
"Somebody I know from my time at the university, Milo Malovich and his wife Suzanne, have launched it. They're a married Psych Department grad couple who were also used by the professors. Milo switched to Law afterward, and his firm is handling the case."
"I remember them. You introduced them to me at the trial sentencing. A big, tall guy and she was an attractive blonde, right?"
"They're the ones. Apparently, both were extremely popular in bed with the alumni, often as a pair."
"Really. So, you and I will be part of this lawsuit too?"
"And everybody else affected by it: you, me, our husbands, my friend Zane Black- you remember him of course- your friend Martin Benning, Milo and his wife, and at least a dozen more. Here's my letter listing all the names."
"Oh.... And I see that it is also directed at the Lazenbys, the Hendricks, and several other people I don't know."
"They're other alumni who participated in the scheme over the six years the professors operated it."
"This is huge! Fifty million dollars in damages! My god- we could be millionaires!"
"Millionaires... but at what cost?" Sandie. "They ruined us. We both know that. Look at what we just did with my husband. And we wanted it, didn't we? I never thought I'd do such things. No, that was for cheap whores, and now that's you and me. We deserve every penny for what they've done to us! Every penny."
"I know what you're saying, Mel. At home I have to keep my sex drive under wraps, but it is so hard. Ben thinks I'm a slut if I push him too much for the kind of sex I really want- like we had tonight. And he keeps a close eye on my coming and going because he doesn't trust me around you and Marty. I can't say that I blame him."
"You saw tonight that my husband is fully on board with this. It took a while, but he came around and now he looks forward to it. But he leaves it entirely up to me. He's content to accept it and benefit when he gets special nights. Maybe Ben will come around to that?"
"I doubt it. He's a cop and he holds pretty high standards. If I brought him into anything like our scene tonight, I think we'd be through. He already moved out a couple of months ago when he found out about our little orgy with Zane after the professors' trial sentencing."
"Ohhh.... How did you get him back?"
"I had to admit to everything: you, Zane, Marty, even my counsellor Nikki Greatash."
"You didn't! Your counsellor?"
"Yes. I don't see her anymore because I can't keep my hands off her. She's so easy to lure into hypnosis. And so submissive naked!"
"Mmm.... You are a little bitch, aren't you!"
"I know. But I need to be more careful because Ben will be gone if anything happens again. Like tonight. I'm not even supposed to see you anymore because you're a bad influence. I had to say I had an evening meeting with my thesis advisor."
"That's too bad. At least I don't have to sneak around with Matthew. He's just a weakling cuck, but obviously your Ben is not."
"Definitely not! And I do love him for it. Other than you, I've behaved myself for the past few weeks and things are good at home. But, speaking of home, I'd better get going. Ben will ask me about my meeting with my advisor, but he doesn't know that it was actually held this afternoon. I'll use your shower before I leave, OK?"
"Sure. Hope you don't mind if I join you?"
"Of course not, Mel."
****
A few days later I had my scheduled appointment with Professor Byrd, my thesis advisor. I trust him and he's become someone upon whom I could rely for some support. He's not an attractive person- his beaky face reminds me of his namesake- so I have no sexual interest in him whatsoever. This is a good thing.
"How are you feeling today, Sandra? Last time we met things weren't so good with your life."
"I'm a lot better, thanks," I tell him. "Got some of my issues settled at home, so I'm ready to talk about academics with you today."
"Excellent. I believe you were exploring two different approaches to deprogramming, right? By the way, how's that going with Mrs. Rubins?"
"Unfortunately, I think that it's a total waste of time. Not effective at all!"
"Ah... too bad. Perhaps she's using too much of the old-school deprogramming methods followed by people like Ted Patrick back in the 1970s and 80s to get people out of religious cults?"
"Well. I read about him and some of it applies, but not all. Patrick literally kidnapped people from religious cults and held them against their will, though usually at the request of their families. Often people like him used sleep deprivation and other such techniques to begin to 'erase' cult learning."
"Obviously Mrs. Rubins isn't holding you hostage or keeping you awake all night, is she?" Professor Byrd jokes.
"No, but some of what she does with us is offensive and degrading. I've already told you how she has had us wear sexy outfits that Natalia Lazenby picked out for us. Then she had us parade in front of the group while she called us 'little sluts' and worse. It was so negative! I suppose she thought that it would steer us away from dressing that way."
"I definitely think she crossed the line there, and I don't blame you for being angry. You know that you're not to tell her what we discuss in this office, right?"
"Yes, I thank you for expressing your opinion, though."
"So Sandra, what became of Patrick's deprogramming approach?"
"Basically, it was against the law to hold people by force and subject them to such treatment against their will. In fact, in 1980 Patrick was found guilty of kidnapping and false imprisonment, and sentenced to a year in prison, along with a five thousand dollar fine."
"And that was the end of it? The end of trying to change the minds of those in cults?"
"No. It became that term the university used in their recent news bulletin- 'exit counselling'. So that's what I'm getting from Mrs. Rubins? New name, but the same old crap. Excuse me."
"Is it any different from de-programming?"
"Some researchers say that they're one and the same, but if you compare it to Ted Patrick's methods, it's different in some ways. Nobody is abducted from the cult. Instead, they must agree to leave and undergo therapy. In fact, another name for exit-counselling is 'strategic intervention therapy'. There's no attempt to break the person down to remove the cult's hold on the mind. And the family must participate in the treatment, not just pay someone like Patrick to work on them."
"Are there different approaches to this type of therapy, Sandra?"
"Yes. I came across three. One is carried out by church groups who want to get the person back into the family's religion- the so-called Theological approach. Another is Information- based, using facts about the cult to get people to turn away from it. Then there's a Change- based method that uses lots of conventional counselling approaches. You know, like talking about thoughts and feelings."
"And Mrs. Rubins? Does she fit anywhere in those groups?"
"Maybe some of the Change type, but only a little because we don't usually talk with her one-on-one much anyway. Overall, I think she uses a lot of negative reinforcement on us."
"So, more like Patrick than any of the three strategic therapies, eh?"
"Right. And that's probably why it isn't working for us."
"What do you think would work, Sandra?" he asks me earnestly.
"I wish I knew myself. Then I would be finished with this awful situation."
I leave the meeting with Professor Byrd feeling rather depressed, but resolved to think seriously about dropping out of Mrs. Rubin's sessions.
****
My letter from the lawyer's office arrives the next day. I open it before Ben comes home from the station and read it carefully. Scanning down the alphabetical list of plaintiffs, I find my name and Ben's too - 'Weston' at the bottom of a long list.
After we have supper, I read the letter to my husband, and we talk about it.
"Ben, I think this is great! We have it coming to us for all they did."
"The Lazenbys yes, but the University and the Alumni Association too?"
"Sure. It was the university's slack policies and lack of control of graduate bursaries that made it possible for all this to happen."
"OK, but the Alumni Association? How are they guilty?"
"June and the others were members, that's all. I suppose the lawyers will argue that they didn't have necessary policies to regulate how their members would associate with students at the university? I don't know. I'm sure they'll come up with something. They're lawyers. That's what they do, right?"
"You sure are cynical about the law, Sandie. I'm supposed to enforce it, so it's different. I hope this Milo knows what he's doing."
"He could make us rich you know, Ben. It's at least a million dollars each!"
"But you'll probably need to testify and answer tough questions from the defense lawyers. Nobody is just going to hand you a cheque without a fight, probably a long and drawn-out battle. Are you sure that you want to relive the whole thing again, probably over-and-over?"
"Look Ben. You know that I live with it everyday. They changed us so that I need to fight constantly to control my urges to... my urges to fuck. Since you left me that time, I know I have to stay away from temptation, but it's not easy. I'm like a smoker trying to stay away from my next cigarette."
"So, do you think a million dollars will make it any better?"
"I don't know, but it sure as Hell will make it easier to live with." I laugh. "Really, telling my story- all of us talking about it in court- could help to extinguish the need."
"I hope so. The sex is great, but I know you're a different person now."
"So, will you agree to join the lawsuit? I think it will be good for both of us. There's the money, of course, but you'll hear the others tell their stories and see that I'm not the only one who has changed. And, you'll meet husbands and wives experiencing the same things with their partner."
"OK. Sure, let the lawyers know that we're both in. I suppose it could turn out well."
Ben wasn't aware of it at the time. but agreeing to join in the lawsuit would bring him into close contact with people who would be affecting him more than he could ever imagine. My wild friends and others I hadn't even met yet would be delivering some of the most incredible sex he would ever have! But, at the time, I didn't know that either.
****
Here I am in bed again with my best girlfriend Melanie Rossignol. It's a forbidden pleasure that neither of us can stay away from, especially now that Ben is closely monitoring my activities. It is easy to be alone with Melanie because we meet weekly for Mrs. Rubins' deprogramming class. We've both come to hate it, but it does provide a perfect cover for an hour or more alone together, either beforehand or afterward.
As soon as I arrive at her apartment, we rush to the bedroom. Nothing needs to be said because we both want this, need it. In no time we're naked and in each other's arms, kissing passionately like the most fervent lovers. There's just enough time to get this urgency out of our systems before heading off to face that dragon lady Rubins again.
I love what my girlfriend sometimes does with her pussy for me- so full of surprises! I might find it scented and flavoured with some flower or fruit, just begging to be licked and sucked between my lips. Roses, lilies, oranges, limes- I never knew what my eager mouth will find down there. It's all part of the intense anticipation that comes with every visit to Melanie's place.
Today Melanie has taken our little game up another notch by using lipstick. She has carefully applied a deep reddish lip cream around the edge of her labia, paying special attention to her clitoris too. Her proud nipples bear the same deep red hue, literally begging to be vigorously sucked.
"Oh Mel, you're such a hot little bitch! You look and smell delicious! Where will I start?" I say seductively.
"My nipples and then my puss. I've been waiting for this all day long. Now do it! Use your mouth to torture me like you do," she moans with desire.
I don't need any further instruction as she stretches out on the bed beside me, eager for love. Soon I'm flicking my tongue across the tips of her taut nipples, relishing the delicious cherry flavour of the lip cream. Sucking deeply yields even more flavour, and deeper moaning from Melanie too.
"My pussy lips now, Sandie. See what you find there," Mel whispers loudly as she pushes my head down past her waist.
"Mmmm. Cherry pussy! Delicious!" And I fervently lap at the glistening pink she offers to me.



Soon my face is shining, a combination of creamy lip gloss and Melanie's natural juices. I love how the two flavours mix into one exotic combination. It arouses both of us, leading me to push deeper into Mel's succulent flesh, kissing and licking vigorously.
I lock my lips around her much- engorged clitoris, drawing it entirely into my mouth and sucking hard. Melanie is going out of her mind with lust. Then I stop and she looks down at me with desperation, her eyes begging for more.
"My turn," I whisper, and move above my lover's face, putting my soaked pussy just above Melanie's mouth.
For the next half hour, we tease each other, bringing one right to the edge then letting the other have a turn at ecstasy. By then, we both are so high that our orgasms just can't be delayed any longer. At this point, we clamber up to our knees, face-to-face on the bed, French kissing while we work each others clits with our fingers.
Our heated bodies writhe now, driven to desire by the fingers inside. Then we both jerk wildly, out of control while our muscles grab, and bodies bounce from the knees. We come and we come, and we come! It feels amazing- it always does.
Afterwards we shower together- more kissing and touching- then get dressed for the damned deprogramming session. While Melanie drives us to the university, we complain about how much we hate Mrs. Rubins' useless sessions.
"I am so fed up pretending that they're working for us. I wish we could be kicked out of them!" Mel exclaims.
"Maybe we can? What if we act up during the sessions and she tells us to leave?"
"OK, but how?"
"We can start making out, right there in front of her and everybody else. What do you say, Mel?"
"I'll do it, but since it was your idea, you take the lead and I'll just follow you."
Mrs. Rubins is in full dragon mode tonight, using negative conditioning again to try to eradicate any unacceptable sexual behaviour from the half dozen female Lazenby grads gathered in front of her. Her typical approach is a tough mixture of insult and coercion, an approach which my thesis advisor, Professor Byrd, finds both inappropriate and ineffective. I totally agree with him.
"So, have you controlled yourselves this past week? Or have you been acting like little sluts again? Melanie! Sandie! Pay attention. Did you hear my question? Have you misbehaved again this week?"
"Yes, we have, Mrs. Rubins. In fact, we've been at each other every chance we get!" I shout out.
"What! You haven't! You can't do that!"
"We have. This class is a total waste of time, isn't it Sandie?" Mel backs me up.
"Don't the rest of you think so too? It does us no good!" I shout.
There is some murmuring of agreement, but most of the girls wait to see what will happen to us before they get involved.
"Stop that! Stop that right now!" Rubins yells.
"Kiss me, Mel! Who gives a damn what she says."
Melanie and I lock into a tight embrace and begin Frenching right there in front of the group. Instead of being shocked, they move closer and begin to encourage us. Some of them kiss each other too. They've all been programmed for sex years ago by the professors Lazenby.
"Sandie. Melanie!" Mrs. Rubins screams. "Get your sorry asses the Hell out of here right now! I don't want to ever see you two in this class again! Get out!"
"With pleasure. This has been a fuckin' joke. Good-bye!" I yell back.
As we storm out of the room, we're joined by another person, Regina Wainwright, a former Psychology graduate student even older than Melanie.
"Good for you two," she says as she comes behind us. "I've been wanting to drop the bloody program for a long time. It hasn't done a thing except make me angry every week."
"Are you planning to join in the lawsuit, Regina?"
She replies in the affirmative. "And my husband too."
And that's how the three of us end our university-funded deprogramming sessions with Mrs. Rubins. I had already cut ties with my personal psychologist, Nikki Greatash, so only the occasional sessions Ben and I have with our marital counsellor remain.
****
Not long after this, a second letter comes from the lawyer, addressed to Ben and me. The law firm is moving along with the suit and wants to hold a formal meeting to be sure everyone who signed approval is onboard and understands what was expected of them.
"The Office of Milo Malovich, LLB
Re. Lawsuit Graduate Students and Spouses vs. the Professors Lazenby, the University, certain alumni, and the University Alumni Association
Sandra and Benjamin Weston:
Thank you for joining our action against the above-named parties seeking damages for their impact on you.
Suzanne and I are hosting a very important meeting on Friday, October 15 to which all plaintiffs are invited. I strongly urge you to attend in order to fully understand all aspects of the case. You will very likely be called to testify at some point, so this is important. The meeting is at 1:00 PM on the 15th in the Small Conference Room of the Premier Place Inn in our community.
We must proceed as one to be successful. For this purpose, a block of hotel rooms at the Premier Place Inn is reserved for Thursday and Friday nights, October 14 and 15. There will be a group supper there at 6:00 on Friday night, followed by a social evening. A large suite has been reserved for this semi-formal event. I hope that we will all get to know one another better this way.
Please confirm that you will be attending all of the events and staying overnight. I look forward to meeting you.
Milo and Suzanne"
I know that the suite will be filled with people who were hypnotized and shaped into sexual robots for the service of their alumni sponsors. I've already experienced sex with three of them- Melanie, Marty and Zane- and I'm sure that more will be added to my list at Milo's party.
"Ben, we have to go to this if we expect to be successful with the lawsuit," I tell him.
"It's a three-hour drive from here, and I'd need to change my shifts to be able to go," he complains.
"We can't miss this. I'm sure somebody will trade off with you."
"Well, can I trust you around people like Marty and Zane Black? They'll be there too, you know."
"And don't forget Melanie," I add sarcastically. "Look. This is about strategy and being ready to take on the university, the Lazenbys and the alumni. We all have to be on the same page to succeed."
"And I won't have to watch you every minute we're there?"
"I promise," I tell him, even though I don't really believe it. I'm already thinking about seeing Zane again, remembering the exciting time Mel and I had with him in his hotel room after the trial sentencing.
"OK then. We'll sign up for everything, like you want."
Ben was in now, and in two weeks we'll be on our way. I text Melanie and she confirms that she and Matthew are going too. So, we agree to travel together.
"Let's ask for rooms next door to each other," I text, to which she replies,
"Great! We can spend more private time that way."
This will be so much fun!
****
Two weeks later we're on our way to the Premier Place Inn, car-sharing with Melanie and her husband. They'd been instructed never to mention to Ben anything about our recent intimacies. The men are together in the front, talking about sports and news, while Mel and I sit close in the back seat of Matthew's little car. I am so horny that I'm not wearing panties, making myself readily available for sexual play.
"Mel, I'm soaking wet just thinking about the weekend," I whisper to her, and we both giggle.
"Oh, let me feel, you little slut," she replies softly, using our secret term for each other, a mockery of Mrs. Rubins.
I angle toward her and open my knees, letting my long coat drop across my very short skirt. She's able to slip her hand underneath and slide her fingers up the inside of my leg. I stifle a gasp as they touch my pussy and then inch inside. A gush of arousal washes through me and bathes her hand in my juices. I'm in another zone now, thinking only about being slowly fucked by her moving fingers. Then my body jerks as she finds my clitoris.
"Stop teasing me!" I hiss as softly as possible. "I'll come right here if you keep touching me."
"I want you to come for me, slut. See if you can be quiet and I won't stop. OK?"
I nod and her long fingers continue to strum my organ, driving me higher. I spread my legs wider under my coat, offering everything to Melanie, and I feel my breath coming fast as my heart pounds with excitement. I've never had an orgasm with two people so close by, unaware of what is happening. It's crazy, but so exciting! I want this.
I can hear our husbands chattering away about the latest game score above the noise of the radio. They seem to have no idea what is going on behind them. Melanie is right on my engorged nub now, alternating between circling it with one finger and pressing firmly with two. I'm in ecstasy and know that I can't last much longer. Mel puts a finger to her lips, motioning for me to stay quiet. But it's so difficult as she increases her pace.
Suddenly an intense force crashes against me and my whole body starts to shake in a powerful orgasm. I purse my lips tightly and tilt my head down, in case Matt looks in the rear-view mirror. My hips move involuntarily, and I quash my urge to cry out in pleasure. Mel keeps rolling her finger on me until I turn my body and push her arm away. Then I sit motionless catching my breath again as my heart slows down. I grin at Mel as if to thank her.
"You two are quiet back there. Enjoying the ride?" Ben comments, turning to glance at me, seated diagonally behind him. I hope that I'm not still flushed bright red from my orgasm.
"We are, Ben. A great trip so far, eh Sandie," Mel speaks for me.
An hour later we arrive at the hotel and check into our rooms. Since my state of arousal was already satisfied in the car, I don't jump Ben, instead reading over some material which Milo left for each person at check-in. They've planned out the next few days in great detail for us.
It's a packed house for the big meeting on Friday at 1:00. The prospect of revenge and a million dollars brought every person named as a plaintiff to Milo's assembly. We all listen carefully as he outlines details of the lawsuit, and nod in agreement as he highlights the core of the case- the serious impact which sexual mistreatment has had on graduates and partners alike. I know it changed me a great deal and that it hurt Ben along the way.
By the time Milo and his legal team finish their presentation we're all fully committed to providing detailed testimony, even taking the witness stand in person at the trial if necessary. After all the questions and concerns have been addressed, we adjourn to prepare for what promises to be an exciting evening in a private suite at the hotel.
"What are you planning to wear tonight?" I ask Melanie.
"I brought two things to choose from, depending on what you have for tonight."
"Let's go to your room and you can model both of them so I can help you choose."
"Sure. Send Ben and Matthew down to the bar so they don't interrupt us."
The first outfit Melanie tries on looks nice but is more business-casual than semi-formal. The second one is so sexy that it blows me away! It hugs her shapely curves and shows off much of them. Up top, she's bare almost to the nipples, the neckline plunging to her navel from two thin straps across her shoulders.
"How are you going to keep those boobs in the dress, Mel?" I marvel.
"I don't expect them to stay there all evening," she laughs knowingly.
The gown is long and slit high on both sides, revealing her legs, one at a time as she walks.
"Those openings are so high, how will you wear any underwear?" I ask naively.
"I won't!" she smiles at me wickedly. "Top or bottom. I'll be ready for any sex that comes my way."
Fortunately, I brought along a provocative outfit myself, a mermaid-like black halter dress with narrow straps and plenty of cleavage up top. I decide to forego anything except bare skin underneath too. Melanie wants to see it on me, so she comes to my room. I strip naked and wiggle into my tight dress, then we pose side-by-side in the dressing mirror. We see two hot women ready for action.
"We look like two sluts, don't we Mel?" I say as she loops her arm around my waist.
"Yes. Perfect!" she replies.
****
Supper gives us a chance to see how all the other couples are dressed for the occasion. I'm pleased to see that most of the other women are showing every bit as much skin as Melanie and me. Of course, this is to be expected, given their history with the Lazenbys and alumni when they were graduate students.
Many of their men look very tempting to us. It's all I can do not to stare at them, imagining what pleasures they could give a woman like me.
There is music and alcohol, plenty of it. By the dessert course, I squeeze Ben's cock under the table while Melanie's fingers toy with my easily accessible pussy. I know what I really want for dessert, and it isn't on the dinner menu!
Seated nearby I can see Milo and his wife Suzanne groping each beneath the table too. They both really appeal to me. If this degenerates into a sex-fest, they'll be at the top of my list for fucking.
Now we're finished with dessert. Milo asks us all to retire to the sofas and chairs along the walls of the room while staff clear away the tables, opening a dancefloor. The lights are dimmed as we retreat into the shadows along the walls to wait. Almost immediately, overheated couples start to make out around us, groping above and beneath clothing. No-one is naked yet, but I can see it's just a matter of time. The staff set up a self-serve alcohol table, then leave. Milo locks the doors.
Ben and I sit together on a sofa watching people kissing and touching. I can see that he's becoming uncomfortable with the direction this party is taking, so I hold him close in my arms and gaze deeply into his face. His unblinking eyes lock onto mine, caught there like a frightened deer in the headlights of an oncoming car. Then I whisper softly to him.
"Ben, we'll play tonight.... We'll play with others.... Do you understand?"
"Yes.... Play tonight.... Play with others."
His face is relaxing as I watch, so I continue coaxing him into an altered state.
"We'll kiss other people.... We'll touch them too.... Got it?"
"Yes.... Kiss others.... Touch them."
I can see that he 's slipping under my control, almost there now, so I come right to the point.
"We'll fuck others.... We'll cum with them.... Is that alright?"
"Yes.... Fuck others.... And cum."
Now he has succumbed to me, and the best part of the evening is about to unfold.
In short order, all the supper tables and chairs are cleared, and the lights are dimmed even lower. This leaves a slightly lit space for dancing and almost total darkness back along the walls where the sofas and chairs are scattered.
Some couples come forward to dance, locked tight as soft, romantic music comes from above us. Their hands roam across their partner's body, women squeezing their man's cock, while men grope for breasts. Just watching is making me so horny!
This is what I hoped for. I know that if these people feel anything like Melanie and I do about sex, an orgy of epic proportions will take place in this room very soon. I'm ready and eager to get on with it now, and I know that my hypnotized husband will go along with anything I tell him tonight.
I spot Milo and Suzanne on the dancefloor and pull Ben to his feet so we can join them. And I don't just want to dance. After we sway about for a bit, I tell Ben to fondle me and he obeys immediately. I feel like a brazen slut being groped as others watch, but it only fueled my desires. When we move close to Milo and Suzanne, I suggest that we switch partners.
Before we trade off, I whisper to Ben to feel Suzanne's tits like he'd been doing with me. He numbly nods his hypnotized compliance and wastes no time in groping her full chest. Meantime, Milo holds me tightly, crushing my body against his big frame. I smile because I can feel his stiff cock against me.
"You're a big guy," I whisper to him, straining up to his ear.
"Why not find out, Sandie?" he replies invitingly, and he doesn't mean his height.
"Ohhh. That's huge," I chuckle softly as I cup my hand over his bulge, leading him to reach down and release the zipper of his trousers.
"See how big you can make it," he grins, and my hand quickly darts in to grab him.
Milo groans above my ear as I stroke until his thick man-meat reaches full extension. I feel so wicked with my hand wrapped around its girth.
"Would you like to suck it, Sandie? You can," he whispers.
"Sure. But not right here." I reply. My lust for sex is overwhelming tonight.
"No, there's a vacant chair over there in the corner. Come with me."
I eagerly take his hand and follow. He sits down and before long I'm on my knees in front of Milo, sucking as hard as I can. He leans forward to untie the bow behind my neck that secures my halter dress, spilling my tits out for his big hands to enjoy. He rolls my nipples into stiff points, exciting me more than ever.
Now I stroke with one hand around his shaft, with the other cradling Milo's heavy balls. I can't help but think how much cum they hold as I draw his cock deep into my throat.
"She's such a little slut!" I hear him exclaim as if he was speaking to someone else. I turn my head and notice some others watching us, enjoying my performance.
"Fuck her, Milo," one woman urges. "But save some for me. I get you next!"
He nods, then puts his hands beneath my arms to help me to my feet. My dress hangs at my waist, my tits bare for all to see. With a quick move Milo squats to his knees and slides the dress down over my hips to the floor. I step out of it and stand unashamedly naked to the world!
But that's not all. He remains on his knees and pushes my legs apart, then grasps my ass and pulls me to his face. His tongue searches my wet pussy and quickly finds my eager clitoris. I'm being tongued in front of others and it is incredibly exciting because I've never had public sex before!
"Oh yeah! Eat my pussy! Have it, Milo," I exclaim with arousal, my legs wide, his face buried. I feel my juices streaming, readying myself for whatever else I'll be getting. Then he comes behind me, steering me toward the chair.
"Bend over, arms on the chair so I can fuck you, Sandie. Who's next?" he offers, looking around.
Evidently, I'm on the evening buffet, available for others who care to try me. But what about Ben? I left him with Suzanne, hypnotized and told to fondle her; however, I wonder if he needs any further instruction? I look to each side and spot him with Milo's wife on a sofa. Apparently, I needn't be concerned because he's on top of her, trousers off, and pounding into her half-naked body. He won't remember any of this in the morning.
Pleased to see that Ben's enjoying himself, I bend over and spread wide to receive Milo's tool.
"Oh god, what a cock!" I breathe aloud as he feeds his engorged flesh into my willing vagina. It fills me completely, a stretching like I've never experienced, tight to my inner walls. My juices lubricate us as he sets to work, thrusting slowly, then gradually gaining momentum. I use my arms to push back against him each time he drives into me, while he grasps my waist to pull me firmly toward him.
"Such a sweet pussy!" I hear him exclaim to anyone close by, and I know they are watching us fuck, though I can't see much from my position against the chair back. I feel my arousal building steadily and know that if he keeps probing me like this I won't last much longer. Nor will he!
"Oh fuck, I'm coming! I'm coming!" he groans as he unleashes a torrent of his seed deep into me. Milo keeps thrusting, grunting with the effort, driving me on to my own orgasm. I feel myself breathing hard and perspiring as I come to the top. And when I orgasm, it's epic- crashing over me like a storm wave, dashing me, and rolling me to the highwater mark of some imaginary beach.



"Ohh! Ugh! Ugh!.... Mmmmm pphhfff!.... Ahhh!"
My stomach muscles crunch and grab, leaving me bouncing against Milo's still-moving body. Then he loosens his grip on my hips and supports me so I won't fall. Gradually my breath returns, and I sheepishly turn to see who is watching. I'm met with the smiling faces of several virile men, already naked from the waist down.
Amid a room full of people furiously copulating, I'm about to get the fucking of my life at this sex toy orgy! Right at the front of the line is Zane Black and a few back is our friend Marty. I don't recognize any of the others, but I like what I see from my vantage point: well-hung men.
"Hey Zane! You're next. Give me a minute to catch my breath, OK? Let's move it over to that sofa," I say, pointing. "I want a different position than Milo had me in for the last while."
"How about you riding me, Sandie?" he suggests and I'm all for that idea because it will give me a chance to see who is watching us at play.
I lay propped up nude at one end of the sofa while Zane takes off his shirt and tie. Naked now, he snuggles close, kissing passionately to heat me up for what will follow- as if I need any more stimulation! It isn't long before he is stretched out on his back with me sliding my pussy down the length of his cock. After my fuck with Milo, lubrication is no problem. He is right to my depths, and begins to lift his hips underneath me.
It feels good and best of all, I can see the other people watching us fuck. Its just like what I used to do with the Lazenby's and alumnus June Hendricks. I can feel myself edging toward another orgasm and have no shame about reaching it right in front of all these people. That's how I am now. Then I explode, crying out and bouncing wildly atop Zane, who pumps me full of his sperm soon afterwards.
Before I even recover from this, another guy is on me, already rock hard and pushing into my well-used body. No introduction, no kisses, no foreplay: he just wants to fuck me as hard and fast as he can. It doesn't take long before he withdraws and pumps himself across my tits. Then another man takes his place, pulls me to my knees and shoves his cock into my mouth to face-fuck me. Soon, I'm swallowing.
Things are moving faster now and I'm losing track. Minutes later, someone takes his place. I feel like a rag doll, tossed about from behind, on top, every which way. Next it's Marty, then maybe somebody else, though I can't be sure. This is more sex in one night than I ever could have imagined! Too much!
I can't even remember going to bed.
****
Late the following morning, I feel Ben stir beside me. He looks at me blankly.
"What happened last night, Sandie? I remember the banquet and then relaxing on a sofa with you while the room was cleared. After that it's just gone. Did I have too much to drink last night? I can't remember."
"Yes Ben, the booze was flowing, and you had more than your share. I led you to a quiet spot at the back of the room so you could sleep it off while the party continued," I lie.
"So, I missed the party? Damn! Was it any good? Were you alright by yourself?"
"Oh sure, I managed fine. Milo and I danced and spent some time getting to know each other. After that I spent plenty of time connecting with others. It felt so good to meet people who feel the same way that I do. It was a really amazing evening- too bad that you missed it."
"I feel stiff and sore today," Ben complains. "Like I'd been playing football or rugby for hours. I wonder how that happened?"
"Stiff and sore- I suppose the sofa where you slept was either too soft or too hard for you, right?"
I don't want to tell Ben that under hypnosis he had taken several different women, including Melanie, Suzanne, and Regina Wainwright. I am achy and sore myself this morning for the same reason.
After a quick lunch, we're ready to leave. I've privately reminded Matthew that Ben was hypnotized all evening and led to believe he'd been drunk and sleeping, not fucking. Melanie and Matt understand how to play the game today.
So, the two men rattle on about sports in the front seats, all the way home.
While Mel and I sit close in the back seat, holding hands beneath my coat...
Remembering the incredible orgy with all of those potential millionaires.
Thanks for reading. Please give the story a rating before you go.
Next comes the trial, the final story in this series.
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No Escape?
The construction site was a hive of activity. A crane had been mounted in the centre of the building footprint, to be jacked higher as each level of the iron skeleton was assembled. Its long arm plucked steel beams from the large pile currently blocking the side street. Tons of other construction materials lay locked behind a heavy wire fence. Today there was something new too- a large sign bearing a full-colour rendering of the completed structure with this message:
COME HOME TO 201 PARKSIDE TERRACE,
THE CITY'S MOST PRESTIGIOUS ADDRESS
BUY AT CONSTRUCTION PRICES AND SAVE.
CONDOMINIUMS STARTING IN THE 500's
LIMITED NUMBER PENTHOUSES AVAILABLE.
OUR SALES PAVILLION WILL BE OPEN SOON
Santamundi Developments
I was standing across the street in the city park gazing at my condominium design taking shape. Officially I was working, but I was actually daydreaming. I could see myself standing up on the recently erected third level- the apartments with full length rooftop terraces above the old brick wall.
I imagined Monica close beside me, our arms looped around each others' waist, as we looked out across the street to the park. We had wine glasses in our hand, and the sun shone down upon us. For a moment, I felt like a king, with Monica my queen!
After that, as I watched the building gradually take shape day-by-day, I came to covet having ownership of a unit up on that level. It was a powerful thought, one that shapes my story. It came to symbolize my growing affection for Monica, but could it get me beyond the angst of my marital past? You can decide.
****
My name is Barry Warrington, forty years old now, and a professional architect for the past sixteen. My colleague Carole Langmere and I designed the structure that I'm staring at now, tasked with monitoring construction progress, watching it grow and take form for the past half year. It fills me with pride- the pinnacle of my architectural endeavours to date.
Before this, my life was unsettled. My initial designs for 201 Parkside Terrace had been flatly quashed, first by developer Emilio Santamundi, and then by City Council. It took outright rejection of his proposal for a tall, modern structure by Council to finally bring him into line.
About the same time, I began dating our area secretary, Monica, and I had mixed feelings about her. I admit that sex was initially foremost in my brain because I'd been divorced for more than two years, and had experienced a drought ever since. Emotionally burned by my ex-wife Cherise's lying and cheating, I didn't want to get close to another woman.
Another unsettling issue was my shapely and attractive design partner, Carole. I was drawn in equal parts by her fabulous physique and her sense of humour. As a result, I felt doubly conflicted about Monica, who had made it clear that she wanted a relationship which went beyond her sofa and bed.
Eventually, things became clearer. Our designs for the condominium were finally OK'd by Santamundi and approved by City Council. Construction began shortly afterward. Then, I encountered my ex-wife several times while I was monitoring construction of the condo, and it brought back a flood of angry memories. She doggedly sought my forgiveness, so I eventually gave in, just to get her off my back.
"Hi Barry."
Oh, no! As I gazed at my building, I heard my ex-wife's voice again. I looked back and saw that she was hand-in-hand with a rather nondescript man wearing big wire-rimmed glasses. He smiled and I heard him ask Cherise,
"Was he your husband?" and she bobbed her head.
He seemed ready to speak to me, but I merely nodded to acknowledge them. Then Cherise started to introduce him.
"This is my friend Merrick...."
But that was as far as she got before I dipped my head again, turned, and walked toward my car. No smile, no cheery hello, not a word. Nothing but a stony nod to recognize a page ripped from my past. Yes, this was impolite- downright rude in fact- but that was the deal I'd made with Cherise a few months ago, and I was going to stick to it. I did not want to be her friend.
My pact with her had freed me from the bonds of our dead marriage and all the emotional baggage I was lugging around. Confronting her in anger had purged me of any misgivings I still felt about my new relationship. Thereafter, there was a parallel trajectory between the rising condominium and my growing affection for Monica.
Life with her was sweet and I was fortunate enough to work with her too. Some would say that it is too much of a good thing, but at this point it didn't feel that way. We were a regular fixture in the staff lunchroom during the day because I knew she liked that. Sometimes I found myself thinking about the next stage in our life together.
****
"What would you think of living in my new building, babe?" I asked one weekend as we sat in a booth at the coffee shop closest to the condominium.
"You're dreaming, Barry. That place is for old, rich people, and we wouldn't have anything in common with them."
We had been strolling in the city park. I'd pointed out the big, illustrated sign to her in case she somehow could have missed it, then noted that the third level had just gone up. I stated that there were some lovely units on the left side, right above the old brick wall of the original apartment building on the site.
"Big solid terraces," I added. "Not narrow balconies."
"What do you mean, terraces?"
"A solid platform the length of the apartment, sitting on top of the front two metres of the units below. The third level terraces are big, more than fifteen square metres- about 150 square feet."
"Hmm. That's nice, but it sounds expensive, right?"
"Well, it won't be in the 500s, like the sign says. That'll get a small unit at the back on a lower floor, I'm sure," I told her.
"So why are we even talking about this then?" Monica asked pointedly.
"I just think it would be great to live here by the park, so close to downtown and all the shops. A unit with one bedroom and a den [a 'snug' if you're British] would suit us perfectly. The penthouses probably cost twice as much."
"It'll just be full of snooty people, all trying to outdo each other," she asserted. Then she tilted her head up and changed her voice to mimic a snob.
"Dahling, you really must go to the theatre tonight. Mortimer and I saw the most divine performance last weekend. It was just ma-vellous, you know. Simply stunning!"
I burst out laughing, almost spilling my coffee, drawing glances from nearby patrons. She was probably right. Maybe anyone moving into 201 Parkside Terrace would not be our kind of people. But just what sort were we anyway?
I was decidedly middle class, the upwardly mobile son of hard-working industrial blue-collar parents. They'd placed strong value on education and made many sacrifices to see that I went on in school to get a professional career. None of my older relatives had ever been given such an opportunity. I'm forever indebted to my folks for that, among other things.
Monica's background was different- rural and farm-based; hence, her love for that damn country and western music. She'd come from the West with her older sister after high school graduation, then attended college with a major in Office Administration. That accounted for her efficiency in keeping our section at Frank Smythe's architectural firm in perfect working order.
"There's no reason we couldn't live there, you know, Monica," I tried again. "I'm sure that career people our age, well my age" -for she is fifteen years younger- "think the place would be perfect."
"Sounds like you're sold on it, eh. So you're the half-million-dollar man are you?" she replied with more than a hint of sarcasm. But I persisted, trying to convince her.
"That aside, can you really tell me that you wouldn't like to live so close to everything in the heart of the city?" I challenged.
"Yes, I suppose we all can dream. No harm in that, except finding out that they don't always come true," she concluded, and that seemed to be the end of it.
On Monday I stopped off at the construction site on my way to the office. All was not well. I had been hearing on news media that the Trades and Labour Union was beginning a series of rotating strikes to call attention to the contract grievances of the Ironworkers. The union plan was to put up picket lines at all Ironworkers sites for a week in one city before moving on to another. Apparently, this was our week.
Traffic was snarled in front of the project as pickets walked the sidewalks, blocking entrances to the worksite. Trucks with material deliveries were backed up, unwilling to cross the picket lines. Other trades- carpenters, electricians, concrete workers- milled about, refusing to enter the work area. A half dozen police were on hand by the line, alert for trouble or trying to direct traffic around the congestion.
Added to the mix were the vans and crews of the news media, jostling for video, photos and interviews. I was not especially surprised when I saw a large, blustering, heavy-set man right in the middle of the crowd- developer Emilio Santamundi.
"Get back to work!" I heard him shouting, as if he could command union members to cross the picket.
"Ah, fuck off! Go to Hell!" was all he got for his trouble. I had to laugh at this human bulldozer meeting his match. What else did he expect?
He'd been a difficult guy to satisfy during the design phase, but now that I saw his condo taking shape, I felt a bond and I didn't want to see him come to physical harm. The way he was confronting workers, it was very close at hand.
Santamundi was a big man, but he couldn't take on a bunch of brawny Ironworkers blocking the construction entrance. They made a point of standing in front of him, daring him to try and pass through. The police were trying to wedge between the developer and the pickets, but he wasn't budging at all. It was a powder keg about to explode, and I had to do something quick.
Without thinking about it, I rushed into the melee to get him out of there. He recognized me right away, and I was able to draw him away from the people he was arguing with.
"Hey Barry, what the Hell's going on here anyway? Nobody's working and I'm losing money. Help me get these guys into the building and back to work!"
"It's not going to happen," I said firmly, my voice raised. "You have to get out of here before you're arrested! Come with me for a coffee. We'll talk about it. Then we can come back if you want. There are some things I need to ask you anyway. Come on!"
I pulled at his arm and to my surprise he came my way, muttering about all the "goddam buggers who would rather stand around than work." I led him through the crowd and on to the shop. I'd been there so many times recently that the barista recognized me.
"I'm buying. What'll you have?" I said.
"Thanks. Medium double-double."
"The usual," I stated, and the girl just smiled.
"You must come here a lot, eh?" he noted as I directed us to a booth in the back.
"I've been keeping an eye on construction for Frank. This is convenient."
"Frank's a good guy," he confided. "Fair and square. Think he'd like to buy one of those penthouses? Probably has lots of money."
"Yeah, he might," I replied, assuring him that I also felt my boss was a good man.
Then I started into my little lecture.
"About what's going on today. The union is strong and you can't cross their picket line without trouble. The cops don't want anything to happen either. I'm sure you don't want your reputation ruined by getting arrested for disturbing the peace. Lots of reporters are on hand, so people would see you on television and in the papers. You don't need bad publicity. This will just last a week anyway, then the strike will move on to another city."
"Goddam those bastards! This'll cost me thousands!" he fumed.
"Maybe you can absorb your extra costs somehow, like increasing the prices of some of the high-end units. Not now, but when you have model suites to show wealthy buyers."
"Yeah, I suppose I could do that. Or cut the commissions I pay the salespeople...."
"I don't know about that, but it's a better idea than getting arrested on the picket line."
Emilio laughed a bit, and I could see that he had calmed down. We sipped our coffee for a while before he spoke again.
"What did you want to ask me about, or did you just say that to get me outta there?"
I had to think fast.
"Actually, it was about the price of a unit up on the third floor facing the park. You know, there are two of them with terraces out over the front of the brick-faced condos below."
"Sounds like you're interested, right?"
"Curious, that's all."
He pulled a soiled, folded paper from his pocket and spread it out on the table between us. After examining it for a minute, he pointed to a line of type.
"Those two are one bedroom and a den, about eight hundred square feet plus the terrace. Construction price is 799, and a hundred thousand more after it's finished. Unless I jack the prices up like you suggested," and he laughed at his own joke. I smiled, waiting for him to continue.
"You interested?.... I like you, Barry. Sure, I was rough on you sometimes, but you helped me out today. Kept me out of trouble."
"Thanks. You could have been hurt or arrested," I reminded him.
"Hey, tell you what. I can knock fifty off the price for you, down to 749. But that'd be the one on the inside, closer to the entrance. The outside one has more windows, easier to sell. That's a 900 000 dollar condo for under seven-fifty. Firm. I can't do any better. What do you think? You drew the plans, so you already know what it's like inside."
"I'm interested- a bit. It's a great location and about the right size. How much up front?"
"Now there's the thing. I need money to pay my bills as this place goes up. And I'm losing it fast with this fuckin' strike. So, you'd need to put up a hundred thousand. All legal and everything, of course. No risk. Still interested?"
"Maybe. When do you need to know?"
"We're bringing the sales trailer in just up the street in a few weeks. We're not selling 'til then, so I can hold this for you that long. Let me know one way or the other."
"Thanks. I'll take a serious look at it and get back to you, Mr. Santamundi."
"Emilio, Barry. Emilio."
I guess I was one of his friends now. Or was this just how he did business? We finished up our coffee and walked back to our cars. I was pleased to see that he got in and drove away without going back to the tumult in the street.
****
I didn't mention my conversation with the developer to Monica because I was still wondering if this was what I really wanted to do. It was a lot of money, especially upfront, and I had never been one to act on impulse. That's how I was about investing in anything, even a new coat.
A few days later, Monica was excited about a supper invitation from Carole and Frank. We were the only ones invited and Carole had mentioned it was about wedding planning. To Monica, this meant that we would be standing up with them during whatever type of ceremony they were planning.
We had never been to Frank's house before. It was in an upscale older neighbourhood, a large, brick two-story, centre-hall plan. We immediately took note of the For Sale sign on the front lawn. Obviously, the newlyweds had no plans to remain at this address. That became the first topic of conversation after we arrived. The answer came as a surprise.
"Santamundi made Frank an offer we couldn't refuse on one of his new penthouses," Carole said.
"A special deal- just for us, right?" Frank mugged. "He cut a hundred thousand off the construction price, provided we pay 200 thousand upfront. That's how he operates, using early sales with big deposits to help build it. I think he needs some cash right now."
"That sounds like a good deal. I mean he can be such a tough guy to work with," I remarked.
"Yes, that's how he presents, but somewhere inside that gruff exterior the man has a decent heart.," Frank said. "He likes loyalty. Help him out and you have a friend for life. I think that by the time the building is finished, the two penthouses will be worth just south of two million each. I checked it out carefully before we decided to buy and we think it's a good investment."
"A heart of gold... maybe, but on the outside the man's still a sexist pig!" Carole remarked with disgust.
Frank's judgement meant a lot, and it occurred to me that if I bought into the building, my boss and his gorgeous wife would be our neighbours. And she did look stunning tonight! Her shapely body was poured into a tight blue dress that showcased half of her sumptuous breasts. I had to be careful that Monica didn't catch me looking!
"So, Carole, you'll be moving into a brand-new place after your wedding?" Monica posed. She was eager to bring the topic around to wedding planning.
"Let's talk about that over drinks and some hors d'oeuvres in the lounge. Follow me."
The view of Carole was every bit as good from the back, her hips swaying as she took those long, confident strides toward the sofa and chairs. We could see by the furnishings, paintings, and carpeting that Frank and Carole would not be struggling to buy a million-and-a-half-dollar penthouse. I figured that the house alone would easily sell for close to that.
Before supper, Carole laid out some of the basics of their wedding plans. They hadn't selected a date yet because they wanted to move directly into their new condo after returning from a week-long honeymoon, destination still undecided. The ceremony would be held at Frank's church, then there'd be a private dinner party afterward, probably with about twenty-five family members and close friends.
I knew that Monica was eager to hear what she wanted most to know. Finally Carole satisfied her.
"We hope that you'll be up there with us- Maid of Honour and Best Man? You were the first ones to know about this and we'd be so pleased if you'll do it."
Then Monica was beside herself, screaming "Yes. Oh yes!" as she jumped to her feet and ran to hug Carole. Frank and I were more reserved, a warm handshake and "Of course. Thanks for asking," would suffice.
At that point the conversation split into two groups. Monica was eager to hear any details about Carole's wedding plans, especially the dress. Meanwhile, Frank and I adjourned to some nearby chairs and returned to the earlier talk about 201 Parkside Terrace.
"Have you considered buying a unit yourself, Barry? I'm sure Emilio would cut you a deal since you did most of the design work from the beginning. He told us that after the sales trailer was open, he wouldn't hold our penthouse unless we committed to it."
"I think that comes in the next few weeks, based on what he said to me recently."
"Oh, has he been pushing you for a unit too? Always a salesman, that guy. Always a special deal, 'just for you', of course."
"I haven't talked much with Monica about it yet because she thinks only rich snobs will be living there."
"Right. People like me and Carole, you mean?" and we laughed.
"Actually, that might change her mind," I noted.
Monica and I had a very pleasant evening with Carole and Frank. We considered them best of friends and there was a lot to talk about. I watched how the two of them interacted, so close and comfortable. It made me think about my own relationship with Monica, growing stronger as the condo reached higher. I realized that I was at a good point in my life right now.
Weddings usually have a powerful impact on women. It was late, so we quickly slid into bed and took it from there. We kissed for a long time and whispered in the dark, assuring each other of our strong affection. Soon our desire rose higher and we progressed to gentle caresses and delicate places. Monica's skin felt soft and warm to the touch, and she responded to me with a growing intensity.



I tried my utmost to go slowly, but my own arousal was soon apparent. She teased me with her fine body, then we pressed together tightly, our hearts beating faster and breath coming on stronger. Soon we became one, moving with practiced ease against each other. Our fervor grew as we began to lose ourselves in this most wonderful act, climbing toward the bounds of this world.
Our passion crested when we reached it- a woman and a man making love as though this was all that really mattered. And at that moment it was. Then we held each other close as we came back down, both of us lost in private reverie. Loving this woman was amazing! I wanted to be with her always, and I knew that she was every bit as committed to me.
****
The next day, a rainy Sunday, I was hunched over my computer examining a mass of number data on the screen. Monica brought me a cup of coffee, then looked over my shoulder, curious about what I was examining so closely.
"Oh, I thought you were surfing porn," she quipped.
"Not since I met you, baby. The real thing is so much better than just imagining it."
"Don't think you're going to sweet-talk me into bed, Mister. Not at this hour... but maybe later, OK?"
"Definitely!"
"Hey, what are you looking at so intently, anyway?"
"My investments: stocks, bonds, savings certificates, a mix of things."
"Those are big numbers! Where did all that come from? An inheritance?"
"No, when I divorced Cherise, we split our assets and I didn't have a lot. After that, I lived on the cheap and filled my time with building up a nest egg. I got into some of the tech giants and some solid dividend stocks too. The market has boomed since then, though I haven't checked recently because I'm a buy-and-hold guy. My investments have really grown."
I made a point of saying 'my investments' because Monica and I had a simple financial arrangement. We each had our own salaries and bank accounts, then split all our expenses in proportion to income- since I had a higher salary. I could tell that she was shocked by the six-figure totals she saw for some of the accounts.
"Do you really have this much saved up?" she stammered. "When will you sell? Or do you just keep letting it grow?"
"That's a good question. I don't know."
Later that afternoon, the rain cleared up and we decided to go for a walk in the old city. There was plenty of easy conversation about our evening with Frank and Carole.
I think after seeing my spreadsheet, Monica must have had some inkling that I was considering a condo, because we ended up looking at the rising structure from across the street. I pointed out the unit which Emilio had offered to me and asked her if she thought I should buy it. She was totally surprised, unaware that things had progressed beyond general discussion about the place. I started to explain the financial details.
Just then, along came Cherise, strolling with the same guy I'd seen her with last week. She had her arm in his and hardly noticed us at first. When she did, they stopped right in front of us and my ex-wife began talking immediately.
"Barry, this is my boyfriend, Merrick Watson. I met him at my church."
I nodded to him but didn't say anything.
"Hi Merrick," Monica finally said, wondering how I knew this couple. I was pretty much forced to speak now.
"Monica, this is Cherise."
It was rather awkward as the two of them quietly appraised each other. Then Merrick tried to break the ice by commenting how we keep meeting in the park. Cherise was always a great conversationalist and was able to pick up the thread to get Monica talking with the two of them. I stood by quietly, still unwilling to become friendly with my ex. Finally, it wound down and we left in opposite directions.
"You didn't have much to say. That was embarrassing! You could at least pretend to be pleasant." She was annoyed.
"I don't want to have anything to do with her, that's all. That page is torn from my life now," I gritted out.
"If we're going to grow, Barry, you have to get over it," was her parting remark.
A week later, construction was shut down again by another rotating strike. I was there and to my satisfaction I saw no sign of the developer. His big car was parked down the street in front of the sales trailer that was being prepared. It was a clever bit of promotion, the exterior surrounded by big panels which echoed the appearance of the condo itself. There was no mistaking that the two were the same project.
There'd be no progress on construction today, so I walked over to the sales trailer. Santamundi was inside, along with a painter and carpenter putting finishing touches on their work.
"Glad to see you're not over there in that mess," I commented.
"Hey, I knew you'd be checking on me, my friend, so I didn't dare," he joked.
I could see right away that he was different with me now, like Frank had said, still gruff, but more pleasant since I had saved his skin.
"So are you here to buy that unit?" but I didn't say anything.
The workers were mounting big panels illustrating each type of apartment, with floor plans and prices. I was looking at them when Santamundi commented,
"I took your advice. No telling how much these strikes will cost me, so I put them all up twenty. But I don't go back on a deal, so it's still 749 for you. Interested?"
He must have needed some cash because he was leaning on me for a sale and that hundred thousand upfront. But I still wasn't sure- it was a lot of money to part with.
"We start selling this weekend, so don't leave it too long," he pressed.
I was still thinking about it when I left, but I knew I would have to reach a big decision very soon.
****
Yes, I bought that condominium at 201 Parkside Terrace. The fact that Carole and Frank were going to live in the same building sealed the deal with Monica. I sold off my tech shares right at their peak, and coupled with some other term deposits, there was enough to meet the hundred thousand upfront. I registered as the owner, but we would both share the mortgage and the other costs of living there.
It was all signed and official by the time the sales trailer opened. When it did, the street was lined with high-end vehicles as people checked the place out. After about a month, long before the building was anywhere near completed, a new banner across the big sign claimed,
ONLY A FEW UNITS LEFT
A month or so later another banner appeared:
SORRY. SOLD OUT
We moved in late summer after Carole and Frank's wedding. There hadn't been much in our little one-bedroom apartment, but on the other hand, the Smythe's filled a large moving van to overflowing with all their possessions. Trucks full of household effects and furnishings came to the freight elevator regularly as people settled into the new building.
Then in the evenings we would stand on our terrace, looking across to the park, watching foot-traffic along the street. I had imagined this scene months before. Our wine glasses in hand, I felt content knowing I'd done the right thing. With my Monica beside me, I was on top of the world, an elation almost indescribable.
Until one day she burst my bubble with some news.
"You won't believe who I just met in the parking garage." She waited for me to reply.
"OK, I'll guess. Was it Cherise and her boyfriend?" I joked, saying the dumbest thing that came to mind.
"How did you know? It was her and Merrick! A lawyer- seems like a nice guy. They bought a condo on the second floor along the side street. Moved in last week."
Lord! Knock me down! I was stunned.
"No! This can't be!" was all I could say.
Was there no escape from my ex-wife?
"Just remember what I told you, Barry!"
Very good advice that I must learn to heed.
It was time to finally get over it and grow.
The End
Thanks for reading this series.
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Ah, Napoleon Bonaparte: who wouldn't want to go back in time to meet this intriguing man? Who wouldn't try to get into his head and try to understand what motivated him, what drove him relentlessly in his quest for power and domination?
As interesting as his mind might be, teacher Marie Benoit also wanted to get into his pants. What sexual desires emerged from his intense personality? Did he seek control in the bedroom like he did on the map of Europe? Were his bedroom impulses wild and strong, or was he slow and calculating with a woman?
Marie thought about such questions as she led her classes through a study of the French Revolution. They learned about Napoleon's humble origins on the Mediterranean island of Corsica, and his military training as a young man. He was a topic that drew her students' attention, if only to mimic his famous hand-in-the-tunic stance seen in paintings.
Marie's new girlfriends and time-travelers, Genevieve and Francine, were teaching about the French Revolution too. They knew that Marie's magical old books could give them insights into Napoleon. And they were aware that the Power of Words from the books could offer them incredible sexual pleasure as it carried them into the lurid past.
Genevieve and Francine weren't shy about letting Marie know what was on their minds. The former phoned one evening mid-week to talk about the possibility of more time travel together.
"Hi Marie. How have you been? We haven't got together recently. What have you been doing with yourself?"
"Genevieve! What a nice surprise. Doing with myself? Just the usual- my vibrator," she joked.
"Funny, but me too. Have you been teaching anything interesting these days? Francine and I are just getting into the French Revolution. How about you?"
"Yes, the same. Young Napoleon right now. I think the revolution has a lot to teach us about change and the world we live in, don't you?"
"Definitely, the Spirit of Humanity would want us to highlight that relevance for sure. He always does."
The Spirit of Humanity was the voice from the past that came from the old books. Right now, it lived in the body of the superintendent at the women's apartment building, J.J. Talmann. He was one of the living dead who dated back almost to the beginning of civilization on Earth. Their mutual friend Vanessa had met him when she time-travelled back to ancient Sumeria, Egypt and Rome.
The Spirit wanted these history teachers to help their students really understand the past. He hated efforts to 'whitewash' the story, shaping it to the current mindset; for example, by tearing down monuments to the great and glorious; or, reducing the age of exploration to 'exploitative colonialism'; and replacing truth with conspiracy theories.
Meantime, Marie understood what Genevieve was really saying to her.
"I suppose you two would like to go back to Napoleon's era, like we did recently with Catherine the Great in Russia?"
"Well... since you mention it I'm sure you could interest us in that."
"You're not fooling me one bit, Genevieve. You and Francine are as eager to get to know Napoleon as personally as I am. I just hope that there's enough of him to go around!"
"He probably has some real studs in his army, don't you think? We wouldn't all have to try to bed Napoleon when there are other virile men."
"Agreed. If I went back to his era I think I'd want to be Josephine, always the object of his love. Now that would be an exciting role, don't you think?
"Yes, or Pauline Foures, the beautiful woman who Napoleon stole from her husband. He even considered divorcing his wife Josephine for Pauline. That must have been a hot affair!"
"So, you could be Pauline then, OK?"
"And now that we're busy carving up Bonaparte, what part shall we save for Francine?" Genevieve asked.
"I think that his first sexual experience was with a prostitute in Paris when he was only nineteen. Francine likes it a bit rough so she might be quite happy as a street hooker, Napoleon's first sex educator," Marie laughed.
"I'll tell her. Does this mean that we're going to read from your old books soon, Marie? I hope so."
"How's this Friday or Saturday night? Like last time: order in supper, lots of wine, sexy clothes, then the book."
"Perfect! I'll check with Francine about which night suits her best."
****
Where did this time-travel all begin?
The old books in her apartment had become the major part of Marie's sex life, books that she had acquired recently from her best friend Vanessa Wordsmith. When Vanessa moved into her apartment after divorcing her cheating husband, an old man vacated the place. While they were cleaning the apartment, Marie found a box full of dusty old books in a closet. Vanessa saw that they were history books, so she kept them.
She found out that reading from them carried her back into the past. The 'Power of Words' was what the Spirit of Humanity called it. He explained that she must read from the books to teach the important lessons of history to her students. Later, he suggested that her friend Marie accompany her on the journeys. Recently Vanessa became fed up with rough treatment during some visits and given the books to Marie in disgust.
Marie had only pleasurable experiences after reading the magical words. She continued to fuck her way through history, most recently in the company of two new friends, Genevieve and Francis. They were actually zombies, the living dead who lived in Vanessa's strange apartment building. The superintendent, J.J. Talmann made sure that people from the past occupied almost an entire floor of the place.
The two newcomers weren't convinced of the Power of Words until a couple of weekends earlier. They'd gathered at Marie's apartment and been transported to the Winter Palace in St. Petersburg, Russia. There they'd had wild sexual adventures and satisfying orgasms at the hands of Russian aristocrats. No wonder they were so eager to do it all again!
On Saturday night, Genevieve and Francine came to Marie's apartment ready for another time-travel adventure with the Power of Words. Under their jeans and sweaters, they were decked out in scanty lingerie like last time, lacy thongs and half-bras which lifted their tits up and out. The three of them talked and laughed and drank through supper, all anticipating a meeting with the French Emperor.
"We're all feeling no pain," Genevieve announced. "So let's get comfortable in our lingerie, then we'll sit together on the sofa to read the old book."
"My, aren't you two sexy tonight," Marie remarked. "Napoleon is in for a hot time with us. I wonder if it'll your superintendent, J.J. Talmann? He seems to show up at a lot of these visits." She continued, "I found a couple of Napoleon's love letters in this volume, so we'll read one now."
Then they sat together and read aloud from a letter which Bonaparte had written to his wife Josephine a short time after they were married. It was filled with emotion and anxiety, quickly infiltrating their minds and carrying them off.
...."31 March, 1796
Not a day passes without my loving you; not a night but I hold you in my arms. I cannot drink a cup of tea without cursing the military ambition that separates me from my life. Whether I am buried in business, or leading my troops, or inspecting my camps, my adorable Josephine fills my mind.
My soul is sad, my heart is in chains, and I imagine things that terrify me. You do not love me as you did; you will console yourself elsewhere. Goodbye my wife, my tormentor, my happiness. I do not ask you to love me forever, or to be faithful to me, but simply to tell the truth...."
[Will and Ariel Durant, The Story of Civilization XI, The Age of Napoleon, New York: Simon and Schuster, 1975, pp. 97-98]
An unworldly wind swirled into Marie's lounge. It began to lift the words from the page and spin them over their heads. It was magical. The wind circled above the page, sweeping them upward with it, words and all. With its strength, it seized total control of their minds, transporting them far away. They simply disappeared from the sofa, carried wholly into the past by the Power of Words. They were on their way to meet Napoleon Bonaparte.
Soon they had arrived in Paris and found themselves in the second level of a large old house. From their perch in the upper landing, the women could see two men talking in the open room below them. The short one was unmistakably Napoleon Bonaparte, but the other was a mystery.
Listening closely, they heard the little Emperor address him as "my friend Talleyrand". The women were history teachers, so they knew the man, France's long-time Minister of Finance, occasional friend and sometime critic of Napoleon. Talleyrand was wily, one of the few aristocrats to survive the turbulent radical phase of the revolution.
They followed the conversation below.
"Yes, I agree, Bonaparte. A good woman is a wonderful thing- spirited like my horse and just as eager to be ridden hard, then put away wet."
"Ha! We certainly have had a few in our time, haven't we Talleyrand?"
"So, who was your first, Napoleon?"
"Ah.... I was just nineteen and Francine was a beauty, a Parisian prostitute with curly red hair and moves like a cat. I thought that I had died that night!"
The time travelers straightened up when they heard this.
"Francine, he's talking about you now. Quick! Go downstairs and let him relive that experience. Go! Go!"
They pushed her firmly forward. She descended, and Bonaparte remembered her immediately. His face lit up and the years fell away to a time when he was not yet twenty. He was on the backstreets of Paris again, alone and looking for some action. Talleyrand saw the prostitute, so politely excused himself and hurried out.
"How much do you charge, madam?" Bonaparte asked as he approached Francine, a ragged street hooker. "Consider that I am a poor soldier."
"Same as anybody else. For three francs I suck, and it's six more to fuck. Anything else is double."
"I'll pay nine then."
"Come with me to my room now. Your name? Napoleon, eh. I am Francine. Come now."
This was Bonaparte's first time, so she took charge right away so this wouldn't take too long. She had him remove his shoes and trousers, then sit on the side of the bed while she prepared. She disappeared through an opening and returned with a basin of water and a clean rag.
"You must wash yourself before I begin."
He complied, watching while she removed her long skirt, leaving herself bare from the waist down.
"I want to see your breasts," he stated.
"An extra franc. That makes ten. You pay now." And she held out her hand until it was full
When she was naked, he could feel his cock stiffening at the sight of her rounded tits. Young Bonaparte knew that he would enjoy this experience. Francine knelt before him and took his rod in her hand, giving it a few firm strokes to bring it even firmer. Soon his full length and girth was ready for her mouth. Francine brought her lips over the crown and sucked lightly. Napoleon groaned and lifted his hips. Then she took him deeper into her mouth as she slowly pumped the base of his cock.
"Don't come now. You won't get your six francs back," she advised as she raised her head.
Francine continued to suck the young man's rigid tool, rather enjoying her work because he was polite and compliant. Not like some of her rude, rough customers, men with money but no class. There was something special about this one.
"Now we fuck, eh, Napoleon. You on top. Yes, come in slowly at first before you push too much. That's it. Good. Your first time, isn't it? No?"
Francine knew he was bluffing.
"Ah well, go slowly or you'll come too soon."
He slid his cock into her moist pussy, slowly at first like she said. But it was so tight! He didn't know it would feel like that. She pushed him back and used her saliva for some lubrication, then pulled him back into her. This time he made more headway and was finally able to begin rocking back and forth. Francis' floodgates opened up now and he was able to touch bottom.
"Fuck me now, Napoleon. Give me a good screwing!"
He didn't need any more encouragement, but it felt so good that he didn't want to finish too soon. Bonaparte forced himself to push hard and deep at a slow, steady pace. Francine liked that. This was a pleasant surprise! It felt good for her, especially compared to the heated rush which was normal for most of her customers. This one was fit and strong- she enjoyed the way he was fucking her. Surely this wasn't his first time?
Their rhythm was gaining momentum as Napoleon's cock plunged in and out of his hooker's wet pussy. She was gripping him tightly, arms around his back, crushing her tits to his chest as she pushed back hard against his thrusts. Francine could hear his breathing by her ear, harder now than before, a sign of his coming orgasm. She didn't want it inside her, so she pushed him back firmly.
"In my mouth!" she commanded and quickly grabbed his cock while lowering her mouth over it.
In a minute, Napoleon erupted into her mouth, his thick cum filling it as she pumped his tool. She held it there, then got up and spit it into the wash basin. She turned to him and smiled.
"I hope you liked that. Very well done- you please a woman in bed," she appraised.
"My pleasure, madam. And my thanks," he added.
"Before you go Napoleon, some advice for you. More valuable than what you paid for me tonight."
"Advice for me, a rising young officer?"
"Yes. A revolution is coming in France, like a storm. I can feel it because people like me have so little. When it comes, fight for it, but stay on the side of the law. You'll see. If you do that, the day will come when you are Emperor. Mark my words."
"An emperor! Oh, I like that. Or are you just trying to get me to come back here?"
"No, but I want you to remember me when you're at the top."
"You know I've already been on top. Of you tonight, that is!" And Napoleon laughed at her.
"So just fuck off then!" Francine said with anger. "Go on. Get out and don't come back here!"
Francine was angry and rushed up the stairs to rejoin her girlfriends.
"That miserable bastard. He just brushed me off like I knew nothing. Everything I told him is true but he's too damn arrogant to know it. Remind me not to try to shape history again. There's no thanks in it."
****
Down below, Bonaparte now sat alone in front of the fire. He was remembering the first real love of his life, Josephine de Beauharnais, an exotic Caribbean-born French woman of mixed descent. She married a viscount at age sixteen, and a few years later had Napoleon in her bed. They married in a rush, and he was posted to lead the French Army in Italy, then Austria.
"Go downstairs now, Marie. Let him see his Josephine again," her girlfriends urged.
"This is your chance. You still have the letters that he sent you. Read to him. He'll want to act on his intense feelings, and you know what that means, Marie."
"Yes, I know. I'll go down now."
As she descended the staircase one of the boards creaked. Napoleon jumped to his feet, drawing his sword as he turned toward the stairs. Then he broke into a smile.
"My Josephine. At last you have come to see me!"
"My dear, I still have the letter you sent to me professing your love. I carry it with me always and now I am here. Read what you wrote to me years ago."
.... "Austria, July 1796
I have been sad every moment since our parting. I know no happiness save when I am with you. The charms of my incomparable Josephine kindle a flame that burns incessantly in my heart, through my senses. When shall I ever be free of anxiety and responsibility, free to spend all my time with you, with nothing to do but love you?
A few days ago I thought I loved you, but now that I have seen you again I love you a thousand times more.... Come quickly to join me, so that at least before we die we can say: 'We have had many joyous hours together.'..."
[Will and Ariel Durant, The Story of Civilization XI, The Age of Napoleon, New York: Simon and Schuster, 1975, p. 103]
"Yes, I remember writing like that. I was so young, so romantic. It's a bit embarrassing now," Napoleon mumbled.
"Do you mean that you no longer feel that way about me? How can you say that?"
"No, no. I still feel that way. I do. Believe me, my Josephine."
"Show me then. There is a bed over there. Take me and be passionate like you were when you were on fire for me years ago."
Napoleon held her hand and led Josephine over to the big bed. Standing beside it he gripped her slim waist and kissed her mouth- Marie tongued him. As they explored each other's mouths, he ran his hands across her supple body, feeling her voluptuous curves. Yes, this was the Josephine he remembered. She wrapped one arm around his shoulder to pull him closer, at the same time pressing her other hand against the rising bulge in his very tight uniform trousers.
Then Bonaparte turned Josephine around and began to untie the many little bows which held the bodice of her gown together. Marie's mind raced- she was being stripped by Napoleon and soon they would be fucking! He had the dress undone now and slid it down over her shoulders so that she could step out of it. There were petticoats to remove now, but soon Josephine stood in front of him in the bursting half-bra and thong she came with. His cock was throbbing now!
He quickly took off his uniform coat and ruffled shirt, but the tight trousers required some assistance. Josephine knelt down and fumbled with the hidden buttons before yanking the legs to his ankles, then off. A large, hard cock sprung out at face level, and she eagerly took it in her hand, the other one cupping his balls. Marie began to stroke firmly, bringing him to full length and girth.
Then it was into her mouth, her lips tight around the bulbous crown, her tongue lathering it with her saliva. Napoleon groaned with pleasure and tilted his groin forward to give her better access. She began to suck harder now at the same time rolling his heavy balls between her fingers.
His eyes were beginning to roll back, but Josephine wasn't done with him yet. She brought her hand behind him and pulled him forward, pressing her mouth almost to the base of his big tool. Then she came up for air.
After a few more deepthroats she knew that he couldn't take much more of this.
"Ready to make love to your Josephine now? Good. Come on top of me first and after that behind, the way I like it most. I'm ready. I want it slow tonight, Napoleon."
He knew that he might lead an army, but in the matter of sex it was Josephine who was in control.
Her vagina was wet and ready, and his cock was eager to get into it. But the lady said slow, so that's how it would be tonight. He lay beside his wife and took her in his arms, slowly kissing his way from her lips to her nipples. He stayed there for a while, lapping at them, while Josephine moaned softly. Marie could see that Napoleon was a very skilled lover. This was going to be good!
"Now we do it, cherie," he mumbled, his engorged cock ready for some action.
Josephine drew her knees up and dropped her thighs apart so that her husband could lay between them as he took her. He slid all the way inside her pussy and then slowly withdrew, feeling her tight vagina grip his raging cock firmly. Down again slowly, this time with more juices to ease the way. Up again then down- now there were slurping sounds as she poured forth. It felt pleasurable for both of them.




"Ah, this woman knows how to fuck a man. She always did," Bonaparte thought.
"This is so good, my love, but you know how I like it most," his wife whispered. "I can go for a long time tonight, maybe even outlast you. Do me that way now."
Napoleon offered his hand to help draw herself up before she planted herself on all fours in front of him. Then he clambered off the bed and stood behind her. His cock was hard as a rock, while Josephine's pussy glistened in the candlelight. She spread her knees apart and seductively wagged her hips to invite him inside. If there was any doubt, his wife looked back at him smiling, ready to be fucked by her man. Marie was eager for a good, long pounding from Bonaparte.
He was inside her vagina now, buried to the hilt in her sopping pink flesh. The intoxicatingly pungent scent of her heated pussy wafted up, moving him to grasp her hips harder. In response, Josephine lowered her face to the bed submissively and tilted her groin upward to offer him every bit of her dripping pink. This spurred him on like a hungry animal, ready to take down his prey.
Josephine was strong and she pushed back hard against him with every thrust. This is how she liked it. This is what she wanted. And this is how she was going to make her husband cum. She reached back between her legs and found her clitoris, just to make sure that she did too. Behind her Napoleon was huffing like a laboured machine, driving into her over and over. She was breathing harder now too, and her fingers were pushing her closer to the edge. Who would last longest?
Suddenly Bonaparte was there. He began to jerk wildly, his movements out of control as he banged against her body. Now he was spurting great gobs of cum into her as his orgasm overtook him. Still Josephine pushed back against him, feverishly rubbing her clit as hard as she could. Her husband was finished and wilting, but still she gripped him in her channel as she stroked herself feverishly. Soon she could take no more.
"Ugh!... Ugh!.... Yes!.... Yes.... Oh fuck.... Ahhh.... Ahhhhh.... Aaaahhhhhh!!!"
And it was over. They lay together for some time until they no longer had to gasp for breath. Josephine had something important to say before she left him for the night.
"Napoleon, I know that I told you this many times before...."
"No, my Josephine. Not that Moscow warning again. Please!"
"Don't bite off more than you can chew. I warn you. The winters in Russia are brutally cold! But, you don't listen to me anyway, so I won't say anything more about NOT invading that immense country. You'll regret it if you do."
"Enough! Enough! Leave me now, Talleyrand is coming back to see me again this evening."
Marie left him and climbed the stairs, his cum squishing between her legs. She was smiling, and so was Genevieve, knowing that it would soon be her turn with him as Madame Foures. Meanwhile the Minister of Finance Talleyrand reappeared with Napoleon in the open room below the stairway.
"Someone came to visit you a short time ago, so I waited before coming back, Bonaparte. Now, what were we discussing when I left, eh?"
"The fair sex and all the bounties they have to offer us. I was telling you about my first fuck, a Parisian prostitute."
"Ah yes. It seems to me that you've had more than your share, Napoleon. You once had an affair with the wife of one of your generals, no?"
"Ah, Madam Pauline Foures, and what a beauty she was. Tall and strong, with long blonde hair around a very pretty face, and... what a lay!"
Upstairs, Marie pushed Genevieve toward the steps.
"You're on now, Pauline. Remind him why he'll never forget his time with you. After sending your husband on a special mission to Paris, Napoleon had you all to himself, didn't he?"
"Yes, he even thought about leaving you, Josephine, until my husband returned to Cairo. He divorced me on the spot, but Bonaparte gave me a large money gift to buy my silence."
Napoleon heard Genevieve coming down the stairs. Recognizing her immediately, he politely explained to Talleyrand that he had urgent business to attend to. His guest saw Madame Foures. He knew what kind of business Bonaparte meant, so he bowed to her and hurriedly left. The two former lovers were alone again.
"My cherie! Is it really you, Pauline? O mon Dieu!" Bonaparte was beside himself.
"Yes. It has been such a long time, no?"
"Let us make up for lost time right now, if I still can," he replied, knowing that he'd already shot his bolt twice in the past hour.
The former lovers rushed to one another and locked in a crushing embrace. Napoleon couldn't get Pauline's clothes off quickly enough, but in no time she wore only the scanty lingerie which Genevieve had travelled with that evening. He loved it, fondling her proud tits until the taut reddish nipples peaked over the edge of the straining half-cups. She felt herself becoming instantly aroused as he pulled and turned them in his fingers.
Pauline continued French-kissing her old lover as he mauled her lovely body. She spread her stance, inviting him to finger her moistening pussy. He immediately complied, and she reached to squeeze his hardening cock above his uniform trousers. Then her hand slid between his skin and the waistband, allowing her fingers to grab it in the flesh. He quickly released some buttons so she could stroke it, as she stopped for a moment to kick off her thong.
Napoleon lifted Madame Foures over his shoulder and carried her bodily to the sofa along the back wall. She wore only her tiny bra, and Bonaparte, his trousers; however, both items were quickly discarded so the heated lovers could start.
Napoleon knelt between her spread legs, spit into his hand, lubed his rod, and pushed in. Pauline grabbed his buttocks and pulled him into her depths before they began to rock against each other.
They copulated like rabbits, hard and fast, driven by their intense passion which they had felt back in Egypt. Genevieve- as Pauline- had never experienced such intensity during sex before, and to be fucked like this by Napoleon Bonaparte! She was so aroused that her body was working overtime, creaming his driving piston as it plunged into her tight cylinder. Genevieve was so lost in pleasure that she forgot her two girlfriends were watching from upstairs.
"Fuck me, Bonaparte! Oh... fuck me! Yes.... Yes.... Yes...."
Mme Foure was burning with desire, waiting for this moment since their last tryst years ago. She brought her legs up around his back and wrapped her strong arms around his neck and shoulders. Pauline literally hung from her lover now, her legs high on his torso. Levering from his knees on the sofa, Bonaparte thrust hard and deep, lurching into Pauline, driven by raw, animal instinct.
They both rose higher in passion, losing control as their flying bodies switched to auto-pilot. Their hearts were pounding hard, and their breath came even harder. He was angled above her pussy so that the base of his big cock dragged across her clitoris with every deep thrust.
Watched intently from above, Genevieve launched into a screaming, crushing orgasm unlike anything she'd ever experienced. Napolean felt it, and began to spew what sperm he had left this evening into her slick chamber.
Upstairs, the audience of two couldn't help themselves. They burst into resounding applause and shouts of "Bravo! Bravo!" as the now-embarrassed lovers caught their breath and grabbed for their clothing.
But the witching hour had come. The three of them couldn't stay back in revolutionary France any longer. Like Cinderella, the magic of meeting the charming Emperor was about to end. Just as Genevieve fumbled into her clothes, a cold gust of wind blew through the old house and whisked them back to the present, accompanied by the letters from the old book.
As the powerful words settled back into the pages, the winds of time dropped Marie, Genevieve and Francine back onto the sofa in Marie's lounge. They slept there until mid-morning, somewhat embarrassed to awaken in their sexy lingerie, laying close for warmth. A distinct aroma of sex rose from them, striking testimony to what took place last night.
****
It was the next day when Marie returned to Genevieve and Francine's apartment to talk about their wild experiences with Napoleon Bonaparte. They all felt worn and tired from their active evening, so decided to go for a leisurely walk along the riverfront onto which the building faced. Along the way they met superintendent, J.J. Talmann.
"So, did you ladies have a pleasant evening? I saw you coming into the building, Marie. Some sort of party, I presume?" he commented.
"Actually, we met Napoleon after reading from the old book. It was so much fun!"
"I know, his first- with a prostitute," and he looked at Francine. "Then with his true love, Josephine, right Marie? And finally, a little affair with Madame Foures, Genevieve."
"So, you were there!" Marie exclaimed. "I thought you might be. Were you Talleyrand?"
"No. I was Bonaparte, and I must say that you three took me to my limit! My first time with you two," Talmann exclaimed, pointing to Genevieve and Francine.
They were embarrassed and blushed a deep red.
"Ah, but unfortunately it will be the last time you time-travel," he said in a sad tone.
"And why is that?" Marie asked, alarmed.
The building superintendent explained the problem.
"There aren't any other stories to visit from the old books. The Power of Words is no more. You see, the authors spent their lifetimes writing the series. Old age brought an end to their work after Volume XI, The Age of Napoleon. So, there is nothing left to relive."
"You mean we won't be going back in time any more?" Genevieve complained.
"We just got started. It's not fair!" Francine asserted.
"It was always so much fun," Marie lamented.
Talmann just grinned and assured them,
"The good times don't have to end. You know the way to my apartment. You're welcome at any time. We don't have to time travel to enjoy a good fuck, do we?"
All three women smiled because they knew he was right.
The End
Years ago, I bought the 11-volume series and have been enjoying it from time-to-time ever since. Almost every volume appeared in this jaunt through history. Thanks for reading, and I hope you'll rate this story before you leave.
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Rich Bitch
"All rise!"
We stood up- all twenty-five or so of us on the right side of the room, and a dozen on the left- and collectively held our breath as the judge shuffled toward his elevated chair. His head was down a bit, watching his step, so it was impossible to search his face for any hint of his opinion.
The chamber was largely empty- the defendants having been granted a closed trial by judge due to the scandalous nature of the proceedings. The verdict was entirely his to decide. There was not a sound, except the scraping of his chair as he moved behind it and stared deadpan at the lot of us.
On the left, the defendants watched carefully for any sign of what was to come. There were fifty million dollars in the balance, an enormous award if we plaintiffs were successful. Soon everybody one both sides of the chamber would know whether they would be millionaires or leave crushed by heavy debt.
The civil trial, "Psychology Graduates vs the Lazenbys, Certain Alumni, the University and the Alumni Association," was about to reach its climax.
"The Honourable Justice Horace D. Smithers."
He nodded to each side of the chamber to acknowledge our presence, then motioned that we should sit down.
"This has been a long and complex case. Let me make a few general comments before we get to my verdict. Some of you will be pleased, some disappointed."
"Let me commend the lawyers for the Prosecution and the Defense for the rigorous attention which they have paid to evidence. Always the most important part of any case, it was especially complex in this one."
"Certain parties- the professors Lazenby, the alumni Hendricks and others- have already been sentenced in criminal court. There is no doubt that these heinous crimes occurred."
"This civil trial is to identify the degree to which the plaintiffs have been impacted by their actions, and the amount of money, if any, due to them in compensation for their injuries. In this case, these are alleged mental and emotional wrongs, more difficult to assess that broken bones from an accident, for example."
"Let me review some key evidence, or lack thereof, which shaped my verdict...."
The tension was almost unbearable as Smithers droned on in such generalities. Why couldn't he just go straight to his decision? Clearly, he wanted everyone to hear the reasons for his judgement first. He had our full attention now, so we had to sit impatiently waiting for any word or nuance which might tip his hand in advance. But it never came.
How did we get to this crucial point? That's where this story begins.
****
My friend Marty Benning and I were naked on his bed, the afternoon sun filtering into the room around the edges of his window shades.
"Sandie, that was an amazing party Milo and Suzanne Malovich arranged after our strategy meeting, wasn't it?"
"Absolutely! I've never had so much fun before. How about you, Marty?"
"Oh yeah! It kept me satisfied for at least a week. Just exhausted afterward!"
"Quite a workout, alright. And you were as good as ever. It was a while since we were together."
"You seemed to be enjoying yourself with a lot of other guys too, Sandie...."
"Don't tell me that you didn't sample your fair share of women there. How many?"
"I lost count. Maybe five or six. But you were the best one. You always are, you know."
"Look Marty, I want to fuck now just as much as you do, so why not get down to it again while we have time. Ben's home in an hour and I don't want to answer to him for being late."
"OK. I know he watches you pretty closely."
"Not often we get this chance. Officially, I'm seeing Professor Byrd right now to discuss a new direction in my thesis work, now that I've quit Mrs. Rubins' damn deprogramming class. Let's get to it!"
Marty and I are always good together. We both want sex intensely and struggle to keep our urges under control most of the time. Today there was no holding back. I lay on my back, spread-eagled, and he came up between my legs, pressing his groin hard against mine. My tits pressed firmly against his chest, while our tongues vigorously explored each others' mouth. I could feel his cock growing hard against my skin, and my vagina became wet in anticipation of a big visitor.
My afternoon lover lowered his mouth to my nipples and began to suck them into taut points. At the same time, he came above me, bent forward, his knees on either side of my body. I reached my arm beneath him and wrapped a hand around his rising member, stroking it to greater heights. He groaned with satisfaction because with so much practice, I knew just how to do it.
Then he brought his body up so that he was kneeling across me, close to my mouth. Leaning forward, Marty eased his hard cock toward my face and slowly began to fuck my mouth while I sucked on it. Both of us were highly aroused by this foreplay and I knew that I wanted that big rod in my pussy soon. After a few minutes of this, he was breathing deeply and thrusting his hips forward quite vigorously- it was time to get out from under him.
"Lay on your back Marty, so I can ride you!" I commanded and he grinned eagerly as he took my place stretched out across the bed.
I was already fully lubricated as I straddled his body at waist level. Grasping his fat cock, I slowly slide down its length until it impaled me. Then I began the agonizingly pleasurable ride up and down his organ. It filled me in this position until I lifted leaving only the crown in place. Then, down, down, down into my squishy depths. We were both moaning from the erotic heat of it.
Marty began to roll his hips upward as my body descended with the result that we audibly slapped together each time. The interval between smacks became shorter and before either of us knew it, we were climbing upward to full-on orgasms. He came first, stabbing upward with each spurt of fluid gathered from his balls. Several times in quick succession he lifted strongly, each time contacting my engorged clitoris, triggering me.
"Oh fuck Marty!... Yeah.... Yeah.... More!... More!... Ugh!... Ughhhhhhhhh!!!" and I was there, lurching uncontrolled above his probing cock until I had no more energy to drive me on.
I didn't want any trouble with my suspicious husband- he had good reason- so I rushed home and quickly showered. By the time he arrived, I was all finished and getting supper together. Everything seemed pretty normal to him, though he did comment that I looked pretty flushed and excited. He probably wondered if it was a sexual flush or something else? I suggested that my skin was pink because the water was so hot.
"How was everything for you today, baby?" he asked tentatively, and I knew he was listening for any hesitation on my part. But I was well accustomed to covering up my sins by now.
"Good! I spent an excellent session with Professor Byrd. We got my thesis direction sorted out- I think it'll be much more interesting now. And he talked with me about being a witness for our side at the trial."
"Great! I'm going to see Miriam Jones about testifying regarding our marriage problems too. Maybe you could get Nikki Greatash on board as well? Between the three of them, they could paint a pretty good picture of our lives now, don't you think?"
"Yes, but not Mrs. Rubins. She hates me!"
"Sure, we'll avoid her. Sandie, did you know that there'll be no jury at the trial, just the judge. Different, eh?"
"That is odd. Why, Ben? You've seen enough trials to know."
"Sometimes it happens when the Defense lawyer feels that the crimes are so bad a jury will be too emotional about it to hear anything else. Like the Lazenby hypnosis- nobody would have any sympathy for them. And the trial is going to be closed to the public, with very limited access. The university asked for that because they want to reduce the amount of bad publicity the case will cause. It's all about damage control."
"Well, I'm glad to hear it. I don't want our private lives shouted coast-to-coast for all to hear, or see on television. No jury and no spectators- perfect!"
We talked some more about the upcoming trial and then, while we ate, I told Ben about my meeting with Professor Byrd, stretching it out to cover the time I had actually spent with Marty.
The session with my thesis advisor had been unusual to say the least. I knew we'd discuss the direction of my research. The original plan had been to track and evaluate the impact of deprogramming on me; however, Melanie and I had deliberately had ourselves banished from that class! How could I pursue the topic from a personal perspective now? Would the professor be able to direct me to some other aspect of the topic?
The unusual part related to the upcoming civil lawsuit for damages against the university. It put Byrd in a difficult spot because he was their employee, and also overseeing my studies. Apparently, the Dean had spoken to any professors working with current students involved in the lawsuit and outlined strict guidelines for interacting with them. I knew something important was coming up when my advisor locked the door after I arrived.
"Sandie," he spoke very softly. "I know about the lawsuit for damages. Everybody does. The Dean requires me to be very impersonal with you at our meetings and to avoid any discussion of your non-academic life. At the same time, I know we have had some very personal conversations about... about how your life was changed by what was done to you. What you told me that day you were so upset is hard to forget. I think that the right thing is to support you in any way I can."
"Would you be willing to repeat what I told you if my lawyer had you appear as a witness?"
"I work for the university, but if called to testify I would. After all, what you told me was in confidence before the Dean's current instructions to be impersonal."
"Good. I'll ask our lawyer to do that. Repeat everything I told you that day. It was embarrassing then, and it still is now. But it has to be said."
"I'll expect to hear from him then. Now, let's talk about how we can salvage your de-programming research topic."
He got up and unlocked his office door, in fact opening the door part way, probably to demonstrate than nothing clandestine was being discusses should the Dean happen by. I had already done a good deal of research about the evolution of deprogramming between the 1970s and the present day.
Virtually all of the material dealt with various ways to deal with people exiting cults, primarily those with a religious sect or some messianic leader. With my own deprogramming experience now off the table, was there any other way to make use of this large volume of material?
"Could I explore whether this largely cult-based idea might have other useful applications?" I suggested.
"Interesting. Who else might require deprogramming?" Professor Byrd led me.
"I suppose anybody who has been held against their will for an extended period; for example, a kidnap victim or hostages kept for any length of time."
"Good. Any military uses that you can think of Sandie?" he coached.
"Certainly. Released or escaped prisoners of war. Captives subjected to sleep and food deprivation before interrogation. Perhaps even some aspects of post- traumatic stress counselling?"
"This sounds good to me. You'll need to develop a hypothesis around the idea of application to non-cult situations, then research what we just discussed. See if you can add more deprogramming situations."
"Excellent! Thanks so much Professor Byrd. You've really helped me today."
Then he whispered, "See you in court," and we both laughed knowingly.
****
Just before the trial was ready to begin Ben and I had a long conference call from the lawyer, Milo Malovich. He was phoning everyone separately to discuss aspects of the proceedings which would directly involve them.
"Sandie, I'm going to call you and Martin Benning to describe the night you were first recruited into the Lazenbys' scheme, especially the party. Who was there especially, so I can indirectly connect it to the university and the alumni association. I need to establish their culpability in this."
"Anything you want me to say, Milo?"
"I don't want this to appear rehearsed, so I'll lead you. Just answer each one simply without elaborating, and I'll keep following with more questions to draw out the details I need."
"OK. I'll remember that. Will Ben be on the stand too?"
"Maybe later on, depending on the testimony of some of the people who'll appear as our witnesses. First though, Sandie, you'll be cross-examined by a Defense lawyer after me. A.J. Barnes is crafty. He'll try to get you to contradict yourself or show uncertainty about the evening. Use very simple replies with no elaboration, and don't get angry. You must stay calm."
He continued.
"Thanks for the names for professionals to testify to your personal and marital problems. We've developed a huge slate of witnesses for all of the plaintiffs, and it should be very convincing. Let me check: Miriam Jones, your marital counsellor, Dr. Nicolette Greatash, personal counsellor, and Professor Byrd, your academic advisor. That's the lot, right?"
"Yes. Not my other counsellor, the deprogrammer Mrs. Rubins."
"Apparently the Defense is using her as a witness. What should I know about her?"
"She hates some of us because we quit her sessions. We despise her. Called us sluts and bitches, and had us parade around in whorish clothing so she could ridicule us- negative reinforcement I guess. She'll probably say we were incorrigibles, bad apples to begin with."
"I'll get more details from you before she goes on the stand. From what you just said, I'll be able to roast her in cross-examination. Thanks."
Everything was ready for the trial. Ben and I were nervous, but it was too late to back out now. Only the thought of a million dollars kept us in the game. A few days later, it was underway, and I was being sworn in as one of Milo's first witnesses for the prosecution.
My girlfriend Melanie had just left the witness stand after her cross-examination by Defense lawyer A. J. Barnes. He had tried to confuse her with details, and she did seem rattled when she stepped down. But Mel had kept her cool and hadn't shouted at Barnes. I hoped that I could do just as well as Milo began his questions.
"Mrs. Weston, please tell us about the party you attended at the Lazenbys' mansion, the two days before you were offered that ten thousand dollar bursary."
"Ben and I arrived together, but we became separated when Natalia Lazenby took me on a house tour upstairs."
"And that's when she hypnotized you and sexually assaulted you for the first time?"
"Objection, Your Honour. These facts were already established in the criminal trial," Barnes called out.
"Over-ruled. Let him continue so we see where this is leading."
"Mrs. Weston, why did you and your husband attend the party?"
"We were invited by the Lazenbys. She was my thesis advisor at the time."
"Who else was there? Other professors? Alumni?"
"Both. I recognized members of the Psychology Department and was introduced to some people who were university alumni. One of them was June Hendricks and her husband."
"Ah yes, both currently in prison for their crimes. Why were they invited?"
"Old Lazenby- that's what we called him- said it was so alumni would be generous, meeting young people in need of financial assistance."
"What forms did that financial assistance take?"
"Apparently, they donated generously to the Psychology Department, paid for our bursaries, and left a cash tip each time I had sex with Mrs. Hendricks."
"Objection! This was already established at the criminal trial!"
"Just where are you going with this, Mr. Malovich?" the judge asked, pointedly, so Milo changed his direction slightly.
"Was this a university-sanctioned event, Mrs. Weston? Or simply a house party?"
"I believe it was both. The Lazenbys had a reputation of throwing a great party- lots of good alcohol and fun. But we knew that was where the bursaries were dangled in front of grad students. Without attending their party, you wouldn't be offered one. We all understood that and wanted to be invited!"
"But you had no idea what the two professors and some alumni really had in mind, did you?"
"Of course not!"
"Did the fact that these were your professors and that the alumni were Psychology graduates themselves put you at ease about attending? Was there any reason to suspect their motives?"
"None. These were people I looked up to and trusted. They represented the university, the Department, the history of the school in my eyes."
"And without those factors, would you and your husband have attended the party?"
"No. I mean, it was a group of adults much older than us. Why would we?"
"Thank you, Mrs. Weston."
Milo smiled reassuringly before A. J. Barnes came forward.
"Mrs. Weston, you say you wouldn't have attended the party because the hosts and guests were older than you. Isn't it true that everyone knew these affairs were enjoyable social events?"
"Yes."
"And didn't you go hoping to be offered some financial assistance with your education?"
"Yes."
"Was the party advertised around the Psychology Department or was it an individual invitation to you?"
"An individual invitation from my thesis advisor."
"So, it was a private event, not a university event, right?"
"I suppose so, but hosted by my professor."
"Was the party advertised by the Alumni Association?"
"I don't know."
"Your Honour, I have carefully examined all records and correspondence of the Association and I find no mention- nothing whatsoever- about this party, or any others for that matter. These were not Alumni Association- sanctioned activities. They were private functions with certain alumni invited privately."
Then he continued.
"You say there was plenty of good alcohol at these parties. Had you been drinking that evening?"
"Yes."
"How much? Excessively?"
"No, just a few glasses of wine."
"How many?"
"Two, maybe three."
"You're a small woman, Mrs. Weston. Three glasses of wine would be enough to impair you. Are you sure you have clear recollections about the evening?"
"Objection Your Honour! The fact of Natalia Lazenby's hypnosis that night was established during the criminal proceedings. My client is not on trial here."
"Sustained. Mr. Barnes, have you any further questions for the witness?"
"One more question. Has the university been generous in assisting you with counsellors and special arrangements to encourage your return to health and to school?"
"Yes."
"Thank you, Mrs. Weston. That will be all."
****
That evening Ben and I talked about my time on the witness stand. I felt that Barnes had undermined my testimony with his sly questions, but Ben was very encouraging. He reminded me that the Defense always aims to create doubt, trying to make witnesses for the Prosecution seem unreliable or at fault in their statements. He assured me that I "held up very well," as he put it.
Later, he was especially warm and loving, recognizing that I needed to unwind from the tension of testifying in court. He poured us each a drink- wine for me, scotch for him- and we sat close on the sofa. Soon I began to feel the warmth of the alcohol slowly filtering through my body, and that familiar urge started to make itself known. I could sense my body responding. My chest felt warm, and my pussy became damp as my sexual impulse reared its head. Ben poured me another glass.
Soon afterward I knew that we would be making love tonight. The alcohol had primed me for it, and my husband held me close. We kissed, softly at first and then more passionately, tongues exploring each others' mouths. A heat began to envelope me as my brain screamed out what my body wanted. I could tell that Ben was every bit as eager. Then we went to the bedroom.



What followed was intense. That was the only way that I could be satisfied now, the sole means for a crushing orgasm. My husband knew that, and he was ready to slam into me until I came hard. We practically tore each others' clothes off, then fell onto our bed naked. His hands were all over me- my nipples, my pussy, my ass- he wanted it all, and so did I. I had his raging cock in my hand, pumping it to full size. Then it was in my mouth, seemingly halfway down my throat!
Now Ben was inside me with it, pounding my body with his groin and we heaved together. My vagina was working overtime to lubricate our moving parts, causing a juicy sound with every thrust. I could scarcely breathe we were fucking so hard, but there was no chance either one of us was going to stop. It felt so good! My husband knew what the 'new me' needed in bed and he had become very capable of delivering it.
Ben is a strong man and he lifted me to my knees so that he could have me from behind. I spread my legs wide, my face pushed into a pillow, my arms gripping the sheets so I wouldn't be pushed right into the headboard. With every strong jab I pushed back with all my might. The slapping of his groin against my ass beat out the tune of our fucking loud and clear. And then I could feel it coming, rising inside me.
"Fuck me Ben! Fuck me!... I'm so close now.... Give it to me hard!... Ugh!... Ugh!... Ugh!..."
Suddenly, his big cock erupted inside me, exploding with great spurts of cum that filled me. One... two... three.... He just kept jerking hard against me, a huge load.
Then I was there too!
My body seemed to spasm as every muscle between my stomach and my thighs grabbed and released, grabbed and released. My whole frame jerked wildly, still held firmly in place by Ben's grip on my hips. I rocked uncontrollably until the feeling slowly subsided and I came to rest. Then I struggled for breath, my heart pounding as if it would leap out of my chest.
Amazing how my husband could satisfy me now. He just didn't know how often I needed a sexual workout like this. I was trying to limit myself to him alone, but I often failed because my implanted need had to be satisfied very frequently. However, for now, my overwhelming lust was sated.
All too soon it was back to the reality of the trial. I attended whenever I wasn't busy with my research and watched as Milo skillfully questioned each of the plaintiffs, aiming to establish any link he could between the actions of the Lazenbys and the university, the alumni and the Alumni Association.
Each time, A.J. Barnes countered with questions like he asked me, to either throw a shade of doubt across their testimony or to cast the Lazenby parties as private affairs unconnected to the university or the Association. Milo and Barnes were involved in a subtle dance with evidence.
Then Milo began to call on professional witnesses to attest to the serious emotional and marital problems which sexual abuse had led to. One of the first on the stand was our marital counsellor, Miriam.
"What is your connection to Ben and Sandra Weston, Ms. Jones?"
"I was assigned by the university as their marital counsellor after the crimes against Sandra came to light."
"And, in your professional opinion, were they experiencing any real difficulties?"
"Absolutely, and they still are."
"Oh, you continue to counsel them, do you?"
"Yes, twice a month, ever since I was assigned to their case."
"Do you feel that you have a good understanding of their problems, Ms. Jones?"
"Yes."
"And what were their issues when you first began with them?"
"There were several. Mrs. Weston felt overwhelming guilt that she had been used sexually. She said that her husband had warned her about the Lazenbys and she didn't listen to him."
"Anything else?"
"Ben admitted that he felt intense rage toward Mr. Lazenby. In fact, he was concerned that he'd kill him given the opportunity."
"And were there any other problems?"
"Yes. I'll say this carefully. Mrs. Weston was no longer able to fully enjoy the sex act with her husband."
"She couldn't climax?"
"Exactly. And it was immensely frustrating to them because apparently it had never been an issue before."
"I see. Did you believe that their marriage was in danger of collapsing?"
"I did. It was under great strain."
"And it was a result of the sexual abuse?"
"There's no question of that."
"Thank you, Ms. Jones. Your witness, Barnes."
I watched, wondering how the Defense lawyer would try to lessen the impact of her testimony.
"Ms. Jones, how much do you know about the couple's marriage before you began to counsel them?"
"Just what they told me. A happy and loving relationship."
"Not a tumultuous one? A typical marriage with it's ups and downs?"
"No. The sexual abuse changed their marriage," Miriam asserted.
This strong statement took Barnes by surprise, and he reacted quickly, probably unwisely.
"How can you say that with such certainty? Could it have been other factors? For example, the pressures of graduate studies on Mrs. Weston? Could something like that have changed their sex life, her responsiveness to her husband?"
"No, it was the abuse!"
"You seem so sure, but life is more complex than that sometimes. Don't you think you've made certain assumptions that may overlook other causes?"
"I am a professional! Sexual abuse causes change in victims!" Our counsellor was angry now.
"That will be all for now, Ms. Jones," and he dismissed her.
Lawyer Barnes had made no headway with Miriam and was now eager to get her off the stand. Score one for our side.
****
The next day I was unavailable to go to the courtroom in the morning. But there was procedural wrangling, so my personal counsellor, Nikki Greatash didn't testify until after lunch. I arrived just in time to see her come to the witness box. She swayed to the front, her beautiful blonde hair flowing behind her and her long legs accented by high heels. Such a lovely woman- no wonder I had such a strong attraction to her that I had to stop my visits to her office.
Milo began to ask her questions.
"Dr. Greatash, how long were you Mrs. Weston's personal counsellor?"
"For about a half year, then a few months ago she told me that she was unable to continue seeing me."
"Do you know why?"
"She never explained except to say that it was for very personal reasons."
"Did you have a good professional relationship with her before that?"
"Yes, though at times I was a bit uneasy with her."
"Because?"
"She told me that she was physically attracted to me, and she was sometimes quite direct about it."
"Did she ever give you any reasons?"
"Yes, together we agreed that it stemmed from the very physical contact she had been forced into under hypnosis with Natalia Lazenby and June Hendricks."
"Are you saying that it left her with lesbian tendencies?"
"Or bisexual. I had to keep reminding her that we could only have a professional-client relationship."
"Did you experience other consequences of her sexual abuse?"
"Definitely! The last time I saw her, Sandie was extremely upset. Her husband had left her briefly."
"Did she say why?"
"Yes. He had found out that she was sexually involved with other people, as it turned out, three people, male and female. She was completely ashamed of herself and claimed that she was driven for illicit sex since the hypnosis."
"Had you any advice for her?"
"I said that she must tell Ben everything and ask him to come home. To remind him that even he had said that the abuse was not her fault. To explain that she needed his help to control her rampant sexual urges."
"Do you believe this damage was the result of sex under hypnosis?"
"Absolutely! I have no reason to think that Sandra exhibited overt lesbianism and such promiscuity beforehand. It was the most unusual case I've ever dealt with!"
"Thank you, Dr. Greatash."
Then it was the Defense lawyer's time for cross-examination.
"You say it was the most unusual case you've ever dealt with? How long have you been a professional counsellor, Ms. Greatash?"
"Two years now."
"Just two years. And in that time how many clients have you seen on a regular basis?"
"I'd have to think a bit to give an answer. Let me see..."
"Would fifty be a fair estimate? Or fewer?"
"Likely more."
"Ah, a few more than fifty clients then. Is it fair to say that you're relatively new to this line of work?"
"No. It's been two years."
"Hardly enough time to claim that this is a most unusual case, don't you think? Those were your words."
"I'm a professional. I believe what she told me is true."
"And yet you tell us that she was extremely upset. Were you prepared to believe everything she said to you when she was in that state of mind? Perhaps she was not thinking clearly?"
"I record what is said and review it later. I believe it was true."
Now Nikki was getting angry, raising her voice and looking hostile.
"I wonder if your emotions clouded your judgement, Ms. Greatash?"
Milo was on his feet now.
"Objection Your Honour. He has no reason to attack her professional judgement."
"Sustained. I suggest you take another direction, Mr. Barnes."
"Ms. Greatash, you said earlier that Mrs. Weston came onto you. Did this affect your relationship with her? Under such circumstances, was it difficult to make a fair assessment of her emotional issues?"
"No, it was not!" Nikki almost shouted as Milo again jumped to his feet.
"Your Honour. I object. This is little more than an assault on the character and professionalism of my witness!"
"Sustained. Have you any further questions, Mr. Barnes?"
"No, Your Honour. That will be all, Ms. Greatash."
I was angry at the way Barnes was treating the people speaking about the emotional issues I was having after frequent sex under hypnosis. They were relating exactly what had transpired in their offices, but he was trying to create a sense that they were mistaken or misguided in their diagnoses. I was sure both Miriam and Nikki went home very upset about their treatment in court.
This brought my friend and academic advisor, Professor Byrd to the witness box. Milo had him identify that he was assigned as my new advisor to replace Natalia Lazenby after I had decided to continue my graduate studies.
"Is the nature of your relationship with Mrs. Weston entirely academic, Dr. Byrd?"
"For the most part. She is researching the impact of deprogramming on people who have been exposed to mind-altering experiences."
"Like her own, for example?"
"Precisely."
"Objection, Your Honour. It has not been established that there was a residual effect of hypnosis on any of the graduate students."
"Sustained. I suggest you not lead your witness, Mr. Malovich."
"Was Mrs. Weston applying the deprogramming topic to herself, Professor?"
"Yes. She was part of a deprogramming class paid for by the university. An important part of her thesis was to track her own progress, relating it to research concerning cult deprogramming methods."
"Does it occur to you Dr. Byrd, that by assigning these graduates a deprogrammer, the university made a tacit admission that the students' minds had been altered by their experience?"
"It does. I think the parallels between repeated hypnosis and cult indoctrination are very strong."
"I believe that Mrs. Weston and at least two others have dropped out of these sessions. Did she ever say anything to you about that?"
"Absolutely. Different times she became annoyed, saying they were useless, doing little more than making her resentful and angry. We had to identify a new direction for her research after she dropped out."
"Did Mrs. Weston display emotion on other occasions during your academic meetings?"
"Yes. One time she arrived extremely upset, almost unable to continue. She told me that the hypnosis and mental control exerted by Natalia Lazenby had made her and her friend Melanie Rossignol into different people, more driven."
"Driven- in what way, or did she say?"
"She surprised me when I asked. Burst out with, 'We were programmed for sex and that's what we do now.' I was so shocked, never having heard anything like that before."
"Was she talking about her husband?"
"No, later in the same conversation she said that her husband didn't even know. I remember thinking, 'What a dolt! How could a man not know that his lovely wife was driven for more sex with him?'"
"So, she was being promiscuous, then?"
"I can only assume so. I advised her to talk to her personal counsellor about this because I was not trained in such things."
"And you're sure that she said they'd been programmed for sex?"
"I may never forget it as long as I live! And she was absolutely adamant about it."
"No more questions. Thank you, Professor."
Lawyer Barnes now had a chance for cross-examination. I think his experience with the first two witnesses had rattled him a bit, but he launched into it again.
"Professor, you admit that you had no training in personal discussions of this nature. Yet you feel qualified to talk about the case in this court?"
"Yes. Simply to report what I was told by Mrs. Weston."
"But could you have misunderstood a matter for which you were not trained?"
"Objection Your Honour. Must a person be an ornithologist to hear a bird sing? Can only a musician feel moved by a beautiful symphony?"
"Sustained. Clever analogies, Mr. Malovich. Have you further questions for the witness, Mr. Barnes?"
"Yes. Doctor Byrd, you think there are strong parallels between repeated hypnosis and cult indoctrination. Have you any proof for this?"
"It has been discussed in research journals. My views reflect current thinking on the topic."
Lawyer Barnes decided to try once more.
"Earlier you said Mrs. Weston told you she was programmed for sex. Do you think that such a thing is actually possible? Not in the world of male fantasy, but in the real world?"
"Yes, I do."
"Please enlighten me, if you can," he challenged with some arrogance.
"We know that people join strange cults and completely change their character. They don colourful robes and chant prayers. They give all their possessions to the cult which controls their life. In parallel, a woman can be indoctrinated as a sexual object and lose herself in it like a cult follower. The mind is a very vulnerable thing. I firmly believe that is what has happened to Mrs. Weston."
"I contest your belief, Professor. Hypnosis could not do that!"
"Objection, Your Honour. Mr. Barnes offers no proof for his assertion."
"Sustained. Mr. Barnes, do you intend to introduce witnesses to back your assertion?"
He nodded and gave up. "No further questions."
I smiled to myself, thinking that my professor and Milo had scored another point for our side.
****
After my testimony and those of Miriam, Nikki, and Professor Byrd, I was finished with the trial for a while. It ground on for another week without me: other graduate students, other supporting professionals, more cross-examination by the Defense. I knew that brick-by-brick, the Prosecution was building up a solid wall of evidence.
Meanwhile, life went on. I continued my research about deprogramming in non-cult situations. It was fascinating reading and gave me plenty to reflect on. I read instances that reminded me of my own experiences- people mind-altered by the pressure of their time in captivity, under the influence of sinister masters. It was much like the way we were subtly dominated by Natalia Lazenby.
One evening Melanie invited me to visit her the following afternoon. She claimed that she had a surprise, one that I'd enjoy. I was certain she had something sexual in mind because it had been a while since we'd last been together. But I wasn't prepared for it to include her old love, Zane Black. He'd been on the witness stand this week, then stayed in the city afterward to hear his counsellor relay observations about him to the court.
"Sandie! So good to see you again!" he exulted as he hugged me close.
"Zane! Not since that wild party Milo and Suzanne hosted at the hotel."
"Wasn't that a blast!" Melanie crowed. "Let's all relive it this afternoon. We have a few hours and I've got some booze."
"Better still," Zane grinned, "I brought some weed. Good stuff."
We smoked and talked about past times together. Playing in Zane's hotel room after the Lazenby sentencing. More at Milo's big orgy. What we hadn't done together! But our memories of hot sex became a bit confused as we got buzzed. It was time to make some new ones now on Mel's bed. Soon we were stoned, naked, and ready to fuck.
It's hard to remember exactly what came next with any clarity. I recall alternately kissing Mel and sucking Zane's cock. Then he was pounding into her from behind while I lay beneath, kissing her lovely face. The whole time, she was moaning into my mouth.
After a while, he was fucking me as I lay on my back, legs open wide. My girlfriend was kneeling over my face, her sopping pussy lowered to my mouth. She tasted good as she dragged her sex across my face while Zane fucked the living Hell out of me. I was in another zone, seeing red, with every nerve in my body erotically stimulated like never before. It must have been the smoke.
I don't remember much after that except the sounds and smells which engulfed me. Zane's big cock drove into me continuously until I convulsed in a mind-blowing orgasm, hardly able to breathe as Mel's pussy ground into my mouth. We collapsed in a heap of damp, naked flesh.
When I revived sometime later, all of us were bleary-eyed and completely spent from our wild time together. I wish I could recall more, but it was just hot, stoned sex, no more, no less. We had been deep into what we loved best now- unrestrained rampant fucking!
The next day, Mrs Rubins was scheduled to take the stand. Defense lawyer, A.J. Barnes was calling his witnesses now and I wanted to hear what the old dragon lady would say about me.
"Mrs. Rubins, what is your role concerning these young people?"
"I'm an exit-counsellor, a trained psychologist who helps people reset themselves, so to speak."
"I see. Assigned by the university to help, right? And paid for by them too?"
"Yes. The university has been very supportive."
"How is the counselling going? I read in news bulletins that real progress is being made."
"With some of the clients, yes. Others have been most uncooperative and I've made little or no progress with them."
"Why has that happened?"
"They would not respond to the tried-and-true methods I've been using."
"Who is 'they'? Any of the women in particular?"
"Yes, Sandra Weston and Melanie Rossignol. They've become friends and they resisted me at every step along the way. Real rebels- without a clue, if I may say so."
"Objection, Your Honour. The witness is giving a non-professional opinion about my clients."
"Sustained. Strike the last comment from the record. Continue Mr. Barnes."
"What happened, specifically?"
"Recently they completely defied me. Started kissing each other and refused to stop. Said the sessions I was running were, 'a fucking joke,' in their words. I finally told them to leave and never come back."
"Did they?"
"They left and took another woman with them, Regina Wainwright. All three of them are ingrates. Hopeless!"
"Because of the Lazenbys or other reasons?"
"Just uncooperative little snots! I get angry every time I think of their defiance."
"And after all the university has done for them. A shame. Thank you, Mrs. Rubins."
Now it was Milo's turn for cross-examination and with what I had told him about Rubin's methods, I hoped he would destroy her. He didn't disappoint.
"I have some questions about your 'tried-and-true' methods. Is it true that you forced the women to parade around in the trashy clothing bought by Natalia Lazenby? The very outfits she wanted them to wear for sex with her and alumni!"



"Yes, but..."
"And that you cursed them, calling them little sluts and bitches?"
"Yes I did."
"And that you had the rest of the group insult and ridicule them in the same way? Why, Mrs. Rubins?"
"To get them to stop wearing such clothing. It's negative reinforcement and it works."
"Like shocking the rat when it presses the food bar, right? That's a psychology experiment, but these are real people, not rats. Did it work, Mrs. Rubins?"
"I'm not sure..."
"Of course it didn't! They quit your program. And no-one would blame them based on what you just admitted. Disgraceful! I have no further questions, Your Honour."
If it was allowed in court, we all would have broken into cheers. Milo had almost reduced the dragon lady to tears.
After that I only attended the trial from time-to-time. A.J. Barnes called his witnesses to the box and Milo cross-examined them doggedly. One testified that hypnosis left no residual effects on people, but under Milo's questioning she couldn't say conclusively that repeated hypnosis might have a lasting impact on the mind, particularly if combined with other coercive methods.
Another Defense witness testified that NLP- Neuro-Linguistic Programming was nothing more than a dubious science about which very little was known. I knew that Marty had been researching it at the same time as Natalia was using it on us. But this expert called it another urban legend of questionable validity.
Fortunately, Marty had briefed Milo in advance, allowing him to call the witness views to question. Again, the expert was forced to admit that there was a strong body of evidence in support of NLP. I began to feel sorry for the judge who had to sift through all this conflicting information.
After that, the lawyers addressed the issue of culpability. Milo had established that we were changed by our experiences with lasting emotional damage. The Lazenbys and certain alumni were clearly to blame, but were the university and the Alumni Association? Another full week or more was dedicated to that key aspect of the case.
Then after the better part of six weeks, there were no more witnesses or issues to discuss. Compelling closing statements were presented by Defense and Prosecution, then the judge adjourned the trial so that he could weigh all the evidence. He would need at least another six weeks before announcing his verdict.
****
"All rise. The Honourable Horace D. Smithers."
Now it was back to the point where Smithers slowly warmed to the judgement at hand while we waited with bated breath. Would we be millionaires, or would we be disappointed? After what seemed like an hour of preamble, he finally came to the heart of the matter.
"I have no doubt that significant lasting damage has been done by repeated hypnosis and other coercive means. Deep emotional scars have been left in the form of changed personalities and ruined lives, careers interrupted and marriages shattered. Terrible damage, it is fully supported by a mountain of professional testimony."
I breathed a sigh of relief.
"But who is responsible for the harm, and in what proportion? It is certain that Gerhard and Natalia Lazenby are most to blame for this whole sordid affair. So too are all the individual alumni who shamefully indulged in sex with hypnotized students. They must pay forty and thirty percent of the damages respectively."
"The culpability of the university and the association is not so easy. They argue that the actions of their members is not their responsibility. I disagree. Organizations must have clear policies to govern their members, and clear guidelines to deal with fundraising and the flow of donations."
"This is vitally important when both institutions are responsible for the well-being of young people. Instead, they allowed people like the Lazenbys and the Hendricks to operate freely with no oversight. The university is therefore liable for twenty percent of the damages and the Alumni Association ten."
"Finally, comparing this case to others, such as 'Brown versus XYZ Corporation', I find the damage claim excessive. Therefore, I award twenty-five million dollars- half the claimed amount- plus costs, to the plaintiffs and their lawyers. The plaintiffs will share the twenty-five million dollars equally."
Amazing! We were each going to be a millionaire! A roar erupted from the room and we rushed forward to congratulate our lawyers. Friends hugged, couples kissed, and we all headed out to party together. Milo was toasted and praised until we were all falling-down drunk. And that's when the real party began. Needless to say, I had a great deal of sex that night.
****
I wish I could say that it ended well for us.
Instead of a million dollars apiece, we eventually received part of that. Still a lot of money, but somehow it wasn't enough for all that was lost. The Lazenbys were bankrupt after five million, while the guilty alumni could only be squeezed for as much again. The university and Alumni Association paid their portions, although it took a few years to come through. Each of us was left with about 750 000 dollars, enough to start new lives.
Ben and I went our separate ways. All the money in the world couldn't satisfy my ramped-up libido. I had a sexual monster living inside me demanding to be satisfied regularly with high-powered orgasms. Ben tried but he could not give me enough. All the grads were like that, so more and more we took satisfaction with kindred spirits. If it wasn't Melanie and Zane, I was finding ways to hook up with Marty or Regina, or Milo and Suzanne.
My husband soon learned about my frequent indiscretions and moved out- for good this time. We have our own money, and now he has another woman, a nice 'normal' person like himself. In quiet moments, it pains me deeply to think about what I lost.
Marty and I finished our degrees, and we live together now, indulging in the swinging lifestyle. I'm a slut- our life is focused on meaningless sex. We prowl the bars and clubs, looking for people to fuck. We travel to international sex and nudist resorts with our new-found wealth. And we're frequently in the company of graduates who were hypnotized and trained by that she-devil, Natalia Lazenby.
"I wish I could say it all went well for me, but it didn't.
I have money now, but I'm just a rich bitch...
Controlled by my raging urge for sex."
Sandra Weston
Her story can continue, but please rate mine before you go. Thanks.
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Caged Animal
Marina was getting plenty worried.
It was well past supper hour and Jaguar wasn't home from the National Museum yet. This wasn't like him at all. Usually, they enjoyed drinks together before eating, while they shared events of their day. He didn't often go out with friends after work this past year or so in Lima, and he hadn't mentioned any late meetings he had to attend either.
Worst of all, he wasn't picking up her increasingly frantic phone calls. His cell just rang then went to voicemail. She'd left a string of messages, but Jag hadn't returned them. Marina had texted him too, but he hadn't replied. Dusk was settling in, and she was becoming increasingly worried about her man.
Marina's anxiety began playing awful games with her mind. Lima was a tough city with a large population of desperate poor. Maybe her husband had been accosted by thieves in the parking lot behind the museum? Perhaps he had put up a fight- she knew he would- and now he lay injured on the pavement in the darkening evening?
She forced herself to wait just a little bit longer before she began phoning others to check on Jaguar's whereabouts.
So many things had changed in their lives since that bright morning atop Machu Picchu when the couple pledged to stay together. Until now, their new life had been like an extended honeymoon, filled with affection. However, Marina could see that the price of that love was this all-consuming anxiety for her absent mate.
Later, they would find out that an incident from the past had cast a long shadow over their marital bliss.
After Machu Picchu, the couple had returned to Lima and set up house in Jaguar's little apartment. Their romance had transpired so quickly- a matter of three weeks- that they needed time to plot a path forward. Meanwhile, they basked in the intensity of discovery, rollicking in bed to the point that it collapsed and broke beneath them one evening!
Jaguar contacted his old girlfriend Elena Rodriguez, Head of Special Collections at the National Museum, to see if there might be a place for him there. He was fortunate because the Head of Acquisitions was leaving, so Jaguar competed for the job. Between his doctorate in Peruvian archaeology, his vast Andean travel experience, and Elena's influence, he was hired.
Then came a further stroke of good luck. The National Museum was seeking an English-speaking docent to assist Elena in leading museum tours for non-Hispanics. With Jaguar and Elena's help, she was hired to a part time position. Marina had no idea that she'd be working under the direction of one of her husband's former lovers, one who still kept a candle burning for him.
****
The worrisome day Jaguar when was late coming home had started out so well.
He was a contented man in their new life together in Lima. He had a prestigious career that was interesting and enjoyable, tracking down artifacts which the museum might acquire. There were no more endless tour loops through Peru in his old Mercedes bus. It was parked now in a rented shed near their apartment.
"In case I don't like a desk job," he had said. It would later prove useful.
His real name was Wesley Bruce Arundel, a tag that didn't suit his big stature and strong presence. Jaguar had come to Peru as an American graduate archaeology student and become so immersed in its past cultures that he had stayed on for twenty years. To anyone who knew him, the nickname reflected his reverence for the ancient Chavin culture spirit, and his sleek, tawny-haired frame, sometimes clad in his trademark camo clothing. He looked a bit like a jaguar.
To his wife, the former Marina Rasmussen, he was a Peruvian Indiana Jones. She had come as an American tourist with Andean Experience, and had fallen hard, both for Jaguar and the country's history. Marina was well-educated, tall, and attractive, a worthy match for her new man. She didn't much like the camo clothing anymore, but that was just a minor complaint.
Jaguar was late getting to his office that morning.
"Couldn't you stay for a while, Jag, Marina asked sweetly. "You know I'm a morning person, and I'm in the mood right now. It won't matter if you're a bit late, will it?"
"Seems you're always in the mood, morning or not," he replied, laughing. "Not complaining. I'll phone Louisa and tell her that something has come up quite unexpectedly."
"I hope so. Hurry back."
Soon they were making love again, close together on their new bed. Jaguar was caught up in the moment.
"Jeez! Nobody can do this like you do, baby!" he exclaimed.
"So, you're comparing, are you?" she teased, stopping to give him a mock scolding. "Maybe with some of your many girlfriends along your old tour route, I suppose? I don't even know how many of them I have to compete with!"
Jaguar wisely said nothing, knowing that this was a sore point with his new wife. Instead, he pretended to be too aroused to answer, and pulled her close against him again. Yes, there was quite a bit about his past that she didn't know yet and he was determined that it remain that way.
After a while, Jaguar showered again and set out for the museum. He arrived more than an hour late, and his secretary, Louisa gave him a cheery greeting, accompanied by a knowing smile. "Something coming up," was a regular occurrence with her boss, and she had a pretty good idea of what it was.
Louisa brought Jaguar his black coffee and passed him his mail. As he sipped, he flipped through the envelopes and noted that one item stood out from the others. There were several large brown pieces from other museums and institutions, but one was different. It was a small white envelope soiled and yellowed with age.
Addressed to him personally by someone who knew his nickname, it was hand-printed in a child-like block script. He wondered if a youngster had sent him a fan letter.
JAGWAR
NATIONAL ARKEOLOGY MUSEUM
LIMA PERU
Jaguar examined it, turning it around in his hands before opening it. There was no return address and the stamp was postmarked late the previous week. With the incomplete address and the spelling errors, he was surprised it had reached him at all. Then he torn it open and read the same block print inside on soiled, yellowed paper, like the envelope.
JAGWAR
I HAVE CHAVIN PEACES. MEET AT 458 LA CALLE ESTACION LIMA AT 3 WENSDAY. I WEAR BROWN SHIRT.
J.
There was no name, no signature, nothing very specific except the meeting place and the time. Whoever wrote it was not very educated, but they did know about ancient Peruvian culture. Jaguar read it several times as he finished his morning coffee before it dawned on him that today was Wednesday! Should he go to the proposed rendezvous or was this just some sort of joke?
Anything Chavin had his interest because it had been his focus during his doctoral research many years before. Perhaps this person had some new artifacts? It would be a coup for him during his first month as Head of Acquisitions. Should he tell Elena about it before he left for the address, or just forget about the whole questionable thing? Would there be any harm in going to find out?
Jaguar kept the letter to himself for the rest of the day, not mentioning it to Elena when the two of them had lunch together, as they often did. La Calle Estacion- Station Street- wasn't too far away. He checked his phone and found the address was the railway station itself, about a fifteen-minute walk from the museum. After lunch, he told Louisa that he'd be going out to examine some old material and would be back between 3:00 and 4:00 o'clock.
By 4:00, Jaguar hadn't returned., Nor was he back by 5:00 when Louisa left, or by 6:00 when the museum closed for the day. Louisa had wondered why he didn't come back but she knew that the new husband's hours tended to be erratic at times, sometimes arriving late in the morning or leaving mid-afternoon.
At 7:00, Marina was deeply worried. Why hadn't Jaguar phoned to say that he'd be home late? Why wasn't he answering his phone? Why wasn't he returning her text messages? Had something terrible have happened to him? Marina had no way of knowing that her husband's phone lay in a dumpster near the train station.
She couldn't hold onto her anxiety a minute longer, and called Elena Rodriguez' number in desperation.
"Hi Elena. Sorry to bother you with this but I'm so worried. Jag isn't home yet. Was there a late meeting at the museum? No. Did he say anything about going anywhere after work?"
"Sorry Marina. I didn't see him after lunch, and he said nothing about going out either. Wait a moment.... I saw his car in the museum lot when I left at 6:00. It's usually so dirty that it stands out. But, they were closing and turning off the lights when I left. Strange. I'll give you his secretary Louisa's number at home. Maybe he told her what he had planned for the afternoon?"
Marina's phone call to Louisa was disturbing for both of them. The secretary had wondered why Jaguar didn't return by 4:00. She thought he had just gone home early after viewing some material. They agreed that since his car was still at the museum, he must have walked or taken a cab to his appointment. Now both were upset and there was nothing to do but wait to see if he'd finally phone or show up.
Jaguar wouldn't be calling or arriving home tonight. He had no idea where he was, apart from laying uncomfortably in the trunk of a car hurtling along a paved highway. He was twisted sideways with his hands tied behind his back and his ankles bound. A gag passed between his lips. Feeling a sharp pain in the back of his head, he remembered that he had been struck hard from behind, probably knocked out cold for a while.
He replayed the events leading up to this moment. There was that mysterious letter and when he reached the railway station, a tall man in a brown shirt stood outside the entrance. Jaguar remembered that he held a bag and seemed rather nervous as he swiveled his head about.
"This must be him," Jag had thought. Then the man led him around the corner of the station building into a side walkway. As Jaguar leaned forward to look into the opened bag expecting to see some Chavin artifacts, he felt a sharp blow to the back of his head, then the lights went out. An accomplice must have stepped up quietly from behind.
Jaguar had no sense of time or place now. He didn't know how long he had been unconscious, and the trunk was completely dark. His phone was out of reach- actually tossed away by his assailants- so he had no connection with the world outside this black space.
At some point the car stopped and he heard voices, two men speaking Spanish. A different voice came and went, probably another man pumping the gas. Jaguar tried bumping himself against the trunk lid but had little space to move. Meanwhile, one of the men stood close by talking very loudly, probably to disguise any sounds his prisoner might try to make from within. After a few minutes, the car pulled away again, speeding along a smooth, flat road.
After the fill-up, a strong gasoline odor wafted into the trunk, filling Jaguar's nostrils. With the gag tied tightly through the corners of his mouth, it was already difficult to breathe. Now he wondered if he would suffocate from the fumes or the dwindling oxygen supply in his black prison.
Eventually the sound of the tires on the pavement lulled Jaguar to sleep. Suddenly, he was awakened as the car stopped quickly, then made a sharp turn to the right. The road wasn't as smooth as before and it seemed to be angling uphill, rolling him against the back of the car. He reasoned that he had been driven north along the smooth Pan-American Highway and based on the turn right, was moving into the foothills of the Andes Mountains. Then he fell asleep again.
It was already past midnight and Marina was beside herself with worry. She called the police to report her husband missing and they took down the few details she could provide. They told her that they'd alert officers patrolling the area between the museum and the city centre. "Probably just drunk somewhere, sleeping it off," they assured her, but Marina didn't get any rest that night.
After a long time, the road became rougher, and the hostage woke again. How long had he been in the trunk? There was no way of telling. He was finding it hard to breathe and his head throbbed from the blow he had taken. Oxygen levels in the trunk were running low, leaving Jaguar with confused thoughts. He wasn't sure that he'd survive this nightmare.
Just when Jaguar thought he had reached his limit, the car slowed down and began to wind along a very rough road. Then it stopped and he lay waiting, hoping the deck lid would be opened to bring some fresh air. Nothing happened at first, then he heard a sharp female voice speaking Spanish with the two men. She seemed pleased that they had arrived, wherever they were now.
They came around to the back of the car and a key went into a lock. The lid sprang open, and a rush of cold night air filled Jaguar's aching lungs. As he lay gasping, three masked faces stood above him, the tall one wearing a brown shirt- the man from the railway station.
"Get him out! Put him into the wheelbarrow! Take him inside!" the short, plump woman commanded. She was clearly the one in charge here.
Between the three of them they manhandled Jaguar out of the trunk and onto his feet. He immediately noticed that they all reeked of sweat and that their black hair was course and dirty. They dumped him into the wheelbarrow for the last leg of his trip. One man pushed it across some very rough ground, banging Jaguar's pained head against the side.
"Shit! You're killing me. Slow down!" he screamed at them.
"Goddam you, Jaguar. You killed my Gutierrez!" the woman shouted back in anger.
Now Jaguar knew what this was all about.
More than a year ago he had a mysterious passenger join the Andean Experience tour which Marina had taken. Her husband, Wayne Rasmussen, had been badly injured in a fall during the trip and flew back to America. Julio Olivera Gutierrez had replaced him part way through the trip. Unknown to Jaguar, he was a drug kingpin in the underground Shining Path revolutionary movement. He was escaping to Bolivia disguised as one of Jaguar's tourists.
"You killed him, didn't you! Bastard! Set him up at the basilica for murder by cops. You're going to pay for it now!" the shorter of the two men yelled at him.
Back then, Jaguar had learned the real identity of Gutierrez through a police friend in Lima. To protect his passengers from the armed terrorist and drug exporter, Jag had arranged with the police to drop him off at the basilica in Copacabana, just across the Bolivian border. As the tour bus sped away to get out of range, police snipers in the church towers took down the Sendero Luminosa lieutenant in a hail of gunfire, leaving him dead in a pool of blood.
"I want the scum to live!" shouted Gutierrez' woman. "They'll pay a million American dollars to get him back. Money for the revolution."
She was a mean one, clearly consumed by hatred for what he'd done to her man. If he was the jaguar, surely, she was the jackal, a nasty little beast. Though he couldn't see her masked face, she was unkempt, her hair unwashed, and her dirty, broken fingernails grown out like claws. He'd have to be very careful with her. But Jaguar knew he wasn't going to die- at least not tonight.
Then they were transporting him toward some cleft which appeared to be cut into a rock face, but it was too dark to be sure. The wheelbarrow rolled along smoothly now, seemingly on some hard surface, likely too flat to have occurred naturally. Suddenly, Jaguar caught a glimpse of something very familiar. He'd been here many times before!
On each side of the opening in the rock face he spotted a black stone column, with large hewn white stones beyond them. It was the Black and White Portal of the New Temple! He realized that they had brought him to Chavin de Huantar, the ancient religious shrine which was home to his jaguar spirit namesake! Was it a deliberate act or coincidental? He didn't know.
****
Three days passed and no-one had heard anything from Jaguar. His kidnappers weren't yet ready to communicate with authorities for whom they held a deep distrust. After turning up no trace of him in the vicinity of the National Museum, the police had broadened their range to include other parts of the city; however, at this point Jaguar was simply another missing person, with no foul play yet suspected.
There were no leads. Police interviewed his secretary Louisa and combed his office for clues. The yellowed, printed envelope crudely addressed to him and tossed into his waste basket tweaked their interest, but Jaguar had taken the letter itself with him. Police recognized that the envelope and his sudden afternoon meeting that day were probably linked to his disappearance, but there was nothing else.
They sat down with Marina for a very detailed interview to see if his past held any clues. It was then that she remembered that criminal Julio Gutierrez had been on the tour bus about a year ago and was killed when he stepped off in Bolivia. She told investigators that her husband had arranged the drop-off with police, fearing the man might bring harm to his passengers.
At this point Jaguar's disappearance gained some traction with authorities. Now it looked like a revenge killing by the Shining Path, the body dumped in some hidden place. At best, it might be a kidnapping to extort money from his wife. They spared Marina any explanation of the first theory and assured her that they might be able to find him now through contacts in the underworld. They didn't tell her that he might be dead or alive.
At Chavin de Huantar, Jaguar was kept in a metal cage, befitting his nickname, as Gutierrez' woman taunted.
"You're just a caged animal, you bastard! This is all you deserve!" And she spit at him.
He had been transferred into the adjacent Old Temple at the site and kept in a small room on the second level. By his estimation from many tour visits to the place, and earlier work as a grad student, he was in the execution chamber above the huge, carved jaguar-faced god immediately below.
Jaguar knew that the Chavin high priests offered human sacrifice s in this upper room, the mutilated victims' blood draining through a hole in the sloped floor, then down little channels carved into the face of the image below. Would he die in this room too?
He prayed almost hourly to the Chavin jaguar, chanting and begging for his life. Jaguar had done this before with considerable success. It had taken Wayne Rasmussen back to America; it kept his unhappy wife Marina in Peru afterwards; it protected his tourists from ever-dangerous Gutierrez; and, it helped locate his missing passenger in Cusco. He felt confident that the jaguar spirit could help him. It was all he had.
"Dejame vivir".... Let me live.... "Dejame vivir.... Dejame vivir.... Dejame vivir.... Dej...."
The first night was freezing cold up in the Andes and he wore only a sweater, trousers, socks and shoes. He shivered hard, teeth chattering, unable to warm himself. In the morning the tall, brown-shirted man came with a bowl of unidentifiable food and Jaguar complained that he was freezing.
To his surprise, the man seemed mildly sympathetic and promised to return shortly with a blanket. When he did it was a ratty old thing, but Jag sensed a weak link in the kidnapping chain and decided to try to befriend the man.
"Thanks. What should I call you anyway?"
"I'm not giving you my name," he asserted gruffly.



"So just make one up. You know mine."
"Uhh.... Call me Juan- just somebody I know."
"OK, Juan. Do you know this place at all?"
"No. Some kind of old ruin. Creepy place."
"A temple. Right below us there's a huge carved god in stone- the jaguar spirit worshipped by the Chavin people."
"Hey, that's your name. Jaguar. A coincidence?"
"No, I did research here. Friends named me after the spirit. Go down one level and you'll see it."
"Yeah, maybe I will. Too bad about the crap food. That's all she'll give you. Hates your guts!"
"I figured that already."
"Be careful. She's a mean one."
"Thanks for the blanket."
****
Finally, on the sixth day since Jaguar's kidnapping another letter arrived at the museum, in the same type of soiled and yellowed envelope. It bore the child-like block print lettering, rife with spelling errors. The police were called immediately before it was even opened. It would either tell them where to find the body or how much ransom was demanded for his return.
DIRECTER
NATIONAL ARKEOLOGY MUSEUM
LIMA PERU
CLASS ENEMY COSTS 1 MILLON U.S. UNMARKED. BAG DROP SW CORNER PARQUE MARIA REICHE LIMA SEP 13 17:00
NO COPS OR JAGWAR DIES
J
The police knew right away why this park was chosen. It was in suburban Lima, close to the airport, with direct access to the Pan-American Highway leading north or south along the Peruvian coast. A deep ravine along one edge of the park could allow a person to disappear quickly into the rugged scrubland below. The kidnappers could easily just melt away into Lima's criminal underworld if they chose.
The phrase "class enemy" told police that they were dealing with the remnants of the radical Communist group, the Sendero Luminosa. It was thought to have been virtually wiped out with the imprisonment of the founder, university professor Abimael Guzman, and other principal leaders. They had been responsible for the deaths of tens of thousands of Peruvians over the years. This kidnapping was very serious- a million dollars, probably to revive the hated revolutionary movement!
There was a big problem. The postal system had been slow delivering the letter and it was already September 13. There wasn't enough time to set up a million-dollar transfer, especially one which might offer a chance to capture or kill the kidnappers. It was unspoken, but authorities wanted them to go down in blood, just like Julio Gutierrez had a little more than a year ago. They wanted this group stamped out.
Marina learned what was happening with her husband from the news feed on her phone. The police had decided to use all forms of media to reach the kidnappers, to get them to hold off killing their hostage. The Director of National Security assured them that they would cooperate in negotiations but needed more time, having received the message on the day the ransom was to be paid. Jaguar's wife was beside herself with worry. Would the villains even get the police message?
While Jaguar's life seemed to hang in the balance, he wondered what his fate would be. Would the Chavin jaguar spirit answer his prayers? Or would he need to take matters into his own hands by attempting to escape? He had no idea where negotiations stood with the kidnappers, but further working Juan might provide some clues. He would come with food in the morning.
"Hey Juan. Same old shit again?" Jaguar joked sarcastically as he looked at his bowl.
"I brought you something else too," he said, pulling some fruit from his pocket. "I couldn't survive on the crap you're getting. It's her, you know."
"Thanks, man. Still freezing in here at night. I wake up shaking. Any chance of another blanket?"
"I'll see what I can find without her seeing me."
"Did you look around down below yet? You know, the Chavin stone jaguar god I was telling you about?"
"Yeah. And you say they butchered people up here, so their blood ran down across the thing?"
"Right. Then the priests would bring stoned worshippers into the lower chamber to see the bloody face. It was supposed to give them a vision of their future."
"Crazy, eh. And I thought there were a lot of stoners around today!"
They both laughed at Juan's little joke. Jaguar could see that they were on good enough terms now that he could ask about his own fate.
"Hey, what's going to happen to me?" he asked tentatively.
"Not sure. We sent a letter for a million dollars, but that was supposed to be yesterday. There was something on her phone today. The police need more time. So, I don't know what's next."
"A million! Didn't know I was worth that much to anybody," Jaguar tried hard to joke. "I hope somebody will pay it."
"Yeah. The million, or she'll kill you herself."
It was a sobering remark, then Juan left, saying that he'd see if he could find another blanket. The situation looked grim, and Jaguar knew that it was time to pray to his namesake spirit again.
****
As the agonizing days dragged by, Elena became Marina's best girlfriend. They talked several times daily by phone when Marina wasn't already working at the museum, and Elena visited the apartment some evenings. Marina cried on her shoulder regularly, and sometimes Elena joined her because she still carried deep feelings for her former lover. Jaguar's wife saw her as a supporting confidant, and they grew close to each other in this awful situation.
Elena was Latina, with a curvaceous figure and clothing often just a bit too tight. Shorter than Marina, her beautiful black hair was shiny and straight. She had very distinctive flashing dark eyes which she accented further with dark makeup. Though she dressed young, Elena was about ten years older than Marina, closer to Jaguar's age. Men always noticed her when she was out.
Sometimes when Marina was particularly upset, Elena would stay over, sleeping on the sofa. After she complained of a stiff back from the hard furniture, Marina invited her to share the bed, like a girlfriends' sleep-over. She hated sleeping alone now that her husband was missing. At first it felt strange for Elena, having been here with Jaguar on a few occasions in the past, but she relaxed when Marina told her how they'd had to buy a new bed after breaking the other one.
Before falling asleep the two of them would talk about their common interest, Marina's new husband.
"Elena, did you know that Jag had a fiancee, right here in Lima nearly twenty years ago?"
"No! I had no idea he was engaged. He's always played the field since I've known him."
"Yes, he did. He tells me that he's a different man now, and it better be true."
"Do you know anything about her? What happened that they didn't marry?"
"Between us, they were very much in love. Gloria and Jag were out for an evening stroll. It was a dangerous time in Lima, with the Sendero Luminosa radicals fighting the mainstream Communists for control of leftist politics. Street- fighting, murders, sometimes mass executions. Gloria was caught in crossfire as they walked, a shootout at twilight. Jag wasn't hit but she died in his arms."
"My god! That is awful! He never told me anything like that."
"I had to pull it out of him because it broke his heart and left a huge hole inside him. I tell myself that's why he wouldn't commit to anyone else for such a long time. Getting Julio Gutierrez to Bolivia without his passengers being caught up in the violence brought it all back to him last year."
As Marina told her everything, Elena experienced a sinking feeling inside. She was beginning to see parts of her former lover's past that he had never shared with her. Sure, they'd smoked up and enjoyed sex together, but that's as far as he allowed her to go. She'd never been into his soul- not like Marina, not like Gloria. Instead, Elena had just been another good time, one of many such women in Jag's life. It was a bitter pill to swallow.
Meanwhile, no-one had heard anything from the Shining Path kidnappers for another week. Was Jaguar dead, or was there some chance that the terrorists would be patient? Could the police do anything, or was it a matter of simply waiting? It seemed that all the cards were in the hands of the criminals. But, behind the scenes the police were working.
The group had stemmed from the university in the Seventies and police combed over their files of suspected members of the group who might still be alive. Many white-haired seniors who in their younger days had dabbled in radical leftist politics were picked up for interrogation.
Members of the mainstream Communist party were scooped up for questioning too. And pressure was brought to bear on the network of drug dealers in and around Lima. Anything to turn up a name to connect to the kidnappers. Gutierrez' long-time girlfriend- Juanita Almonte- was all they came up with, but it was a start.
About two weeks after Jaguar was nabbed, a video clip turned up on a memory stick dropped in front of the National Museum. It was taken directly to the police, and a short time later became headline news on every form of media across Peru. A short video featured Jaguar in front of a camera phone. He had a bloody lip and was unkempt, haggard and clearly under tremendous stress.
He spoke slowly and deliberately, improvising from a script.
"I pray here to the ancient spirit of the jaguar that I will live.... Pay the money to save my life.... I have no doubt they will kill me.... They give you four days.... September 25th.... In two days, they'll tell you where to leave the money.... Pay or I will die!"
As if to highlight the threat, the point of a gun was pressed against his temple as he finished. It was clear that these people meant business.
The video clip played so many times that Marina tired of seeing it. Then something caught her eye, something she had seen before. Just for a moment she caught a glimpse of what might be the Black and White Portal at the New Temple in the background. The year before, she had been there with the Andean Experience, and it had made a very strong impression on her. Then she watched the clip over and over and realized that her husband was being held at Chavin de Huantar!
How ironic that the kidnappers held him at the very temple of his revered Chavin god. He'd said that he prayed to the jaguar spirit that he would live. Perhaps it was intended as a further clue to his location? Should she take this information to the police?
As she thought it over, Marina worried that the police might blunder through the money-for-hostage exchange with guns blazing. That was all-too-often their way. Would Jaguar accidently be killed too if it came down to a shoot-out? After what she had seen with the hidden snipers who took down Gutierrez, Marina knew that her husband would be in mortal danger. And the desperate kidnappers would use him as a human shield if necessary.
That same evening when Elena came to visit again Marina seemed preoccupied and secretive.
"I'm going to tell you something, but no-one must know. Can you promise? This could affect Jag's life."
"I promise! What is it?"
"I know where they're holding him. I've been there."
"What! Where, for god's sake?"
"Before I tell you, you can't say anything. We're not going to the police. I don't trust them to handle this without him being killed in a shoot-out. Remember me telling you about the snipers who shot Gutierrez? If they do that with the kidnappers, Jag could die too."
"So, how would you get him back without the police doing it? I don't understand, Marina."
"We go and get him ourselves because I know where he is now."
"Be serious! We're going to take on the Shining Path ourselves!"
"Well, with some tough guys to back us up. You told me you have cousins recently out of the army."
"Vigilantes! You are serious. OK. So, where is he?"
"At Chavin de Huantar. Here, just watch this video clip. Look carefully at the background. I'll stop it for you."
"Yes. That could be the Black and White Portal. Show me again.... Oh my god, it is!"
"So, here's what I'm thinking, Elena."
They talked about Marina's crazy idea for an hour or so, weighing the possibilities and building a plan. Jaguar's old Andean Experience bus was garaged nearby, and they could pretend to be a tour group arriving at the site. Elena had these two cousins- Peruvian army vet brothers- just itching for some adventure after their military service. Accompanied by armed soldiers, Marina and Elena could go to Chavin de Huantar with some strength.
It was a bold and foolhardy plan coming from desperation, and Elena could see that her girlfriend wouldn't be swayed from it. But she persuaded Marina to accept a fallback position. If there were too many people or guns at Chavin, they would retreat, saying they'd taken a wrong turn on their way to another place.
Elena suggested that if there were only a few men there, they could use 'feminine charm' to lure them onto the bus. Then her armed cousins could capture them by surprise. The women agreed to wear provocative clothing the day of the visit.
****
A day and a half later, the little vigilante group was on its way northbound along the Pan-American Highway to Barranca. There they turned inland on a lesser highway into the mountain interior. They were headed for the small community of Chavin, where they'd stop overnight. There were rooms available at the same small motel and cantina where Marina had stayed on the first day of her tour a year ago.
"How are you feeling about this Marina? It's not too late to turn around."
"We're this far now, so let's go on with it. Your cousins Alphonse and Arturo are big guys, and they have kits full of army gear with them. That makes me feel a lot better."
"They're like two bad dogs on a leash, straining for some action. But they don't know how dangerous this is yet."
"How much have you told them?"
"A little. They know all about the kidnapping, of course. And the million-dollar ransom. I just told them that we're coming up here on a hunch to look for some clues."
"And they believe your story?"
"They asked very few questions, even when I swore them to secrecy. They take this as a mission, like their time in the Peruvian army. Like most of us, they hate the Sendero Luminosa. So, that makes this an exciting adventure."
"Elena, could we pray about this? I know Jag asks for help from the Chavin god in Spanish. Can you teach me the words? Something like, 'Save his life.'"
"Sure. 'Salvaria la vida.' Say it a few times with me so you remember it."
Marina practiced a bit, then they clasped hands, closed their eyes and began to chant in a soft rising and falling cadence. They continued this way for several minutes, and Marina could feel the power of the ancient spirit close by.
"Salvaria la vida".... Save his life.... "Salvaria la vida.... Salvaria la vida.... Salvaria la vida.... Salvaria...."
The next morning, they were ready to go. The two brothers were wearing their full military kit: fatigues, leather combat boots, caps, and duffle bags with semi-automatic weapons and plenty of ammunition. They'd been craving some excitement in the year since their army service. Marina and Elena were ready too, though Alphonse and Arturo didn't know it yet. Today, under their long coats the women wore skimpy, sexy clothing to distract any male kidnappers if necessary.
Finally, Elena explained the details of the mission to her cousins.
"You're probably wondering why we drove all the way up here in this old tour bus?"
"We thought maybe we'd be sleeping in it. The room last night was a real surprise."
"The bus is our cover. We're going to drive a couple of hours to an archaeological site, normally open to tourists. If the road has been closed, we're going in anyway because we think that Jaguar is being held captive there."
"Hey! You mean we're going to break him out!" they exclaimed eagerly.
"Without any shooting if we can avoid it," Marina said firmly. "We don't want him killed in a shoot-out, otherwise we'd let the cops take care of it."
"One more thing," Elena added. "If there are more than a few people, and they confront us with guns, we'll just leave with some excuse about a wrong turn."
The two brothers were visibly disappointed now that their purpose had been outlined. Army veterans didn't want to back away from a fight, especially on a rescue mission like this. In fact, their appetite for some action was so intense that they could hardly restrain themselves. Civilian life didn't offer the excitement of an armed rescue.
The drive to Chavin de Huantar took just a few hours. They saw no guards as the tour bus approached a wooden barricade blocking the short road leading into the place. There was a hastily made sign indicating the place was closed, so the bus carefully squeezed between the barricade and the nearby rock face. Arturo looked at his watch and spoke.
"It's almost noon. The key is surprise- nobody is expecting us. This needs to be a lightning raid to work. In and out in under an hour. The longer we're here, the more chance of something going wrong. Keep track of the time."
He jumped down from the bus and told the others to stay put while he took a quick look around the blind corner. A minute later he hopped back aboard.
"Very quiet. Pull ahead slowly. Everybody watch and be calm". There, up ahead now. One of them has seen us. He and another guy running this way. They have pistols. Easy now."
Marina and Elena tossed their coats into the seat behind them, leaving them clad in their tight, sexy things, in case they had to turn on the female charm. The brothers crept toward the back of the mini-bus and ducked behind the seat with their big automatic weapons ready.
Ten minutes into the mission:
"Hey, didn't you see the fuckin' sign and the barricade?" the guards shouted in Spanish, brandishing their guns.
Elena answered them in their own language, coming to the door to be sure they saw how she was dressed. Her tight blouse was undone, with the ends tied beneath her breasts, and her black skirt was extremely short. Her cousins' eyes were popping, wondering what the Hell was going on.
"We came a long way to see the temple. And we didn't want to turn around after coming all the way here," she said in a sexy voice.
The kidnappers hardly heard her, they were so focused on her deep cleavage and bare thighs. Marina stood behind her to grab their full attention too, clad in a crop top and tiny cut-off jean shorts. She was showing as much skin as Elena, totally distracting the two men, and Elena's cousins. The terrorists lowered their guns and grinned.
"Sorry ladies, but the place is closed today," the tall one said in a much more pleasant tone.
"Aw.... Couldn't you let us in for a little while? We won't cause any trouble," Elena pouted, then added provocatively, "You wouldn't be sorry if you were nice to us."
"Meaning what?"
"Oh, I think you know. Come into the bus and we'll show you," she replied coyly.
They stepped into the bus eager to claim their prizes right away, but they were in for a surprise. Alphonse and Arturo popped up from the shadows and trained their weapons on the kidnappers- two big men in military fatigues, with two powerful guns. The kidnappers thought it was the Peruvian army!
"Drop your pistols!" Alphonse barked. "Stay right where you are or you're dead! Not a sound either."
"I wonder if the girls are interested in them?" Arturo laughed sarcastically. "You guys. Take off your shirts and drop them onto the floor. Good. Look right at our guns and lose your pants. Don't keep us waiting."
The two army vets were intimidating in every way, so the kidnappers obeyed, now reduced to their underwear.
"What do you think, ladies?" Alphonse joked, as Marina and Elena shook their heads negatively.
"Too bad guys- they've lost interest. Slowly get down on your knees. Keep looking at our guns. Onto your stomachs now, hands above your head," he ordered. "My brother is going to get you comfortable. Don't make me shoot you and mess up the inside of this bus."



With the kidnappers on the floor Marina and Elena quickly grabbed their coats to cover up the embarrassing clothing they were wearing. But, it had worked like a charm.
Twenty minutes into the mission:
Arturo produced some long plastic zip-ties with which he bound their wrists behind them and their ankles. Then he secured them to the seat frames, before tearing the sleeves off a shirt to gag their mouths. When the pair was immobilized, he laughed.
"Hey, it's your lucky day. We haven't killed either of you... yet. How many more are here?"
Juan, the tall one whom Jaguar had befriended, mumbled through his gag.
"Just one! Are you sure?" and Alphonse tapped his gun barrel against Juan's head. He nodded vigorously.
"Now where is the one they call Jaguar? I get impatient if you make me wait," he threatened. "Arturo, loosen his gag so he can tell us."
"In the little room above the big jaguar idol," Juan spluttered.
"I know where that is! I was there on my tour!" Marina exclaimed.
"OK. Where's the other guy you're with?"
"In the tent, straight ahead and behind the rocks. She was sleeping when we came to the bus."
"She! Does she have a gun?"
"Yeah. A rifle."
Thirty minutes in:
"We've got to get moving faster," Arturo urged. Put the gag back on him and come with me. Marina too, since she knows where he's being held. Elena, grab one of their guns and keep it aimed at them all the time. Shoot if they move. OK?"
Elena nodded and picked up their weapons, passing one to Marina. The prisoners weren't going anywhere.
Marina and the cousins crept slowly along the base of the rock outcrop in the direction of the tent location Juan had indicated. They led while she followed. All was quiet until Alphonse poked his head around the edge of the rocks. Suddenly a rifle blast broke the silence and echoed off the surrounding slopes. It was quickly followed by a couple of sharp pistol reports and a woman's scream of pain. Had Marina been hit?
"My leg! My leg! Je-sus, my leg! Ohhhhh...." an agonized voice shouted in Spanish.
Elena had heard everything and was relieved, knowing that Marina spoke very little Spanish. She knew now that the third criminal was down. And Jaguar had heard the shots too, so he realized that the someone must have come to get him. He would never have guessed that it was a vigilante group led by his wife and his former lover! Fearing more shooting, he cowered in a dark corner of his locked cage.
Forty minutes:
Now Jaguar heard footsteps inside the temple running his way. Two sets of feet, probably the kidnappers coming to use him as a human shield to make their getaway, he thought? How could he protect himself? Or was it the police coming to set him free? Then his wife burst into the room, accompanied by a big guy with a gun, wearing military fatigues.
"Oh my god, Marina! What in Hell?...."
"Jag! Jag! Are you alright? Are you hurt?"
"I'm fine. Just get me out of here! She has the key. Comes every day to taunt me like an animal. Bitch!"
"Alphonse shot her. She's alive and tied up."
"She has the key. Get it and let me out! Marina! I can't believe this!"
"Elena and I came for you with her army cousins. This is Alphonse.... Oh my god, Jag! You're alive! You're alive!"
Fifty minutes:
When Jaguar had been set free, Arturo used the wheelbarrow to transport the wounded kidnapper to the bus. Out in the sunlight, Marina could see how haggard and dirty her husband looked, but it didn't matter- she had him back. She clung tightly, arms around him, supporting Jag all the way to the old Mercedes. Elena rushed out to hug him too.
When everybody was aboard, Arturo secured the woman to the seat frames like the other two. Jaguar looked at her bloody leg and told Arturo to tie a tourniquet higher up to stop the bleeding.
"Remember the doctor's place in Chavin where we took Wayne for repairs, Marina?" he said. "We'll stop there to get this bullet out. After that, take turns driving, straight to the main police station in Lima."
Then he looked at the wounded prisoner, her eyes blazing at him with hatred.
"She's the ringleader. Gutierrez' woman. Holds me responsible for his execution by cops at Copacabana."
Sixty minutes:
The bus pulled away, bound for Lima. Mission accomplished in one hour.
****
For the next few weeks, Marina watched over her husband as he recuperated from his ordeal. A steady parade of friends and well-wishers came to see him and the four heroes. Television crews and reporters intruded to interview Marina about the vigilante rescue. The public hated the Sendero Luminosa and couldn't get enough news about the fearless little group who had taken them down. Jaguar, Marina, Elena, Alphonse, and Arturo were media celebrities across Peru for weeks.
Jaguar would never forget what his wife and Elena had done for him. He knew that their bravery had saved his life. But he was left with something else from the incident which he kept to himself.
In quiet moments, Jag remembered the kidnapper, Juan. The fruit for him in the man's pocket; the two old blankets; his interest in the jaguar spirit: these little things had given hope when all seemed hopeless.
He knew that the kidnappers would be dealt tough justice by the law. There was no question about that. But Juan had shown a simple humanity that Jaguar believed should somehow be acknowledged.
He resolved to speak about these things during the man's trial.
Perhaps he could help mitigate Juan's harsh jail sentence?
But for now, Jaguar was safe, no longer a caged animal.
Please rate my story before you go. I have another one in the works to finish the series. Thanks for your support.
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Crime in Cusco
Bright security lights shone from above, sparkling on the glass of the display cases at the museum. It was night-time, and there wasn't a sound, until soft footsteps crossed the main exhibit area. Shadows of a hooded figure moved past the security cameras, but no-one was watching the monitors tonight. The shape seemed to be searching for a particular case, then stopped when it was located.
The mysterious person produced a small key and knew exactly where to locate the little lock at the front of the wooden case. Two turns and it released, so that gloved fingers could raise the protective framed glass top. Two colourful items were carefully removed from the case and tucked into a padded sack.
Then the whole process was reversed. The figure turned and passed in front of the cameras again undetected, and out a side door. Moments later, everything seemed the same as before, unless one looked carefully at the relocked display case. More than a half million dollars worth of ancient Peruvian treasures had just vanished.
****
Wesley Bruce Arundel - Jaguar to all who knew him- was finished with his former tour business, The Andean Experience. He tired of life on the road and settled down in Lima with his wife, Marina, a former excursion passenger. Now they both worked at the National Archaeological Museum, where he headed Acquisitions.
Marina was a docent, guiding English-language tours under the direction of Special Collections chief, Elena Rodriguez. The woman was one of Jaguar's former girlfriends. Elena and Marina had recently worked together to rescue him from Shining Path kidnappers set on revenge for the police killing of Julio Olivera Gutierrez.
Before that, Elena and Jaguar had made an amazing coup for the museum. Using bluff and bravery, with Marina's help they had secured two absolutely priceless Moche culture Decapitator God pieces. A commercial 'treasure hunt' business, Olympia Resources, had unearthed them, ready to sell to international collectors. Now they were securely on display in Lima, important pieces of Peruvian heritage. But that's another story: [my 'New Wife, Old Lover, Ancient Gods']
Elena was calling Jaguar from her office downstairs.
"Still basking in our celebrity status at the museum?" she joked.
"Yours as my Sendero Luminoso rescuer, or mine as the survivor? You and Marina saved my life."
"No. I'm talking about those Moche Decapitator God artifacts we scooped up for the Museum a few months back."
"Ah....Yes, but I haven't seen any extra salary come our way for it. Have you?"
"No, but there are certain perks...." Elena countered, her voice trailing off to invite his response.
"Such as?"
"Travel to exotic places," she teased, drawing his interest. "Like Cusco, one of the most popular global trip destinations."
"Why Cusco?" Jaguar asked, disappointed. "I've been there dozens of times."
"It's a working trip. We're picking up some very valuable objects at the museum there, and seeing that they get back here with no problems along the way."
"Why the transfer?"
"The Heritage Ministry wants them here in Lima since they're of such national importance. Besides, our security is better than in Cusco."
"Not a bad deal, I guess. We babysit some artifacts and get a little trip."
"Yes. Three days and two nights. We also have some entertaining to do. The Cusco people are not exactly thrilled to be handing these items over, so we'll get a hospitality suite to ease the transfer. A stocked bar, some food and music- a social evening or two to make nice with them."
"A stocked bar. A social night or two. This is sounding better now."
"Good. I'll let you know as soon as they give me a date. Meanwhile, check out anything you can find about Inca 'keros' so we know what we're talking about when we arrive to pick them up."
"You're the Special Collections chief, Elena. I know that you'll love researching this. Then send me a copy, OK?"
"That's what I like about you Jag. Always willing to use me," she said sarcastically.
"Not anymore, Elena. Not anymore," he replied solemnly.
Elena's comment hung there like an unfurled flag for a few moments. They both knew that she'd shared his bed in the past and Elena would gladly trade places with his new wife, Marina. But that was all history and it had to go unspoken now.
Jaguar came home from the museum excited by something, and Marina was quick to pick up on his mood.
"What's going on, Jag? I can tell with you. What is it?"
"Looks like I'm taking another trip for the museum, down to Cusco this time. We're transferring two very rare pieces from their collection to display them here. They're so important that the Heritage people insist they be shown in Peru's leading gallery."
"So why are you going to Cusco?"
"Too important and valuable to trust to any courier. They require personal pickup and delivery by me and Elena."
"Elena! Why do two of you have to go?"
"I think the Director wants two people so we're a theft deterrent to each other. These artifacts are worth a lot, and they can't risk one person suddenly disappearing with them. The law of averages, I guess. They figure at least one of us will be honest."
"So... by that reasoning three people would be even better. I'd like to go."
"You can't. We're flying to Cusco and I know the museum will only buy tickets for two of us."
"Come on, Jag. We always have such a good time when we travel."
"Marina. That's not fair. Of course, I know, but this is not a free flight."
"You'll have to get two rooms anyway, right? And three in a taxi costs no more than two? Couldn't we just buy my ticket and save a bit on meals? I know we'll have a nice time," she suggested.
"You really want to come with us? I'll ask Elena."
"I know she's not your boss, so you don't have to ask her! I want to go!"
Jaguar knew that Marina would add another dimension to the trip. The more he thought about it, the reasons for having her accompany him quickly added up. It would be nice to enjoy her company. Another important consideration was the unhappy wife he'd face at home when he returned if she didn't go with him.
Marina had her own reasons for coming. Through a slip-of-the-tongue by a colleague at the National Museum, she'd just become aware that Jaguar and Elena had been occasional intimates before she came along. While Elena was her boss and her best girlfriend, she knew that it would be foolhardy to let the two of them travel alone to Cusco.
That evening Marina launched a 'charm-offensive' to remind Jaguar how much she'd like to travel with him. She looked irresistible in what little she wore to bed that night as she perched on her knees to model it for him.
It was too much for man or beast to resist! Jaguar sprung on her, grasping her in his arms as if she was his soft, sensuous prey. His mouth found the curve of her neck, then he kissed up to her ear before voraciously latching onto her red lips. Jaguar growled in his excitement.
Marina was no tender thing herself. Strong and athletic, her arms circled Jag's shoulders, crushing herself into his broad chest. Soon both were damp with perspiration and their passion, before collapsing together and quickly drifting off to sleep.
Marina was definitely going to Cusco.
****
On the plane out of Lima, Jaguar sat between his wife and Elena to discuss some business with the Special Collections chief. She had a dossier on the two pieces they were retrieving, the material in a large brown envelope for Jaguar to examine during the flight. He had just begun to review the contents.
"This is what we're going to pick up? Painted wooden cups! No gold or silver treasures?" he exclaimed.
"You know they're called 'keros', not just any old drinking cups. They're Incan, and the museum is eager to expand its Inca collection. Yes, they're carved wood, but they're in near-perfect condition, something quite uncommon. And they're painted, as you can see, with lots of red, the colour of blood and power for the Inca."
"Painted wooden cups, probably used for drinking beer," Jaguar said disparagingly.
"Chicha, Jag. Inca brew. It's the paint that makes these two so valuable. They're at least six to seven hundred years old, maybe more, and the paint is as vibrant and colourful as the day they were made. Look at the photos. See what I mean? Red to show warriors and rulers. Even a scene with a herder and his llamas. These will be worthy additions to our collection."
"Really Elena? Wooden drinking cups! How can you get excited about these? Golden masks of Inti the sun god, yes. Decorated metal knives used in Moche decapitation rituals, definitely. I can relate to those. But these things!"
"Do me a big favour, Jaguar. Think what you want, but never say anything like that when we are with the Cusco people. They think that Lima is stealing these things from them." She was annoyed. "Did you see the insurance estimate of their value? Check it over before you get too critical."
Jaguar examined the six digit figure and whistled in amazement. He stared at the numbers in disbelief.
"Never underestimate the value of little things from the past, Jaguar. Have you ever heard about the Lewis Chessmen? It's a set of Viking carved walrus tusk chess pieces found in Scotland. One little missing piece recently sold at auction for 735 000 pounds sterling- nearly a million American dollars! These two keros are a bargain by comparison."
"Oh my god!" Marina exclaimed. It seemed almost unbelievable to her.
"Well, the Vikings and the Inca don't make this stuff anymore," Elena quipped.
The flight experienced the usual turbulence as it crossed the Andes Mountains but was otherwise uneventful. After a cab from the airport, they arrived at their hotel, a classy place. Jaguar had used this hotel at the end of his tours so that his customers experienced some luxury after two weeks on the road.
At check-in there was a familiar face on the front desk, Mercedes, an old friend of Jaguar's. Like a brawny sailor, the man used to have a girl in every port.
"Hello Jag. Long time, no see," she breathed in Spanish. Marina didn't understand the words, but she knew the tone, so she quickly stepped up close beside him.
"Mercedes. This is my wife, Marina. The three of us are here on business for the National Museum. No more touring for me anymore."
Her whole tone changed.
"Welcome to the hotel, sir. We have a two-bedroom suite reserved for your group on the top floor for the next two nights. Three keys?"
"Thank you, Mercedes. You are always so helpful."
"My pleasure, Mr. Arundel."
On the way up the elevator, Jaguar caught an earful from Marina.
"She knew you Jag, and I think she was coming on until you introduced me. What did you mean by 'you are always so helpful?' I saw women at hotels and restaurants being over-friendly with you on the tour I took too. Are there things about you that I don't know?"
This was certainly one topic that Jaguar didn't want to get into with Marina. He already knew that his 'women on the road' past was a real sore point with her. So he kept his mouth shut.
The trio was immediately impressed with the suite Elena had booked for them. There was a large enough furnished common area to entertain at least a dozen people. Branching off from this was a short hallway with two separate bedrooms across from each other, and a large bathroom at the end.
Invitations had been issued to the brass from the Cusco museum, and their partners, to arrive after 7:00 for an evening social. It might help ease any hard feelings about the transfer of the two Inca drinking vessels to Lima. Jaguar still couldn't understand why these simple items were a bone of contention between the museums.
Both Elena and Marina deliberately overdressed because they fully expected the Cusco women to do the same. They wore fashionable long gowns and towering heels. Elena chose to highlight her full chest with a deeply scooped dress, while Marina drew attention to her long legs with a gaping side slit reaching high up her thigh.
Jaguar was more casually clad, but at least it wasn't his signature camo touring gear, and his hair and beard were neatly trimmed. He appeared less like a jaguar than usual tonight, but the animal in him would have pounced on both of the women, they looked so appetizing. He'd done it before.
The evening went well, with plenty of alcohol, some good music and hors d'oeuvres. Most of the Cusco people came with partners, but there were a few singles. Elena was quite taken by a very handsome fellow, Hector Hernandez, a slim guy of medium stature. He was the Cusco Museum Director's personal assistant. Elena spent plenty of time drinking and dancing with him.
One unpleasant incident occurred during the party when a high-ranking Museum Board member made her views on the transfer abundantly clear. She'd had a bit too much to drink and was certainly very angry.
"I feel like this is a theft! These are Inca pieces and Cusco was the capital of their empire. This is where they should be on display, not in Lima!" Madame Lopez stated firmly.
The Director of the Cusco Museum tried to diffuse the situation but he only made it worse with what he said.
"We have plenty of other fine Incan pieces to display. I don't want those keros to go either, but it will make room for some other things we have in storage now."
"Director, it's not this artifact or that one. Everything Inca is important in Cusco! I swear that I'll do anything I can to stop this transfer and keep those drinking cups here where they belong," Lopez hurled back at him.
"Now, now Madam. It's not their doing," he said softly, looking over at Elena and Jaguar. "The Heritage Ministry made the decision and there's not much we can do about it, short of hiding them somewhere, is there?"
"Well, do it then! We have to stop this transfer!" she spat out, a bit too loudly.
Everyone went quiet, drawn to listen to the altercation. The Director was able to draw her away from the group, where they embarked on a quieter but still heated conversation.
The party broke up long after midnight, but Hector hung back, talking and laughing with Elena while they drank nightcaps. Later, when everyone was gone and Jaguar and Marina had closed their door, he quietly slipped into Elena's room with her. The party was over and all was quiet in the hotel suite for now.
Jaguar and Marina were just settling down to some love in their room right across the hall from Elena's. Their hearts warmed as they sighed and murmured sweet affections. Things were heating up between them.
Meanwhile, across the hallway, Hector was eagerly demonstrating his prowess. The bedcovers were rustling and Marina was sure that she could hear Elena moaning, between urgent entreaties to him.
"Jag. Do you hear that? It sounds like they're having sex over there," Marina whispered in an annoyed tone.
"What did you think they'd be doing? Discussing the keros?" he joked, eager to get on with it. "Never mind them now."
"I can't do it, Jag. Not with that woman moaning over there!"
Marina got out of bed to use the bathroom down the short hall. A few minutes later she flopped back into bed.
"No wonder they're so loud. Her bedroom door is half open! They must have been too drunk to think we'd hear them," she hissed with disgust.
****
The next morning, Hector was gone and the three of them were on their way to the museum in Cusco to pick up the artifacts. As their cab pulled up to the front of the building, they noticed a pair of police cars at the curb. When they walked toward the front entrance, an officer blocked their way and they could see yellow caution tape strung across the front doors.
"Cerrado hoy. Robo.... Closed today. Robbery," he said.
"We have an appointment with the Director at 11:00," Elena asserted.
"Your name?"
"Elena Rodriguez, National Archaeological Museum in Lima."
The officer talked to another officer posted at the front doors, and a few minutes later, the little group was ushered in through a side entrance. They were met there by the Director's assistant, Hector Hernandez, the same handsome fellow that Elena had spent the previous evening entertaining. He looked very tired and was probably a little hung over too.
"Good morning, Hector," Elena hugged him warmly, with kisses on each cheek.
"Bad morning, Elena," he replied. "Someone has taken the keros you came to pick up!"
"Oh my god! No! Weren't they locked up?"
"Yes they were. The display case glass wasn't broken, so no alarm went off. Come upstairs with me to the Director's office. I'm sure he'll want to talk to you about this problem. By the way Elena, nice party last night. Thanks for hosting us."
"Well Hector... I'm so glad that you came," she intimated. "We had a good time until this happened!"
"Maybe the robbery was done when we were at your suite? The police are reviewing the security camera footage to find out when it took place," he replied.
"Let's go upstairs and see if we can find out more. I'd hate to go back to Lima empty-handed," Elena remarked unhappily.
The police had just completed their preliminary investigation and were leaving when all four of them entered the Director's office.
"The whole display area is a crime scene," they warned. "No-one goes in there."
The three visitors from Lima sat in the Director's office waiting for him to tell them what he knew. But, he was a bit overwhelmed, and called for his secretary, Natale, to fetch him a coffee before he could start.
"I don't know what happened," he finally began. "No alarm, no broken glass, no fingerprints. But I did see the monitor footage and it happened just after 3:00 AM. Someone dressed all in black, with a hoodie covering their head was in and out of the display room in a few minutes."
He continued:
"They wore one of those Vendetta mustachio masks and white rubber-soled shoes. There are no fingerprints because they had blue disposable gloves. It's unclear by size and stature whether the suspect is male or female."
"Why wasn't anyone watching the security monitor at 3:00?" Elena asked.
"I believe that's when the night-watch goes downstairs to the coffee machine and takes a break," the Director stated, "But the police will be questioning him, I'm sure."
"It must be someone who knew when there'd be no-one watching the monitor. Someone who knew the night-watch's habits and routine." Jaguar pointed out.
"Maybe the watchman was the thief?" Marina suggested. "Was there any evidence of anyone either breaking into the building or slipping out of it?"
"Nothing. After hours all the outside doors are alarm secured," the Director noted. "I have no idea how a thief came in or got out. Unfortunately, I think the vessels are gone now, and I wonder if we'll ever see them again?"
"Into the black market, you think?" Elena asked.
"That's my theory. They may never get to Lima," the Director shrugged.
Jaguar found it odd that the Director was so quick to dismiss the loss of this valuable property. So, he peppered him with some pointed questions.
"When did you arrive this morning? Was anything out of the ordinary then? When were the police called?"
Right away the Director became defensive and angry about Jag's aggressive fact-finding.
"The police will be the ones to ask the questions, not you. Do you take me for a suspect? Do you think I'd steal from my own museum? Besides, I have an airtight alibi. You know that I was at your hotel reception until 12:30, and my wife can vouch for me being home in bed with her soon after that. So, no more playing detective!"



Jag had worn out his welcome with the Director, and the Lima group was dismissed, told that he would contact them as soon as he became aware of any developments in the case. He suggested that they stay in Cusco for a few extra days awaiting further results of the police investigation.
Elena was hugely disappointed at the sudden change of events. She expected a simple transfer of valuable items between museums, and now she was empty-handed. Always passionate about protecting Peruvian heritage, she worried that the rare drinking vessels might disappear forever into the secret world of private collections.
Afterward, the three of them hunkered down in a pleasant sidewalk restaurant to talk about the situation, drinks in hand. After some alcohol, the problem somehow didn't seem so insurmountable.
"Why would somebody steal those things?" Marina wondered.
"Motive. Let's think about who might want those keros and why?" Jaguar suggested.
"Somebody who knew how valuable they are. Someone with access to them from inside the museum," Elena stated.
"Someone who knew the security system and figured this would be their last chance to get these pieces," Marina added.
"But why these pieces, when there are so many other priceless items in the collection? Was it because these were being taken from Cusco? Was it because someone didn't want them to go to the National Museum?" Jaguar suggested.
"You did seem suspicious of the Director when we talked to him. Would he do something like that?" Marina asked him.
"It's possible. You heard Madam Lopez tell him she wanted them kept here in Cusco, even if it meant hiding them. She's on the Museum Board and they're the ones who pay his salary. I'm sure they also review his performance and decide whether or not he keeps his position."
"So you think Lopez could even be involved in this, Jag," Elena commented.
They tossed that around for a while and couldn't dismiss the theory. Was it a coincidence that the theft came the night before the articles were about to be taken to Lima? Or was it part of a complex plan where others would be seen as prime suspects? Maybe it was something they hadn't even considered?
Whatever the case, it was clearly a matter for the police at this point.
At supper that night, Hector joined Elena, the four of them dining at the hotel restaurant. It was clear that the two were attracted to one another. All evening he was excellent company, with sparkling conversation and polished manners. The two couples spoke about everything but the theft, and frankly, the visitors were glad to set it aside for the evening.
After a while, their conversation naturally came to focus on museum and archaeology-centered topics. Marina was beginning to feel left out, so she turned to Hector to talk to him a bit about the Inca, based on her tour guiding at the National Museum.
"My husband really isn't much impressed by these little keros," she admitted. "He likes the golden artifacts that honour Inti, the sun god. In fact, up at Machu Picchu we vowed to Inti to stay together for as long as the sun shines."
"That's very romantic!" Hector exclaimed. "Incredible place to pledge yourselves to each other! Inti was so important to the Inca, but has Jaguar ever said anything to you about the god Viracocha? "
"Maybe on our Peruvian tour a year ago, but I don't recall much exactly."
"Viracocha was the all-powerful creator god who went right back to earlier pre-Incan Andean cultures," he explained. "Everything had come from Viracocha: the heavens, the land, the people, everything."
"So why did the Inca make all the magnificent golden items to worship Inti? I've seen several different ones, even in the National Museum."
"Basically the Inca empire grew fast. They conquered other cultures and then forced their religion on them. They wanted people to serve the emperor, so they connected the sun god Inti to him. It was a state religion that used obedience and honour for the emperor to reinforce his power. The rituals and sacrifices to Inti were made through Inca emperors."
"Yes, they even called their emperors names like Inti Raymi, for example. The man himself was treated as the sun god," Elena added.
"So Inti became worshipped more than Viracocha...?"
"Exactly," Jaguar highlighted. "Viracocha was distant, creating everything, then stepping back. Inti was represented through the person of the emperor and people could relate to that."
The conversation continued to revolve around such topics until it was time to go back upstairs. Both couples returned to the suite and opened the hospitality bar again. They drank toasts to whatever came to mind, then kicked off their shoes to dance. Sometimes they changed partners and Marina watched Elena with Jag from the corner of her eye. Yes, she recognized the easy familiarity of old lovers as they danced close.
Well after midnight it was time for a nightcap, and Marina's parting words.
"Elena. Remember to close your door tonight!"
She did, but it made little difference. Hector and Elena soon were at it again with unbridled passion, and it seemed to go on for a long time. Jaguar tried his luck too, but Marina just wasn't in the mood amid all the frenzied activity across the hall. Their sleep didn't come until the visitor slipped out in the hours well after midnight.
****
The following morning, the three of them sat drinking coffee in their suite. Elena looked rather tired, but wore a smile. More of a satisfied smirk, in fact.
"What are you grinning about, Elena? The precious objects we were supposed to be taking to Lima today are gone, stolen," a grumpy Jaguar challenged.
"Didn't you hear them last night?" Marina complained. "They kept me awake. That's what she's smiling about!"
"Yes. Hector is very good at what he does. And I'm not talking about his Assistant to the Director's job at the museum," Elena admitted.
"Did it ever occur to you that he might be the thief?" Jaguar suddenly asked her.
"No! He was with me the first night we were here," Elena defended him.
"We know. We heard you that night too," Marina complained.
"How late did he stay with you that first night, Elena?" Jaguar asked.
"Probably an hour after the others left. Around 2:00, but I had been drinking so.... You think Hector did it?"
"Possibly. Anybody without a solid alibi for the 3:00 robbery time is suspect. And there are his shoes...."
"What about his shoes?"
"Last night, we all took them off to dance. His were white, rubber-soled shoes. Did he have them on the night before? I presume he removed them before you took him to bed?"
"Funny, Jag. I didn't notice. What's your point?"
"The Director told us that the thief wore white, rubber-soled shoes, that's all."
"Ohhh... so how do we know they're Hector's?"
"We don't, but imagine if any footprints on hard surfaces here match a footprint at the museum. Then there might be a connection."
"Or if a footprint at either location matches the tread of the shoe brand the thief wore in the video footage," Marina suggested.
"I see where you're going with this," Elena said with interest. "Jag, call the police over to check for prints here if you want to satisfy your curiosity. But I just don't think that he did it."
While they were waiting for detectives to come to the hotel room, the trio talked about Hector as a potential suspect. Jaguar questioned an irritated Elena closely.
"You spent plenty of quality time with him the past two evenings. Did he say anything at all that might connect him to the robbery? Otherwise, we don't have much, I admit."
"Not really. Just the usual sort of thing. He likes his job at the museum, but he doesn't know how much longer he can stomach being under the Director. Hector figures that he does most of the guy's work for him. He hopes to land a similar position himself some day."
"I suppose that he'd take one in Lima if the chance came up? Did he ask you about that?"
"We only talked about it in a very general way. I told him the National Museum was a big place and that there might be opportunities there that he should look into."
"Did he say anything about the keros transfer?" Jaguar asked.
"Nothing. He mostly just sweet-talked me. Wondered if I had anybody else. Said he'd like to spend more time with me. Wanted to come and see me in Lima. Maybe he could visit on his upcoming vacation? That sort of thing. I agreed to have him visit Lima because I like him."
"Do you think he was just playing you, Elena? Seeing if you can help him get a job at the National Museum?" Marina wondered.
"Stop it you two! You aren't detectives. Leave it to the police. I can't imagine that he's the one who stole those keros. Yesterday you were suspicious of the Director, remember Jag?"
"Actually, I'm suspicious about a few people and maybe even combinations of them working together. We heard Madam Lopez saying that she'd do anything to keep the keros here in Cusco. She was very adamant about that and almost told the Director to do something- even hide them."
"So, maybe the two of them. They'd certainly have access to everything: keys, alarm codes, hiding places, that sort of thing," Marina added. "Who else?"
"I'd be interested to hear what the police find out when they interview the night watchman. He goes downstairs to the coffee machine every night at the same time and he has full access to the camera system, probably the alarms, and maybe even all the keys? I wonder if he either took the pieces, or helped someone else get them?"
"Then, of course, you've already said you're suspicious about Hector," Elena huffed. "That business about the white shoes. You haven't noticed that look is very popular now, Jag. Lots of white casual shoes around- they're so comfortable. I have a pair myself! Not everybody is in camo clothing and work boots," she added sarcastically.
"You have white shoes? Maybe I should add you to my suspect list then?" he retorted.
"Stop it now. Let's just let the police figure it out, OK?" Marina intervened.
Later, a detective came to the suite and dusted the hard floor surfaces for footprints. There'd been a lot of people in the place the past two days, so the best he could come up with was part of a ridged toe print, likely from a rubber-soled athletic shoe of some sort. It wasn't much and might lead to nothing.
And he had an additional bit of information. There were no footprints available in the part of the museum with the display cabinets which held the missing items. The cleaner had come in early the day of the theft and thoroughly washed the whole room. Her story was that she had to leave early to visit family that day, so she started work as soon as the service entrance opened up.
To Jaguar it seemed like too much of a coincidence to have happened within hours of the theft. Perhaps she was an accomplice? Had somebody in authority told her to come in early so more evidence would be removed? He added another potential suspect to his growing list.
****
The trio had at least one or two extra days to spend, having notified the Lima museum about the theft, and the police suggestion that they stay in Cusco while the investigation proceeded. Jaguar went to the museum to see if anything new had developed, while Marina and Elena lounged around together talking in the suite. They'd go for lunch when he returned from the museum.
When Jaguar got back they both wore a look which suggested they knew something that he didn't. He decided to wait until they were ready to tell him.
"Do you want to know what I learned at the museum?"
"Yes, do tell. We didn't think you'd be allowed inside."
"The Director talked with me in his office. He apologized about the security breach and the time we've wasted here during the investigation. He seemed truly worried that the keros would be lost to Peru forever."
"Do you still think he's a suspect?"
"If he has anything to do with the theft, he is covering up very well. I'm beginning to wonder if he was actually involved."
"Did you see Hector at all?" Elena asked with obvious interest.
"No. Hardly anyone was around. The police were interviewing most of the staff today to see if they can come up with any suspects.... So what did you two do this morning?"
"Hector called Elena and they talked for a while. He said that he'd just been interviewed by the police and it seemed to go well."
"Like I figured it would," Elena gloated to Jaguar. "And something else. He thanked us for our hospitality the past few nights..."
"Well, I'm sure he was very thankful! You were especially hospitable," Jaguar laughed.
"No more of that, Jag!" Elena retorted. "He had an invitation for us, something that occurred to him after we talked about Viracocha and Inti last evening at supper. Today is June 21st, the winter solstice, the shortest day of the year in Peru. Hector offered to take us all up to Sacsahuman for the festival this afternoon. You know, the Inca celebration that Inti is returning and will rise higher in the noon sky for the next half year. We'd both love to go."
"Right, the Inti Raymi festival! I forgot all about it. Yes, let's do it. There'll be plenty of vendors up there, so we don't need to go out for lunch. How soon can you both be ready?... Good. Call him up Elena, and we'll meet him out front when he comes. I'm liking Hector more all the time!"
"I remember going up there on your tour, Jag. You told us about this festival, and now we can see it together!" Marina was excited.
Less than an hour later they were on their way, crammed into Hector's little car. And soon enough they had climbed the steep road up to Sacsahuman, the Inca sun temple and fortress on a hilltop overlooking the city. This had been an important place for sacrifice to Inti and likely a spot for cosmological observation by ancient astrologists. Today it was crammed with thousands of people.
Sacsahuman has at least three different levels of carefully cut and fitted stone walls which step up the hillside. Every available stone to sit on, and the slope above the wall tiers was taken up by spectators, many of them dressed in colourful traditional clothing. This marked the modern-day revival of an ancient cultural tradition- a celebration of the return of the last Inca emperor.
It originated in the legend which foretold a time when the sufferings of the Inca people would end as they threw off their cruel Spanish overlords. The true Inca emperor would be resurrected and installed as supreme ruler, bringing prosperity and justice to the empire again.
The last Inca emperor had been beheaded by the Spaniards for leading an unsuccessful revolt against them. Tradition says that his head was secretly buried by his followers and is growing a new body in preparation for his return to power.
"Here comes Inti Raymi now," Hector pointed out as a muscular man with an elaborate head piece was led into the open area in front of the stone walls of Sacsahuman. "Every year there is intense competition to be the one to play the role. It is considered a great honour to be chosen. He looks like he's very proud to have the part, doesn't he?"
"He does," Marina concurred, asking, "Who are all those women in colourful red dresses around him supposed to be? There must be at least a dozen of them."
Jaguar knew. "They are the 'acllas', the Virgins of the Sun, who were chosen to serve the Inca emperor."
"Were they concubines, some sort of temple prostitutes?" Marina wondered.
Elena knew. "No, in fact they were the opposite, young women expected to be chaste and pure. They were chosen at about ten years old- the most appealing and confident girls- to serve the emperor. Some were trained to weave golden-threaded clothing and prepare elaborate foods. Young women were given by the emperor in marriage to powerful leaders, and the very best were saved for virginal sacrifice to the gods."
"We saw that last year, Jag!" Marina exclaimed. "Remember that little girl found frozen solid on top of the mountain, at the museum in Arequipa. That was so sad."
"To us, yes. But for their parents it was a great honour to serve the emperor and the gods," Jag reminded her.
Hector added more. "When the Spaniards came, they did away with this aspect of Inca culture and any other that clashed with Christianity. Their priests persuaded the Inca to convert to the new faith by connecting the two religions. Viracocha and Inti were like the Father and the Son. The bloody crucifixion was like Inca human sacrifice. But some ancient ways survived secretly- like the return of Inti Raymi today."
Traditional Andean music swirled through the air- haunting flutes and string instruments. The whole event had an other-worldly feel that captured Marina's interest like her first experiences with Peruvian culture. It was an amazing day!
While the four of them were out, there was an investigation going on back in Cusco. Forensic work was continuing on the footprint evidence and video footage, while all of the museum staff was being interviewed. But the police were not having very much success.
Later that evening, a call from the Director updated Elena about the status of the work. He confirmed that the dusting for prints at the crime scene was not successful because the floors had been washed the morning of the theft.
Nor was the surveillance footage clear enough to recognize the specific brand of shoe which the thief wore. The investigation had hit a dead end. The police were continuing their interviews and the Director suggested they remain in Cusco a bit longer.
That night Hector didn't stay over at the suite. When the hotel room was quiet, Jaguar went to the sofa in the lounge area. He smoked some of the weed that he always kept on hand, preparing himself for a vision of the ancient Chavin jaguar spirit. After inhaling a joint, he could almost see the bloody carved face of his namesake icon. He began a soft, rhythmic chant, his voice rising and falling, appealing for its help.
"Encontrar al lardon".... Find the thief.... "Encontrar al lardon.... Encontrar al lardon.... Encontrar al lardon...."
.
Jaguar was a modern-day shaman, a man who believed than he could speak to the ancient gods. Would the jaguar listen to his prayer? He felt confident because it had so many times before. It seemed like Jaguar had a direct line of communication to the Chavin spirit who could shape events in his favour.
****
That same evening, Sergeant Ramon Amanza had just a few more people from the museum staff to interview. The investigation into the theft was continuing, but so far there were only suspicions, and little hard evidence. They say that if a crime isn't solved in the first forty-eight hours it will only become increasingly difficult. The clock was ticking on this one.
Before the next person came into the little room, the Chief of Police slipped in and conferred quietly with the sergeant. They spoke briefly about the inconclusive footprint evidence from the hotel suite, a possible match to the thief's shoes in the surveillance video. Hector Hernandez had worn similar shoes to the reception that evening. It was all that they had at this point.
Sergeant Amanza bobbed his head in acknowledgement before the Chief left the room, telling the next subject to step inside.
"Come in now, Senor Marillo. Sit there and I'll ask you some questions, like I've been doing for the rest of the museum staff. Relax. Help yourself to a cigarette if you want. I have a lighter. Good. So, let's begin."
The nightwatch was seated across from the sergeant, and Amanza could see that the grizzled old man seemed to be carrying the weight of the world. The interviewer noticed his nervousness as he was asked about his job, his usual 3:00 AM coffee break, and his tenure at the museum. It interested the sergeant that he had only worked there for the past half year.



When he asked the nightwatch how he got this position- an easy, well-paid government job- the case began to come together in Sergeant Amanza's calculating mind.
"My nephew works there."
"What's his name?"
"Hector Hernandez"
Then the sergaent played a hunch which came from his earlier discussion with the Chief of Police.
"We've found footprints which seem to match the shoes your nephew was wearing that night. And we see those same shoes in the surveillance video of the gallery during the theft. What do you know about that, Senor Marillo?"
"Nnn... othing. I don't know what shoes he wears," he stammered, unconvincingly.
The old man was sweating profusely now and trembling with fear. His nephew had assured him it would be easy. No-one would ever know. Finally there'd be enough money. Now this inspector seemed to have him. His mind reeled, with no way out. What could he say to keep the cop away? Sergeant Amanza continued in a soothing voice.
"Are you sure you don't want to admit your part in this? Hector will tell us anyway, so you might as well admit it now. It'll put you in favour with the judge, you know."
The nightwatch was shaking hard, literally dying inside. God in heaven! Should he admit it and maybe get off lighter than if he tried to lie? He made a decision and blurted it out.
"OK. I needed the money because my wife is sick. He promised me ten percent if I would turn the alarms off at 3:00 when I went for my coffee break."
"So he could come in, take the goods and leave the building before you came back, right?" the sergaent confirmed, hardly able to believe his good luck with this.
"There were twenty minutes and he had the keys to the cabinets. He knew which exit door was outside the range of the cameras. Hector told me no-one would ever find out it was me. I shouldn't have believed him, but I needed to buy the medicine. That's why I..."
Then old Senor Marillo finally just lost it. He broke down crying with his face in his hands, his body heaving as he tried to breathe between deep sobs. He knew that he would be going to prison.
Ramon Amanza could see how Hernandez had used his desperate uncle to carry out the theft. Part of him felt sorry for the old man as he finished the interview and switched off his recording device. Then he led Senor Marillo to a holding cell in the police station.
Hector Hernandez had enjoyed a fine day up at Sacsahuman with the people from the National Museum. They left the festival as friends and he was sure there was no chance they would connect him to the missing keros. The earlier police interview had been easy too, with no apparent concerns. And Elena was in the palm of his hand now, so he would be able to escape to Lima and stay with her. More hot sex there was an extra bonus!
Everything seemed to be going very well. But he hadn't been home for more than a few hours when a loud rap sounded on his apartment door. It was quickly followed by another one and a sharp command.
"Police. Open up!"
Suddenly all of Hector's optimistic plans turned to dust.
****
Two days later, Elena, Jaguar and Marina occupied a row of seats along one side of the Cusco-to-Lima flight. They were coming home now, a short trip having stretched to five days.
"I guess it was worth the delay, Elena," Jaguar remarked.
"Definitely!" she replied, patting the cubic-foot packing box on her lap containing the precious keros.
"Until yesterday evening I didn't think it would turn out this way," Marina added.
"Chalk it up to Elena's sex-appeal!" Jag joked. "She's the one who got Hector to spend so much time at our suite."
"Stop it, Jag!" Elena exclaimed softly, not wanting to draw attention. "He was just using me. He was trying to set up an escape from Cusco. I think Hector figured he could stay with me while he unloaded the keros in Lima."
"Your sex-appeal, I say. Don't underestimate yourself, Elena," Jag laughed, then groaned as Marina shot an elbow into his ribs.
"No, it was the sergeant who questioned the nightwatch." she retorted. "He bluffed the old guy out, and he soon caved in with the whole story."
"And Hector took those drinking vessels because he knew they were being transferred to the National Museum, right?" Marina added.
Jaguar replied, "He knew that suspicion would fall on the Director, because there's so much rivalry between museums. Hector was counting on that in his timing. He planned to fence them in Lima during his vacation, and he wasn't coming back to Cusco either."
"Quite a story! And now you have the keros, Elena," Marina concluded.
"But not without the loss of my dignity!" she whispered. "Now everybody from the Director to the police knows that I spent two nights in bed with Hector. I thought we had something going, but he was just using me for a place to hide out. My god, I was such a fool!"
"Don't be so hard on yourself. If he hadn't come back for more that second night, the shoe matching wouldn't have come to light," Jaguar reassured her.
"You're not making me feel any better, you know."
Jaguar didn't say anything more because he knew the real reason the case was solved. He had prayed to the jaguar spirit, and as usually happened, the ancient Peruvian god had delivered. It had brought Marina to him and it had saved him from the Shining Path kidnappers too. In his mind the Chavin spirit was responsible yet again. He smiled with smug satisfaction.
Jaguar felt pleased with their short trip to Cusco.
Marina had a chance to experience the festival,
And Elena was coming home with precious keros.
Yes, in the end everything had turned out well....
Except for Hector and his unfortunate old uncle.
Thanks for reading the final story in the series. One day I may get to Peru myself. Please rate 'Crime in Cusco' before you go.
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This story is intended as entertainment, with no intent to discredit anyone. A prior Exhibitionist and Voyeur story, "Anita and Randy Visit a Swingers' Club" was based on an actual series of emails from Literotica reader, 'Anita'. It concluded with an invitation to spend a weekend with a couple they met there.
Hot Tub Weekend
My imagination was running wild again.
Anita was naked in the hot tub with her legs open wide while Randy banged the living daylights out of her. Sprawled out and spread nude opposite her, Susan was getting her husband Russell's best too- quick, deep thrusts from his big cock. The warm water was bubbling around the four of them, partly obscuring the actual coupling, but there was no doubt what was taking place that late afternoon.
Randy was pounding so hard into Anita that it forced her to lock her arms around the rim of the tub so she could push back against him. Her shapely tits bounced as they moved, the long nipples peaked with desire. This was amazing for her! Every bit as good as sex had been at the swinger club last month. From her vantage point, she could see that Russell was equally energetic as he ploughed into his pretty blonde wife.
It was exciting out in the couple's back yard, partially surrounded by trees, but with some privacy gaps. Anita wondered if any neighbours could see them naked and having sex this summer afternoon? If they could, it would seem like something out of a porn video. Imagining that she might be performing for an unseen audience was very stimulating for her as Randy drove himself into her hungry pussy.
Randy was new to this outdoor sex scene, but it was something he had always wanted to do. His wife had told me that they were nudists and sun worshippers, but that she wouldn't allow him any outdoor sexual displays. Today was different. Now he was buried to the hilt in his wife, all within a few feet of another hot couple doing the same thing. And yes, who knows who could be watching through the bushes?
Suddenly Russell and Susan stopped, and turned to watch the visitors. Anita was conscious of their private audience before the hosts called over to her.
"How about we swap now? Let's pretend we're all at the sex club again, OK?"
Anita grinned and bobbed her head in agreement. It was definitely fine by them!
My runaway imagination could see the whole thing playing out. But the thing is, it most probably had happened, and Anita, my firsthand informant, was supplying me with all of the vivid details.
****
I'm pretty certain that Anita and Randy are real people, though these are fictious names to protect their identity. A few months ago, she contacted me on my Literotica author's page in response to a series of stories I had written called, "Sharon Finds Erotic Photography". The lead character liked to pose naked and explore her previously untapped exhibitionism and bisexuality. One of the stories in particular triggered memories for Anita of a wild weekend she and her husband had spent at an out-of-town swingers' club.
What followed was a series of very graphic emails Anita sent in which she described their visit. She surprised me with explicit recollections as they indulged their deepest fantasies together. Anita admitted that she and Randy were nude sun worshippers, but the sex club visit was stepping out in a whole new direction. She was eager to tell me about it without very much prompting at all.
With Randy's approval, she had savoured a stranger's cock at the suggestion of the man's wife. Anita had also experienced girl-girl sex for the first time, while many people watched. Her emails caught the heat of the moment as she stopped just short of her first public orgasm while enjoying her new female playmate.
Then, when it was time to leave, the couple invited them to visit their nearby home some weekend to have fun in their pool and hot tub. When she said, "You won't need any swim wear," Anita and Randy knew all which that really meant.
After their story was published in Literotica's Exhibitionism and Voyeurs file -"Anita and Randy Visit a Swingers Club"- we traded thoughts about it in the story Comments section.
"Anonymous- 3 months ago: Great memories. It's difficult to describe a room full of naked couples in various forms of sexual activity, this is good. The couple on the round bed was exciting. Just holding his cock in my hand was awesome but then feeling it in my mouth- whew. Anita."
To which I replied:
"1fastguy- 3 months ago: Thanks Anita. So will you be telling me about the weekend in the hot tub with the people you met at the club?"
She had titillated me with her swingers' club adventure, but I wondered if Anita would care to take it farther? After all, more than four thousand readers now knew everything that she and Randy had done that club weekend- very intimate details to share with so many people.
After a while I hadn't heard anything more, so I just let it go and went on to some other material. Anita and Randy probably felt that I knew enough about their private lifestyle already. But that all changed about three weeks ago. Anita contacted me again through my author's page and I eagerly read her message.
"Hi again. I've been thinking about that hot tub weekend. Your latest story 'Sharon Finds Erotic Photography Ch. 15' describes a threesome so much like what I had there. It was one of the wildest things I've done. To have both of them together at the same time was amazing! It's hard to forget. Anita."
My mind went into overdrive right away! Was this Anita's way of telling me that she was ready to recount details of their hot tub visit? Was I in for another motherlode of raw sexual experience that I could only imagine in my own routine life? But I knew by the brevity of her message that she was teasing me, just dangling the prospect of another juicy story in front of me. We both knew that I would have to ask for it.
Anita was the exhibitionist who seemed to relish showing off, and I was the voyeur eager to read about the show. Of course, I asked.
"Hello Anita So glad to hear from you again. Are you two having much fun lately? I hope you'll tell me about your weekend because I'm ready to listen!"
It wasn't long before her reply came, arriving in the middle of the night like before, suggesting to me that she lived far away from my home. Were Anita and Randy on the American West Coast? Maybe they were in Hawaii or even Australia? I figured it must be someplace warm, though I didn't expect to ever find out.
"To 1fastguy I know you want to hear about the weekend. And you'll likely want to write another story. That's fine with us but you can only call us Anita and Randy again so nobody knows who we are. Agreed?"
I was quick to get back to her.
"Anita: You're right on both counts. And I'll protect your privacy."
At this point I expected that she would send me some information about their adventure, but nothing came. Was Anita still considering whether or not to divulge her story? Had she decided that enough of their private life had already been laid bare on the Internet? Could she continue to trust that I'd assure their identity wasn't revealed? In short, had Anita got cold feet?
All I could do was wait. Then after more than a week, the dam burst open.
"Hi, it's me
Yes, something in the Sharon story, Chapter 15 got me thinking about this. We went to their place about a three-hour drive from here. Far enough away for us not to know anybody else. They were really friendly, just like we remembered. It was a nice place at one end of the street- seemed like a quiet neighbourhood.
We all got drinks, then Susan said to come out back with them. Her husband Russell stripped right away, then Randy, and they jumped into the pool. No swim things, just like they said. Susan told me nobody can see into the yard because of all the trees so we both went in naked too. All four drinks were lined up along the edge like a swim-up bar.
We threw a beachball around for a while and Randy couldn't take his eyes off her nice body. Her husband looked good to me too. This was going to be a great weekend.
After some more drinks we were ready to really play. Randy pulled me in close and I put my legs around him. Next thing I knew he was inside me- right in front of them! So Russ did the same thing with Susan, both of us right beside each other.
Then we took our drinks over to the hot tub. It felt so good after the pool and the wine that I knew I wanted more sex right there. Randy took my boob and asked Russ if he liked my tits. Next thing I knew he was sucking my nipple while Randy lifted my boob up to him. Then the two of them did the same thing with Susan.
Pretty soon we paired off to let the other guy sample our tits. Russ was really good with his mouth and next thing I felt was his hand coming up to my puss. I jumped a little bit and Randy just looked over to smile. He knew what was happening and I think he did the same with Susan.
It felt great but I was still a bit shy outside like that in the daylight. I didn't want to fuck him, but I didn't stop him sucking and fingering either. I could feel myself getting hotter and breathing hard. Then I suddenly climaxed and my whole body was moving against the seat in the tub. Randy was working Susan but I was too busy to notice if she finished. I don't think either of the guys came.
Bye for now. Anita"
It was every bit as hot as I hoped it might be, told in Anita's straightforward style like her last emails. She uses a 'this-is-what-happened' approach, with only limited description. I read it over a few times to form a vivid picture of it in my mind. Then I wondered if there would be more? She'd said it was a weekend visit and her email just covered the first afternoon. I had to know what came next.
Anita had said that reading Sharon 15 led her to think about her experiences during the visit. But I knew there was nothing about either a pool or a hot tub in that story. She had mentioned a threesome with two people going at her. I decided to use this as a way to press for some details.
"Hi Anita You tell a great story and I can almost picture it in living colour. So how did my Sharon story bring this back to you? I didn't write about this. Or was there more? Thanks."
I waited patiently to see if she would send me more information. Sure, I was already thinking about another expose for Literotica because this was a unique opportunity to present a swinging lifestyle which many think about but very few actually live. What went on following the afternoon in the tub?
****
While I was awaiting further communication from my source, I thought about the motivation Anita might have for sharing such intimate personal details. Clearly, there must have been some sort of payoff, or else she wouldn't waste her time with me. Thousands of people had read about their visit to the swingers' club, and knowing that fact wasn't discouraging her from sharing even more.
I could picture Anita and Randy reading about their escapades, comfortable that they were anonymous. It must be exciting to see themselves in print. While this wasn't as daring as getting naked in a video or cell camera images, it was definitely much safer. Anita trusted me to hide their identity so that she and her husband could fornicate and orgasm their way through my story without reserve. A few people far from home would see it live, while multitudes could read the story.
One morning I checked my email and there it was- another long missive from Anita. I dug in eagerly. Right away I could see that she was quoting a long passage from the Sharon story that had triggered her memories.
"Hi. I finally have some time to write. We're moving so I'm busy.
This is what got me going about our trip to their place. As soon as I read it, I remembered that it was just like I did with Susan and Russell the first night there. I was like your Antonetta, naked underneath everybody."
Then she quoted the passage from Sharon 15.
'While Manuel knelt between Antonetta's thighs, he wrapped one arm around Sharon, French-kissing her while he rubbed the woman's protruding clitoris. He fucked Antonetta, then eventually withdrew and urged Sharon to suck his cock. She took him deep into her mouth and tasted Antonetta's juices. Manuel groaned ecstatically as she gobbled him down, while pumping his penis.
This gave Sharon a wicked idea for her own satisfaction. She scrambled to the other end of the bed and straddled Antonetta's face, lowering her wet pussy to the woman's full red lips.
'Fuck her again Manny while she eats my pussy. Let's see if we all can cum.'"
Anita continued her email:
"That's just how it was. After the hot tub we had a nice BBQ and more drinks. We watched some video that a friend of theirs had shot and they were in it. All kinds of sex with about six people, it was very hot and closeup. Randy said he'd love to watch something like that in person.
'How about now?' Russ said and next thing you know I was naked with the two of them up in their bedroom.
Randy sat in a chair watching while Susan and I did some girl-girl stuff to get her husband warmed up. I loved kissing her full lips and feeling her big boobs pushing against me. Her hand came down to my pussy and I spread wide so both men could see.
I was so turned on by what I knew was coming next. Her husband's cock was totally stiff, and then Susan gently pushed me down on my back. I bent my knees and spread my legs so Russ could get that big thing into me.
From there it went pretty much like the Sharon story. It was as if you'd been there watching it. Randy came closer so he could see everything. Russell's cock filled me right up- he was big- and I tilted my hips to take him as deep as he could go.
At first Susan was kissing him and rubbing my clit, but then she came up over my face. She tasted so good and soaked me with her cream. I'd never had anything like that before- delicious!
We all climaxed like crazy and then Randy came over me and jerked himself into my mouth. Cum in both ends now! It was really wild, probably the craziest sex I ever had. At least until then.
I hope you can use some of this if you're writing another story.
Just call me Antonetta."
I found it incredibly hot to read about something which I had only conjured up in my fevered imagination. Anita had trusted me with intimate details of her orgasmic threesome, sexual activity which she admitted was new to her. She had come a long way since the two of them visited the swingers' club months earlier. Now she was having full-on sex with another couple while her husband watched, before finishing himself off. What wouldn't my correspondent do for thrills?
Reading this reminded me of the feelings I had when some friends found what we called a 'skin book' at about age twelve. I remember a strange stirring in my jeans. Since that initial awakening, I had progressed a long way in my sexual interests. But it was still exciting to have a female stranger share wicked personal stuff about her sex life with me.
As soon as I had regained my composure, I emailed back to get some more details about the bedroom event, just so I could better visualize the threesome.
"Hello Anita, AKA Antonetta. Thanks so much for the information about your evening with that couple. It's interesting that it was a lot like my imaginary story about Sharon, Antonetta and Manuel. And glad to hear that everybody was left smiling too. Can you tell me anything more about Susan? Or yourself? I'm trying hard to picture what you looked like together. Thanks. 1fastguy."
I knew very little about either one of them, and I didn't expect that Anita would tell me much either. It was pushing into her private sphere. Sure enough, only a few details were returned about herself, though she was more generous concerning her friend. Anita only said that she had a good figure, dark hair and was "old enough to know better- over 35!" She told me that Susan was a stacked blonde, rather tall and a few years younger, mentioning that the woman had a big appetite for both sexes.
If you've read my Sharon series, you'll know that I have a thing for lesbian sex. My lead character is in bed with several hot women, from models Liana and Antonetta to her photographers Joannie and Gwen. She thrives on it, especially because her husband doesn't mind, particularly if he can be involved. For me, this is the stuff of fantasy! Visualizing Anita with sex-crazed Susan played right into my mildly warped brain.
****
Anita had already sent me some great story material and I believed that it could well have actually taken place. First there was the fun in the pool, followed by the female orgasms in the hot tub. Later, in the evening, she had a hot three-way with the hosts while her husband watched. It seemed that Anita was taking the lead again, just as she had done when they went to the swingers' club. She was blossoming as a fantasy. Then another email came a few days later.
"To 1fast guy I have more to tell you because we were staying for the whole weekend. So guess what we did the next morning? Here's a hint I found in one of your last Sharon stories, Chapter 14. There are a ton of memories for me in the sexy things you write. It was me with Russell, not Sharon's husband Mark."
Then she quoted the section she was talking about:
"'Claudia worked to pull down Mark's zipper and he helped her by holding the top of his trousers. Then she was into his boxers to free his now-raging cock. One hand wrapped around it tightly as she stroked the full length. He shifted position so she could reach his big balls with her other hand.
She broke away from his kiss, and to Mark's complete surprise lowered her head to suck his cock.
'Do you like this?' she mumbled around the rigid tool in her mouth.
Mark responded by gently pushing her head down so that he was buried deep enough that he could feel the back of her throat.'"
Anita sure liked the hot stuff! She continued with her email.
"We were all sun tanning nude around their pool. It was hot so Russ asked me to come inside to help him fix some cool drinks. We got sidetracked when I went down in front of him and grabbed his long cock. It felt good in my hand so I stroked and sucked it. Russell is really hung!
He leaned back against the counter and began to slowly fuck my mouth. Russ reached behind my head and lightly pulled me his way. I could tell he was getting close. Suddenly he pumped so much cum into my mouth I had to swallow. When he was finally done it was still coming out the corners of my lips.
We were slow getting back outside with the drinks and Susan looked at him funny.
'Great BJ!' he grinned and the three of them laughed. I was pretty embarrassed, but I soon got over it, because Randy whispered to me that Susan had done him while we were inside! Fun way to start the day.
Anita"
I wasn't really surprised by what I had just read. Anita and Randy seemed to be taking their swinging lifestyle a little farther all the time. At the swingers' club, she had been content just to suck a stranger's dick, but now she had progressed to eye-popping blowjobs on another man. And hostess Susan had been every bit as aggressive with Randy at the same time.
Some barriers hadn't quite fallen yet- there hadn't been full-swap intercourse, but it only seemed a matter of time. I was eager to find out.
"Anita. You're interesting! I liked your story. While I write from my imagination you really do these things. It makes a perfect combination for Literotica, right? Now I'm wondering how the rest of your time there went?"
She obviously had more to tell me because just a day or so later my inbox had another Feedback item ready for me. I knew it would be from Anita and I wasn't disappointed.



"Hi. Here's some more.
Things moved even faster after we went inside to eat. About mid-afternoon two more couples showed up. They were swinging friends invited over to meet us and play, of course. One pair was a bit older but still in good shape- she must have been fifty but looked like a fitness instructor.
The others were maybe ten years younger and attractive. He was really hung and shaved so it looked even bigger.
We all had drinks lined up along the side of the pool and were fooling around in the water. All of us naked of course. We played tag and I felt a lot of hands on my boobs and puss.
Everybody was doing the same- Randy was all over the girls' naked bodies. The new younger guy was like a rock and kept coming up behind me trying to push inside...."
As I read this, my head was spinning. Eight nude people in the pool! I had little doubt that this was about to become a Group Sex report for Literotica readers. I asked myself if this could be real? Or was some perverted old dude in his basement just yanking my chain? Either way, it was great stuff to read!
Anita continued:
"After a while we all squeezed into the hot tub to warm up. It was tight with eight of us, so Randy and the younger guy- I think he was Steve, maybe Shawn- both had an arm around me.
I reached down under the foam for the guy's cock and started stroking. Soon we were kissing and his hands were all over my tits. I wanted him to just do me right there!
So I looked over at Randy for his OK and he only nodded because he was busy with the guy's young wife or girlfriend. I pulled this stranger over in front of me and opened my legs to him.
I am such a slut! My god, he was big and it felt so tight. But when he was all inside me and started to move I pushed back against him. The guy was very strong.
After a while Steve or Shawn lifted me like a feather so that he could have me from behind. I could see that all the others were fucking, none of them doing the person they came with. Randy was hard into the guy's woman and I thought 'Oh my god- my first full swap!'
There was a lot of noise- you know, moaning and grunting- and I hoped nobody was listening on the other side of the fence. Then I climaxed- we probably all did- and we got back into the pool to cool down. After that we stretched out to suntan and just talk about sex mostly. Great afternoon!
Now I'm busy again with our move so I'll finish off this weekend story when I can. Anita"
****
It was another week before I heard from my correspondent. I told myself that she was probably packing things before moving and hadn't had any free time. I wondered a bit if she was having second thoughts, because this was much deeper into swinging and swapping than she'd ever gone before. Maybe Randy was uneasy about more public revelation?
When her next email finally arrived, there was a different tone to it. She seemed very unhappy.
"Hi- its me. Sorry, but I've been busy. Things are not so good here right now. Moving, but maybe not together? We seem to be going in different directions. I want more- that weekend with new friends lit me up, but now he's having second thoughts after what happened our last evening.
Susan and Russell had a big BBQ after another couple showed up. There was lots to drink and we were all feeling really good. The older guy- Mario I think- had his cell out taking shots of everybody laughing and talking. I wondered if he was the one who made the little video clips we'd seen the first day there?
By the time it was dark we were all downstairs in their big party room. It was made for swinging- lots of sofas and even two big beds! The ten of us got naked pretty fast and Russ announced that he had a little surprise for us. It must have been some sort of initiation because everybody seemed to know what he meant.
It was me with three guys on one bed and Randy with three women on the other. Mario stood aside and I hoped he wouldn't be shooting. Susan was getting more drinks for everybody.
Then it started. Before I knew it, I was buried in naked men. Everywhere! My mouth, my pussy and eventually the rest too! I can't believe that I let things go so far, and Randy isn't happy about it now. He says I'm just a slut.
But what about him? He had two at his cock and another kneeling over his face. Then one of them was riding him cowgirl while he ate another pussy. I tell him that he's no better than me.
I think Mario was probably taking pictures or video clips. That worries me. But it was so exciting- I can't remember ever being so turned on. Oh my god, what a rush! I was on fire.
I know that if we're going to stay together I'm going to have to dial it back. Randy doesn't much like sharing me with other men... well, not three at once- even when he's having three other women. Go figure that one out.
So that's the weekend that put us in this spot. I'm not sure what comes next. Anita"
I hadn't expected this at all, and I was unsure how to react to it. Sometimes the most anticipated events turn out to be the biggest disappointment. I wondered what to do with her story. Did I still want to write it, or should I just let it go? More importantly, did Anita want it told now or not? I decided to just sit on it for a bit, then check back with her.
"Hi Anita. I hope things are better for you since your last email. I think most guys are very possessive about their women, so Randy doesn't really surprise me. Yet he can do the same thing and it's somehow OK. Doesn't make much sense at all. What about your weekend story? Should I go ahead with it or not?"
I'd let her decide.
****
"Anita and Randy Ch. 02: Hot Tub Weekend" is finished now. After another week, she had emailed to say that things were better. They agreed that visiting the swingers' club introduced them to people in the fast lane. Going to their home for the weekend and getting in with their hardcore swing group had been a big mistake. Randy admitted he couldn't quite handle it and Anita offered to go back to the basic nudism they had enjoyed before all this started. No more swapping.
With their marriage patched up for now, they told me to go ahead with the story, as long as I revealed nothing that could identify them. Maybe they thought it would be a cautionary tale for others? After all, they drank from the wishing well and Randy found the water didn't taste so good- that gulf between fantasy and reality.
Like the case of the first Anita and Randy story, I asked myself if they were actual people or not. Was there a real 'Anita' who was emailing me lurid personal accounts of her expanding sex life? Or was someone- maybe another guy- just practicing his hand at erotica? The Internet can be the Wild West of truth, so it's hard to be absolutely sure about things digital.
I might be a fool, but I still choose to be optimistic. Anita seems real enough that I'll swallow what she has to say- with a small dose of skepticism.
But that probably tells you more about me than anything else, right?
So... I'll let you make up your own mind about their hot tub weekend.
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How It Began
It was another 9:00 AM Fine Arts class at the college. Professor Edwards was droning on about the characteristics of the Art Nouveau style, while the jocks at the back of the lecture theatre reclined in their uncomfortable seats. Several had their eyes closed, their arms hanging by their sides instead of taking notes. A few of them audibly snored their lack of interest. This was supposed to be a 'bird course', so why make any effort?
It was a different story in the front rows. There, some attentive and attractive young women eagerly recorded notes on their devices, seeming to hang off every word. Their intense interest was such a sharp contrast to the back of the room.
"This slide catches the essence of Art Nouveau," Edwards stated loudly in an effort to wake the slumbering. The front of the room snapped to the alert.
"It's drawn from nature itself. See the sinuous curves in the form, and the repeated motifs. Notice an other-worldly artistic look. It would have been much cheaper to simply construct a concrete box like we see everywhere in the city today. But this is art, and Sagrada Familia basilica by Gaudi is as much about form as function."
Unfortunately, few saw anything, except those seated in the first rows of the room. Who cared about some old building in Barcelona that looks like melted candles or a water-poured sandcastle?
Professor Edwards' friend Mr. Dennison had entered the lecture theatre as he talked. He could see the lovely young women up front following every word, as well as the clods slumbering at the back. He was a Literature instructor, well aware of the disinterested male student population. He waited patiently before speaking to Professor Edwards as the class filed out.
"Ready for coffee, William? I see you have the same interest problem that I get in my sections. Keeners up front and dullards at the back. There must be some way to get them motivated too."
"Sure, let's talk about it. Any ideas?"
Ronald Dennison nodded, and they shuffled off to a favourite corner of the cafeteria before getting into the conversation.
"I see you have a couple of real lookers in there," Ronald remarked. "I'm sure you must notice them. Easy on the eyes."
"Yes, and everything tight too. I try not to stare."
"You know William, they could be the solution to your problem. I'll bet the back of the room would be wide awake if you were showing attractive women dressed in Art Nouveau clothing instead of projecting old buildings. Especially if they showed lots of curves or skin."
"You've got a point there, Ronald. Clothing styles follow art every bit as much as architecture does."
"You like photography. Imagine if you could get a couple of those girls from the front rows to model for you. I could borrow the clothes from my friend in the Theatre Department- they have a big room full of the stuff. I'll bet some of those babes would love to help you out."
"Marvellous idea, old man! There are some I could talk to later this week."
****
Petra didn't know what to make of her prof's request that she come to his office after the day's class. She liked him- maybe a bit too much- and always kept up with her work. She'd done well on all the tests and scored a high grade on her first big assignment. What could this be about?
She was very attractive, twenty-one, and in her final year at the college. Tall and lanky, Petra had a nice set on her and shiny, black hair, which accentuated her 'artsy' Goth look. She didn't go out of her way to attract male attention, though she got plenty of it. But most of them were just 'boys' to her because she was drawn to older guys- like Professor Edwards. A good-looking, mid-thirties man, he kept her awake at night, sometimes with one hand in her panties lusting for him.
Petra was experienced but she was between boyfriends and missing what they could do for her in bed. The most recent one, a seminar group leader last semester, was at least ten years older than her. Things had developed slowly before he began staying overnight. Then Vincent convinced her to experiment a bit sexually, gradually taking her well beyond straight fucking into deep-throat oral, and pleasurable anal. Call it Petra's extracurricular skills training.
Older men like Vince brought out deep feelings of arousal that she hadn't been able to satisfy since they'd fallen out. Professor Edwards had no idea about Petra's hidden talents.
"Ms. Stanwick, thanks for coming to see me."
"I hope there's no problem, Professor. I try my best and...."
"Oh no, you're doing very well. One of the best! It's something else."
"Something else? What?"
"I need your help to 'get to' some of my students. They're not interested in art, especially in architectural examples like I used again today. My friend, Mr. Dennison suggested another way."
Petra waited to see where this was going. Edwards took a deep breath, then plunged into it.
"Would you be willing to pose for me in period clothing to illustrate artistic styles, like Art Nouveau, for example? I can borrow beautiful costume clothing for you to wear. I am an accomplished amateur photographer and I assure you complete discretion. Does this interest you? In fact, since it would take up some of your time, I would count it as your final course assignment."
Petra was stunned. Her cute prof was asking her to pose for him and offering to have it count toward her final mark. She thought about it briefly, then remarked:
"It sounds like fun, but if you're going to show these in class, everyone will see me. I don't want all those clowns in the back bothering me."
"There'd be a matching eye-mask for each outfit. I checked and the college Theatre Department has everything- jewelry, accessories, hats, shoes, handbags. You would find it fun dressing up, I'm sure."
She thought about it some more. Posing in artistic clothes for her fantasy professor, then being projected anonymously as a model in his Fine Arts classes. All this for a high final mark. It was appealing.
"OK, maybe I'll try it. Where will you take the pictures?"
"I have an apartment just off-campus. I'll give you the address. I'd like to start with Art Nouveau and Art Deco items, my next topic, but I'll need time to get everything from the theatre connection. How would next Friday evening work out for you, Ms. Stanwick?"
"Fine. About 7:00? And you can call me Petra since we're working together now."
"I will. Out of class, I'm William. Incidentally, this was my friend Mr. Dennison's idea, a Literature lecturer. Do you mind if he comes to help? He's got the theatre connection and will be bringing the costumes. I'll take the photos."
"OK, as long as I have full privacy to get ready and change."
"Assured, Ms. Stan.... Petra. You will enjoy this."
Ms. Stanwick wore a silly grin as she made her way back home that day. She still found it hard to believe that she would be going to her favourite prof's apartment to pose for him. It all seemed almost sinful- right in line with her midnight masturbatory fantasies about the man. He'd be looking at her body, no doubt, turning her this way and that to get the best camera angles.
Petra could feel herself getting wet as she imagined thrusting out her chest to show him her tits or spreading her legs seductively and tilting her pelvis upward. This was going to be so much fun! And with Mr. Dennison there too. Oh my god, another attractive 'thirtyish' guy watching her flaunt her body for the camera! Next Friday evening couldn't come fast enough.
In both classes the following week, Petra found herself making frequent eye-contact with Professor Edwards. He couldn't know that since the day he'd asked about modelling, she'd been getting herself off frequently. She practiced posing in front of her mirror with the sexiest underthings she owned, working on seductive stances and looks. Selfies took it to the next level when she was really aroused, shot as reflections from her bathroom mirror.
The professor couldn't know how things ended up the night before her second class that week. Petra had propped the phone in front of her and made a little video in which she worked herself to orgasm. Spread wide and feeling herself cum so hard was the sexiest thing she had ever recorded! Afterward she quickly deleted her all-too-revealing images. But she remembered them now as she sat smiling at William while he talked and projected more boring pictures of old buildings to his sleeping class.
****
On Friday evening everything was ready. Mr. Dennison had transferred a trove of artistic costumes and accessories from the Theatre Department and set up a dressing room of sorts in Professor Edwards' spare bedroom. William lived there alone, divorced for several years. He'd bought some wine- a Rhine white and a light Merlot- in case the young model had a case of nerves before her photographic debut. It was set out in the kitchenette, along with three glasses.
Edwards had his extensive collection of professional camera gear ready in the apartment lounge area: digital camera on a tripod, three big spotlights, lighting screens in various locations, a large white backdrop across the wall behind the sofa. Piles of fat pillows lay on the carpet and all the plush furniture. To the wary it would have looked like a den of seduction.
Petra was a bit wary herself when she arrived, now having second thoughts about what she had agreed to do. Seeing all the photo preparation in the room made her step back- she hadn't expected this level of sophistication.
"Professor Edwards... um... do we really need all this? I thought it would just be some simple photos for your lectures."
"And that's all it will be, Petra," he smiled. "But proper lighting and setting make the photos better than shooting without any forethought. I assure you that the results will look professional."
Then Mr. Dennison came in from the kitchenette with two glasses in his hand- a few ounces of red wine in one, some white in the other.
"Welcome, Ms. Stanwick! May I call you Petra?... Good. Which wine do you prefer? There's more in the kitchen if you want. William old man, pour yourself a glass before we begin. Choose one, Petra and I'll take the other."
Soon the three of them had cleared some cushions away so they could sit down. They chatted about the things Ronald had brought for her to wear, then William skipped out to the kitchen to refill her glass and his own. He could see that the model was beginning to relax and talk more comfortably about the evening ahead.
It was time to begin.
"There are some lovely Nouveau style things laid out for you on the bed, Petra," the professor told her. "Everything is there for your first outfit. Put on the dress, stockings, shoes, jewelry, long gloves, and shoulder bag. There's even a hat."
Petra was surprised how well everything fit her, although the stockings proved a problem. They required a garter belt to hold them up. However, she found what she needed among the little pile of items which Dennison had set out. After a final look in the full-length mirror on the back of the door, she was ready to go.
The two men were extremely complimentary when Petra emerged from the spare bedroom. Her tall, slim figure was perfect for the flowing lines of the long gown, and the big heels only accentuated that. The green dress hugged her fine shape and the filmy material almost seemed like lingerie. Everything coordinated well, and exemplified the century-old Art Nouveau style.
Feeling rather self-conscious, the model moved into the lighted space between the camera and the sofa. She steadied herself and listened for the photographer to give her instructions. While he fidgeted a bit more with the camera, Petra closely examined her male fantasy.
William was wearing some sort of a velvet-lapelled coat now, like something she'd once seen in an old movie. A smoking jacket, they called it. He'd changed while she was dressing, and now his hair was greased a bit and swept back in a style that matched the era of the coat. Evidently, the professor was going back in time with her!
"It helps me get into the mood," he explained when she drew attention to his changed appearance. "It puts the two of us into the same era. More fun that way, don't you think?"
Petra just smiled. Yes, it would be fun. She was relaxed and ready for a costume photo session with her fantasy man. Who could have ever guessed she'd be posing in her favourite prof's apartment while his friend looked on? She slipped on the sexy little eye mask provided and it was time.
"Ready now?"
"Uh-huh."
"And begin. Very slowly walk across the room while the camera follows you. Look right above the lens. Smile like you're at a party.... Now stand in the centre of the room with your back to the camera.... Slowly turn your body to look over your shoulder at the lens.... Give your best model pout. Perfect!... Now the other side.... She's a natural, isn't she Ronald?"
"Yes, she is!"
"Take your hat off now. Grab it Ronald.... Shake your head and let all that lovely black hair spill across your shoulders.... Turn to the camera and slowly slide off each glove.... Give me a coy look while you do that."
Petra was having a good time. She'd always wanted to try modelling like this and now it was happening. She was ready to continue following William's instructions.
"Sit on the sofa now.... Turn sideways a bit so the camera sees the shape of your legs and those heels. Very nice.... Slowly slide your hands down one leg from the knee, then slip off a shoe.... Good, now the other side the same way.... Ronald, take them away so she doesn't trip."
Then the photographer explained that the next shots would show her relaxing on the sofa. He had his friend arrange cushions in the corner and help Petra shift sideways with her lower legs hanging over the edge. He told Dennison to put another cushion behind the model's lower back, making her proud tits thrust out.
"You look delightful, Petra. Bring your hand over to your ribs on the side facing me.... Slide it higher now, elbow back.... Give me a sultry stare. You're a femme fatale from another era! Very sexy!... Turn a bit toward the camera and do the same on the other side.... Yes, both at once now.... Arch your back. Oh my... great pose!"
Petra was ready to continue, quite aware that they were examining her projected tits. She was in the mood now, and the photographer knew it.
"We'll do a few more. Slide your hands up higher so they're just below your breasts. That's it.... Thumbs on your ribs and fingers under there.... Bring them up and look right at the camera.... Good.... Slide your thumbs inward so your hands cup the breasts. Right around.... Now lift and hold.... Pout for me.... Good.... And done for now."
It seemed very bold to touch herself, but Petra had willingly done everything the photographer asked for. It was time for a costume change to Art Deco. But first, Mr. Dennison went to the kitchenette and returned with the two half-empty wine bottles, pouring full glasses for each of them. It was hot under the lights and Petra quickly quaffed her white. Ronald was on hand immediately to pour another half glass for her.
"Are you trying to get me drunk, Mr. Dennison?" she joked in a silly voice that told him the wine was already affecting her.
"Call me Ronald. This is too much fun to be formal."
He smiled and glanced over at the professor, who returned a knowing grin. This seemed to be going quite well, so far.
****
Professor Edwards and Mr. Dennison had been friends since the former's divorce. Both were in their mid-thirties, red-blooded males with a taste for available women. They regularly prowled the high-end bars and clubs near the university, always on the lookout for classy ladies. If they met two, they were quick to lay on the charm. If they met one, they both moved in, hoping for a rare double. One way or another, they often scored.
Petra knew only about their academic side. She had no idea what they were hoping for from the photo session, although the "cup your breasts" shots should have been a strong clue. The model didn't sense the imminent danger because alcohol had linked with her masturbatory fantasies about Professor Edwards to chip away at good sense.
"Are you enjoying posing in these period costumes, Petra?" Dennison asked.
"Oh yes, very much. This is fun, even exciting."
"You have lovely legs. It's a shame that so little of them show below that long gown," Edwards commented.
"The nylons are perfect," Mr. Dennison added. "You must have found how to keep them up."
"Yes, the garter belt worked well," Petra replied without any hesitation, so the professor took things a step farther.
"I have an idea for some more photos before you change. Pass her the shoes, Ronald.... Now Petra, slip them on and stand up facing the camera.... Gradually begin to raise up your dress to show us more and more of those lovely legs.... Higher now. Great.... And up past your knees. Higher.... Above the tops of the nylons.... Hold it."
The men could see the white garter tabs and the little metal loops securing the coloured stockings. Her smooth, silky thighs above the stocking tops caught their attention too.
"Very nice.... Continue lifting slowly. More... more... almost there.... Now bring it over your bum.... Bunch up the dress behind you and sit in the edge of the sofa.... Knees sideways and apart a little.... More... wider.... Hold it and give a sexy stare at the camera.... Now look over at Ronald.... Perfect!"
Petra knew that the dress was at her waist, with most of her garter belt and thong on display. She could feel cool air wafting around the warmth coming from her pussy and sensed the dampness between her exposed legs. She was aroused displayed like this in front of the camera and two very attractive men. She knew they could see the fullness of her sex, the prominence of her mound, but she didn't really care. However, Petra was unaware that her thong was visibly quite wet.
"These are wonderful art photos, Petra. You've been posing for almost an hour and done so well! Ronald has left your Art Deco costume on the dresser. Freshen up in the bathroom and put on some bright red lipstick for this next one."
When Petra looked in the bathroom mirror, she could see that her makeup needed some work. She was sweating from the hot spotlights in the lounge, and her heart was racing too. She'd been drinking but there was something else too- arousal! Petra could feel her stiffened nipples pressing inside her bra as her body screamed for sex.
"Maybe I should skip the second outfit and leave before I get carried away?" she briefly pondered.
Instead, lust over-ruled good sense, as she slipped out of the Nouveau outfit and examined the second one. Not graceful and flowing like the first costume, this one was bold and angular. The black top had conical support sewn right into it, two pointed cups for her breasts, no bra necessary. It fit tightly and the white skirt tapered down to her knees, almost hobbling them.
Bold aluminum jewelry for her neck and wrists was complemented by a matching tiara. It was a bit like the one worn by the iconic deco Chrysler Building in New York City. Her big black heels and sequined eye mask finished the look.
"Oh my!" she whispered to herself as she took one last look in the mirror. "This is amazing! I feel so sexy right now. Like a goddess!"
Then she strode confidently back into the lounge and positioned herself in front of the camera. She cocked her hip to one side and put a hand to the other, elbow bent out.
"I'm ready."
"Fuck!" Ron Dennison gasped out loud. "Beautiful!"
"I feel that way in this one. Like a movie star from the Thirties!"
Both men wondered what it would take to get their sexy model naked. She seemed a little drunk and very relaxed. Above all, she was obviously having a good time posing for them.



"OK, slowly strut across the lounge first in one direction then pause, make a slow turn and come back. Give the camera your best sex kitten look... That's it!"
"Sex kitten!" Tonight, Petra liked the sound of the phrase. Her inhibitions were rapidly crumbling as her professor seduced her with his camera and words.
"Lovely. Now stand in the centre of the room with your legs together.... Lean forward and pucker up. Yes.... Blow me a kiss.... One for Mr. Dennison too.... Tug your top down so more cleavage shows.... Perfect.... You have lovely breasts. A little more please.... And some more. Yes....Hands on your knees for support.... Swivel your hips to one side- sort of coquettish.... Nice!... Hold it."
Petra glanced down and could see that the swelling curve of her tits protruded from the built-in cups. But blowing kisses to these guys and showing off her body matched her mood at the moment. She felt very excited, absolutely revelling in this erotic modelling experience.
"Let's do some on the sofa now. This time I want you to gather up your skirt so that you can kneel there, sideways to the camera. Leave the shoes on.... That's perfect.... Pull the top down a bit like before to show your lovely shape."
Petra could see that she was exposed again above the tops of her old-fashioned stockings, garters on display. And a great deal of her fine tits were mounded up above the confines of the fitted top. Only the middle section of her body remained covered, and she felt deliciously half-naked like this.
"Be that sex kitten again. Cup one hand beneath your breast and rest the other on your upper thigh.... Higher up. That's it.... Turn your upper body towards the camera and tilt your head down slightly.... Pout for me.... Purse your lips into a kiss... Now lick them for me.... More tongue, as you squeeze your breast tight.... Comfortable so far?"
"Oh yes! Amazing!... Just tell me what you want me to do," Petra heard herself whisper hoarsely.
"OK. Reach into the cup and lift it out," Edwards coaxed. "Yes, like that.... Use two fingers to pinch your nipple and roll it. Feel nice?... Good.... I want you to enjoy yourself.... Slide that other hand between your legs and squeeze there too. Excellent.... You are such a sexy girl," the professor said softly, watching as Petra succumbed to her building arousal.
****
Petra had passed another hurdle and was eager to continue with this. It felt absolutely thrilling to be caressing her naked breast in front of these two men, and now her pussy seemed to be coming alive too. She was ready to do whatever was asked of her.
"Ronald, help position her on the sofa so she's diagonal to the camera and on her knees. She'll need to spread her legs apart for balance.... Wider... good. Now Petra, it's time to remove that top. Let Ronald help you with it.... OK... and adjust the skirt so it's up over your bum like before.... Sit back on your legs and we're ready to shoot some more. You'll feel sensuous in these."
"I already do," Petra purred, as she felt Ronald's hand deliberately linger against the softness of her naked tit.
"Resume the same position as before but change hands so you stimulate the other nipple.... And bring that other hand up so your fingers touch your sex.... Higher up.... Higher.... Yes, right there. Ready now?"
Petra was so ready now! Her hand squeezed her naked breast while two fingers rolled a swollen nipple. The other hand was softly rubbing her pussy through her thong, making enough contact with her clitoris that she was losing touch with reality. Was that her own low moaning she could hear?
Now she felt like a shameless entertainer in some secret den, pleasuring her body for the hungry men around her. She wanted them to watch her pussy respond to intimate caresses, abandoning herself to mutual enjoyment. The model felt like a wanton slut, her secret fantasies coming true.
"Very nice, Petra.... Slip your fingers beneath the fabric and push inside.... Play with yourself for us.... That's perfect! Isn't she lovely, Ronald?... Lift your breast to your lips for us.... Lick the nipple.... Kiss it.... Now suck it.... Suck hard and look up at me.... Now at Ronald.... Mmm."
Petra would do anything that he asked of her now. She wanted to cum so badly, and they knew it. It wasn't long before the photographer took things to the next level.
"Those shots were terrific. Ronald will help you remove your skirt now.... Slip off your thong too, but leave on the mask, garter belt, stockings and shoes. When you're ready, stand in front of the sofa and follow my instructions."
Ronald copped a feel of the young woman's naked ass as he helped her out of her skirt. She didn't care at all. As he drew her to her feet, her soft tits and taut nipples rested against his arm briefly. He wondered if she noticed that he was erect, his cock pushing hard against his trousers? She had.
"You look fabulous, Petra. Slowly walk and turn like you did before, staring at me in one direction, then at Ronald in the other.... Yes.... We're both devouring you with our eyes. Beautiful!"
Suddenly Petra had a dark thought.
"Surely these photos are not for our class, professor. I mean...."
"Absolutely not. Completely private. No-one but the three of us will ever know about this. I assure you. And you'll always wear a mask. Now let's begin as before. Ready?"
She bobbed her head affirmatively and stepped into her paces. Petra could feel her fine breasts swaying side-to-side as she swivelled her hips, cross-stepping like a model. She felt very moist inside too, her pussy automatically preparing itself for whatever might follow. Petra was in another world, thinking only about the intense sexual feeling of being naked and watched like this.
"Excellent. Now, Ronald, step into the middle of the room and stand facing her....
He's going to put his hands on your hips and pull you closer in a hug.... That's it.... Pull him against you.... Both look at me....
Now Petra, drop to your knees in front of him.... Ronald- your zipper.... Grip his cock in your hand Petra, and feel it.... Very good. Look over at me and lick your lips.... Now, lick the head of his cock.... Kiss it.... Suck on it.... Deeper.... Stroke too.... Look up at him.... Ronald, loosen your belt.... Petra, fondle his balls.... Keep on sucking hard.... Good... Keep stroking.... Yes.... Yes.... Excellent! I have it."
This young woman was very skilled! Her training with old boyfriend Vincent was clearly evident in Ronald's ecstatic groaning. Petra sucked and stroked and fondled until Dennison forgot about everything else- the professor, the camera. He couldn't restrain himself much longer! He arched his hips forward and began to fuck her lovely face while he pressed his hands against the back of her head.
Suddenly, he exploded into her mouth, blasting thick ropes of creamy cum as Petra deep-throated his swollen cock. Several jets pumped into her throat and she knew how to take most of it, though a bit splattered onto her nose. When Ronald had nothing left to give, she licked him clean, showed her full mouth to the camera, then swallowed, as Vince had taught.
"Perfect Petra! Now it's your turn.... Sit on the edge of the sofa and spread your legs wide apart.... Ronald, some cushions behind her so she can lean back.... That's it. He'll tell you what to do. Follow his instructions."
She smiled at Dennison as he put his cock away, and meekly nodded. Petra needed to cum so badly now!
"Good. Lean back and bring both hands to your pussy.... From above, use your fingers to hold it open. Save the middle finger for your clitoris.... Good... Slip the middle two fingers of your other hand in from underneath- my camera wants to watch everything.... That's it.... While I shoot, Ronald will talk to you. Ready? Begin."
"Petra, you've been naughty tonight. Fuck yourself while I tell you about it."
"Yes, yes. I want to fuck. Tell me." she moaned to Ronald, intensely aroused.
"You showed your beautiful tits.... We watched you play with your nipples."
"Ohhh. That felt so good.... They get really hard when I pull at them like this!"
"Then you rubbed yourself for the camera.... We saw how wet it made you."
"I love playing with my pussy for you. See me when I'm really fucking myself!"
There was no holding Petra back now. She had never felt so slutty, so exposed as she masturbated in front of these two men. Her legs were wide as her fingers curled down into her juicy pussy. Her stiff clit was a hungry animal demanding satisfaction. She wanted to show them her innermost flesh, everything private.
Dennison continued his coaxing talk, reminding Petra of what she's done this evening.
"Petra, you kissed and sucked my hard cock while the professor took photos."
"Your fat cock was so good! I want it in my pussy.... Pleeease," she begged.
"Then I came in your mouth... and on your face. You swallowed it all for us."
"I can still taste it and I want more.... I want your cum. Give me more!"
"Now you must fuck yourself and cum.... Be our little slut.... We'll watch you!"
Petra would do anything for them. Spread like this, she was out of control. William was taking pictures while she loved herself and she had to cum for them. A slutty feeling rose inside her like a tide, washing away any reservations. Her whole body seemed ready to explode, releasing the tremendous tension that had built through the photo session. Then Petra drew near her peak.
"Yes.... Oh yes.... Fuck.... Fuck.... Oh my god!... Oh my god!... I'm gonna cum!!"
"Do it for us, Petra!... Cum hard now!... We're both watching!... Show us!"
"I am!... I am!... Ugh!... Ugh!!... UGH!!!... For you....You!.... Aaarrrraaggghhh!!!"
Petra's whole body lurched up off the couch as her fingers flew across her screaming clitoris. Her back arched and hips clenched while she called out in her orgasm. The men watched intently as her body seemed to take on a life of its own, tossing about while she gasped for air. Her soft skin turned a deep pink as blood rushed to her core. The model continued to rub herself until she couldn't go on any longer. Eyes closed, she collapsed back on the sofa to catch her breath.
As she orgasmed, Petra hadn't seen her prof step away from the camera, stroking his swollen cock vigorously. There was no chance that he could watch this scene without finishing off too! He quickly moved across the room to stand above her heaving body, firmly jerking his engorged rod. Then with a sharp curse, William shot long ribbons of cum across her heaving chest, covering her pert nipples with his seed. He was done for the night.
****
It had been quite the exciting evening! Student Petra Stanwick's photo shoot- and Petra herself- had reached a spectacular climax. Professor William Edwards and lecturer Ronald Dennison felt exhausted after unleashing themselves with her.
Both men were surprised and stunned by the intense hidden sexuality of their attractive young model. Without much coaxing, her remarkable performance in front of the camera had steadily progressed from fine art to pure porn.
And the professor knew there were more sexy design and fashion trends left to explore. If he and his friend Dennison played it right, there'd be further hot picture sessions at his apartment. Perhaps other students would join them too?
He could hardly wait to go farther with this.
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Petra Doubles Down
Professor Edwards started his lecture while his friend, Mr. Dennison, stood off to the side of the room watching.
"Last week we analyzed the Art Nouveau style popular at the start of the Twentieth century. I have some new slides to review it today."
A collective yawn came from the back of Edwards' 9:00 AM Fine Arts class. Most of the jocks had settled in for an hour's nap before heading off to the gym. However, one student in the front row, Petra Stanwick, snapped to attention wondering if these were the slides for which she had posed Friday evening. If so, would he show any embarrassing shots? After all, she had let her control slip, ending up nude and masturbating for the camera.
"This is what the style looked like on a woman of the day," Edwards stated, projecting one of Petra, masked and wearing that filmy, flowing green gown. She looked beautiful and curvaceous.
"You see the sensuous curves of nature here, and the colours too. The gauzy fabrics were characteristic as well. Lovely, isn't she?"
The guys in the back rows were looking intently at the screen now, checking the woman in the slide. In period costume and a mask no-one could identify her- except Petra, of course. Her heart pounded, and she felt flushed. Would there be more of them?
"Let's look closely at her broach," the professor stated, projecting an extreme closeup of the elaborate decorative pin resting on the model's full breast. A taut nipple pressed up against the silky fabric of the gown. The back rows of the lecture hall were on high alert now.
"You can see the curling stems of plants in its design, and inlays of coloured glass carefully cut by a skilled craftsperson. Art Nouveau is a very distinctive style, and here's what it looked like in other decorative arts of the time."
Next, he showed images of stylish Art Nouveau objects: metal and coloured glass Tiffany lamps, and artistic porcelains from vintage European workshops like Moorcroft and Lalique. After a few of these, interest flagged again. Then came more images of Petra, the Art Nouveau model. The first one highlighted her hand-crafted earrings, but the second showed the mystery woman from behind, her head turned, with a sultry look at the viewers.
Petra was worried, especially after the professor's next image showed her legs from shoes to thigh, well above her stocking tops. The tabs and hooks of her garter belt were visible, and her hand rested high on her bare skin. A little gasp came from the girls in the front rows.
"This is the last slide today. Note the fine curvature of the model's legs. Of course, they echo the sinuous shapes of Art Nouveau. If there's anything about this artistic style that some of you will remember, this slide captures it, right?"
For once, laughter came from the back of the classroom. Professor Edwards smiled- his new approach was an unqualified success! And while Petra recognized herself in the slides, no-one realized it was her. Nor was there any reason for embarrassment because her prof had been discreet in his selections.
While the class filed out all abuzz, Petra made a point of staying back to speak with William and his friend. Since her performance with them last weekend, she felt an intimate connection. After all, they'd seen her masturbating and she'd blown Mr. Dennison, on film! Today's successful lecture was a collective triumph of Ronald's idea, William's photography and Petra's modelling skills.
"That went well, old man!" Ronald exclaimed, slapping the professor's back. "And Petra, you looked fantastic!"
"Yes, she did!" William returned. "Are you ready to do another shoot this Friday evening, Petra? That was such a hit that I'd like to move on to art in the Forties and Fifties. Interested? Ronald, would you be able to get costumes and accessories from the Theatre Department again?... Great!... What do you say, Petra?"
"Friday.... Hmm.... I might have a girlfriend coming in from another college for the weekend. I should know in a few days."
"She's welcome to come with you, Petra. Might even be willing to help you with makeup and costume changes?" William suggested.
"Maybe she'll pose, if that's alright?" Petra suggested. "Emmeline's been in different productions and might enjoy it as much as I did. I'll ask her, OK?"
"Is she about your size for the clothing?" Dennison asked, and when Petra confirmed it, they agreed that inquiries would be made, and plans settled by mid-week.
"Before you go Petra, I have something for you," and her professor reached into his pocket for a jump drive. "They're your photos too. All of them."
"Thank you. And no-one else?" she entreated.
"Well, just the three of us. Nobody else. We'll keep it our own little secret. Agreed, Ronald?"
"Absolutely, William. But a big secret," he grinned at Petra knowingly, and she smiled back up at him.
****
Petra stared at the computer screen on the floor in front of her. She was kneeling and spread wide, focused on two things at once: a full screen image of Mr. Dennison's fat cock in her mouth, and her fingers toying her aroused body. She had rushed home from class and tossed aside her clothes as fast as she could. Now she felt her heat rising quickly as she viewed the wild photo session.
"There! That one!" she mumbled, peering at an image of Ronald coming on her lips and projecting tongue. Eyes closed tight, hand wrapped around his big shaft, she was taking his spewing seed into her eager mouth. The first few gobs coated the tip of her nose, with more on her lips. The spoon of her red tongue was white with his man sauce, but judging by her firm grip, Petra wanted more.
"Oh fuck it!... Fuck my mouth! Give it to me! More, more!" she wailed.
Petra's fingers rubbed hard across her engorged clitoris as she worked herself into a frenzy with the blowjob image. The fingers of her other hand squeezed and pulled at her peaked nipples. Her eyes were closing now, barely able to see the computer screen as she lost herself in a world of intense pleasure. Then her orgasm broke like a crashing wave.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh!... Yes.... Yes.... Fuck me!... Ughhhh.... Mmmpphhfff!!!... Ahhh...."
As the intense climax ripped through her clenching body, Petra's knees came together, almost lifting her off the floor. Her ass-cheeks grabbed tightly, and she kept fingering until she simply couldn't continue any longer. Then she fell to her side on the carpet and lay for a few minutes lost in distracted thought.
Friday night couldn't come soon enough for Petra because this time she had every expectation of taking her art pictures a step further. She wanted to be actually fucked by Ronald Dennison, even by both of them. The very thought of it sent her back to the computer for yet another session of 'self-indulgence.'
For his next lecture, Professor Edwards introduced the Art Deco period of design. It was a considerable departure from the trend of a generation before. While Art Nouveau was sinuous and natural, created by skilled artisans, Deco was wholly modern. It featured a clean, streamlined look, with new materials like aluminum and plastics, and a focus on machine production.
As he droned on, the back rows of the lecture hall were silent, many students slouching, eyes closed. Of course, the front rows were eagerly recording notes on their devices. No-one was more attentive than Petra, who knew that in her Art Deco photos she showed plenty of skin, most notably her bared breasts. While she was rather confident in her professor's discretion now, she was still on edge.
First, Edwards projected an image of New York's Chrysler Building, commenting on its arched upper stories which culminated in a spectacular metal crown, unlike anything else in the architectural world. There was a glimmer of interest from the back, but this rapidly changed to outright enthusiasm when he followed it with a masked photo of Petra, spectacular in tight black and white, crowned by a tiara not unlike the building.
"Art Deco quickly found its way into the world of fashion. You can see the streamlining, highlighted here by the model's stunning shape. Note how the tight skirt tapers to the knee, almost hobbling her at that point. See the bold machine-made jewelry around her neck, her wrists and her on her ears. Quite a contrast to previous naturalistic art forms, right?"
All eyes were rivetted on the slide, and on the others which followed: a closeup of the metal emblem around Petra's neck, nestled down in the deep cleavage between fine tits which projected proudly in their fitted cones. Another closeup of matching earrings highlighted the soft curvature of her tilted neck tapering toward smooth, bare shoulders.
The back rows came alive as they focused on stockinged legs exposed above the dark bands at the top of her nylons. The tabs and hooks of her garter belt were visible, this time in black with lace trim. Professor Edwards deliberately left it projected for a few minutes while he reviewed the key elements of Art Deco revealed in the model's photographs. Every male eye strained to see more flesh.
After that, he concluded with images from the 1930s decorative arts which demonstrated this modern design. Streamlined household objects like clocks and toasters were shown, along with that iconic Art Deco piece- a sleek, chrome smoker's stand, capped by an aeroplane flying above a cobalt blue ashtray.
The class was animated as they filed out afterward, several students complimenting Professor Edwards on his new lectures. Mr. Dennison had watched the presentation with great interest, remembering that not long after the photos of her legs, Petra had been nude, sucking his cock. He was eager to do it again on the weekend, so he stepped up to her as the last students left the room.
"Have you heard from your friend, Petra?" he asked, hopefully.
"I sent her some of the slides used in the last class, and she said she'd love to pose too."
"Did you send any others? You know, after the ones for lectures?" Edwards asked.
Petra briefly lowered her eyes in embarrassment before continuing.
"No, but I think she might be interested. A men's magazine went to their college in the fall on a model search. Emma auditioned for them- probably in a bikini or less- and was disappointed when she missed the final cut."
"So, you think she might be comfortable with some risque posing?"
"I'm sure you could edge her along pretty easily. She drinks white wine, same as me. But, she still hasn't given me a definite answer about the weekend yet."
"Well, Ronald, get outfits for two models for each of the Forties and Fifties. I hope we can use both, but we'll do what we can. Are you on for Friday at 7:00, Petra, whether she comes or not?"
"Yes, I wouldn't miss it for anything!"
****
Petra carefully prepared for her photo session because this time she knew what to expect. There'd be the fun posing in period costumes, then gradually removing them to entice Professor Edwards and Mr. Dennison. She had no doubt that there'd be some exciting photographed sex with the men too, so she readied herself for it. After a long, hot shower, she trimmed her pubic curls back to a narrow 'landing strip' above her slit.
Unfortunately, at the last minute Emmeline phoned Petra to cancel her planned visit. Her boyfriend had showed up unexpectedly and would be there for the weekend. She assured Petra that she'd come for photography the following weekend, if it was happening. Emma asked that her friend send more photos from this weekend's session.
So, Petra would be on her own this week, a prospect which didn't disturb her much. Apart from shooting his seed across her body last Friday, she'd not had sex with her professor yet. And having felt Ronald's big cock down to her throat already, she wanted it stretching her pussy too. Maybe she would experience both men tonight? The thought of such elicit sex sent shivers through her body and made her wet.
Finally, it was Friday at 7:00 o'clock.
As Petra approached the familiar apartment door, she could feel her heart almost leaping out of her chest. Her mouth was dry, and she was trembling with excitement, her anticipation almost unbearable. One final check of her lipstick and makeup in the hallway mirror, then she pressed the door buzzer. Footsteps echoed from the other side of the door- she was committed to this now.
"Come in.... Oh, your friend isn't with you?"
"I'm sorry. She called just an hour ago to say her boyfriend had come unexpectedly for the weekend. Emma wants to pose next Friday if we're doing this again, professor."
"I'm sure we will, Petra. You've seen how much better the lectures are with your photographs."
"Yes. I was so nervous that you might show the wrong ones. You know...."
"No chance of that. Lecture and private photos are kept in separate files. I download from each one to create jump drives for you and Ronald. We all must be very careful with this material for the sake of our reputations and careers."
"I agree. But as long as you are cautious and discreet I'd still like to do some more. It's great fun!"
"Excellent! Then we shall!" Ronald chimed in, much relieved. "I have drinks for us in the kitchen before we begin. Some wine, Petra? William and I are having his good scotch tonight."
After the alcohol was poured, they carried their glasses into the spare room where Dennison had set out all the clothing and accessories borrowed from the Theatre Department. There was too much, since Emma hadn't come tonight.
"We'll focus only on the Forties and leave design in the Fifties until your friend can join us," Edwards decided. "You can pose tonight both in uniform and typical women's clothing for the decade."
"Which uniform? I see two here, Army and Navy," Petra asked.
"The Women's Army Corps things are for you, and Ronald has a surprise. He'll be wearing the other one, white sailor cap and all."
"I hope you don't mind, Petra? I thought it might be fun and I've planned it to be a little romantic too," Dennison said.
"Romantic! That's a great idea. And... well... I liked being in photos with you last time," she said softly, and Ronald grinned, having just seen the green light flash for more hot sex on film tonight.
Soon Petra was feeling relaxed and ready to begin her work. Ronald had laid out everything on the bed like before, and the professor told her to wear the WAC uniform first.
"Petra.... Lots of red lipstick and plenty of rouge on your cheeks. Put your hair into a loose pony-tail, and wear the cap and badges. Remember the beige tie too. We'll finish setting up in the lounge while you change."
She was back in about fifteen minutes.
"Ready?... You look very good in uniform, Lieutenant Stanwick! The troops will love it. Now step out into the lights and remember to look at me or at Ronald as you pose."
"Yes, sir!" she replied in a soldierly tone.
"Atten-shun!" the professor barked out sternly. "Back straight. Chest out... now salute.... March slowly across the room, swaying your hips.... A little more.... Turn with a big flourish to show some leg.... That's it... and come striding back with arms swinging.... Smile. and give another salute.... Hold still while I pan your insignia.... OK. Good.
Centre of the room again. Slip off the jacket and the tie.... Undo your top two buttons.... One more.... Perfect!... Put your palms flat against the back of your neck. Chin up and chest out.... Hold it. Turn your head to one side.... And the other.... Lower your eyes and give me a pout.... Ah, you are so lovely. Lieutenant Stanwick!
Now put your hands on each hip and slowly move them up your sides. Higher... elbows back.... Brush across your nipples so they press against the blouse.... That's better.... Turn sideways and look this way with a hand on your hip, the other behind your neck.... Good. Give us a sly wink, Lieutenant.... And another.... Perfect!"
It felt provocative showing off her tits while these two handsome men looked on. Petra had experienced this feeling last week and was even more comfortable than before. She hoped that the professor would focus on her bare legs again. He wouldn't keep her waiting long.
"Turn around at a forty-five-degree angle to the camera.... Bend forward. Let your skirt ride up, to show those seamed stockings.... A bit more.... That's it.... Thrust your bum toward me.... Yes, like that.... Look around at me now and give a playful grin.... Hold it.... So sexy!... At ease, Lieutenant."
****
Professor Edwards was feeling aroused and knew it was time for some erotic private images.
"I have enough uniform shots now, so let's go on to something more interesting. Ronald, help Petra out of her skirt and blouse so she can pose in her Forties underthings.... Yes, the teddy too.... Just wear the shoes, stockings, garter belt and panties."
Dennison's hands strayed across her body as her clothes came off, touching her breast, her butt, her lower stomach. He felt brazenly confident that she wouldn't push him away. He'd enjoyed her mouth last week, and he could tell that she would be just as willing tonight, especially when he saw what she wore beneath her skirt.
Petra looked fabulous half-naked under the spotlights. Her nipples were stiff with excitement, and tonight she wore a tiny g-string, perfect for these private photos. It barely covered her pussy lips and the transparent material left nothing to the imagination. The matching garter belt held her old-fashioned coffee-coloured nylons in place.
Edwards and Dennison were both sporting raging erections as they drooled over her lovely exposed body.
"You know what we like to see. Move for my camera and seduce us with your body.... Yes, like that.... So sexy.... Lovely!... And turn sideways to show us your curvy profile.... Now some hot frontal shots.... Tilt your pelvis up and pull at those pink nipples.... Isn't she beautiful like that, Ronald?"
Dennison vigorously nodded, too choked up at the moment to speak.
"Rest a moment while I switch to video, Petra.... OK, ready now. I want you to love yourself like last week, but for a little video this time.... Be sexy for us again.... We love to watch you nude."
It was an invitation that Petra couldn't resist! She would show them the arousal that had been pent up all week. She'd set their cocks throbbing with a sexual performance that would make them want more of her!
Petra moved in a slow dance as the camera followed her. Arms above her head, she shook her tits, so that they swayed side-to-side. The hips moved in time, legs apart to expose her scarcely-covered sex to the men. Her mouth alternated between a seductive pout and an aroused 'O'. Turning partially sideways, her ass wiggled, seemingly an open invitation to fuck her.
Slowly she worked her way to the sofa, where Petra slouched back and spread her knees wide. Fingers roamed down across her stomach and gingerly pulled aside the bit of silky fabric covering her wet slit. Two digits found their way inside while Petra crooked the index finger of the other hand, beckoning the camera closer.
"This is my clit," she whispered hoarsely, choked by overwhelming lust. "I can make it feel sooo good.... Watch me."
The other hand quickly found her protruding button. An eager finger rolled across it, causing Petra to gasp and jerk her hips in discovery. The sensations that spread through her body were incredibly stimulating. Meanwhile, she began to fuck her soaking vagina as she stared wantonly at the invading camera lens.
"I want you guys to fuck me like this too," she whispered, barely audible, but they both heard it. "I need to cum so bad. Can I cum for you now?" she begged, but there was no stopping her anyway.
"Yes!... Show us how you cum. We both want to see that now," the professor rasped, hardly able to breathe as he watched the show. "Fuck yourself for my camera."



That was all it took for a huge crest of physical energy to crash through the model's lithe body. She gasped as her probing fingers loved her pussy beyond all endurance.
"Ugh... Ugh!... UGH!... Oh my god!... Ohh.... OHH!... Mmmmggaa!... Ahhh..........."
Her back arched up and her mid-section muscles grabbed in a massive climax that released so much tension. But Petra didn't stop! Her flying fingers stroked across her needy clitoris as intense moans and curses echoed through the room. Her whole body glistened with the perspiration, as she finally came to rest.
The men stood in silent awe before Mr. Dennison helped her up and Professor Edwards tossed her the blouse. Still dazed, she slipped it on but didn't bother to do up the buttons. Ronald led them into the kitchenette to pour more drinks. As they talked quietly about the next costume series, they couldn't help but stare at Petra's lovely naked tits.
The professor described her makeup.
"For the next shots, Petra, brush your hair out, apply heavy red lipstick and rouge your cheeks again."
His friend Dennison continued about the clothing.
"There's a plain white cotton dress set out for you, and leave everything else on- stockings, garters, g-string, shoes, and your eye-mask. No bra required for these."
Then Professor Edwards glanced at Ronald with a sly grin on his face.
"Oh yes... there's a little chrome device and some lubricant that you might need for later. Plug it in when you change. Ronald will put his uniform on in my bedroom."
In the spare bedroom, Petra began to prepare for the next session. As soon as she saw the little plug she realized what was on the program tonight. She'd done that a few times with her last boyfriend, Vincent and rather liked it. Thoughts of anal sex made her shiver with excitement!
Petra reappeared when she was ready. She looked very appealing in the crisp, white cotton dress. It was fairly thin, so her nipples were outlined, pressed firmly against the tight fabric. It flared at the bottom and went almost to the knees. The stockings were seamed up the back and she wore shoes with open toes and a moderate heel. Petra's look was crisp but not glamorous, more the 'girl-next-door' type- but one with an eye mask.
"I'll have you model for some fashion shots before Ronald joins us for photos together. Stand in front of the camera.... I'll let you strike poses to show all your best assets.... The skirt will spin well above your knees if you turn sharply.... Perhaps one more button undone on top?... Good.... And remember those sexy looks that you always give me.... OK.... And begin."
During the next fifteen minutes, the camera caught several nice angles of Petra's appealing shape. Her fine tits strained against the thin cotton fabric as she arched her back, and her shapely, stockinged legs drew attention higher up. Alternating coy and sultry looks caught different moods, as the professor portrayed the simple fashion of the thrifty Forties. Then he was finished.
****
"Ronald, ready for you now," the professor called out. A masked Mr. Dennison strolled from the bedroom in a blue Navy uniform and white sailor's cap. Petra thought that he looked fabulous, his muscular chest pressed tight against the material. She did like a man in uniform!
"Let's all have another drink while we discuss what comes next. Everything is in the kitchen. Ronald I've poured us more scotch. Help yourself to the wine, Petra."
They got their refreshments and came back to the sofa to sip while Edwards described the scene. After three glasses of wine during the evening, Petra felt very relaxed. It was time to move onto some coupling.
"Imagine it's 1945 and the war has just ended," Edwards began.
Then he held up a copy of that familiar crowd celebration photograph in which a Navy man is deeply kissing a slim woman in a white dress. He has literally swept her off her feet.
"Sailor Boy," William joked, looking at Ronald. "You're meeting up with your girl. It's your first minutes back home and you've been thinking about this moment a lot.
Petra, he's going to wrap his arms around you, leaning you way over backwards, just like this photo. There'll be a big, long kiss, and we'll take it from there."
"Oh, I've seen that picture," Petra enthused, and Ronald nodded that he had too.
After the alcohol was finished, the pair steadied themselves for the pose. Then Petra was cradled tightly in his muscular arms as she tilted backwards. He felt strong, and his manly scent enveloped her. Soon his lips were pressing hard against hers, his tongue ready to probe inside. She opened up and they Frenched like real lovers. Petra could feel her heart pounding as she lay in his arms, lost in romantic feelings. His stiff cock was pressing against her thigh.
"They're long-separated lovers," Edwards urged. "Guess what they want to do next. You both want that, right? I'll shoot private video for us now."
Dennison brought Petra to her feet without breaking their enveloping kiss, and began to unbutton the front of her dress, quickly releasing her naked tits. Meanwhile, her hand slid down, squeezing his shaft through his pants while she fumbled with his button-up fly. Ronald deftly slipped the dress off her shoulders and down her arms until she could step out of it. Then Petra went to her knees and pulled off the sailor's pants. His engorged rod sprung out, close to her mouth.
"Suck it now, Petra," Edwards ordered. "Grab his ass and pull him into your hot little mouth.... Just like last week, but on video this time."
Petra worked the crown with her red lips while she stroked the shaft firmly down to his balls. Ronald groaned with pleasure, but she was just getting started. She alternated stroking and deep-throating the man until he was at the edge, then kissed her way down his cock, right to his big balls. Some licks there, then it was back up to the head and down again into her throat.
It felt absolutely exquisite, and Ronald knew he had to fuck her before he let loose.
Meanwhile, Professor Edwards needed to get into this scene. He set the camera to automatic and quickly threw off his own clothing until he was stark naked. Aware of his movement, Petra turned her head to see him coming toward them.
"Ronald, fuck her pussy from behind," William said. "Petra, the camera is running. Suck my cock now!"
The professor stood in front of her, taking her head in his hands and pulling her until his rigid tool was at her lips. She smiled up at him, ready and willing. Dennison pulled aside her tiny g-string, bringing his cock against her wet slit at the same time as William slid his rod into Petra's eager mouth.
Petra was on fire, voraciously sucking the professor's cock while Ronald took her pussy from the rear. His strong hands tightly grasped her spread hips to pull her sharply against him. At first they went slowly- his cock felt enormous- but gradually she began to push back hard against his thrusts. She'd had some good sex before but never anything like this! Meanwhile, as Edwards' cock probed farther down her throat, Petra gasped to breathe.
The model perspired heavily, making the chrome butt plug glisten like a beacon. She knew now that William's cock was slimmer than Ronald's fat monster, likely to be much more comfortable for anal. Petra suddenly took her mouth away from the professor's stiff tool.
"William, my butt now!" she urged boldly, and turning her head it was, "Ronald, my mouth!"
Professor Edwards grinned and quickly took Mr. Dennison's place. He curled his fingers around the little butt plug and it came out with a pop, leaving a nicely stretched tunnel for him to explore. Then William brought his lubed cock to the entry and slowly began to edge inside.
"Rub your clit now, Petra, and you won't feel a thing," he advised.
He patiently pressed past her muscular ring and slid deeper than he might have thought. Petra gasped but kept fingering her swollen bud until the professor slowly established a rocking motion with his probing cock. Ronald slid down her throat with his tool, and both men continued eagerly fucking her face and ass for some time. Then the professor advanced the game.
"Ronald, lay on your back on the sofa now for a double," Edwards directed breathlessly.
I'll pull out, and Petra, kneel above him, then slowly come down on his cock.... Good.... Now lean forward to kiss while he takes you from beneath."
The professor stepped back and fiddled briefly with the camera angle, then came behind Petra, one knee on the sofa, the other foot on the floor. After some more lube and a few brisk strokes to stiffen his cock, Edwards eased himself back into Petra's warm, stretched chamber.
Together, the two men set up a rhythm that would rock Petra's world. Double penetration! She had never imagined that it could feel so good to be completely filled with hard cocks!
All three of them revelled in their filmed orgy. Petra's flowing juices coated Ronald's fat rod as he went to her tight vaginal depths. Each thrust rubbed against her engorged clit, sending little shockwaves through her body.
William's slender tool penetrated her clinging ass, very tight, but well-primed. All three of them gasped for oxygen, huffing and puffing like machines pounding against each other- two big pistons plunging into Petra's slick cylinders.
Petra loved the stream of intense sensation, but she didn't know how much more she could take! Both men were fucking her faster now, seemingly on the edge of control. Were they nearly ready to explode inside her lush body? Then a loud wail rose up from the sofa.
"Fuck me.... Fuck me.... Fuck meeee...." Petra called out as the passion in her built to a crest and the men pounded with all their flagging energy.
"Oohhhh.... More... more... More!... Yes.... Yes!... YES!!... Aaarrraauughh!!!"
And Petra was there, her entire body bouncing in orgiastic ecstasy. She was completely out of control, wilder than she'd ever been during sex! She came all over their cocks, involuntary muscles clenching and squeezing them tighter as her lovely body rode their intruding manhood.
But Petra wasn't finished yet. Her glistening body kept humping harder and harder against them.
"Oh my god.... Oh my god.... Oh... MY G........." she screamed as a second wave of gripping sensation wracked her whole body, shaking her past anything that she'd ever imagined in her wildest fantasies!
It was too much for William and Ronald too! They continued to thrust into Petra's squeezing pussy and ass, before cutting loose with hammering orgasms that lifted Petra and filled her with great blasts of their seed. She was tossed like a rag doll at the ends of their spurting cocks, grasping whatever she could hold to avoid falling off the sofa.
Gradually all three came to rest and lay panting for air. Petra could feel a flood of creamy fluid beginning to run from her well-used openings.
Grinning, Professor Edwards dragged himself from the sofa to turn off the camera. Another successful photo session had progressed from fine art to pure porn.
****
"So... will there be more photography next week?" Petra whispered to her professor as the class filed from the lecture hall the following week.
"Certainly, Petra," he smiled, knowing by her question that she was on board for more hot sex.
"I'm sure that my friend Emmeline will come on Friday, especially if I can interest her in some of the private things."
"Do that Petra. And, here's your jump drive from this past Friday. Share whatever you want her to see, but don't scare her off," he cautioned.
"She won't be. Emma's been around.... By the way, what's the theme?"
"The Fifties. June Cleaver and me, the hard-working husband, Ward."
"And the other two?"
"Hmm....Is Emma blonde?....Good.... Fifties icons: Marilyn Monroe and James Dean.
"Perfect! See you at 7:00 Friday."
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Emmeline Comes
Petra absolutely loved her past two Friday evening photo sessions with Professor Edwards and his friend, lecturer Ronald Dennison. She posed for artistic shots reflecting style trends from the past. Then, in private images and video, she engaged in rampant sex with them. Last weekend it had culminated in a double- both at once- something which had her fingering herself mercilessly ever since. She couldn't get it out of her mind!
Thursday night there was a knock on her apartment door. Expecting her girlfriend for the weekend, she eagerly opened it and they hugged. Emmeline soon noticed something different with Petra.
"You seem a bit revved up, breathless, like you've been drinking. Is there something going on with you? Was it a bad idea for me to come this weekend?"
"No, I'm glad you're here. It's just that... well... I've been having so much fun lately that I feel excited all the time. I haven't been drinking, but I feel flushed like when I do."
"So, something is going on, right? I know you've been posing at your professor's apartment. I suppose it is about that. I've seen the two pictures you sent me, and you seem to really be enjoying yourself. You're wearing old-fashioned clothing in them."
"Yes, having great fun. Emma, you have no idea!"
"Maybe I do. Tell me, Petra, is your prof young and good-looking?"
"Definitely. Both him and the friend who gets the costumes I wear. I should say 'we'll wear', since you will probably want to model with me tomorrow evening."
"It depends on what I think of them. If they're creepy old guys, I'm out. Have you any pictures of them? Then I can tell you whether I'm posing or not."
"They're hot. Mid-thirties and handsome. The friend has a great body- muscular and strong. The last session he held me close and.... Oops!"
"Ah-ah. So, this has been more than innocent posing! I want to see what those guys look like right now, Petra. I'm sure you have some more pictures, so let's see them."
"Well.... OK. But I can't show you everything. Some are private, just for me."
"Pour us both some wine and we'll look at them," Emmeline said firmly.
She had every intention of seeing the private ones too. Some wine might loosen her friend up enough that she would show more than intended. Two glasses later, Petra was doing just that.
"OK. These are from the Forties and I'm wearing a Women's Army Corps uniform. My prof took shots of me as Lieutenant Stanwick."
"You look good as an officer, Petra, and these are cute photos. So, what came next?"
"Well... he had me take off the jacket and tie for some sexier ones. I'll show you a couple."
"Nice cleavage, Petra! I see your nipples are stiff too. Ohh... you're touching them in this one. These are getting hot!"
"After that I changed into a white dress. Here's Professor Edward's friend dressed as a sailor in 1945. Yes, that's me."
"He's really good-looking! Big arms, big bulge, and he's got you tipped way back, French kissing! No wonder you like doing this!"
"I confess, Emma. Now that's all I'm going to show you. Will you come with me tomorrow night?"
"It depends. This guy looks great, but I haven't seen your professor yet."
" I don't have any photos with him. Honestly, I don't, but he is hot too."
Technically Petra was right. There was video with Professor Edwards' dick in her mouth, and another with him pounding her ass. But no photos.
"You have class with him tomorrow morning, right? Well, I'll go with you to meet him and then I'll make my decision. Now let's have some more wine and you can tell me what he has planned for Friday evening."
Petra didn't want to show any more of her pictures because the professor had warned her not to scare Emma off.
****
Both Edwards and Dennison noticed the attractive blonde with Petra at the Friday morning Fine Arts lecture. So did the entire back part of the lecture hall, the jocks craning their necks for a good look. This boring class had definitely improved in the past couple of weeks! The professor and his friend hoped that the blonde was Emmeline, Petra's weekend visitor. They were already visualizing her naked in front of the lens.
The professor cleared his throat and started his lecture.
"Ahem!... Between 1939 and 1945 much of the world was engulfed in the biggest war in history. Times were tough and every type of material was directed to was industries. Total war changed the whole Arts scene. The flamboyance of Art Nouveau and Art Deco ended, replaced by a grim simplicity in all aspects of life. Colour and bold design were gone; drab and practical took their place. Many people were in uniform."
Professor Edwards was losing his audience. Eyes glazed over and heads drooped. Only the eager students in the front rows paid attention, none more than Petra Stanwick. She knew he'd soon be showing photos from her last modelling session, and she hoped that none would embarrass her. Then her prof projected a series of slides as he continued.
"Women served with distinction in the military, like the Women's Army Corps. This lieutenant proudly displays her uniform and her abundant charms. A drab brown has replaced the more stylish and colourful things she wore before."
As the slides focused more on her insignia, blouse and seamed stockings, the masked model's swelling breasts and long, shapely legs became increasingly obvious. The dullards at the back were wide awake now, attentively watching the images, though it wasn't Fine Arts that interested them. Then, the professor shifted gears a bit.
"Domestic style was every bit as dull. Basics like white cotton left designers with little to work with since expensive fabrics and dyes were largely unavailable in wartime. The cut was simple to save material, nor were dress lengths especially long for the same reason. Simplicity like this pervaded every aspect of design in the wartime years, and in the later Forties too, as economies struggled to get back on track."
Now came slides of Petra in a white dress, tight enough to show her fine figure and short enough to expose some stockinged leg. She held her breath hoping the pictures wouldn't show her with Mr. Dennison. But there it was, the lovely, masked model swooning in the unknown sailor's arms as they hugged and French kissed. The hard-on in his Navy uniform was quite prominent. Ronald Dennison felt a tug in his groin as he remembered what had followed.
The class loudly clamoured for more: "Next slide. What came next?... Who are the models?... Keep going with this!"
Emmeline turned to her blushing friend, whispering, "So, did you like it?" to which Petra simply grinned and nodded. Yes, she liked it very much- all of it!
Then Emma added softly, "Both guys are cute, and it looks like a good time. Yes, I'll model with you tonight."
Meantime, Professor Edwards was using the excitement generated by Petra's photos to extend beyond Forties fashion. More slides illustrated what he was saying.
"Like fashion, most aspects of art and design were very subdued in this period. Artists drew stark propaganda posters, usually either patriotic or sinister. And most new domestic design stopped after 1941 when industries converted to military supplies. Even the first new car models- 1946- were warmed over pre-war offerings, like these two Ford coupes, five years apart."
After class, the two young women stayed behind so Petra could introduce her friend. Edwards and Dennison could see that Emmeline was a beauty and were soon impressed with her brash self-confidence too.
"I'm Emmeline and I'm looking forward to modelling with Petra tonight. This really works in your lectures. But even though I'm not in your class I'll need a mask too."
"Yes, absolutely!" the professor explained. "We assure you total discretion. Petra can vouch for that. In return, we must ask for yours too. It's impossible to restore personal and professional reputations if they're ruined."
"I totally agree, professor," she replied sincerely.
"Call me William. This is Ronald. Our relationship will be too casual to be formal. So... will we see both of you at my apartment at 7:00?"
"Yes, it should be fun."
Emma had no idea what a good time she'd have tonight!
Meanwhile, all three of the principals wondered if Emmeline was aware of what she had opened herself up to. Petra realized that she would have to tell her friend exactly what to expect. This was more than the lecture slides had shown- much more. After they returned to Petra's apartment that afternoon, she had her friend to sit down for a little talk.
"Emma, I haven't told your everything yet and you need to know. Remember last night I said that some pictures were private? You can't tell anybody else about this- not what I'll say, especially not what you'll see. Promise before I go on."
"You can trust me, Petra. We're best girlfriends. I promise!. This is more than just posing in old-fashioned clothes and uniforms, isn't it?"
"Yes, a lot more.... Emma, I'll be honest with you. They have sex with me.... I mean, things I've never done before."
"What!... And they take private pictures of it? That's what you meant last night?"
"It's true," Petra admitted, her eyes cast downward in a moment of shame. "You have to know."
"And you're going to show me?" Emma blurted as Petra inserted the latest jump drive into her computer.
"You have to realize what's going on at their apartment," Petra said grimly as she scrolled to an image.
"Oh my god, Petra!... It's the sailor pictures, and you have his cock! He's so big!... Oh fuck, Petra! You guys do this?"
"And more.... They both fuck me, Emma! I'll show you a little clip from last Friday. But remember, you can't tell anyone. Not ever!"
"I promise.... Ohhh!... Geez Petra, you're swallowing one and fucking the other at the same time! You weren't joking, were you! My god, Petra, you do this!... Uh, what was that like? I've always wondered."
"Fantastic! It's the most incredible sex ever! That's why I keep going back there."
"Well, they're such good-looking older guys, I don't blame you, Petra. And your prof's friend is really hung!"
"Emma, I hope this doesn't disgust you," Petra said seriously. "We don't have to do this tonight if you say no. Be honest with me."
"So, we have until 7:00 to get ready for our private pictures," Emmeline grinned. "Yes, I'm going with you!"
"Great! We're shooting the Fifties, and it's going to be fun- in more ways than one, I'm sure!"
Petra had conveniently held back any images of her double penetration with Professor Edwards and Mr. Dennison. And she had only hinted at her shaking multiple orgasms that followed. After all, there's only so much private information that can be shared- even with a BFF. Petra wondered if she'd revealed too much already, though it hadn't scared off Emmeline.
****
Petra's best friend had made a strong impression on Edwards and Dennison at the morning class. But they were blown away by what they saw when the two women arrived that evening. The professor quickly ushered them inside, aware that Petra's screaming orgasm last week may already have drawn some attention from his nosy neighbours.
Emmeline had outdone herself because Petra told her she'd be posing as Marilyn Monroe tonight. She curled and combed her blonde mane in the same style as the film idol and did her makeup to match some old movie clips they watched that afternoon. She was of average height, but Emma's towering heels left her only a bit shorter than the two men. And her body! The button-up pink sweater was very tight, highlighting her full 36C chest, while the short, tight black skirt emphasized her shapely hips.
She'd done this sort of thing before. A popular men's magazine had come to her campus that autumn seeking pinup models. Emma had boldly auditioned in three stages, as she made each successive cut. The same pink sweater, but with tight jeans, led to stage two in a skimpy bikini. That went well and had her in the finals, semi-naked and then fully nude, mostly exposed. Emma was disappointed to be the last girl cut, but the experience had left her wanting more provocative posing.
"Petra must have told you that you'd be Marilyn Monroe this evening. The look is perfect, Emmeline!"
"Thanks. Call me Emma, OK? Or Marilyn, tonight. I'm looking forward to this."
"And you can call me Ward- Ward Cleaver," the professor joked. "That explains the baggy old suit, white shirt and tie I'm wearing. Just came home to my wife June, after a hard day at the office, you know." Then he planted a kiss on Petra's cheek.
They both laughed as they studied his slicked down hair and heavy-framed glasses.
"We have the whole evening ahead of us, so come into the kitchen for some drinks that I've set out", Ronald Dennison welcomed, grinning. "Petra mentioned you like white wine. There's a Mosel and a Reisling, whatever you prefer. William and I are scotch drinkers."
Petra hung back by the entry with Professor Edwards. She talked quietly.
"I showed her some private video, and she was still eager to come here. Not all of it though... not tonight. She's my best girlfriend but I'd be too embarrassed for her to see me that way." He knew that she meant the double she did with the men.
"OK. Would she be nude with you, or are you shy about it?"
"A little, but I don't think she is by the way she went around half-naked at my apartment. So, I'll just follow her lead."
"Very good, Petra. I promise you both a fine time tonight," he whispered as he led her into the kitchen.
The four of them chatted amiably and Emmeline could see there was a real familiarity between the other three- the closeness of people who are intimates. It surprised Emma how comfortable her friend was with to these gorgeous older guys. She wanted to be that way with them too. Then the professor thought it was time to get to work.
"That bra is all wrong for the Fifties, Emma. Marilyn's would have been two stiff cones. Ronald brought a pile of clean underthings from the Theatre Department. Find one of those and some stockings with a garter belt for your photos. Everything else is perfect."
"Petra, I've set out June Cleaver's wardrobe for you," Ronald explained. "You can help each other get ready while I use William's bedroom to change into my clothes for the evening."
Edwards checked his camera set-up before Mr. Dennison- AKA James Dean- returned in tight jeans, slicked-back hair, and a black leather jacket.
"Ah, a rebel without a clue," Edwards quipped when he saw his friend.
"Hey. Some Tom Petty," Ronald replied, and sang:
"His leather jacket had chains that would jingle.
They both met movie stars, partied and mingled....."
Then Emma stepped out of the guest room playing 'air guitar' and singing the chorus. The guys jumped in.
"Out in the great wide open. Under the skies of blue.
Out in the great wide open. A rebel without a clue."
The three of them laughed and hugged. When Petra emerged from the guest room, she was glad to see how relaxed they already were together. Now it was time to get started with the photography.
"OK, Marilyn.... I'll take some fashion photos of your Fifties glam look. Ready?... Step into the lights and turn very slowly while I shoot different profiles.... Nice.... You do have the curves, Emma!... Now, one hand on a cocked hip, elbow bent out.... Good. Sexy pout now.... Tilt your head down a bit.... That's right.... And look over at Ronald.... Excellent, very 'Marilyn' indeed!"
"I'll say!" Dennison drooled, already thinking about her stripped naked.
"Will you undo some buttons now?... Good.... One more.... I'll pan in closer on your broach and big earrings.... Turn your head and tilt it down a bit.... One hand pushing your hair back from your ear.... Now, chin up and chest out to show off... your broach I mean.... Lovely.... Look at Ronald and blow him a kiss or two across your palm.... One for me too.... And a sly wink.... Ah, so sexy!
I'll focus on your legs now. Turn a bit sideways and bend one knee... Toe down.... Look across your shoulder.... Chest out and pouty mouth for me.... Turn some more... bum out and lift your skirt higher to show more leg.... Yes.... Turn to face me and undo one more button.... Lovely!... Now lean toward me and smile.... That's perfect- really good! Thank you, Marilyn."
"Step in beside her now James," the professor said to his leather-jacketed friend. "Some photos of two Fifties idols together. First fashion, then a little romance too."
"This will be good," Ronald grinned. "You can relax with me, Marilyn- I don't bite."
"Oh.... I wish you would. You can eat me all up," Emma teased him.
Both men were pleasantly surprised how natural Petra's friend was in front of the camera. In no time, Ronald and Emma were posing together as if they were two movie stars in a production. The professor made sure to get the little Fifties details on film- like the long chain connecting his friend's big wallet to a belt loop on his jeans.
Sexy Emma liked Ronald. Her arms went around his shoulders, as she nuzzled up into his neck, pushing her full tits against him. Ronald was enveloped by her perfume and her red lips by his ear whispered seductively, "Let's fuck later." There was a huge bulge in his tight jeans, and Emma made a point of pressing on it. Then she slipped the coat off his shoulders, revealing a cigarette pack pushed up into the arm of his tight, white T-shirt. Pure Fifties, Edwards got it on film.
"Share some kisses now before June Cleaver joins you," William directed, and the Hollywood stars quickly complied. Bold Emma looped her arms around Ronald's neck and eagerly offered him tongue. The professor continued to shoot as she pushed her shapely body into Ron's groin, writhing like an oversexed maven to tantalize him. He was more than ready to fuck this hot blonde later!
"That's enough for now, you two. Emmeline, you'll need to take a few minutes to check your hair and touch up the lipstick. I'll get some photos of Mrs. Cleaver before you're on again with them."
"Oh Ward, I'm so glad you're finally home," Petra began, right in character. "Beaver has been such a pest and I need you to have a little talk with him. Wally is trying to do his homework, but his little brother keeps bothering him about Eddie Haskell."
"I'll do it later, honey. You look lovely in that floral dress and heels. Let me get some pictures of you before we sit down to that big dinner you spent the whole day cooking," Ward returned, laughing.
The professor always liked shooting Petra because by now she knew just what he wanted in her pictures. She pushed her tits out by arching her back. She offered him seductive pouts with lowered eyes and turned sharply as she minced about, bringing her flared dress halfway up her thighs. As usual, he captured bare skin above the tops of her nylons, and the tabs of her garter belt. It was sexy, but suitable for his lectures. Then Emmeline was back.
"That's fine, Petra. Well done. We should rest and have something to drink. Ronald has everything set out in the kitchen. Help yourselves, of course, because I don't want it said that I tried to get everybody drunk," William joked.
"But you don't mind if we do, right?" Emmeline challenged, with a knowing grin.
"Exactly!" Ronald added.
"Let's all drink up then!" she exclaimed as Ronald led the way to the alcohol.
****
The professor had plenty of lecture-suitable photos of the three of them now, and he could see that they were all in the mood to take it farther. He knew that Petra and Ronald were game for almost anything, but Emma was still a question mark. Edwards was interested to see if he could get both young women together nude. Now that would be erotic!



"Step in with June for pictures together, Marilyn. First about fashion, then we'll see what comes next. Right there in the spotlights in front of the sofa. Ready?... Follow my directions.
Side-by-side, hips touching, and both with an arm looped behind one another.... Big smiles... now a pout.... Turn forty-five degrees toward each other.... Closer, so your breasts touch.... Look over to Ronald.... Now Petra, turn a bit more toward her and bring a hand to her cheek. Pretend you're going to kiss her... pucker up and close your eyes, Emma.... Now a light kiss on the lips.... OK?... Firmer now and hold that.... Very nice!"
Edwards would see if he could get them to go farther with this. Petra had told him that Emma flaunted her body at her apartment, so he knew where to begin.
"Marilyn, slip your sweater off now.... That's it.... Now help June with her dress.... June, remove her skirt.... Good.... Ready for some more photos?"
Emmeline grinned and nodded approval. They both stood in their all-white Fifties pointed bras and silky panties, frilly garter belts, nylon stockings and white heels. Petra just nodded sheepishly- a bit uneasy about what might come next with her girlfriend.
"First, do a slow fashion walk across the room and back.... Emma first... a hand on your hip and cross-step so your bum sways.... Yes, very sexy.... Go ahead, Petra.... And turn.... Perfect!... Now come together like you posed before when dressed.... Emma put your hand behind her neck and kiss her mouth.... Petra, arms around her back.... Unhook her bra.... Emma, the same.... Let them drop, then press against each other.... Passionate kissing.... Excellent... keep going."
This was a first for Petra, and it did feel surprisingly erotic! Emmeline's big tits were tight against her own and Emma's tongue was exploring her mouth. It occurred to her that her girlfriend must have done this before- she was so easy with it. In fact, she had, many times. They pressed their naked breasts against each other, kissing while two men and a camera watched the sexy display.
"Oh, that is great!" William exulted. "The best!... Step in between them, James Dean.... Arms down ladies so he can loop his in back of you.... Hold that pose. Some shots like that.... Marilyn, kiss with James while you help him take off his jacket.... Now his T-shirt.... June, get his belt and the jeans.... You know what to do next, right?... Meanwhile James, enjoy Emma's nipples.... Yes, some Frenching too.... Ah, that's perfect."
The professor was losing his cool. Petra was swallowing his friend's big cock yet again, while his new model offered her tits and mouth for Ronald's pleasure. Then William stopped shooting stills and adjusted the camera so he could step into the scene and have some fun too.
"We're on video now. Petra, come strip me bare.... Oh yeah! You're such a hot woman- you really have no idea!... So good with a cock!... Fuck, what a mouth!... Oh shit- some more of that.... Suck deeper!... Oh my god...."
It was quite a scene in the professor's lounge that night. What had started as a Fine Art photo shoot focused on Fifties clothing styles had gradually degenerated into a porn video. Looking down, William watched Petra's red lips kissing and licking the crown of his cock while her gripping hand slowly stroked it. That view stood out against a background of pointed tits, the nipples stiff with excitement. His model was looking back up at him in submission.
A glance to his left revealed visitor Emma's well-practiced oral skills. On her knees, she had already taken Ronald's fat cock deep enough that her eyes were closed, almost gagging on it. One hand cradled his balls, rolling them between her fingers. The other cupped a breast, lifting it for his visual delight. His friend was looking down, completely lost in pleasure as he pulled her blonde head against his groin.
William smiled as he watched both lovely women at work. It was all being recorded on video, so he and his friend could enjoy watching it over and over- just as they had done with Petra's first two sessions. This had all worked out so well- better sex, and better lectures than he had experienced before. He reminded himself to thank Ronald for his brilliant idea, but in fact he had already done so dozens of times.
However, this was far too much of a good thing! Professor Edwards knew that if he didn't get out of Petra's mouth and into her pussy soon, the latter just wouldn't be happening. Right next to him, Dennison looked like he was in another world, about to explode onto Emmeline's face. Something had to be done, and quickly!
"June, it's too crowded for the four of us to take this farther in here. Let's go to our bedroom now. Marilyn, you and James can use the guest room."
"Mmm... sure Ward. It's your party tonight," Petra smiled.
"But I think we should leave the bedroom doors open," Emma joked, "Just so I can feel safer alone with this guy. James Dean is such a naughty rebel!"
"Yeah, without a clue," Ronald replied.
****
Even though she had posed naked for Professor Edwards three Fridays in a row, it seemed different to be alone with him in his bedroom. Petra still wore her panties, stockings and shoes, but it was somehow more intimate than doing the double with him and Ronald last week. She felt a bit awkward until William broke the ice with some humour.
"So, June, we're finally alone," he said with a mock serious tone. "What's this about Beaver that you mentioned when I came home? Something about Wally's smirking friend, Eddie Haskell? I don't like that kid."
"But Ward, Eddie is such a nice boy. Always complimenting me," Petra replied, playing the game. "Just tell Beaver not to bother Wally when he's doing his homework. He'll listen to you."
"Of course, June. Now let me help you out of your underthings so we can get to bed."
Soon they were stretched out naked, kissing like the Cleavers would have done when they were sure that their boys were asleep. The professor was as eager to score with Petra again as she was to do him.
Next door, Marilyn and James were having no problems getting right down to some great sex. After all, they were Hollywood stars, quite accustomed to sleeping around. And Emmeline was obviously sexually experienced, not shy when she saw something she wanted. Tonight, it was Ronald's big cock. It wasn't long before Petra and the professor could hear the two of them tearing into each other.
"Listen to them over there," Petra whispered. "Emma likes him."
They both could hear her friend moaning loudly and telling Ronald what she wanted. He was glad to comply.
"Fuck me, James! I'm ready. Give me that fat cock and I'll take you for a ride you won't forget. Come on... fuck me! Oh yeah... like that.... Deeper now, I can take all of it!"
"Hot little bitch, eh! Hold on tight while I pound that sweet pussy."
"Give you any ideas, June?" Ward asked, and in no time she was on her back, knees up, offering him what they both wanted.
Surely the neighbours heard the noise coming from the two bedrooms as both couples cut loose without restraint. Petra's rising wails merged with Emma's heavy moans and the men's urgent grunts in a flood of sounds, a rousing chorus of sex. Then for a few moments it was quiet in the guest room.
"Fuck me from behind, James. I like it that way!" Marilyn ordered, breaking the silence before they scrambled into the new position.
In the other bedroom William stopped and whispered to Petra.
"Let's quietly go to their door and watch them. I'm curious how Ronald is doing with Emma," although he had a lot more than that in mind.
They tip-toed into the hallway shadows where the other couple wouldn't see them. The view into the guest room was perfect. Emmeline and Ronald were mostly facing away from them, but they could clearly see his big cock moving between her widespread legs. Emma's head was down and her hands gripped the sheets as her evening lover thrust himself against her. They heard her moaning aloud as she pushed back on him.
Professor Edwards stood behind Petra, arms around her, one hand on a tit, the other in her pussy as he nuzzled her neck. She spread her legs to encourage him and tilted her head sideways so they could kiss. Then William whispered.
"Let's join them now."
Petra felt so aroused watching her friend fucking right in front of her. And the way William was fingering her own pussy left her completely defenseless. She knew that she shouldn't do it, but found herself unable to say no. After all, she'd already fucked both men together last week, so this just seemed like a another small step into the wild world of pleasure.
"Yes, I want that," she said softly, taking his hand and leading him to the bed.
Ronald was aware of them while Emma continued working her way toward orgasm. He turned and grinned his approval, while William beckoned Petra to lay beside her friend on the big bed. Finally, Emma realized what was happening, but was so aroused that she just smiled and kept on humping. Then the professor pushed into Petra so that both couples were fucking side-by-side.
"Kiss me Petra," Emma urged her friend, and wiggled her body sideways so their faces were close enough to lock lips.
They didn't see William and Ronald reach up to give each other a 'high five' as the action continued. The men sometimes picked up women in clubs and bars around the college, but it had been some time since they'd been able to get two willing women into bed like this. Sometimes if the ladies had been drinking enough, they would switch. Ronald pulled out of Emmeline and quickly changed places with the professor. Hardly missing a beat, both were soon drilling their new partner.
Petra could feel how tight Dennison's cock felt as he pushed into her vagina. He was so big! She gasped, then slowly began to move against him until a flood of natural lubricant solved the problem. Meantime, Professor Edwards reveled in the sensations of a brand new pussy, grasping Emma's hips and slamming against her lovely body. From the side, he could see those fine 36C tits swinging.
Now all the noise coming from the apartment emanated from just one room. Enough erotic moaning and groaning to incite a crowd rose from the squeaking bed. The squish of cock in quim, and the slap of groin on ass could be heard clearly by anyone but the deaf.
All four of them were completely consumed by their hedonistic desires. They needed to cum! But Petra was having a little issue of conscience.
"I've crossed so many boundaries with Emma tonight that it's embarrassing. I don't want her to see me orgasm! I just won't do that," she resolved.
Right next to her, Petra could feel her girlfriend breathing harder, building up to a peak. She was moving harder against the professor, beginning to lose control. Now she was moaning loudly and mumbling that she needed to cum. Her body perspired, gleaming in the low light of the bedroom. Seeing and hearing Emma like this began to affect Petra. She felt damp and her skin flushed a hot pink.
Professor Edwards continued to pound into Emmeline, all the while driving her higher and higher All at once, the gorgeous blonde began to jerk wildly as her muscles convulsed, grabbing and releasing in her passion. Hard as she tried to resist, Petra felt a wave of intense feeling begin to sweep through her own body too. It felt so good!
"Don't cum! Don't cum!" the voice in her head frantically reminded her.
Now Emma was in the throes of orgasm, calling out loudly enough to be heard in the next apartment. Her knees literally bounced off the mattress and her whole body shook with sheer pleasure. She almost lost her breath from the intensity- completely out of control.
Right next to her, Petra lost her battle of wills as Emma's big climax pushed her over the top too. Petra just couldn't help herself- she didn't really have a chance. She wanted release; she needed to cum; and she finally gave into it.
"Oh yeah.... Oh yeah!... YEAHH!... Fuck me.... Fuck meee!... Fuuuccckkk!!" she screamed at Ronald as she exploded in a crushing orgasm, soon followed by a second wave that seized her as hard as the first one, before she collapsed.
Petra's final score: Body 2, Mind 0... and her best friend had witnessed it all.
Another session of Fine Arts photography had reached a peak of pure porn.....
And they had only reached the Fifties!
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Petra poses again- the Sixties this time- and parties with some hot women that the professor and his friend picked up in a bar. With lyrics from Jefferson Airplane, and The Doors.
The Pick-up
William Edwards and Ronald Dennison both wanted more.
Last Friday they had scored a great session of group sex with Petra Stanwick and her BFF, Emmeline Jones. It had continued well into the night, so loud in fact, that a neighbour who overheard Petra's screaming orgasms had called the police.
Sure, it was embarrassing to answer the door naked, but the officers eventually were amused by the explanation. They'd keep a close eye on the place in future, "just in case we get any more complaints about a woman going crazy like that." Wink-wink.
Emma had just been visiting for the weekend and Petra already told them that her friend was busy with essays for the next few weeks. The men needed a plan to get some female company for more great sex with Petra. They talked about it as they drooled over the photos and video produced the past Friday night.
"Fabulous idea you had, Ronald, students posing for Fine Arts photos at my apartment."
"Makes for excellent lectures, doesn't it, William? And great sex too. So, what are we going to do about next week? It'll be difficult to match the action we had on Friday."
"I'm shooting the Sixties next, and I know Petra will be on-board. But we need to line up another woman to model with her if we expect to fuck like that again."
"Why not see what we can come up with over at The Den on River Road? We've had some great pickups there and we might be able to convince one to come back for photos," Ronald suggested.
"Capital idea, old man. Yeah, someone our age; someone who has been around a lot who could teach Petra some new tricks in bed. Maybe a hungry divorcee or someone like that?" William concluded.
"Yes, I can see it already. A hot cougar seduces her, and we fuck them both on video! Excellent!"
The professor and his friend had a plan now, and they knew that there'd be a new set of lecture-suitable Sixties photos too. With the right over-sexed woman, it should be easy to edge Petra even farther into the unbridled sex that the two men enjoyed so much, live and later, on video. The bar seemed a good choice to get their degenerate scheme underway.
****
The music was blaring- acid rock from the Sixties, a staple at The Den, the best pickup dance club in the city and a perfect place to get wasted. That's what Lezlee Bellevue was doing tonight.
"When the truth is found to be lies.
And all the joy within you dies.
Don't you want somebody to love?
Don't you need somebody to love?
Wouldn't you love somebody to love?
You better find somebody to luuuu...ve!"
The song was about her life. Lezlee needed somebody to love, ever since learning the truth about her latest cheating bastard boyfriend. She was fed up with his lies, and simply wanted a good fuck to get even. She needed to find somebody to love. The professor and his friend had come to the right place!
Soon after they arrived, the pair spotted Lez, going wild under the hypnotic flashing lights. She would be perfect! Her heels were too high, her red dress too short; she wore too much lipstick and a mop of teased auburn hair hung in her eyes. She was out there without a partner, gyrating to the relentless hammering beat.
Ronald decided to make his move before other over-sexed dudes noticed that she was alone. So, he ambled out under the lights and came close to her. She didn't shy away, and without a word he became her dance partner. Lezlee liked what she saw and knew immediately that he'd be the one for tonight.
Soon they were both perspiring heavily, and Ronald directed her over to the stand-up bar, right next to Professor Edwards. After shouted introductions in the din, William ordered drinks and they moved to a slightly quieter area tucked around the corner from the flashing lights and big speakers. There, the hunters got a better look at their prey- a fortyish woman out on her own, needing companionship and sex. This looked promising.
They talked a bit- as much as was possible in The Den- then the professor took her out to the dancefloor until they both were dripping with sweat. Another drink at their table confirmed that Lez would fill the bill for the night, perhaps even for Friday if things went well. She was leggy and stacked, and her features were not unpleasant, though a little hard under all that makeup. Best of all, she was clearly telegraphing her availability, the reason she was here.
After another round of crazy out in the lights and sound- this time with Ronald moving in very close- it was time to get to the whole point of the evening. Back at their table, William took the lead, like they'd done before on the prowl.
"It's so noisy in here. We're all getting hoarse from shouting over the music. I have a nice, quiet place nearby and we could get to know you better. There's a well-stocked bar too, so I can serve up anything you'd get in here. Join us?"
Lezlee didn't say anything for a while as she did a quick 'risk-assessment' on these two guys. They'd been polite and friendly all evening, and they were well-spoken, no doubt educated. Probably from the college, she guessed. Both were very good-looking and probably about her age, maybe a bit less. One of them- Ronald- had a chiseled body and the other wasn't too bad either. Above all, Lez knew she was angry and horny, no sex for weeks! They would do just fine.
"I have my car tonight. Can I follow you guys over?"
"Yes. One of us should come with you in case we get separated in traffic?"
"OK. Ronald. But I'll drive."
"Are you sure you can do it? I mean..."
Lezlee knew that she'd already had too much to drink tonight.
"Sure, you drive. Here are my keys."
They got to the apartment by about 11:00- the evening was still young. There in the light of the professor's lounge, Lezlee looked better than ever. Or were they just more eager than ever to nail her? Over another drink, she revealed a bit about herself: sometime executive assistant, twice divorced, with a female roomie; and, "old enough to know better, but too young to care."
The two friends kept it simple. They worked at the college, and William was also divorced, although Ronald was "having too much fun to ever get tied down."
"Show me the rest of your place, William. Come with us, Ronald," Leanne stated boldly, because she had a burning need after several drinks.
They soon ended up in the professor's bedroom and within minutes Lezlee was almost naked. Her big fake tits were proudly displayed, and she obliged them by bringing her nipples up. Ronald quickly doffed his slacks and when his big cock sprang free, she wasted no time dropping to her knees in front of him. William joined right away, and together they watched her practiced magic on their projecting organs.
"I told you I was an executive assistant. This was occasionally part of the job," she laughed while taking a breath. "How am I doing?"
"Damn!... You don't need to ask!" Ronald groaned.
Then they were more than ready to bang her. William pulled her up to eye level and Ronald took her over his shoulder, carefully depositing her on the bed, where the professor deftly slipped off her wet thong.
"Yours first," she said, pointing to him. "It'll stretch me out for his monster."
While William ploughed Lez's ripe pussy, Ronald sprawled across her upper body to enjoy her big nipples and puffy Botox lips. She was animated, half-drunk on wine and sex, and determined to make up for lost time with these two hot guys. Meanwhile, the professor was driving down into her juicy depths, feeling the heat of one wet, needy pussy.
Then it was time to switch. Ronald slowly fed his fat pole into Lezlee's nicely stretched vagina. Still, it was tight, so he took his time, knowing that patience now would pay off. She was built for comfort, not for speed at this point. He could pick it up when she was ready. Meanwhile, the professor knelt beside her head and fed her his stiff dick, pushing it as deep as she could take it. He couldn't help but think about her pleasuring two corporate bigshots at once as an executive assistant.
Lezlee Bellevue was lost in sensation as these two handsome, virile men buried their cocks in her throat and pussy. She'd had two at once before, but had it ever been this stimulating? Had she ever felt like something would soon explode inside her that would shake her world?
These guys were good! They knew how to make her feel like their personal plaything, the way it sometimes was in her old office job. Slowly she began to feel herself climbing a staircase of lust, rising closer to that point of infinite pleasure.
"Taste my tits now, William," Lez gasped as she pulled her face away from his cock. "And keep fucking me like that, Ronald. I love it! Use my pussy. Give it to me harder!"
Now Dennison turned up the burner, driving his member harder and deeper into her sopping vagina. She began to moan with growing satisfaction as he gave her a fucking like she hadn't enjoyed for a long time. Breath started coming hard for them and perspiration ran from their overworked bodies.
Then the professor came to his knees again, and pushed his stiff rod between Lezlee's thick lips. Ronald could have her pussy, but he had every intention of blowing off in her skillful mouth.
All at once, a chain of orgasms began as the three players came in fairly short order. First, William drained himself, filling Lezlee's jaws to overflowing with his cum, sending it dribbling down her chin.
Soon after, Ronald's machine-like pumping into her lubed pussy started to come unglued as he erupted in a series of powerful thrusts, each sending jets of sperm deep into her body. Then, reaching beneath his flagging cock, he strummed Lez's prominent clitoris, quickly sending her over the top. Her body jerked in orgasm for a while before she collapsed, completely drained.
After cleaning up a bit, the tipsy guest announced that she really should be going home. But first there was an invitation for more.
"Hey Lezlee, we're having a little party here on Friday night. There's a Sixties theme and we'll try to get some weed. Bring your roommate if you'd like. A woman, right? But no guys. That's taken care of already. Interested?"
"You guys, right?" she smiled and laughed, half-drunk.
"Right. We hope you had enough fun tonight to come back Friday."
"Oh, I'll be back alright, with a good recommendation for Desiree. I'm sure she'll be with me."
"Excellent! Break out the tie-dyed clothes and love beads, and come at 8:00.... Let me drive you home now. You'd be dangerous on the road. Ronald can follow with his car to get me back."
"You guys are so nice," Lezlee purred. "Know how to treat a lady. Before and after you fuck her," she added.
"Yeah, we always aim to please," Ronald grinned.
It had been a good time and they wanted to be sure Lez would be back Friday. Her roomie would be a bonus, especially if they could stir sexy Petra into the mix.
****
The 9:00 AM Fine Arts class filled the lecture theatre that morning, so much so that Professor Edwards suspected his students had brought their buddies. The word was out. Edwards was showing a sexy mystery woman posing for different style trends every week. Friends wanted to see it for themselves.
As always, the feature model, Petra Stanwick, was perched in the front row, her laptop at the ready. All around her were other keeners, mostly young women with an interest in more than slides of an attractive model. However, last week's images of a well-hung sailor kissing his girl had drawn their particular interest too. Little did they know that it was Petra posing with the professor's friend, William Dennison, recreating an iconic 1945 post-war celebration.
This morning's lecture was about to begin.
"Welcome, if this is your first time here. I hope that some of you will sign up for this course next semester. It's Fine Arts 345, 'Design Through the Ages'."
He continued.
"The Fifties were a decade of real change. Big and bold- it was a whole new world after the Second World War. It was a time for expansion and experimentation. Look at some examples of rapid advances in art and design in just ten years."
Professor Edwards projected images of Fifties modern art consisting of wide strokes of bright colour, abstracts which didn't resemble much of anything. Stylish furniture, some of it shaped into sweeping curves and covered in new synthetic fabrics was another departure. He showed massive late-50s American automobiles- Cadillacs, Buicks, and Oldsmobiles- with sweeping aircraft fins and vast areas of gleaming chrome.
It was interesting, but not what the back rows and their friends had come for. The drones were getting restless.
"Fashion reflected similar trends, for example in Hollywood, that tinsel-town world. Idols like Marilyn Monroe and heart-throb James Dean were emulated by millions, especially for their clothing."
What followed were slides of a beautiful, masked blonde- Petra's girlfriend Emmeline- in a pink sweater, the buttons straining from the push of her full breasts. Now the dullards were at full attention! My god, she had three buttons undone, enough to show a slash of cleavage and the edge of her white bra.
There she was with her arse to the camera, the tight, black skirt up over her knees to show her shapely legs in seamed nylons. Now she was blowing a kiss to the camera. What a sex-bomb!
Next, movie star James Dean was beside her in his black leather jacket with chains. What a stud, with greased hair and a tight, white T! His jeans must have been spray-painted on because his big bulge was so prominent. Next, Marilyn was embracing him and nuzzling into his ear, her big tits pushed into his chest and arm. An eyes-closed deep kiss from her cherry-red lips ended that series. But there was more.
"Strong ideas surfaced that a woman's place was at home raising children. She was expected to always be well-dressed when her man returned from the office for a big home-cooked meal. Meet June Cleaver, wife, mother, and homemaker. This was her style, quite different from Marilyn's."
Now Petra faced the camera with a mask, a full floral dress just past her knees, big white heels and nylons. The photographer had captured both her style and sexy details of her shapely form. The curve of her long neck highlighted elaborate earrings. An action shot of her twirling around revealed bare thighs and frilly stocking tops clasped by old-fashioned garter tabs. The stunning housewife's eyes wore a suggestive, almost subservient look.
Full attention gained, the professor continued to discuss characteristics of post-war design, focusing on all the stylish appliances Mrs. Cleaver now had at her disposal to ease her busy life. Cheap electricity made the magic happen. It was a different kind of energy than what went through the theatre when Edwards concluded with images of Marilyn, James and Petra locked together, arm-in-arm. Everybody was glued to the slides!
He finished with "That's it for today," and was surprised by a ripple of applause that spread across the room. This new approach was a real success.
By now it was almost assumed that Petra would come on Friday evening for the next series of pictures. On her way out, she briefly stopped to smile at her professor and his friend. Edwards motioned for her to wait behind.
"Come at 7:00, Petra, this time to shoot the next decade. But afterward we're having a little party. Just a few people."
"No other guys, I hope!" she said with alarm, thoughts of being pimped out to their friends feeding her fear.
"Just us and a woman we know pretty well. Maybe two. We might have some smoke since it's Sixties themed."
"They won't see me having se..." Petra worried.
"They won't be there until later," Ronald assured her.
"OK.... I'll come as a hippie. Would that be alright?"
"Perfect. We'll all do that. The party starts after the photo shoot."
****
This was her fourth visit to the professor's apartment and by now Petra knew the drill. But the place looked different this time- there was definitely a themed party in the works. Edwards and Dennison had decorated the lounge and kitchenette with some Sixties props. Strings of beads hung down from doorways and coloured lights blinked along the baseboards.
Blank sections of wall were festooned with psychedelic posters featuring music icons of the era: Morrison, Joplin, Hendrix- all of them gone, overdosed in their prime. A loud mix of their music pulsated from speakers around the room.
"Come on baby light my fire.
Come on baby light my fire.
Try to set the night on fi...rrre!"
"Wine or weed tonight, Petra?" her prof joked after a big hug, commenting, "You look like you stepped out of another time tonight."
"Thanks. Your place looks great, William. Maybe I'll smoke after the pictures. Just one glass of white before then... so I don't get sick," she laughed.
"Ronald," the professor shouted to the kitchen. "One Chablis for our model, please. And draw up another scotch for me, old boy."
"Welcome, Petra. At your service," he called back over the music.
"The time to hesitate is through.
No time to wallow in the mire.
Try now we can only lose.
And our love become a funeral pyre.
Come on baby light my fire."
Petra was excited by what she saw and heard that evening. It seemed like they were in another time, a different space where she could leave convention and inhibitions behind. Little did she know how that would happen later when the other guests arrived. Under the influence of weed, the time to hesitate was through. She'd be breaking down barriers and entering a sexual realm previously unknown to her.
But it was time to begin shooting. Petra had come in her Sixties gear, so with a little time in the bathroom for final touches, she was ready.
"Great outfit, Petra. No bra in keeping with the times?.... Good.... So, give me a big smile and do a slow stroll across the lounge so we see the whole thing.... Now turn... then slowly back.... Those bell-bottoms sure are tight!... Love it!... Turn partly away from me and bend over to show your butt.... Look back at me and pout....
Toss your long hair back across your shoulder and hold it there.... Good... very sexy.... Now face me and bend forward, but from a wide stance.... Cup your hands under your breasts and squeeze.... Nice body!... Slide those hands under your top.... Cup and lift.... Bring up your nipples now.... Good, show me.... Lovely!"
"Anytime now, Ronald," the professor called to the guest room where his friend was getting ready. Soon he strolled into the lounge- oh so cool- wearing brightly coloured threads and a shaggy wig!
"Hey, call me Joe Cocker!" he rasped, mimicking the trademark harsh, scratchy voice.
"Perfect, Ronald! You two walk hand-in-hand across the room.... Right on, man!... Some shots of you together now.... Side-by-side, arms around each other's back.... Now turn in and come closer together.... Hold it while I zoom in on the details of what you're both wearing."
The professor got it all before he moved on: the long strands of beads; the dark shades instead of masks; the sandals and rope belts holding up their shabby bell-bottoms below their hypnotic tie-dyed shirts. This was clearly another time and place in the continuous story of design and fashion.
"Face each other.... Petra, loop your arms around his waist while he holds your hips.... Good... stare into each other's eyes and slowly pull closer.... Lean in for a kiss, Joe.... A bigger one.... Lift her shirt over her head without messing the hair too much.... Beautiful breasts, Petra!... Unbutton Cocker's shirt while he plays with your nipples... and let it drop.... Chests close together and deep kissing.... Reach for his zipper, Petra.... Now, on your knees. I'll get everything...."



The models were in another zone, Petra sucking deeply while Ronald pulled her head toward his groin. She released his belt and the button at the top of his jeans, letting them slip to his ankles. He deftly kicked them aside and arched his hips, sending his fat cock a little deeper. Petra skillfully bobbed her head and made those wet sounds that always stimulated him. They all knew that she loved swallowing his big, thick member.
Ronald's eyes were tightly closed, and his partner realized he'd soon be unleashing. But there was a problem. Some guests would soon be arriving for the party, and she didn't want him ruining her hair and makeup.
"In my mouth, Ronald. In my mouth!" Petra mumbled around his fat tool, as she stroked it harder. "Cum for me! Cum for me now!" she urged him.
In moments he cut loose, filling her with his thick seed, forcing a few quick swallows to contain everything. Just as he finished, there was a knock at the door. The party guests had already arrived! Ronald stood stark naked and totally drained, while Petra knelt in front of him, bare-breasted and licking her creamy lips. This scene hadn't ended a minute too soon!
"Just a moment. I'll be right there," the professor called as he popped his camera into a nearby drawer and turned off the two spotlights.
Meanwhile, the models scurried to different bedrooms, clothing in hand, to get themselves back together before the visitors stepped in. When William finally opened the door, two women strolled in none the wiser, completely unaware of what had just unfolded. The professor faced two cougars decked out in extremely short, colourful tent dresses and decked with love beads.
William was already intimately familiar with Lezlee, having banged her for a long time just a few nights ago. Her auburn hair looked different than before, long and teased out with a wide ribbon to keep it out of her eyes. He remembered her big tits and those long nipples, currently poking through her thin dress. He wouldn't forget the skills she applied to his cock when he pushed into her mouth.
Her room mate was attractive in a different way. Maybe late thirties, she had a more athletic build, solid and stacked too. A dyed blonde, her curls gathered around a cute face and turned up nose. She had a winning smile and killer legs that were exposed now almost to her pussy, under that short dress. The professor could see that she spent time in the gym, and he hoped for a workout tonight.
"Hi, this is my roomie, Desiree. I told her what nice guys you and Ronald were with me. So, she decided to come too."
"Desiree," the professor smiled, "As in 'desire'?"
"Depending on how much I like a guy. Some I desire, some I don't," she smiled.
"Interesting. I'm William, as in 'willing'," he replied, chuckling at his own little joke.
Then the other two emerged from the bedrooms.
"Ah, my friends Petra and Ronald who'll be partying with us tonight. Meet Lezlee and Desiree.... I'm an amateur photographer and Petra sometimes models for me, mostly in old-fashioned clothing."
"You're certainly lovely," Desiree commented, her eyes scanning across Petra, making her a bit uncomfortable.
"Lovely... and sexy," Lez added, visually undressing her, further adding to the model's uneasiness.
"Drinks anyone?" Ronald asked. "Or straight to a joint?... Wine first? Then come with me into the kitchen."
Everyone followed him while William stayed back to start the Sixties Party Mix music thumping through the speaker system. It occurred to him that the neighbours would probably be pissed off, but, what the hell, this was his place. He cranked it up a bit louder.
****
The party had been rolling for a couple of hours and a few bottles of wine before the weed came out. Everyone was on the carpet resting back against the sofa and chairs, engulfed by the pounding music. The women were already half cut- too loud and too animated- none more so than Petra. She was sandwiched between Ronald and Lezlee dragging on a joint circulating among the five of them. Her lungs filled with the wicked vapours as she passed it along to Leanne.
"Thanks, honey," the older woman rasped, "Good smoke?"
"Oh yeah!" Petra returned, already feeling a buzz.
She hardly noticed when Lez's warm hand rested on her upper thigh. Then when the woman leaned forward to pass the joint across to her roomie, the hand slid higher and gripped to support her. Settling back, Lezlee left it there. A few minutes later, the weed came back to Ronald and then on to Petra. Another deep drag filled her lungs with the relaxing smoke before she turned toward the woman again.
"Your turn," she giggled.
"Thanks, baby," the woman slurred, before leaning into Petra and kissing her mouth, a lingering kiss that extended into mutual tongue, as Lezlee's other hand fondling the model's bare tits beneath her shirt.
"Mmmm... I like that," Petra purred, which brought Lez's leaning arm up her thigh and tight against her pussy.
In response, Petra spread her legs while Ronald bent down to unbutton her bellbottoms. Lezlee quickly reached in to find Petra's juicy pussy while Ronald helped himself to her tits too. Petra was on fire now- the alcohol, the smoke, the hands on her body- so she lifted her ass to slide the jeans down and kick them away. Leaning back, she wrapped an arm around Lez's head and pulled her firmly against her half-naked body.
Meanwhile, this unfolding situation ignited Desiree, who was watching it all in front of her. After drawing the joint down, she passed it to William and slid across the carpet into Ronald's lap. She quickly fished his stiff cock from his trousers and began to work on it while he and Lezlee continued to mash Petra's now-exposed tits. Ronald and the three heated women were intertwined, steeped in growing lust when William slipped away to retrieve his camera.
It was a scene right out of the Sixties, unrestrained group sex on the floor. Petra was already moaning loudly as Lezlee firmly rubbed her needy clitoris and Ronald sucked her pink nipples to stiff points. It all felt amazing, and this party was just getting started. Who would have guessed that posing for fashion photos at her professor's apartment would ever be so incredibly exciting? Petra was lost in the pulsating Sixties anthem that fueled the intense arousal coursing through her.
"Come on baby light my fire.
Come on baby light my fire.
Try to set the night on fire.
Try to set the night on fire.
Try to set the night on fi... rrre!"
Now Lezlee slid down Petra's body, deftly taking the bellbottoms with her. Petra was naked, spread wide and craving. The woman pushed Petra's feet up and opened her knees before lowering her face into the younger woman's lap. Probing fingers parted pussy lips, followed by an invading tongue searching out a throbbing clitoris. When the tip touched the little nub, it felt like a jolt of electricity jerking through her body. "Do that again! Do that again!" screamed Petra's whirling mind.
Lesbian sex was a completely new and unexpected thrill for Petra. She could never have guessed how good a woman's experienced mouth would feel in her private places. She spread as wide as possible and lifted her pelvis to be completely accessible. She wanted more of this! Now! And watching Ronald suck her nipples while Desiree worked his cock only made it more erotic. She hadn't even noticed William quietly shooting the whole scene.
Soon Lez drew Petra's swollen clit between her lips, lightly nibbling and sucking the length of it. She was driving the young woman out of her mind! Ronald's mouth all over her bare tits only added to the intensity of her first time with Lezlee. The cougar's past encounters kneeling beneath corporate desks- for men and women- came into play tonight.
After more of this, William Edwards had enough photos to keep him satisfied for a month! It was time to get in on this developing orgy. He put away the camera, stripped off, and stroked his cock. Then he came behind Desiree and tilted her forward onto her knees before carefully edging into her pussy from behind. She was already sopping wet, ready for the good fuck he was eager to deliver.
The music blared while the coloured lights around the room flashed. It was a group scene- some people active with two people at once. Naked bodies reflected the blinking lights, while dayglow posters seemed to leap out of the darkness. Alcohol, weed and sexual excess took away any remaining good sense and reason. An orgasm seemed more important than anything else, especially to Petra.
William pounded into Desiree's fat pussy with complete abandon while she worked Ronald's cock and balls until his eyeballs were ready to pop. Rude, wet fucking and sucking sounds merged with Ronald's groans and Petra's rising wails. A tangy aroma of sex rose from the carpet, mixing with the smell of marijuana and perfume. If some perceptive entrepreneur could bottle it, he or she would surely become rich!
Petra was nearly there, unable to endure any more exquisite torture from Lez's hot mouth. Ronald was about to erupt too as Desiree stroked and sucked his throbbing tool. To help her along, William found her big, stiff clit and fingered while he fucked, gradually taking her higher and higher. Meanwhile Lezlee slipped a free hand between her own legs to strum her own organ while she continued to dine on Petra. Would they all be able to cum?
Then, one-by-one all the dominoes started to fall, one orgasm triggering another, then another. Ronald gave in first, arching his back before shooting great streams of sperm into Desiree's hot mouth. William saw this and plunged into her pussy harder than ever, managing to rub two fingers across her raging clitoris. Both of them came hard about the same time, jerking and heaving as the tension broke loose. Desiree couldn't remember having such a powerful orgasm in a long time.
As the first three struggled to breathe, they saw Lez begin to rock harder and faster against her own fingers. Then her stomach muscles grabbed and released several times when she came. But she knew that Petra was very close. All eyes turned to the gasping young model, her head tilted back against the sofa, eyes closed, lost in ecstasy. Her mouth opened in an erotic O, but at first no sound escaped. Then a storm broke loose!
"Yes.... Yes.... Yes!... More, Lez.... More!... Oh fuck!... FUCK!!..."
Her lithe body lifted off the carpet, and a rising wave of pleasure flooded out from her pussy. Petra literally exploded into Lezlee's face, leaving it wet and shiny.
"Oh my god.... Oh my god!... Ugh... ugh... UGH... UGH!... Aaarrraagghhhh!!!" Petra screamed out before she fell back limp.
Yet another photo session had evolved from Fine Art into erotic porn. And the lovely model was again left panting and satisfied- at least for tonight.
****
"Amazing party, professor," Petra whispered as she filed past Edwards the first day back the following week.
"We do have a fine time, don't we," he grinned and commented.
"Yes. I'm ready for more on Friday," she smiled coyly.
"And we promise you more. Lots more, Petra."
"So, what comes next?' she asked.
"Fashion-wise, the glittering Eighties. Sex-wise, you just never know."
"Good. Both things keep me coming back, William."
"Right. See you Friday at 7:00."
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The MTV Shoot
It was a gloomy morning and Petra Stanwick lay in bed, her head throbbing. She just didn't feel well on a number of levels. Sure, too much alcohol the night before at the professor's apartment, but she'd been smoking weed too. And having rampant sex, a lot of it.
Regrets plagued her mind this morning, because an older woman she hardly knew had munched Petra to a crushing orgasm. What was happening to her lately? Was she becoming a total slut?
It had started a month ago when Professor William Edwards invited her to pose anonymously in old-style clothing for his Fine Arts lectures. Architecture wasn't working to illustrate trends in art and design; however, his friend, lecturer Ronald Dennison, had suggested that fashion would interest students. Especially the sleeping guys at the back of the lecture theatre.
Mr. Dennison had posed with her most Friday evenings. A virile and handsome man, she had given herself to him willingly in private photos and video after the lecture shots were finished. Professor Edwards had joined in too- even both at the same time! Then her best girlfriend Emmeline posed and fucked with them one weekend. Recently it was two stacked cougars the men picked up at a bar. Petra felt out of control, driven by expanding sexual excitement.
Listening to the rain splattering on her window, Petra resolved to talk to Professor Edwards. Was this posing really a replacement for a final course assignment? Would she be having sex with a widening array of people every week? Could those scandalous private images ever surface, by accident or design? Would classmates and professors learn that she was the mystery model?
"I really have to see him. I'll make an appointment Monday," Petra resolved.
In the late afternoon that same Saturday, Edwards and Dennison were ogling the professor's photos from the previous evening.
"Sexy little devil, isn't she, Ronald? I'll never tire of looking down into those big brown eyes with her mouth wrapped around my cock."
"Yes, who could guess how much pleasure she'd give us? All in exchange for a high grade! Oh, the power of learning!" Dennison joked, adding, "Now show me the video you shot later, old boy."
"Some of the best so far! Petra with that barfly Lezlee is really wicked stuff."
"Yeah, Lez was a fine fuck too. I could use some more of that. What's going on next Friday anyway?"
"The glitzy Eighties, when all the hippies went into business to get rich," Edwards laughed cynically.
"I was just a kid, but I remember the big hair and bigger shoulder pads," Dennison recalled.
"Yeah, on women's clothes, not just football players."
"And big hair on guys too. Remember those bands? So androgynous it was hard to tell men from women in those old music vids."
"Hmm.... Ronald, you've just given me an idea for an Eighties shoot. It could be set as an MTV video with a rock star and groupies!"
Dennison grinned approval, then broke into song:
"Now look at them yoyos, that's the way you do it
You play the guitar on the MTV...."
Edwards laughed and came back with:
"That ain't workin', that's the way you do it
Money for nothin' and your chicks for free."
"Great idea, old man! Maybe we can get Petra, and those two roomies, Lezlee and Desiree together, fawning over a rock star? Me, of course"
"Capital thought!" Edwards enthused. "I'll bet they'd like it."
"I'll call, William. Lezlee gave me her number."
"You sod! But first let's talk about this some more. If they're willing, could you get all three women typical Eighties gear from your contact in the college Theatre Department?"
"Sure, but I'd need the right sizes."
"So, we probably need to meet them this week- here or their place- to check out their physical 'specifications'."
"My hands know how much they felt last night, but that's probably not accurate enough for clothing," Ronald joked.
"If we're lucky, we could get some more 'hands-on' information early next week. Maybe even tomorrow?"
"That's it then. I call Lezlee and float the idea of modelling in an Eighties music vid shoot. And I'll get them over here for their measurements and sizes."
"Exactly. Now let's run through last night's photos again. Gets me stiff every time!"
****
The room mates were gushing about the fabulous Friday night before when Lezlee's cell tone chimed.
"Oh my god! Ronald! We were just talking about your great party. Haven't had so much fun in a long time!"
"Thanks, Lezlee. We should do that again. This weekend is open."
"Oh yes! I'm sure Desiree feels the same way," she exclaimed, before putting her hand over the phone. "It's Ronald. Interested in partying again with them Friday?" she whispered loudly, to which her friend nodded enthusiastically. Lezlee continued, "She's all for it."
"OK. Another dress-up, but this time the Eighties. Something different, though. You heard William say he occasionally shoots Petra for fashion. He's doing that Friday and would like you two to be extras."
"Extras? Meaning?"
"It's an imaginary MTV video with me as a rock star and the three of you as groupies. There'll be some serious fashion photography, mainly with Petra, but you'd be in on it too. And we supply the Eighties outfits. Sound good?"
"Yeah, very interesting, but I'll have to talk it over with Desiree. Can I call you back in a little while?"
About ten minutes later Dennison and Edwards had their answer. Of course, they'd do it, but first they wanted to know who was going to see it.
"Just the five of us. Petra's fashion pictures will go to a slightly larger audience, but everything else is private. William will give each of you a drive with any photos and video a couple of days after the shoot. Petra trusts us and you can too."
"What about the pictures from the party? We're worried about that, you know. My god, if anybody saw it...."
"We have jump drives ready for each of you," Ronald lied, "And we can get them to you right away, say tomorrow?... Two o'clock at William's apartment?... Great!"
By mid-afternoon Sunday the guests had arrived, eager to collect their photos and learn more about being extras in a video shoot. The bar was set up in the kitchenette, stocked with some good wines. With glasses filled, everyone quickly picked up from Friday night.
The professor joked that he found Desiree very 'desireable', to which she replied, "And William, you're so 'willing'." When Ronald humorously called the wine they were drinking 'panty remover', Lezlee winked and purred, "What if I'm not wearing any!"
One drink later, the professor was recording their vital statistics for their Eighties costumes. Both men took every opportunity to feel the merchandise as they measured in far more detail than was necessary. Lezlee and Desiree knew it, of course, but they liked these guys. And they enjoyed the sexual attention, fully aware that there'd be plenty more of it come Friday night.
By the time they left for home with the promised jump drives, Lezlee and Desiree had been thoroughly pawed, while their hosts were strongly tempted and teased. However, the ladies held firm- no sex that afternoon- leaving William and Ronald eager for the scheduled evening photo shoot.
****
On Monday, Professor Edwards' lecture was packed- and it was 9:00 AM! At one time, his Fine Arts course was just a place for jocks to sleep before going for a gym workout. Now that he was illustrating his talks with fashion images of the mystery model, he had full attendance and full attention.
"This week we'll be examining The Arts in the 1960s. You've probably laughed at old family photos where the guys wear their hair long and the girls wear their skirts short. In case you haven't, I'll show you some today. Young people had a good time in the Sixties. These should whet your appetite to study this trendy time."
All eyes were on the big projection screen as Edwards brought up an image of his friend Ronald Dennison disguised as disheveled Sixties rocker, Joe Cocker. The next one featured a beaded hippie woman beside him, in a tie-dyed shirt and tight bellbottom jeans. The mystery woman- Petra- wore big round shades and her side profile clearly revealed that she was braless.
In the following photo, her arms were around his waist, and his hands rested on her hips. Then, the next image showed her looking up into his eyes while his chest mashed against her full breasts. She'd puckered up, an instant away from a kiss! Nobody breathed as the professor held the image and continued to speak.
"Art was about expression and colour in the Sixties. You've seen the poster art- hypnotic psychedelic designs were a vibrant part of the scene. The world of the Fifties was turned on its ear, as old ideas and conventions were challenged. The baby-boomers were coming of age and revolutionary changes occurred in almost every aspect of life. The birth control pill was widely available too; in case things spun out of control"
The students laughed.
Then Professor Edwards projected shots taken inside his apartment at Friday's party. The class saw the day-glow posters and colourful lights, while Lezlee and Desiree grooved with Joe Cocker in their short dresses. There were several more images taken before the guests got drunk and stoned and fucked. Every student was examining the photos closely while Petra cringed lest she be recognized.
"Great parties in the Sixties. Wild parties!" Edwards teased. "It was a time of youthful exuberance. There was an explosion of new ideas in the Arts and every other aspect of life. We'll study it with more photos this week. Join me."
Later, when the class poured out of the theatre, Petra hung back until everyone was gone. As usual, Dennison had come by to see the images which his friend had used in the lecture. They were standing side-by-side smiling, but Petra didn't look happy at all.
"Was there something wrong with my slides of you this morning?" her professor asked with some concern.
"They were fine.... But I'm worried."
"Can we talk about it? I have time now."
"I want to, but not here. In your office, just with you," she fretted.
"Ohh... this sounds serious. Meet me there in ten minutes, Petra."
As the professor rushed to his private office negative thoughts crossed his mind. Had someone found the model's identity? Had their private photos or video become public? And maybe worse: was Petra pregnant? They had never asked if she was protected, and they certainly hadn't been!
She arrived minutes later.
"Come in," he called, pulling himself together a bit. "What's troubling you, Petra?"
She blurted it out. "Professor, I'm so worried about these pictures and now the parties. I'm... well... I'm having too much fun.... You know what I mean."
"I see," he replied, much relieved. "You probably mean all the wine, and now the marijuana, right?"
"Partly... but look what it leads to every week!"
"Ah... and this is bothering you?" he asked in a soothing voice, realizing he wasn't about to lose his reputation and career.
"Well... yes. I've never... I haven't had so much of it before...."
"And you don't like that?"
"No... I like it too much! It's all I think about sometimes. I... I can't get enough of it!" she admitted with anguish.
"I see. I can assure you that what happens at my apartment stays there."
"I just don't want you to see me as a slut.... Sex with Lezlee is so embarrassing- I was stoned. I'm not a lesbian!"
"Relax, we both think only the best of you. Enjoying sex is perfectly natural, and experimenting can be good too."
"Sure, but every week in class I worry that you'll show some of the wrong pictures, you know, naked, or even doing it. I'd die if that happened!"
"Trust me, Petra, that will never happen because Ronald and I would be fired immediately and nobody would ever hire us again. We'd be finished! So we take every imaginable precaution and trust that you'll be just as private too."
"I suppose...."
"No 'suppose' about it." Edwards emphasized in a serious tone.
"There's one more thing. Before I started modelling, you said that it would be in place of my final assignment. Others are working on theirs' already and I haven't done a thing yet."
"Oh, but you have, Petra. You've revitalized my lectures. You see how full my classes are every week. You see the enthusiasm your images create. How could I give you anything less than the highest possible grade on that assignment?"
"Well, OK.... I'm feeling better now that we've talked. I could hardly sleep after Friday night. My head was whirling with these things, and I was ready to tell you today that I won't do it anymore," Petra admitted.
"But you've changed your mind, right?" Edwards asked hopefully.
"Yes.... Really, last week was an amazing party, professor,"
"We do have a good time, don't we," he commented softly, much relieved.
"I'm ready for more on Friday. What comes next?" she wondered, feeling so much better after unloading all the issues that seemed insurmountable before she came to his office.
"And we promise you more, Petra". Lot's more. Fashion-wise, it's the glittering Eighties."
He could see by the look on her face that Petra was waiting for him to tell her what else was planned for the next photo session. However, he wouldn't say that he and Ronald had lured Lezlee and Desiree back to the apartment for an elaborate fake music video shoot.
"Sex-wise, you just never know," the professor replied evasively.
****
Petra did come back. On Friday night, she arrived at her usual 7:00 o'clock time, a little unsure of what to expect. She knocked and was met by Professor Edwards and a quiet apartment, quite unlike last week's Sixties party.
"Come in, Petra. Ronald and I know that you're going to enjoy the theme for this week. He's in the kitchen, setting things up. Your favourite wine is there, and we can relax a bit to talk about tonight's shoot. It's a little different in some ways."
"You're always full of surprises, William," she laughed as she turned the corner to the other room. "I see that all the psychedelic stuff is gone tonight."
"Yes. This will be the slick, 'big hair' Eighties- most of the idealism of the Sixties was sacrificed on the altar of consumerism. And speaking of sacrificing idealism, let's have some alcohol to loosen up before we start."
They filled her glass and poured scotch for themselves. Then they crowded onto the couch, Petra in the middle, to discuss the evening's photo session.
William and Ronald couldn't help but notice the young woman's long legs- the hem of the black leather miniskirt up at mid-thigh! Above that, Petra wore a gauzy white tailored blouse, with padded shoulders and a few buttons left undone. A black velvet choker around her neck and high black patent heels heightened the effect.
"You look stunning tonight!" Ronald complimented, unable to contain his enthusiasm.
"I wanted an after-business look, something different from the shaggy Sixties, so I went online for images and then found this in my wardrobe. I probably need to shop more often!" she joked.
"It's very Eighties, Petra. I'll start with some photos wearing that outfit, if you don't mind? Would it blow your cover if anyone in class saw you in your own clothes?"
"No. I hardly know anyone, and I'll be eye-masked anyway."
"Ronald has plenty of stuff from the Theatre Department, Petra, and he'll join you in a three piece suit. I think it would be perfect with your tailored look. What do you think, old man?"
"Yes, perfect, William. While you're taking your first shots of her, I'll change my clothes." He continued, "Petra, later tonight I'll also dress as a rock star in a mimic production of an early MTV music vid. You'll be a groupie then, wearing a colourful spandex bodysuit and leggings, Eighties-style."
"Sounds like fun!" she replied, tilting her head to drain her glass.
"Shall we begin now in your business clothes?" the professor asked. "Good. Put on this eye-mask and Ronald will soon be back in a suit to join you."
"Are my hair and makeup alright for the times?"
"The big, teased hair is just right. Don't change a thing. Ready?... Start with a sexy model walk across the room, head up, a confident look.... That's it.... Slow turn looking over your shoulder.... Now cross-step back to the centre.... Can you undo a button, please?... That's better.
Chest out now with both hands on your hips.... Widen your stance and slide your hands down to mid-thigh, bending forward.... Big pout for me.... Hold it.... Good, now stand straight and turn for a profile shot. Shoulders back'.... A sexy look this way.... Something different now, Petra. Turn away and slip off your bra, then button up just halfway."
He waited until she had put herself back together before continuing.
"OK, But one less button, please.... That's so sexy!.... I'm going to come closer, and I'd like you to lean forward so I can see most of your breasts.... And from this side now.... Open the blouse wider by holding the collar.... Look right at me and slowly unbutton to the waist.... Much better!... Shooting across from the side.... Beautiful tits!...
Slowly push the blouse back alongside them now.... Show me everything.... Bring those nipples up.... Mmm, lovely!... Cup both hands beneath them and look into the camera.... Now suspend them both by the nipples.... Lift them higher.... Excellent!... Give that slutty look. Hold it....So sexy, Petra!... Did you like that?"
"You know I did," she confided, breathlessly. "It makes me feel so hot."
"You can leave your blouse tucked in but fully undone. Ronald will like that." Then the professor turned to the bedroom door and called, "Ready for you now!"
Dennison came into the lounge wearing a three-piece mid-blue business suit. Wide lapels and padded shoulders made him look even bigger and more muscular than usual. His bold striped tie had the largest knot possible. This successful business tycoon had just arrived in the office and spotted his lovely secretary.
"Ah, Miss Stanwick, you look delightful today! Don't button up on my account. Stay as you are!"
"Yes sir, Mr. Wealthy," she clowned. "Umm... I was feeling a bit warm."
"Ronald, come close to her and put an arm around her waist.... A kiss to her cheek.... Petra, turn to kiss his mouth.... Now slip his jacket back, and Ronald, remove it.... Loosen his tie Petra, while you continue to kiss him.... Now unbutton his shirt and pull it off.... Good....
Ronald, gradually slip her blouse off now.... Petra, arch your back to offer him those lovely stiff nipples.... Excellent!... Look right at the camera as he sucks.... Sultry smile.... Good, now squeeze his cock.... Lots of passion in those kisses.... Ronald, you want to fuck your executive assistant, right?"
"You know it!" he exclaimed.
"So, help her out of her skirt and thong, but leave on your trousers and her stockings and heels. While you're doing that, I'll shift my spotlights over here for your last sequence."
It was only when both were half-naked that Petra noticed the big desk that had been moved from the professor's bedroom into the lounge for the evening. It was solid oak with a wide top and a thick green desk pad bearing a big monthly calendar with today's date circled, as if to remind the boss that he had something important to do. He did- fuck his secretary!
"Ready over here now, you two. Petra, come sit on the desk, while the boss comes up between your parted legs.... Ready?... Embrace and show me some erotic French kissing.... Take his cock out... and stroke it.... That's it!... Slutty look at the camera now.
Gradually lean her back onto her elbows, Ronald.... Bring your cock right to the entrance.... Hold it. Not yet. Look right at the camera, Petra.... Good.... Ronald, slowly guide yourself into her.... I;m coming in close to get this.... Passionate mouth Petra. You want him to fuck you.... Hold it.... Now a nice steady pushing rhythm... and lift up against him.... Feel good?"



"Uh-huh!" Petra enthused in an aroused voice.
Professor Edwards continued to move around, shooting different angles, but the lovers were completely engrossed in their pleasure, oblivious to his voyeuristic intrusion. When he'd seen enough from this perspective, William Instructed:
"Now you'll change position. Help Petra up onto the desk, facing away from you.... Yes, from behind now. She always likes that.... OK, we'll record it right to the end.... Ready now?.... Really wide stance, Petra, on your elbows, head down.... Ronald, take her hips.... I'll shoot from a side angle so nothing is missed.... Go slowly and make the feeling last. And begin.... Fuck your lovely secretary, Ronald."
Petra felt whorish up on the desk, completely naked with her shapely arse fully exposed. Her dripping vagina was clearly visible- that is, until it was stuffed again with Mr. Dennison's fat cock. She was aware that her tits hung down, the aroused nipples hard and pointed. Petra wanted them to see everything because she was their slut to relish at times like this.
The professor continued to shoot video as 'Mr. Wealthy' banged Petra from behind atop the office desk. Hands on her naked hips, he pulled her heart-shaped ass against his groin as he thrust deep into her pussy. Her naked breasts swung with each jab as her Friday evening lover kept up a steady, firm pace with Petra's pliant body. She moaned, he groaned, and the professor wished that he was performing, instead of just recording the scene to enjoy later.
After plenty of this vigorous sex, Petra was beginning to tire. Her body glistened under the spotlights, illuminating the curves and shadows of her lovely form. Any reservations she might have had about coming to the apartment to pose had long since disappeared. Now she was consumed by her need to peak and explode in another soul-satisfying orgasm. This handsome man could take her there with his magical cock! She told him plainly:
"Fuck me, Ronald! Really give it to me now! Fuck me hard! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuc...." she chanted mindlessly.
Dennison pounded into her now, this fantastic young woman on all fours atop the big desk, spread wide for his pleasure and begging for more. His mighty sword would give this sexy young thing everything she wanted and more! Harder, faster and deeper, Ronald thrust his powerful weapon into her silken sheath. Now sweat poured down his straining forehead as he neared a massive orgasm:
"Oh jeez, Petra... ugh... ugh... I can't!... Ugghhhhh! Here it comes!!.. "
His body slammed against his partner's, jerking uncontrollably, sending blasts of cum into her depths. Each hard jab pressed against her engorged clitoris, stimulating it, and finally triggering her own heated climax.
"Mmm.... Oh my god!... Oh yeah.... Yes... yes.... YES!... Nnnggghhh!!!"
Professor William Edwards had become a peering voyeur, watching Petra Stanwick's spectacular orgasms during the past month. Not only watching, but also recording them to play over and over again until the next Friday evening sex session. The way her naked body moved when she climaxed absolutely fascinated him, and this time was as intense as always. He watched her muscles clench and spasm until she finally came to rest.
But, there were only a few minutes before his other two guests were scheduled to arrive. Fortunately, Lezlee and Desiree were a bit late, giving the lovers time to slip into the two bedrooms. Petra found her stretch body suit and leg warmers for the mock video, while Ronald changed into a second costume- colourful silks, crazy shades, and a teased wig. He would be a rock star carrying a purple electric guitar.
****
"Hi Petra. We're so glad to see you again!" Lezlee burst out as the two guests arrived.
"Lezlee! Desiree! Hi. I didn't know you were coming tonight," she stammered.
Professor Edwards saw her confusion and moved quickly to cover the situation.
"They're here to costume up and appear as extras in the mock video setup I told you about. Ronald borrowed Eighties glam costumes for them."
"Your clothes are set out in my bedroom, ladies," he continued. "Come back for some drinks with us before we start the shoot. Ronald, take Petra to the kitchen while I set up, will you."
Ronald had seen Petra's confusion and wondered if she was concerned about posing with the two women. William had confided her worries that they might consider her a lesbian after the last session with Lezlee.
"Petra, you were amazing as always tonight," he complimented. "But, I'm not sure that you're pleased to see those two, are you?"
"Not really. I don't want sex with her again. I slipped up last week, but I'm not a lesbian."
"OK, I understand that. Let's do the music vid, then we can all just party together. William and I will take care of them after that. Maybe you could operate the camera instead of him?
"Sure, if you show me how."
"It's simple. Press the button and be sure to move slowly, just like your cell camera."
"Good. I'll do it."
After a short while, the two extras burst out of Ronald's bedroom like bounding cougars. One wore gold lame, the other silver- very short, tight sequined dresses, with low scooped necklines. Half of their generous tits were exposed above, while any sudden move would show the delights between their thighs.
Teased hair, piled high was combined with tottering heels to make them taller than the other three. The glitter look was complemented by contrasting neon feather boas. However, decked out in her hot pink Eighties spandex dancewear, Petra was not lost next to these two shimmering sluts.
"Fashion photos before we start the video shoot," the professor called. "First Ronald and Petra, while Lez and Desiree enjoy a drink and watch. They'll be next. Everything's set out for you in the kitchen, ladies. Help yourselves."
For the next half hour or more, the four of them modelled in pairs for William's camera. Fashion photos and suggestive shots; cheesecake and even some flashing had everybody loosened up for more. Petra's earlier reservations gave way as she relaxed, posing with Lez and Desiree like an old pro. After all, this was her fifth session in front of the professor's camera.
"OK, now let's do the video, starting with Ronald," William called. "Cue up the music, and grab your guitar. Everybody ready? Lip sync to it. Take One."
"Now look at them yoyos, that's the way you do it
You play the guitar on the MTV.
That ain't workin', that's the way you do it
Money for nothing' and your chicks for free."
"Jump in Petra and start dancing!" the professor instructed above the din. "Right in close.... Be careful by the guitar.... Dance moves- shake it!"
"We got to move these microwave ovens
Custom kitchen deliver...ies.
We got to move these refrigerators
We got to move these colour TVs"
"OK, Lezlee, Desiree. Crowd in there now and really throw those bodies around. He's a big star.... Show some bouncing ass for the camera.... Wrap your boas around his neck.... Come behind him now, Petra.... Run your hands over his cock.... That's it...."
"I shoulda learned to play the guitar
I shoulda learned to play them drums.
Look at that mama, she come in stickin' in the camera
Man, we could have some fun.
That ain't workin'. That's the way ya do it
Money for nothin' and your chicks for free."
Everybody was fawning over the rock star, and the professor got it all on his camera. As the final bars of the song faded away, the groupies were pawing their idol, kissing and hugging him, clutching for his groin.
"That was great!" William exulted. "No need for another take."
None of the women seemed to be listening as they dragged Ronald to the sofa and began to pull off his clothes while shedding their own. Lez and Desiree were so caught up in their star-struck roles that Petra needn't have worried about them. They clearly wanted sex with the rock star, and William continued to shoot it.
A few minutes later, the time had come. Ronald was down to his boxers and the two extras' glittering dresses lay on the floor. The hungry cougars were devouring their idol, and Petra could see that the professor wanted to get into the heated action too. She reached for the camera.
"Join them while l take the pictures."
He grinned and passed the camera to Petra with one simple instruction. "Get plenty of closeups!" He quickly stripped down and joined in, grasping Desiree while Lezlee went for Ronald.
A few minutes later, Petra was moving around the lounge, shooting photos as the professor feverishly fucked Desiree while her friend slathered those Botox lips around Ronald's fat tool. This was different for Petra- she was usually at the centre of the action, not just observing. But watching it like this was exciting all the same. It was easy for her to imagine William's cock in her own sopping pussy or Dennison's big cock down her throat. Petra was discovering voyeurism!
Things were moving quickly. They switched partners, with Ronald ploughing into Desiree's fat pussy from behind, while Lezlee swallowed the professor's cock. As the photographer, Petra was aware of sex like never before. The moans and groans, the erotic close-ups, and even the smells had never been as noticeable when she was a participant in the acts. She became aroused and wet, wanting to leave the camera and join the action.
Suddenly her need became too urgent! Petra stripped off quickly, and looked for a place to join in the orgy. Approaching Ronald and Desiree, she stood naked, facing him while straddling the woman's hips. Dennison wrapped his arms around her waist and his lips around a nipple. As he continued to fuck Desiree, Petra arched her body toward him, offering her pussy. He began to finger her clitoris, nicely lubed now by her flowing juices. It felt so good to her!
Things evolved continually in a free-flowing five person romp. Ronald moved on to fucking Lezlee, while Petra lay back on the sofa, seductively spread for William. He was rock hard after Lez's mouth action and eagerly buried his cock into Petra's depths. Filming was fun, she admitted to herself, but fucking was even better! She held onto the professor's hips and tilted her pelvis up to drag him even deeper.
Desiree wasn't left out by the two pairings. Ronald lay on the carpet as Petra watched from her position underneath William on the sofa. Lezlee rode Dennison from atop his cock, a cowgirl on her bucking stallion. At the same time, Desiree knelt above his head, dragging her greedy pussy back and forth across his sucking mouth. Meanwhile, the two roomies, embraced and kissed above him- a perfect threesome!
The harder the stallion bucked, the more his two riders squealed. All at once, Ronald erupted with thrusts so strong than Lez nearly fell off. As Petra watched, she knew that he was blasting his cum into the woman, and she could see that Desiree was nearly suffocating him as she rocked herself to a frantic orgasm against his face. Meanwhile, Lezlee fingered hard to bring herself off. Soon, all three of them had blown over the top and lay in a heaving heap of spent sex.
The lurid spectacle on the carpet gave a finishing kick to the professor's furious onslaught. He rammed his rod into Petra's oozing channel faster and faster, dragging it against her swollen clitoris, source of the heated pleasure spreading through her body.
Now both were in a sexual frenzy as they climbed to the top. William hit his peak first, driving into Petra until the wheels literally came off his sex machine, leaving him lurching and gasping as he spewed streams of seed. Then Petra was there too, arching against him to release all the intensity that had built within her!
"Fuck me, William.... Fuck me.... Fuck meeee!... Ugh! Ugh!.... UGHHH!!!!"
Now they all were finished.
****
The evening began as an artistic photo shoot, but it had degenerated into another wild orgy of unadulterated porn. And, nobody minded at all.
So much for the Eighties.
Bring on the New Millennium!



            Petra's Pictures - Art to Porn Ch. 06

            Was this the best sexual performance the two guys ever saw?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/petras-pictures-art-to-porn-ch-06

Title: Petra's Pictures - Art to Porn Ch. 06

Author: 1fastguy

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Was this the best sexual performance the two guys ever saw?

Tags: exhibitionism, voyeurism, erotic lingerie, erotic photography, oral sex, fine arts, masturbation, pervert, nudity, professor

Series: Petra's Pictures - Art to Porn


Thanks readers. Petra's Pictures Ch 05 was the highest rated Exhibitionism and Voyeur story for April.
Petra Stanwick stood naked in front of the full length mirror on her closet door. The room lights were turned on. So was she!
She'd been looking at computer images from Friday night at Professor Edwards' apartment. Petra especially relished the erotic video of his friend, that handsome Mr. Dennison, fucking her hard on top of a big office desk. Her contorted face in the photos showed how much she was enjoying it.
The young woman in the mirror was lovely, just entering her sexual prime. Black hair framed a somewhat aroused face. She cupped her hands beneath her shapely tits- a pose which the professor often called for in her photos. It made her feel slutty, stiffening her nipples as she offered the two lovely orbs to the mirror.
Petra felt a little twinge in her groin, followed by a dampness, and then a seeping. Between those curving hips nested the source of so much pleasure she'd been experiencing recently.
As she admired her body in the mirror, Petra's hand trailed across her flat stomach and reached her pink cleft. Fingers moved inside as she unconsciously spread her legs. She gasped and jerked when they reached her little button, rolling it sensuously in tight circles. She dipped into her juices to lubricate the clit, while her other hand went to her breast, pinching and pulling a taut nipple. Petra's eyes glazed over, and her breath came faster. She was gone!
An hour later, she'd pulled herself back together, showered, dried her hair, and dressed. It was Thursday evening, and her girlfriend Emmeline would be arriving soon, eager for more photography at Professor Edwards' place. Petra understood that Emma craved the sex too- she had been very straightforward about it. Petra knew before that her friend was sexually experienced, but she hadn't realized the full extent. However, Emma was very likely surprised by Petra's evident hunger too.
No-one was happier about these two than their 'mentors', Professor William Edwards and lecturer Ronald Dennison.
****
A bit later Emmeline was at the door, then ushered inside. Petra could see immediately that she was flushed and bubbling. The best friends hugged tightly and kissed cheeks.
"I thought the train would never get here. And the cab to your place seemed to take forever!"
"I'm so glad that you could make it, Emma!"
"You couldn't keep me away. I can't wait to be with that hunk Ronald again!"
"Oh, and I thought that posing for my Fine Arts professor brought you here?" Petra mocked.
"Yes, but I can hardly wait to fuck them both!"
"Really? Aren't you bold, Emma!" she teased.
"Right. I don't remember you sitting out anything at their party, Petra."
"OK. I admit it. What happens after modelling is usually better than the posing itself."
"Usually, you say. Not always? Sometimes it's not so good for you? Can you tell me?"
"Uh... it's a little embarrassing, Emma."
"Come on. I'm your BFF and there's nothing that could shock me after seeing you in action last time."
"What if it was with another woman? An older woman. What would you think of me then?"
"Ohhh....I've never told you this, Petra, but I think girl-girl sex is amazing. I'm a cheerleader and believe me, it happens a lot. But...how old was this woman?"
"Maybe forty. A fake-boobed, Botox-lipped, pussy-licking cougar. I was stoned on weed and gave in to her."
"OK, but the important question is, did you cum?"
"Actually I did. But now I just feel bad about it, probably because she was about twice my age."
"You'd love it with someone your own age Petra- like me," Emma purred seductively.
"You just got here, girl!" the host laughed. "Bring in your bags and we'll have some wine while we catch up on the past few weeks."
In a few more hours it was bedtime. Petra only had a double bed and a small sofa, but they had finished a bottle of wine together, so there was no hesitation about sharing. When they undressed, Petra could see her guest looking at her closely. Emma was already nude, rummaging through her suitcase for something to wear to bed.
"What are you staring at, Emmeline?" she challenged, laughing uncomfortably.
"I'm pretending I'm that cougar checking you out, and I like what I see."
"Ohhh.... So, what are you wearing for bed, Emma?"
"Nothing, and I don't want you to, either."
Petra could see where this was leading. It seemed that her friend was going to offer her someone her own age for sex tonight. Instead of responding to Emma's comment, Petra stared at her naked friend. She felt stirrings inside- a little flutter of the heart, a small loss of breath, and a touch of dampness. Her body was telling her that it wanted someone younger tonight.
"No, Emmeline, I'm going to wear something- perfume and lots of red lipstick. You do that too!"
Minutes later, they sat on the edge of the bed locked in each other's arms. Their ruby lips were mashed together as they explored inside. Eyes closed, both were already breathing hard from the excitement of this wicked love between best girlfriends. The affection they already held for one another was quickly blossoming into full-blown erotic sex. As they French-kissed, their fingertips brushed and caressed pink nipples to stiff extension. Red lips and sucking mouths soon followed.
Slowly Emmeline eased Petra back onto the bed, with her legs still hanging over the edge. Emma came to her knees beside her prone friend and resumed kissing her while her hand slid across Petra's belly. Down, down it came, until stealthy fingers were teasing mercilessly right on the edge of the slit.
Petra opened her legs wider and lifted her hips upward- a clear invitation for more. Emma could hear soft moans as she Frenched her friend, while teasing a nipple and the edge of her pussy at the same time. She'd obviously done this before, adroitly enough to drive Petra out of her mind with lust.
"So, you like this?... I knew you would," she whispered, tracing over the edge and down into Petra's wet, pink flesh.
Petra's impassioned kisses intensified as she brought her arm around Emma's neck and pulled tightly against her. Their smooth, naked skin was crushed firmly together. Emma dipped long fingers into her girlfriend's oozing cleft, then deftly rolled them across her now-protruding clitoris. Petra lifted her mound and spread even wider. Hearts were beating hard and fast, but none more so than Petra's.
"Fuck me, Emma.... Fuck me with your fingers.... Do it.... Do it!"
"Slow down.... Make this last." Emmeline whispered, adding, "Patience brings more."
Petra didn't know how much more she could take, but her friend was determined to draw out this pleasure. She moved her fingers up out of the pink and teased her lover's pubic curls.
"Now it's my turn," Emma said softly. "But use your lips not your fingers."
Emmeline lay back on the bed, her back propped by two pillows and her open legs bent up at the knees. Petra had no experience with this, but her girlfriend was the eager teacher. She had Petra kneel between her legs and pulled her forward to resume the erotic French kissing. Soon, she directed Petra to her nipples, and after a time, pressed her head downward.
"Slowly kiss your way to my pussy. Tease me with your tongue."
Petra was an attentive student, soon flicking her tongue across the entrance to Emmeline's clean-shaven slit. The musky, perfumed aroma was intoxicating, leading Petra to taste deeper with her lips. Her reward was soft moaning as her friend tilted herself up to offer more tender flesh.
Now two hands spread Emma's sex even wider, enabling her friend to target the swollen bud where her pussy lips met. She kissed and licked it, then instinctively sucked the whole protruding clit into her mouth.
"Ohh, fuck Petra!... Suck it... suck it all.... Oh my god.... Stop!... STOP NOW!"
Petra raised her head in alarm, fearing that she was hurting her friend. Instead, she saw Emmeline smiling down at her, with a sultry look on her face.
"I don't want to cum yet. This is so good.... Make this last."
"What do you want me to do, Emma?"
"Come above me now so we can do this at the same time. You'll love it as much as me. This can last for hours.... That's it.... like you did before."
They went slowly, tasting and teasing, licking and loving. Right up to the edge of orgasm, then retreating ever so slightly. Petra had never been in such an extended state of intense arousal for so long!
At one point she thought that she might go mad staying so high for so much time. It was like a drug- she'd never had sex been like this before. And it seemed that Emmeline the coach was enjoying it every bit as much. Both knew that this wouldn't be the last time they'd be together.
It was deep into the night before they finally allowed themselves to sleep.
****
Morning came too soon. Petra and Emmeline struggled in a bit late to Professor Edwards' 9:00 o'clock Friday lecture. All eyes followed them as they slipped across the front of the lecture theatre to take a seat in the first row.
The back row jocks leaned forward to take in the attractive women. They'd seen the same tall blonde a few weeks before, and now some guys were noticing something familiar about the brunette too. They knew they'd often seen her features but hadn't yet registered that she was the mystery model in the slides.
"Good morning, Ms. Stanwick and Ms. Jones. Late night, was it?" Edwards chided. "I was waiting for you so I could begin," he joked, to their embarrassment, as the lecture theatre erupted in laughter. He waited, then continued.
"Last week we highlighted trends in design and society during the Sixties. You saw that it was a tumultuous time, when all the old ways were under siege- new ideals, new art, a new world. These changes moved rapidly and continued well into the Seventies, the so-called Disco era. But then, the radical element ran out of momentum. For example, here's how people looked in the Eighties- very different from before."
Everyone's eyes instinctively zeroed in on the big projection screen. A gasp followed by a strong murmur of approval came from the alert back half of the theatre. There stood that dark-haired, busty model again, this time clad in a black leather miniskirt, big patent leather heels, a semi-sheer blouse with thick padded shoulders, and a black velvet choker around her neck. Man! She had three top buttons undone! What a babe! Look at those great tits! And those long legs in heels!
Now came a few more views of the model, one doing a runway walk, head held high, exuding confidence. The next one focused diagonally from behind, that tight, short skirt, the curves of her hip, buttocks and breast all clearly visible as she gave a sultry look back over the shoulder.
Then came one from a front high angle, showing her white neck tapering down into a nice cleavage- another button undone now. Finally came a close up, with a sultry pout, the model leaning forward, almost spilling those beautiful tits out of her blouse!
"Here she is with her boss in his new suit."
Everybody laughed at Ronald's baggy pleated and cuffed pants, the massive jacket lapels, and the huge tie knot. The boss had an arm around the woman's waist- clearly a disgusting chauvinist pig to every female in the room. Meanwhile, she had half her buttons undone now- and seemed to be braless, judging by the side profile of a suspended breast.
"The decade about all about making money. Wealth mattered again and silver was a favourite colour for cars and clothing. Here's John Delorean's 1981 design, the 'Back to the Future' car with its buffed stainless-steel body. Now check out the silver and gold sequined dresses these two women flaunt as they party it up with an Eighties rock star. That was a popular look in an age that wanted, 'Money for nothing and your chicks for free', to quote a classic 1985 hit."
Edwards projected three or four big images of disguised Mr. Dennison with a purple guitar, lip-syncing to the song while surrounded by three dancing groupies. The low-cut, super-short shimmering dresses on masked cougars Lezlee and Desiree grabbed everyone's attention, but they didn't miss that black-haired mystery model decked out in her Eighties hot pink spandex bodysuit and knitted white leg warmers.
To Petra's embarrassment, the girls laughed at the women's vibrant Eighties gear.
"This was the most prosperous decade since the 1950s, and the Arts reflected the sorts of trends you've just seen here. Big and bold, bright and shiny- it was a time that I know you'll find interesting. I have more slides, so come along for a great ride in the week ahead."
The energy in Professor Edwards' class was palpable when students filed out at the end. Now he was getting 'high-fives' as he stood beaming beside his close friend, Ronald Dennison. They knew that this commendation was the icing on the sweet cake that was Friday nights with Petra. However, Ronald noticed some students looking at him closely, wondering if he was the guy in the slides.
Petra and Emmeline were very discreet when they exited the theatre. They gave little smiles, and Petra simply said, "Seven."
Both men nodded and then chatted a bit with the next students passing by. 'Careful' was the little group's watchword.
****
Professor Edwards and Mr. Dennison knew now that Emmeline would be coming to the apartment with Petra tonight. Both remembered what a fantastic fuck the visiting blonde had been, and how eagerly she had taken to kissing with Petra in bed. They hoped that such a scene could go even farther.
Mr. Dennison had done his homework, using the computer to find images of fashion for men and women about twenty years ago. Then he went to his friend at the college Theatre Department to borrow a large pile of clothing. However, there was a little trouble this time.
"Ronald, there was a problem with the last stuff you borrowed. It came back obviously wrinkled, some of it stained. I insist that everything be washed and pressed, even if it's a few days late because you've sent it out for cleaning."
"Very sorry. We had a little costume party in the outfits."
"Yes, there were stains that looked like wine, and others that suggested.... And things were badly wrinkled, as if just tossed on the floor. That hot pink spandex exercise outfit was badly stained at the crotch. What's going on with this clothing, Ronald?"
"I promise to be more careful in future, and to have it professionally cleaned afterward. Sorry," he repeated, avoiding the woman's pointed question.
On Friday evening, Petra and Emma were greeted with friendly hugs and kisses. Neighbours had been complaining about loud parties, so the two were quickly ushered inside while Ronald went to the kitchenette to pour drinks. William brought the guests to the sofa, making conversation about everything, except getting laid.
"That's quite the get-up you're wearing tonight, professor!" Petra remarked, grinning.
"My zippered velour track suit. How do you like the yellow team top and contrasting blue bottoms? So New Millennium!" he laughed at himself.
"Absolutely stunning!" Emmeline mugged. "I hope that you got us more appealing things to wear than that outfit."
Edwards and Dennison had decided to be open about what they'd observed the last time Emmeline and Petra had been together at the apartment. They hoped this could further their plans for an erotic girl-girl shoot tonight.
"You two are close with one another, aren't you?' William began.
"Yes, very close in fact," Emma intimated, looking at Petra in an unmistakably sexual way.
"Would you be willing to pose together nude tonight?" Ronald suggested.
"I don't see why not," Emma said softly, taking Petra's hand and squeezing it. "Not the first time we were naked together, right babe?"
Petra blushed before whispering, "OK, if you want to do it."
"Good then. Let's do some fashion photography first, including Ronald, then the two of you nude, followed by a little party for four," William concluded, much pleased. "Drink up now. Ronald has set out your first changes in the guest bedroom. Bright pink lipstick and plenty of hairclips, like the girls did in 2000."
After they had left to change, Edwards whispered to Dennison, "Later, I'll be shooting them together on my bed. Go slip on your 'skater' get-up in there now, and be sure the bed is clear of everything, with plenty of pillows for them to sprawl out on."
A bit later, Petra and Emmeline emerged from the smaller bedroom, sporting their casual New Millennium look. Each of them wore faded bluejeans, studded with rhinestone detail. The legs were baggy, then gathered enough at the ankle to show off their wedge-soled strappy sandals.
They both had bare midriffs and were braless under their little cropped tops. Petra's had a team logo, while Emma's was a bold leopard skin print. Tiny straps struggled to hold the tops up, the fabric straining to contain their ample bare breasts beneath.
"Oh my! The new era never looked so good!" William exclaimed as they wiggled toward him on their high wedged soles, tits swaying.
Just then, Ronald the skater dude came out of the other bedroom. Spiky hair and tinted sunglasses, 'old school' team t-shirt and shapeless cargo pants- with enough leg pockets for everything he owned. The high-top sneakers completed the cool look of the time. A small silver chain served as a belt to keep the trousers from sliding right over his ass. Of course, a wide expanse of monogrammed underwear was visible well above it.
"Oh Ronald, baby! You are so in style. Love the boxers!" Emmeline joked with him.
"Well, let's check you out. Those tops are barely hiding your best assets, girls," he replied.
"You're all in costume, so let's get started now," the professor directed. "Here in the lounge first, then later we'll move into my bedroom for more private photos." Everyone knew what that meant.
"First, Petra alone, while you two relax on the sofa to watch. Ready?... Step into the lights now. Look straight at the camera as you move through some frontal poses.... Good, chest out.... OK, let's see more bare skin. First brush your nipples up. Now, palms together behind your head.... Perfect, Sexy pout for me.... And rest.
Step in beside her now, Emma.... Chest out, nipples up.... Lovely! And hands behind your head too. Hold it.... Both lean back a bit so the tops show the bottom of your breasts... ah, excellent!... OK, now hold hands and smile. You're best friends.... Turn toward each other for a playful kiss... or two.... On the lips now.... Hold it.
Slowly walk across the lounge, looking at me.... And turn.... Smiling at Ronald now.... Stop there and turn to the camera.... Sexy grins... and gradually raise your tops so we see half your breasts... a little more... more... all the way up!... Gorgeous! Hold it."
Professor Edwards continued to direct the scene.
"Ronald, walk in now. I'll take some fashion shots of you off to one side. Keep a sullen look on your face the whole time. Frontal... now side... and from behind, looking over your shoulder.... Good.... Come closer to them now, staring right at their beautiful tits.
Sultry grin girls, teasing him.... Ronald, tug at Petra's stiff nipples... then Emma's.... And help them take their tops right off.... Group hug now, with plenty of kissing.... Yes.... Now get his shirt off too.... Petra, slide your hand down into his boxers.... Emma, both hands on her boobs.... Excellent."
Professor Edwards had the three models continue kissing a groping for a few more minutes. Then he asked Ronald to step out while he took more pictures of the two topless women slowly making out under the spotlights. They seemed to be enjoying themselves, a far cry from Petra's reticence about sex with Lezlee last week. The time seemed right to move into his bedroom for more intimate photos of Petra and Emmeline together. They readily agreed with his suggestion.



"Ronald, bring the spotlights into my room. Put them in the back corners, aimed toward the bed. Meanwhile, Petra and Emma, use the other room to slip out of those clothes. There are two cover-ups there for you to come back nude. OK?... Good."
This was all working out so well. The professor was anticipating a new level of voyeurism watching Petra being intimate in bed with her best girlfriend. In a few more minutes, everything was ready to go.
****
"Ronald, you sit in that corner chair, and I'll tell you if we need any changes with the lights. Girls, stand beside the bed facing each other. Undo the belts on your coverups so they hang open. Take a deep breath to relax, and now we're ready to begin." Then William said softly, "Just take it slowly. We have all evening to enjoy one another."
Petra could feel her palms sweating. Was it worry about being watched and filmed by two men while she and her friend indulged in sensuous acts together? Or, was it anticipation of more intense sex and another amazing orgasm like she and Emmeline had experienced just last night in her own apartment? Meanwhile, Emma showed no sign of nerves. Instead, she wore a wicked grin that made it clear she wanted to do this. There was no turning back now.
"Relax, Petra," her girlfriend whispered. "Just love me like you did last night, as if no-one else is here. We'll show them how women want to be taken sometimes- slow and easy. Can you do that with me?"
Petra smiled sweetly and nodded. She could do this. Then they heard William's voice.
"Reach the other one's shoulders and slowly lower the coverup to her elbows.... Hold it while I photograph your breasts.... Good, now embrace to bring them together.... Petra, stoop down a bit to take them into your mouth.... Suck one.... Emma, hold the other tit and roll your nipple.... Next, to your knees Petra, and widen your legs apart, Emmeline.... Tilt your pelvis up to help her taste you.... Open her with your fingers, Petra.... Now lick and suck there.... Emma, play with your boobs... and give me a totally aroused face.... Perfect!
Petra, push her back to the bed now and devour her some more.... I'm coming closer to see it.... Open her lips and find her clit.... Ah, there it is... love it now.... Emma, grasp her head and lift your hips.... Excellent! Ronald, come closer to see. Beautiful, isn't it?.... Reach up and caress her nipples too, Petra.... Yes, like that.... Keep going, nice and slow."
The professor and his friend hovered nearby watching and listening. Petra kissed and licked Emma's tender pink flesh, occasionally sucking the entire little organ into her mouth, causing her lover to moan and lift against her. They could see the mingled saliva and juices glistening where mouth met pussy, and the intoxicating aroma of female sexual excitement was apparent. Soft kissing and sucking sounds merged with Emma's moans and Petra's heavy breathing.
"Come onto the bed now, Petra," Edwards said softly after a while, trying not to break the spell. "Straddle her hips facing her, and French kiss for a while. Let her taste herself on your lips."
Now the two bodies were entwined, lovely naked flesh wrapped tightly together, lost in their acute arousal. They writhed against each other as they kissed so intimately. Then Emma slowly slid her hand between Petra's spread legs and began to play with her pussy lips. She withdrew her shining fingers and brought them to Petra's mouth to taste before they kissed deeply again. Ronald and William watched entranced as they repeated this act several times, obviously enjoying it. Now it was time to move on.
"Will you do a soixante-neuf for me now? Mouths to clits, with Petra on top to begin.... Good.... Ronald, bring in an angled light from each side to focus on the two meeting points. I want those illuminated.... Emma, open wide, knees out.... Yes. Petra, wide stance and lower yourself down a bit.... Ronald, a pillow under Emma's head so she's more comfortable.... Another under her butt to lift it higher.... Perfect, we're ready to shoot now.... Just do what comes naturally."
"All the way?" Emma asked.
"As far as you want to go," the professor replied.
Petra was into this completely. No hesitation now because it felt so good, so right, not awkward like that old slut Lezlee. This was someone she cared for, her best girlfriend. Sure, this had crossed the line of friendship, but oh my god, it was incredibly exciting, especially with two watchers and a camera just inches away!
"Emma, open her lips wide... and flick her clit with the tip of your tongue.... Again.... Again.... Oh, she likes that.... Great shot, eh Ronald?... Now look at the camera and take her labia into your mouth... and play with it.... Take more inside.... More.... Lovely.... Now its your turn, Petra.... Suck in her pussy lips.... Deeper.... Fuck that's fantastic!"
William and Ronald were farther along the path of voyeurism than they'd ever been before. This was girl-girl sex like they'd never seen before in the flesh. This was unbridled passion that had them rock hard. They knew that they had to fuck these gorgeous lovers, and soon! So, the professor turned them loose.
"Let it all out. We want to see you both cum now. I'll record it."
That was all that Emmeline needed to hear because she had been on the edge for the past ten minutes. Petra felt the same, absolutely consumed now by the urge that had swelled up inside of her. Both redoubled their efforts- tongues lapping, lips kissing and mouths sucking wet, pink, private flesh. The soft moaning grew steadily in volume and the groans sounded more aroused than ever. They were climbing the ladder of lust.
"Oh my god, Emma! Right there... right there.... Don't stop until I cum...."
"Suck me.... suck me Petra!... Oooh... like that... like that.... Yes... yes...."
The men could see that they were close now. Petra's back was arched up as she forced Emma open and buried her face deeper between the blonde's parted thighs. Meanwhile, she had pushed two fingers into Petra's pussy, fucking her with them as she firmly licked her swollen bud. William and Ronald were mesmerized as the camera's eye watched it unfold to a climax.
Suddenly, Petra's raised ass began to shudder and her buttocks clenched, driving her sex hard against Emma's mouth. At the same time, Petra thrust her fingers into her friend, redoubling her stimulation. Her efforts were rewarded by strong thighs pushing back against her hand, rapidly bouncing on the bed. Both of them were coming on now, their bodies unleashed in an orgiastic frenzy at the peak of pure pleasure!
Their cries filled the bedroom as their damp flesh contracted and clenched, two of those intense orgasms which William never tired of watching- the pervert! He leaned in even closer, watching every shudder, hearing every groan. Then Petra and Emma gradually came to rest to catch their breath. After a few moments, self-conscious giggles announced that they'd returned to Earth from their high flight beyond.
****
Ronald handed the perspiring bare-naked ladies their short cover-ups and led them out into the now much cooler lounge.
"That was so hot! I'll fix you both cold drinks. How about a wine spritzer with ice? That might satisfy you now?"
"I'm already satisfied, Ronald," Emmeline joked. "But the drink sounds nice too."
When the professor emerged, with his cock tented against his track suit, he shuffled into the kitchenette, where his friend was getting drinks for the ladies.
"Wasn't that incredible!" he whispered to Ronald. "I need to fuck them now!" And Dennison nodded agreement, unaware that Petra and Emma had overheard. When the men returned to the lounge, they squeezed into the ends of the long sofa with the ladies between them. Emma had an old joke.
"Is that a banana in your pocket, William?"
He blushed before Emmeline reached for his cock and squeezed.
"I'm hungry... share it with me," she teased, and at the same time, Petra grabbed for Ronald's thick rod.
Everyone downed their cold drinks quickly. Emma's hand went inside the professor's track suit, while he opened her coverup to explore her nude body beneath it. Ronald did the same with Petra before she bent sideways to take his growing cock into her eager mouth. Emma followed suit- rude slurping and sucking sounds now rose from the sofa.
"A contest," Emmeline suggested, looking toward Petra. "Who can get these guys off first? But, I want to do Ronald- like this," and she dropped to the carpet on all fours. "Fuck me from behind, big guy!"
Meanwhile, Petra knew what the professor liked, and scooted over in front of him, still on her knees.
"Stand up, William. I've been a very bad girl tonight and I must be punished." She put her hands behind her back as though they were tied there, and stared submissively into his eyes. "Fuck my mouth... then cum wherever you want."
Very soon, two erect men were arched forward, straining their muscles as they pounded their stiff rods into the young women's bodies. Petra cupped the professor's balls in one hand as she gripped hard and stroked quickly with the other. Never taking her eyes off his face, she saw his orbs rolling back in his head. William took her cheeks in his hands, thrusting himself to her throat, as she gagged for air.
Ronald clenched Emmeline's hips tightly, relentlessly driving his fat cock into her pussy. His head was thrown back and he began to spank a buttock with one hand until it was red. Switching to the other side, he soon had her backside throbbing. Emma threw herself back against her lover, urging him to give it to her hard. She wanted to win this fucking contest!
In short order, William and Ronald were sweating profusely while their partners glistened in the low light of the lounge. The men babbled profanities as Petra and Emma called for them to cum. Neither man was going to last much longer! And then it was all over, the winner playfully disputed for the rest of the evening.
So, who won?
William had suddenly pulled away from Petra's sucking lips, gripping his cock tightly in one hand and cradling her chin firmly with the other. After a few final strokes, he blasted his load into her wide-open mouth, across her nose, and along her cheek. His cum dripped from her chin before she caught it with a finger and took it, along with his wilting tool, into her mouth.
At almost the same time, Ronald had groaned and grunted as he started to erupt inside Emma's slick, gripping portal. He cursed in sheer pleasure, and mid-orgasm, quickly withdrew so that he could pump long jets of sperm along the length of his partner's shining back. The amount really was quite prodigious! Then, admiring his handiwork, Ronald called out:
"Time for another drink everyone. The night is still young!"
****
Late the next morning, Petra's cell chimed. It was the professor.
"Good morning! I hope you two are well," he began.
"We're resting now after another fine evening."
"Oh yes, an amazing time! How would you and Emmeline like some shopping this afternoon?"
"We don't have any plans...."
"Good. We'll drop you off at the lingerie shop downtown. Buy some sexy things for your next photo session. We can't go in with you- too risky, but we discussed what we'd like you to wear. And we'll give you the cash."
"You'll pay for it! Things are expensive there you know."
"We've got five or six hundred to spend. A thank you for so much pleasure."
"Definitely then! What's on our shopping list?"
"Sexy and erotic things: sheer half-bras, corsets or basques, crotchless panties, garter belts, dark stockings, transparent baby-dolls, and so on. Oh yes, and bedroom stilettos."
"But you can't use any photos of this in class!"
"No. It's just for our own enjoyment. And yours."
"Pick us up at 1:00. We'll be waiting outside."
I can write the lingerie shoot story if enough readers will rate this one.
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"Look McGuire, the answer is still 'No'. I was wrong to say anything, so just fuck off!"
Ronald Dennison was angry because this was the second time that his casual friend Bruce had asked for a shot at Petra. The college lecturer had been drinking too much when he bragged to McGuire about screwing the young woman whose nude photo he'd shown from his wallet.
"Ronald, I want in on this. If she's as hot as you said, you can't expect to keep her all to yourself. Come on, man, we're friends, aren't we?"
"Not on this one, Bruce. So back off!"
"This is a secret, isn't it? I see it now. This girl is young enough to be one of your students. And if anybody from the college ever found out you'd be in deepest shit, wouldn't you?"
"Are you threatening me, McGuire!"
"No. Just reminding you about the way it is.... Tell you what... you said that you take pictures of her every week, just like the one you showed me. Let me peek in on a photo session. I want to see her naked for myself. Everything. That would be enough."
"Oh right, then you'd be pushing for more. Just looking wouldn't be as good as banging her."
"No. I promise."
"Look, Bruce. I know your wife. If you want more than just one time watching in secret, I swear that I'll...."
"All right.... A deal, then. One session to see all of her and I'll never ask again. My word on it, or you can tell Molly."
"Believe me, I will.... OK, I'll see what the photographer can do. I just get the costumes that he uses in the shoots."
Later that day:
"You goddam fool, Ronald!" William raged. "He talks and we're both fired! Dammit, man, you've ruined everything!"
"I'm sorry, William. I was drunk, but that's no excuse. I cut a deal with him that will get us off the hook, if you'll do it."
"Oh shit! Blackmail, right?"
"No, a little trade-off. He gets to watch one photo session in secret- none of the rest after that. In a closet or something so Petra doesn't know. If he ever asks for more, I know his wife and she'll crush his balls."
"You're sure that he'll let it go at that? If he gets a look, he'll want it all. And that's just for us, nobody else. We take all the risks, so we get all the rewards, right?"
"William, he's got little kids and he wouldn't want to lose them. His old lady, Molly, is a tough number- keeps him under her thumb- so I'm sure this is 'one and done.'"
"Then we'll just need to be sure that Petra never finds out. If she did, that'd be the end of our fantastic Friday nights."
"Yeah, we'd need to get him out of your apartment somehow before any of the post-photography fun gets underway. There's no way that I'm going to let him see us fucking her!"
William thought about the proposition for a while, mulling it over, weighing the pros and cons. Ronald waited anxiously before the professor decided.
"Well... I guess we'll just have to do it. Can't risk him talking. We need to plan how to keep it from Petra and limit him seeing how much actually happens with her at my place."
"Thanks, William. I'm sure we can figure it out. Hey, old boy, I'm sorry that I ran my mouth."
"Ronald, just keep the goddam thing shut from now on!"
A few days earlier:
What woman doesn't like shopping with her best girlfriend? Especially if someone else has given cash to pay for it all! That was the happy situation which Petra Stanwick and Emmeline Jones found themselves in when Edwards and Dennison dropped them off close to Bedroom Delights on Saturday afternoon.
Inside, the store was a sexual Disneyland, with sections for erotic outfits, shoes, lotions, and toys. The young women hardly knew where to look first until they were met by the buxom salesclerk.
"Do you like what I'm wearing today?" she smiled. "Gowns like this are over in the back right; these shoes are on the other side; and what's underneath is from the area just to our left."
"Ooh, great outfit!" Emmeline exclaimed. "It doesn't leave much to the imagination."
"No, but we've got men to excite, right? They all want the same thing!"
The brunette salesclerk was voluptuous - big breasts and curvy hips- which the silky gown struggled to confine. Most of her deep cleavage was on display, with long nipples pressing against the thin fabric. And it was very short- as she swayed along the aisle to the nightwear section, the woman's ass cheeks were partially visible. Then she stopped and turned.
"I'm Juanita, and if you see anything you'd like to try on, bring it to me. There's a big changeroom over there with plenty of mirrors. Have fun. And spend a lot!"
Petra and Emmeline spent half the afternoon- and all the cash they'd been given- at Bedroom Delights. They got everything from the mens' shopping list: sheer gowns, transparent bras, crotchless silks, garters and stockings, and even tall, spiked shoes.
And they played a sexy game too, leaving the changeroom door half open so that Juanita could see them nude. She pretended to be waiting to fetch other sizes, but was actually watching their naked bodies. The girls made sure their bare skin was reflected in the mirrored wall of the changeroom, and Emma delighted in kissing Petra, just to tease their voyeur.
Later, when everything was tallied up, the shoppers had exceeded their budget, but Juanita offered a generous discount which left them enough money for a few toys too. The shopping trip was a huge success!
****
Professor Edwards smiled at the sea of eager faces in his 9:00 AM Fine Arts class. He could see that this was almost double his actual registration for the course, many of them young men. He knew it was the slides of Petra they came to see, not any sudden interest in the arts world.
"Good morning, students and visitors. Welcome to Fine Arts 345 and some more stimulating visuals to introduce our final topic of this semester. Please register for next term if you like what you see here. My students will receive an evaluation form after Friday's lecture, where I hope you'll express your enthusiasm to the Dean."
Then he began to introduce the final topic while his friend, lecturer Ronald Dennison looked on.
"The New Millennium covers the past twenty years, so you already know a great deal about it. Toss out some main characteristics of this era. Just call them out. Go ahead."
"Social media!"
"E-everything, from mail to cars."
"Boy bands and Bieber!" This drew some laughs.
"On-line shopping." And it continued like this for a while.
"Lots about digital technology in your answers," the professor noted. "But what about art? How were painters and other artists expressing themselves in this micro-chip age? Or had art become irrelevant and galleries passe'?"
Nobody knew, though one young woman in the front row near Petra mentioned how some rich people were investing heavily in digital artworks, projected into their private space for their personal enjoyment.
"Excellent! Thank you. We'll talk more about that trend this week. And speaking of projected art, I have some New Millennium pieces that I'm sure will interest you."
This is what many had come for. The lights dimmed and the 'mystery model' appeared on-screen, decked out in stylish apparel popular when most of the students were babies. A ripple of laughter greeted Petra's clothing: baggy sequined blue jeans, gathered at the ankle to show cork-soled wedge heels; a bare midriff below a small, cropped tank top with tiny straps containing ample breasts; and, a big, ugly purse.
The guys didn't laugh. They saw nice tits pressing against her top, with their rounded swell partly visible below it. The model's pouty pink mouth looked inviting, puckered up for a kiss. The next slide came in closer and distinctly revealed raised nipples pushed tight against the white top, with round areolae announcing that she was braless.
More pictures followed, now with a tall blonde, joining the brunette. She was every bit as provocative. The girls laughed at her loud leopard print crop-top, while the guys strained to find her raised points and protruding lower breasts. A closer shot satisfied their curiosity.
"New Millennium fashion and art is a melange of colours, styles and patterns. Anything goes, and today's popular look will be replaced by the next trend tomorrow. Blame it on the speed of change in a wireless world. As a result, the arts scene in the New Millennium is almost impossible to categorize or simplify. Instead, we'll sample its variety this week."
The professor continued.
"Yes, fashion for young men changed fast in this period too. But, you probably still see some guys dressed this way, right?"
Up came a projected image of Mr. Dennison, wearing big, tinted shades, and dressed in 'skater' apparel. The students howled at his sullen poses and the vast extent of monogrammed underwear above his baggy cargo pants. His hair was spiked, and his thumbs hooked arrogantly on his chain belt.
"Cool is everything!" Edwards joked, "Like style in the arts, where 'cool' changes as quickly as in fashion. More pictures?... Here are the three of them together now, just 'hanging out', or maybe 'hooking up', typical relationships in the New Millennium. It looks like Skater Dude plans to get lucky with these two willing bimbos!
After gales of laughter, the professor moved on.
"There are lots more slides to come this week. But remember, your final assignments are due Friday. If you choose to present your Fine Arts work for the class the following week, you must schedule fifteen minutes in one of the three classes by Friday. Now, let's continue."
****
Petra and her best girlfriend Emmeline were excited on Friday evening. They'd been waiting almost two weeks to model all the erotic underthings which they'd bought with William and Ronald's pooled money. The girls were eager to see their reactions.
After hugs and kisses in the front hallway, the girls noticed that the two guys were on edge. They seemed preoccupied and more than once Petra spotted them looking around nervously.
In the lounge, Edwards and Dennison had gone all-out to create a realistic backdrop for tonight's pictures. Using striped sheets suspended from rods across the ceiling, they'd fashioned a tent-like setting, an Arabian tent. Inside it was filled with fat pillows and cushions of every kind, and draped with expensive fabrics.
"Oh my god! Where did you get all this stuff?" Petra exclaimed. "It looks like we're at a desert oasis."
"Mostly from my friend at the college's Theatre Department. They ran 'Lawrence of Arabia' two years ago and had everything we needed. Neat, eh?"
"I'll say!" Emma replied. "More like amazing!"
Petra could see that Ronald was more relaxed now, though William seemed to be looking back toward the bedroom hallway a lot. Then he began to set up his camera for the first set and his concentration returned.
"You're going to enjoy the lingerie shoot," William said a little too loudly. "We decided to make it really special tonight so that everybody here gets into the erotic mood of the thing. I hope that we all enjoy it."
Petra and Emmeline didn't realize that 'everybody' was now five people, one of them hidden in the closet by the entry to the bedroom hallway. Bruce McGuire was crammed in there, with the door ajar a few inches to afford himself a good view of the entire lounge area. The professor and his friend had carefully rearranged the room to give him an unobstructed angle into the tent. McGuire's heart was already thumping in anticipation. Two gorgeous models! He wasn't expecting that!
"Ronald will bring us all some drinks. Then we'll talk about the shoot. I see by your bags that you brought everything. We're eager to see it on you," William said to the models.
"And off," Dennison joked truthfully.
A few minutes later the four of them sat closely on the sofa, aligned for a direct view from McGuire's closet. He could see the young women with their coats off now, a striking brunette and a stunning blonde. Their skirts were short and their legs long. Bruce could feel himself stiffening at the thought of their naked flesh.
They sipped wine and scotch for a while as the professor described the photo sequence ahead. He spoke loudly enough to give the hidden voyeur a playbook for tonight's action.
"This shoot is all about erotic lingerie. We'll begin with longer gowns and heels, depending on what you brought with you. Then, we'll move on to tighter things like corsets or basques and garter belts with stockings. We'll have some refreshment before we head into the last features- skimpy bras and tiny panties. For the grand finale, you'll be nude together, with only your stilettos."
Then it was time to get underway. While Professor Edwards fiddled with lighting and camera, the girls went to the bathroom for their makeup and first change. Meanwhile, Ronald slipped into the main bedroom to don his sultan costume, while William whispered to the man in the closet.
"After the final nude shots, we'll get them in one bedroom changing while I sneak you out. They can't know that you've been here."
"Got it. This is going to be fantastic! Two gorgeous broads!"
"Well, enjoy it. This only comes once. Remember that."
After about fifteen minutes everybody has reassembled in the lounge. Ronald looked like Lawrence of Arabia and the two young women appeared to be part of a sultan's harem. Petra's diaphanous long white gown contrasted sharply with Emmeline's sheer black wrap, both chosen to highlight their hair colour. They were strewn with dazzling costume jewelry on their necks, wrists and ankles- right above their towering, spiked heels.
"Perfect everyone. Ronald, sit cross-legged by the tent entry. I may have you move the spots from time-to-time. Girls, come to the entry with your backs to me, looking over your shoulders.... Ready now?... And begin. Hold hands and give me a sexy smile... good. Now look down at Ronald the same way. Big grin, Sultan.
Now turn to face me. Chests out and lean forward a bit.... Nice cleavages.... A bit to the right now with your bums facing your Master. Push them out while he admires... good. Now hand-in-hand stroll slowly in front of the tent... and turn... then back to the other side of Ronald.
Loosen your waist ties now... more... more... show me some skin.... Good. Put your left leg forward so the gown parts up to your waists.... Very nice. Now slide your hands down your bare thigh and look at me.... I need to see more breast... that's better... more now.... Perfect!
OK, straighten up and face each other with that bare leg wrapped around hers.... Open the gowns so your tits are out.... Great! Look this way... big pouty mouths.... Blow me a kiss.... Now turn together for some open-mouth French... tits touching... just like that.... Good.... Hold it."
McGuire's hard-on threatened to rip through his jeans! This was even better than he had imagined. Two beauties- lesbians or bi at that- kissing and pressing their nude bodies together! This photo session had just started. How much better could it get? Then the models left to change, passing by the closet, leaving an intoxicating trail scented of perfume and female lust in their wake.
Ronald went to the closet door and whispered, "What do you think so far, Bruce?"
"Fuck man. This is amazing! Unbelievable!"
"They're just getting warmed up. Love to be naked together. But, remember the deal, or I talk to Molly."
"I know. I know. How long till they're on again?"
"A few more minutes. We're all eager to see this next show."
Shortly afterward Petra and Emma were back, prancing proudly in their big heels, their bodies more nude than covered now. The brunette wore a stiff white corset with hooks up the back, so tight that virtually all of her fine tits spilled over the top of it. Only part of the stiff nipples and below remained confined.
Emma's little red basque was shorter in length and semi-transparent, scarcely holding her lovely boobs in check. Both wore tiny thongs to match their garment, along with a lacy coordinating garter belt and dark hosiery. Each of them still had the shining costume jewelry from their first showing.
"Great lingerie choices!... Ready to pose now?... Good, we're all ready to watch. Ronald, stand to one side of the entrance admiring them. Girls, together on the other side, looking back, tempting him.... One hand on your hip, elbow out... one knee bent a bit so your toe is pointed down... like that. Slutty smile now as you tease Sultan.... You know what he always wants.
Now put your hands behind your heads, palms together.... Backs arched, tits out... and hold it.... Turn around for the same view from behind.... Good. Nice wide stance and twist at the waist to look this way.... Slowly slide your palms down your neck and along your sides. Stop there.... Curl under your tits and cup them.... Lift up."
"We can't William. They're already up so high they're popping out of our tops!" Emmeline complained.
"So... lift until they're out.... There you go... lovely! Slowly turn to face Ronald, holding your breasts out.... Bring up the nipples more.... Excellent.... Leave them out now, above your tops. Let's move into the tent and recline on all those cushions.... Ronald, aim the lights toward them, then lay down too.... Petra, offer him your tits... like that. Emma, come over Petra and lower a nipple to her lips.... Very sexy!"
Bruce McGuire could hardly restrain himself from bursting out of the closet and launching himself onto the cushions with the other three. Their erotic lingerie; their fabulous near-naked bodies; and, that lucky bastard Ronald! It was almost too much for him. He'd seen this on his computer and sometimes milder stuff at a strip club. But this was live and up close!
"Petra, slide your hand down to his cock... give it a squeeze or two. Emma, draw your hand slowly across her stomach.... Yes, and fingers into her thong.... Give her a little thrill now.... Ronald, some French kissing with Petra while you handle her tits.... Now, everybody look at the camera.... Legs farther apart, Petra.... Perfect!... And cut. That is smoking hot! Let's cool off for a while."
It was a good thing William called a halt because McGuire had fished out his throbbing cock and begun to stroke. There was still half the photo session to go! He caught his breath and watched as the two beauties repackaged their breasts then moved into the kitchenette. He heard tinkling glasses and liquid being poured. A few minutes later, the four of them returned with more alcohol and plopped down on the couch.
****
Bruce waited impatiently for the photography to begin, but the little group was taking their time, chatting and laughing. After a while, the photographer went to a side table and started some music filled with unusual instruments from the Middle East. McGuire recognized that it was the music belly-dancers used. Would he see some of that?
After the drinks were finished, Bruce heard Ronald remind the models to apply some fresh lipstick before they came back for the next session. He didn't realize that he was in for a real treat now.
Eventually he heard one of the women call "Ready!" after which the photographer cued up that music again. This time the two beauties passed the closet in bare feet, turning their bodies and moving their arms in an erotic Arabian dance on their way to the lounge. Bruce's cock rose again because they wore only skimpy, transparent half-bras and tiny panties. Tiny crotchless panties!
"Beautiful! Sway to the tune while I shoot," William directed. "Pretend you're dancers entertaining that leering Sultan.... Move your wrists in little circles as you raise your arms to shoulder level.... Good... reach out to lure him toward you.... Shake your shoulders so that he sees your lovely tits.... Tempt him with your eyes.... Oh yes, so sexy!"



Then William joked, "Look. He's pitching a tent under his robe!"
"Beckon Sultan into the tent and lay him back on the cushions.... Dance close, right above him.... Move your legs apart to show your treasures.... Now come to your knees on each side of him.... Legs open for balance as you continue to sway.... Ronald will reach for you, but tease him by leaning away.... Petra, slip one bra strap down your arm... now the other.... You too Emma.
Let him reach you, but pull away.... Perfect... now continue writhing while you cup your tits and bring up your nipples.... Sultan wants you tonight, but tease him first.... He tries to get up, Emma... but you push him back.... He reaches for Petra... and she does the same.... Then you give in and kiss him.... Ronald, caress them while I shoot more. This is so hot!"
McGuire was mesmerized! This Arabian Nights scene had him so aroused he didn't have enough loose skin left to blink his staring eyes! Their bodies were gorgeous, and that lucky Ronald was having his way with them. In those panties their pussies were entirely visible and obviously shaved clean. He wondered how in Hell these guys could get these beauties to perform for them this way?
"This is excellent, so let's move on to the last segment of tonight's shoot," William commended. "I'll change the music to something a bit slower paced and I want you girls completely nude except for your big heels. You'll pose a bit in front of the tent, then move inside to enjoy each other- I know that you'll both like that. Have you any questions?"
"Yes. Do we love 'til orgasm like last session?" Emma inquired, taking Petra by the hand.
"No. Not tonight. Some kissing and touching, maybe more, but that should be enough for these pictures."
William wanted to wrap this up and get McGuire out of the apartment before the four of them went on to enjoy orgasmic sex. Emma seemed a bit disappointed because the models didn't know that after the secret voyeur was gone there would be no holds barred.
This music used the same instruments as before, but the tempo was slower and more insistent, like a strong heartbeat, with heavy bottom notes from a drum. Petra and Emma quickly stripped naked and applied fresh lipstick before they clattered to the tent wearing only their shining jewelry and stilettos. Bruce wondered if he'd be able to get through this without coming unhinged.
He saw the models bare-breasted now, with equally naked pussies. No doubt, they would have been harem favourites. Their bodies were made for pleasure, with sultry red lips, firm, peaked tits; and that exposed pink flesh. Bruce was slathering over what he saw, and pulled out his cock to stroke in time with the pervasive beat.
The dancers moved in front of the tent where they struck provocative poses, showing every part of themselves, from every conceivable angle, as they swayed in time. They twisted this way and that, pouting and posing. Then they moved inside the tent and reclined on the mountain of cushions. Petra and Emmeline lay back and spread open so the photographer could explore their luscious bodies much more closely with his lens.
McGuire's hand gripped harder now and moved faster. He watched the women kissing one another as they lay spread-eagled side-by-side. He saw their fingers caress each other's private parts, searching out that special place. He heard them gasp when they found it, and then watched as they rolled it with persistent fingertips. Their moans and sighs drove him on toward the point of no return.
Now Bruce was moving at top speed. His member stuck straight up, and while one hand cradled his balls, the other flew along the length of his shaft. Though his head was back, he could still see the erotic show unfolding beneath the spotlights in the tent. Now the blonde was licking and kissing the brunette's wet pussy. It was just too much!
McGuire couldn't hold it any longer and suddenly erupted. His engorged cock exploded and shot thick ropes of seed against the closet door. Hard as he tried to be quiet, choked guttural groans escaped his lips. Had it not been for the music and the total absorption of the performers in the tent scene, he surely would have been outed.
Bruce stroked relentlessly until his organ was drained. However, photographer William was close enough to the closet to know what had just happened and he stopped shooting. It was time to get McGuire out.
"Excellent scene, girls! You are so good together! You can move over to the guest room to slip into coverups before we have another drink. Ronald, go with them to help, while I take care of a few things here. The photography is finished now!"
Two minutes later William was ushering the closet voyeur out of his hiding place. It smelled of sex and he could see telltale stains on McGuire's trousers and the closet door.
"OK, time to go. Show's over. Come with me. Hurry! They can't see you here!"
In another minute, William closed the apartment door behind his unwanted guest. It was time to get on with the best part of Friday night!
****
"Is everybody ready to party in the tent?" the professor asked as he strode down the hallway to the guestroom. Ronald had been delaying the models in every way he could think of, but now the coast was clear. He rushed into the kitchenette to fix another round of drinks, then carried a tray into the makeshift canopy. William, Petra, and Emmeline were already reclining inside, the girls wearing only their skimpy cover-ups.
William playfully mauled them, unable to hold back any longer after handling photographic duties all evening. He quickly untied Petra's jacket and eagerly began kissing her lovely tits. Ronald came beside Emma and released her fine rack too, sliding the garment down her shoulders. Seeing this, Edwards finished undressing Petra before he stripped off his own clothes. So did Ronald and all four were naked.
That erotic evening continued long after midnight, with a slam-bam orgy of epic proportion. William and Petra fucked while Ronald and Emmeline did the deed right beside them. Then the men watched avidly as the two beauties got their girl-girl fix together. After another drink, they switched partners, the professor with Emma, Dennison with Petra.
Fueled by alcohol and the intense sexual rush, it seemed that nobody could get enough! But by 2:00 AM all four were beginning to falter. The tent reeked of sex, and they were sweat- streaked from their efforts. Now it was time. They should all cum and call it a night.
"Let's do Petra first, and Emma, you can help us," William grinned.
They helped the brunette onto all fours, with Emma stretched out beneath her. Ronald came in front of Petra and offered his swollen cock, which she quickly gobbled into her mouth. To help things along, William knelt behind her and slid a pillow under Emma's blonde head so that she could more easily suck his partner's clitoris while he banged her.
Together they gradually set up a smooth rhythm, with William withdrawing from time-to-time so that Emma could taste her friend's juices on his throbbing rod. It kept him hard as a rock. As he grasped Petra's shapely hips, she pushed her butt-cheeks hard against his groin. Soon the slap-slap-slap of cock into pussy filled the tent, along with moans and groans of growing satisfaction. Emma's mouth was driving Petra higher and higher.
Ronald continued fucking Petra's red lips, but suddenly she clamped down on his fat rod, an orgasm overtaking her as Emma devoured her clit. William continued driving himself into Petra's pussy, ready to cum himself. They both broke through together, the professor lurching forward with a series of mighty thrusts into the young woman's gripping snatch. He'd filled her with cum before he was finished.
"Fuck me!... Oh fuck.... Fuck Meeeee!" Petra wailed in the throes of a continuous climax. "Oh.... Ohh.... Yes!... Yes!... Aaaggghhh!!!"
Petra's body convulsed, bucking and heaving, an energetic bundle of raw nerve endings connected to 120 pounds of beautiful, orgasmic flesh. Her friend was almost crushed beneath her, and Ronald quickly withdrew his cock lest he lose it to Petra's clenching teeth!
While she gradually came back to this world Dennison called out, "So who's left now?"
"I am! Give Pet a minute, Ronald. I want her under me, while you fuck me doggy," Emmeline demanded.
All at once there was a soft knock on the door. They listened, then it came again, a bit harder. Who was there at this late hour? Who was interrupting their sexual marathon?
"Is there food coming or something, William?" Emma asked, annoyed at the interruption.
The professor struggled to his feet and cracked open the door. Damn! It was Bruce McGuire! Was he back for more, the bastard? But he didn't try to push past William, instead whispering to him.
"I've lost my wallet, and it's probably in the closet."
William had to think fast if he was going to get through this one. He hesitated for a moment before leaning back into the room with a cover story.
"It's just a neighbour. He loaned me a book and needs it back. Why now, I don't know. Just party on while I get it from the closet for him." Then he hissed to Bruce: "Shut the door and wait outside a minute."
No-one was the wiser as Edwards scooped up Bruce's wallet from the stinking closet, slipping it into a plastic bag there. Then he passed it through the entry door and McGuire shuffled down the corridor.
"I'll get out my camera while you two finish off Emma." William called into the tent, where he noticed that they had already started without him anyway.
Petra was sprawled beneath Emma, the two of them locked mouth to pussy while Dennison skewered the blonde from behind. His big cock plunged down to her juicy depths, then every so often he offered it to Petra's lips, immediately below him. Both girls were moaning because Emma had her face buried in her friend's sex. Meanwhile, professor Edwards captured it all on camera.
A rising chorus of intense feral expressions soon filled the tent- a mix of pleasured moans and groans. It was fast and furious. It was long and loud. Everyone there knew how this was going to end up!
Since this is Literotica, you already know the rest too. Soon, huge bolts of cum shot from Ronald's cock. Emma's muscles clenched and grabbed in the throes of orgasm, while Petra screamed through another amazing climax. And as always, it was probably the best sex they'd ever had! Sex like they'd never imagined, of course.
What about the professor? Well...he got enough wicked pictures to keep him smiling through the week ahead.
****
"Petra, please shut the door so we can talk about your course project in private. I have some news for you that can't go outside this office yet."
"Oh... should I be concerned?"
"Not at all. First, your grade on the course project- call it '20th Century Arts'- was perfect, 100 percent! You were absolutely outstanding in every way, and you know how your photos turned my course into a campus favourite."
"In every way, professor?" Petra teased, clearly referring to the post- photography sex.
"Yes, in every way! So good in fact, that I plan to present the entire course that way next semester."
"But, I'll be finished it in a week. How could I continue to help you?"
"As my paid Teaching Assistant. You'll do some test marking, but mainly you pose in costumes from Medieval times to the Twentieth Century, every Friday night at my apartment. Officially, you're developing new course material."
"And Ronald will get the costumes again?"
"Yes, and be my 'helper' at all the photo sessions," William smiled.
"I'll do it! Your Teaching Assistant.... Yes!... When would it start?"
"As soon as you sign the papers. I have them right here, Petra."
"Great! Pass me a pen. Show me where to sign!"
Did you like the story? Please rate it before you go. Thanks.
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Explorers usually kept trip journals. Often a short entry would only hint at a much more detailed experience. Here five actual journal entries from the botanist on Captain James Cook's first southern oceans voyage are expanded into fictional letters detailing his sexual adventures. It ends by considering some implications of such cultural contact.
1. Scientist Joseph Banks' Journal: April 14, 1769
"I spied among the common crowd a very pretty girl with a fire in her eyes that I hadn't seen in the country.... [Then] I loaded my pretty girl with beads and every present I could think pleasing to her."
Historical fiction: Joseph Banks to a confidant
"My Dear Friend:
.... I must say, she was beautiful, probably about eighteen years old, with big, dark almond-shaped eyes. They were incredibly expressive, filled with a passion that promised so much more if I could just get her into my tent. She wore only a small necklace of shells above her waist, leaving her full breasts displayed proudly, each capped with a pleasing dark peak. Her smooth, coffee skin tapered down to a tuft of dark hair that hid her treasure.
How I coveted that place, probably available to me in exchange for a few colourful baubles. A handful of glass beads could be exchanged for an hour of pleasure with this lovely, wild creature. I had only to win her favour to make her mine for the taking- that's the way it is in this tropical Eden. Already she was eagerly grasping my little gifts, flashing those riveting eyes and that shy smile at me.
Suddenly a pistol flashed, quickly followed by a sharp blast. One of the officer's pockets had been picked in the crowd, and he fired at the running thief. The gunfire startled everyone, that idiot! They'd never heard such a loud report before. Suddenly, all the islanders who were crowded nearby rushed away in every direction. I looked beside me and saw that the pretty girl laden with my beads was gone too.
Damn it! Opportunity lost!
KEEP THIS LETTER SECRET
Sincerely
Joseph Banks"
Based on what he wrote in his best-selling published trip journal, could young botanist Banks have had sexual adventures like those described in my fictitious letters to a trusted friend? Consider this question as you read and we'll return to it later.
****
It was a cold, rainy May afternoon. Having just arrived in Oxford, we wanted to get out of the weather. Our host suggested the Pitt-Rivers Museum, on the fringe of the sprawling network of colleges surrounding the core of the famous university. Twenty minutes later we were inside, totally unsure what to expect.
Pitt-Rivers has thousands of anthropological items gathered from cultures around the world. Many originated from early contact between explorers and Indigenous peoples. Most are under glass, and after a while we felt numbed by their sheer magnitude. Our necks ached from bending down to look, while our brains simply couldn't hold any more information.
Finally in late afternoon after a coffee break, we reached the back of the upper level. Then came something different: 'The Cook Voyage Collection', about twenty metres of floor-to-ceiling glass, enclosing hundreds of artifacts gathered during his three Pacific voyages between 1768 and 1775. I was interested in what Cook had gathered: ceremonial items, paddles, and there... an authentic grass skirt.
Every Australian and English schoolboy (and some Canadians too) learned that Captain James Cook sailed the southern oceans and landed on Tahiti- then called St. George's Islands- in 1769. They were among the first Europeans to see the isolated island cluster and remained for three months refitting the ship, Endeavour.
Attitudes about sex were very loose in this tropical paradise, unlike the rigid beliefs of European society. Cook's crewmen were amazed to be warmly welcomed by naked women, and they just couldn't get enough of it! Indeed, it was as though they had stepped into another world!
"By god!" I thought, "If that's all the women were wearing, no wonder the crew jumped ship as soon as they could! There are more open gaps than grass strands. It would have given scant coverage."
There were also the shell necklaces that completed the outfit- nothing else. I had come face-to-face with the welcoming society these English sailors met when they first came ashore. Little wonder they wanted to stay. No surprise that the captain had to send out search parties to track down the missing crewmen. A few went to ground with Tahitian wives.
After Pitt-Rivers, I had an image of grizzled sailors who hadn't been with a woman in months or years. What must it have been like to suddenly be embraced by beautiful near-naked beauties? Would the men ever have imagined sexual relations with full knowledge by the young woman's family? Could they really enter a world where intercourse with a friendly stranger bearing gifts was as normal as a satisfying meal?
While the deckhands enjoyed Tahiti's sexual pleasures, but they were not the ones who told the tale. Most were illiterate, and besides that, had neither the time nor the materials with which to keep a journal. But the officers and scientists on voyages did, often in hopes of publishing and selling their commentaries afterward.
The middle and upper classes in England ate up this exploration stuff- none of it more voraciously than the racy journal prepared by 25-year-old botanist Joseph Banks detailing his time on James Cook's ship. As his contact with Tahitian women grew, his journal included less information about plant life, and more about his own life with the island women.
That's where my five letters of historical fiction begin, created from Tahitian episodes briefly described in Mr. Banks' journal- veiled and not-so-veiled entries about sex. Many of the details in each letter come from further information in Banks' book. The original edition quickly made him the toast of English society- though stuffy Victorian editors sanitized later editions to match with tightening moral standards of the day.
This is how I think Banks' Tahiti experiences actually played out. Of course, such letters could never have been delivered when he was at sea. Imagine that he is writing to a friend AFTER returning to London, bragging about the fuller extent of experiences only hinted at in his published trip journal.
****
Journal and Letters
2. Joseph Banks' Journal: May 2, 1769
"The foremost of the women quickly unveiling all her charms, gave me a most convenient opportunity of admiring them by turning herself gradually round. She then once more displayed her naked beauties. I took her by the hand and led her to the tents accompanied by another woman, her friend."
Historical fiction: Banks to a confidant
"My Friend in Secrecy
YOU MUST KEEP MY LETTERS UNDER LOCK AND KEY
Happily, my fortune is turning for the better. I continue plying attractive Tahitian women with little gifts from England, mere baubles that bring great thanks. This particular day, I found myself offering presents to a small group of attractive, naked islanders. They are delighted with the things we offer, so much wanted in exchange for their 'hospitality'.
I remind myself that this isn't prostitution. I quickly learned that the exchange of sexual favours for gifts, even a single iron nail (the standard 'currency' used on Tahiti by our deckhands), is the island way. It is friendliness in a culture not ruled by our European morality. Sex here isn't reserved for exclusive monogamous relationships. It is readily available in friendship or in desire.
These women around me were about my age, with shapely bodies and coquettish ways. In exchange for a gift of cloth, one of them publicly displayed herself to me. She felt no shame as she ensured that I could see her mounded breasts from every angle. Turning slowly in a circle, she wanted me to appreciate the curve of her hips and the large exotic designs tattooed on each buttock.
Then I was sitting, my legs drawn together, looking up at the nude woman's turning nude body close above. I could see her pubic curls, and a glimpse of her sex. Next, her full-bodied friend came forward to show off her charms in exchange for a gift too. Of course, I had brought plenty of things to offer.
The women on Tahiti are the most appealing that I've seen on this entire South Sea voyage. With their dark, curly hair, coffee-coloured skin, and large eyes, they rival our English girls. These young women are naked and readily available for our pleasure. I held up some cloth for the second woman, and then she also began turn, displaying her naked body to my gaze.
Apart from such common nudity, I had not witnessed actual public sex during my first few weeks on Tahiti. I was sure that these two were mine for the taking, but not right there. However, my tent was very close by, and I knew that it would be unoccupied. This would afford me a perfect place to satisfy the rising tide of lust that, at that moment, was choking out any other thought.
Taking the first woman's hand and nodding invitingly to the other, I led them off to this private place. There was no hesitancy as they strolled away from their men. They came eagerly simply because I'd given them gifts. And they were probably curious to see inside the strange, white-fabric dwellings which we had erected on arrival.
Once inside, I tied the tent entrance to ensure privacy, then motioned to the visitors to help pull off my clothing. Soon I was as naked as they were, my white skin- so seldom exposed to sunlight- a sharp contrast to their smooth, brownish tones. I was as hard as a rock, ready for either one of them.
Then the first woman dropped to her hands and knees, offering herself from behind. Happily, English missionaries haven't yet found Tahiti and dictated face-to-face as the only acceptable way to do this!
I eagerly slid my stiff member between her legs and was a bit surprised at how tightly her sex gripped me. Another push though, and I was buried to her depths. Grasping her firm, rounded hips, I began a slow and deliberate thrusting while she pushed back to meet me each time. Before long we established a rhythm and gradually picked up the pace. Sex has a universal language, so I understood the meaning of her moans as she moved.
All the while, her friend sat beside us, keeping up a steady chatter that I didn't understand. Was she commenting on my performance or offering my partner more encouragement? After a time, I decided that I'd like to have a go with her too, so I motioned for the second woman to come alongside us in the same position.
Now I gave a slap to the buttocks of the first one, pulled out, and drove my cock into the other. She was looser but squealed with pleasure as I pressed hard into her body. I gripped one hip and at the same time, used an arm to hold her friend in place. Then I worked quickly with the new woman because there was no telling how much longer I could last.
After just a few minutes, I realized that I preferred her friend. Like changing horses on a hard ride, I quickly slid from one directly to the other. And that's how I rode the first, holding her hips tightly while leaning into her hard and fast. She was young and strong, matching my pace and ready for more.
Suddenly my body lurched forward like I was about to explode. But would I impregnate her? Just in time I grabbed my swollen member and brought it above her back. Long streams shot across her tawny skin, so much in fact, that the woman's friend giggled with delight.
The women had been with me in the tent for what seemed like an hour. Now it was time for them to go back to their families, happy with the gifts they'd received, and the hospitality they'd shown to me in return. Hopefully there will be many more such satisfying engagements in this tropical paradise.
I must apologize for the great length of this letter, intended to show a good friend the full extent of these amazing experiences about which I can only hint in my journal.
With my regards
Joseph Banks"
3. Journal: May 28, 1769
"We went to bed early as is the custom: I stripped myself for the better convenience of sleeping as the night was hot. Oborea insisted that my clothes be put in her custody. I readily submitted and laid down to sleep with all imaginable tranquility."
"My Good Friend,
.... Though my journal speaks only of sleep, that was far from my mind after sex with the two women in my tent a few weeks ago. My friend, Oborea, is married, and a few years older than me, perhaps thirty; however, in Tahiti that is no obstacle to sexual relations. In fact, her husband is fully aware of the intimacies I describe below. In England I would have to keep my pistol loaded in such circumstances, but not here.
I was visiting with them one hot evening and we had gone together to the shoreline for the soft moderating breeze. They had a large canoe beached there, and Oborea indicated that we should sleep in it that night. Her husband remained for a time then returned to their home beyond the sands. He didn't come back.
Without a word, my friend removed what little she wore- a tiny bit of cloth which I had given her. She motioned that I was to undress before we got into the canoe. I stripped eagerly while she brought some palm fronds from the edge of the beach and put them into the craft.
I understood that we were to lay on them, but first she took all my clothing, including my boots, and hid them beneath the canoe. She strongly insisted, and I eventually understood that she was worried that my things would be stolen.
We were both naked now in the moonlight. I could see the swell of her full breasts and the appealing curve of her hips. She knew I was admiring her body and responded as women often do here, by turning slowly to show it from every side. Then Oborea clambered into the canoe, and came to her knees, her arse up to me. I knew this was an invitation to sex.
These Tahitian women are absolutely delightful, completely uninhibited about sharing their charms! They look especially favourably upon the officers in their uniforms, but any crewman with some small gift usually gets their thanks too. My friend wanted some 'hospitality' with me before we would sleep together under the stars.
Orborea and I copulated with complete abandon in the canoe. The evening was hot, and I think we made it hotter with our energy. She was rather vocal, and though I have no idea what she was saying, it was certainly enthusiastic! After some time, I was on the verge of filling the woman with my seed before I remembered to withdraw.
Then we curled up together in the bottom of the canoe and drifted off to sleep.
I trust that you will hold this information in strictest confidence.
With my highest regards,
Joseph"
4. Journal: June 3, 1769
"Soon after my arrival at the tent three handsome girls came off a canoe to see us; they had been at the tent in the morning, and with very little persuasion agreed to sleep in the tent with us, a proof of confidence which I have not before met with upon so short an acquaintance."
"My friend Mitchell,
My luck is steadily improving and yesterday marked a highlight which I must relay to you. Imagine the prospect of enjoying relations with three nubile beauties in one night! Never in my life did I expect this, except perhaps during some drunken spree in an English whorehouse. But on Tahiti, as I'm learning, all things sexual are possible!
All three young women, probably about twenty years old, were quite attractive. Of course, they came from their large canoe fully naked, and apart from their shell necklaces, wore only a smile. Their copper skin and long black hair highlighted 4their full figures, breasts bouncing as they ran up the beach. They'd visited in the morning and left, but their return at this advanced hour suggested more.
My tent-mate, fellow scientist, Daniel Solander, heard them calling and ducked out of the tent to welcome them. Using hand motions and the limited vocabulary we'd acquired after six weeks here, we invited them to join us in the tent. We knew by now that our tents were a great curiosity, and they readily consented. Dusk would soon be falling, and we hoped to convince them to stay on.
Though we hardly knew the girls, we suggested they sleep with us for the night. Can you even imagine such a thing in England? The girls' fathers or brothers would have hunted us down and forced a marriage with them. Instead, we dug out a store of beads and other trinkets with which to pave the way to an evening of sexual delights.
And what an evening! Plied with our little presents, all three were willing and eager to take us into them. There being but Solander and me with cocks, we took turns with these beauties, one of them patiently waiting while we enjoyed the other two. All of them were clearly experienced in this art, and we made the most of it, moving greedily from one to the next until all had been sampled.
Favourites emerged, of course. I couldn't get enough of the girl with the fully tattooed buttocks, a wild thing who stretched herself out in such a way that her sex gripped my throbbing cock like a vice. Daniel preferred the quieter woman, whom he rode gently while I pounded my gasping steed. The third chattered away to the others- about what I don't know- seemingly content and grinning the whole time.
Eventually we shot our bolts, then brought all three to bed with us. That night we were warmed by a nubile naked woman curled up on each side. I tell you Mitchell, this place is paradise on Earth!
Sincerely
Joseph"
5. Journal: June 10, 1769
"I was next prepared by stripping off my European clothes and putting a small strip of cloth round my waist, the only garment I was allowed to have, but I made no pretentions to be ashamed of my nakedness, for neither of the women were a bit more covered than myself. [Later] we went into the river and scrubbed one another till it was dark."
"Mitchell, my good friend,
.... Lest you think that I am exaggerating, I assure you that everything I relay to you here is the truth. I hardly believe it myself, after all the delights I've already enjoyed on this fair island!
My Tahitian friends, including Orborea, whose charms I'd sampled several times in recent days, were excited yesterday. Limited words and hand-motions told me that a big party was taking place that evening and I must join them.
I readily agreed and when I returned to them later, I learned that I must 'go native'. They readied me by taking my clothes and then used some sort of black substance to paint my naked body with their swirling designs. When they were finished, I could see that, apart from skin colour, I much resembled my hosts. They gave me a ceremonial weapon to carry, and then we were off to the festivities!
Picture me as Adam's child, naked as the day I was born, cavorting wildly with heathen friends. Orborea was almost nude, of course, one of many bare-breasted beauties close by me. Their shapely bodies shone in the moonlight as they danced vigorously in a large circle. I swear that my member was stiff the whole time, stimulated by the sight of their bouncing chests and jiggling arses.
After a while, I lost track of time, and of Orborea's husband in the throng. I found myself jammed tight against my friend, her fine body rubbing against mine as we moved. She laughed at my hard cock, and playfully grabbed at it from time-to-time. I could think of nothing else but having her again, as she looked up submissively into my face.
Suddenly, it seemed that the party was breaking up as small groups of dancers ran off in different directions. I didn't understand until later that we were spirits of some sort using our magic to frighten others who hadn't attended the gathering. Orborea grabbed my hand and led me running through the jungle. Screaming loudly, we continued sport this until we were dog tired.



Alone in the moonlight, she led me into the cool river and helped me scrub away the stubborn, inky designs which covered my body. As her fingers worked against my stomach then down to my groin, I was stiff again. She gripped my cock and stroked it to full extension before wrapping her legs around my waist, clinging to my neck. I pushed into her, and she squeezed me tighter.
It will be hard for me to forget the thrill of having this beautiful, willing woman for my own that night, up to our waists in cool water. She moved against me happily as I thrust into her private place. I could have continued forever if my manhood had endured that long. She just laughed, then simply squatted to rinse my exertions away.
Afterward, we returned to her home where she crawled onto the mat with her husband as if no indiscretion had ever occurred. Such is life in Tahiti. I returned to my tent and slept blissfully, exhausted by the activities of the night.
YOU MUST NOT DIVULGE THIS SECRET!
Trusting in you,
Joseph Banks"
****
Consequences
Contact between European explorers and Indigenous cultures around the world had many negative impacts. Invariably, local populations were decimated by previously unknown illnesses and diseases to which they had no natural immunity. Smallpox, typhoid, influenza, even the common cold wiped out vast numbers of people. Tahiti was no exception, and island life was changed forever. The same thing happened in most regions touched by European cultures.
The explorers were usually followed by the missionaries, eager to claim souls. Their impact on local cultures was tremendous everywhere they worked. Christianity reached Tahiti within a generation of Cook's time there and quickly set about converting the islanders. Women soon wore modest cloth skirts and dresses, while their long hair was cropped short. Only marital sex was deemed appropriate. Traditional feasts and dances were forbidden. An ancient culture was changed almost overnight.
The impact on Cook's sailors was significant too. Promiscuous sex in the Pacific, particularly on Tahiti, left half of the men- yes, fifty percent of the Endeavour crew- infected with venereal disease. Some of them were totally incapable of continuing their duties on the ship. They had taken advantage of cultural practices which highlighted hospitality in the form of 'no-strings' sexual relations. While Captain Cook forbade such activity with the local women, he knew it was impossible to enforce.
After Tahiti, Cook's voyage continued to New Zealand, where contact was made with cannibalistic Maori head-hunters. This was a much more assertive culture than the Tahitians, and care had to be taken in approaching the women. Joseph Banks complained in his journal that the Maori women could be as coquettish and appealing as English girls, but they did not make themselves readily available for sex, like the Tahitians.
Banks became extremely popular in London's social whirl for a time after his suggestive journals were printed and widely sold. He was presented to King George. He appeared in the royal court. He was feted at numerous grand parties and balls. No doubt this led to frequent sexual conquests with his many English female admirers. However, Banks' performances with island women were never to be repeated.
It was his own fault. The acclaimed botanist fell victim to his popularity, and his ego swelled to epic proportion. When Captain Cook was chosen to lead a second Pacific voyage, Joseph Banks signed on again. However, this time he insisted on bringing an entourage of sixteen hangers-on, friends who included two men identified only as "horn players." By using his expanding social connections, he required that the ship be significantly altered to better accommodate his group.
In this regard, a 'landlubber' scientist completely over-rode the wishes of Captain Cook. In Banks' mind, it was his own expedition! The result was a completely unseaworthy vessel, quickly drydocked so that all of Banks' modifications could be torn out.
Apparently, he threw a temper tantrum right on the dock when he saw what had been done, and ordered all his people off the ship. By then, the British Admiralty had had enough of Joseph Banks and removed him from his position. He would not sail to the South Pacific again.
After his journey with Captain Cook, things went downhill for Banks the explorer. There were no more island women wearing grass skirts and shell necklaces. There were no beautiful girls offering their bodies in exchange for a few iron nails or other little friendship gifts, like the pieces of cloth Banks used on Tahiti.
Dumped from Cook's second South Seas sailing, Joseph Banks cobbled together his own scientific jaunt- a voyage to Iceland. The Vikings had settled the island seven centuries earlier, so European ships were certainly no novelty there. Their crews wouldn't be received almost like gods from afar. Of course, female clothing in Iceland would have been much less revealing than Tahiti, to protect delicate flesh against frostbite.
Poor Banks. Now he was left with his Tahitian journal and his memories of three months in a sexual wonderland. However, there was some consolation. He was knighted- Sir Joseph Banks- and became President of the esteemed Royal Society. He became 'important.'
Would he have achieved such recognition if detailed letters like those created here ever came to light? Would he be toasted and honoured in England's Christian society if people knew he'd indulged in group sex and pounded other men's wives? Or, would they have read between the lines of his published journal anyway, and surmised what he had done in Tahiti? After all, such behaviour was fairly common in high society.
An interesting question is whether or not Joseph Banks would have actually done the things described in my letters. Just ask yourself the following. Given the chance, would a privileged young man of twenty-five have sex with pair of willing nude women in his tent? Would an adventuresome fellow many thousand kilometres from home shag a naked friend in her canoe after she had insisted on taking his clothes? Of course he would!
And that's not all. Would Banks and Solander have shared the three naked girls who came to their tent, consenting to stay with the men overnight? Most definitely! Finally, how could Banks resist enjoying sex again with his woman friend as she rubbed him down after a night of wild revelry? I think it all happened pretty much as I've written it in the private letters.
Perhaps it is best that these fictional letters remain our dirty little secret.
We wouldn't want to sully the sterling reputation of Sir Joseph Banks.
I hope you've enjoyed this mix of fact and fiction. This section of Literotica hasn't many readers, so please take a moment to rate it or leave a comment. Thanks.
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The story is largely fictitious, built from what I saw the last time I went to Corner Two. Part Loving Wives, part Romance, part Mature, this tale could be told in many categories. The message is simple. Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.
Angela's Revenge
She was a strikingly lovely woman, and I couldn't understand why the man with her was marching along a couple of metres ahead. He didn't seem to care that she was trying to keep up, slowed a bit by her stylish, heeled half-boots on the sloping terrain. Tall and slim, perhaps in her mid- 30s, her blunt cut, ash-blonde hair framed an attractive angular face with big expressive eyes. She deserved better.
The man ahead of this beauty strode along, his face set and scowling, seemingly oblivious to the eyes following her. She stood out from others nearby- her tailored black leather jacket highlighting a fine chest underneath. It was a bit cool that morning, so she wore matching black gloves, along with tight blue jeans showcasing her long, shapely legs. He didn't seem to notice.
Corner Two is probably the best viewing spot on the entire circuit- for people and cars. I've been here often over the past forty years, first with my father, later with my ex, then with our son and some of my friends. The race cars crest a low hill at high speed, then careen down the other side blind. There's a tight, off-camber left turn at the bottom which pushes the speeding cars to the outside, toward the tire barrier.
Spectators gather on the gentle slope along the fence by the track marshals' stand. Here we're above the cars, safe from the machines blazing past less than ten metres away. It's close enough to see the driver's frenzied movements as they steer, down-shift, and brake to avoid disaster.
The couple was passing in single file in front of me, and I wanted to talk to the lady. It didn't seem like much of a risk, given the usually friendly ambience at the track.
"He's a lucky man!" I boldly commented to her, nodding toward him, adding, "Too bad more women don't join their men here."
"Thank you," she smiled sweetly, and I noticed her sad, blue eyes.
"What did you say?"
The guy had overheard me and possibly her softer reply. He turned back to glare, but I saw that I had height and muscle on him. Still, I was polite- you just never know.
"Just saying that you're a lucky guy to have your woman come here with you. Mine came once, but didn't like the noise," I explained.
"Yeah, I suppose," then turning to the ashen-blonde beauty stopped in front of me, he barked, "Come on, Angela!"
He abruptly turned on his heel and continued on while Angela gave me one more shy little smile and rushed to close the distance between them. I shook my head at how shabbily he treated this beautiful lady.
Later in the afternoon, they came back to Corner Two again, just before the feature race. He was leading the way once more, Angela trotting along obediently like a trained pet. She had discarded her leather jacket, now carrying it slung over the shoulder of her tight, pink sweater. My suspicions about her upper body were confirmed by the swell of her proud breasts.
Angela noticed me looking at her, so turned my way with a little smile of recognition and a mouthed, "Hello". Then they moved about twenty metres from me along the fence to watch the cars on their pace lap, the guy paying no attention to her whatsoever. During the next hour, I probably spent more time pretending to follow cars down the hill while actually staring at Angela. She was very attractive and beguiling.
When the hour-long Vintage feature ended, I could see that they were about to leave, so I maneuvered myself to a spot where they would need to pass by me. Sure, Angela's good looks and fine figure drew me, but there was something in that little smile and those big, sad eyes that held me. This time when they passed, I stepped out to talk to the guy.
"So, did you like the race? That big Cobra blasting past the Lotus on the blind crest was a ballsy move, wasn't it?"
A comment like this from a complete stranger at a sporting event wouldn't seem unusual at all. Fans are like a fraternity, drawn by the same interests. He stopped and Angela almost walked into the back of him.
"Yeah, good race," was all he had to say, and not in a particularly friendly tone.
"How about you? Did you enjoy it?" I asked Angela before he started off.
"Yes thanks. I like old cars." she said softly, with a smile that lit up her lovely face.
She looked right into my eyes for a few moments, then gave a little shrug of her shoulders and a sad pout before turning to rush off behind him. I thought that would likely be the last I'd ever see of Angela, this apparently unhappy and ignored woman.
****
I'm a divorced man with grown children. Halfway through my fifties, I live alone and have a career in graphic design. Now there's plenty of time for my own interests, particularly watching motor racing, and I work out at the gym a lot. It's important to me to look and feel good. Who wants to become a decrepit old man?
My life moves along easily enough from week to week, from event to event. It's smooth, but rather empty because something is lacking. I have plenty of friends who share my interest in fast cars and fitness, but not much female company. My wife and I grew apart a long time ago, and at this age I don't care for the bar scene.
This was a weekend event, so I towed my small camper [caravan if you're British] and set up in a shady spot along the forest fringe, not far from the top of the long, back straight section of the track. It's another popular spot because the cars reach maximum speed as they thunder uphill through the trees to another hillcrest. I've seen cars become airborne there at 250-kilometre speeds, a sobering experience.
There was a line of trailers parked there, one rig larger than the rest. After the first day's events were finished, I sat in front of mine, beer in hand. I'd come alone this time, everybody busy with something else this early spring weekend. Then Angela walked by, dutifully following her guy and what looked like a loud group of his male friends. She spotted me, and gave a smile with a discreet little hand wave.
"What a fine woman!" I thought. "I wonder where she's sleeping tonight?"
Then I watched as the group turned in at the big rig just beyond me. They went inside and the guys soon came out with beers in hand. Not Angela though, probably inside getting food ready for them, I guessed. Later she came out with several big bowls and her guy fired up the barbeque. It was time to get my own supper together. I hoped that I'd see Angela again at Corner Two tomorrow.
Sometime after midnight I awakened to a frantic knocking on my trailer door. Was I dreaming? No, there it was again! I opened it, forgetting that I was wearing only my boxers, and Angela quickly pushed past me and rushed inside. She was very upset, still dressed as I'd seen her a few times earlier in the day. But there was some blood on her chin, and it had dripped onto the pink sweater. She was sniffling.
"Quick. Shut the door!" she sobbed.
"Angela! Jesus, what happened? What's going on?"
"I don't want him to hit me again!"
"He hit you! Is he coming after you?" Fight or flight? I was instantly ready to kick his sorry ass.
"My bastard husband. He kicked me out. Told me just to fuck off."
"Good lord! I'll get you a cloth and some water. Let's clean you up. Where's that cut?"
"My bottom lip. It hurts!"
"Let's see. Damn... he split it open! Nasty cut. I have some ice or it'll swell up all black-and-blue."
"Thanks.... I don't even know your name, but you seemed friendly at the track today. His friends are as bad as him. No help to me tonight."
"Greg.... Greg Carpenter. I know you're Angela. He doesn't treat you very well, does he?"
"No. Like shit a lot of the time!"
I had the ice cubes now and put them in a little plastic bag to press against her lip. Meanwhile I dabbed away at the blood on her chin and looked down at the drops on the front of her sweater. I hesitated.
"Much as I'd like to get that blood off your sweater, Angela, it's right on your.... Well, here, I'll hold the ice against your lip while you dab at the sweater."
She gave me that beautiful smile then grimaced as a fresh flow of blood oozed from her split lip.
"I was right about you, Greg Carpenter. You're a nice guy."
I couldn't help but notice how beautiful this woman looked close up: smooth, flawless skin- currently tear stained- full, bowed lips, and big liquid blues. And some asshole was beating on her! It seemed unbelievable. She continued.
"I've been with Rocco for nearly ten years now. Ten too many. He doesn't care a damn about me anymore. Maybe he never really did?" and she started to cry.
"Careful now. You don't want that lip to bleed again," I soothed her, bringing my arm around her shoulder to comfort. I hate to see women or little kids cry.
She didn't flinch, so I pulled a little tighter, and met no resistance. To my surprise, Angela took my hand and squeezed it. When she stopped sniffling and was breathing easy again, I spoke softly to soothe her.
"Angela, what will you do now? There's a hospital about twenty minutes south of here if you want to go to Emergency. I can take you. Been there myself once."
"I think my lip will be fine if you have a bandage. It's not bleeding anymore, as long as I don't smile or laugh."
"I'll get my first aid kit out. There's a bit of everything in there," I replied.
"But I don't know what to do now. Rocco hit me and pushed me out. Said he didn't care if I lived or died anymore because I was no use to him. He makes me feel like garbage sometimes. I don't want to go back there tonight."
Now what? Was Angela asking to stay with me for the night? That would great but I didn't want to get myself into the middle of a domestic dispute, especially when Rocco had his posse of buddies to back him up. But I didn't want to send her back there either. There had to be some other solution. I thought about it for a bit as I carefully applied a couple of bandages to her mouth.
"You know, Angela, this lip is worse than I thought. It's still seeping, and it looks like your teeth cut down into it when he hit you. I think you need to have a doctor look at it. It would be a shame to have such a nice face disfigured by that jerk of a husband."
I was appealing to her vanity, but something also told me it would be wise to have this abuse documented.
"Well... you say it's close. I know Rocco won't take me...."
"I will. Like I said, I've been there. One year, I stepped into a little hole at night and wrenched my back so badly that a friend took me. When I told the doctor that it happened at the track, he just laughed, because this place used to be party central. Anyway, I left on crutches- a cracked vertebrae."
"Ouch! It must have hurt."
"Oh yeah! So, let's go now. I don't think it'll be very busy at this late hour."
Angela thought about it, staring at my face all the while, as if she was trying to read my intentions. I was glad that she couldn't see the hidden part of me that would gladly take her to my bed and fuck her all night. I was keeping that guy tightly under control. Then she gave me her verdict.
"That would be perfect! But you'll have to put on some clothes first."
She gave a little grin at her own joke as I looked down and realized that I still wore nothing but my boxer shorts!
"Oh shit! Sorry. I'll get dressed right now. Do you need to pick up anything at your rig before we leave?... Right. I don't suppose you want to go back there tonight, do you?"
"No. I'm finished with that bastard!" she spit out with disgust.
We talked a little on the short drive to the hospital, but Angela was pretty quiet, clearly thinking about her predicament. Her lip started to bleed through the bandages, so she pressed a tissue against it most of the way there. I was wondering what came next, not eager to take her back to my trailer or deliver her to Rocco's.
Upon arrival we saw that the Emergency Department wasn't very busy, and after about a half hour we went in to see a doctor. As soon as I had an opportunity, I quietly told her that Angela's husband had done this to her. The Doc pulled out her cellphone and took photos of the split lip before and after removing the bandages. I asked her to text us copies because I was already thinking that Angela should get away from Rocco.
"I'll also give you a copy of the full intake report including the cause of the injury," the doctor told Angela. "If this was no accident, it's important to have it fully documented."
"Yes, my husband did it. Smacked me with the back of his hand!"
"Then keep my report and the photos, Angela," she said in a kind voice.
The doctor froze her lip and stitched it carefully, commenting that she had to get this right to avoid a permanent scar.
"It's a good thing you came in to have this fixed properly. The stitches should dissolve in a week or so, but make an appointment with your doctor if they become lodged or infected.... And good luck. I hope this doesn't happen to you again."
The doctor's parting words sealed a decision that I'd been rolling around since we arrived at the hospital.
"Where's home?" I asked Angela. "Is it far from here?"
"An hour or so west along this highway. In the city, right downtown."
"I could take you there tonight. Better than anything else I can think of. Do you have your house keys with you now?"
"Yes. Keys and wallet. Greg, you'd drive me all that way in the middle of the night? Really! I've already taken too much of your time with my own problems," she exclaimed.
"It seems to me like you need a friend right now."
"My friends call me Angie."
****
It was a moonless night, but I knew the route to the city well enough. There was almost no traffic as we sped along through the dark and when we got closer to the capital, I punched in the address Angela gave me. My intention was to drop her off at home, then turn right around to return to the track. I didn't want Rocco to have any idea where his spurned wife had gone or how she got there. But I figured that I should get her number before I left.
Along the way, we made some small talk, with her gradually revealing what had led up to her split lip.
"He didn't like me talking to you at the track today. That was the problem."
"So, Rocco's a controlling little jerk, isn't he!"
"Yes, he is. Small Man Syndrome, I guess. He has to be completely in charge all the time, and he just gets worse."
"And he hit you, just for that?"
"No. I was bold enough to tell him to let up on me a bit. One of his buddies heard that, and Rocco didn't like me standing up to him in front of his friends. So, he slapped me hard."
"Angie. You're a beautiful woman. You seem like a nice person. Why do you stay with him?"
"I ask myself the same thing sometimes.... This time he pushed me too far. Right now, I just hate him!"
After that we didn't say much for a while, as the dark outlines of buildings and trees glided past my car. Both of us were thinking about all that had happened in the past few hours, the shocking event that had led to this clandestine car ride. But when the city lights became more prominent, Angela brightened a bit too. It was as if she'd left Rocco far enough behind that he wouldn't be coming for her. At least not tonight.
It was about 3:00 AM when we pulled up to her apartment building, a classy place in a nice part of downtown. I stopped by the front entry ready to say goodbye and ask for her number. Angela beat me to the punch.
"Greg, please come up with me. I'll make you some coffee to keep you awake because you won't be back to the track until almost dawn."
I hesitated because I knew that if I went up for coffee I would want to stay for more. This sad, beautiful woman was burning a hole in me, and I admitted to myself that I didn't really want to say goodbye. In less than twenty-four hours, her plight had become important to me, but there was more to it than that.
"OK, Angie. That would be nice. Just a cup of coffee, then I'll go back."
"Sure, but we'll exchange numbers too, OK? You're good to talk to Greg, and you treat me much better than I'm used to. Sometimes things seem so bad here."
The apartment was very high-end. Angela and Rocco had a good life materially if not romantically. City lights beamed through the huge floor-to-ceiling windows, illuminating the fine furniture and thick carpeting. Big pieces of modern art dressed many of the walls. I was impressed.
"Nice place, Angie," I whistled softly.
"Thanks," then she moved toward the kitchen. "Get comfortable. I'll start the coffee and be back shortly. I want to clean up a bit and take a closer look at my lip."
I got up and began to tour the art gallery that was their big lounge. I could hear the coffee machine whirring in the kitchen, then it was quiet for a bit before I heard the sound of water running somewhere nearby. I continued looking at everything displayed and eventually there were pouring and tinkling sounds- the coffee must be ready.
Moments later, Angela came from behind the sofa and sat a tray down on the low table in front of me.
"All ready," she exclaimed, and I looked up to see that she was wearing a fuzzy bathrobe and slippers. She'd taken a quick shower, and now I wondered if it was the coffee that was ready, or was it her? The robe was loosely tied at the waist and as she bent forward to set down the tray, Angela held that position long enough to reveal her deep cleavage. She smiled sweetly and spoke almost breathlessly:
"Thanks so much for bringing me home, Greg. I feel a lot better now. I'm not used to a man -a complete stranger even- treating me well."
"Yeah. I've seen too much of that already. Rocco should appreciate you more. Come sit down here and we'll have coffee together before I go."
That's when I noticed that there was only one big mug of coffee, alongside a tumbler of alcohol. Angela saw me looking.
"The coffee is for you, but it would keep me awake. The booze will help me to sleep. It's been a hard day." Then she looked into my eyes and continued, "I can't thank you enough for what you've done tonight, Greg."
Angela had turned toward me and brought her knees up under her on the sofa. The robe she wore rode well up her bare thighs, and above the waist tie it bloused open to reveal a great deal of bare skin. She was close to me, her knees against my leg, and I knew that more than a cup of coffee was available for the taking.
Then a strange feeling came across me, the thought that Angela could be more than just a "Thank you" fuck. I didn't want to be another user like Rocco, someone who would have her, then just toss her away. I didn't want to perpetuate that. Angela was simply too good to be someone's one-time plaything. I'd try to resist.
"Tell me, Angie, do you work? A career of some sort?" I asked to start us talking.
"I do some fashion modelling, but not as much as when I was younger. Now it's not elegant shows or private shoots. Mostly commercial things like catalogues, usually as a mother or an aunt. Oh, I'm in the ad for this coffee you're drinking."
"And how did Rocco come into this? He doesn't look like he'd run in the same league as you do."
"My long-time agent. He gets me the work, but I'm not such a big draw as I used to be. Older now, and that's probably why it seems that he just wants to throw me away."
"That's sad, Angie. You are such a lovely person...."
"And you're so nice, Greg. Helping me like this. It's soothing to talk to you," she breathed, swirling her drink as she stared into my face again.
Angela looked so gorgeous next to me, especially half-undressed in her loose robe. I doubted that she wore anything underneath. My resistance was already weakening, then she put her free hand on mine and brought it to her bare thigh.



"Greg, I hope I can thank you for all the help you've given me."
"Angie.... I'm struggling hard right now. You're a wonderful woman, a beautiful woman, and I don't want to be another jerk like Rocco...."
She brought my hand higher beneath her robe, where I felt the warmth of her flesh and caught the scent of her need.
"Greg. I want you. Please." My resistance crumbled.
"Your lip. We can't kiss or it'll hurt you."
"But there's all the rest of me," Angie whispered.
She tugged at the cord of her robe to release her exquisite breasts from the garment. They tumbled out and hung there like ripe pears, ready for my mouth. Angela took my head in her hands as I buried my face into her warm tits. At the same time, my hand moved a bit to dip into her pussy. Angela moaned and shifted her legs apart to give me better access. She was already very wet.
No, we couldn't kiss, but we could do so much more. I shifted my legs so that she could loosen my belt and lower my zipper. My cock burst free from my boxers like a spring.
"Oooh, Greg," she breathed, "Very nice. Let me thank you now."
I knew there'd be no mouth action because of her injury, but her hand gripping and stroking was enough. I remained at her nipples, one of her arms pulling me toward her while the other tended to my raging cock. At the same time, I'd found her prominent clitoris and was gently circling it, lubricated by her flowing juices. Angela's sighs and heavy breathing told me that I hadn't lost my touch, despite recent months without a woman.
We were like two teenagers on her sofa, eager to do this before someone caught us. There seemed to be an understanding that we'd get each other off without actually fucking- at least tonight. I already had a feeling that this was just the beginning of something even better to come.
My fingers were steadily driving Angela higher. I could feel her straining to open wider and tilt her pelvis to allow me to feel every bit of her pussy. She was beginning to pant now, and her hand was tighter and faster on my straining member. It was so hard not to kiss her pretty mouth, but we knew we couldn't, at least not tonight. Anyway, both of us were getting pretty close to the top.
Suddenly, Angela's hips began to clench, and her vagina squeezed tighter on my fingers as little convulsions pulsed through her sex. She cried out softly, urging me to go harder, not to stop, and then she came gently, riding out her powerful orgasm with gasps and sighs.
I couldn't hold back any longer either. Instinctively, I reached behind her head and pulled it down. She knew what to do, opening her mouth a bit to hold it just above my cock. It exploded and filled her before she straightened up and quickly went to the kitchen. I heard Angela chuckle as she drained my spunk into the sink.
"This time, I need to be careful with my stitches, right. I wouldn't want anything in my cut."
"This time?" I asked, and she simply replied, "Yes, this time."
I knew there'd be a next time.
****
I got back to my trailer well after 5:00 AM. The sun would be up in a few hours, but I didn't care, after what happened at Angela's apartment. From simply admiring her at Corner Two yesterday, I'd quickly moved on to fantastic sex with her a little over an hour ago. Life has amazing surprises around every corner. I didn't know that another one was coming very soon.
About three hours later I heard a loud thumping at my door, followed quickly by more. Somebody impatient was out there. Half-awake, I struggled to open it and saw Rocco scowling behind the outer screen.
"Have you got my wife in there?" he snarled abruptly.
"No. What are you talking about?" I mumbled sleepily.
"She left last night and is still missing."
"Why do you think she'd be here?"
"Because you talked to her yesterday."
"Hey man. You need to keep better track of your wife!" I joked.
"I want to have a look in there. I think she stayed with you last night," he insisted with rising anger.
"I'd like that a lot, Bud," I teased, "But she didn't stay here."
Now he was angry. "So, prove it. Let me in to check!" he shouted
"Sure, if you'll let me go back to sleep after," I mocked.
He nodded agreement and pushed in behind me, looking around.
"That's it? This thing isn't very big," he admitted, searching for some hiding place.
"I told you so."
"In the bathroom?"
"Take a look, then let me get back to sleep."
"Hey! There's a bloody cloth on the counter. Was Angela in here?"
"I had a nosebleed" I lied. "Why would blood make you think your wife was here anyway?"
I had him now, not wanting to admit that he'd hit her. Rocco didn't say anything, turned around and stormed out, slamming the door. I hoped it was the last I'd ever see of him, but that was not to be.
I was awake again before noon, my mind filled with what had happened last night. But I was worried now for Angela, concerned that her callous husband would hurt her again when he found out she'd gone home without him. I wasn't anxious for myself- Rocco looked like creampuff- but he'd been violent with her before.
I decided to call Angela. We talked on very pleasant terms about last night, and she clearly had no regrets about what we'd done together. Said that she was feeling happy today.
"Angie, he came to my trailer looking for you this morning. He wasn't very pleased that you were missing."
"He probably figured I'd come begging to get back into our rig."
"He'll be home today or tomorrow. Have you thought about what it'll be like for you then?"
"Yes, I worked through that already. I'm finished with Rocco. I decided that after you and I.... Anyway, my girlfriend said I can stay with her and I'm packing things right now. I'll be gone from here well before he gets back."
"Good idea. I don't want him smacking you again."
"He's done that for the last time. You reminded me what a real man is like. Thanks, Greg."
"Well... you brought back to me how it is with a fine woman. Been a long time."
"So, when will I see you again?"
I thought for a few moments, then replied, "I noticed all the art at your place. You must like it, right?... I thought so. Me too. I'm in graphic design. I could come to the city for a day, and you could show me the galleries. Maybe we could go out for supper...."
"Yes, and then back to my girlfriend's place after," she suggested, quite openly.
"Yeah, I'd like that. Or I can get a room. Let me know when and we'll do it."
Then Angela went quiet as though she had something on her mind. I waited for her to talk some more. And I was glad that I didn't rush my goodbye.
"Greg... can I be honest with you? I'm... I'm feeling something inside today. Like I'm looking at a better tomorrow. Like I can start to live again."
"That's what you deserve, Angie, a better time than you've been going through...."
"I know, I know... but I'm talking about you.... Do you think there's a chance?"
"Maybe so. Last night when I held back from making it with you...."
"Until I broke you down, right?" she laughed.
"Yes, I don't think there'll be any more resisting. Maybe there's a chance for us, but first you need to shake Rocco loose. Why not talk to a lawyer about a separation if you want to get away from him? Be sure they see the doctor's report and the photos. They might even get a restraining order since he was violent with you."
"I will. I will. You've got me feeling so good today, Greg Carpenter!"
I was grinning from ear-to-ear when I rang off and headed over to Corner Two for the afternoon feature races. My thoughts were so focused on Angela that I hardly remember watching them.
****
The next week was a constant flurry of phone calls and text messages. I was as hot for Angela as I had ever been for anyone else. She didn't disappoint either, sending me very fashionable selfies of herself when I complained that I was having trouble remembering everything about her. Not 'sexting'- my god, our combined age was about ninety. Leave that to the young and foolish!
Angela told me that she'd been to a lawyer and shown her the doctor's report and photos. The lady was tough and had immediately taken steps to see that the police were aware of Rocco's history with his wife. He knew that she was staying with her girlfriend now, but so far had kept his distance. Angela had a new phone number too.
Over the next little while, we talked about a daytime visit from my place, a couple of hours drive from where she was staying. Then one evening she had a meeting date for me. Could I make it to see her?
"How is this Saturday for you, Greg? My girlfriend will be away for the weekend"
"Saturday is perfect. Let's spend plenty of time together and have some fun," I hinted broadly.
"Great! I'm hoping that you'll stay over too." Angela wasn't shy about her intentions and that suited me fine.
Saturday couldn't come soon enough for me. I arrived in the early afternoon and when she hopped into the car I was blown away. Angela wore a very short, summery dress and her long, toned legs seemed to go on forever. I immediately pictured them wrapped around my body as I ploughed into her making love. Her expensive perfume enveloped me and filled the car. Then she leaned my way for a long, open-mouthed kiss. What a woman!
"So happy to see you, Greg," she said to me in her sexy, breathless way. "I have a lovely day- and night- planned for us," she intimated.
The promise of a lovely night was incredibly good news because I had thought of little else since she mentioned me sleeping over at her place. Then we started off.
First of all, she directed me to the big Art Gallery, a place with which she was clearly quite familiar. Her tastes ran to Twentieth Century works, especially those vibrant, colourful panels created during the 1950s, big canvases often with angular parallel strokes of contrasting colours. No connoisseur of art, I wondered what Angela was examining so intently.
"This is art? I think that a little kid could have done this one," I commented.
"Pieces like this were real turning points in the art scene, a bold vision," she explained. "They express the dynamism of the time. They're breaking away from old ways, old standards. Then along came the Sixties and that's exactly what happened."
"You're telling me that this simple-looking painting was pointing to what actually came next?"
"Yes. I believe the artist tries to see the world as it could be...."
"A sort of futurist?" I asked, trying to look art savvy.
"Exactly."
"So you don't think they just dab something on canvas, and then decide what it looks like or what it means afterward? Are they just laughing at the rest of us?"
"Interesting questions. No, I disagree, but let's talk about it over a coffee. Rocco was a clod about art and always angry when I'd buy something new for our lounge. I want you to be more informed about it."
It sounded like Angela had long-range plans for me.
The whole day passed like a dream with this warm and beautiful woman. I learned a great deal about art before we went to a smaller private gallery. I was astounded at the cost of some of the works, but Angela explained that talent of any kind doesn't come cheap. Afterwards, we had a private table at a fine restaurant and lingered over wine and liqueurs until the sun was setting. Finally, Angela purred the magic words.
"Let's go back to my place now. A wonderful day like this can only get better."
A little later, we stood naked in front of each other, our eyes locked together. Mine broke away to admire the beautiful woman before me: the ash-blonde hair, the cherry lips, the long, slender neck and rounded breasts, her nipples peaked with desire. Farther down, I saw that she was tanned and toned, right to her trimmed pussy, a place that offered so much promise.
At the same time, I could see my own bulbous cock, lifted to life as I gazed on Angela's fine body. It brushed against her, drawing both a sly laugh and a gripped hand.
"Let's get into bed now, Greg. I can't wait any longer for this!" And neither could I!
Tonight we had all the time in the world, not like the last time where we enjoyed urgent masturbation before I had to rush back to the track.
"My lip is better than our first time," she smiled. "Now I can do this right," and she took my raging cock into her mouth, sucking firmly, driving me crazy!
She licked and kissed my shaft, then sucked me deep into her sweet mouth. Her red lipstick smeared along the length of my throbbing cock. Angie was so good at this that I finally had to push her away because I was right at the edge, ready to erupt down her throat.
"Let me taste you now, baby," I babbled.
Angela was already soaking wet in anticipation and her trimmed pubic hair made it very easy to find everything down there. My fingers parted her outer lips so that I could savour deeper inside, nibbling and kissing, making my lovely lady writhe and moan lustily. She was luscious- tangy, juicy, alive! Then I homed in on her now-engorged clitoris, working it with my tongue and lips until she was gasping, pushing up against me.
"No more! No more or I'll cum!" she hissed as she moved away from my mouth.
Then it was time to slip inside. We hadn't done this together yet, and I knew we both felt the same intense anticipation. Since Angela was already on her back, I lifted her hips and pushed a pillow under her buttocks, bringing her organ higher. I knelt between her spread legs and teased her labia with my stiff cock, inching inside then withdrawing. I wanted to draw this pleasure out as long as I could.
"Come on, Greg. Just do it. Fuck me!" she hissed impatiently.
I pushed all the way inside, moving slowly, feeling her moist channel gripping my cock, stimulating every nerve in the whole appendage. I leaned forward to kiss and we literally swallowed one another as our eager bodies began the dance. Her fine tits pressed against my chest and her legs came up around my waist- just like I'd visualized when I picked her up hours earlier.
We slowly set up a rhythm between my cock and her pussy, rocking firmly against each other like Adam and Eve. It was paradise alright, but in her girlfriend's bed. We murmured affections between kisses, sighs and moans- a soundtrack to love. Then gradually, it turned to animal lust as our instincts took over, driving us on in this timeless act.
"Fuck me, Greg! Really good. It's been a long time. I need this!" Angela whispered urgently, and I knew that I needed it too.
Then we were at it like wild things, gripping each other tightly as we slammed together, losing control. There was no other time and place- there was just this intense fucking! We both knew we had to cum. There'd be no holding back and Angela was making sure of it. I could feel her hand beneath me, fingers flying across her clit as I pumped her vagina.
We both gasped for breath now, the pace of this frenzied banging of loins ramped up to the max. We were close, so close. Then Angela began to heave mightily against her own moving hand.
"Yes.... Yes.... YES!... I'm cumming... I'm cumming!... Ugh!... Uuuuggghhhh!!!"
As she lurched hard against me, my swollen cock exploded inside her juicy chamber. My hips rocked hard against her moving body, each thrust launching another missile of sperm into her gripping sex.
"Uuuggghhh!... One... two... three... four.... Fuuuccckkk!" I grunted them out.
After a little while we stopped moving and dropped back beside each other, bathed in sweat and gasping for air. Then we were at rest, just gazing at each other the way people do after satisfying sex. Angela smiled and surprised me.
"That was incredible, Greg Carpenter! Now love me again."
"Really! Angie, I'm not twenty-five. I don't think I can so soon."
"I'll bet you can," and she squeezed and stroked my spent cock in her warm hand.
"Hmm. Maybe." I laughed as it responded to her touch.
'I knew it," she whispered. "Now fuck me some more, Greg."
****
The next few months flew by fast. I was totally pre-occupied with Angela and wasn't the model employee at my graphic design job, doing just enough to get by. My long-time boss noticed, and we had a heart-to-heart talk. He laughed at my situation, reminding me to think with my big head more and the little one less. I assured him that I'd try harder to focus.
One night Angela called me, very upset. She was legally separated now and set on a divorce, but Rocco was resisting. He knew where she lived with her girlfriend and persisted in coming around with gifts and promises to do better. Angela wanted nothing more to do with him.
Then he showed up at her door drunk and barged in demanding that she come home to their apartment.
"He'd been drinking again and it was awful," she complained. "Started out begging me to come home, then cursed me when I refused. Terrible things! He accused me of already having somebody to replace him."
"What did you say to that, Angie?"
"I said that I wouldn't want another one like him. And that it really wasn't any of his business since he'd told me to just fuck off that night at the track."
"Then what happened?"
"Shauna was in the bedroom so we'd have privacy, but she heard him getting angry. So she called the cops in case he got violent."
"And when they got there...?"
"He swung at one of them, so they cuffed him and took him away. He was charged. What an ass!"
Now Angela was worried that he might hurt her again. I told her that I'd take the next day off work to come and see her so that we could work something out together.
I was there to pick her up for lunch. She hopped into the car and we talked right away.
"You're really worried about him, aren't you, baby," I sympathized.
"Yes, he's harassing me, and it reminds me too much of the way he used to be such a control-freak. I just wish he'd go away, or that I could get away from him."
"Would you move again so he couldn't find you?" I asked, ready to float an idea that had occurred to me on the drive that morning.
"Somewhere safe, yes. But, it would be better with a girlfriend or a relative. I wouldn't feel like a stranger that way."
"I was thinking about my apartment," I suggested.
"Your place!... Oh my god, in another city a few hours away. That would be amazing, Greg. Amazing! Are you sure? I have a lot of clothes and stuff." Angela was clearly excited by the idea.
"I can't think of anyone that I'd rather share my apartment with. I think about you half the day anyway. So why not have you there with me?"
"Oh Greg, that would be fantastic! No more Rocco and all of you. Maybe I could find a new agent there and get back into my modelling career? It's been on hold since I moved out."
"So, we'll do it then. Good!... Now where would you like to go for lunch, Angie?"
"Back upstairs in the apartment," she grinned. "Shauna's at work now and I'm hungry for you. Interested?"
"My favourite kind of lunch date! Let's go!"
Angela quickly pulled me into the bedroom and over to Shauna's big bed, the only one in her small apartment. I'd been in there a few times with Angie before, so it didn't seem as strange as it had the first time.
"Take my clothes off, Greg. You'll see the nice things I wore for you today," she said with a sexy smile.
I didn't need to be told twice! Her sheer pink matching set- tiny bits of silky fabric that left very little to the imagination- had my heart racing. Then it was my turn.
"Undress me now, baby. I brought you something that I hope you'll like."
Angela laughed, "I think I know what it is already, and I'm going to love it!"
In a few minutes we were both naked and wrapped tightly together, kissing passionately. It felt fantastic to have this lovely, warm woman all to myself in bed for the afternoon. That stupid Rocco! How could he throw away such a gem?



Angela and I made love for the early afternoon. It was sweet! It was hot! After an hour we went to the kitchen for a little food and drink before returning to bed for some more. We were insatiable, though I had to pace myself, having twenty years on this young woman, so ardently affectionate when she was unleashed.
Shauna came home a little earlier than expected and walked into the bedroom, not suspecting anything. Angela was a bit embarrassed, but her room mate took it in stride, simply commenting that the sheets would have to be changed before she'd sleep in there tonight. Then she lamented that she hadn't had a man in her bed for quite some time.
"Don't think you're going to have this one!" Angie shot back in mock anger. "He's all mine!"
****
By now it was autumn, bringing a sharp change of season in this northern clime. Angel began to complain that she had no cold weather clothing or coats and boots to wear. She'd taken what she could grab on her spring escape from the apartment she shared with Rocco, but it wasn't enough. And there were family keepsakes she wanted too- pictures, jewelry, bits of furniture and the like.
Through her lawyer, Angela arranged for us to pick things up. But, Rocco played petulant- he wasn't going to let her go without a fight. The first couple of times we drove to the city, he wasn't there and the locks were changed. Finally, with some pressure from his own lawyer, he relented on the next attempt, though he wasn't in a co-operative mood.
"Oh, you're the one, the guy from the track! You bastard! You stole my wife!" he shouted at me.
I laughed at him. "'Fraid not, Rocco. You threw her out and I caught her. You dumb ass!"
"Wife fucker!" he spit out and stepped toward me.
"Careful, Rocco," Angela hissed at him. "He'll hurt you and you know it. He works out a lot, so just back off." Then she stepped behind me in case he got stupid.
I gave him my most menacing look, and I could see him sizing me up. He was a l lot younger than me, but I had height, weight, and muscle on him. Rocco saw it and wisely stepped back.
"Now, let's just get her things, and move on. We don't want any trouble here," I said calmly to ease the situation.
Angela's husband- they still weren't divorced- stared at me, then shrugged his shoulders and moved aside. He knew that he couldn't withhold what the law said belonged to her.
"I want to see everything you're taking," Rocco said bitterly. "I've got a list from my lawyer."
There was a great deal of stuff, several trips to and from my vehicle. Angela was excited, going on about how much I'd like seeing everything on her. There were a lot of clothes, but she's a model, so it really didn't surprise me very much.
"Greg, I have my favourite red gown for your company Christmas party! Wait till you see this one. Cut down to here," and she drew a finger half way down her chest, "with a long slit up to here," tracing along her thigh almost to her waist. Christmas couldn't come soon enough!
We were listening to the car radio as we drove back with all her treasures. I was tuned in to an 'oldies' station, songs that went back to Angela's childhood and beyond. As she chattered on about all her favourite winter clothes, a tune she'd never heard before caught her attention. A slow, sad classic- unusual for the Stones- rolled out, featuring her name.
"Oh, Angie, don't you weep
All your kisses still taste sweet
I hate the sadness in your eyes.
But Angie, Angie
Ain't it time we said goodbye?"
Angela was quiet as she listened Then she looked at me, blinking back tears, and took my free hand, pressing it to her lips. It was a side of her that I hadn't seen since that night she rushed into my trailer- so vulnerable, so unsure. Rocco had left his mark on her.
"What a sad song," Angie whispered. "We won't say goodbye, will we Greg?"
"Not a chance. Just listen to the rest of it. You'll like the ending," I assured her softly, squeezing her hand.
"There ain't a woman that comes close to you
Come on baby, dry your eyes.
Angie, Angie
Ain't it good to be alive?"
****
Corner Two is the best place on the circuit to watch a motor race. The action is fierce, so close to the spectators, and fairly often hapless drivers pile into the big rows of tires stacked along the concrete wall. I go there every chance I get.
Rocco stands scowling along the fence near the corner marshals' signal platform, a prime viewing spot. Angela is not too far away, but he's paying no attention to her again today, seemingly immersed in the action.
Angie looks just as gorgeous as she did last year, her ash-blonde hair stylishly cut, bobbed under a cute black beret. She's tall and willowy, so lovely that it's hard for me to take my eyes off her.
Beautiful Angela wears her new black and orange McLaren Formula 1 leathers that match my own, and I'm close beside her, arm possessively looped around her slim waist. Rocco slouches sullenly on the fence a metre or so to my other side, away from Angela.
Now she's looking my way, but I notice that her eyes are actually focused past me. Angela is staring right at Rocco and sneering as she tosses barbs at him in a lowered voice. I'm seeing yet another side of this sweet woman- an inner rage.
"Rocco, you worm.... You tossed me out!... Well, fuck you, Rocco.... I'm with him now.... I'm never coming back!... Do you hear me?... Never!"
This is Angela's revenge. For past neglect and mistreatment she's taunting him. She's daring him to say something to put her back in her place. She is challenging Rocco to try being the petty dictator that she endured so often.
Now he turns away, pretending to look down the hill to the bottom of the track. There are few people around, so Angela goads him in a louder voice, forcing her pent-up invective on him.
"Go to Hell, Rocco.... You despicable little rat.... I hate you!" she hisses at him.
Finally, he doesn't want anymore and turns to leave. He won't risk a split lip from me, like the one he gave my lady Angela last year. I can't resist turning around to taunt him more myself.
"Hey man... enjoying the race this year? Leaving already, are you? Ah... too bad."
Angie and I both laugh as he looks down and slinks away.
It's just the two of us now. Me and my lovely Angela,
Arm-in-arm here at Corner Two.
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Prologue
This new series starts where "Petra's Pictures- Art to Porn" left off. It's second semester now, and this red-hot college student poses for more suggestive photographs before and during sexual escapades with two older instructors. "Petra Poses- Plays to Porn" gives a new twist to William Shakespeare as she lays bare the Queen's English- both solo and with virile men. This one reveals erotic scenes from the tragedy of Romeo and Juliet.
Act 1
Professor William Edwards' Fine Arts course had become a campus hit after his attractive student, Petra Stanwick, began posing for suggestive photos with which to illustrate his lectures. Along the way, his best friend English lecturer Ronald Dennison, had bedded her just as often as Edwards, but that wasn't enough. Ron was jealous of William's academic success. He wanted the same acclaim for his own course too.
They were talking about it over drinks at the professor's apartment as the second semester was about to get underway.
"You won't believe who is registered for my English Literature course, William! Take a guess."
"Petra, if you're lucky. Just a hunch."
"Absolutely right! I wish there was some way she could make Shakespearean plays as popular as she did with your course. Half my class will be asleep, and most of the others won't even show up again."
"I can imagine you have a hard time generating much male interest in that stuff. Jocks clustered at the back, yawning loudly before they nod off for an hour, right?"
"Unfortunately, yes. She's your Teaching Assistant this semester. Is there any way we can work together with her?"
"You mean like last term, helping ourselves to her sweet puss?"
"For sure! But to liven up my course too. I was thinking of slides like you used but focused on some of the plays we'll be covering in my Lit. class: Romeo and Juliet, Merchant of Venice, Othello, and about a half dozen more."
"Well, she'll be posing for the first part of my Fine Arts course- officially it's 'program development' for the portion from medieval times to Art Nouveau. Could we shoot to cover both courses at the same time?"
"Ah... you mean, like solo first to focus on clothing styles through time, then with a distinct Shakespeare theme after that?"
"Yes. Like Romeo and Juliet. Could we do that, with you as Romeo?"
"I can't be in the slides myself, William. Too risky. My students could recognize me and that'd be the end of my career."
"True. We'd need some young studs to film with her instead."
"How do you propose to do that? Surely not somebody from my Lit. class?"
"Well... let her do the recruiting. She should have no trouble convincing a guy to be part of our plan. Just as long as he's not from your English class. It could even be somebody from Fine Arts, right?"
"Capital idea! Let's talk to her about that. When will we see her again, William?"
"I'll have her over to my apartment this Friday. A little wine, of course, so that she's ready to fuck us again."
"Absolutely! It's been two weeks now, and I'd like some more of her fine body. Incredible young lady!"
"She's certainly been delightful, eh old man? Always eager to take us for one Hell of a ride. And I hope she'll be bringing her friend Emmeline Jones into it again. Any English plays in your course that could feature two hot women in bed together?"
"I'll make a point of finding one!"
"I hope you can get all the costumes from your friend in the college Theatre Department again."
"As long as the clothes come back clean. There was a problem with some pieces that were soiled or smelled of sex last semester. I had to take Mrs. VanSickle out for dinner to smooth that over. No fun, but it had to be done."
"Ronald, since we'll be shooting plays, do you think she'd have stage props we could borrow too? That last shoot with Petra and Emmeline in the Arabian tent was a real hit."
"Yes, let's set up scenes like that for all the shoots. I'll see what she can give me."
"Good. Now I'll contact Petra about Friday night."
The men had a plan for Semester Two. And they felt confident that as long as plenty of sex was involved, Petra Stanwick would be interested. They knew that erotic photography had unleashed a wild beast in her that would be craving more action in front of the camera.
Act 2
"Oh my god!... Give it to me". Give it to me!... Oh fuck.... Yes... yes... yes!... Oh fuck!!!..."
Petra Stanwick was building up to her second orgasm of the evening. She was naked, sprawled across William Edwards' bed, with Ronald Dennison's big cock pounding her pussy while the professor shot the scene for his future enjoyment. Her sleek body shone with perspiration in the low light, while sweat dripped from her lover's brow. Two pillows beneath her butt lifted her pussy to the perfect angle for him to plough into her.
"More... more!... Fuck me harder now!... fuck me... fuck me.... Ohhh... feels so good.... So good!..."
The Goth model loved performing with Ronald for the camera. She clung to his muscular shoulders as he crouched above her, throwing her aroused body against him with all her might. Her legs were wrapped around his waist to maximize leverage. Petra had been without sex for almost three weeks during the hectic closing days of Semester One, and now she was determined to make up for lost time.
Ronald's head was bent down, his mouth clasping her bouncing tits as his throbbing member thrust into her deepest recesses. Each stab dragged his cock against her long clitoris and bounced his big balls against her shaven pussy lips. It felt marvelous for both of them. This was why she craved sex with these men, fifteen years her senior- they knew how to satisfy her need for unbridled pleasure.
"Perfect Petra! Look over at the camera so I can see the passion all over your face. These shots are just for us. Ronald, off her tits now and give me a grin.... Good! Some French kissing as you fuck like that. I'll get in closer and film it to the end. Great video Petra!... Fuck her harder, Ronald!"
Professor Edwards had already had his turn with the model and now he was satisfying his voyeurism, watching Petra's sleek form respond to intense sex. He knew that she would soon be coming to her peak, that lovely body clenching and bouncing as yet another massive orgasm shook her limbs. Those orgasms! He just couldn't get enough of that raw sexual energy on film. Oh, the wonders of video!
If William Dennison had become a confirmed voyeur, then Ronald was the skilled cocksman. Through many Friday nights of practice he had become a perfect partner for Petra. He knew what she liked- the positions, the angles, the speed and the intensity. Ronald could tell when she was on her way to an orgasm and he knew little ways to delay it, to leave her begging to cum. He could hold himself back until the last second before she went wild on his cock.
If William was the voyeur and Ronald the cocksman, surely Petra had become the exhibitionist. She loved to show her naked body to them from every angle. She'd shaved her pussy so they could see her lips and clit better than ever and she delighted in spreading wide for their eyes- and the camera. Teasing them by caressing her nipples to great length was fun and the coy posturing only heightened her exhibitionistic sense of dominance and control.
Petra was almost there now, and Ronald knew that he had held her back until he was at the point of no return himself.
The raven-haired beauty heaved up at Ronald with fury, slamming her groin against his every downward thrust. The photographer could hear the slap of his full balls against her fine ass, a soundtrack to their intense fucking. Petra's moaning had kicked up a notch to a steady wail, while Dennison's grunts showed how hard he was pounding into the demanding young lady.
Ronald could feel Petra's hot breath against his skin as she panted under his relentless onslaught. Her vaginal muscles squeezed tightly around his invading member, but a flood of filmy juices kept everything moving smoothly as he plugged away at her. The fluid motion was his piston in her cylinder, his ying in her yang, his cock in her cunt- it was all so good! Then Petra erupted!
"I'm cumming! Oh god!... I'm cumming!!!... Ohhhhh... fuck me!... Fuck me!!!... Aaaarraagghhh!!!"
Ronald gave one last mighty heave as she started to cum all over his probing cock. Petra wailed loudly and bounced off the bed as he nailed her with multiple blasts, each one pumping her needy pussy with more of his full reservoir of seed. Both their bodies were convulsing in spasms now as they clung tightly together, sharing their sweat, saliva, and bodily fluids. It was very carnal, but so satisfying! Then Ronald fell to the bed beside Petra.
"Amazing you two! Fabulous! Time for a cool drink now. Petra, the wine is chilled just the way you like it. Another scotch for you Ronald? Good. Get something on and come to the lounge while I fix them for you. There are some things we need to talk about for this new semester."
The three of them relaxed on the sofa with drinks in hand, Edwards noticed that Petra had made minimal effort to cover up- she was obviously feeling very sexual with them. Her robe was tied loosely so that her tits almost spilled out when she leaned forward to pick up her glass. As they chatted about what had just taken place, Petra sensed that the professor had something on his mins and waited with some apprehension for him to get around to it.
Finally, he broached the subject, explaining how he planned some photography to create images suitable for his friend's Shakespeare course. As always, there would be suggestive images suitable for use in lectures, and some private shots and video for their own enjoyment. She would be given a jump drive of everything, just like the previous semester. He mentioned that they were thinking of a Romeo and Juliet theme for their first shoot. Petra thought it all sounded like fun.
"Just like we did before," she commented.
"Well... it's not exactly the same this time." William took a deep breath before continuing. "Ronald is concerned that students in his Lit. class might recognize him. So, while he'll be there coaching with lines from the plays, we'll need to use somebody else for the male roles."
"You... right?" she responded, hesitantly.
"No, I'll be shooting. It'll have to be somebody else."
"Wait! You want me to have sex with a stranger. I... I can't do that."
The professor continued as though he hadn't heard her objection.
"We want you to find the man yourself, so you don't feel like he's a stranger. And he doesn't really need to tag you either. Only pretend."
"And where will I find him?" Petra asked somewhat indignantly.
"We'll escort you to our favourite club and you can have your pick of the guys until you find one you like. We can pretend to be your older brother and friend, so you feel safe there with us."
"Like my chaperones. And I'm holding auditions for my posing partner. Hmm...you know, that could be interesting, as long as you don't toss me to the wolves."
After so much recent sexual experience with William and Ronald, and her best girlfriend Emma, Petra had come to relish walking out on the erotic edge.
"So, you'll do it?... Great. Tomorrow night. And wear something very sexy so you draw a crowd. The Den is a high-end dance place where you'll find someone to your liking, I'm sure."
Ronald grinned and nodded. He liked the sound of this game, and so did Petra.
"Yes, let's go out tomorrow night! But we're not finished yet tonight, are we?" she smiled slyly at him.
"Ready if you are!"
Act 3
The music was blasting as always, and Petra wanted to dance. Her whole body was moving, a fine package of bare skin and silky fabric. She'd worn her gauzy new scooped top, and tightest jeans, along with killer heels. The way her tits shook as she vibrated to the music told everyone that she hadn't worn a bra tonight. Her black hair was piled high and hooked down in a long ponytail. Petra looked hot as Hell.
"Great outfit, Petra. A real mantrap! What's on the menu tonight? See anything you like in here yet?"
"I want a big guy with muscles. Ronald, your build is perfect, but apparently, you're out of bounds as my Romeo. You guys have to stay with me until I spot somebody good, right?"
But now Ronald had other plans.
"I'll leave the chaperoning to your 'big brother' William here because I just spotted someone I want to get reacquainted with. See you two later."
They looked across to a table on the other side of the dancefloor and spotted a familiar face- Lezlee. Petra turned away, because after her stoned lesbian sexual experience with the aggressive cougar, she wanted nothing more to do with the woman. Not Ronald. He headed straight across to where she sat with another stacked lady, her slutty friend Desiree'. He greeted them, ordered fresh drinks, and went straight into full pick-up mode
.
"How's that one look to you, Petra? Muscular, tall, maybe he's your type?" the professor commented as they scanned the room.
"Not bad!" Petra replied, staring at the guy to make eye contact. He noticed and quickly came by their table.
"Mind if I join you?" he smiled at Petra. "I haven't seen you here before?"
"Sure. My first time. Here with a friend," she replied, looking at William.
The guy's name was Mike and he'd been around- smooth with women and on the prowl. All the right lines too- funny without being too ridiculous. Petra warmed to him quickly and was especially taken by his handsome face, curly hair, and deep blue eyes. She could tell that he was a player, but there was a little-boy charm about him that she found irresistible. William could see that Petra was pleased, especially when he told them that he did some part-time modelling. Perfect!
"Excuse me you two. I'm going over there to see how my friend is doing with that pair. Let me know later if you need a ride home, Petra."
The professor had a feeling that she would be going somewhere else with Mike tonight. Her apartment maybe? An 'audition' to see if he'd be suitable for some erotic photography as Romeo? In the meantime, Edwards knew from prior
experience that the two cougars would be fucking back at his place before the evening was through.
After a while, Petra and Mike were slamming against each other under the strobe lights as the DJ belted out the Seventies tunes. They side-bumped hips to Bachman Turner Overdrive, then Petra drove her up-tilted groin into Mike's, pretending to dry hump him to the title line of the 1974 tune:
"I think that any love is good lovin'
So I took what I could get. Yes, I took what I could get.
Then she looked at me with big brown eyes
And said, you just ain't seen n-n-n-nothin' yet."
E chord! D chord!... [groin slams]
"B-B-B-Baby, you just ain't seen n-n-n-nothin' yet!"
E! D!... [slam, slam]
"Here's something, that you're never gonna forget!"
E! D!... "Ugh! Ugh!"
"B-B-B-Baby, you just ain't seen n-n-n-nothin' yet!"
E! D!... "Ugh! Ugh!" [and soaring guitar solo]
William and Ronald watched them, quite certain that Petra had found her partner for next Friday night's Romeo and Juliet photo session. They were out there literally fucking in public, so they should really burn up the professor's camera. Ronald felt jealous, but he reminded himself that after the pictures he'd very likely have his turn with the model.
That night, Petra took Mike back to her place, while William and Ronald settled for the two hot cougars. While the college teachers were bedding Lezlee and Desiree, Petra was road-testing her new guy.
Seeing Mike naked confirmed what Petra had suspected while slam-dancing. He had a big cock; in fact, she'd never had one so mighty before- long and fat. Her club pick-up plied her juicy pussy until the wee hours of night, driving her to two orgasms before she'd finally had enough. If she was going to be Juliet in her next photo session, then this had to be her Romeo. Now it was time to get to the point.
"You say you do some modelling, Mike?" she began as they lay in bed.
"Right. Athletic clothing, sometimes swimwear, even shots for sports equipment."
"Swimwear, eh? So, you're used to posing without much on."
"Yeah.... Hey, where are you going with this?"
"I have this photographer friend, the guy I was with tonight. He takes shots of me in clothing from other time periods- old fashioned stuff. We need a guy to join me in the shoots, but there's no pay. It's all just for fun."
"Me posing with you? That sounds good. But, is this porn or something?"
"It's mostly suggestive- like Romeo and Juliet, where there's a bedroom scene. Some nudity but mainly just me...."
"Say no more. I'll do it! When?"
"Always on Friday nights, so probably six days from now. You're sure you'll do it? Oh... we all wear a mask so that no-one recognizes us."
"Uuhh... who sees these pictures anyway?"
"We get jump drives of everything, and the tame shots are used in some college courses. No-one else ever sees them. But that's all I can tell you because I go to the school, and I can't risk anyone knowing that I'm the model. The photographer is very discreet."
"OK, I'm in."
Act 4
Professor Edwards was very nervous about Mike Naismith coming to his apartment for photography with Petra, but there wasn't much he could do about it now. They would be arriving any minute. She had assured the professor and Ronald that this would all go smoothly because Mike was a professional model. She also intimated that he was excellent in bed. Somehow this seemed to make the whole thing fine in her mind.
Ronald's friend in the Theatre Department had loaned them costumes for the pair, along with material for two scenes. He wanted to use the balcony scene in Act 2 of Romeo and Juliet for photography, then the bedroom set from Act 3. The lounge and William's bedroom were already set up as passable replicas of a wealthy Italian home in the Sixteenth Century. The two models soon arrived.
"This is my friend Mike Naismith. Meet William and Ronald, photographer and assistant," Petra said as soon as they had stepped into the apartment.
"Come into the lounge and I'll pour some drinks," Ronald welcomed. "Scotch, wine, or beer for you Mike? Your wine is chilled the way you like it, Petra."
Edwards was in no hurry to start tonight, wanting to chat with Naismith to alleviate his concerns about the new model. Some alcohol would also get everybody in the mood for the shoot. In the next half hour the professor became assured that all the man expected from this was a good time with Petra- he was clearly smitten. The masks, the jump drive, and instructional use of the photos seemed to have put him at ease with the arrangement.
Then it was time for the models to go into costume and get underway. When they were ready, Ronald sat with Mike on the sofa watching while William got down to some photography with Petra in the lounge- the balcony scene.
"Stand here by the railing, Petra.... A bit more sideways to highlight your shape in the costume. Good. Now pretend you are calling out to your lover, hidden in the garden below."
"O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?" Petra recited from a few key lines which Ronald had provided for tonight's scenes.
"Slowly pace in front of the balcony set now.... Sexy look for the camera.... Chest out. Stop at the edge and bend this way, looking down below.... Let's see that cleavage.... Tug the top down some more and we'll do that again.... Very nice!... Now go down on your knees as if you're looking over the balcony edge.... Use both hands to gather the skirt up above your knees.... Good, but higher... higher.... I want to see your silky undergarments.... Now hold it."
"Stand again and sway your hips as you walk in the opposite direction.... It's a warm evening, so you slowly slip off your little waistcoat.... Now release a few buttons of the camisole.... Two more. Cup your hands beneath your breasts now and lift.... I want to see most of them on display.... Beautiful! Lean forward to look down.... OK, now the rest of the buttons.... That's it.... Tits out and roll your nipples with your fingers.... Slutty look for the camera.... Perfect!"



Mike and Ronald watched with increasing interest as the photographer gradually coaxed Juliet out of her costume. With the open camisole hanging from her shoulders, her erect tits were completely exposed. Then the garment was off. She swayed across the balcony again, body twisted toward the camera, breasts jiggling suggestively.
Next, William had her release the long skirt, stepping out of it wearing nothing but silken panties. When he finished the balcony scene, the all-too-willing model was completely nude, kneeling at the edge of the balcony with her thighs well apart. Her bare slit was visible. After more naked shots in that position, first with hands fondling her tits, then fingers close to her pussy, the photographer pronounced himself satisfied and called for Ronald to hand Petra her coverup.
"That's one sexy Juliet!" Naismith exclaimed. "I need another drink to settle my nerves before we're together."
"Right. But it's the bedroom scene, so don't do anything to hinder your performance, Mike!" Ronald joked.
"My performance! This is my kind of shoot. Petra, are you on for that?"
"Of course," she whispered, a little embarrassed by the directness, but excited to know that her co-star was ready to take her right on-camera, like a porn film.
They talked about the upcoming scene, Ronald explaining that if there was to be any actual penetration, Mike would need to wear a condom. "Studio policy," he stated, "necessary to protect the health of the performers." Petra knew they always had unprotected sex with her, so she guessed the real reason for this. Ronald, and probably William didn't want sloppy seconds after Romeo left for the evening.
Eventually, the professor was ready to move everyone to his bedroom for the big scene. Juliet slipped into a short, gauzy nightgown, while Romeo wore only white leggings. Ronald taught each of them a line from the scene to get started.
"We'll start beside the bed, then move onto it. Ronald, sit over there and direct them if you want certain angles or poses. Ready?... Begin with your lines."
Juliet: "Wilt thou be gone? It is not yet near day."
Romeo: "I must be gone and live, or stay and die."
"So, take her in your arms, Romeo... sideways so I see both of you. Some French kissing now... take your time.... Juliet, your arms pull him toward you.... Romeo, one of your hands pushing on her ass.... Good!... look at me and smile.... Now turn diagonally to the camera with Juliet partly behind.... Slide down to your knees Juliet, and caress his cock through the leggings.... And bring it out.... Mike, the angle keeps most of it out of sight. Juliet will hide the rest of it in her mouth."
The professor continued shooting as Petra kissed the tip of Mike's rod, the brought more and more of it between her red lips. Then he was groaning and tilting his pelvis toward her as she stroked and lewdly sucked the crown. Naismith had never enjoyed Shakespeare as much as tonight. And the scene was just nicely underway.
"Better go to the bed now, William," Ronald noted. "She might take him over the edge all too soon!"
"Time to die in bed now, Romeo- in the Elizabethan sense," the professor joked. "Slowly undress each other while I shoot.... Very sexy!... Take his cock, Juliet, and bring him down beside you... slowly, slowly.... Now kneel between her spread legs with your cock close to her pussy.... Perfect! Hold there...."
"Get it from different angles, William. This is hot stuff!" Ronald interrupted, rising from his chair for a closer look. He was enjoying watching Petra's sexual performance tonight. "Don't forget the condom, Mike!" he reminded, reaching out to pass one to the model, who deftly rolled it down his swollen shaft.
"Ready, Petra?... Ease into her Romeo... deeper... deeper.... Damn, that's a big cock!... OK, Juliet?... Good.... Both hands on his ass pulling him into you as you stare at my camera.... Now bring your legs around his waist and cling to his neck.... Yes, like that.... Keep looking at us as he fucks you.... Romeo, long, slow thrusts, deep as she'll take it.... Excellent! Keep going now.... I'll move around to shoot from every angle."
Both men watched as Mike ploughed into Petra's sodden pussy. They could see glistening juices seeping where cock met pussy lips, and they could hear her little cries of delight each time he pulled back then pushed back inside. Clearly, she loved his big shaft! Mike gradually increased the pace and began to groan with satisfaction, thoroughly enjoying his role too. Photographer and camera moved in closer to the unbridled fucking.
"We want you to cum, Petra. Work your clit for us," Ronald advised, his voice choked with lust.
The action was building to a big climax now, both performers bathed in their own sweat as they strained against each other. Petra loved having two men and a camera watching her in action.
Suddenly, Romeo's body began to jerk, and his muscles clenched as he shot several blasts of seed into his confining condom. As he began to flag, his co-star's fingers flew across her engorged clitoris until she couldn't take any more stimulation. She bucked hard against his groin and began to bounce wildly off the bed.
"Ugh! Ugh!... UGH!!... Fuck... so good!... Yes... yes.... YES!!.. Ohhh gaawd!.... Mmmmppphhhfff!!!"
With that, the bedroom scene was finished.
Act 5
Petra sat alone on the sofa, wearing a little cover-up and sipping the evening's fourth glass of chilled Pinot Grigio. Mike Naismith had just left, while the other two were busy getting ready for the grand finale. She knew that they both wanted her. She felt the cool wine bringing a warm flush to her skin- was it excitement? Or arousal? Fucked hard just twenty minutes ago, Petra was ready for more.
Her mind drifted back to last semester when Professor Edwards had first asked her to pose for him to enhance his Fine Arts lectures. That had led to many hours of wild sex with him and his friend Ronald. Along the way, there'd been energetic love with her friend Emmeline and, oh yes, that cougar Lezlee, though she'd rather forget that one. Tonight, she'd already been with Mike. How much more could a girl want?
Soon William and Ronald came into the lounge naked except for their boxers. The English lecturer commended her on her fine performance as Juliet, then scooped her up bodily before turning for the bedroom. The professor was close behind.
"What Mercutio? Wilt thou ravish me too? And yon Benvolio as well?" Ronald laughed, quoting from the play, naming two of Romeo's friends.
"We wilt!" William exclaimed.
"Wilt? Don't want that to happen, do we? I need you both hard!" Petra joked.
Then she was on the bed, stretched out on her back looking up at them. They could see the desire on her face, a sluttish look that screamed "Come fuck me" loud and clear. Petra had always liked sex with men older than her classmates- they were more experienced and knew how to prolong her pleasure. She was ready for more of it now with these two.
"Who's first?" she breathed, her voice almost choked by excitement. "Or will you both do me together?" she wickedly suggested.
"Let him go first while I watch and take some photos," the professor replied. "Then it'll be my turn. Ronald, don't cum until we finish her off later."
"Oooh! That sounds like fun!" Petra chortled.
Professor never tired of watching Petra fuck, especially when he saw it through the camera lens. His hard-core voyeurism kicked in again as he scanned across her naked body, paying special attention to the private bits. She opened wide for him, her exhibitionism in full gear, unleashed by this series of erotic Friday night photo sessions.
"Go ahead Ronald. She wants it."
Dennison clambered to his knees between Petra's legs, while Edwards took a similar position beside her lovely face. They were both going to have some now.
.
Professor Edwards was grinning widely as he aimed his cell camera at Petra's sucking red lips. It just couldn't get any better than this! His stiff cock was half-enveloped by her mouth, bobbing up and down as she first drew it in, then pulled her head back a bit. It shone with her saliva and tingled from her skillful motion.
"There, that one," William thought. "A great shot with her eyes closed and one hand up cradling my balls."
Off to his left, he could hear his friend grunting with exertion. Petra's bum was lifted high by some pillows, legs spread for full access to her bare pussy. William watched for a while as Ronald's cock pushed full depth and her copious juices squished out along either side. Then the professor raised his phone and shot some video of them fucking. It would be highly stimulating to watch later.
"My turn now, Ronald!" and William switched positions with his friend, taking time to help Petra onto all fours so he could skewer the sexy young woman from behind.
She easily fell back into her sucking and fucking rhythm, tasting her own secretions as she gobbled down Ronald's fatter tool. From this angle, William's cock felt good, pressing deep inside, clamped tight by her vaginal muscles. With all this practice, Petra could easily take care of two horny men at the same time. And they appreciated it.
"What a fuck, eh old boy!" Dennison exclaimed as Petra swallowed his rod to the top of her throat.
"Can't get enough! Love this photography too!" William exclaimed as his cellphone recorded yet another closeup of his cock pounding her juicy slit.
"I want to have her again. Switch with me?" Ronald groaned. "On your side now, Petra. I'll come in from behind."
Then the two of them were pumping their swollen members into the naked young lady. William had set aside his phone so he could concentrate on what he needed now. Meanwhile, Ronald grasped Petra's hips and reached between her legs to finger her sopping pussy. His thrusts from behind became firmer and firmer, leaving Petra moaning loudly around the professor's cock.
It all came together quickly. With a series of quick little jerks, William exploded into her throat, filling her sucking mouth with jets of his thick cum. She gasped for breath and continued to work his organ until he withdrew and collapsed. In the meantime, Ronald's fingers had Petra climbing to the top. Her moans turned to little cries, then to a steady wail as her lover continued to fuck hard. Then it was over.
Just as Ronald began to blast into sopping pussy, Petra peaked and screamed out a magnificent orgasm too. It echoed through the bedroom and probably to the neighbouring apartment. William hoped no-one would call the police- it had happened before. Then both of them gradually subsided and lay together, a heaving, soaking mess of Love's Labour's Lost. It was time to call it a night.
"So Petra, how do you like acting in Shakespearean plays?" Ronald whispered as he recovered his strength.
"Oh, it's lots of fun! All three of you performed your roles so well tonight." Petra enthused.
"You'll do it again, then?" William wondered.
"Yes, next Friday if you want. Do you have anything planned yet? Another play?
"Hmm.... Yes, The Merchant of Venice. You'll like that one and it's on my syllabus," Ronald noted.
"I hope Mike will be in it with me again."
"No, in a couple of scenes two women disguise themselves as men to trick their new husbands. Can Emmeline come to perform in it? That'd be good."
"Probably. She'd like that, I'm sure. But no men?" Petra asked, a bit disappointed.
"Yes, William and I, but photographed very discreetly, in close. He practiced that tonight. Other than our cocks, we'll remain anonymous," Dennison teased.
"OK, I'll ask her. Next Friday night then?... Great!"
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This Non-Erotic tale explores a family relationship through unexpected trials. All characters are fictitious and no particular place or time is intended.
Twin Brothers
Two boys came into the world that night. They were very different from each other. I know their story well enough to describe the roller-coaster journey from Day One to mid-life. It is a tale of separation, followed by an unexpected reuniting.
They were fraternal twins. Sharing only half their genes, the boys weren't at all alike. The first-born was perfectly formed, very robust, but the second almost seemed like an afterthought. He was slight and thin, not the picture of health- to the extent that his mother wondered if he'd thrive at all. But both cried out loud protests at being taken from their warm, crowded home inside Mum.
During the next few years, the babies grew into toddlers. The first born quickly learned to crawl, then to walk, and to run. By the time he was dashing about, the second-born was up on two feet and just beginning to explore the world beyond his nose. The first child was a strong and assertive blonde-haired dynamo, already taking his world by storm, while his smaller brunette brother was rather timid and shy. He usually preferred solitary play.
When David and Daniel were old enough for school, they entered the same kindergarten classroom. Their teacher could hardly believe they were twins, so accustomed was she to the idea of look-alike pairs. How could two boys be more different? Why, they didn't even look like brothers, let alone twins. And, one was so happy and out-going, the centre of activity around him. The other- well, not so much. There he was off to the side, alone, making something with wooden blocks.
In the third grade, teachers at the school were planning a pageant to entertain parents before the school holiday break. David, the blonde boy, was destined for a leading part in the little production. He'd be the one to lead the parade on stage, then position himself correctly so the children following him would be perfectly in line. Daniel would come on-stage last because one never could tell if he would even participate at all.
The pageant was a rousing success and the boys' parents applauded as loudly as the rest of the people there. David smiled and bowed, the others following suit one-by-one right down the line. But Daniel hadn't been paying attention, looking off in the other direction, and when the spotlight following the bowing children reached him, he stood staring into it, frozen in confusion.
"I'm so proud of David," their father beamed, adding, "But I wonder if Daniel will ever come out from behind his shadow?"
"Some trees grow more slowly than others," Mum whispered. "Give him some time and you might just be surprised."
By the sixth grade, the boys were already on different paths. David was the natural leader of any group he chose to join. He excelled in several sports and was successful in his studies. His teachers praised him when they reported to his proud parents. But with Daniel it was a different matter. Teachers were much more diplomatic, identifying him as a 'late-bloomer', a student with 'untapped potential', a 'loner' who might eventually emerge from behind his twin brother's prominence.
****
That was more than twenty-five years ago. The boys were mature men now, grown and changed, and each found himself in a deep personal crisis. Their futures did not look especially bright.
"Where do we go from here, Daniel?" David asked his brother as they considered the new reality staring them right in the face.
"I really don't know. We've always gone off in our own directions. Isn't life strange? Look how we've circled around and both ended up in this place."
"Yeah. At least it's good to have you here to talk about this. You know that for so many years we've been pretty much out of touch. Now we're in the same dark place."
"I don't know about you Dave, but I'm just looking into a crater that was once my life. And I have no idea how to get back on top of things again."
"This is a tough one Dan, especially with families, education expenses, and bills probably piling up. We both need to come up with something."
"For sure, but I really don't know the answer. Any ideas, brother?"
****
The twins had taken different directions right from the beginning.
By the time they were teenagers, the two boys attended different classes and lived rather different lives. David had so many friends and outside interests that it was sometimes difficult for him to focus on schoolwork. But there were other ways to handle this. David acquired some studious buddies to help ensure that things were done well and on time. However Daniel struggled on his own, gradually developing a dogged determination to see things through.
The teenaged twins increasingly went their own ways, with quite opposite temperaments, and diverging interests. David wanted to have more spending money, so he sought out ways to earn it. Soon he had come together with a few friends to buy and sell old comic books and collector cards. It was surprisingly successful for a time, until they ran short of product. Other enterprising ideas followed with more success. David seemed destined for the business world.
In the meantime, Daniel earned a reputation as a dreamer. He had a few friends, loners like him who came together, if only to escape the scorn of more popular students. They liked the way Daniel thought about bigger things, about where life might be taking him. Most of all, they liked how he talked about flying, about being up there away from all this pushing and shoving down below.
After their eighteenth birthday, the mismatched twins left home for further learning.
"I think Daniel is finally finding his way," Mum told Dad. "This is such a big step forward for him."
"Yes, if he can get through basic training," his father cautioned. "And believe me, that's no small hurdle. It's going to make him or break him."
"Have you any concerns about David?" she asked her husband.
"None at all. Well... unless he gets sidetracked into some crazy money-making scheme. He's always in such a hurry to get ahead!" Dad laughed.
The boys' parents had no way of knowing the difficulties that awaited their sons down the road. Life's like that with its unexpected turns. Perhaps it's better that we don't know what's in store for us?
David excelled in his business program at the university. He already had some practical experience and the theories he was learning made sense to him. Like he had done before, David formed a cadre of good students around himself and used their friendship to improve his own efforts. Teamwork was natural for David, although he sometimes took more than he gave. By the end of the program, he would be ready to take the business world by the tail.
Daniel was on a completely different path. He signed up for the flying corps. They would pay for his higher education, and he would learn to fly. But first of all, they had to make a man out of this rather scrawny, shy kid. Boot camp nearly killed him, but he was used to seeing tough things to the end. Some nights as he lay in bed listening to the exhausted snoring around him, Daniel wondered if he'd made a big mistake. But, by the end of basic training he was still around.
David completed his business degree about the same time as his twin brother was part-way through flight training. David had formed some important friendships at university, people with whom he kept contact as they set out on their careers. Several of them worked for firms in the same major city and they would frequently meet for beer after office hours. Sometimes they would talk about building their own business together. The twins both had big dreams, different dreams.
A few years later, the boys were home for the holidays.
Their parents swelled with pride at their sons' achievements. David, the fair-haired child, was now a partner in a fledging automotive business, buying and selling quality exotic cars. It seemed a natural fit, somewhat like his first efforts selling old comic books and collector cards. A couple of his well-heeled school friends put in the start-up capital and David ran the operation itself. So far, business was good! The economy was booming, fueling the demand for distinctive cars.
They were just as proud of Daniel, secretly even more so. He was such a different young man now, still soft-spoken, but also muscled and confident. The military had made a man out of him, and he looked so good in uniform, with his pilot's wings. In fact, David hardly recognized him anymore! Daniel talked about some of the good friends he made in the camaraderie of the Air Corps and told the family how much he loved to fly.
For the first time in his life, David felt a bit envious of his once-reticent twin brother. Years later they reminisced about that special time.
****
"Do you remember that Christmas, Dan, when we were home with Mum and Dad? I hardly knew you when you came back all buff and with your wings. Was this my shy little brother or somebody else?"
"It felt good, I admit, not to feel like I was second fiddle to you for a change. That military career was a good move, though I wondered if basic training would break me."
"I thought I was such a winner then, driving around in those exotic foreign cars. Right on top of the world! Hey, but that's all gone now, isn't it? Right at rock bottom again."
"Like you were ever at rock bottom, Dave! Look at me now, all battered to Hell. Now you're looking at someone who has lost it," Daniel lamented.
"Quite a pair aren't we! My head and your body. Gone. Just pieces of what we both once were before all this happened."
"But we need to get through this and come up with new lives, right? I don't want to go on and on about how hopeless everything seems right now. There's no future in that, is there? We need a plan."
They both fell silent after that, thinking about the import of things they had just said, and wondering if there was some way out of the jam in which they found themselves.
****
A few years after that visit home, both men had married and soon afterward had children of their own. By the time the youngsters started to school, they had taken an interest in their uncles' careers. Daniel's children marveled at the 'cool cars'- Porsches, Lamborghinis, and Ferraris- that Uncle David drove whenever he visited. But after David's kids saw their Uncle Daniel's fighter plane at the Air Show, they told their father he should get a more interesting job!
David's exotic automobile business took root and flourished for several years. Times were good and he reinvested the swelling profits back into the enterprise. He was able to buy out one of his partners to become fifty percent owner of the company. There was still enough money for a summer cottage and winter ski vacations too. David's family lived well, even though the kids preferred his brother's flying career.
Meanwhile, Daniel's responsibilities grew in the Air Corps as he demonstrated his flight and leadership skills. He was steadily promoted and eventually had command of a fighter group. However, his family had to move from base to base as his military career advanced, and as a result they saw less and less of Uncle David and his family. Eventually, visits with them and their grandparents just became an annual thing.
"Too bad that Daniel's family is out on the coast now. I'd love to have the children around us but there never seems to be time," Mum complained. "This isn't what I'd hoped for in older age," she added, sadly.
"At least we see quite a bit of David and the kids. That's good, but they're growing up hardly knowing their cousins. Maybe we can get Daniel to fly the kids in to stay with us for a while?"
"Yes, but you know how Sally is about them. Do you really think she'd allow them on a plane by themselves?"
"Yeah. Maybe we need to remind her that we're not getting any younger. They're growing up fast, and we're missing out on most of it," Dad replied bitterly.
Life went on much as before, at least for another year or so. Then things changed dramatically and the boys' worlds began to collapse.
Economic boom was followed by bust, and the demand for expensive vehicles pulled back significantly. David began to notice that it was increasingly difficult to move exotic cars, except for the rarest ones in his inventory- good Ferraris still sold. But most potential clients were tightening their belts and going to cash so they could ride out the economic maelstrom. He was left with an expensive inventory and too little revenue.
His business was failing. David's remaining partner was demanding a portion of his investment capital so he could pay other debts. Fine automobiles were not selling, so there was little income. The only solutions were to borrow more or sell more- and that could only be done by drastically cutting prices. He was caught in a financial squeeze and began selling off personal assets to stay afloat. The family cottage was the first thing to go.
The pressure on David's exotic car business was intense, especially with his investment partner continually extracting money from the firm. Desperation grew to sell off inventory, cutting profit to the bone, in some cases selling at a loss. He stayed up late trying to find some way out of this mess other than borrowing more money at inflated rates. David's wife and family saw less and less of him, and when they did, he was usually preoccupied and unpleasant.
How was his brother faring as the economy staggered? Was he in a downward spiral too? In fact, that's exactly what happened!
Times became tougher for Daniel as an indirect result of the global economic slowdown. Hotspots around the world threatened to become boiling points as militants asserted nationalist aspirations. Daniel's unit was called for overseas service, with the real possibility of dangerous missions. He would be away from his family for his tour of duty, with face-to-face contact limited to the Internet for several months.
Daniel was a career serviceman, but he wasn't happy to be away overseas for extended periods of time. The conflict in his region was escalating and each time he flew patrols, there seemed to be more threatening signs of war. Increased troop build-ups, movements of heavy weaponry and materials, and intercepted communications suggested imminent threat. He appeared calm, but the officer was worried.
On patrol one night, a serious malfunction suddenly developed in Daniel's plane, sending it into a severe spin. Instrument lights began flashing wildly and an alarm sounded to heighten the confusion. The plane screamed as it spiraled downward, the ground coming closer at an sickening rate. The altimeter tracked the steep plunge: 25 000... 20 000... 15 000... 10 000!
Something was seriously wrong. Daniel's life was in danger!
"Mayday! Mayday! Out of control!" he shouted to ground control.
"Pull Up! Pull Up!"
"Negative! Negative!"
"Bail Out! Bail Out!"
As the plane hurtled toward Earth, Daniel felt himself blacking out. Ground control warned him to eject immediately from the cockpit and pull his chute. As he tumbled downward it was almost too late, but the fabric did open at the last instance, sending him hurtling too hard into the ground below- just enough to turn a safe landing into crushing pain.
Fortunately Daniel was over friendly territory at the time of the crash. Medical help arrived fairly quickly and got him on to life support. He was badly injured, with both legs broken and some damage to his spine. One broken rib had punctured a lung, causing considerable bleeding by mouth and internally.
He would live, but things looked grim. After a month in military hospital, Daniel would be sent home for local hospital care and recovery.
Meanwhile, David's nightmare wasn't over. He was being squeezed in an economic vice, facing bankruptcy. If his business failed, how would he be able to meet the mortgage payments on the family home? If the business failed, how would he pick up the pieces and start again? David couldn't sleep at night. The family doctor recommended quiet rest because he was on the verge of a nervous breakdown.
David's wife could see that he was totally preoccupied and drinking too much booze. Then one evening she found him slumped in his home office chair, passed out with a pill bottle tipped on its side. He was rushed to hospital where his stomach was pumped before the heavy dose of medicine entered his system. Deemed a threat to himself, David was admitted to the psychiatric ward for observation.
The good days seemed to be over for the twin brothers. Life had delivered them both crushing blows, and their families wondered if they would ever be able to recover.
****
The following week, a patient transfer ambulance pulled into the Emergency entry of the same hospital. Daniel was carefully transferred onto a gurney and wheeled in to be admitted. A short time later, he lay in bed with family clustered around him. He was still partially medicated from his long flight home, but he could see his smiling wife, children and parents there. He was alive and he was home, but his broken body meant that his flying days were most probably behind him.
Daniel's parents told him that brother David was currently in another ward of the same hospital. They delicately explained how he had succumbed to the pressures of his failing business and was a threat to his own life. They said that he was under observation now and that with counselling he could be expected to fully recover in time. Meanwhile, like Daniel, he would likely remain in hospital for at least the next several weeks, possibly more.
About a week later, both brothers were making good progress. They were restless, confined to their private rooms on different floors. There was a lovely sunroom for patients on the top level, a south-facing place intended for family visits or simply a pleasant change-of-scene for patients. David's wife, Marilee asked if she could take him there one afternoon, and it was agreed. She was soon pushing his wheelchair into the bright, sunny space.
Off to one side was a man apparently dozing in the sun, propped up in his hospital bed. Immediately David recognized that it was his brother, whom he knew by now was somewhere in the same big building. He looked so fragile on his medical bed, one leg partially elevated by a sling device since a recent operation to reset an improperly healed fracture. Then David looked down at himself, strapped into his wheelchair lest he either fall out or try to run off.
Both of them were badly damaged, one in body the other in mind.
"I'll get coffee for us now. You'll be fine alone, won't you?" Marilee asked. "I'll only be a few minutes. The cafeteria is on this level."
"Yes, I'll be fine. Bring my brother one too- I remember that he likes it with milk and sugar."
While she was gone, he wheeled himself over to Daniel's bed and touched his arm, rousing him from sleep. David jumped, then smiled and his brother returned it with a broad grin.
"Just look at us now, Dave. Aren't we a pair?" And noticing his brother's restraint he pointed to the raised side rails which confined him to his own bed. "I guess we won't be going anywhere soon either!"
Marilee returned with their coffee, pleased to see them talking. She had always liked her husband's unassuming brother and hoped that Daniel might help revive David's beaten-down spirit. The three of them conversed for a while until she saw that both men were tiring, in need of an afternoon rest. Before leaving, Marilee asked that Daniel be taken to the sunroom tomorrow, then she arranged for hospital staff to bring David up at the same time.
Next day, the twins were alone in the sun. They had many lost years to catch up on, having seen each other for less-and-less frequent visits over the past decade or more. Their conversation ranged over time, especially their younger years when they'd both been at home.



"Dave, I used to feel envious about the way you had so many friends around. And how you had no trouble getting the hottest girls, with plenty of spending money from your sideline businesses," Daniel admitted.
"Well, I felt the same way after you got your wings. My kids thought you were a hero, and I was little more than a used car salesman as far as they were concerned," his brother joked.
They laughed and bantered back and forth like this until they started to tire. Then they agreed to do this again the next time they both had an afternoon free of treatment-based appointments in the hospital. It was therapeutic for them- they left in good spirits and looked forward to their next time together. By the fourth visit they were taking stock of what might come next in their much-altered lives.
"I figure that I'll need to start all over again when the bankruptcy people sell off all the business assets to cover my debts," David worried. "Thankfully it's separate from our personal and family money, but we'll need to get a smaller home. I don't know what I'll do to earn a living."
"I'll likely be offered a desk job or get pensioned off," Daniel returned. "It'll probably be generous because I was injured in the line of duty. Not bloody likely that I'll be flying fighter planes anymore, though. I'll have to give the desk job some thought, but it doesn't appeal to me at all."
"Our big dreams are up in smoke now, aren't they, brother? All up in smoke," David repeated solemnly. "We were living the good life before it all came crashing down."
"Yeah. Literally, crashing down- from twenty-five thousand feet up!" Daniel commented
"Those dreams are gone." David repeated bitterly.
The next time the brothers were brought to the sunroom they had visitors. Half a dozen of them in fact. Their parents were waiting, along with their wives and youngest children, not yet in school. It was the largest family gathering since the last annual holiday visit before Daniel's overseas tour of duty.
"We don't like the circumstances, but we're sure glad to see you boys spending time together, even though it's in the hospital," their father told them.
"Nice talking about old times and weighing what might come next," David remarked. "I think this is good for both of us."
"We're so happy to be spending more time with the grandkids since you and Sally came back home, Daniel," his mother said. "And it's good to get everybody together more, even if it is in here."
"Do you think you'll be staying home now, Daniel, or is it back to flying?" Dad asked, even though he thought his son's pilot gig was finished. He wanted to hear it from Daniel himself.
"Very unlikely to fly again, I'm certain. A military career- a desk job probably- though I don't relish the prospect of pushing paper for the rest of my time in the service. No, I'm looking at life with a clean slate, a new start at something."
"Like what?" David asked, for his brother hadn't said this before.
"I don't know, but I have plenty of time to think about it, don't I?" he laughed.
"Whatever it is son, I hope you'll be living here closer to family," Mum said earnestly.
"Well, you never know."
"It's a good idea to look at all your options, Daniel," Dad advised. "Your brother might be doing the same thing. Who knows, you could wind up in some venture together."
"Wouldn't that be something!" David commented.
"Yeah. You might be on to something there, Dad," Daniel agreed with some fleeting interest.
"Well, I'll tell you what," Dad offered. "If you do come up with something feasible, your mother and I can probably advance you some of your inheritance as investors. Not in some half-baked scheme, but something with a good business plan." Mum bobbed her head vigorously in agreement.
The twins' afternoon meetings in the sunroom became a daily event. Sometimes they slipped back into commiserating about all that had been lost. Life seemed so cruel and unfair. They'd worked hard to follow their dreams and look where they were now- as flat on the ground as Daniel's fighter plane.
But often times the conversation would turn hopeful. For the first time in their divergent lives, could they share something other than their birthday? Did they have enough in common that they could pull together in the same direction for once? It took Daniel's wife to finally light the way.
Sally thought that her husband might enjoy looking at an interesting website she had come across. Surplus military equipment was being liquidated and some of it even showed old aircraft. She wondered if any of it included the type of planes which Daniel had flown? Browsing the website might help him fill some time in hospital.
The next day he told David about it, and a lightbulb came on in his brother's brain. He was an experienced businessperson and wondered if there was opportunity in this.
"Hey Daniel. I'll bet we could get that stuff cheap and resell it for profit."
"War surplus stores have been around forever, Dave. It's not a fresh idea. There'd be plenty of well-established competition."
"True enough. There has to be an economic moat, something unique to separate one business from another. With my car dealership, it was the mix of top-quality vehicles that brought customers from long distances to my lot."
Daniel went back to browsing the website while his brother sipped his coffee. All of a sudden, he exclaimed,
"Now there's a beautiful little plane for sale, a single-prop two-seat trainer, Not that old either. Looks to be in great condition with full maintenance records. I've flown these and they're a good place to start in aviation. Wow! a real low price too."
"I thought your flying days were through, Dan? I mean, could you still handle a plane after your accident?"
"Probably not. I was thinking like you, that it could be something to buy at wholesale as surplus and sell retail to someone wanting an entry-level plane of their own."
"Hmm. Interesting. That sounds a bit like my old car business, just a different machine. But I don't know anything about planes at all. It would be difficult."
"Ah, but I do. And you know how to sell. I'll bet some of your wealthy exotic car customers are the same people who want to buy small planes, either for business or fun."
"You know Dan, you might be on to something there. I think I could sell just about anything if I was getting good advice. Why not see what else you can find out about that plane or any others you come across like it? Compared to some of the cars I moved, that price seems very reasonable."
"Yes, I think this is something we should look at more closely. How good are the used planes? Who else is selling reconditioned small aircraft? All that sort of thing."
"Jeez Dan, how do you feel about the two of us getting into the reconditioned light aircraft business? I know retail. You know planes." David was getting excited about the possibilities.
"It could have promise. But look what happened to your car business so recently. It seems like a bad time to start into a niche market thing like selling used small planes."
"You're probably right about that, but now is a good time to look into it. Especially to work out all the likely costs of business and what price point it would set for us to make a decent profit."
"OK, Dave, I'll continue researching good used small aircraft from military sites and others. You could find out who else is already in this business and how much they're charging for their product.
"Sure, you'll need to help me with the planes themselves though. I'll learn what I can but you're the expert on that, Dan."
"Here's something to think about if we eventually decided to go into this. Are you interested in taking flying lessons? It probably would be useful to show off our inventory."
"While I teach you the ropes of high-end buy and sell," David returned. "Yeah, if this develops, I would definitely want to learn to fly. Ever since I saw your pilot's wings on that uniform I've been envious. It would take time and money but I'd do it."
In fact, the twin brothers might never actually create a business to buy and sell small planes. However, for the time being it would become a source of hope and a ready topic of conversation between them. In the end, they might simply return to their past careers, David selling exotic cars and Daniel working a desk job with the Air Corps. But for the time-being the new dream served a broader purpose- hope.
****
A few years later the twin brothers were working partners in a small business buying and selling reconditioned light aircraft. From the germ of an idea sparked by Sally, to the seed money advanced by Mum and Dad, they'd started out cautiously. One military surplus plane netted enough profit to help buy another and pay some start-up bills. By the end of the first year, they'd moved three planes, and the second year saw that rise to five. The future looked brighter.
There were other achievements too. David began preparing for flying lessons by learning the principles of aviation, and Daniel eased into the psychology of successful selling. His Air Corps background gave him a certain credibility in dealing with planes. Both brothers used their past contacts to build an expanding network of potential customers.
The family drew closer together with everyone living in the same community. There was less money now, but simple family gatherings became the centre of Mum and Dad's world, and the grandchildren developed closer friendships. The sisters-in-law took an active role in bringing everyone together. Certain aspects of life were better than in a long while.
Our story is part of a larger tale with a lesson in it. Crushed by unexpected circumstance, we found hope with the help of others. Now we're working together in another direction. Twin brothers wounded in body and spirit, we have this new dream to carry us forward.
Life can be cruel sometimes; there are no guarantees. Our business could wither and die in the next cycle of boom and bust. In fact, we're pinched right now and trying to negotiate a reasonable bank loan. But there's a lesson in perseverance that we've learned through hard knocks. Who knows... maybe we'll need another plan some day- like how to build a better mousetrap!
I think we could probably figure that out if we had to.
And, by now you've figured out something else.
You see, I'm Daniel, and this is our story.
Mine and my twin brother David's.
Thanks for reading. Please take a minute to rate my tale or comment.
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This story features my alter ego, a mid-fifties guy a with two intersecting loves, a younger woman and motor racing. It began with "Corner Two- Angela's Revenge", in Loving Wives and continues here. All important aspects of the original story have been incorporated into the second section of this chapter.
No Place to Play
I'm blasting toward the crest of rising pavement, unable to see what lay ahead. I need to entirely trust prior experience at this dangerous place.
The scenery is flying by so quickly that it's little more than side-vision blur. The noise is almost deafening inside this resonating, stripped out interior- in spite of the tight confines of my new racing helmet. Which is louder: eight throbbing cylinders thundering through open headers, or my pounding heart?
Maybe I am too old for this? Perhaps my concerned ex-wife is right? Am I only doing this crazy thing to impress my new girlfriend? Ha! If she knew our age difference, it would rankle her more than she'd ever admit. But there's no time to think about it because now I'm diving down into Corner Two. I hope that I set up right.
I'm Greg Carpenter, and I've been coming to watch at the track for forty years. First it was with my late father and his gearhead younger brother, then with my son and friends. My ex- came once but she didn't like the noise, especially at Corner Two, so close to the track, though spectator safe, a couple of metres above it.
Up there, fans can see the drivers' frenzied motions- steering, downshifting, braking. They're seeking the right line for a downhill, off-camber bend that throws the cars to the outside, toward the protective stacks of tires along the heavy concrete retaining wall. There's a slim margin between success and disaster here.
Now I'm flashing into the dreaded bend where I've witnessed many accidents over the years. This vintage class Grand Touring Camaro is more than a handful as the tire walls loom closer. Worse still, I'm not alone as an older Porsche comes up on the inside. The driver sees the diagonal yellow 'Novice' tape markings across the back of my car and knows I'll give way. I let up as the distinctive Brumos Racing replica eases past me with a little "Thank You" wave.
I know that Angie is there watching this, probably holding her breath like me. But I'm too focused to even glance up to the spectators. She likes the action at the corner; in fact, this is where we first met two years ago. What took place that race weekend, both at the track and on her sofa changed my life in so many good ways- apart from potentially killing myself in this race car!
Ten laps pass in less than a half hour, including time under a yellow caution flag to clean up an accident back at the hairpin turn. Not too serious, but cruising past it is sobering enough for me to ask myself again why I'm doing this? In my late-fifties, at the peak of my graphics design career, why am I behind the wheel? Am I another late-bloomer, like actor Paul Newman who took up racing in a committed way at about the same age?
Now I pull into the pits, the Camaro smoking a bit- radiator steam. I know it looks good, painted in replica late-Sixties Penske colours, blue with some deep yellow trim, the colours of then-sponsor oil company Sunoco. Yes, the same Roger Penske who still owns cars racing at the highest levels in Europe and North America.
I'm grinning from ear-to-ear. I just finished my first race unscathed- not counting those controlled events in identically prepared cars at racing school. No, this is the real thing, and it has left me shaking with post-race excitement. Sure, I finished mid-pack at best, behind most of the other vintage GT1s and GT2s, but I'm satisfied.
And so is my love Angie. Almost before the engine comes to a shuddering halt, I'm out of the car and she's on me, hugging while tugging at my helmet strap. I'm all tangled up in my neck-restraining HANS device so it takes some more time 'til I'm free. Angie is gushing, kissing my sweating face, making me feel like a conquering hero. Someone passes me a cold drink and I break free from her embrace.
Then my lovely lady has her arms around me again, on-lookers enviously chuckling at her enthusiasm. She pulls my head toward her and lowers her excited voice.
"I'm so proud of you, honey. You were amazing out there! Just wait 'til we get back to the camper."
Suddenly I remember why I took up this dangerous game. I realize now that it is almost as exciting and satisfying as the private times Angie and I have together. I know that being alone with her in my camper tonight will be just as exhilarating as rocketing through Corner Two in this old racing machine. In fact, probably even more so, if I know this remarkable, mid-thirties woman when she is revved up!
But there are two more races tomorrow, so I'll need to remember to preserve some strength to muscle this big car through twenty more laps.
"Oh, what the Hell!" I smile to myself, because with my Angie, there's just no holding back.
****
We met two years back at this same season-opening regional club racing event. She was with her husband Rocco, watching the cars speeding into Corner Two. I was nearby and quickly noticed this striking beauty: tall and slim in tight blue jeans and a fitted black leather jacket that highlighted her willowy shape. Gorgeous!
I was drawn to Angela, especially since I lived alone, divorced from my wife for several years. Now in my mid-fifties, my life was filled by my career in graphic design, an intense fitness regime, and race spectating with friends. Tall and in good shape, my male drive still craved satisfaction. But, I'm finished with the phony bar scene and silly young women.
Her husband mostly ignored Angie, and left her trapesing along behind him, trying to navigate the sloping terrain in her stylish leather half-boots. We exchanged smiles and I spoke briefly to both of them before he abruptly started out again. She shrugged her shoulders and followed, a lovely, obedient pet with those big, sad eyes.
Later that night, Angela frantically knocked on my trailer door, then burst inside with a bloody split lip. Rocco had smacked her with the back of his hand, jealous that she'd spoken to me. Her teeth had opened a bad gash, so we made a midnight run to the hospital south of the track. The ER doctor photographed and documented the wound, aware that it was spousal abuse.
I didn't want Angie to go back for more, so we continued west for an hour to their city apartment. I expected to just drop her off and return to the track for some sleep, but Angie had other plans. This beautiful younger woman surprised me with her thanks as we 'made out' like teenagers on her sofa before I finally tore myself away.
Her passion was intense as mine. Angie's relief at escaping from her abusive husband, and her long unfulfilled desires bubbled over into something that I'd been without for some time myself. Furious with Rocco and happy with her rescuer, Angie let it all out! I knew that I had to have more of this very expressive, sexual woman.
Early next morning, I'd had only a few hours of sleep when Rocco banged on my camper looking for his wife. He didn't find her, though the bloody cloth I'd used to clean up her split lip alerted his suspicions. However, he made no reply when I asked why the blood made him think Angie had been with me. I was taller and bigger than Rocco but remained polite, in case he returned with his buddies or a weapon.
In the following months we developed a secret relationship after she moved in with a girlfriend. I learned that Angela was a much-in-demand fashion model, married ten years to her agent. However, by now she was less runway queen and more catalogue cutie, usually appearing as a mother or aunt. She wasn't Rocco's meal ticket any more, so he turned his attention to younger women.
Divorce doesn't come easily or quickly here, every effort made for counselling to preserve the marriage. But after sixteen months or so, and plenty of legal expenses, Angie was free of him. 'No fault' is the law, though documentation of the split lip likely helped move things along more quickly. All their marital assets were divided evenly, my lady awarded half of all savings and investments, possessions, and pension funds- the works.
Rocco was angry about how it went down, but Angie and I were very pleased, despite the legal fees. She gave up an expensive car in exchange for her favourite contemporary art pieces, which he hated anyway. Now our modest apartment looked like a small gallery, with large canvases hung everywhere.
There had been a turning point about four months before the divorce was finalized. As we stood along the fence at Corner Two a few metres from her husband, Angie vented her rage at their failed ten-year marriage. She leaned across me and roundly cursed him out, calling him a "despicable rat" and worse.
Some might call it childish, but they don't understand the depth of hurt Angie felt. A man might have cut loose with fists or worse, but sometimes nothing is sharper than a woman's tongue. Rocco was afraid of me and slunk away defeated. It marked the bitter end, and he no longer resisted the divorce proceedings.
The night of that incident, we were making love in the camper when Angie asked me something totally unexpected. One simple question set in motion a series of events leading up to the present day.
"Honey, have you ever thought about getting behind the wheel instead of just standing along the fence?"
Angie was still naked with me in our double sleeping bag, so I didn't say anything at first, intent instead on more kisses and caresses with my sensuous partner. She gently pushed me away.
"Look at me. It's a serious question. What do you think?" she grinned.
"About what?" I mumbled, lowering my head to kiss her neck.
"Stop it, Greg, and pay attention," she gently admonished. "Would you like to go racing?"
"This is exciting enough for me, Ang. Why would I do that?"
"Because you might enjoy it more than you can imagine. You've been on the sidelines forty years. Think about tearing around the track, feeling the speed, not just seeing or hearing it. Think of the thrill!"
"This is thrilling here with you, baby. How could anything be more exciting than times like this?" And I moved in on her inviting lips, still intent on more love with this sexy woman.
"Oh alright," she gave in. "But first tell me you'll think about it. When the divorce is settled, there will be more money. Rocco and I had plenty and I get half. You'll be sixty in a few more years, so it's now or never, right?"
"Now or never, eh. That's how I feel about being here with you, twenty-five years younger than me," I quipped.
She brought her arms around me and came in close, pressing that glorious female flesh against mine, entangling my legs with her long limbs.
"No reason you can't do both, Greg. Tell me you'll at least give it some serious thought, OK?" Angie whispered, her lips close to mine.
"I will, I promise," I heard myself pledging like some eager young lover because there was no resisting Angie, especially not now.
By the time Angie was free from Rocco I was already enrolled in Driving School, taking classroom and in-car instruction at our favourite track. The lessons and all the necessary safety gear were expensive- there seemed to be no end to the purchases. But Angie never blinked an eye and came with me to every session as I progressed to my racing license. We were in this together, me the driver and Angie my biggest fan.
This all seemed so right. By summer's end, I had my competition papers and membership in one of the region's long-standing racing clubs. Everything was in place now except something to drive.
Basically, there are three possible routes: drive for an established racing team- if you're top level; rent a ride; or else, buy a car. Option One was not a rookie possibility, and neither of the other two came cheap. However, like Angie expected, the financial tap opened when the court released her marital assets.
There were certain trade-offs. We could move into a bigger, more luxurious place, more in line with Angela's former lifestyle. Her modelling career was reactivating now with a new agent after Rocco had blocked all her attempts to land contracts. We could afford a better home. But Angie was firm about her racing decision.
"We already have a good life together, Greg. This place is fine for now, and decorated with my favourite artwork, it looks like home to me. Live the dream while you can. Get a car and go racing. After all, the track is where we met in the first place, right?"
So, I dove right in. There was a decent late-Sixties Camaro for sale, with a long, documented Grand Touring racing history. It was a roller- no engine or transmission- but otherwise up to current specs, with a fuel cell, roll cage, and all the right suspension parts. It caught my fancy.
Immediately, I visualized it as one of the V8 warriors from the popular Trans-Am series, where cars representing four major American automakers, and some Japanese and European brands in lower classes, fought it out. "Race on Sunday. Sell on Monday" was the theory among the manufacturers of the day.
Angie wrote the cheque, and that autumn I helped a skilled friend from the club drop a fresh motor and four-speed unit into it. A local shop handled the paint work, with the throwback Penske number and lettering. The bills kept pouring in! We had enough invested in Driving School, racing gear, club membership fees, and the Camaro that we could have bought ourselves a brand-new luxury vehicle, with plenty of change left over.
The day we first admired the sparkling finished product, Angie made a succinct comment.
"For god's sake Greg, don't wreck it. I don't want to lose either of you now!"
****
What I did wreck for a time was our close relationship. Sometimes I have this problem with running my mouth. What started out as some bantering about Angela with my boss ended up causing me big trouble and plenty of anxiety.
"What's your gorgeous girlfriend going to wear to the company Christmas party this year, Greg? That sexy red number again, I hope. No wonder you don't get the amount of work done you used to. Too many distractions!"
He was at me again about job performance, never failing to connect it to Angie. Roderick Grantham was about my age, and although he was neither handsome nor in decent shape, he had a roving eye for the women. He'd practically devoured Angela last Christmas, so I shot it right back at him.
"Hey! That racing machine we're building takes a lot of time."
"Not leaving that hot woman unattended, are you?"
"She's more than just a distraction to me, Rod."
"Yeah, I'll bet. Anything you'd like to tell me about? That red dress was cut halfway down her boobs and slit right up to.... "
"Easy there. That's my lady you're talking about."
"Man! You are one lucky bastard! I'd be distracted too if she was in my bed every night."
"Dream on. Now about this year's dress, all she said was that I would love it."
"Then I will too. How about the four of us share a table?"
"Sure, Rod. Marian would probably like to meet her. Be on your best behaviour," I teased.
"How did a schmuck like you ever land that doll anyway?"
"Long story short: I'm her Knight in Shining Armor."
"Maybe she'll tell us the rest of that story at the party?"
"No, the divorce is behind her now and she won't bring it up."
Then I said too much.
"OK, I took her to the hospital when her husband smacked her hard enough to split her lip."
"What! A babe like that. What a goddam ass!"
"You were a Boy Scout too, Rod. Remember the motto: 'Do a good deed every day'? Well, it really paid off. But I already told you too much, so don't look for anymore."
Yes, Angie blew Rod's mind at the party, and a lot of other guys too. Her black dress was ultra short, though she wore opaque stockings to hide everything. The dress hugged her fine body, demure enough from the front, but the back was a different matter. Little more than two wide straps, it scooped as low as the law would allow, revealing acres of flawless toned skin. Spiked red heels and earrings were her only nod to Christmas.
As they danced after dinner, Rod couldn't resist running his hands across her back. I was taking my turn with Marian, and she was livid. It was funny to hear her ream him out, but what happened later wasn't. A couple of young, single guys held Angie too close and fondled her bare skin almost down to her butt. I watched, simmering as she chatted and swayed while the office lads felt her body. She just smiled over at me, seemingly pleased with their attentions.
I found out why on the way home. While dancing with her, tipsy Rod had expressed amazement that her ex-husband had been abusive. On the way home, Angie ripped a strip off me for talking about her private past. She railed and it dawned on me why she let the office guys be free with her while dancing. The freeze continued the following week too. I'd seen her boil over with anger at Rocco, so I shouldn't have been surprised.
Not long afterwards, she announced that her new agent had a shoot for her down in the islands, a welcome break from winter. She seemed to delight in telling me she'd be modelling sportswear and swimsuits.
"I'll probably be wearing little bikinis too. Wouldn't you like to be there, but at least there'll be plenty of people on the camera crew to appreciate me," she teased.
"Angie, never think that I don't appreciate you...."
"Enough to keep my past life private?" she interrupted.
"Oh Hell! Are you on that again? I can't 'un-tell' Rod, though I wish I could."
"Well, so do I!"
"And in the meantime, you'll keep me groveling and jealous about the tropical shoot. Just like you did with those guys at the party."
"If you choose to be jealous because the camera men will see me half-naked, that's not my fault. I told you from the first that I'm a fashion model. It's all part of the business."
"Alright, alright. That's what you do. I just don't want to hear anything more about it!"
But I already knew that I'd be wondering about it the whole time she was away. I was learning the downside of having a beautiful and charming woman. It's great for the ego, but possessive jealousy can rear its ugly head. I'm tall and fit, but no fashion model.
Before I knew it, I was driving Angie to the airport. She was smiling, happy to be back into the swing of her international modelling days again. A few little kisses, a hug, and then she was gone, leaving me four days to tamp down my anxiety about this trip taken in anger. It would be a real test for our relationship.
I pictured her surrounded by young men, clamouring for the sexiest shots of her lovely body in tiny string bikinis. To make matters worse, she either had her phone off most of the time and was too busy to text with me. We had only a few quick exchanges the whole time she was away. Based on what she told me later, it was probably just as well.
Angie was gushing when I picked her up, and she had a new tan. The trip had been wonderful: fantastic weather, beautiful clothes, and such nice people. There were parties and clubs every night- so much fun laughing and dancing that all she wanted to do was sleep for the next two days!
"Tell me more about all those nice people," I commented warily.
"Oh, there were five other girls. And the crew, a half dozen including makeup and a woman doing the fittings."
"And the crew... were they, uh, respectful with you, Angie?" I asked, barely disguising my concern.
"Look Greg, I'm used to photographers always trying to get me to show more skin. A couple of the guys were real hunks, and one seemed to be close by every time I turned around...."



"Damn! That's what I was afraid of.""
"And, he got what he wanted alright," she continued, pausing for effect. "But not with me. I told him I'd never cheat on my lover at home."
"My god!" I burst out. "You don't know how I worried about you. All kinds of grim scenes running through my head...."
"You have to trust me, honey. Why would I want to lose a good man?"
Then she put a cap on our earlier disagreement.
"Just treat me as well outside the bedroom as you do in there. That's what a woman really wants."
****
I'd survived the first race weekend of the season unscathed, and the July event was coming up fast. But there was a problem- costs. To stage these races, clubs need to rent the track, cover hefty insurance costs, and pay for ambulance, wrecker, safety crew, even maintenance crew. Weekend costs are so high that it takes at least one hundred competitors each paying more than five hundred dollars just for the club to break even!
Road racing is expensive. Half a grand or more, four to six times each racing season just for entry fees- but Angela had a good suggestion.
"You could look into getting some sponsors to help pay the bills. We see that at the track all the time, even on F1 cars, right?"
"Like who?"
"Italian fashion houses, for example, or energy drinks. All types of businesses."
"No, I mean, who would sponsor us? Who would see the Camaro then buy from a sponsor?"
"You could start with your boss. Graphics design would have a market with the racing crowd- lots of business types watch- and probably with the other competitors too. Think about it."
"Maybe we could sell him on that. Any ideas how to go about it?"
"We! I see that you want me to help you work on Rod," she smirked.
"You do seem to have a certain effect on him," I laughed. "He'd be putty in your hands, Angie."
"We're in this together, so I'd back you up while you do a little presentation."
"Great! And dress 'business sexy'", I hinted.
"Greg, you don't need to tell me how to get his motor running."
Angie clearly knew how to put my boss under her spell. With her tight black skirt, starched white blouse and low heels, he didn't have a chance, especially when her steady eye contact froze him like a deer caught in the headlights. By the time we finished our talk, Rod had agreed to pay our entry fees for the balance of the season in exchange for some company advertising with the Camaro. That, along with team graphics apparel and promotional photos with Angie front and centre, of course.
Come July race weekend, we looked like a more professional team in our new gear. My engine-builder friend came to help with tuning and set-up. And, my adult son Martin showed up, curious about what his crazy old man had got himself into now. He knew about Angie from a few things I'd said, but he wasn't prepared for what he saw. She was only a few years older than Marty, and like every man she met, my partner dazzled him with her looks and personality. Later he confided.
"Jeez Dad. What the Hell! That's Angie?"
"Yup. Beautiful woman and nice person," I grinned, my ego stroked by my own kid.
"She's my age. How'd you do it?"
"I was a friend when she needed one. Right here two years ago. Sometimes it pays to be Mr. Nice Guy."
"Does Mom know about her? I mean, she would be so pissed...."
"Just a bit," I cut him short. "She knows that Angie got me started racing, but not that she's a thirty-seven-year-old model. Doesn't need to hear that, OK?"
"That'll be hard to hold onto. Hey, do you mind if I stay for the weekend, just to help out?"
"No problem," I smiled. "I have a tent on board because there's only one bed in the trailer."
"And it's occupied, right?"
"Yes it is," was all I replied, which left him shaking his head and muttering under his breath.
"With that hot fox," and his eyes rolled back at the very thought of it.
Marty helped us a lot that weekend, polishing up the car between races and handling the barbeque. There was team gear for him and before the Camaro was back on the trailer, he was already asking about the next event. I hadn't seen enough of him since his mother and I split, so there was some bonding going on. Angie commented that based on my son, I must have looked way better at thirty-five. Thanks!
I drove cautiously that July weekend, still getting comfortable with the reserves of power at my command. The car was a beast when I put my foot into it, but the corners came up quickly, often with another car poking in trying to pass me. There was a big vintage Grand Touring field for the first race, but at least I wasn't last in my class.
On Sunday morning, I moved up a few positions after some spirited battles. I still found the speed on the long back straight intimidating, the forest on both sides nothing more than a blur as I drew closer to the pedestrian bridge. It was like blasting through a long uphill tunnel, the V8 roaring as the tachometer arched closer to the red line.
In the afternoon, there were fewer cars in my race group- some racers had either damage or engine problems. With my engine-builder/tuner on hand, the replica Penske Camaro was as good as ever, maybe better. I finished third in the little GT2 group and Angie was jumping around excitedly as I pulled into the pits. Our first trophy!
We were both on top of the world, with Marty and my friend there to cheer at the trophy presentation. That chunk of wood and plated metal meant a lot to Angie and me. We'd been in it together from the beginning: her idea and some of her money- now our achievement. It just couldn't get any better than this!
But how could we know what was waiting for us around the bend- Corner Two specifically?
****
Angela's career was picking up again with her new agent on the job. That swimwear shoot in the islands had just been the beginning, and now she was busy a few days every week with catalogue shoots and commercial advertising. She had a new image, her bobbed ash-blonde hair tinted a chestnut shade and cropped a bit closer along one side of her head. Angie looked twenty-something now, and I definitely could be her father- or Sugar Daddy.
The new younger look brought more contracts for sexy sportswear, fitness centre ads, and the like. And my boss helped pay the racing bills with more promotional spots in her Grantham Graphics garb. He suggested some future public appearances for her and the car at industry trade shows- if she was willing. She was.
Our racing endeavours were keeping apace. I was registered for the September weekend event at the track and our hopes were high for another trophy, perhaps even better than a third in class. I was feeling bolder now, like I was progressing- next season the yellow Novice tape would be gone. Marty would be coming, maybe with his girlfriend, along with Angie and my engine guy, Sam.
Before barbeque time Friday, everybody had arrived. Marty had evidently told his girlfriend Suzanne all about my lovely lady because she was dressed for show. Tight top and short shorts, cork wedge sandals, perfect hair and makeup- she wasn't going to let any fashion model out-do her. We all pitched in to set up tents- even a canvas canopy over the car in case it rained.
Drinks around the campfire brought everybody together, and both Marty and Suzanne were more relaxed with Angie. Later, my love and I enjoyed another "Good Luck" send-off in the camper, a little pre-race tradition we were eager to keep going. And it worked! Another third-place finish in Race One on Saturday afternoon gave us high hopes for Sunday.
That morning was gloomy, with heavy cloud and a threat of rain later on in the day. It was an taste of autumn, a warning that unsettled weather lay ahead. The temperature had dropped overnight, leaving us scrambling to dig out warm sweaters and hoodies. Fortunately we'd invested in rain tires and practiced pit stops to get them on quickly if needed.
Our second vintage class race of the weekend was last of the morning, and by then the sky looked ominous. We hoped to complete our ten laps, then wait over the lunch break to see what would develop for the afternoon. We'd probably need to use our new 'wets' today, so we each rolled one to our pit box. Soon the cars were assembled on the starting grid, and the green flag dropped.
I knew that Angie and Suzanne were watching from Corner Two while the guys stayed in the pits ready to change tires. The Camaro was howling, straining like an animal to move up. I passed a couple of GT2s in the first few laps, using my steed's horsepower to take them on the back straight. This was going well.
But the sky was quickly darkening from deep blue to slate grey, almost to black in places. And me, with no experience racing in the wet!
Then disaster struck.
Just as I barreled up to the crest at Corner Two, the clouds suddenly opened, dashing blinding sheets of water onto the pavement. I lifted and tapped my brakes to avoid skidding, and then I caught a glimpse of two cars sliding side-by-side down into the dreaded curve. I tried to go outside around them, but on racing slicks there was no grip. My Camaro was out of control, with me as a passenger!
Angie saw it. I spun, then whacked sideways into the tire barrier- hard enough to bounce the front end high in the air. Body panels crushed from the impact and the steering assembly snapped, leaving the front wheels knock-kneed, pointing in opposite directions. I sat slumped at the wheel for a few moments, protected from serious injury by my five-point harness, HANS device and roll cage.
She probably thought I was dead. The red flag waved, and a white-clad corner worker came running toward me. I scrambled out through the side window, shook myself, then waved up to the spectators to show that I wasn't injured. Moments later Angie stood shouting at me from the top of the concrete barrier behind the tires. She'd run along the fence down to the curve.
"Are you alright? Oh my god, Greg, are you hurt?" she screamed.
"I'm fine! I'm fine! But the car...."
"To Hell with the goddam car!" she bellowed at me. "You're OK!"
The corner worker laughed to hear this lovely lady venting like a sweating stevedore. The last time I'd heard this was here at Corner Two, when she cursed out her ex-husband Rocco.
But for now, our race weekend- and maybe my short racing career- was finished.
Thanks for reading. There's more to come. Please take a moment to rate the story or comment.
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We dragged ourselves into my apartment, two bedraggled people exhausted after a very trying day. Suddenly she came alive, grabbed my hand, and pulled me behind her.
"Race you to the shower, Greg!"
Then we were naked under the hot, cascading rain, my older weather-beaten body pressed tight against her soft, mounded flesh. Her strong hands stroked soap the length of my instantly throbbing cock.
"Love that dick, baby! Let's get you ready," she laughed as she rinsed me, then dropped to her knees to gobble it into her open mouth.
"Mmmm... good!"
"Fuuuckkk, Angie!"
My eyes rolled back into my head as this gorgeous woman blew life back into my weary body. It had felt like this the first night we met, two years ago, her sucking mouth latched around the bursting crown of my tool, while her gripping hand moved rhythmically along my length and girth. Nobody did this better, but how much more could I take?
"Better stop."
"Liked that, eh?"
She came to her feet and threw her arms around my neck, hugging me close before French kissing my open lips. It tasted a bit soapy.
"All clean. Do me now."
Then she leaned back against the shower wall, spreading into a provocative stance, her pussy arched up toward the falling water.
"Soap, water, mouth," she directed, as if I needed instruction!
Angie's mid-thirties pussy tasted sweet to this old guy, her tangy cooze blended with the water richoceting off my head then streaming down her body. She moaned while my hands opened her wide so that my probing lips and tongue could explore her tender pink flesh. It was exquisite!
Then we were kissing again, locked together in the eager desperation of lovers.
"Take me hard, Greg!"
As if I needed to be told!
Angie slid down the wet wall a few more inches and tilted her pelvis upward to accommodate me. The muscles in her thighs strained to hold this position, while her arms grasped my shoulders for support, pulling me toward her. With an invitation like that, I wasted no time pushing into her moist, enveloping pussy.
"Gawwdd.... So tight!" I groaned, before joining in the sexy rocking motion of her slim hips.
"Oh baby," she breathed. "Fuck me! Just fuck me!"
The hot water beat against my back while her spread groin slammed into mine. Little rivers curled down her smooth skin from her stiff nipples, then flowed across her taut stomach before disappearing where our bodies met. Time stopped. There was nothing but this moment, and the need to give this sexy woman everything I had inside me.
"Ugh!... Ugh!... Ugh!... Ugh!" I heard myself chanting, my pumping more frenzied now as I climbed higher.
I wasn't going to last much longer tonight, and the guttural moans from deep in her throat didn't make it any easier for me to hold back. Angie's eyes were closed now, as if she was fully concentrated on the coming storm. Her breath came in short gasps, and I knew she was as close as me. All of a sudden lightning struck and thunder boomed. She clawed at my shoulders and bucked against me.
"Ooohh!... Yes!... Yes!... Yessss!...Ooohh.... Aaahhh.... Aaarrrraaaggghhh!...."
"Fuuucccckkk!!!" And I was there too, my spurting cock driving hard until I thought I would collapse for lack of strength.
Both of our bodies continued to heave involuntarily for a time, puppets to the intense release of energy from muscles drawn tight in arousal. Finally, we fell against one another, my bulk pressing Angie against the slippery wall. Then we both caught our breath, and she opened her dreamy eyes.
"Wonderful!... Amazing!... Now I need to wash my hair.... Then to bed."
"Yeah. Been a hard day."
"Yes, you were so hard," she laughed, taking my deflating cock in her hand before kissing my face.
"Be quick. Don't know if I can wait for you tonight," I mumbled.
I was asleep in minutes.
****
It had been a rough day at Corner Two. This is dangerous turn at our favourite racetrack, no place to play. In the last couple of years, a lot of important things have happened to me there, some good and some bad. This one was awful!
Two years back, I was watching the season-opening regional road-racing event at the corner when I saw Angela for the first time. She looked gorgeous in tight leather and denim, drawing every male eye on the hill as she obediently tagged along behind her uncaring husband. Hours later, Angie and I were passionately loving on her penthouse sofa, the first of many intense sessions with this beautiful woman, about the same age as my own son.
Half a year later, she'd left her abusive man and we were a couple. At the last race of the season, we stood near Rocco along the fence at Corner Two. Angie seethed as she heaped scorn upon him, berating her husband for his selfishness during their failed ten-year marriage. I saw a side of my passionate lover that I hoped wouldn't be turned on me some day.
Today I felt that blistering anger directed at me, but as relief, not invective. Young, adventuresome Angie had urged me to take up racing while I still could. During a sudden cloudburst, I'd crashed our shiny new Penske Camaro replica Trans-Am machine hard into the tire wall at that tricky bend. The accident left me unscathed but with a battered ego and race car. Angie rushed to the scene as I jumped from the wreck.
"Are you alright? Omygod, Greg, are you hurt!" she screamed.
"I'm fine. I'm OK, but the car...."
"To Hell with the goddam car!" my intense lover blasted, but I understood that she was far more concerned about my survival than the costly crash.
"Fuck, Angie! We're done racing. Maybe forever? This mess will cost a small fortune to fix," I lamented.
"Damn it, Greg! It doesn't matter! You're OK," she yelled, then clambered down the metre-high concrete wall and flew into my arms, embracing me in the pelting rain.
It did matter, but not quite so much now.
"We'll get it fixed. Maybe in time for the October race. You'll see," she assured me as the rain-soaked crowd at Corner Two craned their necks to watch the tender scene unfolding beside our smashed Camaro. This is not a common sight during a race.
It didn't take long for a flatbed truck to arrive on the scene, and while everybody watched, the driver lowered the long ramp and attached a heavy chain to the car frame. Sharp grinding sounds issued from the front end of the Camaro as the powerful winch slowly dragged our resisting knock-kneed vehicle up the steel ramp. He locked it in place, then mechanically tilted the platform up and brought it forward, flat against his cab.
Angie and I piled in beside the heavy, bearded driver. It was my first face-to-face meeting with the guy everybody nicknamed 'Grizzly Adams', a long-time track worker who looked like a mountain man. His old plaid shirt was sweat-stained, and he reeked for need of a shower. Angie was tight against him in the crowded cab, and I could see her nose wrinkle up as his strong aroma engulfed our crowded space.
"Hell of an accident, eh!" he growled. "Seen worse. Cars on top of the tires. Turned over. Guys half dead! Fuck of a place to crash! Real deadly, Corner Two."
"I guess that's why people like to watch here," Angie replied, and when he turned to give her a big gap-toothed grin, his pungent breath took ours away.
"Oh yeah. They like crashes- sick bastards. But yours wasn't so bad. Seen a lot worse. Fires. Blood and guts. Not my favourite place, scrapin' up what's left after a crash. No, you're OK. Could've been a lot fuckin' worse," Grizzly reassured us for the third time.
The driver's crude description wasn't making me feel much better. But Angie's hand wrapped tightly around my leather glove was more helpful. They were both right. I wasn't hurt, nor was the car a smoldering hulk. Maybe there would be another day, more racing in the future? It was just a matter of how soon the Camaro could be repaired- and how much it would cost.
Back in the pits, we all looked like drowned rats from the sudden deluge that caused the accident. Our little group gathered around the broken steed, examining the damage.
The steering linkage was broken and there'd likely be further suspension problems from the heavy impact. The right front wheel was bent and both tires on that side blown out. The passenger side bodywork was crumpled from the front corner back beyond the door, and the hood was arched up. It was a mess!
Marty and my engine-builder Sam both shook their heads in dismay. But Angie was more upbeat, trying hard to revive our sagging spirits.
"Let's get it onto the trailer and go home. You can take a better look at it inside the garage behind Rod's building."
Roderick Grantham was my boss, owner of Grantham Graphics, a minor sponsor of our car. He lusted after Angie, and when she turned on the charm, he had agreed to pay our race weekend entry fees and buy team gear, in addition to letting us use part of his spacious, well lit storage building. In exchange, Angie agreed to help promote his business at a few trade shows each year.
I carefully backed the Camaro onto our open trailer, dragging its forlorn, broken front end screeching across the ramp. All our sodden gear was tossed inside and by mid-afternoon we were on our way home. The traffic along the big highway was already building as families streamed back from weekends out of the city. They gawked and pointed at our battered machine, pulled behind Sam's truck. My mood was sullen.
"Don't worry, honey. We'll get through this and move on, with or without the car. Greg, you weren't hurt, the only thing that really matters to me," she repeated.
It had been a terrible day at Corner Two. Now we were going home to lick our wounds. The crash had scared me, and I kept replaying it over and over in my mind. So many questions:
Should I have come in for rain tires before the cloudburst?
Would I be able to face that corner again or had I lost my nerve?
Was this whole racing thing just a stupid mid-life crisis on my part?
****
My name is Greg Carpenter. I'm a tall, fit 57-year-old graphic designer living in Canada. Angie is my live-in girlfriend, more than twenty years younger than me. My wife and I had drifted apart as our son Marty grew older, until we mutually agreed to divorce about a dozen years ago.
When I met Angie two years back, I lived alone, working out at the gym a lot to stave off old age. My friends and I travelled to watch racing events across eastern North America in my old camper. Life was somehow incomplete, but I hate the bar scene, choking on smoke while shouting inane pickup lines.
Angela Carrier breathed new life into my empty routines. She's a strikingly beautiful woman, tall and slender, way out of my league in the looks department. Angie was a fading fashion model, once queen of the runway in her twenties, but now at 35, catalogue modelling as a mother or aunt. Her husband managed her career, but had taken more interest in younger clients, neglecting and sometimes mistreating his wife. Now she was divorced from Rocco and with me.
Angie wanted love- physical and emotional- and that meant intensifying my gym workouts just to keep up with her. We're a generation apart and she demands energetic, rampant sex. So I added more running to my routine, to build stamina and lower my heartrate. It pays off in high-pressure situations in the bedroom and behind the wheel of a fast machine.
Speaking of our racing car, the court awarded Angie half of the marital possessions and investments when she divorced, leaving her with a stack of big, contemporary paintings and a nice pile of cash. She wanted me to go racing, and spent some of it on our late-Sixties Penske Camaro vintage replica. The big V8 engine pumps out a ton of horsepower, but it's a handful on a slippery track, as I recently discovered.
Meanwhile, Angie was right. We were back for the last race weekend on the regional schedule. It was a scramble to put it together in a month, but with long, late nights in Rod's storage building, and some unexpected help from my adult son Marty, the paint shop had it ready just in time.
We were entered for the Autumn Colours event with high hopes and empty wallets. All the work we had to send out to shops cost several thousand dollars, including new parts and bodywork, paint, realignment and so on! The only way that we could make such a commitment to more racing came through my boss- and his attraction to Angela.
"I'm sure we could persuade Rod to invest more into our racing team, Greg," she stated flatly a few days after we hauled the wreck back from the track.
"I'm sure you could talk him into just about anything, depending on what you wore that day," I commented sarcastically.
"Probably. I was thinking about that today."
"OK, tell me. You're working on an idea. I can see it on your pretty face."
"Well, you know how Rod is so distracted by me, right? I think he needs to see more of me."
"What, in clothes like you modelled on that tropical shoot last winter? Sure he'd like that but...."
"No, I mean more of me connected to his business. He did mention promotion at industry trade shows. Probably working a booth or something, handing out information and chatting up customers."
"He did, but nothing firm on that. You want us to talk to him about it?"
"Yes, get him committed. And some other ideas too. Like seeing me in his advertising material, in team gear of course, but maybe with tight shorts and heels. He might want to have a pin-up type calendar?"
"Sexist, don't you think, Angie? I won't have you degrading yourself to get me racing again."
"Just tossing out ideas. I'm sure he'd like to see Grantham Graphics displayed prominently on the car. Like the entire hood or the front fenders. Then there are those 'hero cards' that some teams pass out at their pits. Full colour, with the car on one side, the driver, crew, and sponsors on the back. This would be good promotion at the track and trade shows."
"So, how would all of this get us money to fix the car for next month?"
"We could convince him that this makes business sense if he paid some up front. He could expense it for this tax year."
"Great. I'll set something up for this week and you'll seal the deal."
"No, Greg. That's your job. I'll be there as window dressing to back you up. It worked last time when Rod agreed to pay your entry fees and buy shirts and hats. This will just take it to a higher level."
Two days later, I stepped in for another appointment with Rod, accompanied by Angie. It was a cool day, so she wore a long coat, but strangely, no stockings. She also wore a silly grin, one that said, "I've got a secret." She soon revealed it- and herself. Once we were inside Rod's office, off came the coat, leaving her clad in the Grantham team T-shirt, and tight little shorts. She quickly put on her team hat and big heels.
"Do you like the look, Rod?" Angie cooed as she struck a confident fashion pose in front of his desk. "I think it would really help promote your business. I'd like to get you even more involved in Team Grantham."
"Well, I know how I'd LIKE to be more involved...." he joked.
"No, Rod," she interjected. "But this playful look on Grantham advertising, even on a sexy calendar, and at trade shows could sell plenty of graphics, don't you think?"
From there the negotiations were easy. Rod accepted our proposal- most of Angie's ideas. Besides her long legs, he wanted the company name displayed on the hood and fenders of the car. And he already had identified three shows where he wanted to display Angela with the car. We left with a sizeable cheque, enough to get back on track.
The day of the photo shoot, Angie invited Rod and me to the studio. The two of us went together, Angela arriving separately an hour before for professional makeup and hair styling. I'd attended one of her fashion sessions before, so I knew that my boss would be starry-eyed when he saw her in model mode.
"Oh my god!... You lucky bastard!... No wonder you're distracted at work. Man, you probably don't sleep much, do you?"
"It can be a problem," I gloated.
"Let me share your problem, my friend!"
"Now look Rod. Let's be professional about this. The photographer will need you to help her with the kinds of shots you want for your advertising material, pin-up calendar, or whatever you have in mind."
"You KNOW what I have in mind, Greg," he joked.
"And that's as far as it will ever go, Rod. Angie is mine! Anyway, you have a wife, and she's no slouch."
"I know. I know. But a guy can dream, can't he? I've said it before: how does an old bugger like you get a young fox like her into your den?"
"I told you. I'm her Knight in Shining Armour, a friend when she needed one. And that's all I'm going to say about it."
I remembered that almost a year ago I had waded into a pile of pain with Angie by telling Rod that her husband had been abusive and neglectful. Anyway, the photographer was ready to start and beckoned Rod over to help choose shots.
Angie looked hot and sexy, even though she was dressed very simply in a Team Grantham T-shirt and blue shorts. Everything was molded to her tall, shapely body, and the strappy little heels added a provocative touch. The stylist had worked her silky ash-blonde hair into cascading curls that seemed to burst out from under the blue team cap. No wonder Rod liked what he saw!
Now the photographer was at work with Angie posing against a white background.
"Give us a big smile, Angie.... That's it, lock eyes with the camera, and hold it.... Sideways on the stool now for some profile shots.... Arch your back some more.... Look this way.... Perfect."
"Now hook your heels on the bottom rungs and tilt your knees toward me.... One hand in your hair.... Chest out.... I'll come from the side now.... Turn my way.... Sexy look.... Pucker a bit.... Good."
"Stand up now.... Rod, move the stool away.... Angela, strike some poses with first one hand on a hip, then both.... That's it.... Confident look like you're the one in charge of the team...."
"Didn't anybody tell you that I am?" Angie grinned.
"Some cheesecake now.... Legs together and straight.... Lean forward a bit from the waist and look coy.... That's good.... Lick your lips.... Now sultry.... Oh, that's smokin' hot!... A few more with your bum off to one side.... Great!"
"Some close-ups of your lovely face. OK.... You know what to do.... Yes.... Nice.... Yes... some more.... Beautiful... just 'wow'!... You have the look, girl!... Pucker up and wink a few times.... And done."
It was exciting to see my woman at work, right 'in the zone' with her photographer. I glanced over at Rod, and he was literally salivating, his eyes locked onto my lovely partner's every move. She did look fabulous and so natural in front of the camera. I felt a stirring in my groin and I'm sure Rod did too. Then the photographer broke the spell.
"Hey Rod.... Rod! Any particular shots you want for that calendar you mentioned?"
"Uhh... right. I brought a Grantham Graphics sign for her to hold. It might look good for promotions, like trade shows too. Maybe with her sitting on the stool? She did look mighty fine up there."



"Sure. We'll try it different ways and you can decide what you like best. Start on the stool. Pass her the sign, Rod. Ready now? Let's start."
The photo session continued like this for an hour or more. Angie was beginning to get hot under the spotlights when the photographer finally called it quits. By the look on Rod's face, he was overheating too.
"Well, what do you think, boss?"
"Oh Jeez! Worth every penny I'll be spending on that damn car!"
****
Autumn Colours was a fitting name for the October race weekend. The fall colours are usually spectacular here, especially the maple trees, their leaves changing in a striking pallet, from yellow and orange to resplendent reds. Warm sunny days are followed by nights cold enough to bring touches of frost. Angela the art lover finds the season glorious.
My tastes in art don't match hers, but I like the fresh blue and yellow colours of our repaired Camaro set against Nature's paintbrush. By Friday evening, our crew had all arrived: Angela and I, son Marty and his girlfriend Suzanne, engine- guy Sam, and a new addition, my boss, Roderick Grantham. He was eager to see his costly team up close, especially my woman.
Our hopes were high, but the Friday inspection put a real damper on the mood. I raced in Vintage Class and a sharp-eyed scrutineer immediately noticed a rules violation with our newly painted vehicle.
"You're running it as a vintage replica, right? The Penske- Sunoco Trans-Am Camaro from the late-Sixties."
"Right. Got the right shade of blue, the bright yellow lettering. The number used at Riverside. Why?"
She was scrolling through her phone, then stopped to show me the screen.
"It's the lettering across the front fenders and hood that's a problem, 'Grantham Graphics'. Look at the original Penske Camaro. I don't see it there."
"No. It's a sponsor I picked up to help repair the damage from my September crash...."
"Sorry," she interrupted. "Can't do it. The Vintage rulebook says that replica vehicles can only use lettering, colours and numbers true to the original."
Then the inspector opened the rules bible, thumbing through it until she found the relevant passage. As she quoted it word-for-word, I saw that in my haste for funding, I'd overlooked the strict rules governing Vintage. Then came her verdict.
"You have a decision to make before you can be classified for the weekend. Either tape over the new advertising or race in the contemporary classes."
I thought for a few minutes and conferred with Angie and Rod before coming back to talk with the official.
"Which division would I race in if not Vintage?" My boss was here for the weekend, and I wanted to display his advertising on the car.
"Grand Touring- GT1 or GT2, depending on engine displacement. Are you running the original Penske configuration, a 327 V8 and four speed manual transmission? If so, it'd be GT2."
"And what would I be up against there?"
"Tough competition. A mix of modern stock cars and pickup trucks converted for road racing, mostly fiberglass bodies on tube-frame chassis. Throw in some high-end BMWs and smaller-engine Porsches. It would be a tough crowd to run against with your heavier car."
She seemed to be trying to get me to cover up the lettering and run Vintage. It was important to confer with Rod, after all, his company's name would be eliminated. He wasn't happy.
"Damn it! I don't like it either way. Why not see how it goes against the regular GT1 and GT2 group?" he advised, eager to see his company brand displayed to the other competitors and the spectators.
"OK. Put us in GT2," I told the inspector tersely. "We'll show the advertising."
Then she continued her examination of the Camaro, tapping on the bodywork with her knuckle. There was a metallic ping along the side of the body from the back corner to the front of the doors. After that, a hollow 'thunk' sounded as she moved to the front corner.
"Ah, fiberglass fender! You can't just cover up the advertising now. Vintage cars need to run original bodywork and for early Trans-Am that means sheet metal, no 'glass. This is strictly illegal, you know, a clear Vintage Class rules violation. Any lightweight glass fiber is cheating!" She seemed a bit hostile now.
"Oh shit! I didn't know that. Metal fenders were more expensive!" I shot back defensively.
"The rules are clear, and you aren't in compliance. You run in GT2 this weekend, or you go home. Make your choice!" And with that she spun on her heal and went to the next car in line.
I caught up with her and apologized. The scrutineers know the rulebook like the back of their hands. Pleading ignorance is no more effective than arguing with the cops or the taxation people.
"Sorry. I should have read the rules. We'll run in Grand Touring," I said as calmly as possible.
"Good luck!" she said sarcastically, adding a little smirking grin as we passed her station and went to a shady spot to unload the car. The race weekend was off to a bad start.
Our Friday night campfire was more subdued than the last time. Sam compared September lap times for GT2 to ours in Vintage GT and didn't like the result. We were about four seconds per lap slower than the winning car, a big deficit that would become half-way round in a ten-lap race. We had no chance of winning against these cars!
"And the slowest times, Sam?" Rod asked.
"About the same as we ran last time out," was the tough verdict. I was crestfallen. There seemed no chance to even place well.
"Just have fun out there, Greg," Angie encouraged.
"It is as it is, Dad," Marty added, and I wondered when in life he'd adopted this realistic strategy. I hadn't seen enough of him in his teens and early twenties as his mother and I drifted apart. Now he was calling me Dad and offering support. If nothing else this weekend, I'd take heart in that.
Then Rod spoke up.
"I used to race motorcycles a bit when I was younger. How about I be your crew chief this weekend, Greg? Nothing to lose, right? I'd get a kick out of it, making all the important calls from the pit box," he joked.
"Well, why not?" Angie replied right away. "After all, it's partly your car now that your name is on it. No-one has done that up to now. Sam and Marty can look after tires and signs to update Greg and call him in if necessary."
At the time I didn't recognize the importance of this idea which would change the course of the weekend.
Later that evening, Marty and I talked privately around the dying campfire. Most of the others had drifted off to their tents and I knew that Angie would be waiting for our traditional "Good luck" send-off in our camper. He had something on his mind.
"Mum keeps talking to me about your racing and Angela. She says it's too dangerous of course, but she's really pissed about you being with a fashion model twenty years younger. Thinks she could be my sister...."
"Yeah, it must really bug her," I grinned.
"You have no idea! She's been online and found some of her early modelling shots. And that swimwear catalogue deal in the islands last winter. Lots of skin in some of them, so she thinks that Angie is a tramp who's going to bring you down. In her words, 'If racing doesn't kill him, that bitch will!'"
"That's funny, but it's not my problem. We divorced a long time ago. She needs to get her own life."
"Seriously, I think she still has some feelings for you. She hates Angela and would like nothing more than to see her out of the picture."
"Not going to happen, son," I replied smugly.
"Just telling you so you keep your eyes open. You know how hard she'll push sometimes to get her own way."
I knew that and thanked him for the warning, though I didn't give it much thought as I headed toward the camper, and another exciting romp with my new love.
****
Things were different in this last race weekend of the season. Word got around among the Vintage competitors that I had been caught breaking some rules during inspection. The Grantham Graphics advertising was no big deal, a rookie mistake with the detailed wording of the lengthy rulebook. But the lightweight front fender was a serious matter, a competitive advantage. The usual racer camaraderie wasn't there anymore. We were being shunned.
Vintage racing is different from conventional road race competition. It's a sport of 'gentleman/ gentlewoman' drivers, usually amateurs who treat their historic vehicles with loving care. Some own and race the same car for many years. Rules about equipment and presentation are very strict, though modern safety equipment is encouraged and often required.
The 'no-touch' provision is almost universal. One is not allowed to tap a car ahead or alongside to move it out of the way to pass. Common practice in regular race competition, this is forbidden in Vintage racing, though it does occur at some prestige international events. An offending driver is treated like a pariah by peers, and the competition licence could be suspended by the racing body.
We didn't expect much success in our new classification, a larger race group filled with many intimidating drivers and machines. This wasn't the same kind of animal as vintage. We knew that there could well be some beating and banging on our precious car in tight quarters, and we expected to run near the back of the pack too. I lined up on the grid with trepidation.
Really, could my mildly race-prepared 1968 Camaro expect to best Porsches and Bimmers with multi-speed transmissions, turbo-charging, and complex independent suspensions? Could I expect to run with fiberglass-bodied, tube frame stock cars with new 'crate engines', straight from the factory? Sam, my engine guy knew his stuff, but this was a new level of competition!
My practice and qualifying times from Saturday morning put me near the back of the eighteen-car GT1/GT2 grid. Competitors were looking at the old Camaro over intently, as if to say, "What the Hell are you doing here?"
Going into Race One, I was determined to stay out of trouble and give way to anyone intent on passing. I wanted to preserve our car. I was fast on the straightaways, but a sitting duck on the tight corners.
The first race was embarrassing. I started third last and finished there too. By the ninth lap of the ten-lap race, my rear-view mirrors were filled with the front runners coming up. The white-clothed corner marshals waved blue flags at me, the signal to give way to faster cars behind. To obey them, I had to take the slower outside line around corners instead of the preferred, faster inside route. I didn't much like racing this way, not at all competitive.
Angie tried hard to encourage me before our second race of the weekend.
"You're running so well, Greg. Your lap times are two seconds better than the last race weekend."
"It's not very satisfying just trying to stay out of the way to protect the car!" I complained.
"I know. It doesn't seem fair to have to race against all these expensive sports cars, does it. All because of graphics and a fiberglass fender."
"Maybe we'll need to change those things and get back to Vintage?" I groused.
"Just do what you can this weekend, Greg," my crew chief Rod reminded me. "Try to have some fun out there. The car looks fabulous, you know!"
A few cars had developed problems in Race One, so on Sunday morning only fifteen cars lined up for GT1/GT2, seven of them in my classification. I'd finished ahead of two of them in the first race, so if I could pass two more, I'd have a chance for third in class. It seemed doable, though I had to set my sights on a much newer Mustang and a Nineties BMW to claim a trophy. Unfortunately, it didn't happen.
I blasted up the long back straight, an uphill climb that favours big, low-torque engines, like my V8. The Bimmer was in my sights and by the time we crested the top, I had edged past it. Now there were three GT2s behind me and just one more to pass. But against the big Mustang I had no advantage on the fastest sections of the track, and after ten laps I finished a hundred metres back.
Everyone was back for the final GT1/GT2 race, even a car that couldn't make the morning grid. My hopes for a weekend trophy dimmed along with the weather. Sunday afternoon was overcast, with heavy cloud beginning to move in. I was slow at the start, missing a shift, and I dropped almost to the tail end of the field. By mid-race I was making some progress, but still nowhere near trophy contention.
Angie was watching from Corner Two as always, and she saw the worsening sky above. Both of us were probably thinking about my big accident in similar circumstances the month before. She had her cell with her to communicate with our guys in the pit box. But she used it for something else too.
The next time I came along the main straightaway, I saw my prominent blue and yellow signboard displayed.
"PIT NEXT LAP".
It seemed crazy to me because the conditions looked good enough to last for the remaining three laps. But Rod was crew chief today and my boss all week, so I knew I should come in next time around.
Marty and Sam jumped over the pit wall and installed four rain tires as fast as they could, but I was annoyed- almost half a lap in time wasted by a too-early call.
One lap later, the sky opened up, sending cars helter-skelter on their racing slicks.
As they slowly tip-toed to their pits for rain tires, the Penske Camaro motored past several of them.
By the final lap, I was mentally ticking off passed GT2 competitors and... by god! I was running third in class, headed for a trophy if I stayed out of trouble for one more circuit.
I was elated as I pulled into the cool-down area behind the pit boxes.
"Great call, Rod! I thought you were nuts and you got us third in class! Man, what a crew chief!" I shouted as I pulled off my helmet.
Rod just grinned at me.
"Not my call, Greg. There's somebody else to thank."
"Sam?... Marty?" but they just shook their heads.
"Dad, thank Angie. She was on her phone checking the weather radar. Called from Corner Two and said rain was expected in five minutes or less. Angie's call got us the trophy!"
****
"Trust me, baby. I only want what's best for you. I certainly didn't want to see you sliding down into that Corner Two tire wall again. Once was enough!"
That's how Angie responded when I thanked her profusely for the wise decision she made about the coming storm. Unfortunately, my lack of trust in her almost caused a rift in our relationship. It began with a late-night phone call from our son, Marty. He started out in a serious tone, so right away I knew that there was some problem. I wondered what he needed help with.
"No, this isn't about me. It's about Angie. Mum told me something today that I think you should know about. "
"She's probably trying to stir up trouble. I know she doesn't like Angie. One, she's in her thirties. Two, she's a fashion model. And three, she's gorgeous. What would she like?" I laughed.
"And four, Mum thinks she might be cheating on you. It's hard to believe, but I figured I should pass this on to you, so you could check it out."
"What!... OK. Shoot."
"Mum was out for lunch with somebody she's been dating recently. She'd like you to think it's some corporate millionaire, just to make you as jealous as she is of you...."
"Get on with it." I was already growing impatient.
"She knows what Angie looks like, and she saw her having a long lunch and drinks with some guy her age. She said that he was younger than you and very handsome."
I felt a twinge of jealousy because I was neither of these things.
"It could have been quite innocent, Marty. Somebody she works with. An old friend...."
"Apparently, they were very friendly. All touchy-feely, and after a long time, when he was leaving, she stood up to give him a big hug and kiss."
"Ohhh... what kind of a kiss?"
"Mum didn't say. Has Angie been acting different lately? You know, dressing up when she goes out?"
"I haven't noticed. I mean, she always looks good when she's out in public."
"Well... I've done my duty and I hope I haven't upset you, Dad."
This bothered me, and the more I thought about it, the worse it got. After supper on Friday, Angie dressed smartly and announced that she'd be out for the evening "to meet an old friend."
"What kind of old friend?" I asked warily, now on alert.
"Somebody I know from the runway. I'll be back by 11:00 or so. Don't wait up."
She winked provocatively and then she was gone. What was that supposed to mean? Where was she going with this old friend? And was it the same guy she was having lunch with earlier in the week?
Angie came in sometime before midnight after I had gone to bed annoyed that she was late. She was being extra quiet, but I stirred.
"Oh, I woke you up, Greg. Sorry."
"Did you have a nice time tonight, Angie?" I asked flatly.
"Oh yes. A bit late because we had so much talk about."
"Tell me tomorrow, OK," and I sighed, then turned over to sleep.
In the morning, Angie was on her phone with someone and didn't realize that I could hear her talking. Her voice was animated and very friendly. I could almost guess what the other person was saying.
"Oh, I did too. You're looking as good as ever."
"Yes, I'd love to while we have the chance."
"Send me some. I want to see them."
"Yes, I promise some for you too"
"Lunch next week would be great, Sven."
I couldn't contain myself any longer. As soon as she was finished her call, I marched into the kitchen and plunked down across from her at the table.
"Who the Hell is Sven? And why have you been seeing him so much lately?" I blurted out. Angie just looked at me wide-eyed as if she'd been caught in the act.
"I told you last night. He's an old friend. Sven and I used to do fashion shoots together in our twenties.... Hey Greg, you're angry. Do you think there's something going on behind your back?"
"Well Angie, is there? Last week it was lunch, then late coming home last night. Today I overheard you talking about exchanging pictures and planning lunch again. Why are you spending so much time with this guy, Angie?"
"You're jealous, aren't you, Greg? And, how do you know about my lunch date last week?" she bristled.
"My ex- saw you there and told Marty you were hugging and kissing this guy."
"She's trying to get back at you, Greg. A friendly hug and a peck on the cheek. That was it. And last night we were with his sister at her place. He's in town for a few weeks and staying there. Anything else you're suspicious about? Don't you trust me!"
Now Angie was the angry one. I felt like a fool for not trusting her. It all seemed quite innocent, but after my ex-wife had blown it out of proportion, I played her game and let my insecurities get the best of me.
You see, Angela is a young and very attractive woman, while I'm an older guy, and in my own mind, no more than Mr. Average. Would I ever be able to accept that Angie saw more in me than I did? Didn't I realize that women often place high value on character?
It was time for a big slice of humble pie.
"There's something I've never told you before, Angie."
"What's that?" she snapped sharply.
"Sometimes I think you're better than me. You know... beautiful, younger, sexy...."
"That's nonsense, Greg! You think you don't deserve me? What's wrong with that male ego of yours anyway? I find you very appealing- but not right now."
OK. Maybe Angie had a point there. Then I ventured a bit further into the mystery of our relationship.
"There are times when I wonder if you came on to me so you could get away from your husband. I mean, look how you practically seduced me with your 'Thanks' when I took you to the hospital that first day. Hot sex within hours and...."
"Now that's even stupider! Like you didn't want it!" Her voice went higher. "Rocco hurt me and you rushed me to Emergency, then home. A complete stranger! You were my hero that night, Greg, and my feelings won't ever change unless you stop treating me right."



"So, I have that one all wrong too...."
"Absolutely! Do me right and we're forever. Mistrust me and... well... I don't know."
Her voice trailed off. Angie stopped short of saying that we'd be through, but the message was loud and clear. Then she let me off the hook.
"Anyway... I blame your wife for putting this crap into your head. And I'm going to tell Marty to stop being her errand boy too."
"But it really comes back to me, Angie. I'm sorry I doubted you. I'm sorry I doubted myself."
Angie just stared at me for a few moments, and I saw her features begin to soften as she weighed her response. She surprised me with it.
"Yes, you need to respect yourself, Greg. You bring so much to the table." Then she smiled and added, "I think we've settled this now, don't you?"
"So, you accept my apology, babe?"
"I can do more than that."
"Huh?"
I was confused until she grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the bedroom. As soon as we arrived, Angie peeled off everything but her panties and tossed it into the bedside chair. I was a little too slow for her rush.
"Need some help there, Greg? Hurry up!" And she knelt in front of me to vigorously pull off my jeans.
No sooner was I undressed than she pushed me back onto the bed in my socks, my clothes scattered across the floor. My cock quickly sprung to attention and in an instant she had it between her lovely sucking lips. I pulled her around so her legs were close to my head and she understood what I wanted. Angie tugged her tiny underwear aside and eased her wet pussy down to my tongue.
Then her little clit was between my lips. I drew it tight and nibbled at the juicy pink folds around it. Nerve endings tingled, leaving Angie writhing in sensuous ecstasy, pressing her gushing body down against my wet face. At the same time, her oral assault on my raging cock intensified as I drove it deep up into her mouth. The moaning, groaning and slurping sounds rising from the bed could have stopped a parade in its tracks!
"Ohmygod, baby! Fuck me! Fuck me now!"
Angie was never shy about telling me what she needed and I was more than eager to comply.
"On your knees! From behind!"
This was going to be fast and furious, make-up sex of the very best kind- some animalistic reclamation of my briefly-lost mate. I needed it now and she wanted it too, if only to reassure me that everything was still good between us. I thrust my bursting cock into her and pushed to her juicy depths. Angie leaned against me, driving her hips backward as we slammed hard together.
"Gawwwddd... you fuck so great," I groaned, inviting a little laugh from Angie.
"You're pretty good yourself- for an old guy," she gasped, slamming back again.
This was so different from my ex-wife. Sure, she was good in bed, but always a bit restrained, nowhere near as impassioned. I was glad that I'd upped my fitness routine, because my young love was a real tiger about sex. She loved it hard and fast like this- and so did I!
Then I noticed that she was balancing on one arm, the other up between her spread legs. Angie wasn't shy about getting herself off if that's what she thought it might take. I could feel her fingers fluttering wildly, just below my probing cock, riding herself toward an orgasm. Her breath was coming faster now, just like my own. Then she started with the husky-voiced dirty talk.
"Cream me, baby. Fill me with your cum! I want it all! Give it to me!"
My ex- never said that stuff, and it was powerful! I grabbed Angie's swaying hips even harder and drove forward at top speed. I was getting closer and closer, my rod ready to explode in this gorgeous woman's body. Her fingers were literally flying across her clit now and her head was tossed back, gasping as she climbed higher too.
"Harder, baby! Harder. Fuck me! Cream me!" she called out in her lust, urging me on.
Suddenly, her back arched up and her legs clenched together, squeezing me tighter in her wet channel. Her knees came off the bed as she bounced in the powerful orgasm ripping through her body. Head down now, Angie was in the throes of climax!
"Uuuhhhh.... Do me!... Oh yes!... Yes!... Yes!... More!... More!.... Mmmmppphhhh!!!!"
I clung to her lurching hips as her body jerked out of control, thrusting as hard and fast as I could toward my own peak. Just as Angie began to go limp, I hit the top. I swear that my cock burst! Once... twice... again and again I blasted my load into her clenching vagina, relentlessly filling it with all I had to give.
It was the best sex ever!
Then we lay side-by-side bathed in sweat, panting for breath. Angie beamed at me, her beautiful face all aglow.
"Not bad for an old guy, Greg!" she rasped. "Not bad at all."
Thanks for reading this piece. Please rate or comment on my story before you go. There's more to tell.
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Angela's Special Friend
My boss and crew chief, Rod Grantham, was keeping watch outside our motel room in suburban Detroit. Later, my son Marty would relieve him before Sam, our engine guy took over until dawn. The enclosed 'Grantham Graphics Trans-Am Camaro' trailer would be under close guard all night, a deterrent to the more than occasional theft of valuable racing machines.
Inside the room, my love Angela and I were snuggled close in bed, ready to indulge in our now-traditional "Good Luck" send-off. Tomorrow we'd be racing at a nearby little road course in the Motor City suburbs. I'd spectated there many times with friends, but this was a first for our race team. I knew there were tricky bends on the circuit, so we'd need some luck.
"Shhh.... One of them will probably be sitting just outside our window," Angie reminded me as I moved closer and clutched her half-naked body.
"Ha... wouldn't this give Rod something to dream about if he heard!" I joked.
"That's not funny. What if your son is out there?"
"Ok... that's different. I'll be quiet."
"Good, or you can just forget about it for tonight."
"What! And miss our good luck?"
I'd been sternly warned. Angie was always a hot number in bed, but she demanded discretion. Right now, she still wore her sexy underthings, and I was eager to remove them.
"Nice stuff you had underneath today," I admired, pulling the sheet back.
"For you." Then she whispered, "It always gets your old motor running," a teasing reference to the more than twenty years between us.
"Hey, I'm always throbbing when you're around, baby!"
"So... take me for a ride," she grinned, cupping her hand around the bulge in my boxers. "Hmmm.... I've always preferred a stick shift."
"And I like your gear box, Ang," I jibed. "Let's get you out of those sexy things."
She leaned close to French me as I reached behind her to undo the clasp. Her probing kiss was accompanied by a tighter squeeze of my stiffening shaft. I gently rolled her over and quickly slipped the matching red panties down her thighs. The fabric was already damp, with the pleasant scent of her desire.
Soon our busy hands and mouths had us both eliciting appreciative sighs. Angie's smooth, mounded skin was irresistible to me, and I began to devour it down from her neck to her succulent tits. Her nipples swelled into erect nubs as I coaxed them with my lips and tongue. She moaned with pleasure, arching her back and tossing her head back. At the same time, her long fingers methodically stroked my hard cock. I had to fuck this woman, and soon!
"Ready, babe?" I urged.
"Do it... but quietly."
"My pleasure!"
"Mine too."
I knelt between Angie's spread thighs and slipped a fat pillow beneath to lift her pussy into perfect target range. I knew she liked being elevated like this- made her feel a bit slutty- and I was going to take it farther with something new. My rod found its mark and slowly plumbed her juicy depths. Her silken channel gripped tightly as her arms pulled me down to kiss again. Then our fevered bodies began to rock rhythmically against one another.
"Good luck tomorrow. Your first time," I whispered between strokes.
"Same to you, honey."
"There's a first time for everything... like this."
That said, I came up on my knees again, my cock still buried inside. Then I brought my hands under her thighs to lift her legs up. Angie understood and helped by raising them and spreading wide. My hands grasped her feet to hold them apart, and we fucked acrobatically for a while, me rolling deep into her with each thrust. At the same time, I gradually edged her legs backwards until they pointed to the ceiling. So far, so good.
Pressing back some more, I leaned into Angie until she was almost bent double, totally submissive to my deep penetration. A young, lithe woman like Ang could bend this way without breaking. But to rest her long legs a bit, she brought them onto my shoulders and wrapped them around my neck. Now I was her captive! Looking down, I could see the arousal on the beautiful face beneath me and hear her pleasured moans.
We picked up the pace.
"Fuck me!... Yes.... Yes.... Good!... Good!" she chanted urgently with each stroke, her eyes rivetted on mine so close above now.
In response I pounded into Angie harder and faster. She lifted her pelvis up against me with every jab, slapping our groins together in sheer animal lust. This position rubbed her stiff clitoris along the bottom of my engorged cock with every jab. Our breath was ragged, and she sensuously tossed that hungry pussy back at my greedy cock. I knew that this couldn't last much longer.
Suddenly we both came hard, peaking almost simultaneously in a flurry of passion beyond control. Somebody might hear us, but at that moment we just didn't care. The extreme heat of love and sex overcame us with this intense fucking that went on- and on- and on- until finally I heard:
"Enough! Enough! I can't breathe!" Angela gasped. "You'll break me in two!"
I stopped and pulled myself away.
"Sorry, baby.... It's so good!"
"I know.... Amazing!"
"First time... like that."
Then all was quiet before there was a tap at the door followed by a throaty "Harrumph." It was Rod.
"Everything's clear out here. OK in there?" he chuckled.
"Damn! I told you to be quiet!" Angie hissed, her finger to her lips.
"It's all under control, Rod."
"Lucky bastard," I heard him mutter.
I had to agree.
****
My name is Greg Carpenter and Angela Carrier is my lady. I'm a 58-year-old graphic designer and she's about 37, though it's hard to get her pinned down on that. She's a beautiful woman, lithe and shapely, a model for much of her adult life. I'm tall and fit and still have most of my hair. But I sometimes wonder how Mr. Average ended up with this lovely and intelligent gal about the same age as my son?
Angie still calls me her Knight in Shining Armour because more than two years ago I rescued her from her abusive husband Rocco. He'd smacked her hard across the mouth, splitting a lip- a lot of blood. So I rushed her to the hospital nearest the road racing circuit where we were. From there, I took her home to their penthouse in the nearby city.
Within hours of accidently meeting, we were going at it on her sofa- a heated rush like a pair of teenagers. A few months later she moved in with me when her husband threatened her as their divorce proceeded. Now we're an established couple- nothing official, though we both wear a gold ring. Maybe one day we'll take it farther?
We shared another passion- motor racing. Angie was awarded a 50/50 split in her divorce, plenty of money, and we used some of it to go racing. I got my competition licence and Angie used all her charms to rope my boss, Rod Grantham, into sponsoring our car, a vintage replica of Roger Penske's 1968 Trans-Am Camaro. That's what brought us to this road course in suburban Detroit.
Last night was different from what had become our traditional pre-race send-off. An amazing new love-making position yes, but this time it was a send-off for both of us. Angie had earned her novice competition licence and would be taking her turn piloting the Camaro in Michigan.
How did this development come about?
During the previous winter, Angela had fulfilled our agreement with Rod Grantham by promoting his expanding graphics business at automotive trade shows. She drew plenty of people to The Grantham Graphics booth, dressed in our team colours- sometimes wearing blue shorts, white logo T-shirt and cap.
Now that he was financially involved in our race team, Rod had developed a new product line. It was a vinyl wrap, an easy-to-apply, lightweight alternative to paint for custom jobs and racing machines.
It was a perfect fit for his company, and I was spending plenty of time getting up to speed on the computer design of these wraps. Rod decided to sell in Canada and across the border, where he intended to use Angie and our Camaro to promote his new venture. Hence this trip to the race facility in suburban Detroit.
During the fall and winter, Angie met many people from the automotive sector at trade shows. One of them, Valeria Granatas, a well-known fictitious female driver, engaged in extended conversation with her at Rod's booth at the Detroit show. When she learned that the display vehicle belonged to Angie, the driver urged her to get a competition licence.
Valeria: "I like the vintage car behind you, a late-Sixties Penske Sunoco Trans-Am Camaro."
Angela: "It's actually just a replica. My partner chose it, but I'm the owner."
"So, who drives?"
"He does. Why?"
"You should too. No reason that you need to be a cheerleader, a lovely face to pay the bills."
"What! I'm more than that..."
"So, drive it then, like I do. Get a competition licence and go for it. Any woman can, especially in her own car!"
"Hmmm. It's a thought."
"Look. You two could co-drive. Driver changes in longer Endurance events. I bet you both would like that."
"We probably would. Hey, I'll think about it..."
"Let's talk more about it over a coffee when you take your break. Maybe I could convince you?"
"Well... OK. I'll tell Rod I'm going now."
Valeria Granatas was living in Detroit and filling in as a driving instructor at the same track we'd come to this weekend. She is a strong personality and in a half hour convinced Angie that she should sign up for the program. Val would personally assist with her on-track training, and since Ang was from out-of-town, she'd even arrange dining and accommodation for the weekend.
My partner was very pleased with all the support, though I had a niggling feeling. Why was this racing driver taking such a personal interest in my lady?
With this professional help, Angela breezed through all the necessary knowledge and track components. Her quick thinking and reflexes worked to her advantage, leading to an SCCA- Sports Car Club of America- novice licence.
By May, she was ready to go racing, and her instructor suggested the same track where she had already practiced. It was only a few hours from our home, and not as high-speed as our tough international circuit north of the border. Angie liked that Valeria would come to coach her too.
Not long after we arrived in the pits, Val pulled up in her shiny black Porsche. She made a beeline for Angela and hugged her tightly with a kiss on the cheek before Ang did the introductions to everyone else.
Sam follows racing almost as closely as I do, and he recognized her immediately. He shot me a look that asked, "What the Hell is SHE doing here with us?"
Val is an attractive brunette with olive skin and a broad smile. In her black driver's suit, she looked every inch a racer, solid and athletic, muscular but still feminine. She projected an air of confidence, no doubt built on her many achievements during fifteen years on the track.
Angie praised her to the crew.
"This is my driving instructor, Valeria Granatas. Some of you might know her from television or motorsport news. I was so lucky to have her as my coach! She's the best, the one who convinced me to do it"
"I'm not her instructor anymore. She's going to be a good one. I wanted to be here for her first race."
"You want to see your little chick fly," I joked in reference to a fledgling bird's first flight.
Val grinned and playfully looped her arm around Angie's waist.
"Angie as my chick has a nice ring to it."
We all laughed a bit uncomfortably at my bad joke and her suggestive reply. I could see that there might be some chemistry between them, and I wasn't the only one. A bit later, Marty commented to me about it.
"What's with Angie and her instructor? They seem very friendly...." He left the last word hanging.
I knew what he was suggesting and although it had occurred to me too, I covered for her.
"They spent four intensive days together when Ang was getting her licence. You know she's friendly with everybody, so I'm not surprised Val wanted to come to see her drive. Apparently she doesn't live very far from here."
Novice drivers are encouraged to walk a new circuit with a seasoned racer before putting a wheel to it. Val volunteered to walk us around, pointing out the best lines through difficult corners. Every track has a Corner Two, but this one is basically a broad, flat right- hander at the end of a short Start-Finish straight. The arc is consistent and there's plenty of run-off area if a driver gets it wrong. Nothing like dangerous Corner Two at our own track, where I'd already tangled and lost.
Corner Four looked to be the difficult one here, though there is room to slide off without hitting any big obstacle. Like dreaded Corner Two in Canada, this one is an uphill run with a blind spot at the top before plunging down the slope on the other side. The bend is right in the middle of the turn. Drivers basically take it without seeing what's ahead.
Valeria advised a wide apex on the approach, with a move to the inside on the way down. She told us to watch cars well ahead to help guess whether or not one could have spun on the other side of the crest.
Angela was eager to try her skills in competition and Val had her buoyed up. Ready to race, my woman was already a pit lane winner. Her blue and yellow Team Grantham driver's suit fit her perfectly, accentuating her tall, lean body and subtle curves. Her long hair flowed behind her before the helmet went on, and she wore lipstick. But I knew she had a competitive nature and was not to be taken lightly behind the wheel.
Since the track is almost surrounded by newer residential areas, racing is limited to 10:00 AM until 6:00. There'd be time for each of us to drive solo, morning and afternoon. We had also entered the event-closing endurance race, an hour-long competition between a variety of full-fendered cars, with a mandatory driver change sometime between the twenty- and forty- minute mark.
This was a regular club meet so the entry list had only a few competitors with cars as large and muscular as our Camaro. The only other Grand Touring One- GT1- entry was an older Corvette. Fifteen coupes and sedans would race together in Group 4, and there'd be first-place trophies awarded to the winner in the four classes within the group.
I noticed tha there were a couple of Mini-Coopers entered. These little buzz-saws from a lower class within Group 4 could turn on a dime. We'd have our hands full with them here at this tight little circuit.
****
Race day was bright and cool, no prospect of rain. Angela decided she preferred to race in the morning instead of being nervous for half the day waiting her turn. Val and I would watch from up at Corner Four where there is a good view out over much of the track.
Yellow stripes of tape were applied to signify that the driver was a novice, a warning to others to pass with care. While the guys did this, Val and her student huddled together for some final advice and encouragement before she faced Group 4.
As the starter lined the cars up in the mock grid, I was surprised to see our Camaro directed to the last row. I guess he didn't want Angie up front where GT1s and other fast cars might force novice mistakes by pressing from behind. Instead, she'd have opportunities to gradually pick her way forward through slower cars as confidence grew.
By the time the pace car began to lead the field on their warm-up laps, Valeria and I were along the outside fence at Corner Four. I found her easy company, full of enthusiasm and racing anecdotes. But we stopped chatting when the green flag waved, and the angry racket of racing engines shattered the morning quiet.
Angie was driving carefully, holding position to avoid mistakes. I'd never seen our car at speed before and it looked damn impressive thundering up the hill before diving downhill. As the cars roared off into the distance we could talk again.
"Your wife is a quick study. She followed a perfect apex through there, outside on entry then inside on exit."
"Oh, she's not my wife. We're together a couple of years now."
"But you both wear gold rings so I thought..."
"Maybe some day. How about you? Married?" I ventured.
"Yes," she replied without much enthusiasm. "He's in real estate and not much interested in racing. George travels a lot on business and I follow my own schedule during racing season."
"The opposite of Angela and me. We met at the track. Love racing!"
The cars were approaching again. We noticed that our Camaro had pulled away from a couple of smaller sedans gridded near the back. Angie seemed to blast through Corner Four even faster than last time. I wondered how many more cars she'd blow by in the next lap. Then they were gone.
"You say you met at the track. Where? Up in Canada?"
I told her the name and then asked, "Ever raced there?"
"Quite a few times. In the old American LeMans series and more recently the Pirelli Challenge. It's fast and difficult but I like it. A real challenge."
"What's the hardest section for you?"
"Corner Two. That blind downhill plunge off-camber is not forgiving. The tire wall comes at you fast if you get it wrong!"
"I crashed there last year myself. And that's the corner where Angie and I first met"
We both laughed at the irony of it.
They were around again, and Angie had moved up a few more places, getting around an old Volvo and a fairly stock Miata hardtop. Val nodded her head in acknowledgement because we didn't want to distract her by waving. Anyway, Angie had her game face on, totally focused on her driving.
"She's moving up and takes the same line through the corner every time. Very consistent!" Val remarked.
"I wondered if she'd be able to manage the Camaro, because it's a heavy brute. A real handful to drive."
"Angela's very capable. Don't underestimate what she can do."
"I'm sure you must have surprised some guys out there."
"I did, and I think that Angie is going to surprise you some day. Maybe in a lot of ways," she added, and I thought I saw her look sideways at me and smirk.
"What do you mean?" I asked, but she didn't reply.
Only later that day did I feel the full impact of her words.
The cars were close again. Angie had moved up to mid-pack, although the diverse group was spread half-way around the track by now. A powerful old Corvette led the race, followed by the Mini-Coopers and a hot Subaru WRX. Most drivers had settled into a rhythm and barring some mishap the race would probably end much like the order now.
"She's good, Greg. I'm so proud of her."
"Me too. You've been timing her. How's she doing?"
"Very steady. Just three or four seconds a lap slower than the lead Corvette. And it's just her first race!"
"I guess you taught her well, Val."
"Angela has real potential. I'm going to keep coaching her. You're going to see more of me in future."
" I know she'd like that."
"And you?"
"You give her confidence, so sure, I'm glad you'll be helping."
"That's so good to hear!" she said with more enthusiasm than I might have expected.
The laps wound down with Angie holding her own in the middle of Group 4. Val suggested we head back to the pits to meet her when she finished the race. When the checkered flag flew, the Corvette crossed the finish line a short distance ahead of the snarling Mini Coopers. Counting cars, we realized that Angie had come in seventh, a solid outing for a rookie.



She was shaking with excitement as she jumped out of the car! Val quickly helped remove the head and neck restraint- HANS- and her helmet, sending her long hair cascading across her shoulders. They hugged together shouting with joy. Then it was my turn, before Rod, Marty and Sam converged to offer their congratulations.
"A drink! I need something to drink!" she cried.
Someone thrust forward a jug and she downed most of it before pouring the rest over her head. It was plain to see that this wouldn't be Ang's last race.
After she cooled down, we walked back to our spot while Sam drove the car in, his favourite part of the event. Valeria was busy chatting with Rod and Marty about Angie's performance, so we had some quiet time to talk.
"You did so well. I'm impressed with you, babe."
"I never knew it would be this exciting! Never!"
"And Val was pleased too. Says she wants to keep coaching you, coming to your races."
"And are you OK with that Greg?"
"Sure. Why not?"
"Oh, that's great! Where am I racing next?"
"I know Rod wants more American business exposure for his new paint wraps. I suggested a Vintage race at Mid-Ohio. We can get there in about six hours and it's a beautiful circuit. I've watched some races at that track- first class."
"When is their Vintage weekend?"
"Not sure. Check your phone."
"Should I tell her?"
"Fine. But say we haven't registered yet. There might be a regional race at our track, but Ohio is a lot closer for her."
"Good. I'm sure she's raced there before so she could help both of us."
"No doubt. She's a pro driver and a nice person too."
"I think so. Really very special!"
****
During the lunch break many people came by to look over our Camaro. Marty was busy peeling off the yellow Novice stripes at the back and polishing it up. The car bore its prominent Grantham Graphics advertising on the hood and front fenders, legal today since we weren't running Vintage class.
Over the winter, Rod's new vinyl film paint had been wrapped over the whole car, and applied to our new enclosed company hauler. He was busy talking graphics while handing out photo cards which featured the car, team and product.
Many visitors recognized Valeria Granatas and offered hats, shirts or the cards for autographs. She chatted amiably with them while Angie stood alongside in her racing attire. Val had climbed from instructor and girlfriend to acclaimed racing hero. We were both a bit awed, but soon it was my turn to drive.
Our Camaro and the older Corvette formed the first row on the starting grid, the most powerful cars in Group 4. Behind us was a gaggle of mismatched sedans, led by the pair of Mini-Coopers. The pace car moved forward, and we all followed for our warm-up lap. Then it peeled off into the pits before the starter waved his green flag and all Hell broke loose.
Corvette and Camaro drew away before the Coopers pulled close again as we rounded the Turn One-Two complex, their outside rear wheel raised a few inches off the track! Another bend, this one to the left and I nosed ahead of the Corvette uphill toward Corner Four.
I glanced sideways to see Angie waving excitedly. Distracted, I missed my line at the crest, blind to the drop-off ahead of me. As I tapped the brakes, the Corvette rumbled up on the inside and pulled ahead. I barely held off the pair of swarming Coopers right behind.
The rest of the race continued in the same vein, with the four front-runners packed tightly in the corners where the little boxes could carry so much speed. Then our two big machines would stretch out a short lead on the intervening straights. The twisting mix of corners and fast chutes kept the contest close, even though the Coopers were a much lower classification.
Eventually the white flag came up signalling one remaining lap. The Corvette was still just ahead of me and I knew that I had only one chance to win the GT1/GT2 trophy here. Now or never! I decided to redeem my earlier error at Corner Four. Wouldn't Val and Angie be impressed if I pulled off a pass right in front of them. I went a little deeper into the turn, edging along the outside of the Corvette.
Then it was all over for me.
The preferred line was on the inside of the curve. The Corvette occupied that, and I was carrying too much speed to make the corner. At the crest I had a wheel off the pavement, on the slippery grass. My Camaro began a lazy loop off-course, followed by a full spin on the wide run-off area. As I brought the car under control, I watched all the front-runners speed past.
By the time I got underway again I had dropped to eighth overall. Angela the rookie had finished better in her morning race!
I sheepishly limped back to our pit area where the crew quickly checked over the car. Nothing damaged- except my pride. A few minutes later Angie and Val jogged breathlessly to our trailer.
"Are you alright, Greg?" and when she saw that everything was fine, Angie exclaimed, "Shit! You scared the Hell out of me!"
She hugged me tightly before her coach came up behind us.
"That was a nice try, Greg. A dangerous place to pass, but you came within half a car length of pulling it off."
"Thanks. Nothing to show for it. Eighth place," I spat out.
"You missed the apex. Got on the wrong side. The next corner might have been a better bet," she observed.
I'd try to remember that in the endurance race later on.
While the guys got the grass and dirt out of the radiator, Val worked with Ang and me practicing the driver change. I would open the door and help get her out of the safety harness, while she grabbed her seat insert. Val had plenty of good advice from years of racing experience, so Rod agreed to let her direct our race strategy this time.
There were twenty cars entered for this event, all of them full-fendered coupes, sedans, convertibles and sports racers. We'd raced against half of them already. Angie would handle the first twenty minutes or so, then I'd finish off. Club members would keep track of accumulated laps completed, and when the checkered flag flew after an hour, trophies would go to the three cars with the most. It was like a mini-LeMans.
Val was noticeably nervous as the entrants lined up at 4:50, her student in twelfth based on earlier lap times. Angie would need to deal with traffic right from the start, a more dangerous situation than her first race. As the pace car led them through their warm-up lap, the cars formed into pairs and I held my breath. The starter was satisfied with their formation and the race was on with a slick Lotus sports racer lurching into the lead.
The start went smoothly- no collisions. The older BMW paired with Angie squeezed ahead of her at the first turn, but otherwise she held her own through the first lap. Gradually the cars began to string out, though the Camaro sped by the Volvo on the back straightaway. Val and I relaxed a bit as the drivers settled into a groove, aiming for consistent lap times as the minutes ticked by.
Suddenly the yellow caution flag came out. Then a pair of them waved at every corner- a full course caution, something serious! Our hearts raced. Was it Angela? Had something happened to her?
The tow truck went onto the track, and we watched closely as the field rolled by in single file. Then the blue Camaro passed by. She was OK! All the way up to seventh place now. Minutes later the wrecker returned with a battered Mini-Cooper on the hook, and a few other cars straggled into their pit boxes.
At 5:20 Val told the crew to bring Angie in for our mandatory driver change. Marty raised the "PIT NOW" sign and few minutes later she skidded to a halt in front of us. I rushed to the side of the car, pulled open the door and helped her out. She quickly grabbed her seat insert before I jumped in. I heard her yell "Good luck!" as she slammed the door and Val signalled for me to go.
Several cars had passed us during our stop, but others began to come in too. For a while it was hard to tell where I ranked, so I just focused on settling into a steady, consistent pace, measuring progress by the distance from the car ahead of me. I began picking off slower cars: an MGB, then a little Elva, next a Sprite and a Miata. My signboard came out. I was running fourth.
Time rushed by before the board went up again.
"4TH. 10 MINUTES"
There was a another sports racer about five car lengths ahead of me. If I could gain one length each remaining lap it would mean a trophy. The next lap around and I was a bit closer. Then the next and the next. Soon I was just one car length behind and gaining. The next time past the starter I saw the white flag waving. One lap to go. Could I do it?
I was so close now, right on his tail uphill into Four. Val's lesson ran through my head.
"Take the outside on the way into it, the use your momentum to swing inside."
I gripped the wheel tighter. Inches separated me from the Lotus as it went to the middle of the track to block me.
"Now!!!"
I steered hard inside and stabbed the accelerator. This brought me mid-way alongside. The driver glanced over at me and gave way rather than risking damage by forcing me off the track. It was a wise decision- my car had about twice the weigh and power. Coming down from the blind crest I pulled in front of the Lotus and held it to the end. Third place!
The crew was jumping with excitement when I slowed on pit lane. They swarmed out and tore me out of the Camaro. Val deftly slipped off my HANS device and helped with my helmet before Angie launched herself into my arms and covered me with congratulatory kisses.
We'd won a trophy together today, our first in this type of event, and Angie's initial triumph as a driver. The feeling of elation was incredible.
****
What a successful day at the track! Angela did so well and her coach was very pleased. We held a third- place trophy, and the car was dirty but unscathed. Sam and Marty were beaming, and Rod was delighted with all the potential business he had drummed up. Good all around.
And then it happened.
We were among the last to leave the pits and I was busy scurrying around to make sure nothing had been forgotten. The crew was already on their way home. Valeria had been with us all day, and she was locked in conversation with Angie again, close beside my vehicle. It seemed those two couldn't spend enough time together!
Then I saw their arms go into a hug to say goodbye, but it became much more than that. As I watched unseen from a short distance away, their faces came together and they kissed hard- ON THE MOUTH!
Not a little peck. Not on the cheek. It was a prolonged mouth kiss with lips locked and likely plenty of tongue! Then Val's hand came around behind Ang's neck to pull her close and hold it even more.
I could feel the blood draining from my face as the kiss lingered. It seemed to last a long time, both women moving their pretty heads gently, really feeling it. Their eyes were closed- this wasn't just a friendly kiss. It was a French lover's kiss! And my Angie was clearly enjoying it, making no effort to break it off. What the Hell was going on here? But really, I already knew.
Then Val stepped back and the two of them murmured something before the instructor turned toward her Porsche. That's when Angie finally noticed me staring and unconsciously brought her hand to her mouth before she broke eye contact with me. She knew I'd seen it.
After we got into the car the silence was deafening. We looked straight ahead until we reached the expressway toward home before Angela took my free hand and looked over at me.
"What you saw there... I don't know what I can say to explain."
"A real surprise! Val warned me that you might have some for me. But this!"
"Ohhh.... Don't make too much out of it. Happened so fast. I just didn't think..."
"What? That I might see it?"
"Greg, she's been so helpful, so encouraging to me. I like her a lot.... She likes me too...."
"Do you think so?" I quipped sarcastically. "After that lover's kiss? Yeah, maybe she does, Angie. Maybe she does."
"Don't be angry. It's just one of those impulsive things that came over us. Everything was so good today... I was almost feeling high on the rush and..."
"You two are really into each other, aren't you? She hovered around you all day and fretted when you were on-track. You're more than her student and she's more than your teacher. I get it."
"Be calm, honey.... It was nothing. We like each other.... OK, quite a lot, but don't feel threatened by it. You're my man, Greg, the only one I love."
"And is Val your woman, Ang? The only one you love? What's your answer?"
She turned away and didn't say anything for a while. Angela was quiet, caught in a jam, pondering what to say next. Words didn't come for a few minutes while I waited, determined to keep my cool and get an answer. Finally, she looked over at me, grasping my hand tighter than before. I glanced and saw big, sad eyes imploring me to understand.
"Yes, she might be. I... I've had little affairs with them before. There was a lovely model I travelled and roomed with on international shoots. We got together whenever we could.... And before that, I was with my Fine Arts teacher at college. She was beautiful too, at least a dozen years older than me. Both lasted for a while, then the thrill wore off."
She stopped for a moment, and no doubt saw my jaw hanging open in complete shock.
"It was nothing like what you and I have together, Greg," she added, as if to reassure me. "Nothing like our love at all!"
I was stunned. Another big surprise! Two in close succession. Now it was my turn to go quiet and think. She waited anxiously while I mulled it over.
"Don't be angry with me like Rocco was when he found out about the other model."
Rocco! We'd locked horns before and I hated the little bastard. No, I didn't want to treat Angie like he did, so I knew that I must remain calm no matter how much this whole thing was bothering me.
"So, do you expect me to live the same as always with Val in your life? Am I supposed to share you with someone else, wondering who you're thinking of at the moment. Wondering if you're with her when we're not together. Thinking you might walk out at any time? Is that what you want?"
"No! I never want to leave you. Never! It's just something inside me that's different from other women you've been with before. I... I'm drawn to some of them, especially if they take a personal interest or help me. Hey, just like the way I thanked you after you took me to Emergency when Rocco hit me. I can't explain it, but that's how I am."
Rocco again. Another reminder to be civil instead of acting like that stupid ass.
"So, how am I supposed to feel about this? Do I pretend I don't know about you two? Or, do I ask you to bring her over for a threesome? Is that how this is going to be?"
"No. It doesn't have to be anything like that. For one thing, I won't share. Not with Val."
"That's too bad. It's the only bright spot I see in this mess."
"Don't make fun of me, Greg! Val's not a threat to us. She'll never take me from you. And if the past is any example, this won't develop into anything lasting."
I was beginning to calm down a bit as we talked this over, getting all my concerns out instead of keeping them bottled up inside. I could see that I might have to accept this new side of Angie that jumped out today.
"Well... I suppose it's not like you have another guy," I shrugged.
"Not a chance! I want you!"
"So how do I act, Ang? How can I deal with this? You know I've always felt like Mr. Average around you, and now there's competition. Another woman, of all things!"
"Just try to accept her as my close friend, my special friend. She'll be like my other girlfriends except we'll hug and kiss sometimes. Sure, we might act more like lovers when nobody else is around, but otherwise we'll just be like close friends. No-one needs to know about this except the three of us."
"You make it sound so normal, so easy..."
"It is if you can bring yourself to see it that way. You'd be surprised. Remember that I've always been around people in fashion and the arts. Many of us are 'right-brainers, with creative minds that sometimes see the world in different ways from the left-brain logical types like you. Both my little affairs were with artistic people."
"So what? Now I'm just logical and dull, right?"
"No, you're a generation older than me. We like different music and a lot of other things. We've had different lives. Standards have changed, and my age often doesn't set the same tight limits on sexuality as yours. Like, you probably think in terms of male, female and gay. Well, add bi to that list now. I sometimes have mixed choices in the people I love. That's me."
"Bisexual! I never would have guessed it. Not in a million years. I'm going to have to think about this, Angie. Right now, it's threatening, like sharing you, then maybe losing you altogether."
"You don't have to worry about that, Greg. You're my man. Besides, this thing with Val might not go anywhere. We live hours apart, so I won't see her very often at all."
"I'm not so sure about that. Not after what I just saw a little while ago."
"At least we're talking instead of you shouting and swearing at me. I hope that you'll come to understand me."
"I just don't know about this. I can't say I like it, but I'll think on it some more,and we'll go from there. I can't promise you anything more."
"Thanks. That's a good start.... I feel so tired now.... Have to sleep..."
The drive home was quiet after that, as Angela dozed off and I tried hard to concentrate on the road ahead. My aching head was filled with conflicting thoughts and images swirling around in confusion.
In some, Ang and her lover had turned their backs on me, leaving me alone, while in others they were writhing in the heat of passion in our bed. There were mental pictures of friends smirking when they found out. My vengeful ex-wife was laughing hysterically at my dilemma.
It was awful. I couldn't get home soon enough!
****
Angie woke up in good spirits when we slowed for local traffic. She immediately grabbed our big trophy from the back and held it in one hand while she took mine with the other. She flashed a broad smile at me.
"What a great day this was! Are you feeling tired after the drive?"
"Very weary. And my mind is running a mile a minute."
"About our talk, right?"
"Yes. And what I saw..."
"Honey, you need a nice backrub to relax you before bed tonight so you can sleep."
"Sure. That sounds good."
Twenty minutes later I was sprawled naked across our big bed on my stomach, with a beach towel beneath me. Angie was nude too, kneeling across me and rubbing oil into my aching shoulder muscles. Then she began to knead her way down my spine, rocking back and forth as she applied pressure through her straightened arms.
I could feel her pubic bone rubbing against my ass, and I knew it was deliberate. I didn't want to stop her because I liked where this was going.
Another fifteen minutes and Ang had rolled me onto my back, again straddling my body as she worked on my shoulders and chest. My cock was fully erect and pressing against her firm buns as she rocked back and forth. I could feel her juices beginning to leak onto my groin and I caught a faint scent of her desire.
It was soon time to end this massage and move on to better things. I slid my palms under her smooth buttocks and lifted them up above my waist. Angie knew what I wanted to do and raised some more while reaching back to grasp for my stiff tool. Slowly, slowly she came down, impaling herself on it. I moved my hands away when I was buried into her silky depths.
Angela sighed sensuously and began to roll herself forward and backward as I steadily thrust myself into her clutching wetness. She leaned down and whispered urgently.



"Oh fuck!... That feels so good!... Don't stop until we both come."
"You are such a sexy woman," I marvelled, caught up in the rhythm of our sensuous movements.
"And you're such an understanding man."
If this was the reward for being open to Angie's special friend, I'd take it. But there was no denying that there was somebody else now, another woman. As we moved together like this, I tried hard to believe that no-one could come between us, that nobody could tear us apart.
Then images flooded into my mind of Val in bed with her, fucking like we were doing now. I saw mental pictures of her lover lapping at my Angela's pussy as she spread those long legs wide open for her. Then Angie was sucking her Latin flame's clit as she thrashed against her mouth and cried out for more....
Damn it! I was losing my focus. I was the one with her now.
Maybe I'm just another old guy with old-fashioned thinking? Would I ever be able to accept that Angie is bi with an occasional taste for female flesh? But my lover's sighs and little moans reminded me there was something else that needed tending to, so I snapped out of it. Time to fuck this woman some more.
She had come up onto her knees above me, riding my swollen member cowgirl style, with one hand between her legs fluttering over her little pearl. It was an amazing sight, Ang spread wide like this with her fine tits bouncing above me. Her eyes were closed, and the other hand pulled and twisted first one nipple firmly, then the other. It was the stuff of porn videos, but right here, intensely real!
This was so erotic, so stimulating, lovemaking at its passionate best! I had to come with this woman! I was determined to show her what this old guy could still do. I'd leave her something to remember next time she thought about Val, and whatever she did with her when no-one was around. I'd fuck my Angie like never before, like no woman ever could. Anything to keep her in my life!
Soon we were moving harder and faster against each other, my back arching up to pound into her while she ground her fat pussy lips against my body. We were beginning to gasp, breathing hard like milers nearing the tape.
My cock felt like a big piston plowing into her tight, well-oiled cylinder- an overheated engine working hard into the night. I hoped I could last until the end. Then she pressed the accelerator.
"Fuck me, baby!" Angela hissed. "Keep fucking me like this until you come!... Do it!... Do it!"
How could I hold back any longer? This beautiful creature at the end of my cock was driving me out of my mind! So, I redoubled my efforts, kicking it up another notch. Before long I was finished.
"Almost there!... Ugh!... Ugh!... Ugh!... I'm cumming!"
"Give it to me! More!... More!... Fuck meeee!" she squealed.
There was no holding anything back now. Half my body lifted off the squeaking mattress in a massive lunge that drove me to the bottom of her oozing channel. I began babbling like a madman as my mighty weapon repeatedly ejected thick missiles of lively spermatozoa into her eager, protected cleft.
Then Angie went into an impassioned sexual frenzy, her pussy clutching and grabbing me as her muscles clenched in orgiastic bliss. It was amazing! It seemed to last so long! Sex had never been this good before Angela. Without the strength to even get up, we flopped onto the bed absolutely exhausted.
We lay quietly together, gasping for air while we hung for a while in that zone between this world and some paradise. Finally, she whispered.
"I'll always be yours. You and me forever, Greg."
I desparately wanted to believe her, but after what I'd seen earlier today, I just couldn't be sure anymore. So, I had to ask her something just to ease my mind a bit.
"One little question, babe. Just one."
"Yes?" she asked hesitantly.
"Have you two been intimate yet?"
She paused for a few moments, thinking hard.
"You saw us hug and kiss today, right?"
"French kiss. A long French kiss," I corrected her. "I mean have you ever had sex with her?"
Another long pause, then she smiled at me impishly.
"I thought you said just one question, Greg. That was number two."
Angela didn't say anything more before she rolled over to sleep.
I lay in the dark pretty sure that I had my answer.
And it wasn't exactly what I was hoping for.
Please comment or rate this installment before you go. You can see that this isn't over yet. Angela is hot for Valeria Granatas and Greg is feeling conflicted.The racing season is just underway, so there's plenty more to tell.
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Eight of my Petra stories appeared in Exhibitionist and Voyeur as "Petra's Pictures" and "Petra Poses". The attractive college senior has a preference for older men with experience, which leads to posing suggestively for her professor's Fine Arts curriculum. She always ends the sessions in bed with him and others.
This new series picks up two years later. Petra has graduated and opened a little art gallery downtown. It is struggling, but when her former professor drops by to visit, he offers a solution and an orgasmic renewal of their good times together.
The Fine Arts 345 class was packed to the rafters, every seat filled to the top of the big lecture theatre. There were plenty of jocks up there, but they were awake and alert, eager for Professor William Edwards to start projecting today's photographic treat. The brunette who was always featured in his teaching slides motivated them far more than any interest in design trends through the ages.
Every time he used the now two-year-old images, Edwards felt a nostalgia for the Friday nights when he shot the pictures. Back then he had asked an attractive student in his class, Petra Stanwick, to pose for him in clothing representing different periods in design. The idea stemmed from his friend, Ronald Dennison from the English Literature Department. The use of Petra's images in his Shakespeare class had drawn in legions of students and earned him a promotion.
Both men missed Petra, the bold young woman who literally came alive in front of the lens. Mostly they missed fucking the living Hell out of her, the typical conclusion of their red-hot photography sessions at Edwards' apartment. Separately and together, they had plied Petra's lovely body in every way imaginable, driving the young lady to stupendous orgasms over and over. She was insatiable!
Her experienced blonde girlfriend Emmeline Jones was another devastating loss, a fantastic lay no longer available. She had especially enjoyed being pounded relentlessly by Dennison's mighty cock while Edwards zoomed in close to record every bit of the wicked action. And there'd been those intense girl-girl scenes between Emma and Petra, male fantasy played out in intimate detail by two shameless beauties.
Those were the good old days. But then Ms. Stanwick graduated and went out to make her mark. She told Professor Edwards that she intended to start a little business, her own art gallery, where she could put what she'd learned to good use. He wished her well, and then lost touch with Petra as waves of new students inundated his time. But he still had those slides to use in his class.
It was time to start another Monday morning lecture. Damn it! Why did the administrators keep giving him such an early time slot? It was because they knew students would line up to register for Fine Arts 345 even in the worst possible spot in the weekly schedule. They were right- a few hundred of them sat anxiously waiting for the Professor to begin.
"Ahem!" he cleared his throat to begin. "This week will feature design in the Tudor period. It might interest you to know that the Shakespearean play, Romeo and Juliet was written then and I just happen to have a wealth of very 'engaging' pictures from that work. You will probably recognize the young woman playing Juliet, though as always, her face remains hidden. Later this week I'll tell you a little secret about her."
This set off a loud buzz, with students calling out playfully, demanding to hear the secret now. But no, the Professor had no intention of telling them yet that the model had once been someone in his Fine Arts class. On no account would he ever reveal her name or that of her photographer.
"Here are some images of that famous scene where Juliet calls down from her bedroom balcony, 'Romeo, Romeo. Wherefor art thou, Romeo?' Look what she's wearing. It's typically Sixteenth Century, and she fills it out so nicely, doesn't she? You probably noticed how the little brocade waistcoat cinches tightly at the waist, highlighting her abundant 'charms', shall we say.
This brought a big laugh because no-one could miss the fact that the brunette model, her face partly obscured by shadow, packed a fine set of tits!
"Now she's opened it up to reveal the little camisole she wears underneath. You might have noticed several buttons are undone as she leans forward over the railing, looking for her lover below." Then referring to the deep cleavage on display he added, "Be careful nothing falls out, Pe... Juliet."
The class laughed again while Edwards took a deep breath and gathered his panicking wits together.
"Damn! I almost said her name! Be more careful, William," he reminded himself before continuing.
"The skirts were very full in Tudor times. You can see that when Juliet balances herself on her knees peering down into the garden. She has no stockings here. Usually nothing more than an ankle was revealed, but Juliet is being risque, flashing most of her legs like that. And... did you realize... people seldom wore knickers," he mugged before adding, "Really... it's true!"
After the hubbub died down, the professor moved on.
"You'll like the next scene. They're in Juliet's bedroom, and this is what a young woman might wear to bed then. The fabric varied with wealth, all the way up to the finest silk. It looks like Romeo is eager to strip her, there by their wedding bed."
Professor Edwards leaned toward his computer and projected another picture on the overhead screen.
"Close up, you can see the quality of Juliet's nightwear. Diaphanous best describes it. Just gauzy enough to hide her body, but rather sheer to show the bare skin underneath it. This is a beautiful woman dressed in an expensive imported gown of the finest fabric. I hope Romeo takes his time so that he doesn't tear it."
He'd teased their interest enough, but couldn't resist showing just one more tantalizing image. Romeo had his arms wrapped tightly around Juliet. Her now-naked breasts pressed into his bare chest, as the young lovers French kissed. Juliet's hand pulled hard against his ass, driving his groin into hers. It took little imagination to see they'd soon be in the bed beside them.
A collective gasp rose from the lecture theatre!
"Liked that one, did you? I have more to show you in our two other classes this week as we examine the Tudor Era. Then on Friday, I'll reveal a secret about the model," Edwards reminded them.
He already knew that the room would be full both mornings.
****
It was another frustrating day for Petra Stanwick. She slouched on a stool behind the cash register at her gallery waiting for customers. Now and then, someone would look through the window to see if anything inside was of interest. Occasionally a small group of women might come inside to check out the new shop in the old storefront. And on a good day, some of them would buy an artistic print or two from those hung on the walls and filed in open folios. But not today.
Petra knew that her business wasn't succeeding. No-one was interested in what she was selling. She wondered if the rented location downtown was wrong. It had seemed perfect- a deep shop with plenty of storage room in the back. And the apartment she took right above her shop was perfect for her. Maybe it was the product? Or the prices? Perhaps she should be advertising more- but that was so expensive.
This morning Petra had given herself an ultimatum.
"If this week is like the rest of the month so far, I'll seriously consider giving up. Why keep at this when I'm spending more for rent and product than what's coming back in sales. I tried my best, so by the end of the week, I might throw in the towel!"
It was near the end of the day, long shadows beginning to fall across the cobbled street outside. Petra had made just one small sale. She felt very discouraged, then the shop door opened. A tall man had his back to her as he turned to close the door behind him. Petra could see by the long woolen coat and the expensive shoes that this fellow had money to spend.
"May I help you, sir?" was scarcely out of her mouth when Petra saw that the man now facing her was an old friend.
"Omigod, Professor Edwards! So nice to see you! It's been such a long time..."
"Yes. Yes. Ronald and I have missed you so much! I just learned today that you did open the art shop you talked about."
"Well, here it is..."
"May I kiss you, Petra?" William interrupted, suddenly overcome by a rush of emotion. "We were so close. It still seems appropriate, don't you think?"
"Of course!" And she hugged him tightly as they kissed each other firmly on both cheeks.
Edwards stepped back discretely, his head spinning a bit from her familiar perfume and the touch of her full lips to his face. A flood of memories washed over him: Petra French-kissing; Petra sucking and fucking; Petra coming wildly, her passionate cries echoing in his ears. He could feel his member swelling at the very thought of Friday nights with this beautiful creature.
"Nice little shop you have here, Petra. Plenty of art to choose from."
"I thought so too, but to be honest, things aren't going so well. Not enough sales- only one print today."
"Oh... that's unfortunate. I know you were so excited about this when you graduated."
"I'm doing something wrong, but I don't know what. I'm going to have to give up on this whole business and try something else."
"Surely not!... Oh, I see that it's almost 6:00. Is it time for you to close?"
"It is, but you don't have to go. Stay and we'll talk for a while. It's been a long time."
"Sure. Lock the door and pull down the shade. Would you like to tell me more about your shop? You're obviously very discouraged."
"You have no idea!" Then Petra had a thought. "My apartment is above us. Would you like to come up the back stairs for a drink? Do you have time? Maybe you have some ideas that could help me? I even have some scotch. I know you like that."
William Edwards had never been known to turn down the offer of a drink in a woman's apartment, especially not an invitation from the likes of Petra Stanwick. Soon they were seated in her lounge with sparkling glasses of scotch and white wine at hand.
"I remember how much you liked to drink my Chablis, Petra, on Friday evenings."
"My favourite... the wine I mean, though those nights were fun too. I was so wild then and it's a little embarrassing now."
"I still use your photos in my lectures, and Ronald does too. They boosted his Shakespeare attendance so much that he was promoted to Assistant Professor Dennison."
"Glad to help out!" Petra commented. "Ronald and I always got on famously. Posing with him was a crazy experience..."
"And you're more conservative now, aren't you, Petra?"
"Yes, I think so. How can you tell, Professor?"
"You've graduated. Call me William now, OK?"
"So, how can you tell, William?"
"Your look- that casual Boho mumu with Birkenstocks." He hesitated before going on, hoping not to offend her. "Not the sexy young woman I knew two years ago. Now you're Bohemian, with almost no makeup or lipstick. No curl in your hair, either. Don't get me wrong- you are lovely... but much understated now. Ever heard the phrase 'putting a lamp under a basket'?"
"Yes, I had a sexier look, a different vibe, when I was in school."
"You'd get male customers with that old vibe, Petra," Edwards grinned. "Especially if you promoted yourself that way, say in some advertising, maybe on the Internet or local television."
"I suppose that I could try that. Any other ideas?"
"Perhaps some sexy product too? Do you carry any erotic art in your shop? Something to set you apart from all the other little art and gift shops around the city. Something special to bring a certain type of art lover in here. You could promote erotic art on the Internet with your own sexy image."
"A sex shop! I don't know if I want to run anything like that. An art gallery, yes."
"Your shop could offer conventional art, say in the front, and erotic art in a second room you could set up in the back. I don't mean porn. Tasteful stuff, with naked torsos, male and female. Suggestive stuff with entwined lovers in the nude. You could sell plenty of black and white erotic photos. Just look what a little nudity did for my Fine Arts lectures!"
As the minutes stretched to an hour, Petra began to see some merits in William's erotic art idea. And as the wine bottle was emptied, she started to feel a tingling in her pussy, just like on those wild photo nights. Edwards was getting aroused too, watching this lovely woman whom he had known so intimately, smiling across at him. He liked everything about her. Everything.
"It's getting late, Profes... I mean William. You've missed your supper."
"We could order in, like we sometimes did back then," he suggested.
"Good idea. What would you like to have tonight?" she asked with a sly smile.
Had Petra looked at him suggestively when she said that? The professor knew her ways well enough that he was quite sure she was talking about more than just food. So, he replied with a double entendre.
"I'm very hungry. You and I haven't had any sustenance together for a long time, have we?"
Now Petra wondered. Had he picked up on her veiled invitation for more than just a meal? She would play this game of hidden meaning some more.
"Yes, I'd love to gorge myself with you, William," she grinned wickedly while pushing her tongue out against the inside of her cheek to suggest cock-sucking.
"Let's just skip the food, Petra. I'm not hungry anyway... except for you," he replied invitingly.
Five minutes later they were stark naked in Petra's double bed. Their clothes lay tossed around the room, and bedding had been hurriedly pushed aside. Edwards was crouched on his knees, while Petra's hand and mouth were locked onto his swollen member. His head was tilted back in ecstasy as Petra delivered one of her patented blow jobs, the best he had ever experienced. Too good!
"Not much more, Petra," he groaned. "I'll blow my stones before I even get into you!"
So, she came up for air.
"No. We wouldn't want that. Anyway, it's your turn now."
That said, Petra released her grip and stretched out on her back with her knees bent and thighs spread wide apart. Then she used her legs to lift her bum right off the bed.
"Slide that pillow under me so you can find everything that I have down here," she said, nodding toward her wet pussy.
For Petra, there was something special about sex with mature men. They had experience and some finesse, especially with oral. She'd had enough of young men's heated rushes to much prefer a skilled older guy in bed, someone with years of practice and plenty of patience.
Soon Petra was begging for mercy as her former professor put his mouth and fingers to the task. He parted her fleshy pink outer lips and bore down on the stiff little pearl hidden where everything came together.
Ah, Petra's clit! The taste, the musky scent, the juices- the wonders of her exotic pink now came flooding back to him- quite literally. Edwards could hear her moaning as he sucked the little bud hard between his lips. This is what they both had been missing for the past two years!
Petra was gasping now, but William was eager to get on with the main event.
"Let me fuck you, Petra. I can't wait any longer!"
"Only if you promise me at least one orgasm tonight," she sighed.
"Guaranteed! Stay right on that pillow. The angle is perfect and believe me, your pussy is ready!"
"Give me that big cock!"
William balanced himself on straightened arms above her as she held his hard shaft against her dripping folds to guide it home. Deeper, deeper, deeper... now he was buried to the hilt in her unforgettable pussy. It enveloped him. It squeezed him. It begged for his cum.
"Ohhh... William.... I forgot how good this feels! Give it to me now. Fuck me until I can't take anymore!"
"Damn! You are so exciting! Don't know how long I'll last...."
Then he was plunging into Petra as she thrust her strong hips back up at him. His cock felt like a big piston hammering in and out of the slick channel wrapped so firmly around him. How did she do that? How did she hold his cock so tightly, at the same time lubing it completely with her copious juices? Was there any other woman who could..."
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" broke his mental ramblings and set him to even stronger pounding.
"Harder! Harder!" Petra cried out, just like in the old days. Who was he to deny her? How could he deny himself?
"William! William!... Give it to me! Fuck me!" She was as vocal as ever.
Now he could feel the cum starting to surge up from his bursting balls, destined for their ultimate target. A flood of spermatozoa was on its way to a much better place!
"Cumming! Cuu...mming!" Edwards gritted out, as he pumped furiously into Petra's tight cleft.
"Give it!... Give it!... Give it to me!" she chanted, nearing her own climax now.
Then all Hell broke loose as their stratospheric trajectory peaked! Edward's groin jerked wildly while Petra's stomach muscles clenched tightly over and over. These were tremendous orgasms like before- the young woman bouncing wildly on the bed while her professor filled her body with his male offering.
One- two- three blasts, and it kept shooting out as she bucked hard against him. Four- five... and six! Then he was absolutely spent, and she was falling back down to Earth now too.
"What a fuck!" William gasped. "Nobody else..."
"Incredible! I haven't cum like that..."
"Some more?" he grinned, though he knew it would be impossible at this point.
"Another time. Soon," she suggested, recognizing that it would surely happen.
****
Professor Edwards staggered into his apartment that evening. His balls ached a bit from slapping so hard against Petra's strong body, but he was smiling like a fool. He hadn't had such good sex in a long time. Certainly not with those barflies Lezlee and her sleazy friend Desiree, whom he and Dennison could summon to party whenever they felt the urge.
He slept well that night, exhausted from their pleasurable exertions. Next morning there was no rush to get to the college until his Fine Arts 101 lecture in the afternoon, those eager bastards thirsting for the raunchy pictures they'd heard so much about from older friends. No, they'd need to take 345 next year for that treat.
This morning William had some time to think about Petra's struggling art gallery.
"Could I help her out with more than just ideas?" he wondered.
Then it came to him, a Eureka moment!
"Of course! I have a ton of erotic black and whites of her already! Half clothed. Nude. Sucking. Fucking. I could carefully crop a few good ones to show her the product. Nobody would know that it's her, but they'd want to buy a framed image of a beautiful naked woman. Perfect!"
Within minutes, Edwards had his computer open, examining countless pictures he'd taken of an aroused Petra two years earlier. They were good! And with some judicious cropping or edge-fading, he'd be able to show her several shots that could hang discreetly in a separate back area of her little shop. William quickly set to work selecting from the lurid images of his exposed subject.
The choices were bewildering. Petra's naked breasts. Her pointed nipples. Petra's spread pussy. Her wonderful clit. Petra's open mouth stuffed with cock. The sexual wonderland seemed to be endless! He'd have to home in on one set as a sample; otherwise, he'd spend the entire day on this and forget to go to the college.
So, Edwards went right back to the beginning, the Art Nouveau images that he'd shot when this erotic exploration all began. [Petra's Pictures: Art to Porn, Ch. 01, in Exhibitionist and Voyeur] Pictures of Petra revealing her wonderful body brought a wealth of memory.



It was hard to focus. William was mentally banging her again as he pored through the bulging computer file. Could he invite himself to Petra's apartment for Friday night to show her what he'd come up with? Maybe she'd fuck him again too?
"Yes! Yes!" he thought. "I'll prepare a half dozen or so that could hang in her gallery. Nothing to reveal her identity, but every one of them highlighting some private delight. Tits, nipples, ass, pussy. An orgiastic mouth so real that the customer can almost hear her moans and cries. Prints like that would draw a crowd of horny customers, patrons of the erotic arts. I'll save her gallery!"
It didn't take him long. By noon, Edwards had cropped and edited six different black and whites focused on his subject's abundant charms. He'd carefully selected frames with his program so Petra could envisage how the completed work would appear on the wall of her gallery. Of course, he made absolutely sure that no-one would be able to connect the naked images with the young woman selling them. Discretion was as important as ever.
Then he moved those six framed pictures into a separate file and made a jump drive, just like he had always done for Petra and Ronald after their photo sessions. She could look at his finished work more closely that way, especially if she was undecided about what his proposal. Now to arrange a showing- and maybe another delightful round of sex- for Friday night. She'd be in her shop now. He'd phone to offer his services.
"Hi Petra... yes, it's me.... Already.... Can't keep me away.... Yes, it certainly was all of that!"
"I was thinking about the problem with your business, and I"ve come up with a solution."
"Yes... yes.... I want to help you out. You're so much more than just a former student to me."
"I know... It really was as amazing as always, Petra."
They talked obliquely about the fabulous sex the night before. Then it was time to introduce his proposal.
"The solution to your failing business is right at hand. Perhaps we could get together... say this Friday night?... to discuss what I've come up with?"
"Yes, we could do that too... but not until I show you what I think your business needs."
"Right... something along the lines that I suggested yesterday evening, but in more concrete terms."
"You'll need to wait until Friday evening after you close the shop. Is that time suitable?... Great! I have something that I hope will interest you. Something that will pull your business back from the brink."
"Just before 6:00 then... perfect. I'm excited about this and I hope you like it."
"I know, I know.... You always excite me too.... But let me explain my ideas to you first, OK?"
"We can order in if we're hungry for anything else.... Great!... Bye for now, Petra."
He knew now it was going to be another bedroom session, but he'd have to restrain himself long enough to take her through the image file. Friday night couldn't come soon enough.
****
"I know we couldn't show anything like this in college classes, but in an art gallery, it's a completely different matter. So, keep an open mind as you look at this little file, Petra"
William Edwards and his former student were seated side-by-side at her kitchen table, and he was bringing up a file called 'Petra Business Plan'. What did he have for her? She'd been wondering for three days since he phoned to arrange this.
The professor noticed that Petra had already taken some of his advice. Maybe their Tuesday tumble stimulated her old desires? Tonight, she looked very sexy again. Gone were the shapeless Bohemian mu-mu and boring sandals, replaced by a filmy half-open blouse, a tight black leather skirt, and shiny black heels. Petra's hair was curled, her eyelids darkened, and her red lips provocatively pouty.
"You look fantastic! Imagine if people saw you in ads and knew that you owned an art gallery in the city. I'm sure you'd draw plenty of customers. But, of course, you need even more to attract them. What you'll see will save your business. I guarantee it, Petra. Give my proposal a chance."
"I know you mean well for me, William. Go ahead."
"You can make your gallery a runaway success. But nobody will know the truth. That's the beauty of what you'll see now. I have six images," he concluded as the first one came up
.
Petra stared intently for a few moments before exclaiming, "That's the solution?"
"Yes. That smooth, naked breast with the aroused nipple is classic erotic art. Black and white, beautiful, sexy, suggestive. You could sell plenty of prints like this one."
"Maybe. Where did you get that? I mean, we can't just crib shots from the Internet to sell here..."
"They're not stolen. There are no copyright issues with these photos."
"Where'd they come from, then?"
"I'll tell you later. All the information, I promise."
"There are more, right?... OK, show me."
The next shot panned across a larger area of the model's shapely body, from her bare shoulders, across her stomach, right down to her feet. Petra thought there was something familiar about the picture but couldn't place it. She noticed the same breasts with hard nipples from the first shot, but this time the twin bulges of fat shaven pussy lips were also visible. She felt her cheeks redden a bit. It certainly was arousing!
"It's artistic," Edwards commented. "The classic nude image where the body looks like a smooth desert landscape, with wind-blown mounds and deep valleys. Erotic art and pornography are not the same thing. This is very tasteful."
"And you think I could set aside the back of my shop to sell this?"
William knew he had Petra's interest now. So, he brought up another stunning image. In this one, the same dark-haired model's full mouth and lips were shown, and the camera was positioned above, peering down into a silky garment which scarcely contained her tits. One nipple was visible while the other pushed through the semi-transparent material. There was a distinctive brooch pinned beside the little peak.
All of a sudden, Petra recognized the shot!
"That's me! The Art Nouveau broach! The gauzy silk gown. You're showing me pictures you took for your Fine Arts lectures!"
"But who else could know that? No-one. It's just a gorgeous, sexy woman as far as anybody else can tell."
"True... but I'd know, and you would too."
"And probably Ronald, if he ever came to your gallery. But nobody else. You'd be totally anonymous, Petra. And erotic art customers would buy these as fast as you could frame them."
"So that's your business plan? Black and whites hanging in my gallery with me naked?"
"Yes, discretely in a little area at the back. Think about that as you see the other three I have here."
The fourth image featured the model laying on her stomach, that long, black hair streaming down her back. The whole nude body was shown this time from a slightly elevated back angle, a narrow, horizontal image from head to toe. Her full, squashed tit bulged out from the side, while her big, rounded cheeks emerged from the dark cleft between them. The legs were open enough to just reveal a little pucker of skin and the shaved lips of her pink.
"William. I see my ass and more! Isn't that just too much? I mean..."
"Who is it? Only three of us will ever know. It's a beautiful model luring an admirer to buy the print, that's all."
Petra tried to deny it to herself, but she was becoming damp, seeping at the very thought of voyeurs admiring her naked body. Was it wrong to feel this way? The same thing used to happen when William would project pictures in class. This was much more revealing, showing her most private parts.
"Um... What else do you have, William? Six you said."
"Yes, two more," and he clicked for another one.
"Omigod! That's from the foot of a bed looking up across my front. My gash is even more visible, and my tits! I'm pulling my nipples up, and I can see some of my face! They'll know it's me!"
"No chance. The eyes identify the face, not the bottom of the chin and nose. You're aroused but absolutely anonymous. Just another sexy nude photo that potential customers will want to own. In fact, the two stretched out nudes would be perfect hanging over a couple's bed. You'd be a stimulus for their sex lives."
"I see." Petra tried hard to disguise how much she secretly liked that idea, turning couples on to hotter sex.
"Now the last one, William. Let's see it."
"I saved the hottest for last, Petra. It's my favourite part of you."
"Good lord! My puss!" she exclaimed, bringing a hand to her mouth. "No!"
"Close up and wide. All shiny and wet. Your painted fingernails offering it for sex. Eroticism doesn't get any more suggestive than that. I'm proud of the shot, and you should be too. Who would ever know that it's the young woman ringing up yet another sale?"
"I... I need to think about this, William. It's so bold. It could be good... but it's so..."
"Exciting, isn't it?" he finished her sentence for her, but not the way she intended. "This is the best possible way to revive your gallery, Petra."
The professor was pushing working hard to get her agreement any way he could.
"What an opportunity and there's more. Let's have another drink and go over all the little details that will add up to profit. I hope I can convince you to make use of your wonderful 'assets' to rescue your shop."
"Maybe...." she pondered before replying because she was quite unsure. Then...
"OK, William, fill my glass. I need to see the big picture before I agree to move ahead with this."
"The big picture... yes, Petra. The sky is the limit. You have everything you need to succeed in business. Believe me- everything!"
Perhaps. But would Petra hang her own nude photographs in the gallery?
[To be continued]
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Chapter 02
Their Friday fuck was absolutely mind-blowing! And it went on forever!
Petra Stanwick was on fire after seeing six naked images of herself, then imagining customers in her little gallery examining them closely. She knew they'd be admiring every part of her anatomy without realizing that it all belonged to the young salesperson right beside them. The very idea of being anonymously exposed to shoppers like that was downright wicked! Petra loved it!
William Edwards had his own reasons for losing his mind in her bed. Not counting one night earlier in the week, he hadn't indulged in his former erotic model for two years. He had known every part of her intimately and he wanted all he could get again. Making up for lost time- that's what he was doing on Friday.
Together in the dark after intense orgasms, they got back to the topic William had introduced earlier, namely, selling Petra's erotic images in her gallery. It was his plan to save her failing art shop, a proposal which already had a ready source of desirable product. He was sure that customers would be eager to buy framed prints of some of the best nude photos he'd taken of her for his Fine Arts 345 course at the college.
"Petra, what about those six pictures? Should I make black and white prints that you could frame yourself and hang in your shop? Even just two of each image- a dozen prints? A little trial run, you know, to see how well they would sell. You've heard the old saying: 'Nothing ventured, nothing gained'."
"Do I need to choose all six or could I start with about half of them?" she hesitated. "Sure, nobody but you and me and Ronald Dennison will know the model, but some of them are very... well... really bold. I'm not prepared to have complete strangers staring at my pussy. And its in three of them: one from behind, another looking up from my feet, and the last one! Omigod! I couldn't show that wide-open closeup at all!"
"So, the first three we looked at are fine to start with?" Edwards persisted. "That's the breast and nipple closeup, the full body view as a curvy desert landscape, and the one looking down into your filmy Art Nouveau gown. I can make four high quality prints of each of them, two large and two small, a dozen in all. They'll sell quickly if people know you have them available."
"How would you suggest I do that, William?"
"Internet advertising would do the trick. Post images of the prints on a business website, offering a private showing- of the prints I mean." Edwards chuckled at his little joke.
"Anything else?"
"Yes. Take a close look at your shop space to see if you can move things around to make a more private area where people can view the erotic images without others noticing. Some may be a bit shy about looking at nudes, worried others will think them perverts."
"Yes, I can do that, but I might need your help and advice, William."
"I'll come running anytime you call, Petra..."
"You just want to do me. I know that," she laughed.
"Guilty as charged! And also to help a friend rescue her failing business," he reminded her.
"And that's all I need to do to turn things around?"
"One suggestion, Petra- keep dressing for the shop like you did for our meeting tonight. Sexy look and tight clothing. Wear heels at work too. Ditch the Birkenstocks and the baggy Bohemian stuff. Your customers won't be surprised to see a hot-looking young woman is selling erotic art prints."
"Yes. I've already decided to do that," she grinned.
"Here's an idea, looking down the road. When this starts to gain momentum, you can stage an evening showing of all your erotic prints. Invitation only, so save contact information for anyone buying or expressing an interest. When you have enough people on your list, host an event. I'll take photos and we'll build a following. Your gallery will become the place to be seen browsing the latest erotic offerings."
"This is exciting, William. But do you mean there'll be even more naughty pictures of me in my gallery?"
"I have a virtually unlimited supply to work with. And you know how happy I would be to take some new ones too."
Yes, Petra was well aware how much Edwards had enjoyed shooting her naked, in stills with his expensive camera, and in action with his phone. Strip away his preppy university education and polished 'Old Boy' manners, and her former professor was an insatiable voyeur. She'd seen the rude smile on his face as he gleefully moved in closer photograph her coming hard with his friend Ronald.
Then there was that hunky guy... hmm... was it Mike? Petra had picked him up at The Den, expressly to be Romeo for a shoot at William's apartment. Afterward, she'd seen the private video the professor shot, Mike banging her raw while she screamed out one orgasm after another. How embarrassing to watch, yet how exciting! William the Voyeur hadn't missed a moment of her intense private self!
"Yes, I know you want to take some more," she purred. "And maybe we will. But for now, let's just go with the first three pictures you showed me, in two sizes like you suggested."
"Excellent. I'll get right to it tomorrow.... But for now, we have two missing years to relive. Ready for some more, Petra?"
"Always, William. Let's go!"
"So... remind me why I love being in bed with such a sexy woman," he chuckled.
"Does this help?" she mumbled, her pouty lips quickly enveloping his stiffening cock, while her gripping hand began a rhythmic stroke.
"Ohhh... yes, Petra.... It's all coming back now. Don't stop!"
****
The professor had compiled excellent lecture notes during fifteen years of instruction at the college. And, he had that bank of Petra images with which to illustrate his presentations and titillate senior classes. Apart from supervising his latest graduate student, William wasn't particularly busy. Right now, his former student held most of his attention.
Edwards couldn't get the young woman off his mind. He thought about their latest bedroom romp all weekend. Every effort to focus on a task ended with lurid images in her bed. Sex, sex, sex! It was all he could think about! Visiting Petra had rekindled inner passions that he'd been trying to keep under wraps for the past few years.
The previous Friday morning, his Fine Arts 345 lecture had been completely filled, with some latecomers sitting on the stairs leading to the upper-level seats. The last arrivals stood just inside the closed doors down at floor-level, on either side. They'd all come to find out the secret about the Juliet model which Edwards had promised to reveal at the end of the week.
The professor started with a sensual image of Petra and her pickup Mike- AKA Juliet Capulet and Romeo Montague. A collective gasp burst from the viewers!
The young lovers lay entwined on her bed, celebrating their wedding night. Both were naked, their faces in shadow and Juliet's private anatomy hidden beneath Romeo's muscular body. His firm ass was displayed as he lay between her spread limbs, Juliet's arms clasping his neck and shoulders.
"Beautiful image!" the professor began. "Imagine yourself as one of them. You've secretly married, and the dawn is close at hand. You'll soon have to face the consequences, but for now this is all that you want. And just consider this too...."
He hesitated for dramatic effect before continuing.
"What I'll tell you now is completely true."
He stopped again. The big theatre went dead quiet. Was this the secret he'd promised? They waited with bated breath before the big reveal.
"Juliet was one of my students then.... Yes, just like you. She posed professionally for these pictures with that guy a few years ago.... She hardly even knew him."
There was bedlam as the audience reacted to the news!
"A student!" "Somebody you taught!" "Someone like us!" "What's her name?" "Who is she?"
Edwards raised his hand to quiet them and the calling out ceased immediately. They hoped he'd reveal her identity.
"She volunteered to pose for images that I use in this course. Let's just call her 'Venus', a love goddess. But I'll never tell anyone her real identity, nor that of the photographer. Those are sworn secrets. Now let's move on because that's all I have to say on the matter."
But then he remembered. There was one more thing to say.
"Venus graduated before we finished shooting images for all the design eras from my course. There's a two-hundred- year time gap that should be filled."
Professor Edwards paused for effect once more before dropping his second bombshell.
"If any young woman would enjoy dressing up in period costume for filming, please make a private appointment through the department secretary. But be aware that the photography will require a little undressing too, as you've already seen."
The news was greeted with tumult!
"Seriously?" "No way!" "You're kidding, right?" "Hey, why not guys?" "It's not fair!"
"I keep office hours most afternoons Monday, Wednesday and Friday," Edwards explained. "As with Venus, I'll be completely discrete about your identity. And, absolutely no guys. Two older men already beat you to it," he added sternly, meaning himself and Ronald.
Then he calmly opened his lecture notes to resume class.
The following Monday, Ronald Dennison dropped by his friend's Fine Arts class, as he often did. He always enjoyed seeing provocative pictures of Petra because, just like Professor Edwards, they evoked memory of wild nights fucking her. He knew that Monday meant a new topic and he wondered what his dream girl would at least start out wearing this time. But there were no slides today.
"Shall we go for coffee now, Old Boy?" Ronald asked afterward, but just then an attractive, seemingly shy young lady stopped to comment to his friend.
"Professor Edwards, if you were serious on Friday, I'll make an appointment," she said in a low voice, though both men heard it.
"Completely serious. There were no pictures to show today. The time gap," he whispered in return, all the while appraising her features and shape.
"Yes," he thought, "She might just be fine. I hope she follows through."
After the student left, the men headed for the cafeteria and took their usual back corner table for some privacy. After all, they sometimes had matters of a non-academic nature to discuss, although not in recent memory.
"What was that all about, William? Why did she wonder if you were serious or not? Something to do with pictures."
"I told the class that Juliet was a former student in the course."
"Really! You let out Petra's secret! Why?"
"I said very little. No names. No year. I need another volunteer for the time gap Petra didn't finish before she was gone, so I solicited for another female."
"Risky, don't you think?"
"Not if we don't assume we'll end up fucking her. Petra was a very pleasant surprise, remember. If someone else comes on board, it may well remain at the provocative photo stage for my classes and no more."
"I see. Speaking of Petra, I know we both remember those wild times in your apartment."
"I had one with her this past Friday, Ronald," William beamed. "And three days before that."
"What!! With Petra!"
"Shhh... keep your voice down, man. Yes, she has a little art shop downtown. I dropped by to say hello."
"And you wound up in her bed?"
"Both times."
"Crickey! Take me with you next time. What are good friends for anyway?"
"She'd probably like that. As good as ever in the sack. I can't stop thinking about it!"
"One of these days after work?"
"I'll see what I can arrange. If we arrive just before closing, she'll lock up and we'll take the back stairs to her apartment. Just before 6:00."
"Damn it, man! This is almost too good to be true. You aren't playing me for a fool, are you?"
"Completely serious. I'm helping Petra get her business off the ground. It isn't doing well at all, so I've made certain suggestions for change. We could use your help on Friday because there'll be some displays and counters to shift around, some alterations to her floorspace."
"At your service, William.... What ideas did you have for her?"
Edwards went on to tell him that he suggested selling framed erotic black and white prints, and how he'd prepared six taken of her during their photo sessions. Of course, Dennison wanted to see them, but his friend told him to drop by the apartment in the evening. Too dangerous to open a file of nudes right in the college cafeteria!
Ronald showed up at the dinner hour eager to see what William had for him. He wasn't disappointed as his friend slowly went through the six-frame computer slideshow. He recognized some of the situations, but others were lost in the blur of intense episodes he'd had with the student model. Ronald was well aware he had been the object of Petra's most intense desires, and made full use of it.
"Great photos, William! What a hot body... so many memories.... And her magnificent pussy. I want to be there again, Old Boy!"
"These are all from the first shoot we did with Petra. It was the Art Nouveau theme, indicated by the broach in the third picture."
"Broach? I didn't see that. Oh... probably because I was looking at her stiff nipple right beside it."
"You can be excused for that one," and they both laughed.
"Oh shit, William! I was beginning to bury those old times, to erase them from memory if I could. Now she'll be selling prints of them in her gallery? I never would have guessed."
"Not all of them. Just the first three you saw. The last three show too much pussy for her, especially the wide-open spread in the last one. She's shy about her customers examining it, up close at eye level."
"But the other ones will be for sale?"
"Discretely. That's why we're going to do some renovations to her shop this weekend. We'll create a more private area for customers to browse and decide on their purchase."
"Yeah, and jerk off, I'll bet! I'm sure these will sell out fast!"
"And when they do, I intend to edge her into displaying the other ones and more. It might take some time before she'll put the pussy closeup on the wall, but I can be persuasive. I've taken her this far already."
"I see the plan and I'll follow your lead. Petra on Friday nights again is a dream come true!"
"Ronald, we're using her apartment upstairs now. It can be any night that we're over at the shop!"
"Fantastic, Old Boy! Just fantastic!"
****
Professor Edwards made prints in two sizes of all six photos that week, sure that all of them would eventually go up for sale. Then he phoned Petra to tell her that everything was ready. Could he come over at closing time on Friday? And could Ronald join him to help reorganize her shop?
Yes, she would be delighted to see him again!
After the Friday morning lecture- again with no pictures- the same young woman and her girlfriend hung back when everyone else left. They were smiling awkwardly as they stood self-consciously in front of the professor's lecture stand.
"What is it, ladies? Some problem with the score on your last test? You should take that up with your tutorial group leaders- they do the marking for me."
"No, it's something else," and they giggled self-consciously. "I made an appointment with you for this afternoon... you know... about fashion pictures for your lectures. My friend is interested too, so can she come with me, and you can tell us more about it?"
Both young women were attractive and rather sexy.
"That's a smart idea. And sometimes I... er, the photographer... has two female models in a shoot. You'll see examples of that in the course."
"A question, Professor Edwards. How much would we take off for the photographer?" the first girl babbled. "Not that we're shy. We went to a nude beach together last summer. But... well, we won't get into porn, will we?"
"Our photographer is professional and discrete. He never takes a model where she doesn't want to go."
"We both think it would be exciting to gradually undress for the camera, like Juliet did this past week..." she began again.
"And we wouldn't mind being nude with a buff guy like Romeo either!" the second student interrupted.
"Shut up, Christina! Now we sound like cheap sluts," the first hissed, a little too loudly, and Edwards couldn"t restrain himself from laughing!
"Christina, I'm sorry, but I don't know your friend's name. The lecture theatre is always so crowded," he began.
"That's because we love this class. Oh... she's Gabriella, but everybody calls her Gabby."
Edwards already knew why. He urged them to ask anything else they wanted to know when they came for their office appointment that afternoon. As they walked away, he carefully studied their shapes from behind. Yes, both of them might be quite suitable for some photography, and more, with any luck.
At 1:00 o'clock sharp they were at his office door. Soon their informal interview was underway.
"Gabby, you told me about going to a nude beach. Were you comfortable in front of other people like that?"
"No problem," Gabriella replied, turning to Christina before adding, "Actually it was exciting!" Her girlfriend nodded enthusiastic agreement.
"So slowly taking off garments for the camera wouldn't bother you either? Christina, your turn."
"I'd love to do that!" she gushed, and Gabriella frowned at her.
"You don't seem so sure, Gabby?" Edwards commented.
"Oh, I'd do it. Definitely! But she's making us sound so cheap."
"And naked with a male model, like Romeo, at the end of a shoot- what do you think of that, Gabby?"
"I've done it before, so it would be fine. If I liked him, that is."
"Christina, you were enthusiastic about that this morning. Still feel the same way?"
"Absolutely! I've done it before. Lots of times. If he's good-looking, then I'm in!"
Professor Edwards was impressed with his candidates. They were ready, willing and probably quite able too.
"I think you'd both be suitable for this. I have an information sheet for you to fill out now. Most important: you can't do this if you aren't eighteen years old. And I need your height, weight and physical dimensions so you get costumes that fit properly. Definitely your cup sizes! Do you have any questions?"
They fired at him: "Do we get paid?" "Will anyone recognize us?" "When do we start?" "What else do we need to know?"
Edwards answered them in sequence:
"No pay."
"Completely anonymous."
"Soon. We usually film on Friday evenings."
"If you finish this, it counts as your final term project. That's what Venus did."
"And one more thing. People will know who you are if you tell anyone... Gabby."
Now Professor Edwards had two more young women eager to pose. This looked promising. He'd tell Ronald about it and have him arrange to borrow period costumes again from the college Theatre Department like he had done two years before. However, to his surprise, his good friend was not entirely pleased with the news.
"I'm glad you lined up some more students to pose for us at your apartment, but there's a problem."
"Namely?"
"Ms. Van. She isn't going to make it easy for me. When I used to come for costumes, she was always chatting me up. Once, I had to take her out for dinner because we fucked the Hell out of Petra, and her clothing came back soiled. I can't come near her now without the woman trying to seduce me!"



"A woman seducing you. When did that become something you'd refuse, Ronald?"
"When she looks as old as my mother."
"Well, just do your best. I'd like to start them in the exotic dresses and lingerie of French aristocratic women before the revolution. You know, gowns with tits up high, exposed right to the nipples! One of these girls is really stacked and the other one has a great ass."
"Say no more, William. I'll talk to Ms. Van about it as soon as you give me the word and a list with their measurements."
"Got those already. Let's aim for a week from Friday at my place. But don't expect to be screwing them, at least not yet."
****
Finally, it was Friday and time to visit Petra. The men arrived together bearing gifts: fresh flowers, two bottles of a good Chablis and a litre of quality scotch whiskey. They fully intended to help their hostess with her shop and with an orgasm or two afterward.
They stepped into the empty little gallery a minute before closing time. Petra locked up and pulled down the shade before they launched into fond hugs and kisses. She was so excited to see Ronald again, and immediately remembered writhing passionately under his big cock. The look on her face told him that she would be his again tonight, just like old times.
"I have some ideas for rearranging this place. Can we work first and then reward ourselves after with some food and drink and...."
The last word hung there unspoken but both men heard it loud and clear. They grinned at each other knowingly. Sure, they'd work for their reward.
"Here's a sketch I drew for the shop. Can we do this? It will create a private space for my erotic prints."
An hour later all three had heaved counters and standing displays into the new configuration. The plan was sensible, but the work had left all of them breathing hard.
"Enough work, guys! We'll go up and indulge now," Petra stated, then winked at Ronald. He knew.
"Excuse me for a few minutes," she said when they were upstairs. "Help yourselves to drinks while I freshen up. My feet are killing me! These heels aren't as comfortable as my sandals."
"What do you think, Ronald?" William whispered when she went into the bathroom. "Will we get laid tonight?"
"I'll bet one month's salary on it, Old Boy."
"Great! But I won't take your wager on that one."
When Petra reappeared wearing a short robe and apparently nothing else, they knew what was in store for them. Ronald poured her a big glass of wine. She smiled and looked at him with lust in her eye. Petra loved being with these older men, fucking them until they couldn't walk straight. She knew how to treat them in bed, and wanted them to push her to incredible heights of passion too.
Sometimes she wondered what this feeling was all about. Was it the thrill of her control over mature men, or a desire to be controlled by them? Was it dominance or submission on her part? Sexual feelings are complex, and Petra's hunger for older, more experienced guys was intense. Two stood here right now, and she urgently wanted to take on both of them!
"Are you guys hungry? We can order some food now if you want," the hostess offered half-heartedly.
"Hope you're on the menu, Petra. That's how I want to dine," Dennison replied with enthusiasm, and she wasn't shy about agreeing.
"I'd like that. It's been two years." Then she grinned lewdly. "Come on, you two. William, you can watch us before your turn. You already had me twice last week, you know."
The professor could see that Petra was as hot for Ronald as he was for her. They practically ran for the bedroom while he tagged behind, a glass and the bottle in hand. If he was going to watch them in bed, he was going to fully enjoy it.
As suspected, Petra was naked beneath her skimpy robe. And ready to play too- her bed had already been turned down before they got there. Bare arms clutched Dennison close as she tore at his clothing to strip him. He was literally climbing into her mouth, devouring lips that he'd wanted for the past two years.
Sex with Petra was addictive, and Ronald needed his fix immediately. In moments, they were sprawled across her bed, Petra eagerly pressing her fine tits against her evening lover's bare chest.
"I need it so bad!" she moaned. "Get into me. Quick, Ronald!" and she grabbed for his big cock, already hard for her.
"Yeah! Yeah! Spread for me, Pet!" and she rubbed it along her moist pussy lips.
"Already wet? Here I come!"
The professor had just settled in for the show when his friend started to push deep into the hostess. "Might as well get comfortable," William thought, kicking off his shoes, his eyes rivetted on the couple.
Petra grimaced from Ronald's thick member, but she desperately wanted it.
"Slow at first to loosen me up. Then pound the Hell out of me. Give me your cock!" her impassioned voice ordered.
Ronald did as he was told. Soon they were rocking back and forth, him plunging furiously into her tight pussy while she thrust back mightily. The slap-slap-slap of groins was accompanied by a chorus of animal sounds- grunts, groans, and satisfied moans that echoed through the room.
Edward could feel the heat of their lust- even smell it from his front row seat right beside the squeaking bed. His eyes gleamed as he tossed back another drink, not missing a moment of the action. These were the good old days come back to life, voyeurism at its best.
Petra was soon bathed in sweat and Ronald's back glistened from the intensity of their wild sex. Then they stopped and the professor thought the act was finished, until his friend clambered to his knees and pulled his partner up with him. She knew what he wanted, quickly kneeling in front, thighs wide apart and head down to the bed. Dennison grinned over at Edwards as he thrust his rod home again.
On with the show!
Now Ronald was really giving it to her hard. His big hands grasped Petra's rounded hips and pulled back firmly each time he ground up into her body. Petra moaned passionately, driving herself back against her lover, crying out for more. The professor knew that this couldn't last much longer, the way they were going at each other. Edwards jumped to his feet and began to undress. Quickly! Soon it would be his turn!
"Ugh!... Ugh!... UGH!... Yeah!... Yeah!... YEAH!!!!"
Ronald was there now, his cock on autopilot, pumping ropes of seed into Petra's juicy channel. The professor smiled knowingly, recognizing how she would be literally milking him with her inner muscles, taking every drop that he had to give. Another couple of heaves and then it would be his turn to fuck this desirable young woman.
Dennison had stopped moving, so the professor grabbed his shoulder.
"Well done, my friend. Now move aside!"
Then William was on Petra. She was still on all fours, poised on the brink of an orgasm, but not quite there. His stiff cock pushed easily into her much-used pussy, as he tried hard to ignore that Ronald had left his calling card. In any case, it was his turn, sloppy seconds or not.
Meanwhile, Dennison staggered into the bathroom to clean up, then to the lounge to recuperate on the sofa. He knew there might be more to come.
"Fuck me, William. I still need to come. Like we did last week," Petra panted, still searching for breath but anxious for more of what she craved.
He knew what that meant- slow and deep, a steady motion to build up until it rocked her world. That way, Petra could use her hand to bring herself to the top. Her skilled fingers would ensure that his orgasm and her climax were timed perfectly. What a lover! Nobody could do it like Petra!
The professor was just nicely underway when Petra began to shift away from him. Didn't she want this? But it was something else.
"Got to change position. Getting too hot. On your back, William."
"Ah... she wants to ride me now. Hell, yes!" he realized, and flopped down immediately as she turned to come atop him.
Petra straddled his prone body, seized his swollen member and slowly slid down. Deeper. Deeper, until he was buried to the hilt, and she began lifting herself back up. Delightful! He could admire her lovely tits with those long, stiffened nipples while they fucked.
Better still, he could watch her stealthy fingers working her clitoris, flying across it until she came. Professor Edwards' favourite position- a visual feast for the voyeur! He couldn't help but come too.
It didn't take long because Petra was already fully primed by Dennison. Soon she was pistoning on her knees while Edwards arched his back to launch his cock into her at the same time. He knew his back would ache in the morning, but what the Hell!
Meanwhile, Petra desperately needed to get there. He could tell by the intensity of her moaning now. Her eyes were jammed shut and her fingers stroked faster and faster on her screaming clitoris- like a violin virtuoso ending a spirited piece.
He was close too, humping and watching. Fucking and staring at her magnificent body in full sexual flight. Then the music swelled to a crescendo and both of them hit the highest note at the same time. Petra's toned muscles clenched firmly again and again as she lurched atop William's driving, spurting instrument.
"Fuck me!... Fuck me!... Fuck meeee!!!! Petra wailed as the professor kept pounding into her now-oozing slit, shooting the last of his own heavy load inside.
All too soon the piece was finished, and the players lay sprawled across the wet bedsheets, the sagging stage that had supported them through their performance. Dennison stood by the bedroom doorway as they struggled for more air. He was still naked, smiling at no one in particular. He was grinning at what was going down tonight in this little flat.
Yes, Petra was back, and so was the promise of all the hot sex that came with that. An incredible young woman! He waited impatiently for them to settle before he finally spoke.
"Are you ready for some more, Pet?"
"Yes... just give me a minute, Ronald."
"I can wait." Then he fucked her silly.
Later on it was William's second turn.
Red-hot, sex-mad Petra was back!
Please rate or comment. Thanks. Though the story is just underway, I can't work for the next month. Will Petra's erotic prints sell out? Will she host a blow-out gallery opening? Will the two new models pose AND screw? Stay tuned.
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Series Recap
Chapter 1:
Petra Stanwick has graduated with a Fine Arts degree and opened her own little shop downtown. Two years earlier, she had volunteered to pose provocatively in and out of clothing from different eras for her favourite professor, William Edwards. Now her photo gallery is failing, but he has the perfect solution- selling erotic black and white images he's taken of her.
Chapter 2:
Meanwhile, his best friend, Ronald Dennison, has come to help William reorganize Petra's shop for the new product line. Together, they convince her of the wisdom of selling her naked prints by taking turns with her for the entire evening. In addition to all this, the professor has been busily lining up his next pair of eager student models, Gabriella and Christina.
The new prints are up in Petra's photo gallery.
Chapter 3:
"Look at those tits. Gorgeous!" a female voice whispered.
"Such lovely nipples. She's hot!" a deeper one responded.
"Nice fat pussy lips too. I love them!"
"We could have fun with her!"
Petra sat on the other side of the private alcove where a couple was admiring her stretched-out 'desert landscape' nude on display. They had no idea that they were openly praising the attractive young woman with the simpering smile so close by.
She looked sexy, in her erotic black and white images- and in person. Petra had taken the professor's advice and brought back her college 'Goth' look: long dark hair, full ruby lips, heavy black eye makeup, a tight black sweater and a very short plaid kilt with black tights. She listened some more with rising interest.
"We could put her up above our bed."
"And pretend she's with us, right?"
"I always love playing like that, honey."
"Yeah... you and me and her."
Petra felt herself getting damp as she listened to them openly talking about their bedroom fantasies focused on her photo. It was a rude little pleasure that she'd experienced a couple of times already this week as people admired and then bought her new erotic art. She rose from her chair and quietly walked into the alcove.
"Does that horizontal nude interest you? It's one of my favourites."
"So erotic! We'll take the large print of that one," the man told her.
"Excellent! Did you see the smaller one with the lovely broach?" Petra prompted, sensing another sales opportunity.
"Oh... I like that one too!" the buxom blonde exclaimed.
"For another room, baby?" her middle-aged man teased.
"No, the bedroom too. By my dressing table."
"Decisions, decisions. Could you leave us a few minutes to think about it?" he asked Petra.
Not want to press too hard, she stepped back to the sales counter. Petra saw their names on her appointment page, "Gerard and Mona Rodman", and a minute later she heard them kissing and moaning softly on the other side of the partition. Petra imagined Mona's hand gripping her husband's stiff cock, convincing him to spend more than they'd planned to get that second print.
Several minutes passed, and more satisfied moans met her ears before Mona came her way, still straightening her gaping blouse. Behind her, Gerard was just pulling up his zipper.
"We've decided to buy both of them," Mona announced triumphantly.
"Can't have enough good art, you know," Gerard winked.
"She's a beautiful model, isn't she?" Petra teased, seeking to add a bit more to the pleasure she derived from customers seeing her nude without recognizing her.
"Stunning! A real beauty! She excites me so," Mona intimated.
"Yeah, what a body. What's her name anyway, Petra?" Gerard asked, glancing at her name tag.
Petra had to think fast because she didn't want to say it was her. So, she went with the first thought that came to mind.
"Uhhh... Venus, I believe. Yes, the goddess of love. Certainly apt, don't you think?"
"Of course... she should sign the prints, you know," Mona added.
"And number them... real collector items."
"I think we're going to love having Venus right over our bed, aren't we honey?"
"Wish she'd be right in the sack with us, eh babe."
"Me too," Mrs. Rodman replied. "Please wrap them up to go, Petra. And let us know if you have any new Venus prints coming in. We love these!"
"Yeah... some even more explicit ones would be terrific!" Gerard confided.
Petra thought for a moment about the three prints the professor had offered which she'd turned down. They certainly were more revealing, her pussy clearly visible in all three. But the last one- a close up, wide open, and wet- well... she still wasn't ready for her customers to see it.
"I'll have two more coming in very shortly. One is a full-length nude of Venus, taken from behind, with her legs a bit apart. The other is looking up from floor level, a very revealing shot."
By now Petra could feel her juices beginning to soak her panties. She had no idea how stimulating it would be to talk about her naked body, while people were unaware that she was the model. It was an arousing little game.
"We'd like to see them, Petra. When are they available?"
"I'm planning an opening event soon. Just started selling this line, so I'll present them then... and perhaps some others too. You'll get a personal invitation- an after-hours closed event for my special customers and friends."
"Oh, we'd love to come, wouldn't we Gerard?" And he nodded enthusiastically, thinking about another meaning of the word. Oh yes... he'd love to come alright.
"So, let me make sure I have all the contact information I need to invite you."
Petra smiled and reviewed the details with them. She was pleasantly surprised by how much interest there was in her naked images- just like Professor Edwards had said! But right now, there was such a need building up inside!
The shop owner was feeling hot and bothered by her own nude images. She had to wrap up these prints quickly and usher the Rodmans out the door. Then she could lock the shop, hang the little 'Back in Five Minutes' sign in the window, and stand by her nude images masturbating to orgasm yet again!
****
Professor William Edwards was ready for a Friday evening behind the camera lens. The two new student volunteers were sitting on his apartment sofa while he fiddled with the position of backlights and props in his makeshift studio. The young women sounded more relaxed than when they'd arrived an hour before- as always, the wine was having the desired effect. It was time to get underway now.
"We didn't know that you were the photographer, Professor Edwards," Gabriella Smithers exclaimed, sounding a little tipsy.
"The regular professional cancelled at the last minute," he lied. "We had all the costumes and things ready, and I didn't want to disappoint you. So, I'll do my best to soldier on in his place."
"Good. We are so ready to do this. Been waiting all week!" her girlfriend Christina Appleby chortled.
"I've set out your garments on the bed in the spare room. The corsets are necessary to support you properly in those French gowns. Help each other lace them from behind, and pull tight so your breasts are positioned properly- up and out."
The young women both laughed, then Edwards pointed to the room. "When you come out, I'll show you a photo for hair and makeup. The bathroom over there has everything set out that you'll need. And wear the eye masks so no-one in class recognizes you."
The pair happily rushed to the bedroom and closed the door to begin dressing for their first-ever photo shoot. They had no idea yet how it might end up. In twenty minutes or so, they were back in the lounge ready to begin.
"Ah, perfect! You both look like ladies of the French aristocracy. And everything fits so well!"
"Are you sure, Professor?" Gabriella asked nervously. "My breasts are almost falling out!"
"That's your fault, Gabby," her bold friend Christina laughed. "You have such big tits!"
Indeed, she did William noted, as he had them turn slowly for any final adjustments.
"The gown shows your full hips to perfection, Christina," he noted, eager to offer compliments to settle any misgivings his new models might have about their appearance. "Now, under the lights and stand side-by-side holding hands. I'll give you directions for the fashion shoot. Ready? And begin!"
Edwards already sensed that Christina was the less reserved of the pair, so he led his instructions with her.
"Christina, lean forward a bit, then drop into a curtsey position, holding her hand. Gabriella, bow forward at the same time, as if the two of you are meeting the King.... Good. Christina swivel toward her slightly to show your fine hips.... Gabby, look down toward her, with your other hand on your hip.... Nice shots. Now stand straight again and face each other.... Hands on the other's waist... and hold."
"This is fun! I feel like a model," Christina exulted before the photographer continued.
"I hope you both like this. Christina, move your hands to her bare shoulders now and look into her eyes.... Keep yours around her waist, Gabriella, but pull her a bit closer.... Ready now?.... Christina, slowly slide down her arms from the shoulders, taking the straps at the same time..."
"But my breasts will come out!"
"And that's as it should be. This is how rich women dressed in France back then," the Professor said soothingly.
"Yeah, loosen up Gabby, and have some fun. Don't be such a tight-ass," her girlfriend urged, and Gabriella relented.
Lower... lower... lower... and Christina's hands, as well as the dress straps were below Gabby's elbows.
"Good.... Gabriella, slip your arms free and let the straps fall.... You see, the dress is still staying up," William assured her, knowing that it wouldn't be up for long.
"Now let's do the same thing with Christina... slowly, slowly while I shoot.... Good, and arms through.... OK, both of you turn toward me again, hold hands and take a deep bow. Slowly come up again and.... Oh, look at that!" Edwards exclaimed, feigning surprise as they both stood with the tiny half cups of their corsets exposed. "Lovely undergarments, girls. Smile for the camera."
Now the two models faced each other in contrasting black and white corsets.
"I have enough shots of the dresses, so let's focus on French lingerie. Christina, stand behind her and release the stays on her dress from the top down. Both of you look at the camera, Gabby as if you're shocked and Christina like you're eager to continue.... Oh you are! Great!... Clown around a bit.... That's it.... Good!... Keep going until it drops to the floor."
This left Gabby clad only in her tight white corset and the white thong she'd worn to the shoot, along with white stockings and a garter belt. She felt conspicuous, and William saw that he'd need to keep her busy.
"Gabriella, you look marvellous! Come behind her now and do the same thing. Seem a bit tentative, while you are delighted, Christina.... That's it... continue... look at the camera... and there, it's off too. Just kick the dresses aside, we're finished with them now."
The young women looked terrific to the professor, one all in white, the other in black underthings- a beautiful contrast! Their corsets were bursting with white tits- especially Gabby's- and their full cheeks were nicely exposed-particularly Christina's bubble butt. Things were moving along nicely, and they seemed comfortable so far.
"You're best friends. In old France, women were affectionate with girlfriends. Let's go back there. Stand facing each other now. A little closer.... Christina, lean in and bring your lips to her cheek.... Good... and closer to her mouth. And now to her lips and hold it. Eyes closed, both of you.... Christina, bring one hand behind her neck to pull her toward you.... Yes, that's it.... Pretend to kiss like in France, you know, open mouth.... Perfect... some more... more... and enough."
"Ogod, that was intense!" Christina burst out."First time I kissed a girl! No bad, either," she laughed nervously.
"Ready to continue, Gabriella?" the photographer asked.
"Uhhh... yes. Go ahead," she replied, composing herself.
"Great, you first again, Christina. Bring your lips to her neck and begin little kisses down across her chest.... Head up, Gabriella, like you're enjoying it... keep going a little lower, Christina."
Now her lips were moving steadily down into Gabby's gaping cleavage. Both had their eyes closed as they became lost in these new sensations. The professor was ready to risk the next level.
"Christina, bring your hand up and gently slip a finger into the cup.... Ease it down.... And kiss what you find there.... That's good... perfect. Christina, kiss harder... and now suck it into your mouth.... Yes!... At the same time, bring down her other cup.... Move to that one while your fingers roll the other nipple."
He could hear Gabriella moaning softly as almost electrical sensations flowed down from her nipples to her pussy. Her deep red nubs had swelled to great size!
"Very nice... very nice. Now lower your cups to offer yours, Christina. Gabriella... pleasure her for a while as she plays with your nipples.... Excellent!... Pretend you're all alone here. Only my camera is watching you."
The professor was as hard as a rock as the two young women explored the sapphic wonders for perhaps the first time in their lives. He could see how excited and flushed both had become, but he didn't want to ruin future photographic possibilities by pushing too far too fast.
"Wonderful photos!... You both are so good on-camera. Come over here now while I adjust for the light to come in from the sides. It creates great shadow effects around your curves. Help each other out of those tight corsets but keep on the rest.... We'll do a few fashion lingerie pictures before we're done. What do you think of this so far?'
"So much fun! I love it!"
"Even better than we thought!"
"Great. Now I'll have you strike sexy poses separately, then together. Let's see who can seduce my camera with her body, OK?... Good. Christina, you're first. Chest out, one hand on your hip and the other flat against the other thigh. Head tilted up at an angle. Your sexiest stare... and hold it as I go round you, shooting from every angle.... Good.... Yes.... Yes.... Great.... Oh, you are a fox!... And done."
After that, the professor did the same with Gabriella, focusing especially on her beautiful tits, just as he had highlighted her friend's fine ass. To wrap up, he had them slowly parade half-naked, holding hands as they preened for the camera. They were still having a good time and he decided that the session had taken them far enough into exhibitionism.
"You've done so well, models. Let's call it a wrap now. Go to the bedroom and slip into your street clothes. We'll have a drink to cool down and you can tell me how you liked your experience tonight. Maybe we can discuss future shoots if this was fun?"
"We hope you'll be taking more pictures, instead of some photographer we don't even know," Christina suggested.
"I think that's a good idea. I could do that," the professor grinned.
They were happy with their experience, but seemed a bit disappointed to be finished so soon. Edwards knew that Christina and Gabriella would be eager to do this again. He'd take them farther next time.
****
Professor Edwards was already thinking grand opening party when Petra told him how well her erotic prints were selling. He was eager to get more of his work up on her walls, a vicarious pleasure to see art lovers inspecting intimate details of his favourite subject.
"I have great ideas for a big event at the gallery, Petra. I'll go through your second photo session, the Art Deco shots, and select another half dozen or so for your approval. And I've experimented with colourizing certain details on a few of the existing black-and -whites. Pink nipples, for example, and on that pussy closeup you don't like, a range of hues from scarlet to pink. I'll get everything to you ASAP."
"Ok, and I have a good contact list of customers and browsers whom we could invite, at least twenty-five or more. Then there's my girlfriend, Emmeline Jones..."
"And Lezlee and her friend Desiree," Edwards interrupted. "Remember them? I'm sure they'd agree to circulate with drinks and hors d'oeuvres."
"Well... if we must." Petra remembered sexual play with the two cougars when she was high on weed, not her favourite memory.
"And I have two new student models who would come to help out too. I want to get them comfortable with erotic art, and this would be the perfect atmosphere."
"William, have you any ideas to make it special... some sense of mystery or excitement?"
"Let's have everybody wear eye masks, and we'll go with personal invitation only on a Saturday night. We can black out all the windows for privacy and post someone- say, Mike the Romeo model- on the door."
"Sounds good!"
"And for you, the hostess, I'll have Ronald borrow that gauzy, green Art Nouveau dress and jewelry from the Theatre Department. You'd look very mysterious, with an elaborate eye mask. What do you think, Petra?"
"Fantastic! And the food and drink?"
The two of them worked out all the details and within a few days everyone on the guest list was opening texts or emails inviting them to the grand opening.
Previous buyers Gerard and Mona Rodman were delighted to read theirs. Petra's naked images in their bedroom had stimulated them to wild sexual fantasy as they imagined the model, Venus, in their bed. They wanted to acquire her latest erotic prints, especially something much more revealing of their imaginary lover.
Gerard was a prominent businessperson in the investment sector, but behind his mature mask of respectability, he was a serial sex addict. At fifty years of age, he wanted to demonstrate prowess in bed, and unknown to his wife, he'd had a string of short affairs at the office. Gerard kept in shape because he had an eye for the younger secretaries and even some female clients.
Wife Mona didn't make as much effort to hide her real self. She was about forty-five, and spent hours at the fitness studio every week fighting the battle against weight and age. Her blonde hair was dyed; her big tits were silicone; and her mind was filled with bisexual fantasies that she'd never lived out. Mrs. Rodman always dressed provocatively: too tight, too short, too much makeup. She wanted a Venus to love.
They wouldn't miss Petra's opening event!
Saturday evening brought a few dozen invited guests through the front door, along with some of their art-loving friends. Petra greeted everyone as they arrived, eager to be as personable as possible with potential customers. Ronald had set up a good music mix to fill in the background, while four champagne and food servers- cougars Lezlee, Desiree, and new models Gabriella and Christina circulated and chatted with guests. All of the erotic art was set out on easels scattered through the shop space.
The Rodmans arrived with a flurry, dropped off curbside by a limo driver. Gerard wore a crisp tuxedo, while Mona was half clothed in a black, clinging gown, open almost to the waist. Her big tits struggled to break loose as she swayed into the shop, tottering on stiletto heels. Mona's dyed blonde mane was piled atop her head, and the dangling diamond earrings sparkled.
As Petra welcomed them, Gerard boldly circled his arm around her back, caressing the bare skin above her silky gown. His other arm encircled Mona's waist. There was something almost symbolic about the way he had aggressively taken possession of the two women. The Rodmans were important customers, so Petra made no effort to squirm away from his unwelcome touch.
She would feel it again later.
****
Petra was the perfect hostess all evening, moving between guests as they socialized and admired the erotic prints around the shop. Mona had been watching her and salivating all evening. She loved her Goth look, and her smooth, catlike glide reminded Mrs. Rodman of a slinky, sexy kitten. And she'd noticed something else which intrigued her.



Tonight, the gallery owner was wearing a greenish gown and an unusual Art Nouveau broach and earrings. They were the same as those worn by the model in the black-and-white print Mona had bought at the shop. The same model, 'Venus', was stretched out nude above the Rodman marital bed too. That pale-skinned, shapely woman had the same shock of long, black hair and full pouting lips as... well... Petra!
Suddenly, it all added up in Mona's mind: the erotic model with whom she had become infatuated was in fact Petra Stanwick! Gallery owner and nude poser were one and the same! She whispered her suspicions to husband Gerard, and urged him to study Petra carefully from different angles. He confirmed that his wife could well be right and suggested a ploy by which to find out.
"Excuse us, Petra, we'd like to talk more privately for a moment," Gerard led.
"Certainly. In my little office, over there," she suggested. "How may I help you?"
"You know we love the two pieces we bought from you. We're looking for something... well... more explicit than any of the new pieces you have on display tonight," Gerard explained.
"Yes, perhaps something in closer," Mona continued. "Even more intimate than your other pieces. I love the look of Venus, but I want to see... umm... the rest of her in detail too. We'd pay handsomely for that."
Petra thought about the extreme closeup which she still held back. In it, her painted fingernails were stretching her wet pussy wide open, an unmistakeable invitation for sex. Should she show it to the Rodmans?
"I do have one more upstairs in my apartment that might interest you. There are two sizes, and one is colourized to show shades of red and pink. I wouldn't want anyone else to see it. But if you're really interested, we could go up now."
"Excellent, lead the way," Gerard agreed, and Mona nodded enthusiastically.
As she led them to the back of the shop, Petra spotted William and told him she was going to her apartment and would be back down soon. He was surprised to see the couple follow her up the stairs. Petra had them sit on her sofa while she went to the bedroom closet to retrieve the hidden pictures.
"This is the most intimate photo I have for sale. A bit embarrassing, in fact. Do you like it?"
As she held up two copies- a small one in black and white and a large one, colourized- the Rodman's studied them carefully. They quickly settled on the big one with Petra's red fingernails spreading her bare pussy wide, resplendent in rich shades from pink to magenta. It was as close and intimate as Mona could have hoped for.
"You shouldn't be ashamed of the photo. It's beautiful!" Mona gushed and hesitated for effect. "Or are you embarrassed because it's you- Venus?"
The room went quiet, and Petra's head spun from the direct accusation. How did they know? She said nothing for some time while she tried to gather her wits. Finally, she stammered, quite unconvincingly:
"What... makes you think... it's me?"
"I know you're Venus, especially when I see that unusual old broach and earrings you're wearing, the same as in the print hanging in our bedroom. You can't deny it!"
Petra felt like a trapped animal cornered by hunters.
"Wh... what are you going to do about it? I don't want people to know!" she blurted out anxiously.
"Your secret is safe," Gerard said coldly. "But you must trust us."
"What do you mean?" Petra asked, trembling at being discovered.
"We'll go into your bedroom to work out the details," Mona told her, then took Petra's hand to lead the way. "Gerard, bring that big picture she showed to us."
Petra stood nervously by the bed waiting for the Rodmans to tell her how they'd keep her secret. Then Mona began to unbutton the back of Petra's gown, while her husband held the explicit image.
"I'll prove it's Venus, Gerard. Strip off your clothes now, Petra. Everything.... Keep going.... And lay back on the bed.... Legs apart.... Now position your fingers like the picture and open yourself wide.... See Gerard! Same as the photo. Petra is Venus!"
"Yeah, Mona. There's no doubt... is there Petra?" he agreed, soon realizing that his wife was ready to live out her fantasies.
"Help me out of my dress, Gerard. You know how often we pretended to be with Venus. Now it's going to happen!"
"Wait! You're going to have sex with me?" Petra gasped, suddenly realizing the price of their knowledge.
"Yes, Venus. First just me, then both of us," Mona chortled. "This is almost too good to be true!"
In moments, Mona Rodman had sprawled herself across Petra's naked body, skin-to-skin, her big tits hard against the gallery owner's red lips.
"Start with my nipples, and we'll go from there," she commanded, and Petra saw that she must obey.
Up close like this, Petra was engulfed in Mrs. Rodman's exotic perfume and her surprisingly supple breasts. This wasn't the first time she'd been with a woman. Her girlfriend Emmeline Jones was a regular staple in her sexual diet. And there'd been older cougars too- bar pickups Lezlee and her busty friend Desiree when she was posing for Professor Edwards.
However, this was the first time sex had been forced upon her. A sense of resignation quickly kicked in. She would submit to Mona, and later, to both of them. If this is what it would take to keep her Venus identity secret, then she might as well give in to it.
Mrs Rodman was on fire with lust for Petra. She squirmed above the younger woman's body, holding it down as she licked and sucked her tits. Then she began to French kiss, her hungry tongue pushing rudely into a waiting mouth. Petra found herself succumbing, meeting tongue with tongue in mutual exploration. Her arms wrapped around Mona's buxom body to pull her closer.
It was so wrong, but it was beginning to feel so right! Mona's soft skin against her own brought back a rush of past bisexual experiences for Petra. She enjoyed the touch and taste of a woman, even one forcing herself upon her. It had happened with that barfly Lezlee one night at the professor's apartment, and here it was again.
Then they were locked in sixty-nine, Petra on top now, avidly lapping at Mrs. Rodman's sopping pussy while she ground her own against the older woman's sucking mouth. Gerard watched with glazed eyes, cock in hand, as these two naked women devoured one another. He knew it was exactly what his wife had dreamed about since the day they bought the two erotic photos from Petra. Soon he would join them.
Meanwhile, William was concerned. Petra had been upstairs with the couple for nearly a half hour and not returned. He should go to the apartment to see why. Guests were looking for the hostess and she was missing sales opportunities.
"Ronald, you're in charge while I go up to check on Petra. She's with customers upstairs. I'll be back shortly."
The professor crept up quietly, ready to say that Petra was missed downstairs. To his surprise, there was no-one in the kitchen, or in the adjoining lounge. However, the bedroom door was half open and he could hear sounds within- the unmistakeable grunts and moans of sex! He moved quietly to the door and peeked inside.
"Fuck her Gerard!. Fuck her harder!" in an unfamiliar voice met his ears.
It was Petra in there! She lay on her back with a man sprawled between her raised knees, pumping furiously. And there was more. Part of her face was hidden by a kneeling blonde straddling her head, grinding down with her gleaming pussy. Petra's hands held the woman's writhing hips, pulling toward her tongue which rapidly flicked across the pink flesh so readily available.
Petra was lost in a world of erotic sensation. Her pussy was filled with thrusting cock, and her mouth with oozing pink gash. This older couple certainly had her in a sexual frenzy! There was nothing else but this wanton, sensuous moment. No gallery party. No guests downstairs. No friends and patrons. Just this incredibly hot fuck with the Rodmans.
The blonde cougar's back was arched forward, and her eyes closed tightly. She moaned loudly with passion as her hands cupped her big tits, fingers tugging her nipples to monstrous size. William could hear them all breathing hard, completely lost in their furious debauchery.
"So, Petra is fucking her customers now." Edwards was amazed. "Is this how she sells her art? Is she whoring herself for customers? Well, I won't miss this action!"
The energy on Petra's bed was becoming even more intense as it built to a peak. The man's arse rose higher, moved faster, and plunged deeper than before. Glimpses of Petra's pussy between jabs showed a deep scarlet, just like the colourized erotic print William had created for her. And the woman on her face was almost out of control, calling out loudly for more.
The professor grinned. The scene exceeded anything he'd ever watched before!
The grunting, the moaning, the rude cries for satisfaction: this wasn't going to last much longer. The man came first, suddenly pounding into Petra at breakneck speed, a loud "UGH!" accompanying each salvo into Petra's clenching vagina. Then the woman on top fell forward to savour her husband's withdrawn cock, while Petra sucked Mona's clitoris deep into her mouth. The woman came hard, almost suffocating the model beneath her.
Finally, Petra arched upward and let loose. William never tired of watching her stupendous, crushing orgasms, her lithe body bouncing wildly with a life of its own.
"Omigod. Omigod!... Fuck... Fuck!... FUCK!!" she screamed. "Aaarrragghhhh!!!"
Then it was over, and the witching hour had come. Edwards spun on his heel, quickly paced through the apartment and clambered down the stairs. Ronald saw him first.
"Why are you smirking like that, Old Man?" he asked.
"I think Petra just sealed a big sale with some of her best customers."
The professor didn't realize he'd misread the situation he watched so avidly.
****
Upstairs the threesome had been consummated and everyone was hurriedly dressing again.
"Will you help me with the back buttons, Mona" Petra asked.
"I'll do anything for you, Venus. Anything after that fun."
"You won't tell anyone about me..."
"That was fantastic, Petra," Gerard began, watching the women dressing. "We insist you come to OUR bedroom for a repeat performance next Saturday evening."
"Yes, Venus," Mona exclaimed, "Once isn't enough. We're just getting started with you. Keep your Saturday nights open for us!"
"But my secret..."
"It's safe," Gerard grinned. "Provided we understand each other."
Now Petra recognized the full meaning of their little orgy.
Mona and Gerard would be using her as their sex toy.
And she'd be paying with her body to keep them quiet.
"You'll be nice to me? You won't hurt me?" Petra whispered desperately.
"No baby," Mona purred. "You'll be loved like you've never known!"
[To be continued soon]
Please rate or comment on my story. There's much more to tell about Petra's gallery party and her dirty deal with the Rodmans.



            Delaney Loves Couples Videos

            What! My fault! How could she blame me for this disaster?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/delaney-loves-couples-videos

Title: Delaney Loves Couples Videos

Author: 1fastguy

Category: Loving Wives

Description: What! My fault! How could she blame me for this disaster?

Tags: roleplaying, sex videos, threesome, watching, stale marriage, orgasm, lingerie, caught red-handed, fantasy, not a cuckold




This is no cuck story. In fact, it's definitely the opposite! Delaney insisted that I was responsible for what happened - that somehow I was to blame in my effort to improve our sagging sex life. I claim innocence mixed with a measure of naivety.
Bedroom time had become stale and that was the root of it.
Laney and I met in college and couldn't keep our hands off each other. Drinking parties with friends ended with private sessions in her dorm room. She was a fox with a healthy appetite and all the right moves. Delaney kept me primed by the hour as she got progressively naked, and I just couldn't fuck her enough!
Our health technician and management programs shared several classes. Sometimes, sitting in the darkest corners of the big lecture hall, we played a game to see who could make the other one come without anyone else knowing. Laney would go without panties for better access, while I wore loose track pants that she could easily get her hands into.
Delaney has a fabulous body- great tits- and she'd been using it for pleasure since high school. I had my own fair share of sexual experience too, so we spent plenty of quality time in the sack. I can still remember her long, black hair draped across my body as she voraciously sucked my cock.
Both of us managed to scrape through our courses and graduate. By then we were constant companions in and out of bed. What started as friends-with-benefits slowly blossomed. We made sure that our careers took us to the same city, and it wasn't long before we moved in together so we could hop like rabbits.
Laney and I married after another year or so. Then, ever so slowly, the shine started to wear off our sex life as the demands of our new careers pulled us under. Friday and Saturday nights, we'd go out with friends, then back home afterward it would be like those wild college days. But for the rest of the week... not so much.
We worked hard Monday to Friday, and usually came home tired. I was a junior manager in a tech lab, while she had a technical position in a health clinic. Neither job had room for error, and the responsibility began to take its toll. Delaney started earlier in the morning than me, and I came home later, usually after 6:00. Evenings were for household chores and recuperation. This went on weekly.
By our fourth anniversary, some weekend sex was the norm and anything else was unusual. We were too busy, too tired. We talked a lot about the good old days, but work was consuming us. Would job advancement bring a less demanding work regime? More responsibility brought even less intimate time.
A year later, we were down to 'Happy Saturdays' and little else. Friends would want to go out, but we declined more and more often. Now a quiet Friday evening- often falling asleep in front of the TV- appealed to us more than a noisy club. Twenty- seven years old, and already down to once a week!
We did well in our careers and were promoted, but it started to seem like the lab and the clinic owned us, dictating longer hours and paperwork in the evenings. There was precious little time for lovemaking because work was ruling our lives. After five years of marriage we were only having sex a few times in a month!
Things had grown stale in bed. It seemed to be the same routine every time: a little kissing; a quick move into some intimate touching; followed shortly by some basic sex. Occasionally, Delaney would go on all fours so that I could plug her from behind. Compared to our college romps, this was all very quick and tame.
One Saturday night we both lay looking at the ceiling after another so-so lovemaking session.
"Del, was that good for you?" I wondered aloud.
"Sure, but I didn't come tonight. Again." she replied hesitantly. "How about you, Steve? Satisfying?"
"Not bad, but we didn't last very long. Remember those hours back in your dorm room. Now that was my kind of sex!"
"But we were young then. Everybody slows down after a while."
"Hell Laney! We're only in our twenties, not sixty. It could be a lot better. Like those school days."
"I suppose. But we're dragged down with careers now. No time. No energy. No sex. That's how it goes, you know."
"And that's alright with you, is it? It's not what I expected. We should be so much better together."
A confession here: as things had become more routine, I spent increasing time surfing porn sites. Eventually it occurred to me that Delaney might find this as stimulating as I did. As far as I knew though, she never looked at the stuff, but that night I decided to find out.
"Del, would watching another couple having sex interest you?" I asked, carefully, testing the waters.
"Do you mean us with another couple?" She seemed incredulous. "Swinging? I don't want to get into anything like that!"
"No, that's not what I mean. Couples videos. Actual people our age having normal sex..."
"Pornography? I know you watch it, but I don't really want to. People are paid for it, so it wouldn't seem like love or even sincere."
"Well, it's not all like that. There's lovers' sex, more romantic, with real couples. Softer, with nice settings and big, fluffy beds. Lots of kissing and whispering. People moving along slowly and eventually getting there. Very natural stuff, not rushed."
"That does sound sort of kind of interesting, Steve. And you think this would be good for us in the bedroom?"
Delaney was taking the bait!
"Absolutely. We could watch it together and have fun like we used to."
She seemed interested, so I went for my laptop and brought it into the bed.
"Want to try it? Nothing to lose. If you don't like it, we'll just turn it off."
"Right now?"
"Sure. I'll show you something you'll like. See what you think of it."
I'd watched this romantic, softer-core stuff before and quickly homed in on a fifteen-minute demo clip from an ordinary couple. Their website was called "BonnyAllen", or something like that. Maybe you've seen it? Their settings are always quite artistic, and they aren't slick porn stars. Allen is average-looking and mildly hung, while Bonny is attractive, but not silicon-stuffed.
In short, they're not intimidating people whom Laney might see as paid performers- even though their full videos are available for purchase as inexpensive downloads. A good gig- uninhibited lovers earning a sideline income right at home!
I set the laptop between us as we reclined on stacks of pillows. Then I brought up a tame clip and held my breath as it began with Bonny laying back on a thick feather bed in a flowery bedroom.
Sunlight streamed in from a window at the foot of the bed, illuminating her short negligee enough to show her pleasant contours and stiff nipples. The camera slowly panned up across her almost transparent attire, revealing only the lower part of her face, the rest hid in the shadows of a jaunty brimmed hat.
I glanced over at Delaney and saw that she was watching closely to see what would happen next. This was a promising start.
Then Allen appeared and began to gently caress Bonny as he leaned closer to kiss. It was a real lover's kiss, not the fake lip-brushing kind common in porn. Their eyes were closed and though his upper face was obscured in shadow, it was clear they were Frenching like it meant something. Allen caressed her tits before he slipped the lingerie straps down to flick his tongue across peaked nipples.
I shot another look over at Laney. She was intently watching the lovers on-screen, and she seemed to like it! I couldn't have hoped for more.
Eventually, Bonny reached for Allen's cock- until now unseen- and drew it toward her. He was naked and grew bigger under her touch. Delaney leaned toward the screen with her eyes glued to the erotic action. What else would Bonny do with it? My wife's eyes opened wide as the performer brought his cock to her mouth, then licked and finally sucked the crown inside.
Soon I could see Laney's hand between her legs, finding her pussy and rubbing it as she stared at the computer. The lovers were exciting her and I was aroused too!
Gradually the on-screen action moved on, Allen slowly edging toward some oral stimulation for her glistening pink. As his tongue lapped at Bonny's trimmed lips and protruding clitoris, Delaney instinctively lifted her thighs up toward his nuzzling face and began to work her pussy hard. At the same time, she reached over to me and firmly gripped my hard cock.
She was really into this! I could see that the sheet beneath her was wet, and her head was leaning forward to get closer to the screen. Laney was breathing harder, her stomach rising and falling heavily. She stroked harder at my cock while I pulled her closer to me
Delaney steadily rose toward orgasm, her eyes jammed shut, her fingers flying across her engorged flesh. I could tell that it was going to be intense, unlike anything I'd seen for some time. Laney cried out as she bounced on the bed, masturbating like it was a newly-discovered pleasure.
Then, all at once she hit the top. Her stomach muscles clenched in a monstrous twist before they released and grabbed again and again! Delaney rode this surging wave for what seemed a long time before she threw herself back against the pillows. I was in awe at what I had just witnessed.
The video clip continued but Laney wasn't watching anymore as she panted for breath. On-screen, Bonny was moaning softly as Allen plied her pale body with his probing cock, but Delaney had already seen all that she needed.
'"Turn it off, Steve," she rasped. "I've watched enough for now." Then she gave a little laugh, probably surprised at how strongly the couple's love on-screen had affected her.
She turned and smiled at me. "I think I liked it!" And she laughed again.
"You think so?" I chuckled. "Maybe you did, Del. Ready for more?"
"Not now. I'm exhausted. But can you wait 'til tomorrow afternoon? I'll be ready by then. With the video of course, so I can watch the rest and see how they end up," she added, as if there was any doubt.
On Sunday morning over coffee, Delaney wanted me to tell her about the rest of the video, but I wouldn't, so she'd get the whole experience. At that point I mentioned that we could buy the full half hour segments of many clips posted on their website. So, we spent some time checking to see what else was available.
That afternoon was the best lovemaking in a long time. Since she was familiar with the first part of the vid, I suggested we watch and re-enact it at the same time, following Bonny and Allen's lead. Laney grinned wickedly at the idea and eagerly took part. In her mind, she may have been imagining sex with the couple on-screen, a powerful image that made her come twice that afternoon.
So, Delaney loved my couples video suggestion and was eager for more. Next Friday night couldn't come soon enough for her, and I soon learned the reason. She'd found another BonnyAllen clip she liked, then paid to download the full version for our weekend pleasure. There was an excitement about her now, more like the sexy girl I knew in college.
The weekend brought more surprises. A chilled bottle of wine and two glasses sat on the little table between our comfortable bedroom armchairs. I sat there wearing only my boxers, waiting for Delaney to emerge from the bathroom. My eyes popped! New lingerie- sheer white baby-dolls. When she bent in front of me to fill my glass, she nearly fell out of the scooped neckline.
"Like my outfit, Steve? Bonny wears it in our new video. I know you're going to enjoy it. Something else would be fun too. Call me Bonny tonight and you'll be her guy, Allen. Then it'll be just like the video."
I had no reason to be suspicious because roleplaying seemed like a very sexy idea. But in retrospect, it was the beginning of the end.
This video must have been more recent than the first one we watched, because the couple had stopped hiding parts of their faces for anonymity. Faces exposed, they were attractive, but no better than Laney and me. Both were shaved below the waist, and when I removed Laney's bit of lace, I saw that she was too. I was instructed to do the same for next time.
This full-length video began as soft-core, but as it progressed, the couple loved in a few different positions. And there was plenty of avid oral too. We played it from the big television screen angled down toward the bed- the volume turned up enough to seem like we were swinging with another couple.
It was exciting, especially the sounds of on-screen Bonny's soft moaning mingling with my wife's sighs. But it became awkward too, hearing Laney urging, "Allen! Allen!", as she neared another orgasm. While I felt like we were screwing alongside another couple, I wondered if my wife was doing the guy in the video, not me.
Afterward, I brought it up.
"What's this with you calling out another guy's name when I'm fucking you?"
"It's OK, don't you think? We were just pretending to be them. You can call me Bonny if you like. Even out of bed, just for fun, to remind us about sex with them. How would that be?"
Delaney could be persuasive and I stupidly bought it.
For the next while the sex itself was great, the good old days. We always watched Delaney's choice of BonnyAllen vids, sometimes on-line clips, other times the extended version. Her favourites were the ones with hot oral and Bonny's powerful orgasms. We were at it three times a week now, and I knew by her deep pink flush that she was also rubbing them out before I got home.
One night there was a surprise for me.
"Steve, I got a new video, and it's great! And, some new lingerie again, just like Bonny's."
Delaney's sexual resurgence was only a month old, and she was so hot! Even though I was as busy as ever at the tech lab, I watched the clock more, eager to get home for "Bonny and Allen time", as she called it. Sure, I could be somebody else for an hour or even more, as long as I could bang away with Laney. At the time, it seemed a small price to pay.
The newest video was excellent. Bonny and Delaney both started out with transparent black half bras, pull-up stockings, and a bit of lace that barely hid their pussies. The usual sweet, romantic opening was followed by a steady progression into some serious sex.
I swear that Laney rehearsed with these videos because she always seemed ready to swing into the next position as soon as it came up. One of them was something we hadn't done in years. Following Bonny's lead, she crouched above me, knees on either side of my prone body, and her sweet ass directly in front of me. Reverse cowgirl- what a ride for Alex and me!
As the two women rocked themselves to-and-fro on our straining cocks, I slipped my hands under Delaney's smooth cheeks to lift her before she slammed back down again. She loved it, lubing like crazy, and moaning all the while. It was every bit as good for me! My hips were off the bed, driving my rod into her with a madman's fury. Too hard, in fact, because before I knew it, I'd filled her with spunk.
She wore a little smirk after I returned to Earth,
"Liked that didn't you, Steve? Me too. Blame it on Bonny. Tomorrow night let's watch it again and I'll have the orgasm. I take it you're finished for the evening, so I'll just do myself with them now while you watch."
It was a good show, watching Laney use her talented fingers on her eager pussy while the video couple made love. Both women soon reached the top and went over, bouncing and calling out in their orgasms.
Afterward, my sleep didn't come right away as I lay wondering where all this roleplaying was leading us. Doubts were forming. I relished the hot sex, but it was a bit strange- like I was sharing her with somebody else who wasn't really there.
The rest of the weekend is a blur. Friday night was a repeat performance, but this time Laney came first, crying out Allen's name again as she convulsed in a mighty climax. Her eyes were fixed on the big screen the whole time, watching Bonny's man pound her fine pussy, just like I was working Delaney's. This transference to her video stud was starting to annoy me. She seemed obsessed with him!
"OK, I've had enough of Bonny and Allen," I complained afterward. "If we're going to do this, let's find somebody else. I'm not playing him anymore because I think you're getting too caught up in it. I'm here too, you know," I stated firmly.
"Tell me that you don't like pretending I'm Bonny!" Delaney accused. "I even wear her lingerie to help you get aroused. And it always works. You haven't fucked me like this in years!"
"Maybe. But I'm done with them! This whole game pretending to be someone else is too weird. Get something else."
I tried to beg off the following weekend, suggesting we go out with some friends we hadn't seen since Laney's sexual renewal. Cards, dancing, even bowling, just for a break from video sex. This new thing was getting old quickly. and I was already beginning to wish that I'd never suggested it. But by now Delaney had embraced it and wouldn't let go.
Come bedtime, she told me that she'd found something different that I might like.
Again, there was wine on the bedroom table as I waited for her to emerge from the bathroom.
Delaney looked fantastic, barely covered in a skimpy white French bra and panty set with matching garter belt, white stockings and big heels. Her long black hair trailed across her shoulders and down her back, partly hiding the white choker around her neck. My cock stiffened.
"What's this!" I exclaimed as she minced in front of me and bent over to pour the wine, her tits spilling out of the struggling bra.
"I knew you'd like it! I found a hot video clip for you- different people, and this is what she starts out wearing. So sexy! I love it."
"Maybe I will. Maybe I won't. As long as it isn't them again!" I hesitated.
"After some wine, you'll be ready for it. Quite different from BonnyAllen, and a blonde, just like you wanted, Steve," she purred.
What surprise did Delaney, the video sex queen, have for me tonight? We drank and she teased me, turning this way and that to show herself from different angles, torturing my rising member. I temporarily withdrew any regrets about introducing her to this new world of couples video.
Then she stretched out on the bed, propped up by pillows, motioning for me to stay in the chair. The remote had become Laney's personal possession ever since we started this, and she commandeered it again tonight. As the screen lit up, a tall, stacked blonde with long hair tottered into view. She was dressed much like the woman on the bed beside me as she led a big man into a bedroom.
This was not Bonny and Allen. These were porn stars. Then I saw a third person.
There was another man already in the room, sitting in an armchair like me, with alcohol on a little table beside him. The dame in the clip smiled his way once, then ignored him as she pulled the big guy close.
They devoured each other's lips, and he fondled her body. She moaned as his big hand slid down into her tiny silken thong and explored her pink flesh. The other man sat impassively watching them.
"Steve, sit there and just watch for a while," Delaney breathed, then she began to caress herself, writhing sensuously like the actress in the video. As Laney rubbed her pussy, she stared at the screen very intently. The meaning of this started to sink in. Did she want me to watch her perform with another guy?
My anger flared up and I reached for the remote to turn off the thing. That's when the actress motioned for the seated man to join them. Now it was murky. Who was the husband and who was the lover? The watcher quickly undressed, then Laney patted the bed beckoning me to join her (them).
"A threesome, Steve. Do you like it?" Delaney whispered. "Be the man who was watching, OK? That's you, and that other one can be... oh... let's say, Jimmy. Both of you will be loving me tonight."



She had the most devilish look on her face, ready to take on two of us now, me and an imaginary lover on-screen right above us. So, this was her new fantasy! Surely, she had been surfing porn and found this raunchy threesome clip.
"So, how long is this one, Del?" I muttered reluctantly.
"Jimmy? Maybe eight inches. At least." she grinned.
"No, I mean the video."
"About a half hour. It'll be fun. I've wanted to do this since college"
Suddenly it dawned on me! A guy named Jimmy had been my big, hung room mate, the one who scored with all the girls. Delaney was probably going to pretend she was with him tonight! I knew that she'd been around the block a few times before we met, but had she fucked him back then? I wondered.
But things were moving fast. A horny guy, I get stupid when she strokes my dick while her tongue explores my mouth. My mind just went blank. I glanced over at Delaney and nodded toward the screen.
"What's her name?" I mumbled.
"Hmm... she's French... Nicolette... call her Nikki."
Oh man! That was her old roomie whom I'd secretly lusted after! Had she known all along? I could see that this was going to be kinky and complicated, with Jimmy and me doubling up on Laney and Nikki. I hoped that I'd be able to keep all the roles straight without sliding into any cuck stuff. I hate that.
'Nikki' had been my fantasy girl. The sex was passionate, and when Delaney reached into the night table, I found out how the porn actor was going to get in on this. She had a thick, eight-inch, flesh-coloured cock in hand and proceeded to slide it into her wet pussy- obviously not for the first time. She worked it hard pretending that 'Jimmy' was fucking her while I stroked her stiff clit.
I'd stripped away everything except her stockings and garter belt, then I lay on my back, like the watcher in the video. Delaney straddled me- just like 'Nikki' on-screen- and slid down the length of my rod. She rocked back and forth, at the same time pulling and twisting her long nipples.
Then, eyes rivetted to the television, she reached for the big dildo. Meantime, the porn actress had both men in her as she rode the guy underneath. Suddenly, Laney stopped rocking and slowly eased the rubber tool into her butt. She must have been practicing because it slid in easily enough before she began moving against me again.
I didn't need to watch what came next, thrusting my hips off the bed, driving myself deep into her pussy while she stroked the dildo up into her body. Delaney gasped with pleasure as two men fucked her at the same time, me from below and 'Jimmy the Dildo' from behind. Her eyes were open wide while she pounded the blunt instrument relentlessly into her butt.
As she climbed to her peak, there was an intensity like never before. Laney was out of control, moaning and crying out both names, "Jimmy!" "Steve!" as we pounded her raw. I was tiring, but her thrusting arm was not. Just when I couldn't go much longer, a tidal wave broke, 'Nikki' clenching and releasing violently as a massive orgasm ripped through her.
"Omigod! Omigod! Omigod!" she babbled the mantra as her glistening body shook and shook with sheer pleasure. She rode the wave for a long time before it finally subsided, and she collapsed beside me. Roleplaying like this had become her ultimate aphrodisiac.
"Good timing," I said sarcastically, in the now-darkened bedroom. "The video ended a little while ago."
Sunday morning over coffee and toast, Delaney came clean about what she wanted to do next. It was a real eye-opener, and I quickly digested what she had in mind.
"Last night was amazing, Steve. Ever since that first video I've had this fantasy..."
"A threeway, right?" I interrupted.
"Well... yes. Was I that obvious?" she stammered, a bit embarrassed.
"Calling me Steve AND Jimmy when you came made it pretty clear," I groused.
"OK, I love the fantasy, and being with two of you last night was the best ever!"
"I'm not crazy about that idea. But tell me Del, did Jimmy and Nikki come from our college days? It was no coincidence, was it?" I accused.
"Admit it. We both wanted them back then," she bristled.
Then she came the really surprising part. Laney restated how much she'd enjoyed her double with me and the big tool before diving into it.
"I have something to tell you, Steve, and I hope you're ready for this. At least think about it, OK? I'd... I'd like it to be real... you know, a threesome with me, you and another guy."
I hated it immediately.
"What!... The real thing? You really want to do that?"
"Yes. Someone we both approve of- a stranger, so nobody else knows. Once maybe, and if it's good, more often. It'd be our little secret, a pleasure to look forward to from time to time..."
"Seriously? A thrill for you maybe. But I won't do it. I'm not going to sit watching some guy fuck you! Bad enough on-screen!" I was agitated. "If you really want this, how about with another couple... you know... swinging?"
"Oh...I suppose." Delaney didn't seem very excited about that option. "But two people is more complicated. We should start with just one," she countered.
"Well... OK, a woman, maybe. You know I have a thing for blondes, like Nikki," I smiled, but she was having none of it.
"We could do that eventually, but I want to start with a man. That's the game we've been playing, so it's a good place to make it real. What we did last night was the most fantastic feeling, and I need to explore it some more, but with a real cock, not a rubber one," Laney insisted.
"And how would you find this other guy, this stranger?" I challenged.
"Chat rooms on the Internet. It wouldn't be too difficult."
This was my second surprise of the morning and piled atop the first one, I could see that Delaney was ready to act on it.
"Have you been looking around? Connected with anyone yet?" I exclaimed.
"Um... yes. Nothing much though- just texting..."
I was angry and interrupted her. "And sexting with selfies, right Laney?"
She didn't reply, but her eyes darted to the side, so I had my answer. I was shocked. Delaney wanted another guy to join us in bed and had already taken steps to find him. Had I set this in motion by introducing her to couples porn? No! This was way beyond the romantic BonnyAllen stuff I'd first shown her to spice up our dull routines.
"So what comes next?" I shouted, to which she brazenly gave a detailed reply I didn't expect.
"I narrow it down and pick one. Then we all meet for a drink to see if it could work. We agree what's allowed between us, then arrange a time and place to do it. Simple, right?"
"Just like that," I exclaimed. "Sort of like getting the car serviced, except that it's you getting fucked!"
"Don't be sarcastic, Steve. If we enjoy sharing, you can have your turn with a blonde, or we can swap with a couple we both like. It'd be hot, don't you think?" she persisted.
"You're really serious about this, aren't you?"I yelled in anger. "I suppose you'd do this without me if I don't go along with it?"
"Admit it, Steve. You had as much fun with the fantasy as I did. Yes, I really want this!" Laney retorted, avoiding my second question, which told me she was determined to go forward, whether I agreed or not.
"Not a damned chance!"
I was disgusted and went out for some beers with a friend after supper. That night I slept in the guest room. Next morning Delaney was really agitated and laid into me.
"What happened to you last night, Steve? I had another hot clip ready for us, but you just skipped out. You ruined everything!"
"Oh, so you noticed that I left, did you Del? I figured you and Jimmy the Dildo could go ahead without me."
"What's that supposed to mean?" she snapped back.
"You're more interested in what's happening on-screen than in our bed. I don't like it!"
"Come on, Steve! You don't get it, do you? We're just roleplaying, so we need to see what's going on in the video."
"Not to the point where we're just acting too! It's like I'm a voyeur, not a guy who's actually doing his own wife!"
"That's so disappointing," she shouted at me. "After I did everything I could to make it exciting for you. The lingerie. Nikki's name- I know you were hot for her. The imaginary threesome. What else could you want? This is sex like we had in school."
"Now you want two guys at once, do you? I know we didn't do that back then!" I spit out.
"It's just pretending. Fantasy, that's all," but somehow Laney didn't sound so convincing. Maybe she had two guys in her bed before?
"Right. So, are you going trade naked selfies in chat rooms? Tell me, Del."
"Probably, but just for fun, that's all. I'm waiting for you to decide if we're going ahead with... you know... somebody else with us."
"Another guy to fuck you. While I watch, I suppose. A cuck. Not on your life, Delaney!"
"Are you saying no, Steve? Really? I want this!"
"Count me out. Nobody else in bed with us. And no more videos like the last one you came up with. I won't have anything to do with what you want!"
Laney was quiet, staring at me intently with an angry, hostile glare. There was a deathly calm before the storm as she weighed her next words. Then she laid it all out in a cold, steely voice I hardly knew.
"You leave me no choice, Steve. Just when I'm having incredible sex, you pull the rug out from under me. I'm supposed to go back to basics to suit you. Well, you didn't know this, but I'll tell you now.
I was having a lot of sex before I met you. Yes, Jimmy your room mate, and his buddy Jake. Both of them sometimes. Exciting stuff, but I gave it up for you, Steve. I want that kind of sex again, and it's your fault. These feelings were under control until you started with that couples video. So blame yourself!"
Then she put a nail in it.
"And I won't stop now either!"
"With or without me...."
"Yes, and it's all because of you!"
"Damn it" I exploded. "You're the one who's looking in chat rooms for guys to fuck!"
"You leave me no choice! I'll do what I want."
"Then we're as good as done already!" I warned.
"Fuck you, Steve!" Delaney growled.
There wasn't any more to be said.
After that, things changed in many ways. Delaney would spend time on her computer in the evening and I noticed that there were photos scattered across the screen. She was cruising and not making much effort to hide it from me. I resolved to get into her files, but her machine was password secure.
Other times, I'd overhear her on her phone, talking and laughing in an animated way. Sexual innuendo told me this was most probably some guy she might hook up with. I moved permanently into the guest room and installed a hidden camera in the main bedroom to be my private detective- evidence for a divorce.
I checked daily, but she hadn't had any visitors. There was plenty of video of Delaney passionately frigging herself as she gazed up at the TV screen. She was addicted! Erotic lingerie, sex toys, contorted positions- she was driving herself to gasping orgasms over and over. It was only a matter of time until she would kick up her fantasy to another level.
Other things changed too. Laney began to look different when she went out, like she was advertising her availability. Her blouse lost a button, and her skirts were shorter, tighter. She got a cool new hairstyle. The laundry hamper was filled with erotic underwear, enough to show she was sexed-up pretty much all the time.
After a few weeks, Laney told me that she'd be attending an all-day clinical seminar out-of-town on Saturday. I pressed her for details, but she got defensive and gave me no information other than a "before midnight" return time. My radar went to high alert. I had to find out where Delaney would be on Saturday.
Then I caught a break. She forgot her phone on the kitchen counter when she left to answer the door. I was on it immediately and began to scroll through her text messages. I heard her talking to a neighbour, then the door closed and she was coming back! At the last instant I, saw the words 'Shady Oaks' in her latest text.
It was a motel along River Road. I drove there on Saturday, an out of the way place that rented by the day or the hour. It was mid-afternoon and I didn't see anybody around. Then, over by the side hidden under the big oaks, I noticed Delaney's car and two others beside it. She was there alright, likely with some company.
I crept quietly along the wing of rooms listening for telltale sounds before I heard Delaney's laugh. Then a deep male voice, and another. Damn! She was in there with two guys! I listened longer to satisfied grunting, the slap of flesh, and some rythmic thumping against a wall. They were banging my wife, the slut.
The faded curtain gaped enough for me to peer inside. There was Laney on her back with one guy between her spread legs and the other kneeling on the bed, angled toward her face. She had his cock, and I recognized him- Jimmy, my old room mate. Was the thrusting one with his back toward me his friend Jake?
I recorded some action video with my cellphone and when the two guys swapped positions, took some stills. Delaney's aroused face was clearly visible- just what I'd need. Then the three of them were into another round, eventually accompanied by Laney wailing in orgasm. Angry as Hell, I headed for home on a mission.
In an hour I'd piled all of Laney's clothes and things into her luggage and some big garbage bags. A clear plastic bag came last, for her jewelry and the wedding rings she'd left at home for the day. I drove back to the Shady Oaks, unlocked her car and filled it up, then scrawled "Don't Come Home!" across the door in her lipstick.
Delaney had said that she'd be back before midnight, so there was still plenty of time to change the locks, and secure the windows. I didn't want to see her again until we faced each other in divorce court, but she didn't give up quite that easily.
Laney came back late, pounding on the door when her keys wouldn't open it. I lay in bed smiling at her frustration- there was no chance that I was going to let the her back into my life! Not with what she had done. After a while she gave up and left.
Eventually, I had to meet with her and a court-appointed counsellor who would try to have us reconcile. I simply told the psychologist that I would never stay with a woman who met with two men for a day of sex in a sleazy motel. He looked at Delaney for a reply, but she only stared at me, unable to deny what she'd done.
"Neither would I, Steve," our counsellor said softly as he closed his notes.
That was the end of our sessions with him, and the divorce was settled quickly enough. The images that I'd recorded at the motel, and the report from the counsellor buried something that had begun to die some time before.
Maybe it went back to that first couples video? Right to the end, Delaney insisted that it was all my fault for introducing it into our bedroom. But I knew it was much more than that. Almost from the first, she had begun imagining that she was with the men on the screen, and really getting off on it.
Bad enough that she watched the television intently, calling out their names when she climaxed. No, Laney went too far when she brought her old boyfriend, Jimmy, into the game, fantasizing that I was watching her with him before we made it a threesome. She wanted this, not me.
That was her intention in looking for a man to join us in bed. She persisted with her game, even after I warned her that it was a deal breaker. Then I found Delaney in a cheap motel with the same two guys she'd doubled up with when we all were in school. She was reliving her past, first through video, then for real.
No, it wasn't my fault our marriage was finished. I wasn't to blame for spicing up our lovelife. Sure, I was too easily led around by my cock, but eventually I wised up.
Laney figured she could run right over me to relive her slutty college days. Well guess what? I wouldn't accept her plans.
Now I'm done with that woman for good.
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My seven-part series, "Petra's Pictures: Art to Porn", appeared in Exhibitionist and Voyeur in recent months. In it, Professor Edwards and his friend Ronald Dennison had one of the students pose for increasingly erotic 'art' photos. An evening of rampant sex always followed the Friday shoots, which quickly expanded to include two lonely cougars whom the men had picked up in a local club.
Then a three-part follow-up, "Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery", moved to the Mature category, to highlight the age difference between now-graduated Petra Stanwick and her older male friends. Petra began selling nudes taken of her as a student, signing the prints as 'Venus'. Clients Mona and Gerard Rodman saw that she was, in fact, the model and blackmailed her with sexual demands to keep the secret.
The story continues from there.
A Visit to the Rodmans'
The gallery event was a huge success! A few dozen erotic art fans were there, masked and gorging themselves with hors d'oeuvres, champagne, and Petra Stanwick's naked black and white prints. Several bought photos for their collections while the shop owner was engaged in an impassioned threesome upstairs in her apartment with the Rodmans.
Eventually the three of them returned to the party which was now progressing at full tilt. Many guests were drunk, or nearly so, and in various stages of undress, engaging in sex acts in hidden corners of the gallery. Servers Lezlee and Desiree, two hot cougars, had bared their breasts, advertising their availability to anyone who would take them. Novice student models Christina and Gabriella watched the scene in amazement.
Ronald Dennison- a fortyish gentleman with a yen for female flesh- had hooked up with Emmeline Jones. She was Petra's best friend and had come to the city especially for the party. The two young woman had posed nude with Dennison and Professor Edwards a few times in the past and the four of them became very intimate. Time melted away for the pair.
"Petra, Ronald and I are going up to your apartment. It's so noisy down here, and no privacy."
"Sure, Emma. But just on the sofa. My bed was well used already, and I don't think you'd want...."
"You? Who were you with?"
"Just some customers...."
"You'd do that for a sale!"
"Not exactly. We'll talk about it later, Emma."
"Sure. Ronald and I have some things to attend to now."
"Her sex, right" Petra laughed, looking at Mr. Dennison, who seemed a bit embarrassed by her frankness.
"Uhh... yes. How'd you guess?" he eventually grinned back.
"Don't keep a girl waiting. Off you go now. Remember...not the bed."
They rushed upstairs and into the lounge of the little apartment. In no time, the couple was wrapped together on the sofa, fumbling eagerly with buttons and zippers. The lovers French-kissed, their duelling tongues probing the sensitive insides- licking, sucking, imitating the act itself, telegraphing what their heated bodies wanted.
Soon Emma's fingers fished out Ronald's stiff cock, at about the same time as his lips latched on to her rising nipples. They were red hot for each other! Fire burned in them as they feverishly stoked one another's carnal desires.
Emma gripped his big rod firmly, stroking as she lowered her blonde head to gobble it down. She craddled his full balls, then began to suck him to madness. Meanwhile, his searching fingers were buried to the knuckles in Emma's sopping pussy, her legs wide open to welcome Dennison's rapid advance. It was as though the party downstairs had ceased to exist.
Now Ronald completely stripped his blonde lover, and she slid from the sofa to kneel on the rug in front of him. Grasping his cuffs, she yanked down his trousers, leaving him naked too. Again she took his swollen member and drew it to her open mouth. He grasped her golden hair and arched his back forward to literally fuck her lovely face. Emmeline gagged on Ronald's girth as he plunged into her.
"Stop! Stop!... I can't breathe!"
"Let me fuck you then." He sat on the sofa and continued. "Come up onto my lap, facing me."
Once there, Emma lowered herself while holding his cock upright, letting him slowly impale her until their groins were locked together. Her fine tits hung near his face, and he cupped them in both hands, kissing her glorious nipples as she began to rock along the length of his shaft. He helped lift her, then brought her down hard against his groin with each stroke.
"Omigod! That feels so good. Fuck me, Ronald. Fuck me hard!"
"Oh yeah! Baby... what a pussy!"
"Keep going until you cum. Fill me Up!"
Emma's hands were free, so she brought one to her clitoris to pleasure herself while her man pumped inside. Slim fingers tortured it, rolling and pressing the sensitive bud. Her breath began to come harder as the stimulation intensified. She rubbed more frantically and the need for release grew stronger. Emma was getting close.
Meanwhile, Ronald was too. His buttocks lifted off the sofa as he drove hard into this lovely woman. He had his strong hands on her smooth, pale hips now, raising her up and down the length of his mighty cock as if she was a large doll. Each thrust increased his urgency, a driving machine lurching along at increasing speed. Ronald wasn't going to last much longer either.
Emma moaned loudly from the combined onslaught of his raging rod and her flying fingers. Suddenly, her whole body clenched and shook, releasing with a series of mighty heaves. All the while, she babbled her delight almost incoherently.
"Yes... Yes! Ohgawd.... I'm cumming!... Cumming!... Ugh!... Ugh!... Ugh!....Aaaahhhh."
Ronald continued to lift and pound upward into Emma as she bounced like a ragdoll on the end of his bursting cock. Then he cut loose, blasting round after round of his seed into her hungry channel. He thrust over and over, groaning in agonizing pleasure until he could hardly move. Then they stopped and clung together as they struggled to breathe freely again.
"Incredible, Emma. You're so good when you're bad!" her lover panted.
"Love how you fuck me, Ronald. Do it again."
"Can't now. Maybe later? We'd better get back."
After a few more minutes close together, they gathered up their clothes, quickly dressed and straightened themselves up, before slipping downstairs to rejoin the boisterous gallery party.
****
Emmeline Jones slept over at her friend Petra's apartment the night of the gallery party. They were both worn out, so simply tossed fresh bedding over the remains of Petra's threesome with the Rodmans. In the late morning, after a few cups of strong coffee, they surveyed the apartment and gallery. The whole place was a mess! And that's an understatement.
Trays piled high with champagne glasses and food scraps covered Petra's office desk. Discarded masks and tissues- even lost underwear- littered hidden corners, evidence of frenzied activity by drunken guests. Empty easels stood everywhere, the erotic prints once displayed on them already carted off to new homes.
"Amazing party, Pet! And I think you sold a lot of prints too."
"Really, Emma, I lost track. At least fifteen, maybe more? I'll need to check my sales program and compare it to the inventory still left before I'll be able to tell." Then she had a question. "Did you have a good time upstairs with Ronald?"
"Always! The things he can do to me! Omigod... my toes are curling!"
"It's those older men, right. They sure know how to treat a girl in bed!"
"Yes... Back to the party, Petra. You'll want to do that again, I'm sure, What a success!"
"You're right, but next time I'll stay sober and down in the gallery."
"What's with taking customers upstairs to close a sale? That well-dressed couple. And you were there for a long time.... I'm a little surprised with you, Petra."
Petra went quiet and didn't say anything as she looked away. Her friend noticed and apologized.
"Sorry if I offended you. Just wondering...."
"Wondering if I fucked them, right?" Petra said coldly. "Well, yes I did. First her, then both of them. I certainly hadn't planned on it. They own three of my prints already and asked if I had any new ones that weren't on display in the gallery. I had a few upstairs, so we went to see them."
"Sounds innocent enough."
"The problem is that they've figured out that I'm the model in the photos. So, we had sex just to keep them quiet."
"They blackmailed you! Forced you or they'd tell! Bastards! You should go to the police."
"Oh sure, and tell them all the juicy details about us posing naked, then screwing with William and Ronald and others. I can't do that, Emma. I won't."
"I see what you're saying. You're protecting all of us. But,do you think they'll keep your secret?"
"I hope so, but there's more. They want me at their place next Saturday night for another round."
"That's horrible! They're going to use you because of what they know. I'm so sorry...."
Then Petra had a surprising revelation.
"The funny thing, Emma, is that I'm not really upset about it. Sure, last night I didn't have much choice. But this morning I'm just fine. No damage done, except for this awful hangover. The sex was strictly physical, and it was very good, a satisfying workout! I just closed off my mind and fucked hard, like it was the best thing in the world. And it worked- orgasms all round."
"You liked it! Really?... Maybe, it's the submission thing? You know, just giving in and letting go. Sometimes I feel that way with Ronald. They must have had fun if they want you again next weekend?"
"Submission, eh. Hmm... that could be it. I know that I like sex with older guys like William and Ronald. They've been around enough to know what a girl likes and how to deliver it. Sometimes they take charge and push me a bit, but I always want to go there. So, yes, that could be how I feel about Mona and Gerard."
"Oh, you're even on a first name basis with them. Sounds like you'll be over there next Saturday."
"Think about it, Emma. You probably look forward to weekends at my place because you know Ronald will be banging you later that night. And that usually comes after William gets us nude for his camera. The anticipation likely makes you wet, right? Thinking things like, 'what will they be doing with me tonight?'"
"Sure, that's what I thought about as soon as you invited me to your gallery party."
"And you two had a good time upstairs on my sofa, didn't you."
"You know it, girl!"
"That's how I'm feeling about going to the Rodmans' place. It'll be some great sex- a hot threesome I'm sure, so long as they don't get kinky. And I'll see if I can get them to buy more prints too."
Emmeline was concerned about how cavalier her best girlfriend was about being blackmailed for sex. She just didn't seem to be bothered by the control which the couple exerted over her. Instead, she only saw it as a sexual escapade coupled with selling erotic art. Emma was surprised how much Petra had changed since she first opened her gallery, but there wasn't much she could do about it.
"Petra, please keep me up with how it's going with them. This could be dangerous or become bigger than you think. If you want out, you know that you can rely on me to help."
"Thanks, but I'll be fine. I'm sure the thrill is going to wear off for them. In the meantime, I'm going to have another gallery party like this one as soon as I get some new prints to sell. That shouldn't be a problem because William had so many photo sessions with me. And with you, too!"
"Would you let me sell prints taken of you?" she continued. "Or shots of the two of us together? You know that your face won't be fully exposed, though everything else will. Lots of skin, but you'll be anonymous."
"Umm... I'm not sure, Petra. I'd say yes, but I don't want those people holding it over me if they figure out who's in the photos. Can we just leave it for a while until you see what develops on Saturday? I don't like you having to serve those people."
"I'm not serving them, Emma! I'll take as much out of it as I give. That's how I am. I want plenty of hot sex, and for now it'll be with them. So, no more about this, OK?" She was becoming annoyed with her friend.
"Alright. Let's clean up this mess, Petra."
****
The following Saturday, Petra was preparing for her visit to the Rodman home. Mona had come by the shop to confirm that a driver would pick her up in front at 7:00, There was an element of excitement- the visitor made it clear that they were very eager to have Petra again. Their driver would bring her home, "when we have all had our fill, if you know what I mean." She kissed Petra's before leaving.
The model felt nervous anticipation as she stood in front of her dressing mirror. Was she really going to a couple's home- older people she hardly knew- for an evening of sex? There was no question that it would be intense and prolonged. Mona had made that much clear. But the limo driver was on his way now, so there was no time for second thoughts.
Petra smiled back as she looked at herself in the mirror. She was certainly dressed for pleasure, bra-less in a sheer white blouse with half the buttons undone. Her shortest black skirt barely sheathed her upper thighs, scarcely hiding the tiniest thong underneath. Petra's big heels, black choker, Goth makeup and ruby lips screamed "Fuck Me!" The model knew what she was in for tonight.
"Good evening, Miss. I'm Darren, the Rodmans' personal driver," the tall, handsome fellow in his late-thirties greeted Petra as he opened the passenger door of the fancy car
"Hello. Are we going very far?" Petra asked, trying to appear relaxed in this very new situation.
"About twenty minutes from here, out in the country- a big estate. I was told that I'd be picking up a friend, but you've never been there before?"
"No. They're more customers than anything. They buy from my shop and... ah, collect what I sell."
"You must be talking about the new pictures they've brought into their bedroom the past few weeks?"
"You've seen them?" Petra blurted out, with a note of alarm.
"Not yet. The maid told me about it. Porn, she said. Black and white prints with some very private bits wide open, she told me. Do you sell them that smut?"
"I sell art, not porn!" Petra asserted indignantly and resolved not to talk with him anymore.
"Call it what you want, but I'd like to get in there sometime to see it for myself. A pussy shot in full colour, she said!"
After that, the driver's eyes often went to the rear-view mirror, taking note of Petra's rosy nipples visible through the sheer blouse. "I wonder if it's her?" he thought.
They drove on in silence, Darren realizing that he'd annoyed his passenger. He wondered why she was coming to the house dressed so provocatively, but it wasn't the first sexy young woman he'd brought back for his employers. Petra was glad he didn't have any more to say. The less Darren knew about her visit, the better, though he had already guessed it anyway.
After a time, the car turned into a paved laneway and passed between parallel rows of trees. The driver stopped at an ornate iron gate and reached for a remote to open it before continuing around a curve to a large brick house. Petra was impressed.
"This is it. Let me help you out of the car, Miss," Darren offered, taking her hand while peering at her exposed tits.
As Petra put her leg forward, her skirt rode up so high that he could see all the way to paradise! Only the narrowest band of fabric sheathed what the Rodmans were lusting for tonight.
"Thank you, Darren. You'll be taking me home, right?"
"Yes, but I don't have any instructions except to be available tonight. It depends how long your meeting lasts," he said, with a smug grin, before adding, "Have an enjoyable evening, Miss."
Gerard and Mona Rodman stood waiting for Petra on their spacious covered porch in front of the double entry doors. He wore a sly look, while Mona's face projected intense excitement.
"Welcome, Ms. Stanwick. Please come in for our meeting," Gerard stated quite formally in an obvious attempt to hide from Darren the real purpose of the young woman's visit this evening.
Mona steered Petra through the double doors and the moment they were closed, she hugged her guest tightly and kissed her face before gushing, "My Venus! I'm so glad to see you again! Whenever you are here, that's your name. Do you like it?"
"Well... you know it's on my signed prints. Yes use it, but only when we're here tonight."
"Oh, I'm sure there'll be other times you're here. I expect you'll become quite used to hearing the name, won't she Mona?" Gerard purred like a Cheshire cat. "Come into the parlour for some wine with us. Then we'll all enjoy what we have planned."
As they sat close on the sofa and chair, the Rodmans feasted on Petra's half-exposed body: her excited erect nipples so visible, and plenty of bare leg below her tiny black skirt. They were salivating.
Petra couldn't help but notice that Mona's big breasts were almost entirely on display in a shelf-like half-bra which struggled to conceal even half of her silver-dollar-sized nipples. Her gown was slit to the waist, and sitting across from Petra, Mona deliberately flashed a shaved pussy to her guest.
Like hungry predators, the Rodmans slowly stalked their prey, teasing Petra with a sexually charged discussion of erotic art and the nude human body. They plied her with a second big goblet of fine wine, perhaps the best she had ever tasted. It went down so easily, especially since the model was thirsty in anticipation of what was to come. But Gerard seemed in no hurry because it was the chase that excited him most.
Just when she felt herself becoming a bit light-headed, Mona invited Petra for a tour of the master bedroom.
"We'd like to show you where we hung the three beautiful pieces you sold us, Venus. Perhaps you could advise us about good locations to display more of your gorgeous photos. I just can't have enough of them... or you, my dear."
The wine was working its magic. "Yes, I'd like that, Mona."
"Wonderful! Come upstairs. You lead the way, honey and I'll follow," Gerard directed.
Petra followed Mrs. Rodman while Gerard followed, eager to look up her skirt to see her delightful full cheeks and as much of her fat pussy as was uncovered. He felt his cock straining with what he saw. At the top of the stairs they followed a wide hallway to double doors on the left. Gerard threw them open with a flourish, then stepped aside. Petra marvelled at the room within.
The suite rivalled a very large lounge. To one side was exquisite furniture- an expensive sofa and chairs around a plush carpet. It was framed by a large fireplace, with a crackling fire. To the other side was a king-sized bed with turned wooden head- and footboards.
Curiously, each spooled bedpost was draped with silk stockings. A long, padded bench stood along the base of the bed, draped with more hosiery. Petra visibly shuddered, realizing that some bondage might be planned for tonight.
"Come Venus," Mona breathed, taking her guest's hand. "I'll show you the prints in here and tell you how much they excite us!"
First, she took her to the print by her dressing table. Mona snaked her arm around Petra's waist and drew her so close that the model could feel the woman's heat- and smell her desire.
"I love your jewelry in this one. The Art Nouveau earrings and necklace are beautiful. And so is your nipple poking above that gauzy gown. It looks so decadent to me. I see it every time I sit here to apply my makeup, and I think of how much I want you, Venus."
Then Mona walked her to the foot of the big bed. Gerard came alongside and looped his arm around Petra's shoulders. She was fully entwined by them now.
"And this is what we look up to whenever we make love in here. Your beautiful curves look so sexy when you're stretched out nude like that, and I love those perky tits. I'll tell you a secret, my dear. Gerard pretends he's fucking you when we have love, and I imagine that I'm Venus beneath him. He even calls me that when he cums. Isn't that wicked!"



Then Mr. Rodman spoke as he pulled his wife and their guest over to the sitting area.
"There's one more print in here- my personal favourite," he smiled pointing to the large colour-enhanced closeup they purchased the night of the gallery party. "That is the most open and inviting cunt a man could ever want. It keeps me awake at nights...."
"At least until you are finished with me!" Mona interrupted, laughing.
Mrs. Rodman couldn't draw this out any longer. She wrapped Petra into a tight embrace, kissing her lips before forcing her tongue inside.
It was time now to move from the evening preliminaries into the main event. The wine had dulled the guest's senses a bit, but she was wet with anticipation, and met Mona's onslaught with tongue of her own. Gerard whispered into Petra's ear.
"Let's get you naked now."
****
Time stood still as Mr. Rodman pulled down the skirt zipper and his wife stepped back to release the remaining buttons of Petra's blouse. As these items fell away, she stood between the couple clad only in her black choker, miniscule thong and big heels. Gerard eagerly drew her near-naked body close for his turn at her lips while Mona stripped out of her own slinky gown.
Things were moving fast again. Soon Mona was nude too, except for the transparent half-cups straining to contain her big full tits. While Gerard slid his fingers under Petra's thong to slip it off, the hostess unclasped her bra, turned down the bed, and motioned for her guest to lay with her. She was eager to give her husband a little show with her all-too-willing toy.
Then Mrs. Rodman's hungry mouth was devouring her prey, the supple white body pinned beneath her on the sheets. She greedily kissed Petra's face and mouth, then lowered her head to suck deeply on the model's peaked pink nipples. Gerard knelt beside them, stroking himself with one hand while he caressed the guest's smooth thigh with the other. He'd have his turn with her soon enough.
'Venus' was Mona's fantasy girl come to life and she was going to take all the pleasure possible with her. Long fingers soon found the soft folds of bare pink skin that enclosed the young woman's hot button. As the hostess caressed the little nub, Petra's hips undulated in pleasurable lust, and she began to moan softly. She was on her way to her first orgasm of the evening.
Mrs. Rodman's mind seethed with wicked impulses for more stimulating play with her Venus. Perhaps a little show for her horny husband?
"Spread her thighs wider and hold them, Gerard. Watch how I'm teasing her. Do you like what I'm doing, Venus? Do you want some more?" she teased her aroused plaything.
"Yes! Yes! More!" Petra hissed, bringing the soles of her feet together and dropping her knees to show every bit of her most private flesh.
"Look closely now, Gerard. This is how women love." And she slowly kissed her way across Petra's quivering stomach, down... down... down... until the tip of her tongue was lapping at the young woman's wet centre.
"Oh, you like that, Venus," Mona whispered over the model's increased moaning. "I thought so... you'll love this!" And she drew Petra's throbbing clitoris right between botoxed lips before sucking the bud firmly into her mouth.
As Mrs. Rodman noisily pleasured the organ between her lips, Petra planted her feet on the bed, and arched upward against the woman's face. She was panting for breath, clearly on the verge of coming on full tilt. Her eyes were jammed shut, her mouth wide open in arousal. Then it happened! Suddenly her body began to shake, then clench! Petra cried out as the first of many orgasms ripped through her.
"Omigod! Omigod!... Ugh....Ugh.... Ugh...! Fuuuck!... OH FUCK!!... FUUUUCK!!! Aaaarrraaaggghhhh!!!"
Petra gasped for breath as she lay back recovering. Little aftershocks tremored through her muscles for a few more moments. Then she was aware of pressure on her lips.
"Here's something to suck on, my lovely," Gerard grinned as he eased his stiff cock between her yielding lips. "Show us what you can do with it. Take it all, baby!"
Mona had already gone back to worshipping Petra's nipples, making them tingle with sensation again. Even though the guest had just climaxed, she realized that this was going to continue until everyone was fully satisfied. She began to avidly pleasure Rodman's cock with her mouth while she fondled his bursting balls.
"Perfect! Perfect!" he groaned, as she swallowed his throbbing tool.
It felt amazing and he knew that he had to fuck this talented young beauty before he lost his load. Quickly coming up between Petra's knees, Rodman draped her spread legs across his thighs and leaned forward to edge his thick member into her waiting cleft.
"I have something for you too, Venus!" Mrs. Rodmanexclaimed as she scrambled up to crouch above the young woman's head. Mona held her fat pink folds wide apart as she slowly lowered her torso down on Petra's face. Almost automatically, a tongue came out to meet the wet flesh suspended so close. Then Mona brought her pussy lower and slowly swung back and forth against the eager lips below.
It was hedonistic- the only way to describe it! Mrs. Rodman pulled at her long nipples and moaned loudly as Venus orally pleasured her moving clitoris. Farther down Petra's body, Gerard was groaning as he steadily drove his swollen organ deep into the guest's pussy. She was enjoying all this, drowning him with her love juices, lubricating the big invader which was stretching her walls.
All of a sudden, Mona stopped and raised herself above Petra's mouth.
"Gerard! We almost forgot about the stockings. The little game we talked about this afternoon. I'll tie her to the bed while you keep her busy."
"Absolutely, my love!"
"I said we'd give you more than you've ever known, Venus. Remember? We're just getting started, my pet." And she deftly looped the silk stockings around Petra's wrists and ankles before securing them to the four bedposts. The last stocking went around her eyes, blocking out most of the light. Now Petra was helplessly spread-eagled on her back, ready for another round of sex. What would they do with her? The anticipation was incredible!
Mrs. Rodman quickly returned to her position across her fantasy lover's face, this time facing her husband to watch him fucking the model. When she pressed her oozing slit down for oral stimulation. Petra needed no further encouragement. She eagerly ate pussy, completely caught up in submission and service to her hosts.
"Suck my puss, Venus. Make me come! Make me come!" Mona commanded as she furiously rocked back and forth. "Fuck her! Fuck her silly, Gerard!" she called out.
He needed no further encouragement and began to pound harder and harder into the bound, writhing body beneath him. Petra was on fire, blinded by silk, and fully engaged in lustful submission to the couple above her. This was a whole new game!
Before long, all three of them were in the throes of orgasm, driven over the edge by the obscene pleasure they were taking together. Petra gave as good as she got, revelling with complete sexual abandon in this newfound thrill. There was nothing else but this bedroom, this bed, these people, this fucking, the next orgasm, more and more and....
The Rodmans played with Petra for hours that sinful Saturday night, their private delight until all three of them couldn't take anymore, their lust fully satisfied. Gerard's remarkable recovery rate- oh, the wonders of the little pill- allowed him to cum multiple times, while Mona orgasmed at least five. Surely everyone had had enough! Petra was exhausted, plied and climaxed almost beyond endurance. All she could think of was sleep.
****
The next morning, Petra woke up in the big bed between her sleeping hosts. She felt invigorated, though a bit stiff here and there. A hot shower helped, before she returned to the bedroom wrapped in towels.
"We'll have breakfast shortly, before Darren takes you home," Gerard said flatly.
His wife simply yawned and stretched. Petra noticed how old and tired they looked in the morning light streaming through the open blinds.
Soon, the maid brought a tray laden with coffee and breakfast pastries and placed it on the low sofa table in the sitting area. Petra saw the woman studying her closely, no doubt comparing her to the model in what she called 'porn' on the bedroom walls. Her smirk seemed to confirm that the maid saw the connection and fully understood the nature of the sleepover.
"Never mind her, Venus," Mrs. Rodman commented after the maid was curtly dismissed. "Always snooping around. She'll get used to seeing you here, I'm sure."
"Yeah," her husband added. "After a night like that, you'll be staying over most Saturdays. You'll meet out friends." Then he continued. "Darren will be ready to take you home in a half hour."
The drive back to the apartment was quiet, Petra lost in thought about how sex had come to rule her life since she first began posing for Professor Edwards. As the minutes passed, she felt like she was being watched. The chauffer's eyes were frequently in the rear-view mirror, staring at her pink nipples beneath the sheer blouse.
He looked up again and cleared his throat.
"A little secret between us, Miss. I get Mona sometimes when the boss is out with his ladies. He knows and says I might have a go with you too. Would you fancy that?"
She just smiled. Darren was a very good-looking guy, and she that knew that she would do it. Petra was always a pushover for handsome men now.
"Not today," was all she replied, leaving the driver wondering if that was a "Yes."
He would have to wait to find out.
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Series Recap
Angela's Revenge (in Loving Wives) A May-October affair begins as Greg Carpenter rescues Angela Carrier from her abusive husband at a road-racing track.
No Place to Play (in Erotic Couplings) Angie divorces her nasty husband and encourages Greg to buy an old Camaro to go racing. He crashes at Corner Two.
Old Guy, Model, Ex-Wife (in Mature) The boss buys into the racing team after some suggestive persuasion from Angela, while Greg becomes suspicious of her.
Angie's Special Friend (in Mature) Greg is surprised to find out about her affair with the driving coach, and she admits to other bi relationships from her past.
Corner Two: Mayhem at Mid-Ohio
The woman airlifted from the track about an hour ago lay still in her hospital bed. Then her eyes fluttered a bit for the first time, before opening to the bright light of the room. An attending nurse noted that the patient was conscious and in minutes a doctor arrived for a closer examination.
"You took a hard hit. Apparently, it was a roll-over, knocking your head around a bit. Would have been a lot worse without that helmet and neck restraint. Multiple fractures to that leg. Lots of damage, so we'll need to reset it with some pins, maybe a plate. Your foot was twisted up in the cockpit. We'll take a closer look at that. A broken arm too, and plenty of cuts and bruises. You're on a drip for pain, so you shouldn't be feeling any of this."
The patient shook her head. "No pain."
"Dangerous sport. Have you been injured before?" the doctor continued.
"Never! And I hope this is the last one."
"It might be. You can't drive again for a long time. There'll be extensive rehab."
The patient grimaced at the news, sniffling, "Just when everything was going so well."
"Doctor, two people outside want to see her," the nurse spoke up. "The woman is really anxious..."
"Not yet, Elly. Tell them she'll be OK, but don't say much more until we have some imaging."
The driver would live, but her racing days were done for now, maybe forever.
What caused this accident? Did events the previous two weeks lead up to this misfortune?
****
Angela stretched out on the carpet in the lounge, her silky ash-blonde hair splayed across a big cushion. She often did this, just gaze up at the colourful contemporary art panels she'd brought from her penthouse marriage to Rocco.
This time she was on her phone. Angie's voice was animated and her whole face lit up with excitement. This could only mean one thing- Valeria Granatas, well-known fictitious racing driver and 'special friend' about whom she talked constantly. I knew that they were long-distance lovers, though I still didn't know the extent of their in-person relations.
Ang hadn't seen me, so I stayed quiet to listen to her.
"Oh, that's a good idea. I like it!...
I think he'd be fine with that....
No, not an issue. Not so far anyway....
Actually, he hasn't said much at all....
Oh, I hope so too. I really do!...
Sure, I'll ask him later....
OK, bye! Kiss, kiss!"
There, just as I thought- Valeria. Then Angie saw me standing at the hallway entry behind her. She frowned.
"Snooping, were you?"
"No. I was passing by and didn't want to disturb you. What's new with Val?"
"What makes you think it was her?"
"Who else would you end your call with 'Kiss, kiss'?"
"You heard that, did you? She's inviting me... us... to visit her in Detroit. She has a computer program that simulates most of the tracks where she races for review and practice. Val thinks that if we're going to Mid-Ohio, like you said last month, it would be a big help to both of us."
"You two haven't seen each other since Waterford Hills. Is that what this is about?"
"Greg, I've been honest with you. Yes, we have feelings for each other but she's also my driving coach."
Angie had been transparent with me. She'd admitted a couple of affairs with women in the past- her college art instructor and another model. It took me completely by surprise! I'd seen her and Val kiss like lovers when we left Waterford Hills. She explained that they'd act like girlfriends in public, and only the three of us would know their secret. Meanwhile, I'd been wondering about the extent of their private goings-on.
'Yes, you've been open about it, and I'm still mulling it over. I like it. but I don't."
"You mean the two of us going to visit her?"
"No, the whole thing."
"Explain, Greg."
Well... it's hot to think about you with another woman- the stuff of fantasies. But she also feels like competition and that's threatening."
"Val knows. That's why she's inviting both of us. I can't let what I have with Val ruin you and me."
"You want it both ways, right?"
"I guess I do. Who knows for how long- with her I mean."
"Yeah, you told me that before. So... about Detroit... maybe Val could come here instead? We have a game terminal that could handle anything she might bring. You know that Rod has me doing computer upgrading for his new vinyl paint wrap product. Sometimes it's on Saturday mornings. Between that and the car, I don't think I could spare a whole weekend away."
"Here then? Hmm... if you're fine with her coming to stay with us for two nights, we could really get to know Mid-Ohio."
"One thing though," I said. "We only have our King bed and the sofa. Where will she sleep?"
"I'm sure we can work something out, Greg."
"So, the big question is how. Me on the sofa for two nights while you and Val play in our bed? Our guest on the sofa, or maybe all three of us in the big bed?"
"Look, I know what you're digging for. You want to find out if Val and I will be having sex, and I think you already have the answer. I told you I can be bi if I'm attracted to someone."
"And will you satisfy my curiosity now?"
"Yes. I guess I owe you that much, Greg. Val runs in the fast lane. You've seen her racing on TV- confident and aggressive. The weekend I took my in-class training in Detroit we went out to dinner both nights, then back to her place. Her husband was away somewhere all weekend, and she was a bit angry about it. I stayed with her both nights. You can guess the rest."
"And was it good for you?"
"Very good. There, I told you everything. But it's not just sex. There are feelings behind this. "
"Ohh... sounds exciting!" I mocked.
"Then you'll enjoy this part. Val likes you- thinks you're a nice guy and that we're a great match. She's eager... you know... but I'm resisting."
"And I'm supposed to be OK with you two together. You can't have it both ways, Angie."
"We'll have to work that one out. Three in bed would suit Val, but I'm not sure. So, who knows what will happen?"
"Well, I do. Count me in! Invite her to come for a weekend, and we'll both keep her happy."
"Don't get your hopes too high. I've never done three before."
"Double standard, Angie. Share and share alike," I teased.
"Stop it, Greg. I'll invite her, but no promises!"
Angela Carrier is a beautiful model who has been living with me for the past couple of years. She's more than twenty years younger than me, Greg Carpenter, 58-year-old graphic designer. This exciting woman took me from unsatisfied bachelorhood to contented manhood. Why? Because I 'rescued' her from an abusive husband during a racing event at our favourite track. But I've already told that story.
From the day I met Angie, I knew that she was a very passionate lady. But finding out recently that she had a history with women was a shock. In fact, right now she expects me to accept her romantic affair with her racing instructor as normal. Well, maybe to her, but not for me.
I think that age difference might explain some of the differences we have about that. To me, her admission immediately conjured up images of erotic sapphic porn with two beauties in bed. With Angie, it is more like Val is simply a 'special friend', available for sex on the side.
Meanwhile, she doesn't think much of my views either- a threesome with me at the centre! Angela is being selfish and narcissistic about the whole thing. Maybe that's how it can be with May-October relationships? Or is it just her?
****
The weekend for hosting our guest came soon enough. Angela was watching for Valeria's black Porsche from our balcony and began waving eagerly as soon as she got out of her car. rushed me to the elevator to help with the luggage. They hugged at the car but thankfully left it at that.
Angie helped Val drag her luggage into our bedroom and they were there for a little while, no doubt further reacquainting themselves. Then they ducked into the bathroom to reapply lipstick before coming into the lounge. I went to the kitchen to pour some drinks and when I returned, they were side-by-side on the sofa.
"We have so much to catch up on, Angie!" Valeria exclaimed, clutching her hand while my partner smiled broadly. Yes, they certainly did, so I spoke up.
"I'm sorry, Val, but I have to go to the office tomorrow morning for some computer graphics training. That's why we couldn't accept your invite to Detroit. But otherwise, ladies I'm at your service for the weekend."
"Oh, I hope so," our guest teased while Angie frowned.
My ears perked up. This sounded very promising.
"We're all going out for supper tonight," my partner explained. "I made reservations for a corner booth at a nice quiet place. We can talk and still be private."
"Oooo! Sounds perfect!" Val enthused, before continuing with, "Have you decided where I'll be sleeping yet? I haven't seen a guest room."
I cleared my throat before starting into what I'd been mulling over recently.
"No there isn't one. Angie's been candid about you two. The bedroom is yours for tonight and I'll sleep on the sofa before leaving early for the office. You likely won't be up yet when I go, but I should be back by 1:00 or so."
Ang beamed at me while Val bobbed her head approvingly.
"Oh, that's wonderful!" my lady exclaimed, because she knew what that meant- plenty of opportunity to catch up on what they'd been missing since that weekend at Val's place months ago.
"But there's one condition," I continued. "We all sleep in the big bed tomorrow night."
"Yes. I'd like that!" Val enthused, smiling over at Angela, before continuing. "I want to do it, and we will, right Angel?"
So, that was her pet name for my woman. How sweet! I was pleased that the sleeping arrangements were settled now, even though I wasn't sure if Angela was totally on board. But what the Hell, it was only fair since I was giving up my side of the bed the first night.
"OK, Greg. You sure drive a hard bargain," Angie joked, apparently agreeable with her guest's plan.
"What! Angel, I think it's a very generous deal. We'll both be ready tomorrow night, Greg."
The two of them spent a long time in the bedroom getting ready for dinner. I waited patiently, examining the menu on-line until they finally emerged. I'd never seen Valeria in anything but racing attire and was surprised how good she looked all done up. Long, shiny black hair, a pretty face with sultry dark eyes, and a curvaceous body made a winning combination. I could see why Angie was attracted to her.
My partner was as stunning as always, so the two of them turned plenty of heads when we threaded through the restaurant to our corner booth. Angie plopped down first and motioned for Val to slide in beside her. I was on the outside. The instructor's fragrance and body heat enveloped both of us.
There was much to talk about from the racing world. Val told us she was scheduled to drive a two-off IndyCar stint at Mid-Ohio and the Glen. She would come to the first track with her motorhome, the same weekend we'd be running there in the Vintage class support races. She suggested that we park our rigs next to each other for the weekend, pointing out that she'd be in hers alone, a not-too-subtle hint.
My prospects for a three-way were on the rise. Over drinks after dinner, they outlined their plans for tomorrow, at least until the evening. They'd sleep in, then get ready to go out for lunch while I was at the office. I'd join them at the apartment when I came back, then Val would take us through all the nuances of Mid-Ohio with her computer simulation. We'd order-in for supper.
Back home was a bit awkward because Angie and Val kept eyeing each other longingly while looking over at me in the side chair. By 10:00 it was becoming a bit strained.
"I'm going over to the garage now," I said. "There are a few things I want to check on with the car. I'll see Sam there. He spends more time tinkering with the Camaro than he does at home."
"OK Greg," Angie responded brightly. "Will we see you later?"
"No, I'll be in late and likely be gone from the sofa to the office before you're even awake."
"Sure. We'll probably have a late night too," Val grinned lustfully at Angie.
They certainly would.
Sure enough, Sam was at the shop, elbows deep under the hood. The car had become his baby. Our mechanic was a shy fellow about fifty, and we'd become good friends in the past year or so. He never said much about his private life; in fact, he didn't say much about anything but the Camaro. I had the feeling that there wasn't much else in his life right now, and we left it at that. I had a great mechanic and he had something that he loved to do.
"What's up tonight, Sam?"
"Recalibrating the timing. I don't think the advance is quite right yet. The new camshaft is tricky.... Hey, I don't usually see you late like this, and on a Friday night."
"Angie has a lady friend over, and I don't want to get in the way."
"Don't blame you. All the gabbing between them."
I'm sure. Better to leave them alone to catch up on things," I explained, masking the hidden meaning.
"Don't blame you for hanging out here tonight. Make yourself useful," Sam joked. "Pass me that quarter inch socket for the torque wrench."
I got home after midnight and could see a dim light from under the bedroom door. Listening carefully, I heard Angie moaning softly, followed by a wicked little laugh from her lover. Rustling blankets and a squeaking bed suggested some energetic activity. Then it was Val urgently telling Angie what she wanted.
"Oh yeah! Right there! Mmm... suck it, baby! Aaaaahhh...."
I could visualize it in my head, and it was hard not to rush in to join them. But I had a promise for tomorrow night. The unmistakeable ruckus of Val's orgasm followed soon afterward, then it was briefly quiet except for heavy breathing, before she laughed lewdly.
"Omigod. That's three!... Now let me do you again, Angel."
Fortunately, I had some earplugs in the bathroom. Otherwise, there'd be no sleep for me tonight.
****
My back was tight from the night on the soft sofa- I kept sinking between the cushions. There wasn't a sound from the bedroom as I fixed myself coffee and toast. It hurt me a bit to think about my Angela in bed with somebody else, even if it was a woman. But, I reminded myself that I was definitely on with both of them tonight, something I'd never done before in my rather sheltered life.
Rod was at the office when I came in and he was quite talkative.
"It's already 8:30, Greg. Did your sexy lady have you up late again last night?" he joked, always eager to bring Angela into the conversation.
"If my lady is our Camaro, yes, she kept me awake until after midnight. Sam and I were working on the timing."
"No, I was talking about Angie."
"Yeah, it's tough to keep up with her in bed. But somebody has to man up and take care of her," I joked.
"Oh, fuck off now! No more bragging. I'd give about anything..."
"Never mind, Rod," I interrupted. "You make it all too clear. Now, what's on for today?"
"Before we get started, I want to run this by you. It's about Angie..."
"Not again! ROD."
"This is serious, Greg. I was really impressed with her at the track. She's good and she looks great in that driver's suit. You know, the Grantham Graphics get-up, helmet and all. I'd like to get her into a professional studio for some new promotional shots as a driver. It would be a perfect fit with the paint wrap promotion, don't you think?"
"Sure. Good idea, and I know she likes anything to do with modelling. A more professional look than the tight T-shirt and shorts you use now."
"Good. Talk to her about it. And another thing- Valeria Granatas."
I held my breath wondering if he was on to them. Did he see anything between them? Rod continued.
"They seem to be great friends and having Val around our car in the pits draws a lot of attention. Fans know her. This is good publicity. A pro driver in our pits and talking a lot with our driver."
"So, what are you getting at?" I hoped it wasn't anything about their relationship.
"They're good friends, right? Teacher and student. Do you think they'll be seeing more of each other? You know, at the track?"
I relaxed a little because I could see that Rod didn't really appear to know about them.
"Good friends. Yes, Val's visiting us this weekend to go over the computer simulation of Mid-Ohio. She'll be coaching Angie when we race there because Val does IndyCar there the same weekend. She has one at The Glen after that."
"That's great! Do what you can to keep her in the picture, especially when we go racing. We could enter you in New York too, since she'll be there. Valeria creates such a buzz for us, especially around the Camaro with all the Grantham Graphics stuff."
I laughed at the words, thinking about all the buzz they had given each other the night before. A lot of buzzes in fact, from what I overheard in the bedroom.
"I'll do what I can, Rod. Can't interfere of course- it's their friendship. But I'll help out, like entering Angie and me to drive at both Mid-Ohio and The Glen. The three of us will be together at both events."
"Good! I'm counting on you, Greg."
Little did he know how much I was counting on being at the centre of a threesome with them tonight. It was hard to think about much else this morning. Rod had no idea about the extent of our friendship, and I would have to make sure it stayed that way. Essentially, I was just a pawn in all this now, the man in the middle, furthering Angela's affair with Valeria Granatas to promote Rod's business interests.
I didn't get away from the office until after 1:00. The apartment was empty, but an hour later the two of them were back from lunch. I told them that Rod wanted us to race on the Indy weekend in New York state, and both were excited about the whole idea- of course.
"Excellent!" Val exclaimed. "The weekend after Mid-Ohio we can all get together again to go through the simulation for Watkins Glen. It's a tough track, and fast too. Maybe you'll come to Detroit, if George isn't around?"
"Or here, if he is," Angie added, glancing my way for agreement.
"Sure. We all get on well," I added, then winked at Val.
"Hey! I saw that!" my partner exclaimed. "I know what you're thinking about, Greg."
Val seemed a bit uncomfortable and changed the topic. It was time to get down to racing.
"Greg, you've watched races at Mid-Ohio before. What's your impression of it?"
"I haven't driven it, and some of the back parts are difficult for spectators to access, so I haven't even seen it all except on TV. I remember that Corner Two looks tame enough there, a banked right-hander at the end of a short straight. After that it's fast until coming to some wiggling curves. I like to sit on the hillside there."
"Interesting track, especially some of the areas you couldn't get to," Valeria continued. "The Esses you mention after the long straight out of Two are tricky. Try to straighten them out as much as you can, but cars will come up on either side to pass, so watch your mirrors a lot through there."
"Let's set up the computer now," Angie suggested. "I'm eager to see what this place is like."



"We'll all walk the track when we get there too. Today will just be an introduction to help you with some of the best lines in different sections. I use the program before every race, even if I've been to the track before."
We spent a few hours with Val directing us through it, reviewing some parts of the track over-and-over as she talked us through all the nuances of speed and cornering. By the time we finished, I opened the bar for some drinks and easier discussion- what we should order in for supper later on. The two women drained a bottle of white wine while I enjoyed a few drams of good scotch.
Conversation became easier as we loosened up. I ventured to ask how their evening had been and Val was quite forthcoming in her praise of Angie. My partner sat quietly, a bit shy until she caught her lover's eye, and Valeria closed the topic assertively. My pulse raced.
"I'll share you with her tonight, Greg. I'm sure you already know how she is in bed."
The alcohol flowed and eventually the Uber guy was in the lobby with the food. Afterward, Angie suggested some music and we ended up dancing half-drunk. Sometimes it was with a partner, sometimes all three of us stumbling around like fools. I bided my time until about 10:00 when I couldn't wait any longer.
"Ready to take this to the bedroom?"
Valeria grinned and bobbed her head, but Angie wasn't so enthusiastic.
"Feeling shy?" Val asked her.
"Yes. Never did this before. I'm not...."
"Me neither," I assured her. "We'll take it slowly. You two get ready together. I'll give you some time before I join you."
Val smiled at her and took her hand. "That sounds nice. Come on now, Angel. Time for bed."
She winked provocatively at me as they trundled off hand-in-hand.
****
A bit later they beckoned me to join them. In the bedroom they stood side-by-side wearing fuzzy bathrobes.
"Want to see what we're wearing tonight, Greg?" Valeria purred as she tugged at the tie on the robe.
Without waiting for an answer, they let the loosened fabric slide off their shoulders to the floor. They looked like models from a lingerie catalogue, both decked out in the most erotic outfits imaginable.
"We did some shopping today before lunch. Hope you like them," Angie whispered, her voice choked up with arousal like she does.
"Oh, I like it alright!" I exulted.
"I can see that!" Val chuckled, gazing at my swelling cock.
She wore a sheer white bustier with half cups lifted up and out, mounding acres of smooth Latin flesh. Her dark, pointy nipples were struggling to break free. Her pussy was barely covered in a tiny, transparent thong, and she wore vanilla-coloured pull-up stockings. With her hair combed out and plenty of red lipstick, Val was definitely on tonight's menu!
Angie was as hot as I've ever seen her! Her gauzy, black French bra and panty set showed her lean figure to advantage. As always, her legs went on forever, tonight encased in seamed black stockings held up by a lacy garter belt. Her ash-blonde hair framed a gorgeous face, while a long black necklace added a final sexy touch. I was drooling!
"Incredible! Uhh... how's it all look from behind?" I stammered.
"You're a pervert!" my partner mocked.
"Yeah. I confess."
They turned around, confronting me with two plump, naked butts, round globes that I wanted to lay my hands on. To make matters worse, they shimmied and swayed, then for special effect spread their stance before turning their heads.
"You like?"
"Oh yeah!"
"Let me help you with that," Valeria said boldly, before grabbing my engorged meat and leading me to the bed.
She pushed me back, then engulfed my cock in her mouth. Angie came up beside me to join in her bold lover by French-kissing me, sucking my tongue into her mouth to replicate the scene unfolding lower down my body. Then I was their prisoner.
Angela clambered to her knees, straddled my head, and lowered her pussy to my mouth. She had positioned herself facing toward my feet so she could watch her lover service my cock. I was pinned to the bed, with Angie's sex in my mouth and Valeria's bobbing head at my crotch, her fingers fondling my full sack. My first threeway!
Pungent juices bathed my face as my hips bounced up to meet Val's skilled lips. This was amazing, but I had to stop now- right now!
"No more, Val! I'll come too soon. Enough!" I pushed her head away, pulling my knees up and together to keep her away.
"So you want to party some more," she laughed. Greedy, aren't you."
"Help us with our things now," Angie told me. "Unhook her corset, Greg. You'll love her boobs!"
My trembling fingers fumbled down her back as I reached around Val to release the clasps that cinched her woman-flesh so tightly. Suddenly a profusion of luscious tit spilled out into my face, the stiff tips fantastically extended. My lips found them immediately and I drew them deep into my mouth. Soft moans of satisfaction rewarded me.
While I pleasured these amazing nipples, I felt Angie's fingers curl around my stiff member and begin to rythmically stroke. Then she lowered her pretty head and took it into her sweet mouth, pumping all the while. My groans melded with Val's sighs; but, then I heard Angela too. Her instructor's fingers were buried up to the knuckles while her thumb rolled across my partner's engorged clit.
We were just getting started on an evening of pleasure. I was inside both of them, alternating between blonde and brunette, fucking and tasting, revelling in the bounty of their aroused womanhood. This was the fuck of a lifetime for me, and for Angie too, judging by her avid participation in everything we tried that night.
Then she and Valeria were locked in soixante-neuf- lips to pussies- while I ploughed Angela from behind. She writhed back against my probing wood as she devoured the needy clitoris below her mouth. Val's lips were fixed on my love's sex, inches below my bouncing balls. Every so often I would withdraw and push into Val's willing face.
Orgasms were just around the corner. Ang's tortured bud gave in to her lover's hot mouth about the same time as I belted out what I'd been withholding all night. Both of us were out of control, our fevered bodies driven by animal instinct. But, this couldn't last forever. At 58, I was exhausted after so much sex! Apparently Angela still had more left in her.
"Just watch Greg, while I finish her off."
****
Valeria Granatas is an imaginary veteran of a couple of two seasons in the ultra-competitive IndyCar series. Like Formula One, drivers from around the world compete in these races, which are held at some of the best road-racing tracks, ovals, and temporary street courses in the United States and Canada.
Unlike F1, IndyCar uses a system geared to keeping costs within reach for private teams; in fact, no manufacturers or car-builders enter cars, like in Formula One. Instead, Italian constructor Dallara supplies identical cars for each team, and two engine manufacturers- Honda and Chevrolet- sell performance matched engines.
With this sort of parity, costs go down and competitiveness increases. No-one really dominates- there are at least a dozen drivers, sometimes more, who might win any given race. The season points championship is always close, right down to the wire. The cars are very fast, but not like F1 rockets. However, because of the close racing, IndyCar is popular, even beyond North America.
And the cars look great! The IndyCar "aerocab" goes a step beyond Formula One's "halo" to protect drivers from roll-overs or cars-over-top accidents. The IndyCar design encloses the pilot in a tapered, windowed cockpit reminiscent of a fighter jet. Designed to shield the driver from flying debris, the aerocab gives the cars a distinctive high-performance look.
On race weekend, Valeria drove to Mid-Ohio in her black Porsche, while a transport company handled her large motorhome. She was filling in for an injured driver for two race weekends. Her race car and the crew of Mark Brizon Racing were coming up from their Georgia headquarters. It was a first-class operation financed by a whiz-kid tech innovator for whom auto racing was a new hobby. His car usually ran about mid-pack, not yet at the level of Ganassi Racing or Team Penske.
Valeria was doubly excited about the weekend ahead. It would be her first IndyCar ride post-COVID, when her previous team had dropped out of the series, short on funds. There was a great deal of thinning out in auto racing at that time, so picking up another Indy ride was out of the question. Instead, Val raced in other series featuring sedans rather than open-wheel machines. SCCA Trans-Am, and the WeatherTech-sponsored series kept her in the game.
Secondly, she hadn't seen Angela since she visited us that weekend. They'd been on the phone daily, and texting selfies between calls like schoolgirls. My lady's feelings for her racing coach hadn't diminished and apparently Val felt the same way.
We talked seriously about this before we drove to Mid-Ohio. Angela agreed that we'd all have to play it cool there, establish some space between us and her lover. There'd be a lot of people around the IndyCar race- her car owner and the crew, the motorsport media, our little group, and a throng of race fans. Any inappropriate emotional display would be noticed, photographed, and spread nation-wide. Angie and Val had the same conversation.
Her big motorhome was already parked when we arrived and backed in next to her, just beyond the edge of the IndyCar transporters. Our greetings had been rehearsed via phone.
"Hi Valeria," Angela said calmly as they hugged gently and before stepping back smiling.
"You come over at about eight tonight," Valeria whispered softly when they were close.
I hung back before stepping up beside Angie to shake her coach's hand. No-one could have guessed that I'd fucked the living Hell out of her just two weeks before!
That evening, my partner and I went our separate ways. While my little crew got together for some beer and racing banter, Angela quietly excused herself to go next door for a "track review and strategy meeting" as she called it. I knew what was being reviewed and hoped that nobody would be suspicious. To my surprise, my son Marty wore a look of mild consternation. I asked him about it a bit later when we had some privacy.
"Is everything OK tonight, Marty? Seems like something is bothering you. You're very quiet."
"Everything is fine. The car is looking good, and it should be a great weekend, but..."
"But? What?" He was holding back.
"It's Angie and Val. That's what."
"There's a problem?" I said, hoping that he hadn't clued in about their affair.
"I know that they're close friends, very close friends. And that she stayed at your place two weekends ago. Angie's over in her rig with her right now."
"And? They're just girlfriends," I lied.
"Look, Dad. Val has quite a reputation. She's been around a lot, even though she's married. Men, women, even swinging with couples they say...."
"Where'd you pick up that information, those rumours?"
"Social media, Dad. There aren't many secrets anymore. Lives are open books, and Val's is like a trashy novel."
"And you think Angela is the flavour of the month right now?"
"Yes. I can tell Val has a thing for her. And why wouldn't she? Angie is beautiful and into racing. Val is her coach. Who knows what they're doing right now?"
"Really! You must be kidding. I don't think you should believe everything you read on the Internet, Marty."
I tried hard to downplay what I knew to be true, hoping that he hadn't taken his conclusions as far as the couples part.
"Just keep your eyes open, Dad. This could be more than you think."
"Uh... thanks son. Angie can be a bit naive, so I'll have a talk with her later. Let's go back out with the others now."
I was shaken and had a difficult time relaxing with the others. I wondered if they had been on social media too. To make things worse, after about two hours, Angie wandered back to our camper wearing a dreamy, freshly-fucked look. She quickly nodded to the group before going inside.
I followed her and quickly pulled her close for an exploratory kiss. Uh...oh. Her mouth didn't taste like lipstick or toothpaste. No, it was something musky, more primal.
"How was the strategy meeting, Angie?" I asked accusingly, and she stared back at me brazenly.
"I think you know already," she replied coldly. "I'm picking up a few things and going back to spend the night."
"That's not a good idea. Remember our talk about the media the other day?"
"I'll be careful."
"And if someone sees you come out in the morning?" I interrupted. "If one of our crew- say Marty's girlfriend- gets suspicious about where you've been? People aren't stupid, you know."
"What's that supposed to mean?" she spat out.
"People read social media. Why don't you check her out? A long string of affairs- men, women, couples. We're just the latest."
"Where'd you get that crap?"
"Marty. He's already suspicious. I hope he doesn't pick up on my part in this, dammit!"
"Oh... your ex-wife's errand boy again, is he! I warned you before about not trusting me. That thing with my old friend Sven, remember. Completely innocent and you thought we were...."
"This is not about Marty, or my ex-wife! Why not check it out for yourself instead of trapsing over there for a night of sex with her? You might be surprised what you find out."
"I'll do more than that, Greg. I'll ask her to her face right now. I'm going over there for the night and don't try to stop me. Who knows, maybe I"ll be back in a little while, depending on what she says?"
"OK. Talk with her about it. Come back if you don't like how it goes."
I went back outside to join the others while Angie made ready for her escape next door. I sat beside Rod. Apparently, he was wondering why she hadn't joined us for a drink after her meeting with her coach.
"Everything OK with Angie tonight, Greg?" he asked softly so others wouldn't hear.
"Yeah. Just tired so she's off to bed early." I didn't say where.
"Its great how we're right next to Valeria's rig!" he commented. "All the sports media and fans will be around tomorrow, snapping photos, getting her autograph. Let's move the Camaro right out front so people see it."
"Sure, Rod. Free publicity never hurt," I said dryly.
"You betcha! This friendship between the two of them is great! Do everything you can to keep it going, Greg. And more of the same thing in two weeks at the Glen. Grantham Graphics will be all over TV!"
"I'll do my best," I lied, knowing that I was beginning to hope that what Rod called their friendship would come to an end before my lady got badly burned, or even worse, publicly exposed. Not to mention my own part in the whole thing.
Angela came back, but not until just before sunrise. The sweet aroma of sex filled my nostrils as she quietly undressed and climbed into our double sleeping bag. I knew what she had been doing for the past several hours but hoped that no-one else had seen or heard her coming and going to Valeria's motorhome. I wondered what shape they'd be in to drive this challenging place today.
I was on my second coffee when Angie stirred from a short sleep. Her skin was still flushed pink from exertions a few hours ago. She looked quite rough- tired and bedraggled.
"Long night, eh?"
"Yeah, I guess it was," she yawned.
"Did you ask her?"
"About what?"
"You know, what Marty told me about her past."
"No!" she interrupted with annoyance. "It's all just rumour. Why bother?"
"OK. I warned you but don't listen to me. It's your choice." I was sarcastic, defeated.
"Yes, it is," she said defiantly.
This was hopeless, a complete state of denial, so I changed topics.
"I race this morning at 10:00. You're not on 'til just before Indy qualifying this afternoon. Go back to sleep if you want. You'll need to be rested to stay alert."
Angela just nodded and was out like a light.
****
Saturday morning- race day and Indy qualifying.
The Vintage GT1-GT2 grid for my race assembled in the pits about 9:45. I was near the back of it, the old Camaro down on its practice times compared to many of the other machines. This was a big field and a whole new level of competition from what I'd faced before. Plenty of former Trans-Am muscle cars: Camaros, Mustangs, even an AMC dressed in its distinctive red, white and blue diagonal colour bands. I knew it would be hard to keep pace with this bunch.
Our ten-lapper was over quickly, the best of the cars running away from the rest. I duelled with a couple of drivers near the back of the pack and drew some satisfaction from passing two of them. With one of the Mustangs, I caught him on the inside of Corner Two, a sharp, banked turn after a short straight. I hoped Angie and Val were there to see it- if they were even awake yet. But there was no trophy for me today.
"Nice pass at Two, Greg," Val congratulated me as I returned to the pits.
"You saw it? Angie?... Still sleeping?... I didn't think she'd be here. Late night for her."
"Me too, but I wanted to see how you did, Greg. You're like another student to me, you know."
It was friendly, almost inviting, but I didn't reply. What Marty told me had put me off Valeria. I wouldn't be her student, and I wouldn't be her stud anymore either. No way did I want to get further tangled up with this woman, even though she was great in bed. I wouldn't be another conquest on her list, and I was determined to get Angela's head straight about that too.
Lunch break brought a crowd of fans and reporters around Valeria's motorhome next door to us. Our freshly washed Camaro was angled so no-one could miss the Grantham Graphics paint scheme, while Angie was busy signing 8 by 10 'hero cards' beside it.
Her team jacket, cap and long ashen hair were the focus of many fan photos, and there were a string of short conversations with guys who just wanted to get closer to my woman. Rod stood beaming, passing out paint wrap brochures for anyone who commented about our gleaming car.
"Don't expect much in your race, Angie. This is a strong group of cars, so don't be surprised to be working hard to avoid last place. I didn't do very well this morning."
"So Val told me. She said pretty much the same thing."
Soon it was her turn in the Camaro. She lined up fifth from the back based on Race One finishing positions, at least twenty snarling machines in front. When the flag dropped from a rolling start, Angie missed a shift and there was a sickening crunch of gears. She dropped a couple of positions. After that, try as she might, it was a battle to stay ahead of the two last place cars. On Lap Eight, she didn't come by but there wasn't as full-course caution, so at least we knew she hadn't crashed.
When the race ended, a tow truck brought our Camaro back to the pits on a hook. Transmission trouble- something had let go to end Angie's race along the fence in a runoff area at the back part of the circuit. Marty set to work washing the car right away so it could be displayed again. There were more autographs, photos, and brochures for paint wrap. Otherwise, we were done for the weekend.
Next, Valeria rolled out onto pit lane for qualifying, a straight-up process, not the cool knock-out sets of time that F1 uses to build some suspense. Just as well, because Val's car would have been done after the first round. She was still rusty, not having been in an IndyCar for a few years. Some of the best veteran drivers were still around and at the top of their game- Dixon, Power and Newgarden- but there were young hot-shoes too- O'Ward, Herta, Palou and McLaughlin.
Valeria drove cautiously. She didn't go as deep into the corners as the fastest cars, braking sooner. I noticed that she wasn't making as much use of the elevated 'rumble strips' to launch out of the corners either. A fraction of a second here, another fraction there- it all added up to more than three full seconds slower than the top qualifier. This put her in the third row from the back.



She was disappointed, of course. Angie was with her again that evening in her motorhome, but only for a relatively short time. When she returned, my partner explained that it was a 'consolation visit', intended only to cheer up her friend after that poor qualifying result. Val was going to sleep early to be better prepared for the race itself.
****
Qualifying set the stage for Sunday's IndyCar race. Val and Angie talked a bit in the morning, but I could see that the driver was all business today. She needed to focus completely to have any chance of doing well against this stellar field of well matched cars.
Everybody knew that for the most part this race would be testament to driver skill, not superior engineering and design. Sure, testing, experience, and team strategy would all play a part, but in IndyCar so much comes down to the person behind the wheel.
There were the usual driver interviews and pre-race introductions that can seem to go on forever. We had good seats in the grandstand at Corner Two and made our way over there while the cars fired up to move onto the track. There were 27 of them, putting Valeria's black and green machine back in the twelfth row. It was very unlikely that she'd find her way to the front.
Soon the field was warming the tires, zig-zagging wildly in single file behind the pace car. It would make for a better start and cornering in the first laps. After two laps, the flagger showed crossed flags, meaning to pair up in anticipation of the start. The whining machines seemed in order as they came along the long straightaway after Corner Two- the place used for IndyCar starts to avoid machines bunching up into that sharp curve.
Then the pace car pulled off, the green flag dropped, and the scream of two dozen engines split the air.
Less than two minutes later, we could hear them snarling as they rounded the last corner and headed down the pit straight. The leaders had stretched out the field but behind them the drivers were elbowing for every bit of space. It seemed that Val's green car had moved forward. Around the first turn they came, the pack of cars compressed by the head-on angle at which they approached our grandstand.
Suddenly, as the mid-field group stormed into Corner Two, a red car tapped the yellow one ahead and sent it into a spin- right in front of the rows after them. There was absolute pandemonium as drivers reacted. Valeria's car was hammered from behind as she checked up. Then the momentum of the open wheels turning on two adjacent cars launched her flying into the air!
Time seemed to stand still when her car catapulted upward, then glanced off the retaining wall as it came back down. It bounced out onto the track and slid into Corner Two upside down on its aerocab before coming to rest. The few cars behind Val were able to veer sharply to the other side, as the fire-suppression system did its job shutting off the engine.
White-suited corner workers rushed onto the track right in front of us, with fire extinguishers ready should flames appear. Leaking fuel could still contact the hot engine and ignite. Within a half minute the emergency truck sped from pit lane and the crew set about delicately freeing Valeria, trapped in the overturned car. There was an eerie quiet as the crowd held its collective breath.
Angie had come to her feet immediately and rushed to the fence, not twenty feet from the accident on the other side of the barricade. Terror framed her face as she desperately screamed Val's name. Soon the workers were carefully easing the struggling driver through the open top of the aerocab.
The driver was in obvious pain. Her right leg dangled at a strange angle- clearly smashed. Her arms were limp, one of them bent. Then she was on a backboard and gurney being wheeled to a waiting ambulance. Angela was beside herself with worry!
"Val! Val! Omigod VAL! ARE YOU OK? ARE YOU ALRIGHT?" Angie shouted and her lover strained to look.
"ANGEL!" she cried loudly before her head slumped back, her eyes closed, and everything went black.
We rushed to the pits where the ambulance crew was watching a helicopter descending toward the track. Angie pushed past a security guard and grabbed the arm of one of the emergency crew members.
"IS SHE OK? WILL SHE LIVE?" Ang pressed urgently.
"We thought she was a goner. I heard her calling for the angels. Must have figured her time was up...."
"WILL SHE MAKE IT?" Angela was desperate to know.
"Probably. Broken bones, a concussion. Would have been worse without protection...."
That was all my Angela needed to hear. She clutched me close.
Burying her lovely silken head into my chest.
Then she burst into tears, sobbing hard.
Was it in relief or in sorrow?
I just couldn't be sure.
Valeria was alive,
But so broken,
Like a doll.
Readers: Maybe I'll see you next summer on Corner Two at Mosport or Toronto Indy? Perhaps at Waterford Hills, or Mid-Ohio? I'll be the guy jotting story ideas into a notepad.



            Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery Ch. 05

            How deep into the Rodman's wild world is she willing to go?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/petras-erotic-photo-gallery-ch-05

Title: Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery Ch. 05

Author: 1fastguy

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: How deep into the Rodman's wild world is she willing to go?

Tags: orgasm, orgy, exhibitionism, erotic photography, oral sex, bisexual, coercion, hedonism, voyeur, smoking up

Series: Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery


Stories of a young woman's expanding sex life continue with connections to her other seven-part series, Petra's Pictures: Art to Porn. A client couple has discovered that Ms. Stanwick is the model in the erotic prints she sells in her art gallery. They are keeping the secret, in exchange for her weekly 'visits' to their mansion. How much longer will she satisfy their wicked desires?
This piece includes music from Al Stewart (Versailles) and Led Zeppelin (Whole Lotta Love)
****
It was 9:00 AM Monday, and Professor William Edwards was about to begin a new topic. His Fine Arts 345 class was packed front to back, in anticipation of "Design Before the French Revolution." He saw hundreds of eager faces as he scanned over the waiting crowd.
Why were so many young men interested in this obscure course? How was this subject always filled as soon as registration opened? And, why did Professor Edwards consistently receive the highest ratings from his students? There was one simple reason- his slides.
This morning, the Professor spotted two nervous young women in the first row. Novice student models Christina Appleby and Gabriella Smithers knew that he'd be showing their masked photographs today to illustrate his lecture. He shot their provocative images at his apartment a week and a half earlier, and they'd waited anxiously ever since.
Edwards cleared his throat.
"Ahem! I know you'll be interested in our study this week. I have new models to whet your appetite for learning. You'll gain an appreciation of the beautiful design prevalent in 17th and 18th Century France. As always, architecture and fashion will be our guide to the times. Today there's some background theme music."
The Professor bent forward to cue up the sombre sounds of Scottish folkie Al Stewart's "Versailles" to set the mood before he began his lecture.
".... Why do you wait/ To see the day begin?/Your time is wasting in the wind/ Wondering why/ Wondering why, it echoes/Through the lonely Palace of Versailles...."
"What were ladies wearing at the lonely palace of Versailles?" the Professor asked, continuing with, "Imagine a grand ball, the wealthy dripping with precious jewels. Beautiful women in daring clothing, their white bosoms exposed..."
"Bring it on!" boomed one of the jocks in the upper rows.
"Patience. Patience," Edwards joked. "Really, your eagerness for learning is most impressive!"
The two student models were wet with excitement. This was their screen debut. Professor Edwards had assured them that no-one would recognize their masked faces. They hoped he would be true to his word. Then he brought up the first image, one that would set the back row hounds baying.
"This is how aristocratic women dressed for the ball. As you can see here..."
The students gasped, then some cheered as he continued. They gaped at two well-proportioned young women with their hair coiffed up high and their necklines way down low. Their breasts were on display, right to the nipples in fact. Fine female flesh was fully visible from the tip of one shoulder to the other.
The background music played on, muted so that Edwards' commentary could be heard over the excited hubbub of the crowd.
".... The kings have all departed/Their servants are nowhere/ We burned out their mansions/ In the name of Robespierre...."
"This wasn't considered rude or obscene in King Louis' court. Indeed, some went farther, setting the neckline below their breasts. This pair of beauties would very likely have stripped off their gowns completely before the night was through. You see, affairs were frequent in this sexually charged atmosphere."
The Professor had everyone's full attention, nobody more than Christina and Gabriella, both wondering how much more of their naked bodies he was going to reveal. They knew that their gowns were off by the end of the shoot.
"Let's zoom in to examine the fabric and design," Edwards suggested as he projected the next slide, filling the screen with a great deal of pale cleavage tipped in rosy pink. "The finest silks, the whitest skin, and the most expensive perfumes were essential."
The jocks were drooling, the photos their reward for dragging themselves out of bed so early. It wasn't a love of fine design that brought them. It was their raging hormones!
"Shall we look underneath now? What held this in place?"
"Let's see it all!" someone bellowed from the back, and soon they peered into sheer half-cup corsets with tempting pointy nipples partly exposed. These models were stacked!
"Corsets worked wonders to mount such a display, so tight that they left women breathless... not to mention the men around them!" Edwards joked, before continuing through the cheers. "Thin, flat pieces of whalebone in the garment were strong enough to keep everything pushed up and out."
"Keep going! Don't stop now!" sounded impatiently from the upper tier.
"Certainly gentlemen. But I hope you're keeping good notes for the test. The corset used whalebone," he teased and spelled, "W...H...A...L...E...B...O...N...E."
There was time for one more image to whet healthy appetites. The models could hardly breathe. Would he show their naked breasts now? It had been so much fun posing, but they ended the photo session almost naked. Would Professor Edwards embarrass them today?
"Here's the last one for this class, but I have more for two lectures this week. What you'll see is a triumph of French engineering and design. Cue the music."
".... And Bonaparte is coming/ With his armies from the south/ Marat your days are numbered/ And we live from hand to mouth...."
The lights went down to reveal the two models in partial side-profile from head to toe without their gowns. Their corsets were bursting with full tits, while their bubble butts were framed by the tiniest silky strings. They tottered in heeled half-boots, their shapely legs clad in white stockings held up by lacy garter belts.
The near-naked models mugged for the camera, their pouting ruby lips so inviting, so kissable, so.... It brought the house down!
"I've shown you four images today, four good reasons to come to class this week."
With that comment, Edwards went on to the rest of his lecture. The novice models breathed a sigh of relief.
After class, the Professor stood by his desk while the students filed out. He basked in their enthusiastic thanks. They liked the music, but more than anything, they loved the slides. The last pair to come by the desk were the models themselves.
"I hope you enjoyed today's lecture," he said to them.
"Oh yes! It was so exciting, waiting to see what came next."
"Glad you were pleased. Next week will be about the Regency period in England, when men became real dandies, dressing like peacocks."
"There'll be men in the slides next week?" Christina was startled.
"At least one, possibly two. Does that interest you? I hope so." The Professor's eyes twinkled as he waited for a reply.
"Absolutely!" bold Gabriella gushed. "We'll do it, right Christina?"
"Good. Friday evening at my apartment again. Seven o'clock. Wear your hair up and come ready to have more fun."
****
At about the same time, Petra Stanwick came down the stairway from her apartment to open the shop below. There wouldn't likely be customers this early Monday morning, but there was work to do. Many prints had been sold at the gala opening party a week ago, so the place looked empty. She'd need more inventory. And there were other things to think over too.
Petra had opened her little gallery some months ago. But it struggled at first, with nothing except its very attractive proprietress to set it apart from other such places. Her former teacher, Professor Edwards had changed that by supplying her erotic photographs, which he had shot for his lectures. These far exceeded anything he would dare to show in class.
She had recently hosted a gala grand opening party for select clients, part of the professor's plan to promote her business. Unexpectedly, two of her customers- Gerard and Mona Rodman- recognized that Petra was in fact, the naked model in the delicious pictures! The night of the party they blackmailed her, only agreeing to keep the secret in exchange for sex.
Petra's mind went back to Saturday night when she'd been picked up by their chauffer, Darren. The model had rampant sex with them to hide her identity- so prolonged and stimulating, so exhausting, that she slept with them overnight. All day Sunday was spent recuperating.
"I wonder if it's true that Gerard told Darren to have a go with me, like he said on the way home?" she thought. "He's tall and very handsome. Maybe... but I don't even know him."
Then she laughed at herself.
"When has that stopped me? If I want to fuck him, I will," she told herself. "Hmm... I wonder how big he is? He looked to be well-built and strong under that uniform."
Then Petra reminded herself to stop daydreaming and get down to business. She needed to think more about inventory and less about sex. By late morning, no-one had come in from the street. Petra made plans to restock her gallery and was about to get some lunch upstairs.
About noon, a limousine filled the view from inside the shop. Soon, a tall, good-looking fellow, dressed in a deep green suit and cap, came to Petra's door. It was Darren, with a package under his arm.
"Mornin', Miss. How're y' today?"
"Very well. Rested. What brings you here this morning, Darren?"
"Ah, remember me name, do y'? Thas good."
"Why?"
"Because y' know what I said t'ya when I drove y' home last mornin'."
"Yes. You said the Boss offered me to you for some fun."
"And I ask what y' thought 'bout it. But y' just said, 'Not today'."
"My answer is still the same this morning, Darren," Petra toyed with him.
Darren looked down at the floor, disappointed. "Damn! I hope for today, Miss."
Petra changed the topic. "What's in the package you're carrying? Something for me?"
"Yeah. From Mona. Says y' must wear on Saturday."
"Please thank her for me. I suppose you'll be picking me up then?"
"Prob'ly, but she give y' the time later, Miss."
Petra liked Darren's stumbling manner and the way he respectfully deferred to her. She felt a sense of power over him, something missing from her other relationships with men. Here was a very handsome one who wanted her badly, but only if she consented. Perhaps she would? Petra softened her voice and gave him a coquettish smile.
"Darren, you can call me Venus, you know. And I'm changing my answer from 'Not today' to 'Maybe'."
"Thas good, Miss... I mean, Venus. Does 'Maybe' mean 'Now'? I'd like that, y' know."
Petra took his hand. "Uh-huh. First I'll lock up.... Now follow me."
She led Darren to the back of the shop, behind a display, out of sight from the front windows. Petra stood before him, then looped her arm around his neck and pulled his head down toward her.
"Kiss me! If you're good, there's more for you."
Darren couldn't believe his good fortune! "Yeah, Venus," he stammered obediently.
The chauffer was very good, his tongue probing her hot mouth while she locked him in a firm grip. His lips mashed into hers as his arms tightly embraced her slim body. Petra liked his strength and responded by pressing her groin up against him. She felt his swelling cock, and she knew that she must have it. Breathlessly, she broke away from his kiss and released her hold on his neck.
"Very good, Darren. I liked that. And I promised, didn't I?"
Petra fumbled with his zipper and released a very large cock from his trousers. No underwear- it popped out easily.
"You're a bad man, Darren," she joked. "You came ready to fuck, didn't you? Not today, but undo your belt and drop those trousers anyway."
At the same time, Petra went to her knees in front of the driver and grasped his engorged member firmly at the base. She was surprised at its length and girth- larger than any she'd had before- and had to comment.
"Mmm... nice cock! Would it like some attention?"
Darren couldn't believe his good luck. "Yeah, Miss... Venus!" he enthused. "Right now!"
Petra began to rhythmically stroke the erect, swollen flesh. Darren thrust his groin forward to signal what he wanted. She acquiesced and brought his rod into her eager mouth, sucking hard at the bulbous crown in time with her moving hand. He groaned with pleasure at the smacking sounds of her lips.
"Oh gawddd... feels so good!"
Now Petra turned up the heat, reaching for his big, hanging sack to fondle his balls. Continuing to suck and pump, she gently rolled his tender nuts through her long fingers. A glance upward confirmed that Darren's eyes were closed, and he was groaning again. As Petra took more of him into her mouth, he brought both hands behind her head and began to thrust forward and back, fucking her lips.
Petra could tell by his movements that Darren was getting close. She wasn't going to stop until he had delivered more than just the package from Mona. Her hand came off his fat cock and pulled his ass toward her face while she swallowed as much of his tool as she could. The driver now picked up speed, furiously humping Petra's mouth, his member deep inside. Then he was there!
The dam burst with one last forceful heave. Petra continued sucking as jet after jet of cream blasted into her throat. Darren's volume was immense, and a small stream dribbled from her lower lip before he finally came to rest. She let go and pulled her head back to look up.
The chauffer was temporarily dazed and spent, but smiled broadly when she tilted her pretty head to show what he'd given. Petra used a finger to clean her lips, and then dramatically swallowed.
"Excellent, Darren," Petra congratulated. "You deserve more than that some other time."
"Good, Miss! So good," he babbled.
Petra chuckled and reached for his trousers to pull them back up. It was time to get Darren back together and go upstairs for lunch.
****
On Friday evening, Professor Edwards and his friend Ronald Dennison were getting things ready for another photo session at the Professor's apartment. They ran a checklist to ensure that everything needed was at hand. No point getting a young woman naked on the sofa only to find that the spotlights don't work.
"Ronald, camera ready? My cell?"
"Check. Check."
"Alcohol? Glasses?"
"Ready."
"Backdrop? Cushions?"
"It's up, and lots of pillows."
"Women's costumes?"
"Got them from the Theatre Department."
"Lingerie?"
"Very sexy stuff!"
"Our costumes, Ronald?"
"We'll both be fine-looking Regency gents tonight!"
"Great! Now, chill the wine while I get dressed, then we'll have ourselves a dram of my best scotch."
The two models arrived about an hour later, clearly excited by what lay ahead. When the Professor welcomed them inside, Ronald was still in the kitchen, rattling around with bottles and glasses.
"Come in. I mentioned there's a male model tonight and he's getting our drinks. A very fine fellow. A good friend. You'll like him."
"Hello models!" Ronald beckoned as he stepped out toward the entryway. Then he looked at William and changed his tone to one of mock surprise.
"You didn't tell me that I'd be posing with such lovely young women! They're gorgeous!"
Christina and Gabriella became flustered at his comment. They liked him already.
"Let's have our drinks while I describe the theme for tonight's shoot. We'll use a little scenario, and you can always follow Ronald's lead. I'll give camera directions too, like last time."
"Professor, you're wearing old-fashioned clothes. Are you in the pictures too?"
"It helps put me into the theme, but we'll see how things unfold. I have a tripod ready in case I step in."
"And what is the theme?" Christina asked.
"A party in early 19th Century in England. First you two will be dressing for it. Then Ronald will join you for some shots dancing and relaxing. I may come in toward the end."
"Sounds like fun," Gabriella enthused. "My drink's finished. Another one?"
"Certainly!" Ronald replied. "And I'll top up Christina's too. Since you're attending a big party, the wine will be out all evening."
Their first glass was already loosening them up. The four of them chatted about how the Professor's use of photography and music made lectures so much better. After their second glass, they admitted how exciting it felt having their masked provocative photos shown in class.
Time to get started.
"I've set out your things in the big bedroom. First use the bathroom for hair and makeup. Here are some pictures to guide you. Then help each other dress for the first photos. Don't forget the party masks."
In the meantime, Dennison went to the other bedroom and slipped into his Regency outfit. He was ready except for some buttons that a man-servant would have managed in the past.
"Hey, Old Boy. Help me with these cuff buttons, will you? Impossible, and so many of them."
"Great get-up, my friend, with the burgundy and gold. The blue paisley waistcoat and white stockings with high-top shoes are perfect. Wearing that jaunty cockaded hat, you could have passed for a prince two centuries ago."
"Maybe I'll wear this to class next week," Ronald joked.
They waited apprehensively for the models to reappear. Eventually, Gabriella stuck her head out the bedroom door and beckoned to Edwards. There was a problem.
"Where are the dresses? We only have lingerie, stockings and shoes."
"That's all you need. First, you're getting ready for the party."
In a few minutes the two of them stood nervously against the white backdrop facing the Professor's camera. Ronald returned to the kitchen to ready more drinks, first noting how hot they looked in sexy lingerie that showed off their abundant curves.
"Let's start now. Take her hand, Gabriella and both face me. Nice smiles and a little pout for the camera. Good.... Lean forward from the waist and hold it there. Look up at me and grin. Christina, you look a bit stiff. Relax.... OK, turn and face each other about a foot apart, holding hands. Chests forward for side profiles, and bums out. Very nice.
Now for a tease, touch the tips of your noses together... good... and now your lips, just lightly. Yes!... Hold that... and turn your eyes my way, as if you've been naughty.... Excellent."
"Oh, here's Ronald!" Gabriella exclaimed. "Look at his costume. Its amazing!"
"Uh... thanks. I brought some more drinks."
The young women were still a bit nervous in just stockings, garter belts, filmy corsets and thongs, so they quaffed the wine quickly.
"Ronald will be in the photos now. Imagine that he slipped into your dressing room and has been peeping as you dress. You discover him, and Gabriella, you're going to drag him out. Pretend you're both angry. And, begin."
The Professor filmed as Gabriella pulled the resisting voyeur from hiding. She and Christina grabbed his coat while he tried to explain himself. Gradually they calmed down when he apologized on bended knee. Then he stood to embrace as they accepted his regrets. It was like an exaggerated scene from an old silent film.
"Excellent! I have plenty of shots in your lingerie. Your dresses are hanging in the bedroom closet. Help each other with them, then come back to continue with the shoot."
The next segment featured the three of them at a party. In the scenario, Ronald danced close with Gabriella while her friend looked on jealously. Then he was waltzing with Christina, taking things farther.
"Pretend you two are standing alone. Ronald, lean down into her space. Whisper in her ear and kiss her neck. Good.... Christina, tilt your head up, aroused.... Now Ronald, slowly move your left hand down her hip... and curl it inward until you reach the top of her thigh. That's it.
Christina, open your legs a bit to encourage this young rake.... A little more.... You're alone, so be bold. Now your lover kisses your lips. Go ahead, Ronald.... Perfect... bring one hand to his face. Make this a French kiss he'll remember! Yes... yes... yes. Don't stop now. Caress her body gently, Ronald."



His free hand slowly trailed across her open cleavage, lightly brushing her nipples as he dined on her mouth. Christina's heart was pounding with his touch! Unconsciously, her hand dropped and pressed firmly against the big bulge in his tight breeches. When she came up for air, both were flushed and needed to catch their breath.
"That was amazing!" Christina gasped. She felt wet between her legs.
"Your turn Gabriella, but this time you and Ronald are on the sofa. Sit close... like that. Ronald, take her in your arms and as you do, slide the shoulders of her gown down to show plenty of bosom.... Perfect.
Now cup one breast from under the gown, Ronald... and lower your head to the other. Slide the gown down... yes, yes... and follow with your lips.... Good. Gabriella, bring your hand slowly up his thigh, right up to... right there... now squeeze softly. Mmm.... Keep it going. Ronald, bring the dress lower... and slide the corset cups down too, releasing those lovely tits. Yes!
Kiss his mouth hard, Gabby and rub him. Caress her nipples, Ronald... bring them up. Excellent! Now, slip a hand up along her inner thighs... open those legs some more.... That's it... higher... higher. Wider, Gabby... wider... Nice."
The Professor kept shooting as the overly stimulated young woman shed all her inhibitions with a handsome Regency gentleman. His fingers found her drenched pussy while he Frenched with her and teased her sensitive tips. There was no stopping bold Gabriella now. But Edwards knew her friend wasn't yet as relaxed, so he wouldn't push Christina along too fast.
"Ronald, why don't you two rest in the bedroom for a while. I'll continue shooting Christina shedding her gown. Perhaps I'll don a mask and get in some selfies too?"
That was all Gabriella and Ronald needed to hear. They closed the bedroom door behind them while Professor Edwards patiently coached Christina into posing provocatively, then stripping off in the lounge. Eventually she was heated up enough that he could join her for some fun on the sofa.
****
The next evening Petra was in the back seat of the limo on her way to the Rodman mansion. Darren had picked her up at 7:00 and was very polite, even a bit formal. She had expected him to be overly familiar; after all, she had blown him earlier in the week!
"You're very quiet tonight, Darren. Cat got your tongue?"
Bein' good, Miss. Boss don't want me foolin' with y' tonight. You're theirs. He's clear 'bout that."
"Too bad. Maybe some other time, OK?"
"Yeah. Long as he don't know, Miss."
"Darren, you can call me Venus when there's nobody else around."
"OK. But I hafta be careful with Boss. Gets nasty."
"Look in the rear-view mirror, Darren. Like what you see?"
Petra had unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it aside so that she sat with her tits completely bare. The driver's eyes were rivetted on her lovely peaches.
"Yeah, Venus. Fuck! They's fine!"
"Thank you. Come to my shop again next week for more."
Darren grinned broadly. Petra left the goods out on display, jiggling with each bump in the road, until she repacked them at the front gate. A short time later they arrived at the big house and Darren walked his passenger to the steps. A minute later, she was wisked inside.
Mona Rodman hugged her fantasy girl tight and kissed her ruby lips. Gerard gripped Petra's hips from behind and firmly pressed his groin against her ass. She could feel his hard-on and knew the couple was hot for her tonight.
"You look nice in the outfit I sent, Venus. Sexy! Come into the parlour. Someone you know wants to say hello," Mona gushed.
Gerard closed the parlour doors behind them, and Petra stood face-to-face with Lezlee Bellevue, the lonely barfly William and Ronald had picked up in The Den two years ago. Petra smoked up that night and they got off together. More recently, Lezlee and her friend Desiree had worked as cocktail waitresses at Petra's gallery opening.
"We made friends with Lezlee at your party, Venus," Gerard explained. "Now she's our guest here regularly- a really good friend... if you know what I mean. She says you two have a history already, so we thought it would be fun to get together. A great idea, right?"
"Uh.... Sure, I guess so," Petra stammered, still recovering from the surprise guest cougar from her past.
"Oh, I'm sure that we'll all get along well," Gerard smirked. "Especially since I got some really good stuff for us. Lezlee told us you did that the first time you partied."
"Remember those Sixties and Eighties shoots we did, babe? Good smoke. Good times!" Lezlee enthused.
A short time later the four of them had retired to the sitting area of the private bedroom upstairs. Gerard wasn't about to go slowly tonight. He lit joints for everyone, then cranked up the expensive sound system until the floor vibrated. Perfect! It was the endless loop he and Mona fucked to whenever they got high.
".... You need cooling/ Baby I'm not fooling/I'm gonna send ya/ Back to schooling./ A way down inside/ Honey you need it/ I'm gonna give you my love/ I'm gonna give you my love/ Want a whole lotta love/ Want a whole lotta love...."
Petra was ready for a whole lotta love anytime, anywhere. But under the influence- look out! She felt alive, driven, oversexed, and without conscience. Nothing was holding her back. Before long, the four of them were all over each while they danced to the throbbing beat.
Many hands roughly pulled away Petra's dress, leaving her in beads, g-string, and pull-up stockings. Then she joined in stripping Lezlee and Mona. All three stoned, nude women gyrated and groped while Gerard egged them on. Watching naked chicks was his sexual appetizer.
"Dance you sluts! More lesbo action! Yeah! Yeah! Do it!"
".... You've been learning/ Um, baby I been learning/ All them good times/ I've been yearning/ A-way down inside/ Honey, you need it/ I'm gonna give you my love/ I'm gonna give you my love/ I'm gonna give you my love...."
The three women spread wide and shagged their asses as they wiggled for Gerard's bulging eyes. They touched and kissed each other while they shook their tits provocatively in his face. They sucked one another's nipples and pretended to jerk off Gerard's hard cock. They grabbed at him, then roughly pushed him away. He didn't know how much more of this teasing he could take!
"Let's fuck now!" he shouted.
"A few more drags first," Mona called.
Then they all staggered to the big bed in the other corner of the room. Petra felt eager fingers and a dancing tongue at her pussy, while someone else's sex bounced against her face. Somewhere in the throbbing mass of overheated female desire, another hot mouth sucked her nipples hard, and slender fingers pulled at them. None of them knew who they were pleasuring. But it felt so good!
Gerard knelt at the foot of the bed, the Master of Ceremonies with the pulsating cock. He was naked and wanking while he presided over the spiraling orgy. Petra came up for air, and noticing his big tool, she grabbed for it, pulling him into the squirming pile.
Now the full length of cock was pushing down her throat as Gerard fucked her Goth face. Petra's heavy black makeup and ruby lipstick were smeared like a caricature of wicked lust incarnate. Meanwhile, the blasting sound loop drove the sinful frenzy to a fever pitch.
".... A-way, way down inside/ I'm gonna give you my love/ I'm gonna give you every inch of my love/ I'm gonna give ya my love/ Want a whole lotta love/ Want a whole lotta love. Want a whole lotta love...."
Pleasure this intense couldn't last forever. Sweat poured from the hedonists and they laboured to breathe. Still, their runaway hormones screamed for more. The thrusting and heaving, the sucking and fingering grew increasingly greedy as they climbed the peak. Their overworked bodies demanded maximum satisfaction!
Petra, Lezlee and the Rodmans were engulfed by the pounding music, out of their minds and nearing the top. They were all set to automatic- Full Speed Ahead! The bed seemed to swirl; the room appeared to dance; and the walls flexed in time to the booming music. It was intoxicating, absolutely overwhelming the senses!
".... Whole lotta love/ Want a whole lotta love/ Want a whole lotta love/ Want a whole lotta love...."
All at once, the massive orgasm which was building swept over Petra. Her body jerked and clenched uncontrolled as she screamed out her intense pleasure. It seemed to rob what remained of her conscious mind. Suddenly, she fell back to the bed, eyes wide at first, then short-circuited. Boom! Lights out. She was finished for the evening.
But that didn't slow down the party. The other three kept on smoking and fucking, indulging in their every fantasy, even enjoying Petra's lithe body which lay supine, sprawled between them. None of revellers stopped until they were utterly wasted. Later Darren came in to turn off the loud music.
****
For the second consecutive weekend, Petra woke up Sunday morning at the Rodmans' mansion. But this time she wasn't in bed with them. Someone had dragged her comatose form to another room, where she lay in bed nude and used up. Her arms and legs felt stiff. There were little nips on her breasts, and stinging fingernail scratches across her back. Gerard had filled her with his seed.
The room had a private bath, where she locked the door and stood under the hot rain. Opposing impulses battled inside her dulled brain.
"What a great party! Good smoke. Booze. You did it all, girl. So, rock on Petra, rock on!" Id commended.
"What happened last night? You gave yourself to them! How do you feel now? Stop it!" Ego screamed at her.
Just then she heard someone pounding on the bathroom door.
"Hurry up. Darren is taking you home in thirty minutes. Can you hear me?"
"Yes, Gerard," Petra shouted back.
"I'm going out now. See you next weekend, baby. Some more guests."
Next weekend! And other people too? Petra didn't know how much more of this craziness she could stand. Was it time to get some help?
****
Please take a moment to rate my story. There's more to tell.
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In case you missed Chapters 1 to 5:
Petra Stanwick graduated in Fine Arts and opened a little gallery. Her shop was not doing very well until her former professor, William Dennison began supplying her with erotic black-and-whites to sell, images he'd taken of her two years earlier. These were the most lurid images from the fashion series he used to illustrate his lectures, and they sold like crazy at her gala opening event.
Art lovers Gerard and Mona Rodman recognized Petra as the nude model in the bold prints they bought from her. They threatened to reveal her identity unless she agreed to regular Saturday night sex with them. She'd already been to their mansion twice for wild times and had made friends with their handsome chauffer, Darren. Now Petra wanted some way out of his employers' dirty deal.
****
It would take Petra more than a quiet Sunday to recover from being thoroughly used the night before. She ached all over and hadn't slept well either. Her lithe body was marked with signs of rough treatment at the hands of the Rodmans and cougar Lezlee Bellevue- before and after she passed out. On Monday morning she was late opening the gallery below her apartment.
At about the same time, her friend and photographer, Professor Edwards was launching into his next topic in Fine Arts 345, "The History of Design". The week before he had debuted new masked student models, Christina Appleby and Gabriella Smithers, to highlight fashion in 18th century France. Half-nude images of the curvaceous young women had been a hit. His class was ready for more.
Another working week was underway in the small city Stanwick and Edwards called home. Petra faced the day with determination to pull herself back together, while the Professor expected to bask in accolades from his students with more suggestive slides in his next topic. Two parallel lives would converge later on today.
****
Thankfully the art gallery was quiet that morning. Owner Petra Stanwick was moving slowly, and weighed down by a major problem. As much as she enjoyed unbridled sex, both weekends at her blackmailing clients' mansion had been over the top. Their sexual demands were increasingly excessive. They'd brought Lezlee into their games and promised more people next weekend. But she was trapped.
By 11:00, strong coffee had finally kicked in to wake up the proprietor. Just then the shadow of a familiar big car darkened the front window of the shop. The Rodmans' limo! Was it the couple coming around for a booty call? Surely not this early. The shop door opened, and a familiar capped green uniform entered- their driver Darren. And like last week, he had a package under his arm.
"Oh... Darren. Anybody with you?... Good. I don't think I could face them again so soon."
"They was rough with y', no?"
"How do you know that?"
"I took y' into the other room when they all passed out..."
"Oh god! Was I naked?"
"Y' were, and beau'ful to see. Marked up tho'. I put y' to bed and leave y' alone."
"Ohhh... thanks Darren. I felt terrible in the morning. A bit better today."
"I've some things for y' from the Mrs. For the weekend I s'pose, if y're comin' back again."
"Probably, though I don't want to go anymore. They're a bit crazy, especially him..."
"Miss Venus," Darren interrupted. "I've time now. Do you want t' have another go? I'd like it, 'specially after seeing it all when I carry y'."
Petra looked at this big, good-looking man so eager to have her. She liked how he treated her respectfully, unlike his employers. And he hadn't taken advantage of her on Saturday night when she was nude and blacked out. Petra noticed his big brown eyes and thought how much he reminded her of a shaggy dog wanting to be petted.
"I know they was nasty with y'. I won't be," he said earnestly. And that melted away any resistance she felt.
"Sure. Let's go upstairs to my place. I'll lock the shop. When do you have to be back?"
"'Bout 1:00."
"We have lots of time. Come on." She took his hand to lead the way.
Petra brought Darren to her bedroom and turned down the bed. There wasn't much that needed to be said. She motioned for him to undress while she did the same. Soon both were naked, and he was already hard.
"Come kiss me," Petra invited, as she pulled him down above her.
Darren's big arms encircled her, but he was surprisingly gentle, not pressing hard against her chest because he'd seen how they'd abused her body.
"Hold me, but not too tight," she whispered to her morning lover before jutting her tongue into his willing mouth.
Like last week, Petra quickly realized that he'd done this before, very skilled in the French art of kissing. She closed her eyes and sucked his probing tongue, mimicking oral sex, signalling her intentions. Darren played the game, relishing the slow, erotic pleasure. He could hear Petra moaning very softly as they explored one another's open mouths.
Darren forced himself to go slowly because Petra was sore. When he brushed his fingertips across her erect nipples, she shivered a bit but didn't withdraw. So, he lowered his head, kissing down from her neck, across her chest until his lips found a projecting bud. There he licked and lightly sucked, drawing little moans from his stimulated lover. She pressed his head against her, telling him she wanted more. He sought and found the other nipple and lavished it too.
Meanwhile, Petra drew the tips of her fingers across his naked body down to Darren's mid-section. He jumped a little from the sensations before she reached his groin, then his big cock. While he stimulated her stiff nipples, she began to softly stroke the length of his rod, so thick that her little hand barely encircled it.
It was a magnificent shaft, long and thick, with a prominent bulbous head. Petra could feel its taut, veiny texture in her palm and knew that she must have it deep in her pussy. This opportunity to give in to Darren was just too good to pass up. She chuckled as she stroked his tool.
"What a cock! Biggest ever. I don't know if it'll..."
"We'll try, Miss. I be careful. I know that."
As she continued to pull at his cock, Darren slipped one finger, then two into Petra's rosy slit. He grinned because it was very wet. She instinctively opened wider, and he dipped some juices onto her clitoris, lubing the little pearl for some pleasure. Then he gently rolled his forefinger in small circles, flicking her clit back and forth. Petra loved it, sighing deeply and spreading even wider. She was on her way to another world.
"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me now," she whispered to him. "Feed me that big thing- but very slowly."
"A pillow under y' will help us, Miss. Here y' go." And he lifted her like a feather.
Now the angle was right, and Petra was open wide, ready for his mighty cock. But Darren didn't rush, instead dipping fingers into her, stretching the entry while getting juices to smear on his throbbing member. It gleamed like a polished length of pipe as he brought it to the opening and ever so slowly fed it into gasping Petra.
Half-way now and very tight. Darren withdrew and scooped more female lube onto his pole. Then he eased back into the warm, damp, tight space between his lover's thighs. Petra's fingers went to her projecting clit to distract her from the mounting pressure as he squeezed down deeper and deeper. She felt him touch bottom just as he announced that he was all in. Then they began to gently rock against each other.
It felt wonderful to be so filled with this manly cock! Petra moaned with each stroke of his rod and pushed back to welcome more. Darren's low groans rewarded her enthusiasm for his skills, and he gradually picked up the pace. Each stroke widened the tight channel ever-so-slightly until she finally felt quite commodious.
Now Darren reached his big hands under her curvy hips and lifted Petra off the pillow. He began to drive himself into her harder, his big balls slapping against her body with every jab. He lifted higher and plunged harder- by now she was almost bent double, tossed about like a doll at the end of his powerful cock. She loved it! Marvellous, the best sex she'd had in a long time!
This couldn't last all morning. Not the way Darren was grunting and groaning. Not with aroused Petra sighing and crying out for more. They were parts of a runaway engine, pounding together like a steel piston in a velvet cylinder.
Sweat poured from their brows and their overheated bodies glistened in the low light of the bedroom. Petra's bed frame screeched its indignation at this total desecration. They were about to come and come hard. Then Petra reached her climax and literally exploded!
"Fuck me! Fuck me!... Yes... yes... OH YES!!... Ugh... ugh... Mmmmppppffff!!!"
Her fine body bounced up and down in the narrow space between Darren and the bed. She clawed into his back as he pulled her up against himself. Then Darren jerked wildly as he slammed into her body, emptying a massive load into her clenching receptacle. Her muscles milked him dry before he finally rolled off to one side gasping, completely spent.
"What a fuck... what a fuck!" he babbled mindlessly as Petra grinned over at him.
"Yes, indeed!" she thought. "The very best kind."
She knew this wouldn't be the last time that she'd take this man into her bed.
****
About the same time as Petra was romping in bed, Professor Edwards was busy lecturing at the college. Fine Arts 345 was packed again as he began to present design characteristics of the Regency Period in early-19th Century Britain.
The changes in architecture were very subtle at this time, but those in fashion were much more notable. No problem, because this is what all the jocks had come to see. Isn't it remarkable, the strong interest these young menhad in female clothing from two hundred years ago!
Time for the Professor to begin.
"So good to see you this dreary Monday morning. I will reward your dedication to learning with a very stimulating lecture. I have new slides to introduce two overlapping historical times in Britain, the Regency and Romantic.
The first simply marked eleven years between 1809 and 1820 when the Prince Regent ruled because his father, King George III, was mentally unable to do so. The second was a broader movement in the arts and literature during the same time and beyond..."
"Slides, please!" came impatiently from the male-dominated upper rows of the lecture theatre.
"But of course. Shame on me for keeping you waiting so long," Professor Edwards mocked. "First some music to accompany our images today. I've chosen pieces by Beethoven because he was very popular during this period. This is "For Elise". You may recognize this sad musical story of love for an unattainable woman. Guys, I'm sure you've experienced this problem already, eh."
All the girls laughed, then the beautiful, pensive melody started.
[Imagine listening. # 3/4 E Am E Am/ E Am E Am/ Am C G Am/ E Am E Am/ E E Am E/ Am E Am E Am]
Part way through the chords, Edwards projected the first slide. A masked couple was dancing close together, his head burrowed by her ear, her face a look of ecstasy. The older man, actually his friend Ronald Dennison, wore fine Regency clothing- velvets, paisley, breeches and stockings, a riot of rich colours. But it was the attractive younger woman- student Christina Appleby- and her deep cleavage which drew their eyes
Her otherwise modest white gown left her almost indecently exposed from shoulder to shoulder. Her rounded breasts were like firm, round fruit. And most exciting of all, her partner was running his fingers across them and touching the edge of her nipple. A collective groan rippled through the crowd.
"I thought you might like that one," the Professor joked.
"Romanticism wasn't about romance as we know it. It was a broad movement in literature and the arts that focused on finding personal meaning. It often looked to nature or history for inspiration and imagination. It lasted for a half century in writing, art and music, for example, Beethoven."
As he spoke, the resonant music threaded through the Professor's words, giving his commentary about the time period an added legitimacy. The combination of fine music, historical information, and mildly erotic image blended into a totally absorbing lecture. And he'd only just begun. Edwards leaned forward to project a second slide.
"Focus if you can on the finery worn by aristocratic men in the Regency period. They were like peacocks symbolically fluffing up their feathers with vibrant, expensive clothing. Their flamboyant style emulated the playboy costume and lifestyle of the Prince Regent, an endless round of parties and women."
The second slide featured Ronald and a second masked student- Gabriella Smithers- snuggled close on a sofa. Taken from a forty-five degree angle, certain features stood out. His right hand seemed to be cupped under her partially exposed breast. Her left hand was resting on his upper thigh, perhaps right on his cock! And judging by her closed eyes and open lips, they were seriously French kissing. A soft moan crossed the room. The girls liked this one.
"I know that you always like to examine the undercarriage, so to speak, to see what holds all this finery together. Our final slide today highlights female finery- underthings during the Regency period..."
"Oh yeah!" boomed from the back. "Bring it, man!"
"Here they are now. Both women together, either before or after the party- I don't know." the Professor offered suggestively. "You can see that they certainly are very familiar with each other, perhaps the closest of friends. Possibly even bi lovers?"
Models Christina and Gabriella stood facing one another with clasped hands. Their eyes were closed and their lips touched in a gentle kiss. Each of them was bent like a letter S, butts out and chests touching. They were mostly naked, their cheeky arses fully exposed from the side, while their bare breasts were mashed together under the filmiest of tiny camisoles. A chorus of appreciative whistles rose from the upper tiers.
The student models could feel their faces flush, both at the public exposure and the joking reference to lesbianism. At the same time, their latent exhibitionism had come to the fore. They were absolutely soaked by seeing and hearing their classmates responding to their near-naked bodies projected larger than life.
But thank heaven they were masked. Christina and Gabriella could enjoy the vicarious pleasure of public nudity without anyone recognizing them. Secretly, bold Gabby imagined she was totally naked, avidly fucked by Ronald in front of her friends. She had done him on Friday night. Her heart pounded at the very thought!
As she thought about this delicious sexual encounter, the lights gradually came back up and the strains of Beethoven faded. Professor Edwards had titillated his audience to the point that he could begin to delve into the core of his morning lecture.
****
About the time the Professor was finishing up his presentation, the sexy gallery owner was in the throes of orgasm. Darren Coxwell had slowly, carefully taken her to the top of the sexual escalator and delivered her to the next level with a gripping orgasm befitting the bedroom plaything she had become.
She lived for great sex now, and the Rodman's chauffer had proven that he knew how to handle more than an automobile. They lay on her bed for some time catching their breaths after the exhilarating drive to the top.
Afterward, Petra wasn't in any hurry to re-open her shop. The little "Back in 10 Minutes" sign hung behind the front door glass while she busied herself upstairs in the kitchen making a pot of tea. She wore only her panties and a T-shirt. As the water boiled, Darren came from the bedroom and playfully wrapped his arms around her from behind, nuzzling into her neck. She laughed.
"Didn't you get enough already?"
"Ne'er too much of y', babe!"
"Tea will soon be ready. Get a shirt on at least, and we'll have a cup before you go."
Petra liked Darren, a simple, uncomplicated guy who seemed to be completely enthralled with her. He was an ego-boost, and someone who made her feel empowered, at least compared to her twisted relationship with his employers. As long as the Rodmans held her secret, they could control her as they liked. Darren offered no-strings sex with a virile young man.
When he returned, partly dressed, they sat at the table. Petra had something on her mind.
"Darren, what do you think of Gerard? I know you said he offered me to you. But you also told me he could be nasty."
"He be all that, Miss. Smiles one minute, turns on me next. She's mostly OK though. Likes what I do fo' her." Petra already knew that he and Mona sometimes screwed.
"That's my impression too. He's controlling and unpredictable..."
"And crooked too!" the driver interrupted.
"Ohhh... in what way?"
"Y' know he invests money fo' people, eh?... Well, he takes some for hisself too. Thas why he rich."
"Really! How do you know?"
"I see and hear. Myself, an' from the other help. He brags, y' know. Some from the college. Says they easy pickin'. Eggheads with thar minds in the clouds, he say."
"My friends William Edwards and Ronald Dennison are professors there. I wonder if he's fleecing them?"
"Maybe. I hear'd him laugh 'bout an Edwards. Says he been workin' him for years. A real sucker."
"That's terrible! Embezzling from investors who trust him with their money!"
"Thas what it called?"
Petra had always wondered why Professor Edwards lived so simply. She knew that tenured professors were well-paid, yet he only rented a very modest two-bedroom apartment in a working-class neighbourhood. Nor did he dress particularly well. His camera gear and fine scotch seemed to be the only indulgences he allowed himself.
Perhaps his broker was syphoning off a great deal of his money? She would check into this further next time the Professor came around. But, they were finished their tea and Petra knew she should reopen the shop.
"Darren, won't Gerard wonder why you aren't back yet?"
"I guess y're right. Better go soon, Miss."
They went to the bedroom to dress again, the chauffer in his green uniform and cap, Petra in a conservative skirt and sweater. After going down the back stairs into the gallery, she kissed him before they reached the front door. Then he was gone, and the outlines of a plan began to take form in Petra's busy mind.
Monday was a quiet afternoon in the shop. A friend of someone who had attended Petra's grand opening party a few weeks earlier dropped by to say hello, and she chosen a print to buy. The attractive blonde was quite taken with an erotic image from the Art Deco set which featured a full nude wearing only heavy aluminum earrings and necklace. Her head was partially turned, so shadow hid Petra's identity.
"I love this one! And it's signed. 'Venus' is such a sexy woman!" Chloe Grey exclaimed.
"Beautiful body, eh. This is one of my favourites," Petra teased, enjoying her anonymity.
"Oh yes. I would love to meet her in person."
"Really! I know her and it could easily be arranged, you know," the model intimated, considering the possibilities of getting this customer into bed.
"Definitely! We'd have so much to talk about and...."
"Consider it done! I'll set it up for this week. You could meet her right here."
"Absolutely! Do you think I could have some time alone with her? You know...."
" Definitely! I know she'd love to talk to you alone."
Chloe paid for her print, and then Petra's phone sounded. It was Professor Edwards, and he had a new series of prints to show her.
"I'll phone you, Chloe, about meeting Venus. Have to take this call now. Bye."
So much art had sold at her opening party that the shop inventory was very low. Now her friend had shots taken during the Forties wartime session Petra had posed for two years earlier. She was eager to see them. Yes, he could bring them today, right after supper.



She closed up a bit early, then rushed about tidying up the little apartment. Knowing how William's visits often ended, she changed the bed linens and turned the covers down. As she did so, Petra gave a sly smile. Hadn't she already had sex in there today with one man? And now she was thinking about another session? Better have a shower before the Professor arrives.
At 7:00 her friend clomped up the outside stairs and banged at the apartment door. He carried a large leather sachet, filled with prints which Petra was eager to examine. She remembered the Forties shoot but had never seen any photos from it, apart from relatively tame ones the Professor had used in his lectures. They hugged as they sat down on the sofa to talk about the contents of his bag.
"I'm anxious to see these, William. There isn't much stock left to sell downstairs."
"I have the Art Nouveau and Deco series negatives, so I'll make up new sets of all those for you. You can tell me what frames you prefer for them."
"And these new ones are a third set then? The Forties."
"Right. Some great shots here. Let's go through these 8 by 10 prints and you can pick a half dozen or so that you think would sell. Here's the first one."
The Professor took Petra through a half-dozen or more prints, each one more suggestive than the next. There were two different groups, representing two different outfits which she had worn at the beginning of each half of the photo session. Some were in and out of a uniform, then the same with a white cotton dress.
The boldest of the uniform shots featured her sprawled on a sofa, her entirely exposed body crowned by a peaked brown army cap. Rounded breasts with peaked nipples drew the viewer's eye as much as her shaven mound and slit between spread limbs. A wicked smile invited the viewer to come closer, though shadow hid parts of the face, protecting the model's identity.
She remembered that Ronald Dennison had joined her for the second session. Five prints started with her dipped backwards, kissing her just-returned sailor-boy. It mimicked the iconic post-war American news photo. In the boldest one, they were naked in bed, her long legs wrapped around his muscular torso. In the shadows beneath them, his thick cock appeared to enter her pussy. Petra's arms encircled his broad back, and hair obscured her eyes.
"Very sexy prints, William. How many should I choose?"
"They are good. Pick three of each. Six from the series should be enough. I'll make copies in two sizes, like last time. Perhaps twenty-five or thirty in all."
"And I'll sign them all too. 'Venus', my other name."
The Professor chuckled, but as soon as she said it, Petra grimaced. Gerard and Mona called her Venus when she went to their mansion on Saturday nights. Though it was great recreational sex, she felt like their prisoner. And things were getting out of control. Her mind quickly moved to what Darren had told her earlier.
"William, there's something I've been wondering about.... What do you do with all your money?"
"Now that's a strange question Petra. Why do you ask?"
"Because you're a full professor and you've been at the college for years. Your courses are very popular- I'm sure you get the highest ratings..."
"I do!" Edwards beamed. "It's a point of pride, but we both know the reason."
Petra continued: "You must be well-paid, yet you live very simply. A basic apartment in a so-so neighbourhood, and an old car. What's up? Are you donating everything else to charity or something?"
The Professor looked serious when he replied.
"Actually, I think that I'm donating it all to my investment broker. He always has these ideas that sound so good on paper. 'Can't miss', but then they never pan out. Infrastructure in Afghanistan, tourism in Namibia... this year it's cryptocurrency... all losers. He promises that it'll be better next time, and I give him my money to try again. I'm just too trusting, I guess."
"Your broker is Gerard Rodman, right?"
"Yes. I saw you with them at your opening gala. How do you know he's my investment guy?"
"I can't tell you just yet. But someone very close to them told me that Rodman is taking people for a ride, living the high life at their expense. He's draining his investors, William. All your extra money is probably going straight into his cashbox at their country mansion. Those investment schemes may never even have happened."
"How do you know?" the Professor gasped.
"Inside information. Let's just call it 'pillow talk', OK. Surprising what someone will tell you after sex..."
"So, you're fucking the butler too, are you?" William interrupted.
"No, but you're close.... Hey, what do you mean, 'the butler too'?"
"Petra, I know you took Mona and Gerard upstairs the night of the big party. I came up to get you and saw it."
"Ohhh... I suppose you watched the whole thing?" Petra said accusingly.
"Actually, it seemed like a creative way to sell your prints," he joked. "I was observing your sales technique."
"Very funny, you Peeping Tom. But, seriously, Gerard is robbing you, and judging by the size of their home, a lot of other people too."
"How do you know so much about their place? Have you been there?"
This was very close to Petra's current concern. She might as well share it with her friend. Perhaps they could help each other with their Rodman problems?
"Yes, I've been there a few times... and probably more to come. They figured out that Venus is Petra, and they'll reveal my secret unless I go there every Saturday night..."
"That's why you always are busy on weekends now!"
"Yes. It was OK at first, but every time it just gets kinkier. I've got to get out, but how?"
"A thief and a blackmailer. Seems like Rodman is using both of us, eh, financially and sexually. I guess that's how he gets his kicks. Maybe you and I can kick back? Maybe we can kick his sorry ass so hard that he'll be finished with his games?"
"Have you got anything in mind, William? I'm thinking that if we expose his cheating he could go to prison and... "
"Exactly! Then you'd be free, and I'd get a new broker."
"Why don't you stay the night? You don't have to lecture tomorrow morning, and we'd have lots of time to work out a plan," Petra offered.
"Great! Do you have an extra toothbrush?"
"Yes, but I'm not going to lend you my panties tomorrow," Petra joked.
"You can drop them right now, young lady," the professor suggested.
"Sure. Maybe we'll get to the plan later?"
****
Petra and her former Professor hadn't been together for more than a month, but time melted away very quickly. She could see that her friend and photographer could be the key to escaping her blackmailers, and she wasn't going to let him forget her. She had the whole evening to convince him of the need to pursue Gerard Rodman and get him charged. Some hot sex would help set William on that course.
The bed was already turned down and before long the two of them were writhing naked on the cool sheets. Petra grasped his rigid tool as he kissed her hot, open mouth. His girth didn't match Darren's but that was fine. He'd be a comfortable fit in her recently overused organ. She could feel it moistening in anticipation of her third different partner in the past few days.
"You've become a real slut!" she told herself.
Now William had his mouth on a stiff nipple and a finger in her vagina. There! Now he had two in her and was rolling his thumb on her little nub, softly enough to lightlu stimulate it; firmly enough to make her ooze. She tightened her grip on his organ and stroked along his full length. He groaned with pleasure.
"They're all the same," she reflected, grinning. "So easily led around by their cocks."
"Do you like that, William?" she breathed in his ear.
"Gawd yes! And you?" he sighed.
"Mmm, baby. A little harder with your thumb for a while, then come inside me."
"Oh yeah. You on top tonight."
"First something special for you, William."
Petra swung around so that she was kneeling in front of her man. Then she leaned forward and drew him into her hot mouth. He watched in awe as she swallowed his rod, her cheeks drawn in, sucking at the head. His toes were curling! She held his nuts in one hand, periodically stroking with the other to highlight his pleasure. All the while, she gazed submissively into his face, just the way he liked it.
"Come on top now, before I lose it down your throat!" the Professor groaned, and Petra quickly clambered up above his body. She slowly lowered her pussy along the length of his pole until she was impaled on it. Then the rhytmic lifting and rolling started as Petra squeezed him with her toned muscles. He was losing himself in the sensations created by her hot, juicy chamber. What a fuck!
"This is for you tonight, William," she whispered as she bent over to offer her fine tits to his eager mouth. "Take all you want. And give it to me good."
The Professor lost track of time. He lost track of place. There was nothing else but this fantastic woman and her amazing body. He arched up to meet her movements and pounded into her with all the strength he could muster. He gasped for breath and drove harder. Then, William Edwards lost it. Like a crazed man he growled and thrust with a series of mighty heaves, blasting cum until he was entirely drained.
And then he quickly dropped off into the deep sleep of the fully satisfied.
****
Monday had been a very busy day. Professor Edwards had delivered another outstanding lecture and later on romped with his lovely ex-student. Petra Stanwick had eagerly fucked with two different men, and even may have lined up a future girl-girl partner in new customer Chloe Grey.
But there was something even better. Petra and William were ready to explore the mutual benefits of bringing down Gerard Rodman. All they needed was a plan.
Readers: That story is nearly ready and will follow shortly. Please rate this one before you go. Thanks.
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Petra Stanwick feels trapped by Gerard and Mona Rodman, clients who recognized that she is the naked woman in the erotic art prints she sells. Now she has to visit their mansion every Saturday evening to satisfy their lust for her.
Their chauffer, Darren, covets Petra and she has come to like his ways. After recent sex, he revealed that his employer has been systematically bilking investors, like her friend Professor William Edwards. Has Darren found the key to Petra's freedom from the evil couple?
It all came together on a Saturday evening that started like others before, but ended so very differently.
Gerard and Mona Rodman's driver had picked up the gallery owner in front of her shop after suppertime. Beneath her long coat, she was decked out in the slutwear which Mona had Darren deliver earlier in the week.
Tonight, it was sheer black babydolls, the cropped top held in place by one little tie, the bottoms nothing more than a tiny g-string with a chain of little pearls pressing against her clitoris with every step she took. Stimulating to say the least!
"Evenin' Love. What y' be wearin' 'neath that long coat?"
"Wouldn't you like to know! If you turn up the heat in here, I might show you," Petra teased.
"Right 'way, Miss Venus!"
Before long the limo was very warm, almost hot. From her back seat perch, his passenger could see beads of sweat forming along the edge of Darren's cap and trickling down his brawny neck. She fumbled with the belt on her beige trench coat and grabbed each side of the front, pulling them wide apart.
"This is what Mona sent for me to wear tonight. Like it?" she grinned as the driver's eyes went to the rearview mirror.
"Wowww! Fuck thas hot! I can't drive starin' back.... I need a better look!"
Then Darren turned the limo sharply onto a sideroad before skidding to an abrupt stop.
"Open yer coat ag'in, Miss."
"I can do better than that, Darren," Petra purred, then spread her legs far apart with the trench coat dropped off her shoulders, down to her elbows. "How's this? Does Mona have good taste?"
The black material was so sheer that it did nothing to hide the beautiful naked body underneath. The tight g-string presented Darren with gauzy camel-toe pussy lips, split apart by the embedded pearls. To highlight her lovely tits and extended nipples, Petra tugged at the single tie, releasing naked mounds of female flesh for Darren's inspection.
"Uh-huh! An' I want t' taste them lips down there!"
"Maybe later. But for now, just take a good look before I put it all away. You know how nasty Gerard will be if we're late. This is his fuck night you know."
"Yeah, the bastard. Hate him. Want you for me-self..."
"I feel the same way. But he's not going to be around much longer. I promise you that much," Petra assured him, knowing that Professor Edwards planned to have his investments with Rodman audited.
"She's OK, but Boss is a cheater. Hope he goes to jail. They fix him good in there. Somebody's bum-boy, eh."
"He deserves it."
"Miss Venus. Remember this. Don't drink nothin' tonight. Nothin', y' hear. Y'll be OK if y' don't."
Petra wondered what he meant and why he was so firm about it. After another short drive, the limo stopped at the iron gates at the end of the long, treed driveway. Darren's remote opened them and they drove on to the front entry of the Rodmans' mansion. He escorted her to the door and again cautioned her not to drink anything.
This was Petra's fourth trip to the Rodman's home and there was always a surprise for her. Last week it was one of Gerard's friends, apparently someone to whom he owed a favour. The stranger reeked of cigarettes and cheap after-shave, but at least he had a big dick. The two men banged her for hours, ending in a rousing DP, something Petra hadn't done since the Professor and Ronald double-teamed her two years before.
Tonight, Mona Rodman rushed her inside, hugging and kissing her sex toy. That's what Petra had become, dutifully arriving for whatever sexual favours the couple demanded of her. Everything was on the table. This was her debt in exchange for not divulging that she was the naked model in the erotic art which she sold.
"Are you wearing what I sent you, Venus?... Good. Take your coat off and let's have a look at you. Mmm... I want to go upstairs right away!"
Just then Gerard appeared from another room. His face was smeared with lipstick and he wore a big grin.
"Jeez! You look fine, Venus! Turn around and give me a better look," Gerard ordered.
She clenched her jaw and spun around once to shut him up.
"I'm cold, Mona. I need to put my coat back on."
Just then someone Petra knew came strolling out of the room which Gerard had just left. Desiree Wansit was still buttoning up her blouse. She was another cougar pickup from The Den, Lezlee Bellevue's friend and more recently a server at Petra's gallery opening party. Oh no! Was Petra expected to engage in sex with her tonight?
"You two know each other, don't you," Mona said. "Partied together a few years ago with Lezlee. We can all have fun tonight. Come into the parlour and I'll get us some drinks. We have some good wine tonight. That'll warm you up before we go upstairs, Venus."
"Who's Venus?" Desiree asked blankly.
"That's just what they call me. Mona, I'll pass on the wine. My stomach is upset today, and I'd probably be sick if I had anything like that."
"Something to smoke instead?" Gerard offered.
"Not after what happened last time. I blacked out and felt terrible for two days after. I don't want to smoke or drink at all tonight. I'm not feeling very well."
"Suit yourself. Come into the parlour and warm up. We have a fire on in there."
The room was very warm. The four of them made small-talk as Desiree and the Rodmans drank the decanter of wine. When their glasses were drained, Gerard poured another round.
"You can take your coat off now, Venus," Mona Rodman said.
"And give us a little fashion show," her husband added.
Petra knew she didn't have any choice, so she slipped off her trench coat and stood up on her black, spiked heels, waddling to the centre of the room. Silhouetted against the roaring fire, her sheer baby-dolls were virtually transparent, showing her fine body to the other three. She felt exposed- she was- but in a good way. Such exhibitionism came easy to her after all the naked posing she had done.
"Undo that little bow, Venus," Mona softly commanded, her voice a bit choked. Petra boldly complied and two lovely orbs popped into view, their tips already stimulated to erotic points.
"Oh... lovely!" Desiree complimented.
"Right off now," Gerard grinned. "Hand it to me, then take a sexy walk around the room for a while so we can take it all in.... That's it.... Fuuuck!"
Petra was completely naked now except for her big heels and the tiniest of g-strings. As she walked, she could feel the tight string of little pearls that made up the front of it moving side-to-side across her protruding clitoris. It felt so good that she deliberately swayed her hips as she walked to increase the friction. Her body responded with an oozing trickle of fluid seeping downward, readying her for sex.
"When are we going upstairs?" Desiree asked. "I've never been in your bedroom before."
"Another round, then we'll all be in the mood. Venus, come sit on the couch next to Mona," Gerard ordered. "She's been talking for the past week about all the delicious things she plans for you tonight."
Mrs. Rodman moved close beside her and began to softly run a palm along the model's bare legs. Gradually they crept higher until Mona was touching above the waist. Steadily her fingers advanced closer and closer to Petra's nipples, both projecting now from the light stimulation to bare skin.
Her erotic touch further moistened Petra's private pink and set her heart racing. Consciously she didn't really want this, but on another level her body craved it.
Petra could see that she was in for another wild night like the other times she'd been brought to the mansion. Virtually naked like this with these three people, it didn't seem that there was any way out of it. How much longer would she have to keep coming here on Saturday nights? Was there no way to break the invisible chains that held her so tightly?
Finally, Gerard rose from his seat. "We'll move this upstairs now. Time to fuck!"
****
Professor William Edwards was angry when he learned from Petra that Gerard Rodman had been fleecing him for years. Driver Darren Coxwell had overheard his boss bragging several times about how he systematically cheated his investors, either by skimming their earnings, or in the worst instances, never actually investing their money at all. Could that explain why he lived a life of luxury?
But what could the Professor do about it? He felt like a fool for trusting his broker with such a large portion of his income without anything but excuses to show for it. William beat himself up: how could he have been so clueless to think investments in Afghanistan and Africa would bear any fruit? He never could understand cryptocurrency, so why did he let Rodman convince him to spend heavily on it?
His anger burned for a few days before he told the story to his friend Ronald.
"No wonder I have so little to show for years as full Professor. He took so much!"
"Damn, William. I gave him some of my money too. Not the amount you did by the sound of it, but it never seemed to earn anything for me either. I stopped using him as my broker a few years back."
"So, is there anything I can do? I mean to get back some of what I lost?"
"Not sure Old Boy, but you could go to an accountant. Do you have any of your paperwork from Rodman?"
"Maybe, but I'm pretty shoddy about keeping files and records."
"Did you report any income or losses from this on your taxes?"
"Every year. My accounting guy did it all. A bit of income some years but big losses most of the time. I just chalked it up to bad investment choices."
"If you filed, there'll be paperwork. Check with your accountant. I've got piles of records from my dealings with Rodman. Now I'm curious to see just how much he took from me, the bastard."
"But then what?"
"If he spots any irregularities, you can go to the police. If it seems like there's a case to be made and further investigation is warranted, they'd probably seize his business records and go over them with a fine-tooth comb. Then he'd be in trouble."
"Hmm... a forensic audit might just land the bugger in jail. Maybe we'd get some money out of it? I read that the government squeezed more than half of the millions Ernie Paidoff netted in his pyramid scheme and returned it to investors."
"Could be. Get as much paperwork together as you can dig up, William, and I'll do the same. There could be something for us if this goes anywhere."
Neither of them wasted any time getting to work. They were angry about their losses but there might be a chance to get some of it back. The Professor was surprised by how much paperwork he found stacked in a cardboard box at the back of a closet.
He'd lived in the same apartment for more than ten years and papers at the bottom of the box went back that far. Namibian Oil Sands, Afghani Infrastructure, Albanian government bonds, Big Time Cyrpto, Professor Edwards had a long trail of dead-end investments. He arranged an appointment with his accountant, Morley Smart.
"What can I do for you Professor? It's not tax time yet. Hey, what's in the box?"
"Morley, I'm suspicious about my broker. Loss after loss, but he's living like a king."
"And you want me to sort through all those papers? That's a lot of work, you know. It'll be expensive."
"Ohhh.... Well, let's start with the years with the biggest losses. I've put each year in file folders. Here's last year. Net loss over thirty thousand. Could you check that one closely for me? We'll see if my suspicions have any merit."
"Sure, Professor. I'm not very busy right now. But it'll be at my regular hourly rate. It won't be cheap."
"Go ahead with last year. I'll keep the rest for another time if you find anything unusual in last year's file."
The accountant took the file folder and opened it while the Professor was still there. His brow furrowed as he flipped through the receipts from G. Rodman Investments- something seemed unusual to him.
"I did your taxes last year, but I'm rushed at tax time and just go through the numbers, nothing much more. But now I wonder about why you chose some of these investments. You lost nearly ten thousand on this African company alone. I've never heard of it before!"
"The broker recommended it a few years back. Loses money every year."
"I wonder if it even exists? If he's cheating you, like you suspect, falsifying investments would be a sure-fire way to put money directly into his own pocket."
"That's a good place to start then! I'll leave this file with you and if anything seems strange, I'll bring you some more."
" And I'll start tracing these companies. If I find anything, it should go to the cops."
"That's what my friend told me. You used to handle his taxes too, and he lost money with the same broker."
"Who is it? I'll probably remember."
"Ronald Dennison, another Professor at the college."
"OK. Tell him to bring me his records."
William Edwards walked with a lighter step as he left Smart's office. He'd tell Ronald to bring his paperwork in for the same sort of scrutiny. Then they'd find out for certain whether or not Petra's assertions about Gerard Rodman's cheating were true. Within a few days the Professor got a phone call from his accountant, a mix of bad news and good.
"I finished reviewing your investments from the last tax year. And I'm just starting on your friend Ronald's. There's a lot of work to do here."
"And?" William asked expectantly.
"You made some bad investments with your broker. Like that crypto company, Big Time. It was new when you bought bitcoin, but a few months later it was gone. That's a legitimate loss of five thousand. Bad advice, but nothing illegal that I can see."
"Ohhh... anything else."
"Yes. I tried hard to trace Namibian Oil Sands, but can't find any record. It's probably a fake, never listed on any exchange around the world. And there's another one I'm suspicious about too- Afghani Infrastructure. Again, no record. Between the two of them you lost nearly twenty thousand more last year."
"Shit... that much!" the Professor groaned.
"Didn't you wonder why you were doing so poorly on your investments?"
"I should have, but I had other things on my mind the past few years. I just went on with set monthly payments to Rodman and that was about it. He always had reasons and encouraged me to keep going. I was such a goddam fool!"
William wasn't about to tell his accountant that what he had on his mind were plans for more photography and sex on Friday nights with Petra Stanwick and her best girlfriend Emmeline Jones! He'd been spending most of his time thinking with his little head instead of his brain.
"Leave me another losing year file. If there's a pattern here, we'll bring in the police."
****
Something strange had happened about an hour after Gerard Rodman followed his three bedroom partners upstairs that Saturday night. Now all was quiet in the mansion as Petra and Darren slipped out the back door. He led the way to his small cottage by the garage.
The chauffer pushed against the outside door, and it swung in, revealing an intimate moonlit space. A small sitting area with a tiny kitchen along one side ended in an open doorway largely masked in shadow. That's where Darren was headed as he pulled Petra along in his wake.
"They won't bother us t'night. Stay wit' me. I'll treat y' right, babe."
"I trust you, Darren. Thanks for doing that."
"They be out 'til mornin', I'm sure."
"This is where you sleep? Hardly seems big enough for two..."
"I can use th' sofa if y' stay... but for now it be fine."
"First, can you put on a fire? It's cold in here and you already know how little I'm wearing under this coat."
"How can I forget? I seen it all!"
"Warm this place up and you can have it all."
The chauffer took his beautiful guest in his arms and kissed her mouth hard. Her perfume made his head swim and her thick, red lipstick tasted like cherries. He had this beautiful, warm creature all to himself now, and she was willing. The woman smiled, opening her lips to welcome his pressing tongue inside. He was already growing stiff in anticipation of what was to follow.
Minutes later they were both naked on his bed. His big hands roamed across her plush body while she concentrated on his hungry mouth with her snaking tongue. They were hot for this, private time that Petra had not anticipated tonight. Her stealthy fingers found him and stroked approvingly. "Mmmm... fat cock," she murmured in his ear. "Fuck me now."
Darren was ready and her glistening pussy told him she was too. He knelt between her raised knees to rub his rod temptingly along the length of her seeping slit. Petra moaned, "Don't tease me. I need it," before he began to ease it home. She tilted her groin upward and fingered her clitoris to reduce the pressure as Darren edged down into her narrow confines.
"Been thinkin' 'bout this a long time, babe." he groaned, all the way in now.
"Sooo good! Give it to me," she whispered in the dark.
They hadn't gone much farther when they heard sounds coming from the front side of the mansion. At least two cars pulled up the driveway. Darren sprung out of bed to douse the fire and make sure there were no lights on in his cottage.
They noticed that master bedroom lights still shone upstairs in the mansion, but couldn't see the front of the big house from their vantage point. Darren opened a window to listen carefully. Petra's heart was pounding inside her chest. There was repeated heavy knocking on the front door of the mansion, accompanied by shouts of "Open up! Police! We know you're in there!"
The police! The Professor had told Petra that he was having his accountant examine the records of his investments with Gerard Rodman. Is this what was going on now? Had they come to investigate further?
Then they spotted a man skirting around the side of the place, apparently either searching for another entry or to cut off anyone escaping the house. By now no more smoke was coming from the cottage chimney, and the police didn't come in their direction.
With this going on, the couple never did get back into bed to finish what they'd started. Darren gave her some of his clothes to wear- much too big- in case they came to the cottage, and the two of them crouched by the window watching and listening. More pounding at the front door was followed by the shattering of glass.
"They broke a side panel t' get in," Darren whispered. "They in for a big surprise, eh," he grinned.
"They'll probably think somebody murdered them," Petra chuckled.
"Hope I din put too much in the wine. Don't want to kill nobody."
Then there came the sound of boots running up the oak staircase, heading for the lighted room. It sounded as if there were several cops thundering upstairs. They were shocked when they reached the lit bedroom and found three naked people sprawled around the room. Broken glass and spilled liquid covered one section of the hardwood floor and there was more on the thick carpet by the sofa.
Were they dead, or were they dead drunk? The police immediately checked for vital signs and found them alive but apparently unconscious. Had they drunk themselves into a complete stupor? It was a possibility, given the spilled burgundy liquid, the broken decanter, and the shattered wine glasses.
"Throw blankets over them and call for a couple of ambulances," ordered the sergeant in charge of the squad. "We should have no problem searching for business records now. Take any computers and storage devices you find too. The warrant authorizes us to seize any digital and print records that could be related to the investigation."



Ambulances came and went while lights were turned on in every room. For the next two hours the lovers in the cottage heard boots on the stairs and the front door slamming shut regularly.
"They must be taking all Rodman's files," Petra commented.
"Piles of stuff, judging by all the trips in and out."
"You made it easy for them, Darren. Nobody to get in their way."
"It was for y', not the cops. Didn't know they's comin'. Hate how Boss use y', babe. Now I'm finished wit' 'em for good."
No-one came their way, and well after midnight a police car and small van proceeded back down the dark driveway and through the open gate.
"What now, Darren? We could leave with the limo and never come back here."
"Where'd I stay? What work?"
"My place for now. You'd find another job. Let's just grab your things and go."
"But I want y' t'night. Thas why I drug 'em..."
"At my place, Darren. I promise. Let's go."
****
By the time Petra opened her erotic photo gallery on Monday morning, her boyfriend was settled into her little apartment. They'd spent most of Sunday celebrating his freedom from hated employers and their new living arrangement. She smiled as she went about her work tidying up the shop, waiting for the day's customers. Meanwhile, Darren had hauled himself out of bed and was sipping coffee while scanning job ads.
Across town at the college, Professor Edwards was about to embark upon another stimulating lecture featuring his new student models, Christina and Gabriella. The previous Friday night they had posed completely nude for the first time, any inhibitions eroded away by the exhibitionistic thrill of seeing themselves projected for the entire Fine Arts class- masked of course. Though naked, Christina still held out regarding sex afterward, though her friend had no such hesitation.
By Monday morning, Mona and Gerard were out of the hospital and back home. The effects of the drug Darren had put in the wine had worn off with no lasting effects. But things were different at the mansion. The front gate was broken, along with the glass panel by the front door. All of Gerard's files and computers were gone. So was Darren- the cottage emptied out and their limo missing. They quickly connected the dots and realized their chauffer was behind all that had happened.
Meanwhile, at police headquarters examination of Gerard Rodman's computer files was underway. At the same time, several file cabinet drawers bulging with documents were being time sequenced and catalogued. Forensic analysis of the broker's business dealings was about to begin. He had meticulously kept records that would ultimately bring about his downfall.
More than a half a year later the case finally came trial. Rodman's records had widened the net of his schemes to include far more hapless victims than Professors Edwards and Dennison. The hearings went on for more than a month, so complex were the schemes which Rodman wove to bamboozle the unwary. The public galleries were packed every day with fleeced investors eager to see their broker go down and his ill-got gains liquidated.
Forensic investigation revealed a startling array of techniques used to separate investors from their capital. The trial revealed that he took big kickbacks from shady cryptocurrency companies for peddling their bitcoin. He also nicked customers for very high commissions and hidden fees. For knowledgeable investors, Rodman used a bewilderingly convoluted options trading system.
One of his favourite techniques to rob the least-savvy investors was very simple. Rodman would collect a monthly payment and simply use it for his own investments or personal spending almost until year-end. Brilliant, with investors like Professor Edwards who rarely checked their records.
Most basic of all was the false company. Investigators found that Rodman 'invested' heavily in non-existent businesses. Imaginary Third World companies were a favourite, particularly resource development where there were no deposits. But to help avoid suspicion, everybody got a good year now and then. Luck kept his deceptions alive until his chauffer overheard him brag about them.
In the end, Gerard Rodman's luck ran out. He was slapped with a long prison term and his property ordered sold to reimburse deceived clients. No more mansion, limo, or expensive furnishings and artwork. Although Mona Rodman had no role in the scheme, she was disgraced and left town for good.
****
Six months later:
The apartment was dark except for the spotlights skillfully managed by Ronald. Professor Edwards had his lens focused on the muscular, bare torso of the big man on the white bedspread slightly below him. Perspiration trailed across his skin as he rhythmically ploughed the naked Goth beauty pinned beneath. Her arms pulled down against his broad shoulders and her long legs curled around his back. She was moaning erotically.
"Perfect... perfect," the photographer enthused. "Keep fucking like that while I move around to different angles.... I'm by your face, Petra. French him like you really mean it...."
"I do, William. He's my main man now," she gasped, breathlessly.
"That's it.... Pull yourself tighter against his big chest... good.... Darren, hands under her butt cheeks to lift her pussy higher.... Yes, now really deep into her.... Oh yeah, great shots! Fuck her hard, man... yes, like that.... I'm in close now from behind... beautiful stuff!"
"They're sure going at it, eh William. Reminds me of the times a few years back when we banged her all night. Those were the days," Ronald lamented.
"Never mind now. I need my shots.... Ronald, bring that spot around her so it showcases his cock in her puss.... Yes, like that.... Ever seen anything so hot, Old Boy?"
"I'd rather be fucking her myself, William."
"Me too, but this is better than nothing, right? Now, angle that spotlight a bit to the side so some shadow falls across the genitals. I need a mix of hard- and soft-core for the gallery images."
"That's all you think about since you put money into it. And all that sex gear she sells there now. Hard to tell sometimes what's erotica and what's downright porn, especially now that you have this new camera and all."
The photographer ignored his comments and went back to work.
"OK, let's go on top now Petra... Hold it a bit... right above him like that.... Get those lovely nipples up again.... Sexy look for the camera... good. Now slowly slide down that big cock and... stop there... yes... yes... now right down. Perfect. Lean forward and feed him those beautiful tits.... You lucky guy, Darren. Arch your back and drive up into her.... Petra, bounce down on him, riding his fat cock."
Then the Professor resumed his conversation with Ronald as he continued shooting.
"A hell of a lot better than investing with Rodman, that crook. Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery is going to be the biggest thing in town by the time we get it stocked with hot stuff like this. Darren's a natural and she can't get enough of him."
"Yes, I can see that."
"Ronald, I'm thinking of expanding into videos with the two of them- erotic sex instruction pieces. Out-and-out fucking. With her gorgeous body and his stiff cock buried inside her, we'd sell thousands."
"Maybe I should get in on this too, William? A better investment than those with Rodman, eh."
"Now's the time. I don't think we'll be offered that pussy anymore. But at least we can watch in the flesh. Look at those two going at it! We can't compete with that big machine. Photographer and assistant, investors in expansion- that's probably as close as we'll get to the action now."
"I suppose you're right, unfortunately."
"Ronald, train that spot on her tits.... Petra, lift them up and out while pulling at your nipples. Darren... hands at her waist, lifting her up and slamming her down again.... Perfect.... Perfect! Show me everything! Great sex... keep it going until you both cum for my camera."
They continued to pound away at each other. Petra's writhing, lust-consumed body needing everything from her new man' s mighty rod. He was driving her to ecstasy with it, and her two college admirers had front row seats. Her urgent cries for sexual release echoed through the room:
"Darren... Baby!.... Give it to me! Harder... harder... harder!... Oh fuck!... Ugh... ugh... ugh! Uuuuugggghhhhh!!! Aaaahhh."
Just as Petra hit the top, her new boyfriend cut lose, his cock erupting inside it's clenching prison. Time after time, he thrust mightily until he could hardly move. Then he fell onto his side next to his partner, rasping for fresh air. Finally he spoke.
"Did y' get all o' that? Or do we wait a bit an' try a'gin?"
"Another try... yes, let's do it again!" Petra grinned at her photographer.
Professor Edwards set his camera aside and looked over at Ronald.
"Some scotch before the next shoot, Old Boy?"
"Capital idea, my friend. Make it a double!"
*
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This is the first episode of a new series featuring Petra, her photographer, and her lady friends. With lyrics from Bob Marley and the Wailers, also recorded by Eric Clapton.
Petra Stanwick has developed into an artsy slut. She lives to get naked, especially in front of a camera. A leggy brunette with a lithe, alabaster body, Petra looks like an ancient goddess in Goth. Her black hair cascades across her shoulders, and her fine breasts teasingly peek from behind it in her erotic prints. She can be devious- the face of an angel with the mind of a demon.
Her rather normal life changed the day that her Fine Arts prof, William Edwards invited Petra to pose masked for artistic photos in period costume. The History of Design photo and sex nights at his apartment introduced her to new thrills beyond imagination. Her sexual appetite grew by leaps and bounds. [Petra's Pictures: Art to Porn, Ch. 01 to 07.]
By the time Petra graduated from her college program, she had expanded her previously vanilla bedroom experiences. Now she craved exhibitionistic self love, two guys at a time, girl-girl sex, and group orgies. Add in nude photography and pornographic video- well, she'd done it all and was eager for more.
Her post-college plan was her own little gallery, selling the usual commercially available prints. Landscapes, bowls of fruit, cute animals- she'd offer that sort of thing. But it wasn't working at all until her old professor suggested she sell her own black and white erotic art. In no time, Petra's little shop took off. [Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery, Ch. 01 to 07]
After a grand opening party things turned dark for Petra. A customer couple, the Rodmans, recognized her as the nude model featured in the art she sold them. They threatened to reveal her identity unless she came to their mansion for sex every weekend. Eventually, she befriended their chauffer, Darren Coxwell, who helped get his employer jailed for embezzling from investment clients.
With Petra finished her education, Professors Edwards and Dennison recruited a new pair of Fine Arts students to continue with the sexy fashion photos that made their lectures so popular. Christina Appleby and Gabriella Smithers began to appear in the suggestive images projected for college classes. They were both highly stimulated by their wine-fuelled photo shoots and the sight of their bodies projected for others to see.
William Edwards continually pushed photo night boundaries with these attractive young women. While Christina was slow to move beyond soft porn and some touchy-feely play with the Professor, her girlfriend had no qualms. Gabby was much bolder, quickly embracing nudity and even sex play with Ronald Dennison. Then she went farther.
This is the story of how Gabriella Smithers became Petra's first performance protege. Later, shy Christina follows too.
Petra Stanwick had a wealth of experience to share with these student models. She had already seen and done it all, an ideal mentor to lure them into her slutty world of pleasure. First Gabriella, then Christina succumb to the temptation to pose and play for eager customers at Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery. Others will join them.
****
Friday night brought another journey into erotica for Gabriella and her best girlfriend. Professor Edwards knew that this might be the night when Gabby shed the last of her inhibitions. Neither he nor Ronald Dennison had bedded anyone for a month, not since Petra Stanwick had fallen hard for the Rodman's chauffer.
"Everything ready for the cowboy shoot, Ronald? The young lovelies should arrive in the next half hour."
"Certainly, Old Boy. The camera is set up and the wine chilled. The backdrop is in place and the costumes are on the bed in your room. I even borrowed one from the Theatre Department for myself. And I got this for you."
With a flourish, Ronald reached into a bag, then plopped a white, 'ten-gallon hat' onto his friend's head. It was large and heavy, tipping down almost over his eyes. Ronald laughed before Edwards grinned and tilted it back.
"Nice touch, Ronald! Hey... some scotch to put us in the mood? I'm hoping to get that Christina naked so I can sample her wares."
"Nice rack! Last time, I got to third base with her friend," Ronald replied. "Maybe I can steal home tonight?"
"Christina will be a tougher nut to crack. But if I'm patient, I'll be in her pants."
Their conversation was interrupted by a soft knock on the door. The Professor quickly ushered his visitors inside, and they giggled at the big cowboy hat.
"What's so funny?" Ronald grinned, though he already knew.
"That hat. This shoot must be about cowboys, right."
"How did you guess? Ronald borrowed two costumes for each of you. First, you'll be Wild West cowgirls. Then you're into dresses as dancehall queens. He'll appear later as a rough and tough gunslinger."
"Oooo... sounds like fun," the girls enthused.
"We always have fun these nights, don't we? Ronald will pour drinks and we can talk about the scenarios you'll be acting out."
After some alcohol, it was time to change into the cowgirl outfits. But the young women seemed to be taking a long time dressing before Gabriella peered out from the bedroom door.
"Professor, we can't find any skirts or trousers. Just these funny leather legging things, all open in the back."
"Cowboys wore them. They're called chaps, and if we forego the jeans underneath, it'll mean racier photos. You're wearing thongs, right? Don't forget your eye masks, since your bottoms will be showing."
Soon the models stood nervously in front of the Wild West backdrop, naked arses a cause for their concern. William had his camera aimed, about to begin.
"Ready now?... Side by side first. Loop an arm around your girlfriend's waist.... Turn 45 degrees to the camera and push out your boobs.... That's it. Plaid shirts never looked better!... Now both drop a hand to squeeze her butt cheek.... Good.... And turn in toward each other to touch lips.... Eyes closed.
Nice.... Now face each other and slowly unbutton her shirt. One... two... three... four... right to the bottom.... Wrap your arms around each other to French kiss... and unhook her bra.... Slip off her things so she's topless.... Christina, lift her breast to your lips.... And Gabriella, slide your palm into her thong... farther in....Excellent!"
Chris and Gabby were in the zone now, revelling in their exposure. Exhibitionism was a real thrill for them; their tiny knickers wet with obvious signs of arousal. The photographer noticed and decided to focus there with some shots.
"Spread your legs apart a bit Gabriella. And Christina, project a leg in between hers.... Bring your thigh up against her puss.... Right. Now, both cup your breasts while I circle around to shoot from every angle.... Lovely... lovely. Tilt your heads back... mouths open... and tease those nipples stiff.... Yes, perfect.... Now some more oral... And cut!"
The models were thoroughly warmed up, so Ronald called for a break. The four of them sat in the lounge, the young women sipping their third glass of wine. They were beginning to feel lightheaded, wondering what came next.
"Time for your dancehall dresses," the Professor eventually advised. "There are stockings, and garter belts to wear underneath, but nothing else. Ronald will dress in the small bedroom." Then he turned to his friend, "Same as them, my friend. Just shirt, jeans, and boots."
Soon they were ready, the young women in long, full, dark print dresses, while Ronald dressed like a tough gunfighter who had just blown into town. The Professor described their scenes.
"You ladies know his swaggering reputation, and want him to spend some money on you. So you lay your on your charms- and your hands- to get him upstairs. Undo three dress buttons for starters and we'll begin."
Ronald Dennison was a mid-thirties professor with wavy blond hair and boyish good looks. Fast with women, he was eager to get into Gabriella's pussy. They'd done everything short of screwing last shoot and both wanted that tonight.
"Oh Ronald, you are such a stud!" Gabby teased.
"Yeah, just call me Rodney Rifle- Rod for short," he laughed.
"Nothing short about your rod!" she smiled at the swelling cock under his jeans.
"Let's get started," the Professor ordered. "Make sparks fly. First, Rod meets Gabby and they go into the saloon. You lure him upstairs where Christina is waiting, then the three of you have a half-naked roll on the bed in the guestroom. I have some good reggae to move things along. Here we go."
*I shot the sheriff/ But I didn't shoot the deputy, oh no, oh no
I shot the sheriff/ But I didn't shoot the deputy, ooh, ooh, ooh.*
Five minutes later, the gunslinger and the dancehall queen were wrapped together in front of the Western backdrop. His hands grabbed Gabriella's full ass and pulled her against him as he ground his swollen cock against her body. Not at all shy, she deftly released it from his tight trousers and stroked. Their lips mashed together, and Gabriella's heart was pounding.
"Bedroom, Rod," she moaned.
Christina was waiting there, and when the couple entered, she took over, encircling his neck to French kiss him. He responded by lowering his arm to caress her pussy through the dress. She spread her legs. The Professor noticed that tonight she wasn't as shy as in previous photo sessions. Driving music filled the room.
*I shot the sheriff/ But I swear it was in self-defence, oh no, oh oh, ohh
I shot the sheriff/ And they say it is a capital offence/ Yeah, yeah!*
"Good, now sit him on the bed to take off his Stetson, shirt and boots," Edwards directed. "Kneel beside him Gabriella, and he'll unbutton your dress.... And, you on the other side, Christina.... Right there.... Get them both naked, Ronald, but not too fast.... That's it, man.... Tease them... Slowly, slowly....Excellent!
Now, I want simulated threesome shots with Rod on his back.... Gabby, kneel above his cock... good... and Chris, sprawl across his chest, kissing with lots of tongue. Into position now.... You don't have to actually fuck her, just make it look good.... Yes, like that.... Keep going.... This is excellent!... In time with the music."
*But I say, I didn't shoot no deputy/ I didn't shoot no deputy, no, ooh, ooh, ooh
I shot the sheriff, I agree/ But I didn't shoot no deputy, oh/ Oh, ooh, ooh.*
As the Professor moved closer with the camera, Gabriella was on fire and had other ideas. She grabbed the stiff pole beneath her and slowly slid down its length until Ronald was buried to the hilt. Then she began to bounce on him.
"Ohhh... perfect! Now offer your tits, Christina.... That's it.... And give Gabby what she wants, Ronald.... Thrust up for for my camera.... Plough into her... give it to her hard....This is great!... Christina, kneel close to his face, and spread open more.... Play with your pussy while he watches... very good.... He'll taste your fingers now...."
Ronald was in ecstasy. Sucking sticky fingers while driving up into the woman on his lap was fantastic. But he wondered how much longer he could do this before erupting. Fortunately, the Professor sensed his pending peak, and called a halt.
"Great scene! Just a few closeups and we're finished. Then we can party."
The threesome soon finished up without anybody exploding, and they returned to the lounge. There was more alcohol and music. Eventually, Gabriella eyed the bedroom, looking at Ronald longingly. He didn't need to be asked, and in minutes the two of them were back in bed. But, reluctant Christina was not feeling very comfortable.
"Professor Edwards, can I pose for some more fashion shots in the dress while they're in there?"
"Of course you can." He was disappointed, but snapping very suggestive half-clad photos kept him happy for the next hour or so.
***
A few days later, Professor Edwards dropped by Petra's art gallery to talk about her business. He could see that it was doing well, selling out her Art Nouveau and Art Deco nudes regularly, with brisk demand for Petra's risque wartime shots. He was ready to introduce photos taken in 1950s settings- Mrs. Cleaver unclothed.
William had been thinking of new ways to advance the gallery, to broaden it beyond a simple art shop. Would she be interested in selling a range of sexually related products, say lotions and simple devices to sustain arousal? Perhaps vibrators and lingerie? He'd talk with her about it.
Petra was busy with a few customers when he arrived, so he found a chair and waited. He could see the high level of interest in her nudes, and noted a friendly vibe between client and owner. One bought a nude print before she left.
"A woman. Are you finding many buy your photos, Petra?"
"It surprises me. Almost half my sales are to couples and women. I thought it would all be smutty old men, like you, William," she laughed.
"You appeal to both, I suppose. Doesn't surprise me. Anyway, I think its time to introduce a half dozen or so of your Fifties photos, don't you? I can bring a batch to choose from."
"That's fine. It'll be fun to revisit them because that was two years ago. I've forgotten the scenes we played out."
"Ah, but I'll never forget the sex, Petra. Hot, hot, hot!"
"You realize its all for Darren now. He moves me like no-one else...."
The Professor interrupted. "Petra, I want to talk to you about one of my new student models. She's tested well in three shoots at my place, and I think we could edge her into prints to sell in your studio."
"Have I ever seen her? Didn't you bring a couple of student models to serve drinks at my opening party a few months ago?"
"Yes. And I'm talking about the buxom blonde, Gabriella. She's taken to nude photography like a duck to water"
"I can't recall her. There were so many people that night...."
"And you were upstairs with the Rodmans...."
"Don't remind me of them!"
"Well, believe me, Gabby is lovely and very sexy. If you're agreeable, we could probably have her naked images on your shop walls."
"I want to meet her first, William, to see how she looks- her shape and all. If she's as appealing as you say, brunette and blonde- the two of us- might look good together in some erotica. I get a lot of requests for girl-girl, you know."
"I'm hoping you can mentor her as a protege in erotic modelling. You're a pro and could teach her the tricks of the trade. Especially if you decide to act on those requests for lesbian prints. Gabriella might be perfect."
"Hmm... A protege. I like the sound of that. Someone to learn all that I have, but in a much shorter time. You've planted all kinds of lewd possibilities in my mind."
"Excellent! I'll talk to her after class about getting dolled up to come by your shop. How would Friday evening be, a few minutes before closing?
"Fine. Anything else youd like to discuss while you're here?"
"Well, I'd like to go upstairs with you for an hour, like we used to do"
"Forget it, William. Darren is the jealous type and he's very strong."
"I'll have to concentrate on my new models then. By the way, if your business expands, you may need Gabriella for part time help in sales."
"What have you got in mind besides that Fifties print series and some paired art?"
"Consider selling off all your conventional stuff and showcasing a wider range of nudes."
"But will that be enough to fill the shop?"
"Probably not, so that's why I think you should start selling products...."
"Such as?"
"The usual range of sex stimulants, from lube to vibrators, maybe even lingerie."
"And I suppose you think I should model it for clients?"
"Hmm. That's a good idea, Petra."
"Not after my experiences with the Rodmans. I need to keep some distance between me and my customers."
"I see your point.... OK, that's all for now. I'd better be on my way. I'll bring you the Fifties prints."
"And don't forget to have that girl come to see me just before closing on Friday."
****
Gabriella went all out for her appointment with Petra. She remembered the striking 'Goth' shop owner from the night of her party and wanted to make a good impression. Her nerves were on edge as she clattered through the shop door. There weren't any customers around, then Petra suddenly came from her office and offered a hug. Gabriella relaxed right away.
"My, aren't you lovely! The Professor told me so. I'm Petra Stanwick, owner of the gallery."
"Happy to meet you. Gabriella Smithers. I saw you at your opening party. My friend and I were there."
"I was so busy that night. So many people. You and your girlfriend were circulating with champagne, right?"
As the gallery owner spoke she appraised the young woman, impressed by what she saw. Long, blonde hair fell across bare shoulders in cascading soft curls. The ends rested on the deep cleavage above the top of her tight dress. When Gabriella smiled, her face was both innocent and sexy at the same time. Very photogenic!
Gazing intently, Petra couldn't take her eyes off the full red lips. She felt a stirring inside and contemplated a long, hard kiss with tongue. When Petra finally glanced down, Gabriella's tapered waist came into view, with long, shapely legs poking from beneath a very high hemline. The cute shoes were to die for. Petra liked everything, and they'd only just met.
"I hope we'll get to know each other much better," Petra purred, as she looped an arm around the visitor's waist. I'll lock up now and show you around my shop. The Professor and I have great plans for this place, and I think you can be a part of them."
"Oh.... In what way?"
"For one thing, if it grows like I hope, I'll need help in the shop. Another is that I'll have to expand my inventory. More images, new models, new products, more to sell.
"I see. Professor Edwards suggested that you could help me with my amateur modelling."
"Yes. He tells me you're very good. A natural. And I can see that you have a really glam look. A buxom and blonde 'Marilyn' that's never out of style."
"Thanks. That's a little embarrassing.... I find his photography nights so... stimulating. And just between us, it's exciting to watch the other students when he projects our fashion shots onto his big screen."
"You don't have to tell me, Gabriella. I always felt the same way, during the shoot and in his lectures. Now I 'm selling my own naked body- artistically of course- for a living."
"You mean it's you in these prints!"
"Every one of them. All of them are out takes after the suggestive photos the Professor uses in class. Our little secret, OK? And that's where I really need your help."
"What do you mean?"
"You already pose for him and you're gorgeous. And you aren't shy if the photo nights end up like they always did with me. I mean sex with him or his friend Ronald"
"Well, I admit that happened last time. I rode Ronald cowgirl style, he called it."
"He's so good in bed, isnt he?"
"The best I've ever had!"
"He's all yours now, Gabby, because I have a boyfriend."
Then the two of them shared some very personal experiences they'd enjoyed on photo nights. Petra gradually introduced girl-girl encounters she'd had at the apartment, with her best girlfriend Emma, and cougars Lezlee Bellevue and Desiree Wansit.
"Them! They worked with us at your party."
"It's surprising what a girl will do when she is stoned. But I won't dwell on my mistakes. Uhh... have you had any experiences with girls?"
"No... though I have wondered what it's like."
"I'll tell you something, Gabriella. With the right woman it can be amazing!"
The sun had gone down and it was getting dark in the shop. Petra spoke softly.
"Do you know that I live upstairs, above the store? There are stairs through that door. Come up and we'll have some wine while we talk about mentoring. You'll be my protege."



Petra followed Gabriella up the steps, watching the her hips sway as she waddled in those big heels. She had already decided to seduce Gariella and show her just how incredible sex could be with a practiced woman.
****
There must have been a point when Gabriella knew what she was in for that night. Was it when the gallery owner asked if she'd had lesbian sex? Or when she felt Petra's gaze up her short dress as they climbed the stairs? Perhaps it was the way the hostess kept topping up her wine glass, or the seemingly accidental touch of her fingertips as they sat together on the sofa? Somewhere along the line Gabriella must have realized where this was headed.
Once in her apartment, Petra poured two glasses of chilled Chablis, then excused herself to "freshen up a bit". Soon she returned, clad in black leggings and a gauzy white top. Her black hair was combed out, and she wore fresh red lipstick. Gabby noticed how sexy she looked now.
Petra then chose some soft background jazz- slow, sensuous stuff just oozing sex- and settled onto the sofa. She brought a knee up onto the leather as she turned to face her guest. Then she locked eyes with Gabriella, who momentarily seemed a bit rattled, like a deer in the headlights. Petra's intentions were becoming clearer.
"Uhh... this is good wine," she stammered.
"Thanks. It always puts me in the right mood."
"Ohh... So, what's the right mood?"
By her question it seemed that Gabriella might be aware of Petra's aim. Was there more than mentoring involved in being the gallery owner's protege? Some kissing perhaps? Maybe even some touching? However, she didn't yet realize the extent to which Petra planned to introduce her to a whole new kind of love.
"The music is the right mood," she breathed invitingly. "Hear the smooth sax reminding us we're alone.... Feel the cool vibe urging us to play.... Hear the sexy words telling us of love.... Are you in the same mood as me?"
"It... it sounds so nice.... Yes, yes... I am, Petra," Gabriella choked out, her heart pounding hard.
"Here or in my bedroom?"
"Right here for now.... After that..."
"Good girl... You're in the mood too," Petra purred.
The mentoring was about to begin and the protege was ready to learn. She didn't have any idea yet just how much Petra would teach her.
"Kiss me," Petra whispered in a husky voice, and Gabby knew she wanted to please this experienced woman. The young model aggressively Frenched her hostess, just to show that she had no fear about being together like this.
"Touch me," Petra teased. "No bra tonight, so you can feel me. I want it."
Gabriella's fingers trembled as she fondled the luscious hanging fruit, then undid the clasps that held the top together. Her heart raced as she reached the last one and pulled the blouse away. Smooth conical breasts faced her, a pair she recognized from the gallery downstairs. The stiff nipples pointed upward with desire, just begging to be mouthed. Gabriella looked up, waiting.
"Yes. Do it now." Petra breathed softly. "I know you will."
While the young woman kissed and licked, Petra grasped her tight enough to reach around to the back of her dress. She inched the zipper down, enjoying the zealous adoration of her sensitive tits. Soon the garment slid across the protege's upper body, baring her to Petra's eyes. She lifted Gabby's chin in a passionate kiss as they pressed their naked tits together in a tight embrace.
"Now your dress," Petra directed. "And your stockings." Meanwhile, she kicked off her tight leggings, and both were nude.
"We'll go to my bed now," the hostess said quietly, taking Gabriella's hand. The unmistakeable scent of the student's arousal rose up and filled Petra's nostrils as she pulled her to the bedroom.
"Lay with me, so we can taste each other.... That's it. Slowly, softly... make this last. You're going to love it.... Oh yes... yes.... Fuck, you're good with your mouth!"
"I never did this before, Petra. It's amazing!" Gabriella's voice quavered. "I had no idea.... Oh!... Omigod.... Again.... More!"
They shifted so that Gabriella was on top, kissing and sucking Petra's glorious pink. Her mentor gently licked the student's clitoris at the same time. That was enough to make Gabby tremble, then shake with little pre-orgasmic tremors, but Petra knew there'd be more intense cumming ahead.
Time passed slowly as mentor and protege languished between one another's thighs. Petra took the lead, exploring and probing with her tongue and fingers, bringing Gabriella right to the edge, then backing away. It was excruciatingly slow, but the novice didn't want this incredible thing to end. She moaned from the intense stimulation of this intimate new high.
"Wait 'til you feel this Gabby," Petra coached, reaching into the night-table for a big wand vibrator. As it buzzed insistently across her pussy, Gabriella gasped for breath. Then her whole body shook in a paroxym of ecstasy, an explosion of sensation which seemed to tear her apart. She cried out as a strong orgasm ripped through her.
"Yes!... Yes!... Fuck me with it... fuck me with it! Fuck me... Uuuuuhhhhhh!!!"
"Good girl," Petra whispered. "Did you like that? I thought so. Now a special treat for you. Be right back."
While Gabriella rested, Petra was in the bathroom attaching a device she saved for her hot girlfriend, Emmeline Jones' occasional visits. Leather straps fastened around her waist and thighs to hold a fat rubber dildo in place. She was going to drill her young protege with it! Returning to the bedroom she spoke gently.
"Close your eyes because I have a good surprise for you. Come on all fours and open wide. Don't peek. You'll like this."
""I can't take more of that vibrator. Not yet," Gabriella begged.
"No, this is completely different. Really nice."
As Gabriella crouched on the bed, she first felt the cool rubber at the opening of her hot slit. She jumped a little, but then it pressed inside as Petra leaned forward. Inch by inch, she slid the big cock to the depths of Gabby's sweet pussy. When it was buried, Petra drew back and rythmically began to fuck her. This was something altogether different!
Petra moved faster. Lubricating juices gushed around the dildo as waves of pleasure coursed through Gabriella. She moaned loudly, then began to squeal in delight, a novice in the hands of a pro. It was so animal! It felt so good! She wanted to bear down and thrust back against the big thing so pleasurably invading her body.
Gradually, a rising wave inside Gabriella surged toward a climax. Her hips rocked automatically as Petra gripped them more firmly and the penetrating jolts came faster and faster. Both of them were gasping for oxygen as the pace quickened and their bodies tensed. They glistened with sweat.
Then Gabby's rhythm broke as her pelvic muscles convulsed, unleashing a flurry of pent up energy the likes of which she'd never known before. It went on for some time until she simply couldn't move at the wild pace any longer. She cried out and babbled mindlessly before collapsing to the bed.
"Omigod... omigod... omigod!... Fuuuu...ck!"
Afterward, Gabriella lay naked watching her mentor use the black vibrating wand on her own clit. Petra knelt above her lover's body, holding herself open wide while the rotating head explored every nook and cranny of her fleshy lips. Her head was tilted back and her panting mouth open as lust overwhelmed every other feeling. She knew she had to cum.
The vibrating head pushed Petra up the stairway to bliss. Her gash oozed and deep, gutteral sounds issued from her throat. Sexual stimulation took full possession of the performer as Gabriella watched in awe. Then her mentor started to clench and heave in a mighty orgasm with a screaming climax, so powerful that it shook the bed.
A few minutes later, Petra returned to Earth and padded naked into the kitchenette to empty the wine bottle into their glasses. She returned to bed, where the two of them could bask in the afterglow.
Gabriella belonged to Petra now. There could be no doubt about that. She drank deep from the sapphic well and found it most satisfying. The protege knew there'd be more of this because it had been her most fantastic sexual experience ever!
****
There was time for some pillow talk while they finished the wine.
"Enjoyed that, didn't you, Gabe?" Petra began, using the ownership of a nickname she chose for her new girlfriend. "I'll call you that, OK? Gabriella is a beautiful name, but it's so long."
"I loved it, Pet," the protege's name for her lover. "Fantastic! Call me whatever you want as long as you love me like that."
"You were good too! I know it'll happen again, soon.... So, let's talk about this special relationship we have now. I mean beyond the times we'll be sharing in bed."
"What do you mean, Pet?"
"I'm going to help you advance your interest in erotic modelling. I've seen every part of you tonight and you're perfect for nude photography."
"But I need to learn how to pose like you do. The sexy smile, the smouldering look, the hooded eyes- your gallery photos really pop."
"You'll have more Friday night photo sessions with the Professor, and I'll come as your coach. But I want you to do something for me in return."
"Ohh...."
"The contrasts between us- blonde and brunette- would photograph really well. And I need some new prints for my gallery."
"Do you mean you and me together.? At the same time? Naked?"
"Yes, yes, and yes."
"Ohhh... I'll have to think about that."
"Sure you can. But let's love again, before you make up your mind. You should consider all the exciting things that can happen if we create new art. I have so many other fun toys for after our picture sessions."
By now Petra's voice was low and sexy.
"Would you like me to show one of my favourites? It does wonderful things to my pussy and I know you'll love it."
"Well...."
"Good. You can tell me your answer in the morning. Here's the one I'm talking about. Wicked, eh? Clit and vag at the same time!"
The mentor grinned as she flicked the little switch that set it in motion. Then she lowered it to Gabriella's exposed sex and slipped it inside. Her hips suddenly bucked in response. Perfect!
The mentor knew now that this was a done deal.
Gabe would be nude in Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery.
*Chapter 2, "Christina" is in the works, and will be followed by others. I hope you'll rate this story before you go. Thanks.
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Jealousy is a destructive force. Christina seethes with rage and burns with anger. She lashes out, acting in ways she wouldn't normally consider. This is her story.
When Christina Appleby and Gabriella Smithers arrived for their Friday night photo session at Professor William Edwards' apartment, there was an unexpected guest. Why was art shop owner Petra Stanwick there? Christina was a bit shy, and the student models would be cavorting half-naked for the camera. Edwards owed her an explanation.
"You met Ms. Stanwick when you helped at her big party a while back. She has agreed to offer Gabriella pointers to improve her modelling assignments. Petra won't interfere and will leave when I finish your shoot."
"What!" Christina was blindsided by the news.
Gabby saw her anger and apologized."I didn't know how to tell you without hurting your feelings...."
"You can start now!" Christina interrupted. "Why is she here to help you and not me? That's not fair!"
Petra spoke up. "Gabe wants to continue modelling and I've agreed to help based on my experience. I'll be her mentor."
"But not mine?"
"Christina, don't be angry. It wasn't your friend's idea or even Ms. Stanwick's. I suggested it," the Professor said soothingly.
"So you're all in this together!" she accused. "Are you too, Ronald?"
"Actually, I don't know a thing about this," he lied.
"At least I still have one friend here! The rest of you think Gabriella likes modelling more than me, so she gets help and I don't!"
"There's no easy way to put this, Christina," Edwards said carefully, "but she's more at ease with it. You've done well too... but you... you're reluctant about parts of it."
"You mean, I won't fuck you like she does with Ronald! Is that what this is all about?"
"I didn't say that. You are just more reserved that your friend...."
"Well... I'll show you! Ronald and I will go in there and fuck right now. I want a mentor too!"
She was angry, and grabbed Dennison's hand to lead him to the bedroom. He resisted.
"Wait, Christina. First let's have the Victorian fashion shoot like we planned. There are fantastic clothes and underthings for you to wear, and Ms Stanwick will stay behind the scenes...."
"To Hell with all of you! I'm going home. Have a wonderful time without a prude to slow things down!" Then Christina stormed out of the Professor's apartment, slamming the door behind her.
The other four realized how badly this had gone, but Petra had an idea to save the evening.
"I've never posed in Victorian things and I think it would be fun. I could take her place tonight, then we can all party afterwards."
"But what about Christina?" her friend lamented. "She'll hate me now."
"Leave her to me," Petra replied slyly. "I'll talk with her to iron out this jealousy. That's all it is you know."
"So, are you going to help her too?" Gabriella asked.
"The same arrangement as I have with you, if she wants to hang in Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery."
****
Everything was ready. Petra and Gabriella were dressed as wealthy late-Victorian ladies, in full, silky gowns complete with bustles to highlight their curvy hips and bottoms. The bodices were cinched very tightly, making their busts press up and out invitingly.
The whole look was overdone, with plenty of costume jewelry to complement heavily applied lipstick and makeup. To cap it off, sexy curls framed their faces from beneath huge, floppy, ostrich-feathered hats. They'd just stepped out of a history book.
"Fabulous!... And may I present Sir Ronald Coxswain, your counterpart on film tonight."
Professor Dennison stepped dramatically from the guest bedroom, every inch a wealthy nineteenth century gentleman. His long, black morning coat fitted perfectly, though the high collar of his starched white shirt was choking him. Below grey striped trousers, Ronald wore grey suede spats over the tops of his black leather shoes. A gold-chained pocket watch and cane completed the look.
"What a rake!" Gabriella admired. The novice model's insides were churning. Would he be banging her later?
"Here's the scenario," William explained. "Ladies Appleby and Stanwick attend the opera, where Sir Ronald spots them. You all go into the darkened seats of an upper private box. Strip them slowly, Ronald, so I can photograph their exquisite lingerie. Don't rush. You know the main course comes later."
There. Gabriella had her answer. She would be fucking him tonight. Then William cued up an Italian opera- Puccini's 'La boheme'- to set the theatric mood.
"Ready?... Begin now. First the ladies walk to their private box- the sofa- hand in hand.... Slowly... closer together... you're best friends. I'll move around to shoot from every angle. Chests up and out... lovely..... Now spin toward each other... and a little brush kiss before you sit down.... Let's do it again with a bit more enthusiasm, Gabriella.... OK. Good."
"Walk on now, Coxswain. Model your clothing for us from every perspective as you flaunt it for the women. They don't know you have the third seat in the box.... Ladies, show your interest.... Petra, beckon him next to you on the outside....Now he'll take your right hands and kiss them fervently.... You like that and smile at him.... Settle back for the opera.
Eventually, he gets bold, sliding his hand along Petra's inner thigh... and she shifts her legs a bit to allow it.... Meantime, you ladies hold hands.... Gabby look at Petra, then down at her thigh...the dress is pulled high and he's touching bare skin....
Good...Petra, bite your lip and turn his way.... He kisses your cheek... then moves to your mouth. You welcome him passionately... while Gabby leans forward to watch.... He reaches to caress your breasts... yes.... Arms around his neck....Perfect.
Now Coxswain moves to the middle seat.... Gabriella releases buttons on her bodice before pressing against him....Offer your breasts... Ronald, hands inside Gabby's gown....Kiss her hard.... Good. You're jealous, Petra... so you go into his trousers and find his cock.... Stroke it... That's good.... Pull your gown above your knees so he can reach your pussy....
Gabby, tits right out now.... And lean across him so he can kiss and taste.... Feel good?... Mmm.... I'll step back and the three of you take it from there.... Remember Ronald, get them naked slowly while I get my shots."
The Professor got the scene from every angle, tracking the models' progression from elegant clothing to utter nudity. Gabriella was flushed pink with desire as she avidly stroked Ronald's big cock, her open mouth ready to suck it in. Petra was naked, one hand on Sir Coxswain's balls, the other in Gabby's knickers.
Gabriella was on fire, and the Professor reminded her that some of these would make fine prints for the erotic gallery. She loved the thought of displaying all her private charms while hidden behind an eye mask. Thrilling!
Soon Edwards was finished shooting.
"Excellent work everyone! Cut! Cut!... Gabriella, take a break now. Into your robes ladies or you'll catch your death of cold. Let's all have more to drink before we relax and move on."
They all knew what that meant. After a fortifying Chardonnay, the protege whispered to her mentor.
"You didn't have any pointers for me tonight. Did I do well?"
"Great! But, you need my advice for what comes next."
"I know there'll be sex."
"But two at once. Have you ever?"
"Omigod! I don't think I can."
"Leave it to me. Which one do you want for yourself?"
"Uhhh... Ronald."
"Fine. I'll keep the Professor busy. Can you do Ronald here in the lounge with us?"
"In pairs, right?... I guess so."
"What are you two whispering about?" Ronald asked.
"Just who gets you tonight," Petra replied.
"And what did you decide?"
"Gabriella."
"So let's get started."
Ronald liked Gabriella's excitement, her unabashed eagerness. His kissed her while deftly untying the knot in her robe. Then she was naked, while he wore only his boxes. His big cock sprung above the waistband. Gabriella tore off his underwear and pulled him down, grasping the back of his neck to guide his swollen member home.
"William!" was all Petra urged as she took his hand. They flung clothing aside, then dropped to the other end of the sofa, where he took her white shoulders firmly, guiding her pretty face toward his rod. Then Edwards went rock hard- 'Petra-fied'- as she pumped and sucked in practiced time.
Meanwhile, Gabriella and Ronald rutted at the other end of the sagging sofa. She knelt across his lap now, face to face, his mouth at her tits while she bounced along the length of his engorged rod. Gabby moaned loudly as her juices coated the blunt piston probing her tight cylinder. Fucking Sir Coxswain felt wonderful, but in front of another couple- it was absolutely incredible!
They continued grinding away in pairs on the sofa until well into the night. They even traded, the Professor sampling his new model for the first time. Orgasm after orgasm erupted, until poor Gabriella got up for a break. Then the Professor and Ronald took the opportunity to double-team Petra, a rare treat they'd enjoyed in past.
They reamed her mercilessly while she howled with pleasure and Gabriella looked on from the kitchen. This was entirely new to her. But there was no doubt that Petra loved it. She rejoined them when both men had drained their balls. Watching her mentor climax in double penetration intrigued Gabby.
"Maybe I'll try that some day too," she mused.
****
The next morning Petra was exhausted, fucked raw, her legs heavy from the strain. However, the shop owner smiled and hummed to as she unlocked the door to welcome Saturday shoppers. It was sometimes busy, but she hoped there wouldn't be customers too soon today.
Last night had been fantastic, a reunion of sorts because she hadn't been with her two former professors for some time. Ex-chauffer Darren Coxwell had been her main squeeze for the past few months, but there was no guilt because she knew he was regularly getting laid on the side.
The real surprise of Friday evening had been Gabriella. Petra saw that she was totally comfortable in their Victorian photography, right down to full nudity. And, she had no qualms about sex as a foursome either.
But there was something to work out, Christina had been surprised by Petra mentoring her friend, and left in a huff. Now the friendship between the two student models was probably in jeopardy. Petra had to build a bridge between Christina, herself, and the others. But how?
Mid-morning, a regular customer arrived, as much to chat with the shop owner as anything. A month ago, attractive ginger Chloe Grey bought an erotic print, then stayed on for conversation too. Later, Petra had taken her upstairs for some intimate lesbian play in her apartment. Though inexperienced with girl-girl sex, Chloe was a quick study. They promised to do it again, and since then had spent more time together in bed.
"Hi Petra. So nice to see you again."
No-one else was around, so the gallery owner strode up and kissed her hard on the lips.
"Always a pleasure. In so many ways," Petra whispered seductively. "I don't have any new pieces to show you since last time you were here. There will be a Fifties series you'll love coming in a week or two, though."
"I came to see you, not the art. We've had so much fun together, but I haven"t heard from you this past week."
"Don't worry. I still get wet thinking about you, Chloe. But, I'm so busy with this place. It really ties me down."
"That's why I knew I'd find you here.... Petra, do you have time to go upstairs for a while now? I am so hungry for you!"
"I have to keep the shop open today. But there's a bell when the door opens. We could go into the store room just back there."
"It'll have to do. I have such a need... so lead the way."
As soon as they were in the store room, Petra pulled Ms. Grey close and tongued her mouth seductively. Her girlfriend responded strongly, moaning as she Frenched with Petra.
"My tongue would feel nice someplace else too. Would you like that?" Petra said softly. She knew she had to move this along quickly in case the bell over the front entry door rang.
"Mmm... do it. Let me help you." With that, Chloe unzipped her short leather skirt. It dropped to the floor, revealing her naked pink- no knickers.
Petra was kneeling at her feet immediately, "Yummy! Wet pussy," and she took a big lick, like eating an ice cream cone. "Dee- licious!" then she grinned and puckered her lips before diving in for more.
The visitor's eyes rolled back with pleasure as she widened her stance, leaning back against the wall for support. She had been anticipating this all week.
"Fuuuckkk... you're so good with your tongue!" she hissed, trying hard to hold back her urgent cries.
"Had enough yet?" Petra teased as she looked up into her partner's face.
"Don't you dare stop until I cum!" came the command.
So Petra renewed her oral assault with even more vigour, alternately kissing and tasting, licking and sucking. Chloe used one hand to hold herself open and the other to clutch erotically at her tits. She was almost there and they both knew it. A little more.... One lover pressing more aggressively, her face bathed in juices; the other grinding her hips and groaning in ecstasy.
Just as Chloe exploded in a flurry of pelvic heaves, the little bell tinkled. Petra slapped one hand over her lover's mouth, while Chloe held her dripping pussy. Then the shop owner grabbed a roll of paper towels to dry her shining face. Holding her finger to her lips, she whispered.
"Stay here quietly. Maybe we can get back to this, but get your skirt on."
After fifteen minutes a second customer arrived. Petra had to pretend that Chloe was in the storage room to make a delivery, calling out:
"That's all I need for today. Come back with more next week."
And as she walked by carrying an empty cardboard box, she whispered to Petra, "Call me for coffee, ok?"
Soon it was quiet again in the gallery and a thought struck Petra. "Of course! I'll get Christina's number to invite her for coffee. I need to iron this out, but it won't be easy."
Then she formed a plan, starting with a visit to see Professor Edwards that same evening. She wanted to talk with him about Christina's erotic modelling potential before she went any further.
When Petra came to the Professor's apartment, she was dressed very casually, without any makeup, her hair in a messy bun. She didn't want thim to see her visit as anything more than business.
"Back for more, my Pet?" William asked hopefully.
"What! You didn't get enough already? No, I came to talk with you about our problem with Christina."
"Ah, yes. Most disconcerting. I may have lost her as a model, and Gabriella could be without a best friend, We did it badly, but I have no solution."
"Here's a possibility. She wasn't only jealous about me mentoring Gabriella, but not her. There's more to it. Christina is hurt because it suggested that her friend is a better model. Is that true? Show me some of the more erotic shots you've taken of her."
"Sure, I'll get some. But how can this straighten things out?"
"If Christina looks good naked and poses well, I could offer to mentor her too."
"I see, another protege. Will you sell her prints in your gallery?"
"One step at a time, William. You rush into things you know, even sex," Petra chided.
A few minutes later the two of them were examining risque shots of Christina taken during her Friday night sessions at the apartment.
"She has a very nice, trim figure, with a cheeky bum," Petra commented, continuing, "Appealing smile too."
"Yes, when she relaxes a bit, Christina does very well. Not as bold as her friend, but... well... here she is nude at the end of our second shoot."
"Good photos, William. There's an innocence about her that's very sexy. Quite unlike her brassy friend."
"So, will you offer to mentor her too? Will you sell her photos?"
"Slow down, Professor. Yes, and maybe. The second one depends on how persuasive I can be."
"Ohhh... I see. You can be very persuasive, I'm sure."
"But I'll have to go about it slowly."
"I'd like to get her back modelling with Gabriella again. I have some design periods to finish yet."
"And I have some wicked ideas for the two of them together in my gallery," Petra grinned deviously.
****
Christina sat quietly and impatiently at the back of the coffee shop. Against her better judgement she had agreed to hear Petra out, mostly because she had mentioned that there was a peace offering. Was it an apology or something more? Perhaps the woman would mentor her too? Christina really didn't want to turn her back on all the fun she'd been having.
Nothing was said between them as they sipped their lattes. Muted music and voices created a private space around the two as Petra looked at Christina's features. Yes, her face was as appealing as in photos- with heavier makeup and lipstick, she could be quite stunning.
Lustrous, ashen hair tumbled across her shoulders and down her back. Her tight, black sweater showed nice form, evidence of rounded breasts and a slim waist. Her short skirt revealed full hips, then her long legs went on forever. Petra felt a familiar stirring inside.
Christina couldn't wait any longer. "So, why did you want to meet me?"
"I need to sort this out. We took you by surprise, and you were upset. I'm so sorry...."
"I'm still mad, and my best friend and I aren't talking anymore."
"I don't blame you for being angry. It was all our fault. Especially mine... so I want to fix this."
"How do you plan to do that? It's a mess!"
"The Professor showed me some of your modelling shots and you look very attractive in them. Do you enjoy posing?"
"I do. But he seems to think I'm too slow. Not like Gabriella, who's naked at the drop of a hat."
"Not everybody is the same. But your results speak for themselves. The pictures are excellent- I mean that- and I think you should stay with modelling."
"Ohhh... well, thank you."
"And, I'd like to help you along too. I'd be your mentor and you my protege, if you agree. We could work on some of the nuances of erotic work, and my experience would move you to the next level."
"Really! And what is the next level? I mean all we do is pose for pictures the Professor uses in his Fine Arts lectures."
"But he doesn't use them all there, does he? If they're anything like some he took of me, he'd be fired if he used them. Want to know a secret between us? Nobody else."
"A secret. I won't tell."
"You'll swear?"
"Yes. I love secrets! Now tell me."
"All the erotic photos in my gallery are me, taken by him on Friday nights. I'm Venus, the signature on them."
"Really! I would never have guessed that...."
"No, because of the mask, the angle, shadows across my face, careful cropping- nobody can tell. Come look at them sometime and you'll see what I mean.... In fact, we could go there now. I challenge you to recognize me in any of them."
"Right now? Well, I'm not busy and it sounds like fun. OK. Meet you there in a few minutes."
"You mustn't tell anyone our secret."
But Petra had forgotten that Professor Edwards was coming that afternoon with some 1950s photos for her to review. She quickly phoned him as she drove home.
"William, sorry but I'm double booked. I'm on my way to the gallery with Christina, then I'm hoping we go upstairs to talk about mentoring. And maybe more."
"Petra. I let myself into your apartment a few minutes ago. Your hidden key. What should I do?"
"Wait there quietly. If we're coming upstairs I'll make plenty of noise so you can scoot into the bedroom closet. If all goes well, you'll see plenty."
"You plan to seduce her?"



"Definitely. I want her to pose for the gallery. I'm just arriving now. Bye."
It was Sunday afternoon, the shop closed for the day. The two women pulled down the shades so no-one would think that customers were welcome. Things were moving along quite nicely in Petra's stealthy plan. Christina seemed to have forgiven her and now they were alone. There was a freshly made bed waiting upstairs if everything went as she hoped- the ultimate level of persuasion.
Petra stood close to the young woman now, breathing in her subtle perfume and the fragrance of her beautiful ash-blonde mane. She could feel herself being drawn into thoughts of naked love with Christina. Men were fun, but so predictable and often like wild animals. Thoughts of slow, sensuous love with this innocent young woman filled Petra's mind.
"Come, let's look closely at these. See if you can identify me. This one with the nude model on her back, hips toward the viewer, legs slightly apart and arms reaching overhead. Is it me?
"Beautiful body, but I can't tell. That arm is hiding part of the face."
"Good erotic photography does that. And this one, with the woman's head upturned and mouth open as if she is about to perform oral sex. Is it me?"
"If it is, your breasts are luscious. But the photo is cut off just below the eyes, so I'm not sure. The chin could be your's."
"Well, I can tell you this. I was just about to suck Ronald's cock when it was taken."
"Omigod!" Christina screamed and they both laughed. Then Petra spoke seriously.
"Do you enjoy having your classmates see your suggestive photos without recognizing you?... Yes, it's a thrill isn't it. That's how I feel about all these. Nobody knows- except Ronald, of course."
"It sounds exciting. I like the feeling."
"Exhibitionism is a real thrill. Being watched while going unrecognized- I love it! You could hang in my gallery, Christina, and nobody would know you."
"Ohhh... I'm not sure about something like...."
"That's why I'm coaching Gabriella. She's going to do it. And you could too."
"Is she? Well, maybe.... Who does the photography?"
"Professor Edwards. The gallery prints would be the really sexy ones he can't use for his classes."
"Hmm... and nobody would know. I might be interested."
"Good. Come upstairs and we can talk about the details with a drink," Petra spoke loudly as they began to climb the stairs. "Did I mention you'll be paid a generous commission for prints featuring you, and perhaps Gabriella. Maybe even me?"
The Professor heard them and swiftly went to the bedroom, slipping into the closet. The louvred doors gave him an excellent view of the bed.
Petra continued to spin the sticky web to intended to trap star-struck Christina. She had just said that the two of them might pose together. Imagine, her with the star of the gallery! The hostess poured cool Chablis, then they settled back into the sofa. There was friendly small-talk, followed by a second glass of wine and Petra's closer.
"I have one concern, Christi, and I hope it doesn't stand in the way. I'm told you're a bit shy, rather reluctant. Do you really think that you can do this? I mean, are you comfortable photographed nude, especially with someone else?"
"Oh, not this again!" she retorted with some anger. "You saw erotic photos the Professor took. I was in some with Gabriella, and we were nearly naked."
"But with me? Could you wear nothing but a smile with a professional model?"
"Yes... yes, I can. Look, I'll even prove it to you, Christina asserted. "We can take some selfies with my phone right now, like there is a real photographer here."
"That's a good idea. Come into my bedroom where the lighting is less harsh, and we'll try that out. I hope you can do it."
"Don't worry about me. I want to do it."
"But we need to make it seem realistic. You know, some risque shots."
"Fine!" was Christina's firm reply.
****
This was working out better than Petra could have imagined! She was undressing her newest protege in the bedroom, now lifting her sweater and unclasping her gauzy black bra. It fell to the floor, releasing lovely breasts capped by tender nipples peaked with arousal. Then Petra's arms circled Christina's waist, where she released the skirt zipper, and the young model wiggled her hips 'til it dropped too.
Only her tiny black panties remained. Professor Edwards' nose was pressed against the closet door. He didn't want to miss a thing.
"Nice. Now undress me and you take some selfies."
Christina's hands trembled with excitement as she unbuttoned Petra's dress. She'd never done anything quite as daring as this. The dress pealed open like a banana from the back, soon exposing its delicious fruit, totally naked inside. Petra stepped out, noting that her visitor seemed mesmerized by the situation she had so suddenly entered.
"Close beside me now and take some selfies. Be sure to show our breasts," the gallery owner whispered seductively. "Good.... Now from the side. Let me kiss you in this one. Mm-wahh.... Nice... Some more like that.... Excellent, you can put aside the phone for now."
The two entwined young women fell to the bed where the cool sheets sizzled from their aroused heat. They rolled about together on the soft mattress, frantically Frenching and caressing. Petra could see that Christina was new to this type of love- awkward and a little hesitant. Her whole body trembled with nervous tension, because she making love with her worldly mentor.
Edwards always like to watch Petra nude, but seeing her intimate with student model Christina was a special treat. His cock strained against his tented troussers, then he quietly lowered the zipper to stroke his engorged member.
This was special for Petra too. Shy Christina's wide-eyed innocence and nervous excitement were so fresh and stimulating! She was determined to make the young woman's first girl-girl experience one that she wouldn't soon forget. It would be the protege's indoctrination into the intense pleasures of lesbian sex.
"Suck my nipples," Petra urged as she tongued Christi's ear. "And open your legs more so I can touch you there. That's it.... Perfect."
Christina was soaking her panties. "Let's get these off you now." And the last barricade between them was kicked away. "Much better... mmm... you're so wet.... Can I taste?"
Now naked, it was all the young woman could do to nod the go-ahead. She wanted her mentor's approval. She wanted to continue modelling for the Professor. And now, more than any of it, she wanted to go all the way to show that she wasn't too shy to appear in Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery.
"Eat me!" Christina croaked. "Please!" she begged.
"Slowly, slowly now, baby. We may be posing for the Professor intimately like this. Take some more selfies to pretend we're doing it, OK."
"You can. I'm shaking too much to hold the phone."
"Oh. Do you like this... or should we stop?" Petra whispered seductively.
"Please! No! Don't stop now.Petra," the closet voyeur almost shouted. He was much aroused by the girl-girl scene unfolding under his watch.
"No! Take the pictures, then keep going!" Christina blurted out.
"Good girl," Petra breathed before they posed for a final round of highly sexual phone images.
Both of them were completely naked, passionately kissing and pawing at each others bodies. Christina was absolutely breathless, her heart pounding so hard it might leap out of her chest. Her legs were wide apart so Petra could fondle her hot button. It was driving her crazy for orgasm!
"Some more for the camera while I touch you there. Give me a look that says you're really enjoying this," Petra directed. " I know you are, and we are so good together.... Just a few more open ones, like we'll do for William.... Pretend that he can see you right now.... Good... good!... See, you can pose nude with me."
Edwards could see everything from the closet! And she had seriously him turned on. His grasping hand stroked his raging cock faster. "Oh, fuck!" he almost groaned aloud.
There was no holding back on the bed. This was an intense sexual experience, unknown to novice Christina. She could think of nothing but orgasm- she had to cum! And Petra was eager to savour her hot, young pussy to the fullest. She gently pushed Christina back, then brought her head between the young woman's legs while positioning her own pink above the protege's face.
Petra explored every part of Christina's pussy with her lips, fingers and mouth. She licked the length with the flat of her tongue, then used it to stab at the little engorged nub. She kissed and nibbled at the fat lips so available for pleasure. Then she used her fingers to open Christina wide and snake her tongue in as far as possible. The young lady gushed and moaned with intense emotion.
At the other end, the skills weren't there yet. Too much saliva and too little friction. There'd be plenty of time to instruct the novice in the subtleties of oral sex, but for now it was plenty of fun to drive the Christina wild. She panted and groaned loudly, writhing across Petra's mouth, literally drowning her in tangy fluid. She was somewhere else, in a sexual wonderland high in the stars.
"Cum for me, baby... cum," Petra hissed, gorging on all of her pink flesh.
William must have thought she meant him. Suddenly, his hand grasped tighter as he furiously pumped himself over the top. His body rocked as jet after jet of hot fluid shot onto the door. Edwards lost his balance briefly and nearly fell into the bedroom! Now that would have been embarrassing!
But Christina wasn't aware of anything but her own crashing climax. Her hips bounced as her stomach muscles clenched then released several times. She came harder than ever before, her body twitching like a dangling puppet. Christi's throat rasped as breath squeezed from her tortured lungs. When there was finally enough oxygen to speak again, she babbled mindlessly.
"Oh gawd... oh gawd!... Ohhh gaaawwd.... Amazing!... So amaaazzzing!!!"
Petra shifted off her body and smiled devilishly toward the Professor in the musky closet. She was the only one who hadn't orgasmed- not even close- but she had collected another erotic protege for her gallery.
No doubt she will coerce others to pose naked for the Professor.
The question is who?
Will you rate my story now? Chapter 01: Gabriella, needs only one more rating for a potential HOT listing. Thanks. Watch for a third protege to be featured soon.
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Petra's Proteges, Ch. 01: Gabriella- Petra Stanwick owns an art gallery filled with erotic photos of her taken by her former Professor Edwards for his lectures. To get more variety in the shop, she seduces student model Gabriella as her protege.
Petra's Proteges, Ch. 02: Christina- Another of the Professor's student models is more reluctant about nude photography. However, Petra persuades her to pose for some hot selfies while Edwards watches them from hiding.
Chapter 3: Chloe and Mitch
The mirrored wall installed in the gallery was meant to enhance Petra Stanwick's erotic art shop. But some nights, she can't resist pulling down the shades to love her naked body in front of it.
After too much wine, Petra is in the mood to dance this evening. She trains a spotlight on the glass wall, then strips down to perform alone under the light. Her fingers caress her pale skin, teasing and stimulating her private flesh. The sensuous dance becomes increasingly sexual, as her lithe body is reflected back for an imagined audience.
The gallery owner's head is filled with lewd desires as she twirls in front of the mirror admiring her naked form. Recent encounters with student models Gabriella and Christina scroll through her overheated brain as she sways to music from her phone. Petra's fine breasts move in time, her long black hair brushing tender nipples to pert points. Just twenty-four years old, Petra is in her sexual prime.
The shop owner's business expansion is moving along as smoothly as she is at the moment. Her friend and former college teacher, Professor William Edwards, is financing her efforts, and with his help, she'll stock a wider range of nude photography in the shop. Two of his current students have already accepted her offer to mentor them so their naked images can hang in her gallery.
Petra's mind wanders as she dances. Will two proteges be enough? Brisk sales to her expanding customer base suggest that a greater range of models might appeal to even more buyers. Besides that, her plans to sell sex-related products and lingerie could include private demonstration nights and fashion shows. Surely she'd need more models for that.
Yes, more proteges would be perfect. But who? Petra knows that few women will display all their charms in public- not even her daring girlfriend, buxom blonde Emmeline Jones. She had once auditioned for a gentleman's magazine, and posed for Professor Edwards' camera a few times when visiting Petra from another college. But, so far she had refused to have her photos displayed for sale.
Then Petra remembers one other possibility, Chloe Grey, an attractive young admirer of erotic art. She regularly comes to the shop, and recently they'd been intimate in the gallery storeroom. Can she be persuaded to pose nude, Petra wonders? It's a longshot at best.
Suddenly Petra hears noise from the sidewalk in front of her shop, followed by rapping on the window. Is it passersby or something more threatening? It startles her and she quickly grabs her robe to cover up. The mood broken, Petra turns off the spotlight and hastily rushes up the internal stairway to her apartment overhead.
****
The following week:
Near the end of a wet, dreary day very few customers have appeared. Then the little bell over the door rings, and Petra steps out of her office to greet the new arrival. There are two people, a woman she knows and a man she doesn't recognize.
"Hi Petra! How are you today?"
"So good to see you again, Chloe Grey. Always a pleasure!"
"Yes, I know," she smirks. "Always."
Her new girlfriend dresses well and today is no exception. Curly ginger hair frames a lovely face. Her warm smile and lively green eyes are very friendly, while her shapely form under that tweed dress also draws Petra's interest. The dress is short enough to reveal her curvy hips and long legs. Little wonder Petra finds Chloe so sexually appealing.
Then she checks the tall, handsome fellow, physically her new friend's ideal match. He's well turned out too, with a burnished leather jacket and polished boots. He has that angular sort of face exuding strength and determination, and black hair that sweeps back, long and stylish. Petra likes his looks.
"This is Mitch, my boyfriend. He wants to meet you."
This puts Petra off a bit, thinking that Chloe may have told him about their recent intimacies. Does Mitch know about this? Does Petra's erotic art gallery suggest that she might be as available to him as the nude images she sells?
"Hi Mitch. Interested in art, are you?"
"Not much, though I like this kind," he grins, looking across the gallery.
"Mitch, look around for a bit while I talk with Petra, OK?"
"Sure, Baby," and he ambles off to the far side of the room.
"Petra," Chloe whispers, "I have a huge favour to ask. I made the mistake of telling him what we did in the storage room. He's been pestering me ever since, and... well, I've been thinking about it a lot too."
The shop owner wonders what might be coming next. What favour?
"And?"
"He's a hunk, but he's so gentle. He... he wants to see us."
Petra is surprised. "What! You and me loving like we did?"
"And him too, if you're fine with it. Otherwise, he promised just to watch. It excites him."
"I don't know about that. I'm no whore...."
Chloe interrupts. "He's really nice, but insistent, and I don't want to lose him. I know it's a lot to ask, and I promise you a big favour down the line. Please!" she begs. "He won't do anything more than you let him. Besides, I want you so much myself."
"Hmmm...it's almost time to close the shop now, Chloe. You two look around the gallery while I think about."
Petra weighs the decision. Storeroom sex with her friend had been fun, and she knows that Chloe is hot for it today. Mitch is very appealing too, though it could be risky if her jealous boyfriend Darren ever finds out.
Then Petra remembers that there might be a favour she could call in someday. She's been wondering if Chloe would pose for some erotic photography, even just suggestive soft stuff. Perhaps there could be some pictures to test the waters? If that went well, Petra would help her with some modelling tips- another protege.
Mitch and Chloe wait expectantly for her decision. They look apprehensive, particularly Petra's girlfriend who is probably thinking that the whole thing is a bad idea. She shouldn't have let Mitch talk her into this, but she can be so submissive to him. What must Petra think of her now?
Actually, Petra rather likes the idea. Giving in might have its rewards. She stares straight at Chloe with a sly look, then grins at Mitch.
"It's been a long day. Come upstairs for a drink with me."
The couple break into broad smiles and Chloe clutches Petra's hand.
"Thanks so much! I think we all need one. Don't you, Mitch?"
He beams. "Definitely! One for strength. Another for courage!"
They all laugh, then go to the back of the shop and up the steps. The lounge is just inside the upper door. Petra turns to Mitch, pointing to the side chair.
"You sit there, and we'll take the sofa. Get comfortable while I get some drinks. Wine for you Chloe?... And you Mitch? I have Chablis or scotch.... Sure, my guy friends always want the hard stuff."
First she puts on her playlist, and a music mix pours from a speaker behind the sofa. Soon she's back with the alcohol, then excuses herself.
"I'm going to slip into something more comfortable. My feet are killing me- these shoes."
Chloe and Mitch whisper in the lounge while Petra tidies up the bed and changes her clothes.
"I can't believe that she agreed to this, Baby."
"You have to stay in that chair, Mitch. I promised you'd just watch unless she says you can join."
"She's so hot! Fuck, it'll be hard to see you on the sofa and not jump in."
"Don't ruin everything," Chloe hisses impatiently. "I got us this far, so be happy with that."
"Alright, alright. I'll try."
"Just watch us unless she allows you more. This doesn't have to be the only time, you know."
At that point, the hostess returns. Mitch's eyes open wide because now Petra is wrapped in a short robe, loosely tied at the waist- is she naked underneath? He can see a thick silver necklace disappearing down into her cleavage and her fresh ruby lipstick catches his attention. Her hair is brushed out so that it tumbles across her shoulders and down her back.
Mitch lets out a low whistle, met by a stern glance from his girlfriend.
"That's better," Petra says brightly. "Now a glass for myself and we can unwind."
Soon she flounces back from the kitchenette, and plops down in the middle of the sofa close to her girlfriend. As she turns toward Chloe, raising a knee onto the seat cushion, her robe rides up her thigh, revealing white panties. She glances over at Mitch with a little smile before edging the leg a bit higher. There's only some gauzy fabric between him and nirvana.
Petra speaks to Chloe in a low voice.
"I'm so glad you came up with me. Remember last time? This will be fun too."
"Yes... yes it will." Chloe can hardly get the words out she's so nervous.
"Undo my robe now. Show me to him," Petra says softly.
Chloe's hands tremble as she leans toward her friend and takes the loose knot. At the same time, Petra holds the back of her girlfriend's neck and pulls their lips together. While Chloe fumbles with the tie, the hostess presses her tongue between all-too-willing lips. Time stands still, but not Mitch's cock, stiffening as his eyes bulge.
"Bring it down, babe," Petra directs, shaking her shoulders so that the silky fabric slowly drops to her elbows. Now her beautiful tits are bare. She lowers the wrist facing Mitch, letting the sleeve slide to the sofa. Then she turns her head toward him and whispers.
'Is this what you wanted to see, Mitch?" He bobs his head enthusiastically.
"Good... there's more, you know. Chloe, kiss me here now," and Petra lowers her eyes to her chest.
She turns more toward her lover, giving Mitch a side profile of her succulent breasts. The upturned nipples are hard, like little rubber pencil erasers for Chloe's adoring lips. Petra arches her naked back, offering her tits to Chloe, then pulling her face toward the eager points.
"Love them now so he sees. Kiss me... taste me," she urges in a low, husky voice.
Mitch's hand drops to his aching cock and squeezes as he watches his girlfriend obediently lap at the model's shapely tits. She kisses each one in turn, caressing with her hand, lavishing with her tongue. Both women glance over at the boyfriend as Chloe sucks hard, drawing nipple and dimpled areola between her full lips. Her face is flushed with excitement.
Petra clutches the back of Chloe's head while tilting her own back in ecstasy. She's in the zone with this show-off thrill, as a sexy song on her playlist fills the room.
[Imagine Maria Carey singing, Against All Odds (Take A Look At Me Now), in the background.]
'So take a look at me now/ Well, there's just an empty space
And there's nothin' left to remind me/ Just the memory of your face.
Ooh, take a look at me now.'
Mitch takes a long hard look, thoroughly enjoying the scene playing out. It is almost too good to be true!
Petra hears her girlfriend's laboured breathing and the trembling fingers on her tits. She feels rising emotion herself, particularly with this appreciative audience of one so close by.
"My pussy now, Chloe," she moans. "Touch me so he sees what you do when we're alone."
Petra keeps pressing her palm against her girlfriend's head, signalling for her to continue worshipping the nipples. Chloe understands and as Petra opens wider, she slides a hand beneath the elastic of the panties. Petra rolls her pelvis forward as one finger, then two, curl into her, brushing her clitoris while exploring the wet, pink tunnel. A long sigh tells Chloe she's found the right places.
Then Petra pulls the filmy fabric aside to give Mitch a better view of his sweetheart's buried fingers at play. It's clear that the hostess is drifting into another place, her mind clouded by lust.
Mitch grabs his zipper to release his throbbing cock. It springs up, catching Petra's admiring eye, a formidable piece of sexual equipment. No wonder Chloe wants to keep this guy!
Petra crooks her finger and beckons. "Come here Mitch. Let me have that big thing."
He jumps to his feet and quickly kneels on the sofa beside her, his fat rod almost at the level of her mouth. Mitch's head is spinning with what's unfolding here. He came hoping just to watch two hot women play. Now he's allowed in on this! He might even get to fuck sexy Petra!
She takes his tool in one hand, then opens her mouth to pull it inside. Mitch watches her cheeks sucking in as she firmly strokes him. He sets up a steady thrusting motion timed with her moving hand. It feels great, and he recognizes that Chloe could learn a few bedroom tricks from her sexy girlfriend.
But how much longer can he last before unleashing into her talented mouth? He knows that will bring this exciting scene to an all-too-abrupt finish. How can he prolong it?
****
Across town, two professors are busy, sipping good scotch while they gaze at a big computer screen. William Edwards and his friend Ronald Dennison are working, selecting good images from a shoot done two years earlier. It's a 1950s set, featuring Ronald as James Dean, Petra as June Cleaver, and her best girlfriend, Emmeline Jones, as Marilyn Monroe. Searching through these erotic photos could hardly be called work! [Petra's Pictures- Art to Porn, Ch. 03]
"Great shots, Old Boy! They certainly bring back memories of...."
Edwards interrupts to finish his sentence. "Those nights fucking Petra and Emmeline!"
"Nothing like it since- the best!"
"Look at this one, Ronald. I swear your cock is right down Emma's throat."
"Just before I lost it. But unfortunately we can't use that in the gallery. I might be recognized."
"What! I can crop it so that just your equipment shows. Only your other women might recognize your jewels."
"Can't even risk that. I'd be finished my plum career if it ever got out."
"So, no James Dean prints then? Here's one of Emma as Marilyn Monroe. Beautiful shot, right?"
"Yeah, but just for us." Then Ronald reminds him. "You forget that she won't put any of her stuff in Petra's gallery. She doesn't want any trouble. Won't be blackmailed like Petra when some customers realized that she was the nude model being sold." [Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery, Ch. 03]
"So, where does that leave us for Fifties photos, Ronald?"
"No James Dean. No Marilyn Monroe. Just Petra as June Cleaver in her pointy white bra and stockings."
"Like this one... and this. Look at that one. These are sexy!" William comments.
"Look, Old Boy. A glimpse of pussy... and even more in the next one. And those spread legs from behind! Jeez, these just get better!"
Soon they identify a dozen erotic photos of Mrs. Cleaver in various stages of undress, right to nude. The white stockings, garters and underthings contrast so well with Petra's raven hair and heavy lipstick. Both men agree that Petra should have no trouble choosing six to sell in the shop.
"You know, she needs something different to sell too, not just that same solo female," Edwards points out. "She's going to mentor Gabriella and Christina as proteges. I can just imagine how she persuaded them to pose for the gallery."
"We both know how she did it. Nobody can resist her charms, William. We've experienced that ourselves."
"But it'll be a while before we have top-quality prints for them. Petra's coaching will take some time."
Then Dennison has an idea.
"Remember the Romeo and Juliet shoot we did a few years ago with Petra and that guy we brought in as her lover? I always use the suggestive ones in my Shakespeare lectures, but there are some X-rated shots with him too. I'll bet that black-and-whites of a hot couple in the throes of orgasm would literally fly off the walls. Can you track down the out-takes from that session?" [Petra Poses- Plays to Porn, Ch. 01]
"Good thinking, my friend. Pour us another dram while I scroll to see if they're here or backed up somewhere. On a memory stick; in the cloud; in a separate file on this machine- I'll have to look around a bit."
They sip the good, smoky scotch, an expensive bottle right from the Highlands. No cheap stuff on photo nights like these, but that doesn't help William locate the image file he wants. Two years old, it's probably one of many unlabelled memory sticks piled in a desk drawer.
"Here's another suggestion, William. What about Petra's on-again, off-again boyfriend Darren? He's good-looking and is around her place to fuck whenever he wants it. I'll bet she could get him over here for some wild photos. They'd bang each other's brains out if I know Petra."
"You might be on to something there, Ronald. I know she's hot for him."
"Talk to her about that when you drop around to show her the Fifties images we pulled out tonight. I don't think the lucky bugger would refuse."
"I like the idea of erotic couples prints for the gallery. It's the logical next step for existing customers."
"That and new models like Christina and Gabriella. Maybe there's another Petra protege down the line, William? Even one with a boyfriend who wants bedroom pictures together. Wouldn't that be a discovery!"
"Well, who knows what our erotic model will come up with next, Ronald.... Another glass, my friend?"
"Definitely, and another look at those James Dean and Marilyn photos. I'd sure like to fuck that juicy Emma again some day, just for old times sake. She's got the sexiest moves and can go at it all night. That woman was born to...."
****
By this time the action across town at Petra's upstairs apartment was heating up- like a three-alarm fire!
"Mmmm.... Very nice, Mitch. Long and thick and uncut. Just the way I like my salami," Petra jokes.
Chloe gasps, so surprised by what she's seeing that her throat is dry and her voice choked off. Her girlfriend is devouring her man, while her own fingers are at work inside the hostess' sopping pussy. Wasn't Mitch just supposed to watch?
Then Petra turns the tables on her.
"You two are still dressed. I'm going to move over to the chair while you get each other's clothes off. Then we'll all get together."
Mitch grins at how this was unfolding. The encounter has quickly moved from watching, to a threesome. He needs no further prompting as he comes beside Chloe, groping her tits while fumbling with her blouse. Meanwhile, she grabs his stiff cock and starts to pump it.
"Wait! That's not very sexy at all," Petra coaches from the chair where she now sits with her legs curled up beneath her and the robe down at her waist. "Imagine you're making love in a movie. Slowly... take your time so I'm excited by what I see. We've got the whole evening. You're in love, right? Make it good for me."
This isn't at all what Chloe bargained for, but it promises to be thrilling with her girlfriend watching her make love. She knows by Mitch's heavy breathing that he's eager, even though they've never done anything like this before. Then she hears Petra's music mix offering him some instruction.
[Imagine the Pointer Sisters singing their 1981 hit, Slow Hand.]
'I got a lover with a slow hand/ I got a lover with an easy touch
I found somebody who will spend some time/ Not come and go in a heated rush
I found somebody who will understand/ Oh, a lover with a slow hand.'
"Take it slowly, Mitch," Chloe whispers. "We'll give her a show, if that's what she wants. Like that song says."
"That's the spirit," Petra encourages. "Love her for me before I join in."
Mitch gets the memo fast. He'd be having both of them tonight if Petra likes what she sees! He pulls his girlfriend close and starts over again with open-mouth kisses while he unbuttons her wool tweed dress from the back. He glances over at Petra and notes that her hand is moving between her legs.



Meanwhile, Chloe has his leather jacket pushed back off his shoulders, and her arms looped around his neck as they French passionately.
"Much better! Keep going, but don't ruin things by rushing too much," Petra directs. She has switched roles with her guests, the observed becoming the observer.
Chloe leans back to ease her arms out of her dress while Mitch does the same with his coat. He reaches for her front-clip bra as she loosens his shirt buttons, before they shake these garments away. His cock is out of his trousers and stands as prominently as Chloe's perky, peaked tits.
They both look over at Petra for further direction. She simply lifts her hand, signalling for them to stand up, then drops a finger, telling them the panties and boxers must go. Now they're naked.
"Good. Come into my bedroom."
This is like a dream for Mitch, sex with Chloe and probably Petra too! His cock is at attention as his mind reels with all the possibilities for tonight. He'd only hoped to watch. But this! Incredible!
"I'll sit in this chair while you love her, Mitch. But make it good. Some buildup for me to enjoy. Chloe, I want to see you with your man inside. An orgasm even, and don't be shy about it. Remember you asked me for this."
"But I didn't know that I'd be doing him for you to see."
"He's your guy. Why not? Like the song said, remember? Go ahead now, but don't just fuck- make love. There's a big difference."
Chloe smiles shyly and nods agreement. Then she hangs tight to Mitch as he scoops her up to lay her on the bed. He drapes himself across her pale body and takes her face in his hands for a lingering kiss. She opens her mouth to welcome him in for some mutual hot tongue. Eyes are closed- this is real.
"That's it. Just what I want to see!" Petra enthuses.
Now Mitch's fingers trail down to his girl's lovely tits. He tweaks her nipples to full attention, then lowers his face to lick. Petra can hear her girlfriend moaning with delight as he loves her body. In response, Chloe's begins to stroke his surging rod. Mitch groans with pleasure and doubles his efforts, sucking a stiffened nipple into his open mouth.
Petra leans forward to watch more closely. She sees Chloe's lover slowly slide his hand across her stomach and on down to her parted thighs. Her full labia glisten with arousal, easing the entry of her man's fingers, right past the knuckles. Chloe shudders and twitches as Mitch caresses her clitoris while she strokes his fat cock more firmly. His girl tilts her pelvis, lifting those strong hips off the bed. It's clear what she wants.
"Take me, Mitch!" she hisses loud enough for Petra to hear, and he shifts position to come above her, between her knees, now wide apart to ease his entry.
Petra kneels close beside the pair right at eye level. The tangy aroma of secretion fills her nostrils while she watches Mitch ease his big member into Chloe's shining sex. He grunts, she moans, and he slides right to the bottom before beginning a rocking motion. She lifts and falls in time, her juices lubricate their act, so that a distinct 'squish' accompanies each downward stroke.
The only other sound is heavy breathing- from all three of them. Petra is aroused by their eyes-closed murmured endearments. Their lovemaking is slow and sexy.
Then the hostess leans forward to slip off her wet panties before shaking back her short robe. Petra is naked now and ready to love with them. Watching has fuelled her appetite and now she must sate it. She quietly comes onto the bed behind Mitch and presses against him. He jumps a bit, then grins as he looks back over his shoulder. Her hand scoops beneath his balls to cup them gently.
"Save some for me," she teases softly, giving them a little squeeze.
Chloe can see what's happening and props herself up on her elbows to look at them. Petra is ready to move ahead with things.
"On your back now, Mitch. Do her cowgirl while I straddle your face. Show me what you can do with your tongue," she urges.
Soon he has a worm's-eye view of Petra's engorged pink lips just above his mouth. She's teasing him, dripping slick juices, but staying just out of reach. He can hardly concentrate on his girlfriend sliding down his full length, impaling herself on his tool, before slowly lifting back up again.
Impatiently, Mitch grasps Petra's hips firmly and pulls her down so those fleshy pink fill his eager mouth. He savours her taste as he sucks on the entire swollen bud. Petra cries out and shudders as he stimulates her projecting clit. It's the most incredible sex of his life!
Their threesome is building to a climax, three healthy bodies and three lust-filled minds ramping higher and higher. Mitch groans with every thrust upward into his girlfriend's accommodating pussy, though the sound is muffled because his mouth is stuffed with Petra's oozing slit.
His snaking tongue flicks her engorged clitoris, driving her into a sexual frenzy. She arches her back and pulls at her nipples as the heat of intense arousal radiates through her. Chloe gropes at her own tits as she bounces vigorously on her man, consumed by one thought. She must cum!
Are they stars in a porn movie revelling in unbridled sex? Are they entertainers in a private club performing nude for a clamouring throng? Whatever the case, the lovers burn with a pulsating lust, carrying them to the top. They breathe in short gasps and moans as they scale the lofty mountain. There can be no turning back.
And then Chloe is there. "Fuck me Mitch! Fuck me! Fuck me.... Aaaggghhh!!!"
He quickly unleashes his bursting balls, groaning aloud with every convulsing thrust of his whole body up into her. One... two... three... four... and five. By then he's completely spent and slumps limp beneath Chloe's body.
But what about Petra? Will she be left out of this orgiastic bliss? No, not while her talented fingers can strum her overheated clitoris into another world. She gets to it, and in no time her strong pelvic muscles clench. and her knees come hard against Mitch's head. Then she screams as her womanly release drains onto his captive face.
It is over. Their simmering bodies twitch and ooze on the soft bed for a few minutes while they struggle to draw fresh air into their burning lungs. Mitch is drained and his face shines with Petra's cum. Chloe beams with satisfaction.
****
Minutes later:
"Omigod! I never expected anything like that when we came here today," Chloe exults.
Petra replies. "It doesn't have to be the last time, you know. You're so hot together making love that it really turns me on. People are missing out."
Chloe is puzzled. "What do you mean by that?"
"You're both very attractive. I loved seeing you together. Others would too."
"Exciting thought, but I'd be too shy. What if someone told my mother or something?" she jokes.
Mitch laughs. "Yeah, like your mum watches porn, right?"
"Not porn," Petra said. "I'm thinking about erotica. Photos where plenty is shown but nothing that identifies the performers. Like the black-and-whites I sold to you, Chloe."
"Oh, I couldn't do that. I've never modelled before and wouldn't know where to start."
"Well, I sure as Hell would, if my girl will join me," Mitch enthuses.
"Oh come on now!" Chloe raises her voice. "Are you telling me we'd make love on camera for people to see later in an art gallery. Are you two serious?"
"Very serious, Chloe. I have a discrete professional photographer. You'd both wear eye masks like all the prints in my gallery, and careful cropping would eliminate any recognizable features. You two would be anonymous lovers as far as my customers could see. And, you'd be paid generously for every framed print I sell."
"You are serious!"
"I like it, Baby. This was fabulous! I'll do it if you'll be with me."
"Really, Mitch?... Well... I'd have to think it over. Scares me a bit."
Petra weighs in. "I'd be your mentor and you'd be my proteges. I'd coach you both with all that I know about the business. We'd make a great team together."
"But no photos of things like we did tonight... you know... the three of us."
"No, just sweet and sexy one-on-one love between you two. Of course, privately we'd very likely have more times like tonight if we're working together."
"Great! What do you say, Chloe? I'm in if you are."
"Uhhh... well, maybe."
"You and me forever Baby, if you'll do this with me."
"And as that big favour you promised me earlier, Chloe," Petra reminds her.
"Alright. Alright. You two win," submissive Chloe mumbles. "Count me in."
Erotic coupling that evening, and some not-too-subtle persuasion convinces her.
Chloe will be Petra's third protege- with her boyfriend supplying the manly muscle.
With this roster of sexy understudies, Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery has new talent. Will there be others? Please rate this story before you go. Thanks.
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Emmeline
The sun has set on another day. In the little apartment above her art shop, Petra Stanwick is sprawled across her sofa, wine goblet in hand. She'd been busy in the erotic photo gallery much of the day and now she has some time to phone her best girlfriend, Emmeline Jones.
"Next weekend is Homecoming, Emma. You should come for a visit."
"Thanks. Great idea! It has been months since I've seen you."
"Stay at my place. On Saturday you can help me in the shop."
"You wouldn't just close for the day?"
"I can't. Saturday is the busiest, and I have regular customers."
"OK.... I could even come on the Thursday evening train and stay 'til Sunday."
"Hey, we could sit in on the Professor's Design class Friday morning."
"I'd like that. See if it's alright with him since you aren't even a student anymore."
"Oh, he won't mind at all. But I'll let him know so he saves us some seats. Everybody wants into that class now."
"Your pictures, right?"
"You were in some of them too. I wonder what topic he's on this Friday?"
"Wouldn't it be funny if it was one that we posed for!"
"You never know. I'll ask him."
They continue making plans for the extended weekend, then Petra heads into the kitchen to top up her glass. She knows that her mature friend and photographer, Professor William Edwards, should be home now, a good time to phone him about the visit. He's delighted that Emmeline is coming to the city.
"Ronald will be happy about this too. He was lamenting recently about how long it had been since...."
"I know, I know... since he had sex with her," Petra laughs. "They're always that way."
"We'll have a party at my apartment on Friday night. Great fun, just like the old days. Or is she not coming until Saturday?"
"Actually, she arrives Thursday evening by train after she finishes work."
"Then you two can come to my Friday morning class. I'll tell Ronald, and I know he'll be over to welcome her after the lecture."
"I'm sure. What History of Design topic are you on right now, anyway?"
"The Fifties.... That's perfect! The two of you starred with Ronald in those photos. Remember Marilyn Monroe and James Dean? You were Beaver's mother, June Cleaver."
"Do you already forget showing me those prints a while back? I'll be selling some in my gallery soon."
"Oh, right.... A lot on my mind, I guess...."
"More like you're getting too old and forgetful, William!" she teases.
"Very funny! I'll pick some suitable images for my lecture Friday. Good thing you were all masked, eh?"
"Choose carefully. I don't want anyone recognizing Emma and me."
"Absolutely! One slip-up and Ronald and I would never lecture again."
"Save two seats for us, up near the front, away from all the dozing jocks."
"Ah, they never change. See you before 9:00 Friday morning, Petra."
****
The lecture theatre is almost filled from front to back when Petra and Emma arrive ten minutes before the scheduled start. Front and centre there are two seats with a RESERVED sign. Every male eye in the place is focused on the two beauties about to sit down.
One is tall and lithe, a black-haired Goth decked out in a short plaid skirt, tight black sweater and black tights. Her buxom, blonde friend in skin-tight jeans is a real eyeful too. Neither of them carry any books and they look a bit older than most of the other girls in the class. Nobody has seen them before. A murmur spreads through the hall. Who are they anyway?
A minute later, Professor Edwards bustles in and goes to his lecture stand. Before fiddling with his projection equipment, he scans the front row, then smiles in recognition when he sees his two sexy guests. Not long afterward, his handsome, 'fortyish' friend, Professor Ronald Dennison enters the theatre and stands quietly near the door.
At 9:00 sharp, the lecture begins.
"Welcome everyone. I have some visual treats for you today as we continue exploring design trends in the 1950s. You've already seen it as the most prosperous decade since the Roaring Twenties. The years of economic depression and world war were finally tossed aside, creating a time of materialism. Modern appliances, television sets, and big cars with fins like fighter jets identified the Fifties. I'll focus on fashion trends and media idols today."
The students like the sound of this. The best part of the History of Design course- the reason most had chosen it- is the fashion photos Edwards uses to create interest. Very suggestive images projected in large scale had been Dennison's idea almost three years ago, and now the course is the most popular one on campus.
"Every era has its icons. I'll use three from the Fifties to illustrate popular design back then. Movie stars of the day, Marilyn Monroe and James Dean, projected ambition and determination, a willingness to get their way, whatever it took. Sex appeal worked for both of them...."
"Slides please!" comes from the back rows, inhabited mostly by sleepy-heads who crawled out of bed for this.
"Patience, patience. I need to establish the proper context...."
"Show us Marilyn!" someone else shouts, and Professor Edwards knows he must cut it short. This is the price of his always-high student ratings.
"Alright, here she is now. Take a close look at the dress, not unlike what you young women might wear to the Homecoming Ball tomorrow night. Lots of shimmer and plenty of skin."
A collective gasp greets a big photo of a masked Emma Jones on the screen, her long blonde hair curled in the style of the day. It's a parody of Monroe's famous photo with her dress blowing up as she walks over a powerful air vent. Like Marilyn, Emma presses her arms down to hold back the billowing fabric. But the student model's dress has blown up much higher, revealing her tabbed stockings, garter belt, panties and lower stomach.
"Bold, isn't she? Determined to dress and undress for Hollywood success. I'll come in closer now so you can appreciate the expensive materials that make up the dress and her... ahem... undercarriage."
The class laughs, then the slumbering athletes feast on a closeup of white lingerie. Marilyn's panties feature a prominent mound split by a tell-tale indentation. This is exactly what they came for! After a few minutes of viewing pleasure, the Professor moves on to the next image.
"One for the ladies now. James Dean was the heartthrob, the rebel without a cause, and his look became the hallmark of Fifties male fashion. What do you think, girls? Cool guy?"
Heads nod and a murmur of agreement sweeps the front rows. It is masked Professor Dennison, his face turned enough from the camera to avoid recognition. Black high-tops, tight jeans, white T-shirt and scruffy black leather jacket frame his belligerent pout. James Dean looks a little dangerous- a bad boy- as he pulls out an unfiltered cigarette.
"They were both Hollywood stars, and here they are together."
In the next image, Ronald and Emma are wrapped in a tight embrace, their mouths locked in what can only be a deep French kiss. One of his hands paws at her full breast, and on the same side, her hand cups his bulging cock. Professor Edwards drones on unheard while the students ogle the shot, ready for another one.
"I think they like each other, don't you?" the Professor quips as it appears.
It's a photo of them half-naked, James in jeans- taken from behind- and Marilyn with her dress off, topless with one boob cupped in his hand, the other hidden by his body. She wears only stockings and garter belt, but now her arm is pushed deep into his trousers, obscuring her own naked pink. The guys in the back rows break into a rowdy cheer before Edwards continues on a different theme.
"I knew you'd like that one. Here's a domestic icon from the Fifties. 'Leave it to Beaver' helped sell the new black-and-white television sets, and June Cleaver was the quintessential American Mom. This is how she dressed around home as she made beds and cooked meals before husband Ward came from the office."
As June Cleaver, Petra wears a long, patterned dress, more suited to a night out than household chores. Nylon stockings and heeled shoes seem an odd choice when nobody else is home. Her hair is done up and she wears jewelry, makeup and lipstick. Petra laughs at the stereotyped absurdity before Edwards continues.
"She couldn't do much without her husband's consent. No credit cards for June, and hubby would even have to co-sign her library card application. Really.... Our last slide now, the end of June's busy day- and the highlight of Ward's!"
Mrs. Cleaver is getting ready for bed. Petra breathes a sigh of relief because her totally naked body is turned enough to one side so that only her cheek and the tip of her nose are visible. There is plenty of side-boob but only a hint of stiff nipple. And part of her fine arse is blocked by a chair between her and the camera. The students won't see what is shown in Petra's erotic photo gallery.
The guys cheer loudly, while many young women grin knowingly. Sex is the common denominator here. After some more instruction the lecture winds down, and happy students pour out of the room while Petra, Emma and Ronald linger behind.
"Great lecture, Old Boy," Dennison enthuses as he stands close to his co-star, Emmeline. "And so good to see you two ladies again!"
"Ronald, there's a party at my apartment tonight," William tells him. All four of us and another couple."
"Oh, who else is coming?" Petra asks.
"Your latest proteges, Chloe Grey and her boyfriend Mitchell. Have you told Emma about this yet?"
"Only that I'm expanding the gallery collection to include new models.... Emma, they're a couple I mentor who'll appear together in erotic prints."
"You should be in the gallery too, Emmeline," the Professor notes. "I have some fantastic photos that would literally fly off the walls if people saw them. And nobody would recognize you...."
"No. I'm not doing that. I'll see you guys at the party tonight and will meet this couple."
****
It's a private Homecoming reunion. Edwards and Dennison have hung the common areas of the apartment with streamers in the school colours. Music pumps from William's sound system and the cooler is filled with alcohol. A second bottle of the Professor's favourite scotch stands ready. Introductions have been made, and the place is abuzz with loud talk.
Everyone looks good tonight, especially the three young women. Petra and Emmeline have turned up the fashion heat because they expect to end up naked with Edwards and Dennison. Their hair is freshly coiffed, trimmed- and shaved. Their sexy dresses are short and tight, bold and bare, sculpting their fine bodies in easily removeable packaging. They project contrasting beauty, raven-haired Petra in white; blonde Emmeline in black.
Meanwhile, Chloe has never met the two professors, but she knows that the host does the erotic photography which Petra sells. Some day he'll be shooting her, so she wants to impress. Her long, ginger locks highlight the emerald-green dress she wears, its plunging neckline showing an eye-catching cleavage.
Emma doesn't know much about the new couple. She sees that both are attractive, a big, handsome guy with a hot girlfriend. The three of them sit close on the sofa while the others gather in the kitchen. Emma wants to learn more about Petra mentoring them.
"So, tell me about this protege thing, Mitch."
"Yeah, Petra will coach us to pose for erotic couple photos for her art shop," he replies without hesitation.
"Really! And Chloe, have you done this before?"
"Not exactly. Um... I don't know how to say this.... It just sort of happened...."
Mitch finishes for her. "She means that the three of us fucked with Petra, and she suggested it then. I liked the idea and Chloe is going along with it too."
"I see. So, will Professor Edwards do a shoot with you in bed when you're ready?"
"I can't wait!" Mitch says.
But Chloe seems a bit nervous about the pointed questions.
"Okay, let's say he brings out a camera right now, do you think you could do it?" Emma teases.
"No problem!" Mitch brags. "Right, Baby?"
Chloe doesn't look so sure.
Emma calls his bluff. "Well then, I should ask him tonight. You know, a live audition while you're both here."
"Go ahead. I think it would be fun, don't you Chloe?"
Now she's quite worried.
"Stop it, Mitch. I couldn't do it right here," she hisses.
But he's been drinking and pushes the issue.
"Not here, Emma, but probably in the bedroom later."
"I'll take you up on that. More wine, Chloe? William buys only the good stuff."
Why is Emma doing this? She just met the couple and now seems intent on putting them on the spot. There's a simple answer. Frankly, she's feeling some jealousy about how her best girlfriend is taking them under her wing. They'll be hanging in the gallery, but she won't. Emma reminds herself that she declined the opportunity several times; still, it seems like she's being brushed aside.
After a while, everyone is dancing, starting to feel the effects of the alcohol which Ronald has been liberally pouring all evening. The pulsating music and the booze are drugs. Emmeline has been regularly topping up Chloe's glass, and as a result, she is louder and more animated than the others.
Emma leans over and whispers in Professor Edwards' ear, pointing to his ever-present camera gear. He looks over at Mitch and Chloe, nodding his head in agreement. A few minutes later, Edwards pulls Mitch aside.
"Emma tells me you and Chloe might be willing to audition tonight. Interested?"
"Sure, but in a bedroom because she'd be too shy out here."
"Good. Petra is your coach, right? So, can she come in and help you two out with poses and such?"
"I don't see why not. She's Chloe's friend, and we've been with her before."
"Excellent, I'll invite her to join us while you talk to Chloe. Let's start in about ten minutes in that room."
Mitch returns to the couch, and whispers in his girlfriend's ear. She scowls and shakes her head. He tries again, more assertively than before and she stares into his eyes, not responding at all. Meanwhile, the Professor and Petra are watching them, wondering if the audition will happen. Finally, Chloe shrugs her shoulders as if to say, "OK, you win." Mitch leans in and kisses her mouth.
Shortly afterward, the Professor takes his camera into the bedroom and adjusts the light stand he keeps there. He throws extra cushions onto the bed to ready it for some erotic photography, then cracks open the door, crooking his finger for the couple to come.
Mitch jumps to his feet and takes Chloe's hand to pull her up from the sofa. Petra follows them into the bedroom while Emmeline leans into Ronald to tell him what's going on. She pushes her hand against his chest firmly when he tries to get up to join the group.
"It's their first time so they need a little privacy. We'll be alone for a while and I'm sure you can think of some ways to pass the time."
Dennison breaks into a big smile and bobs his head enthusiastically. He has some very good ideas and pulls Emma closer. They begin to explore one another's mouth while he reaches behind to ease down the confining zipper locking away the naked flesh he wants to consume. She offers no resistance; in fact, she leans forward to help Ronald with his pleasant task. To further encourage him, she squeezes the growing bulge in his trousers.
There'll be plenty of action in different parts of Professor Edwards' apartment tonight.
****
Three of the people in the bedroom look relaxed, but one is quite obviously nervous. Petra takes Chloe aside while Edwards uses his light meter to test the rays focused on the bed. Mitch helps with with some final adjustments while Petra calms his girlfriend.
"You'll be fine, Chloe. There are eye masks and we'll go slowly. I can position you so no-one will ever identify who you are. We'll start with some nice solo poses of you in your dress, and Mitch won't join you until later. By then, you'll be more comfortable with the camera."
But Chloe's not very sure about this.
"Omigod, I hope so. I didn't expect this tonight at all."
"Just go with what I tell you and the photographer will follow along. It'll be easy."
Then, the Professor smiles over at them.
"Ready when you are. Mitchell, just sit in that chair while I take some glamour shots of your girlfriend."
"She's ready, William.... Chloe, stand over here with a hand on your hip, turning yourself diagonally to the camera and looking at it over your shoulder. Chest out and a sexy little smile. That's good. And begin."
The Professor moves around to different positions, giving the model simple instructions, above all urging her to smile. After a few minutes, Petra steps forward to help out, unzipping Chloe's dress half way down her back.
"Now bring it down across your breasts and hold it with an arm underneath there".... A bit lower.... Lovely sheer bra, Chloe, very nice. Chin up and look at the camera with 'Come fuck me' eyes."
The model chuckles. She's beginning to relax. Some more shots and the Professor bobs his head to indicate that he's ready to move on. Petra comes behind Chloe and draws the zipper down to the bottom.
"Now step out of it and he'll get some with your sexy lingerie.... Oh, sheer panties and garters. This will photograph very well, don't you think, William?"
He nods agreement and crouches to shoot up across her ripe body. Her fine figure, unclothed like this, invites closer scrutiny. William takes his time while Petra offers encouragement and posing suggestions. He sees the model is relaxing and knows that she'd soon be showing it all.
As the host expected, Dennison and Emma are fully occupied on the sofa. It had been some time since they've been together alone, and they're making the best of it. Emma is sprawled out with him kneeling next to her face, feeding his big cock into her mouth. He groans as she sucks hard and rolls her tongue around the throbbing crown. Her skills are fantastic- this is excruciating!
Emma's dress lay on the floor and her bra is down at her waist. A skimpy thong and pull up stockings remain in place, along with her bracelet and necklace. Ronald's hand is deep into her underwear, his roving fingers working her wet pussy into a frenzy. He hears Emma gasping hard around his cock as her arousal grows more intense. But he knows she's just getting warmed up.
Then she is moaning around the pole between her lips. Dennison rubs her clitoris, pinching it between two fingers, causing Emma to squeeze her tits and pull her nipples as the stimulation between her legs increases. Meanwhile, she pumps his cock with the other arm, lewdly smacking her lips around his swollen organ. The sagging sofa is alive with the sights, sounds and aroma of sex.
"Ready yet for a good fucking, babe?" Ronald groans. He knows he can't last much longer like this.
"I want your cock some more," she gurgles. "Sooo good!"
"Careful or I'll lose it."



Neither of them gives any thought about what might be going on in the bedroom. Chloe is getting increasingly naked for the photographer. At this point, she is clad only in her panties, garters, stockings and shoes. It's now or never.
"How is this so far, Chloe? Having fun?" the Professor asks.
A big smile comes across Mitch's face. He's been enjoying this and wants to get into it too. Chloe doesn't protest.
"Great! I'll help you out of those," Petra points to the underwear, "but leave on the rest because it'll photograph well."
Now the new model is almost nude. Still shy, she pinches her legs together and bends one knee inward to hide herself. The photographer moves to the side so that he's shooting more in profile than frontally.
"Hold that pose but turn your head toward the camera. You look lovely... doesn't she, Mitch?" He agrees and Petra continues coaching. "Now turn away even more from the camera to give a view of your cheeky bum. Cock your hip and turn a bit more so he gets a side profile of your face. Carry on William, while I get our co-star ready. Stand up, Mitch."
Professor Edwards' camera roves across Chloe's smooth pale skin, as he salivates seeing her pert nipples and pubic mound. Even though her legs remain pressed tight, he gets some fine glamour shots of her trim body. Meanwhile, Petra helps Mitch get undressed, tugging at his belt as he kicks off his shoes. When she kneels down to pull off his trousers, she comes head-to-head with his stiff pole pressing out against his boxers. She playfully pats it.
"Okay, this is your scene together," Professor Edwards directs. "Mitchell, you stretch out on the bed against those cushions. Chloe, come beside him with your back toward me. Petra will direct you from here on."
The novice model's stomach is churning. Can she do this? She has only been intimate with her boyfriend in front of Petra, not a photographer. Mitch senses the hesitation.
"Come on, Baby. Let's show them how we feel about each other. You and me always!" Mitch urges.
They hug together to kiss while Edwards begins shooting from the end of the bed. She presses her body hard against her boyfriend and clings to him tightly, while he caresses her soft skin. As he whispers softly in her ear, Chloe relaxes more and her fears lift. She grinds her pussy against Mitch, and his prong folds hard against her stomach.
"Turn her now, Mitch, so she's facing the camera," Petra directs. "And kiss her neck while you cup that breast. Chloe, tilt your head back and show that you're enjoying his touch. Mitch, move back and forth against her now as if you're taking her from behind. Slow and sensuous. This is good!"
Edwards is pleased with how this is going. Using a real couple for a love scene seems to be working out well. But he wonders how far Petra will take them. It is clear from their heavy breathing that this could end up all the way. Now wouldn't that be delightful! William has always been a voyeur and he has never seen this attractive pair before. He takes over the directing while Petra sits back.
"Chloe, bend your knee upward while Mitchell brings his pelvis forward. I'd like him to slip into you while you both imagine you are alone in some romantic place. Love as if you're the only ones here right now."
Her boyfriend reaches down to rub his erect cock along her juicy slit. Holding it against her entry, he slowly edges it into her while the Professor records the act with his camera. Mitch grunts and Chloe moans as he touches bottom and sets up a rocking motion. One big hand grasps her hip while the other lifts her bent knee, completely exposing them to the watchers. But the couple loves together as though no-one else is present.
This is coming to a peak now. The intense thrill of performing for Petra and the photographer has stimulated their ramped-up libidos. Chloe reaches back to pull Mitch harder against her while he thrusts with all his might. Now their pace is faster, pounding against each other at breakneck speed! Intense moaning and groaning echo off the walls of the small room while the Professor's camera records it all.
Suddenly Mitch unleashes his spunk and his body spasms, out of control. Chloe wants to climax too and furiously rubs her prominent clit until she can take no more. A violent shudder shakes her, followed by another and another. Then both collapse back against the bed cushions, struggling for breath.
While they recuperate, Petra and Edwards smile, acknowledging how well the novices have done tonight. One or two of these shots might even be gallery worthy.
****
But what's been going on out in the lounge? Ronald and Emma have been so good together several times in the past and tonight is no exception. They've been hard at it the whole time that the others were auditioning in the bedroom. It started on the sofa, then moved down to the floor, with him pounding her from behind.
Now they're on the sofa again, Ronald seated with Emma on his lap, facing him, her arms around his neck. She breaks their kiss and whispers in his ear.
"I love that big cock, Ronald. Give it to me again!"
He grins and eases into her sopping pussy. His rod easily slides along the juicy walls of this pleasurable tunnel which grips him tightly. They both sigh as Ronald plumbs down into her satisfying depths, then they set up a steady motion. He scoops his palms under her firm buns to lift her in time with his gentle thrusts, while Emma presses her lovely tits into his face as she bounces on his cock.
"You're the best, babe," he groans, picking up the pace.
"Just fuck me. Just fuck me," she urges, tilting her head back in growing arousal.
Ronald leans back and Emma lowers her face. Their mouths open and they tongue-fuck while he thrusts more firmly into her slick passage. As they kiss, their breath comes harder from the excitement and exertion of the act. Both are determined to make this last as long as they can.
Now Dennison is lifting Emma's perfect arse almost the length of his mighty cock, then slamming up into her as she grinds back down. Each drop and thrust is accompanied by the lewd squishing of her flowing juices. They're working hard, their naked bodies glistening in the low light of the lounge. The other four could return from the bedroom at any moment, but the copulating couple doesn't care.
Emma still leans forward, mouth locked on Ronald's, but only one of her arms is around his neck. She wants an orgasm and is rubbing her clitoris to ensure that she will. The swollen bud projects proudly between her spread vulva, pulsating with every stroke of her finger tips. Her heart is racing as the peak moment draws closer.
Ronald is tiring but he needs to orgasm! Yes, he must belt his load into this lovely woman riding his cock. His hands grip her slim waist, driving her up and down in time with his probing shaft. Dennison's eyes roll back in his head as he feels primal sensations coursing through him. Then...
"Ugh... ugh... ugh.... UGH!!" and long streams of spermatozoa blast into Emma's clenching organ as he arches and thrusts, arches and thrusts, arches and thrusts.
"Fuck me... fuck me.... FUCK MEEE!" she cries when her own fingers bring her to a shattering climax. Her muscles grab, sending her body into orgiastic spasms.
"Ooo... ahh... ahhh... ahhh.... Aaaaggghhh!!!!!" and she's over the top.
They're both loud, and heard clearly in the other room. By then the photography is finished and the filmed couple is dressed again. The four of them emerge to find Emma and Ronald slumped together on the sofa, sweating profusely. She is spread wide across his lap, his now- wilting cock still buried. There can be no doubt about what has just taken place.
"I see you two found ways to occupy yourselves while we were busy!" Professor Edwards jokes, and the others laugh.
"Chloe and Mitch's audition went very well," Petra announces, as if the expired couple on the sofa is even remotely interested at the moment. "They'll be a very sexy addition to my gallery, don't you think, William?"
"Definitely, Petra. I certainly got some good shots that will sell."
By now Ronald and Emma are unseated and scrambling to gather their clothing as the others look on amused. To give them some privacy, the Professor leads the bedroom trio into the kitchen to replenish their beverages. When they return, the party resumes, with Emma sitting beside Chloe and Mitch again.
"Are you really going to have your pictures in her gallery?" she asks them.
"Yes, and she'll pay us a generous commission on what is sold."
Professor Edwards overhears them talking and joins the conversation.
"You should do it too, Emmeline. Your photos are gorgeous, and I'd be happy to shoot some more, you know."
Then Ronald chimes in. "There are two others in on it as well. Gabriella and Christina are current students in his Design class, and Petra is mentoring them too. You really are missing out, Emma"
Petra adds her voice: "I certainly agree, but you're my best girlfriend and I don't want to pressure you. At least, not too much."
In the end...
With all this persuasion- and a hint of jealousy- there is no more resisting.
Emmeline finally agrees to be displayed nude in Petra's erotic photo shop.
I appreciate the 85 000 plus reads and high ratings which the Petra stories have drawn to date. You got to the end of this one, so please rate it before you go. Thanks.
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"Special invitation for patrons and friends only:
Come meet Petra and all the new models at her shop, as they're revealed in erotic photographs and sexy lingerie. This is a fancy dress occasion, complete with your mask. Champagne and hors d'ouevres will be served. Saturday, May 31 at 8:00 PM.
You must present this invitation at the door to be admitted to our private party."
A beautiful blonde woman is boarding a train to travel to an art gallery party in another city. She's full of anticipation because her nude photos have never been on public display before.
Closer to home, two adult students are at a hair salon, pampering themselves. They want to look their best when they arrive at the same party, because it will be their gallery debut too.
A young woman and her boyfriend are so eager about the party that they feel breathless. The couple have been photographed together and will appear naked to others for the first time.
No-one is more excited about the gala than the owner of the shop, Petra Stanwick. Her four young proteges- sensual beauties she has coaxed into erotica- will be mingling with her customers.
Tomorrow night promises to be a special event. And to add even more spice to the evening, the owner and her models will be clad in the lingerie now available in Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery.
Everyone who appears in the prints for sale will be there. That is Petra, her best BFF Emmeline, student models Gabriella and Christina, and friends-with-benefits Chloe and boyfriend Mitch.
Toss in Petra's former professors William and Ronald; and add hungry cougars Lezlee and Desiree. Mix everyone together with lots of champagne and expect the gallery party to be a wild affair.
But at least one dark cloud looms over the evening. Petra's former boyfriend Darren, the chauffer whom she knew intimately before spurning him a few months ago, knows about the event.
He's not on the guest list, but is determined to show up anyway.
****
Two men about forty years old wear fine suits as they browse the photos in the gallery. The party hasn't begun yet, but this pair of special friends, the investors behind Petra's growing business, require no invitation. She has lined up the models to preen and pose, but her former professors William Edwards and Ronald Dennison have put up the money to make her dreams come true.
"What do you think, Old Boy?"
Ronald often addresses his long-time friend this way because he's a couple of years younger than William. Both are single and always hungry for women. Beneath the fancy clothes and polished manners, they are really two wolves on the prowl, ready for action.
"About the photos? Excellent shots, but of course I took them. Great little hobby I got into a half dozen years ago."
"Yes, but I meant about investing in Petra's business. Will we do well on it?"
"Ronald, we certainly will. So much better than with that bloody crook, Rodman. He took me both of us for a pile of money over the years. The slammer is the right place for that slippery bastard."
"You're right about him and our new investment. Petra has lined up some gorgeous talent here. I think half these new prints will be sold tonight."
The two profs had 'sampled' most of the models themselves during their photo sittings- except for the latest addition, Chloe Grey. And they'd try her too, if she could be pried loose from ever-present boyfriend, Mitch. There had even been private photos and video with the others. But none of that would ever be shown in the gallery because it could cost them cushy careers at the college.
Professor Edwards stops in front of a familiar framed black-and-white photo.
"That shot of Petra will always be my favourite, the star of the show. Goes back to the very first photo session we did. You suggested fashion images of a model instead of architectural shots to liven up my dull History of Design 201 lectures. She surprised us by agreeing to pose,"
"I know she has sold plenty of that print. Something about those beautiful tits and that distinctive Art Nouveau jewelry that customers like...."
"And that beguiling look I think, with just enough face showing to suggest a wicked invitation for sex."
"Jeez, that's Petra alright!" Dennison exclaims. "She blew me for the first time later that evening. That girl has unforgettable lips, not to mention a fine pussy."
"Best fuck we'll ever have, my friend!"
"Hmm...." Dennison grins at the thought but he isn't quite so sure because there are others to compare.
They continue circulating through the gallery, killing time before erotic arts connoisseurs arrive for the big party Petra has planned. They notice many framed photos new to the shop.
"I'm glad that her friend Emmeline finally agreed to sell her prints in here," Edwards comments. "It took some competition from the new girls before she'd agree. That shot goes back maybe three years now, but it's in here for the first time."
"Good thing too," Ronald enthuses. "Emma is my favourite! Look at that body, and that blonde hair falling over her eyes. She looks like a naked Marilyn Monroe stretched out that way. I can't get enough of her pussy, and I'll be looking for some more tonight!"
"She was posing as Marilyn there. You were James Dean. Remember, Ronald?"
"My cock can never forget it, Old Boy! Petra will sell quite a few of that print, I'm sure."
They round a corner to another section of the gallery and come to a large, framed image, a close-up of two young women passionately kissing. Their eyes are closed, and their painted lips are open enough to reveal flicking tongues tasting the other. Fingers alongside one face and some shadow across the other hides their identities, but it is evident that they're posing as ardent lovers. The sexuality of the print stirs Ronald's easily stimulated groin.
"I haven't seen that one before, William. It's not Petra with Emma, though you shot some of those. Who are those babes anyway? It's hard to tell the way they're posing."
"Gabriella and Christina, you know, the two students who took over as my models after Petra graduated. The blonde one is a bit shy, so I doubt you'll be getting into her pants, but Gabby will want to give you a good ride like you had last time. Maybe you can steer her upstairs for a roll later tonight?"
"Say no more. She turns my crank. Tell me more about this shot."
"Just a phone picture. The lens in my Samson is fantastic! Then I used the crop and enhancement features built right into it. Anyone can shoot stuff this good now."
"No, I mean the session. Like, were they nude in bed, or what? Are they lez?"
"You have a dirty mind, my friend. They're best friends and as I recall they were still fully clothed from the neck down in this one. After a few glasses of their favourite wine, I convinced them to play around pretending they were more than friends. I promised that they wouldn't be recognized, and they surprised me with this shot."
"Well, I like it- even though they weren't naked."
Close by, there are some individual photos of the two new models that show a lot more skin, enough to make Ronald smile broadly.
"Oh yeah. I'll be watching for that Gabriella tonight- if Emma leaves me with any spunk to give!"
"You are utterly incorrigible, Ronald.... That's what I like about you!"
They laugh and move on to another group of images. One of them screams for attention.
"Now that is a fuck photo if I ever saw one! I suppose it's the new couple, right?" Dennison comments.
"Right, Chloe and Mitch. You were out in the kitchen refilling our glasses when I got that one. They were really going at it!"
"No question of that. I mean, look how he's on his knees with her ass up in the air. Hands tight on her hips and his back arched forward. Easy to tell what's going on there! And I can see her tits out to the side, so he must really be pounding her!"
"Oh yes, he was. Look at how her back is curved down. She was throwing it right back at him. But you can't tell who it is, can you? I was a bit off to the side and her head is in the cushion, so the upper half of her face is hidden."
"Great shot! His head is tilted back like he's about ready to unload. I can't tell who it is, even though I know now."
"That's the beauty of erotic photography, Ronald. It tells a little story. Shows almost everything but hides enough to let the performers go on living fairly normal lives. You could walk past this pair in the park, even say hello to them, and never know they're the couple boffing on your bedroom wall."
"Amazing when you put it that way, William. You have a real gift for this, you know."
"Uh... thanks. And now it's going to bring us both financial rewards too.... Hey, Lezlee and Desiree are here now. Check out those two, eh, all tits and ass. I think Petra hired them as servers tonight. I'd even go for a crack at them later!"
"Wicked cougars, those two. I remember when we picked them up at The Den a few years back. They've been around the block quite a few times but are as hot to trot as ever. Just look at their get-up tonight, would you!"
The curvaceous pair had gone for the French maid look, with tight little black-and-white lingerie, black mesh tights and black chokers. The elbows-high white fingerless gloves and frilly white caps above their matching eye masks added to the picture. Their towering black pumps completed it.
"Sex-on-the-hoof, my friend. That's just a sample of the lingerie line we've invested in, you know. Petra and her girls will be showing more of it tonight, over there where she added the runway stage backed by the mirrored wall."
"I can't wait to see the new merchandise... I mean the new models!"
"Let's get our masks on, Ronald. The first guests should be arriving soon.... Greetings, Lezlee!"
"Hi, Desiree!"
****
Later that evening:
"Your invitation, sir?" Lezlee smiles as the big masked man comes to the front door of the shop.
"Ain't got none. Special frien' wit a phone invite. She know I's comin' t'night."
"You do seem familiar to me, even with that mask."
And he should be because when Darren drove for now-convicted investment dealer Gerhard Rodman, he had picked up Lezlee quite a few times, delivering her for evenings of sex at the broker's rural mansion.
"I seen ya b'fore too. Can't place ya tho," he lies.
"Well.... OK. Come on in and have a good time tonight. We all will, I'm sure."
"Lookin' fer Petra. She here yet?"
"If she's not around talking with customers in the gallery, she might be in her office back there. She'll be busy tonight."
"Am sure she will," Darren adds sarcastically because he knows Petra well enough to realize that she'll probably be flat on her back a few times this evening.
At one time Darren had been on the front burner of Petra's overheated libido. They met when he drove her to Saturday night appointments at the Rodmans' place, a dirty bargain needed to quiet them about her nude modelling work. He rescued her from their evil clutches and after that, moved into her little apartment for a time. Petra loved his big dick but hated his continual drinking and whoring. She finally threw him out.
Darren is angry about how it abruptly ended. Petra had been so hot for him that they'd made some lurid porn videos together, shot by her former professor. In those days, she couldn't get enough of his monster cock, and he enjoyed her clenching pussy every bit as much. But now the thrill was gone.
Petra's ex-lover gets plenty of action with bar pickups, but they all fall short of her in bed. He wants her back again and thinks that she'll quickly give in to his big cock, just like always. Darren knows Petra likes a good fuck, so he's quite sure about that. And now that he's crashed the party, tonight might be as good a time as any to find out.
Darren looks at the masked people around him Some wear tuxedos and satin shoes, their women dressed in the slinkiest of low-cut glittering gowns. Naked thighs and largely revealed breasts flounce through the place, beautiful women slyly comparing their bodies to the erotic displays which hang from the walls.
Many of them secretly want to pose like the models, showing all their hidden charms with only strategic shadows to hide their treasures. Some of men actively encourage these lurid thoughts, caressing a fine ass or crotch while whispering lewd comparisons. One handsome couple studies an extreme closeup.
"I know your honeypot is even better than that one, baby. You have such fat lips. Hey, I can take some shots like that for you, even better ones."
"Oh yeah, honey. I'd love that," she whispers "I'll spread wide and even touch myself for you. I know you like that." She is flushed pink at the very thought. "Ohhh, I'm gushing right now!"
"I'll come in close like that so that you really get wet," he teases, ramping her up. "You should wear your rings and work your fingers hard on your hot little box. Now wouldn't that be sexy!"
"Omigod!" she hisses. "The married woman getting herself off. Yes! Yes! That's so rude! I love it. I'll do it for you, honey!"
"Yeah, get yourself worked up for a great fucking after, eh. Or should I use my tongue first, babe? I could set up the camera angled from behind me."
"Oh gawd, you've got me so hot right now. I want all of that! Let's go out to the car... I need it so badly!"
That is the seductive power of the erotic photography on display tonight. The couple grab their coats and within minutes they're naked in the back seat of their big car, her legs splayed open while he pounds into her. It doesn't take long before they're sufficiently satisfied to trapse back into the art show again. A few people notice how rumpled and creased their expensive clothing looks now.
Meanwhile, Darren circulates the whole gallery, listening to conversations and looking for something in particular. He had been filmed with Petra and wonders if some stills taken from their porn videos made it into the display. While there are a few framed black and whites of a couple rutting, they don't look quite right. The guy has a slimmer build, while the woman has lighter hair than Petra.
Actually, he is examining three photos of Petra's latest girlfriend-with-benefits, Chloe Grey with boyfriend Mitch. Darren had been tossed aside before they came on the scene, so he had no way of knowing them. Eventually he realizes that none of his images are for sale, and this angers him even more. He hoped to press his ex-girlfriend for some money in exchange for selling his photographs, but there aren't any here.
Darren's angry thoughts are suddenly broken as a man next to him speaks while admiring the photos.
"I'd give anything to have that woman! Imagine. Getting paid to do it. The life of a porn star."
"Bin there an' done it," Darren brags. "See this un o'er here," he says' pointing to Petra stretched out nude on a divan, her ass cheeks spread enough to show a hint of pussy. "Fucked 'er lots. Yeah, right up 'bove here where she live. Great lay! Best a man can e'er git. An' I lost her."
The man doesn't know if he should believe this masked stranger or not. He certainly has a big, muscular physique, probably popular with the women, but he seems very crass.
"Are you sure? That is one classy lady! I don't think she'd just go with anybody...."
"Wait a minute, bud!" Darren interrupts. "Ya sayin' I ain't good 'nough fer 'er?"
He's annoyed and the man knows better than to push his buttons, so he gracefully retreats.
"No harm intended. I meant that she wouldn't give ME a second look. If you already had her, you're a much better man than I am."
"Well, I had 'er. Lots o' times. An' ev'ry way too, even behind. She good at that. Love it!"
"Then you're a lucky man, my friend. The best I can do is buy that picture and just dream."
"An' wank yerself lookin' at it," Darren laughs, no longer angry with the man.
Just then Darren sees Petra for the first time tonight. She looks amazing in her shiny black dress, so short and deeply slashed down the front. A familiar twist shoots through his groin, and he knows he must have her again. She walks out of the back of the gallery and into what he knows is the storeroom and the back stairs directly into her apartment above.
Maybe she's going upstairs for something? This is the perfect opportunity to catch her alone.
Quickly he strides over to the storage door and hearing nothing inside, he gently taps. No response. Darren knocks again, and hearing nothing, creeps inside, closing the door behind him. Evidently, Petra has gone up to her apartment, so he tiptoes up the steps, listening carefully all the while. Not far from the top, there's talking from the lounge a few feet away, female voices. Then he recognizes Petra's business-like tone.
"Are we ready for the show now?... Good. You and Mitch first. Then Gabby and Christina. Emmeline is next, and then me. When it's time, we'll wait in the storage room, then come out for our turn. When you've left the stage, leave on your outfit and mingle with the guests."
"In this? I'm almost naked!" someone complains.
"It's a lot more than you have on in your gallery photos," Petra insists. "And you're wearing your mask tonight too, so you won't be recognized."
"Well.... OK. When do we start?"
"I'll go down and see that William has everything cued up. The music, spotlights, the mic. Then I'll get out of this dress, and well start the show."
Before Darren can retreat, Petra throws open the door to go down into the gallery. Face-to-face with him, she suddenly jumps back, but before she can close the door, he pushes it half open. Petra throws her weight against it and shouts at him.
"Out! Out! You're not welcome here anymore!"
"I... I wanna talk...."
"No! Right out the side door. I don't want you back at my party."
"But.. but, Petra...."
She grabs his arm to drag him through the lounge toward the side door. Darren sees all the beauties in the room, decked out in erotic lingerie staring at him. There's even a guy among them, wearing some sort of Tarzan get-up.
"Get out now! Go! Go!" Petra vigorously pulls his arm.
Darren feels humbled and ashamed to be treated like this in front of the women watching his rejection. He is quite disappointed, almost numb, with confused thoughts unwinding in his head.
"After all I dun fer 'er, how can she do dis ta me? Sure, I fucked 'round, but thar waren't no promises when she bade me live here. An' me drinkin', well ever'body do that, eh."
Now the side door is open, and he's being pushed through it onto a little porch. It's clear that Petra doesn't want him around anymore, so Darren trudges down the outside staircase. Suddenly, he turns around and flares up.
"Goddamit! I git ya fer dis. Jus' wait, ya bitch!"
Petra slams the door shut and locks it tight.
"I hope that's the last I see of that stupid ass!"
****
A few minutes later, Petra takes the inside stairs to see if things are ready for the lingerie fashion show. After the details are confirmed with Professor Edwards, she'll bring her models down to the storeroom. But first, Petra will have to find him among the throng of customers and friends milling around the gallery, champagne glasses in hand, slowing getting bombed out of their minds.
What she sees downstairs shocks the shop owner. Lezlee and Desiree have been pushing the free alcohol hard, and many people have lost any inhibitions they came with!
Several beautiful women wear less than the revealing clothing they arrived in, their now-naked breasts on display for comparison to the images on the walls. In one dark corner, Petra spots an eager girl giving head; in another one, a guy is behind his woman, throwing it into her. The art show has become an orgy!
"I better get the fashion show underway,' Petra remarks to herself, "before my guests have more out on reveal than my models!"



She finally spots William off to one side, his hands groping Lezlee's big boobs while she takes a break from serving. Judging by her smile, the cougar seems to be loving it.
"Ready to go in five minutes, Professor?" Petra asks sternly.
"Yes.... Uh, just waiting for you. I'll cue the music now and get the stage lights on. That should draw everybody over to the runway."
"Good, I'll have the models assemble in the storeroom at the base of the stairs. Remember, don't use any names. I'll come on last. Five more minutes and we start."
A few minutes later, William had a mic in his hand to get the fashion show underway.
"Ladies and gentlemen, come over to the stage area now. I repeat, gather by the stage for a special surprise. You may have noticed the mannequins dressed in exotic lingerie just inside the front door. Tonight, all our models will be wearing it in the flesh... lots of flesh. The fashion show starts in one minute."
Everyone crowds around the stage, a few inebriated people with their tits still out or their zippers down. Excited comments abound, a buzz of anticipation from the buzzed patrons. Then the store- room door cracks open and two people step out and into the lights- a man and a woman.
What a show opener! It's Chloe Grey and Mitch, masked of course, now Jane and Tarzan in their jungle-inspired attire. She comes first, swaying along in a gauzy tiger-striped two-piece number that barely covers her top and bottom. Her entire body sways side-to-side in the skin-tight outfit as she cross-steps in her ridiculous high-heeled sandals.
With her head held high, Chloe leads her boyfriend by a little chain attached to the leather collar around his throat. People laugh, because Mitch wears a full-face Tarzan mask just in case anyone missed what's going on here. Apart from that, he is barefoot and wears a miniscule pouch that just manages to contain his large appendage. This leads the Professor to comment into the mic:
"Me Tarzan. You Jane. I nail you later, babe."
After the laughter subsides, Edwards points out that this male-female outfit is available at the gallery. Then a short time later, the storeroom door opens again and two young women stroll out hand-in-hand, best friends Gabriella and Christina.
"You've seen them together in the photos, no doubt. Here they are in person. Be sure to check out Petra's new lingerie line, where you'll find these hot pieces."
Both models are decked out in almost transparent baby-dolls, cropped just below their breasts, with tight little thongs below. One wears pink, the other black, but in either colour a great deal of creamy skin shows through. Big heels bounce their ripe bodies with each step, causing the gauzy fabric to rub their deep pink nipples to full alert. Christina's particularly full chest is partially suspended beneath her top, while Gabriela's plush ass jiggles invitingly with every stride.
Then, halfway along the runway, the models stop and turn toward one another. They smile, then share a deep, erotic kiss, almost like the one in their framed photo. The crowd cheers and calls for more. The girls are caught up by the mood and oblige with a much prolonged one, this time with hands up under the other's top, groping eager nipples.
"If our next model looks familiar, think Marilyn Monroe. You'll see several shots of her in the gallery, some of our special favourites." Ronald nods his agreement.
Emmeline Jones looks fantastic under the spotlight following her slow strut along the stage runway and back. Her tumbling blonde locks contrasts with the extreme French underwear which hides only the tiniest bits of her buxom form. The little black half-bra lifts her shapely tits up and out, making no pretense of hiding her nubby points, so prominently displayed.
Her matching transparent bottoms are tight against her groin, so tight in fact that when she turns, everyone catches a glimpse of her shaven pussy. Crotchless, no less! Black pullups stockings and satin stilettos with five-inch spikes scream out sex. And in case the audience hasn't grasped that message, Emma stops mid-walk, spreads her legs apart, and grabs her crotch Madonna-style. People go nuts.
"Ladies, wear that gear and you know what's going to happen next, right. But well, we saved the best for last. I have a very special model, the one who chose all the naughty stuff here tonight!"
Petra knows the value of anticipation, so waits a half minute before stepping out into the lights. A roar rises immediately from the patrons because she seems to be totally nude. Her creamy breasts bounce unsupported as she does a slinky model's walk. And her firm butt cheeks move from side-to side, displaying only a glittering little circle from time-to-time, a ruby butt plug! Petra the exhibitionist is out tonight!
The masked model IS naked! And what's that? A bobbing pink bubble dangles from her puss, and she smiles whenever it flashes on. The Professor is controlling her internal stimulator with a pocket remote! Petra is using her turn on the runway to demonstrate devices now available in her shop! She has another toy in her hand- a long, black wand with vibrating head, which she waves around when she struts past.
By the time Petra reaches the end of the runway she begins to spasm, then shake. Her muscles clench and her eyes pinch shut in apparent ecstasy. The clamoring crowd gazes at her, then cheers loudly before she scoots back to the storeroom at the climax- literally- of the fashion show.
After that, the models all remain in costume, circulating through the gathered throng who are admiring their outfits. All the girls and Mitch toss back some champagne to help mask any unease they feel at being so exposed in front of people. Only their masks and the smallest bit of fabric preserve their dignity.
With another quick glass of alcohol, the hands trailing across the models' backs, then fondling their hips and breasts don't seem so invasive. Mitch isn't neglected either, with painted fingers exploring the length and girth of his rising member and heavy balls. He grins because it feels rather good.
Meanwhile, Petra remains in the storeroom experiencing an almost unbroken string of little orgasms. Every time Professor Edwards' remote makes the inserted device blink, her tortured vagina twitches some more. It's much too pleasant to stop this intense new sensation. Besides, since beginning to pose for him three years ago, there aren't many things that she hasn't already tried.
Then all at once, panic erupts through the gallery!
"Fire!" someone screams loudly, and the herd scrambles for the front door.
A big truck is already barrelling down the street, headed for the shop. A neighbour must have seen the flames behind the building and called in the alarm. The pumper truck skids to a halt by the front door and the wail of another siren comes from about a block away. A two-alarm fire- it must be a big one!
There are many prominent citizens- pillars of local society- at Petra's Erotic Photo Gallery. Some disrobed women have time to get themselves back together before rushing in front of the firefighters jumping off the truck. Some ladies don't have enough time.
Some men manage to get their trousers back on before fleeing, but others can't. People lose their masks in the rush to their cars, leaving them half-naked and recognized in public. Reputations will be ruined.
Most exposed are the models and servers themselves. The firefighters are treated to an array of exciting lingerie rushing past them, naked flesh bouncing as the women run out in their little nothings. Mitch has time to grab a suit jacket left behind by one of the fleeing patrons, but poor Petra isn't as fortunate, reaching the front door completely nude. The crew stops their work to stare.
When the building is cleared, firefighters drag a hose inside, ready to douse any flames. Meanwhile, those from the truck in the back lane have already turned theirs onto the flames licking up the back wall. It's not a big blaze, so they douse the fire quickly. But the real damage has already been done. Petra's gala is finished, her guests scattered to the four winds in disgrace.
The inside fire crew rushes through the storage room to the back of the building. Some clamber up the inside stairs but find no smoke or flames in either location. The inside hoses remain dry, so nothing in the art gallery will be destroyed.
But that is about the only good news for Petra. No prints had been sold yet, and none of the new lingerie purchased. Her models stand shivering in the night, draped under firefighters' bulky coats. To make matters worse, the crews watched Petra rush out of the gallery completely naked before someone threw his coat over her. With this disaster, her business and personal reputation may be in tatters.
Across the street curious neighbours and passers-by gather to gaze at the whole confused spectacle. Men and women charge out of the building half dressed. Models in spectacular lingerie huddle under firefighters' coats. A tall brunette runs onto the sidewalk nude. What the Hell is going on over there tonight?
But one of the spectators knows. He stands watching silently, with a smirking grin on his face, and Petra sees him staring at her.
Anger wells up, and she glares back across the street defiantly.
Petra raises both arms in his direction, clenching her fists.
The middle finger of each hand shoots skyward.
She knows who is responsible for this.
Please rate my final Petra story before you go. Thanks for 100 000 reads.
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"What's going on over there, Carlos?"
"Looks like some sort of meeting," I grin.
"I can just imagine, if it's anything like the last one."
"He must be a talent scout or something," I mug, briefly looking away from the high-resolution scope trained on the window across the street.
"Don't let me interrupt you," Elena replies haughtily. "I'm sure you admire that kind of talent."
"Matter of fact...."
"And you're getting paid to watch this stuff regularly. Your pals would be envious."
Every word drips with sarcasm.
"No harm intended. It's my job to watch over there."
"Carlos, sometimes you make me so mad! She's somebody's daughter. Don't forget that."
Ouch!
"It's a tough world and everybody's got to make a living...."
"And be used like the girls in that horrible place over there."
"Stop it, Elena. You're ruining this."
"Good! You shouldn't be watching it." And she stomps out into the little kitchenette in the run-down apartment.
I think about the daughter comment, and it burns in me. I had one, Verena, before she destroyed herself with drugs. After that, my marriage fell apart and I'm on my own now, a private investigator far from my Lima home base. I haven't been with a woman for a long time and feel the need badly. So I'm watching what I've been missing.
This damn stakeout is tedious hours of absolutely nothing but a sore ass from the wooden chair by the window. Watching the new talent being road tested by the management is about the only perk in this whole dull assignment. Almost two weeks now and nothing to show for it, except this steady progression of lurid over-the-desk fucking.
The boss across the street is burly, with a barrel chest. He's stripping his shirt off right now. Elaborate tattoos cover muscular arms from wrist to shoulder, and I know from previous surveillance that there is another across his strong upper back. This is not somebody to mess with.
The young woman off to one side looks frail by comparison. She's much smaller and seems to be staring down at the man's mid-section. I know the reason because I've seen the prodigious weapon at work on other occasions. She probably wonders how she'll be able to manage it.
He's a big, ugly brute, his face scarred across the cheek facing the window. His arm comes up and the woman cowers before he loops it behind her neck and abruptly pulls her forward. I can see now that she is almost naked, clad only in tiny panties. Her bare breasts are full and round, jiggling like ripe fruit ready for picking. That's exactly what Antonio DaSilva intends to do.
Our windows are cracked open because of the intense humidity in this tropical city. The heat of late afternoon is absolutely oppressive, causing sweat to pour down my forehead. With no air conditioners rattling, I can hear sharp orders in Portuguese, though there's no sound from her. Why protest against the inevitable?
He mashes against her body, mashing those beautiful soft tits tight to his firm chest. Then he pushes his mouth hard against hers, lewdly pressing between unwilling lips. Suddenly, I hear a crisp slap to her resisting cheek, a warning about consequences. She yelps, then yields, her eyes boring belligerently into his tough, empty face.
Then I see him reach down to rip away what little she still wears, the last barrier to what he demands from this upstairs meeting. This time there's no resistance. Instead, the young woman stands impassively while he gropes her. She knows that there's no stopping Antonio when he wants one of the girls.
After a minute, I look away from the camera to see if my partner is watching this live show, but she's nowhere to be seen. This clearly disgusts her, and I feel unclean now for watching so intently. Her comment stings again, reminding me of my own fragile daughter from the past.
I know what's coming next because I've seen it before with others. The brute will stretch her out across his big desk and hammer away. She'll probably cry out, maybe even pretend to orgasm just to hasten him along. But he'll last for a long time, until the sprawling woman is little more a limp doll at the end of his thrusting tool.
The next time, it'll be somebody else. He seems to have the pick of the litter, a different one every time he wants this. I admit to myself that what I see is quite disgusting. I've never treated a woman roughly like this big animal across the street.
"You ugly bastard!" I spit out, turning away from the camera. "I hope they fry you! I'll find out. I'll find out."
Then I close the lens and push the chair back from the window. Who am I kidding anyway? Nothing significant to the investigation is going to take place during the next half hour or more. Nothing I haven't already seen before. And I know that Elena is angry with me for watching. We might be working together for a long time at the rate this whole thing is inching along.
I need her on this assignment. Her institution hired me with the stipulation that we work together closely on this case. It requires my investigative skills and her extensive cultural knowledge. It will be almost impossible to bring the deception into the light of day without her. Better to curtail any unnecessary voyeurism than lose my partner. Besides, she's good company in this lonely work.
"Are you there, Elena?" I call toward the little kitchen, but there's no response. I take a few steps toward the tiny bedrooms and call out again.
No reply.
"Must have gone out while I was watching," I mumble to myself, embarrassed now for being so absorbed that I didn't even hear her leave.
She'll be a handful to deal with when she comes back, if I know Elena. She's one fiery Hispanic woman!
I'm sick and tired of Manaus and this shithole of an apartment in the most dangerous part of the city. And I'm surprised that Elena has gone out by herself. She's a brassy lady, but this is a tough area where she'll get no respect. The narrow streets are lined with hookers on their beat and every kind of lowlife thief and huckster. People here will do anything for money, even murder if the price is high enough.
I'm worried for her.
The city is in the heart of Brazil, midway along the Amazon. Here the roads and rivers from the interior converge to funnel people out to sea, either by land or water. This wide water highway allows large boats to navigate downstream right to Belem, near the mouth.
Both cities are hot and wet all the time. Located right at the equator, the sun is overhead every day, drawing up water into great clouds that empty out in late afternoon. High temperatures and too much rain- there's no relief from it! Water everywhere, in the streets and ditches, on flat rooftops, everywhere!
And to make it worse, there's not a breath of moving air. Just stifling heat and humidity, literally sucking the moisture out of my sticky, sweaty skin. Dammit, I hate Manaus!
This old Portuguese port boomed in the days when the tropical rain forest was hacked and burned to plant rubber trees. This was before the World War II discovery that synthetic rubber could be made from oil. In their heyday, these plantations created immense wealth for investors. But big money here has always lived alongside deep poverty and a desperate scramble to live.
That's what I've been watching today. Young women, some of them already haggard beyond their years, are plying their trade on the streets and in the bars, using their bodies to earn daily bread. Upstairs across from our stakeout, Antonio- owner, manager, I'm not sure yet- satisfies himself by banging the new girls to keep them in line. It's a mean and hard life where flesh is the currency.
Why Manaus? What the hell am I doing in this stinking place watching some thug routinely fuck women? And why am I accompanied by someone who knows absolutely nothing about investigative surveillance? I ask myself these questions, and they're tough to answer.
The whole thing goes back to a tip from an old friend nicknamed 'Jaguar'. When I met him, he operated a touring company out of Lima called Andean Experience. I was a travel agent then and used to funnel business to his three-week ancient culture bus tours across Peru and into Bolivia. The Inca, Machu Picchu, and Cuzco: tourists are all over that stuff. [Background: Andean Experience, Ch.01, Jaguar's Curse, in Non-Erotic.]
Eventually he tired of seemingly endless trips across the country in his Mercedes minibus. He'd fallen hard for an American tourist, Marina, and settled in Lima with her for good. Now he's Head of Acquisitions at the National Archeological Museum and uses his education and experience to add to the museum's huge collection.
Jag is a good friend, though a bit weird- he believes he can communicate with the ancient Peruvian gods! He has a reverence for the 'jaguar spirit', as he calls it, the source of his name. I guess everybody has their quirks.
Few people are as close to the Andean archeology scene as Jaguar. He's got the education and the contacts, so he knows what's going on. And he knows that some of Peru's ancient treasures are disappearing into private collections, particularly in Europe and the Middle East. What better hedge against inflation than ancient relics? They don't make them anymore.
Occasionally this material is stolen from museums where there isn't enough security. But most of it probably comes right from the source. A few local indigenous people sell items from little troves they've accidently found, things like ancient burial textiles and small fired images to gods from earlier cultures. Sometimes, commercial treasure hunters operate right under the noses of sleeping local officials, unearthing valuable golden items that the greedy conquistadores missed long ago.
Jaguar wants to stop this trade dead in its tracks. And he has a theory, one which Elena and I are tracking here in Manaus. He thinks that the flow doesn't pass through well-policed locations like international airports. Instead he looks at Peru's 'back door' routes, the roads and trails across the Andes into Brazil. That's why I'm sweltering in Manaus, where the land and water routes meet. In Brazil, most routes from the Andes lead to Manaus.
Peru is Spanish, but the language and culture in Brazil is Portuguese. This goes back to a Pope who brought peace between the two Americas-exploring countries by imposing a New World boundary between them. Only Brazil fell on the Portuguese side of the line; much of the rest of the continent is Spanish in history and language.
There are some similarities between the two languages, and because of the sheer size and population of Brazil, educated Peruvians often have learned the other one. Elena and I are reasonably good with it, essential for our work in Manaus. Out on the street, it's the only language people around here use, so we'd be lost without it.
Just now Elena has come back with groceries. She's still mad at me about watching the domineering sex unfold across the way, so angry that she's ignoring me. I'd better apologize if I expect any supper tonight. I know she's a good cook.
"Look, it was wrong for me to watch that stuff over there."
She continues unpacking two bags of groceries without any response, not even a glance my way.
I try again.
"Elena, I'm sorry that I did that. I know you don't like it."
Finally, a reply, but if looks could kill.
"Carlos, are you sorry for this time, or yesterday, or three other days last week?"
This isn't going to be easy.
"All of them. Really, every time."
"Sometimes I think you're a pervert, watching women being abused by that bastard. You who had a daughter!"
That one digs deep, but it's not the first time she's said it.
"It's just surveillance, Elena. What the museum is paying me to do."
"Oh, fuck off Carlos! That's the stupidest excuse I've ever heard!"
I'm hungry, so I need to get this sorted out.
"OK, Elena. From now on if he's going to be doing one of them, I'll shut off the scope."
"And walk away from the window?"
"Yes. I promise."
I know it's going to be hard to keep it because I haven't been with a woman since we left Lima three weeks ago. And being stuck in this dump with Elena is not easy because she's sexy, a curvy mestizo with long black hair and big dark eyes that look right into a man's soul. About forty, I think she's hot for it- tight blouses and a great ass. A few years ago, my friend Jaguar told me he'd had her a few times. I could use some of that myself.
"That's better. Supper will be ready in an hour or so. I didn't bring you any beer, so if you want some you'll have to go to the shop yourself."
"Any for you too?"
"Hell yes. It's so damn hot here!"
I'm on my way quickly, driven by the thought of a few cold beers. Elena is usually easy to get along with except for the stuff in the window. I like her except when she's mad at me.
I'm paired up with her because of Jaguar. Elena helped him land his plum job at the museum, so now they work together. She's Head of Special Collections and knows as much about ancient artifacts and cultures as he does, maybe more. The museum figured she would be the expert I need to identify anything culturally valuable being smuggled through Brazil.
Out of the street it's a meat market, and all of the loins are priced to sell. Tall ones, stacked ones, all right in my face for whatever I want. Shit! Its been far too long and I know that after a few beers tonight, I'll be ready to break down Elena's bedroom door. I wonder sometimes if she locks it at night. I wonder sometimes if she needs a man like I need her?
On the way back with a box of Sagres under my arm it's even worse. A sexy mature hooker falls in with me.
"You have beer. We party mister, then fuck?"
"No."
Then another comes alongside.
"With her too. You, me, my friend. We fuck."
"No!"
"What you like? We give."
Was there ever any doubt that my apartment is in the streets of a modern-day Sodom and Gomorrah!
I run the gauntlet and reach the apartment before my resolve disappears. Then the girls cross the street and go into the bar we've been watching. Maybe I've already seen them laid out on the big guy's desk upstairs?
I smell dinner from out in the hall. Hot looking and one hell of a cook- I wonder what Elena is like in the sack? Then it occurs to me for about the hundredth time that before this job is through, it just might happen, unless I piss her off too much.
The food is delicious, hot and spicy, and the beer is cold. Our problem resolved now, we talk while we eat, all the while watching to see if any lights come on up in the office across the way.
"Carlos, remind me why we spend so much time here. I know you like the view, but how will this help the museum? I think you're wasting our time."
"You know why we focused on Manaus, right?"
"That part makes sense- a smuggling transfer point- but why here across from some cheap bar?"
"Somebody is moving the stuff across the mountains, down to bigger places where it can be taken out of Brazil."
"Sure, but what does that place across the street have to do with it?"
"Jag thinks the girls might be used to move the goods to the city. A lot of them come from upriver and they all have pimps who'll work them to make money any way they can."
"And you figure the artifacts might be passing through the club...."
"Right through the office upstairs."
"But why this one? There are sleazy bars all over the city."
"Ah, but that guy up in the office, he's done prison time for a lot of things, including smuggling. Drugs, trafficking, exotic cars, you name it."
"And Peru's cultural property."
"Yes, it's all just money to him.... And sex, of course. Jag got a tip from somebody to check out this place."
"So that's why we're in this crappy apartment, watching to see who comes and goes. I'm really hoping to see museum-quality goods come across that desk. But where does it go from his office? Any ideas, Carlos?"
That's the next link in this chain. It might be taken downriver on a freighter or even on a tourist ferry. Maybe by truck? If we get some proof that the trail leads across the street, we'll follow it to the coast from there."
"And then?"
"From Belem at the mouth of the Amazon. Maybe by air, possibly by ship, but definitely overseas to the collectors."
"So this club is just a little part of it all, some sort of syndicate working as one."
"Exactly, Elena. It could take a long time to figure it all out. Too bad. I'd hate to stay here long. Awful place!"
We're finished eating and into our second cold one by now. Elena is looking better to me by the minute. There's a damp sheen on her light coffee skin from the humidity and those lovely tits are ready to burst out of her tight shirt. She unfastens a button, then another as we talk, fanning herself with a hand.
"Damn hot in here! We need a fan or something," she complains.
"Or something cooler to wear. You got a loose dress, or anything like that?"
"Hmm, good idea. Be right back."
When she's in her bedroom, a light suddenly comes on upstairs across the street. This is unusual because the guy does all of his 'work' during the day. I haven't seen him there after dark many times before. So I scurry over to the window and turn on the scope to see what's going on.
A minute later, Elena comes up behind me.
"Much better. I feel cooler already!" she exclaims, but I keep staring intently through the magnifying lens
.
"Shhh! Something's happening over there. He's not usually in the office at night."
"Let me have a look, Carlos," and she leans across me from behind.
I feel her chest against my back- it's soft and warm. Mmm. I turn my head to see that she's changed into a cotton robe or shift of some kind, and she has pinned her hair up to keep it off her neck.
I stand up quickly so that she can take to my place on the chair. As she bends forward against the viewer, I admire her long curved neck, then lean forward deliberately from behind to trace it down into her deep cleavage. Her bare skin is soft and mounded, mocha ice cream ready to be licked up. I glimpse her dark nipples projecting out against the cool fabric she wears. Is she deliberately teasing me like this, sending my starved libido into overdrive?
"If you see anything that looks interesting, use the zoom, Elena. You press the left button for video, the other one for photos. Evidence, that's what we need."
"I suppose you practiced all that when he's with his girls, eh, Carlos? Admit it," she teases, good-natured about it now that she's had some beer.
"Maybe a little bit...."
"Oh, somebody's coming.... It's the big guy and one in uniform. A cop maybe. No, another outfit, like a driver or something."
"Get some clips of it. We can figure it out later. Are they carrying anything?"
"Don't see anything.... Wait a minute, Bastardo is going into his desk drawer for something. It's a big, fat envelope, one of those padded kind."
"Maybe the new guy is a courier picking up a parcel?" I suggest, then move to the side of Elena to look down into the street. There's a little white van along the curb, 'Allegro' scrolled along the side.
"He's opening it!" Elena exclaims.
"The video. Hit the video button!"
"Textile!... It's Paracas!... A burial shroud! Omigod!"
"Keep shooting! Hold the button down!"
"Look! Je-sus!... Jag was right. It's going right through here!"
"What's happening now?"
"Opening it up.... Damn! Yes, a small Paracas burial shroud! Probably two thousand years old. Likely for a child, judging by the size. Limited woven design, so not from the highest status family. But a very valuable piece!"
"Who would want something like that?"
"Disgusting! It'll probably be mounted in a trophy case or hang from a wall in somebody's mansion. It should be in our museum collection."



"Anything going on now?"
"Talking.... Turning it over for a closer look.... Folding it up again.... Stupid bastards- they'll ruin it that way. Should be rolled around something and put into a stiff tube, not a flat envelope."
"You still shooting? Get everything. I'm going down to street level with my camera to get a better look when he comes out. Keep it running, Elena. We've finally got something here!"
I race down the stairs so fast that I almost fall on my face, but when I reach ground floor, the van is still there. Out comes the camera for a closeup shot of the licence plate and the business registration number painted behind the passenger door. I wait impatiently for the driver to come out of the bar.
There he is, a stocky Latino in some sort of courier outfit, complete with cap. He's carrying the envelope and takes a look around before jumping into the driver's seat and zooming away. I have a photo of the guy for further reference and feel pleased with myself when I retrace my steps- more carefully this time- up to the apartment.
"Anything happening up... Hey, you've shut off the scope! The office light's still on."
"He's with another one of his girls again and I don't want to see it. You shouldn't either."
"What if it's part of the case?"
"Carlos, you know it won't be. It's just another lay for that pig!"
"Well, did you see anything worthwhile when I was downstairs? I got photos of the van and the courier."
"I saw him give money to the manager when he took the envelope. Lots of money, all on video. Close up. They counted it out right on the desk. Big Brazilian banknotes."
"Great! We need that. Anything else?"
"No. They talked a bit, then he left. Some chica came in a few minutes later and started taking off her clothes, so I shut it off."
I know better than to say anything else about that, a real sore point with her.
"Thanks, Elena. We got some good leads today. Finally! Maybe we can get out of this dump soon?"
But she looks unhappy and I wonder why.
"Something's bothering you. What is it?"
"We'll probably never see that shroud again. It's going to go into some private collection- who knows where? It'll simply be an investment for some millionaire, another bauble to show off for friends to admire. Bragging rights for some rich guy- nothing more. I hate that!"
"Maybe we'll be able to intercept it along the chain, or track it down overseas," I console.
"I doubt it. By then there'll be many other pieces gone too. It makes me so mad! This is part of our heritage! This belongs to Peru and it's people, not to bastards who can break all the rules to buy it for themselves. This shroud and everything else going missing is for our country and nobody else...."
She's on a passionate rant now, and I try to reign her in a bit.
"I understand that it upsets you, Elena. This is your job. This is your life, in fact. We'll get to the bottom of it. We will."
"My God, I hope so. This makes me so mad!"
"We're making good headway." I assure her. "Video of an exchange- money for artifact. Shots of people, vehicle, plate and registration numbers. I'll contact the police tomorrow to track the van. It's coming together now."
"I'll do whatever it takes to get these things back to the museum, Carlos. That's where they belong!"
I've been looking at Elena while she spouts off, and I like what I see. Her cotton shift is tied at the waist and hugs her curves closely, almost to the knees. Her nipples are stiff with her emotion and her hips draw my eye between them. With her hair up off her neck, she looks taller than usual, a very sexy woman. Mature and passionate!
"You look nice tonight, you know," I comment, wondering how she'll respond.
"Uhh... thanks. This is a lot cooler than what I wore earlier."
"It's still hot in here. Another beer and we can relax? We've really been pumped up for the past half hour."
"Sure. Why not take your shirt off, Carlos. It's soaking wet. I'll get the Sagres."
We sit on the two old upholstered chairs close to the open window, where there's a breath of night air. The cold liquid is good and we gradually settle into some easy conversation.
"So, Elena, tell me more about that little blanket we saw tonight. You said Paracas. An ancient Peruvian culture, right?"
"You haven't heard of them? Not a museum guy, are you?"
"Mostly learned on the streets. I've been looking for cheaters in bars, not studying blankets in a museum. So, educate me."
"Alright.... They lived on the dry coastal plain- the Atacama Desert- in the southern half of the country," she begins. More than two thousand years ago. But in that desert environment, fabric like you saw doesn't rot unless water gets to it."
"Two thousand years!"
"Even a bit more. They kept sheep and wove the wool into elaborate designs. Some were much more elaborate than what he held up in the office tonight. Big, colourful patterns in angular squares, quilted together. The designs usually showed wild cats- usually jaguars."
"Like our friend, Jag."
We both take another long pull on our beers before Elena continues.
"That's where his nickname comes from. The jaguar image is all over ancient Andean culture. It's what he researched as a grad student from the United States. He stayed on and began to pray to the jaguar gods when he needed help."
"He's a strange guy in some ways."
"Bad things happened in his life, and communicating with the jaguar helped him through."
"You've heard all about it?"
"More than you'll ever know, Carlos. More than I'll ever tell you." And she goes quiet, looking off to the side.
I know she'd had a sexual relationship with Jaguar, maybe more, so I shift the topic.
"You say that was a burial shroud. No coffins or anything like that for the Paracas?"
"No. They carefully removed soft tissue, basically making mummies like the Egyptians. Then wrapped the body in a colourful burial shroud before placing it into a large clay container or a crypt. Some of the best shrouds- not what we saw today- are decorated with the Oculate Being."
"What the Hell is that?"
We draw another slug of the cold, refreshing liquid, draining our bottles.
"Sort of a chief god, the one always watching people. It is often shown flying overhead with big, staring eyes. These are the most sought-after pieces, whether on shrouds or pottery."
"Sounds creepy! Bizarre!"
"Peruvian culture is like that. Fascinating!"
I get two more beers from the rattling old fridge and we tuck into them, making us sweat on the outside, while cooling us within. My bare chest shines with perspiration and I see Elena open the top of her shift more to lose some heat. There's a nice cleavage now and it's hard to take my eyes off the beads of moisture sliding down between her breasts. She catches me looking a few times and makes light of it.
"Carlos," she purrs. "It's so hot that I think I'll sleep on top of my blanket tonight." Then with a wink she adds, "Probably in the nude, so I stay cool."
"Ttt..hats a good idea," I stammer, images of her naked body racing through my brain. "I'll do the same."
"Ohh.... Will your door be locked?" she teases.
"Definitely not! Come on over... join me!" I grin.
There! I've said it. I need her so badly tonight that it's burning me up.
"Not locked?" she whispers seductively. "But mine will be, so don't try to come in." Then she laughs and slaps her hand down on my knee. "Poor Carlos. He'll have to go to those chicas across the street if he wants to get laid, eh."
She drains the last of her beer, while I seethe. Then she bends over and playfully kisses my cheek.
"I'm going to bed now.... Alone."
Then a little peck on the other side.
"My friend, sleep well- in your own room."
What a cock tease!
The steamy night is alive in tropical Manaus. I hear the latch slide closed on Elena's door, so I know for sure that I'm not welcome in her bed. I'm stretched out naked on top of mine to cool down in the faint breeze coming through the window that opens to the street. It's warm and damp, but at least it is moving.
Night sounds come through my window. There's music pounding from the bar, the beat and male laughter conjuring up images of writhing women stripping for the drunken crowd. I can almost see their sultry bodies, ready to take any man who is ready to pay up to their tiny rooms. Should I go over there now? I doubt that I'll be able to fall asleep.
Now there are other sounds. Below my window I hear a familiar voice in the night.
"Hey Mister Sagres! Come down. I ready for you."
Then she tries again.
"I bring friend to fuck too. OK?"
Yes, I'd like that right now. I know she's a good-looker and the offer is very tempting. But I've never had to pay for sex before and I'm not about to start.
Still, there's a problem- my cock is ready for action. Is it what I hear from below that's got me going this steaming night in Manaus? Most likely it's Elena naked on her bed.
There's only one way I can deal with this to get to sleep.
And it won't take long the way I feel tonight.
If you liked this, you might enjoy my six-part series about Jaguar as tour guide called "Andean Experience" in the Non-Erotic category. Meanwhile, please rate this new "Confrontation" segment before you go. The twelve-part story is written, and there'll be a new piece coming out regularly Thanks.
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Chapter 01 of this series, "The Stakeout", appeared in Novels and Novellas very recently. There aren't many readers over there, so I've shifted to Exhibitionist and Voyageur for the remaining chapters. This is a gritty crime story with plenty of sex and a budding romance. There are a dozen episodes which will appear every few days.
My story centres on watching and being watched, as lead characters Carlos and Elena conduct surveillance on a neighbouring whorehouse. He hasn't had sex in a month and Elena is a hot woman he'd like to bed. They're sweating it out in tropical Brazil, trying to track down an international smuggling syndicate.
This episode opens with Carlos crossing the street to take a closer look inside the club. Will he further the investigation there? Maybe he'll get laid? Read on.
****
It's dark inside for noon. Even though the place has just opened for the day, the fetid air reeks of sweat and cigarette smoke, and... the smell of sex. This is a den of iniquity if there ever was one, the grotty club across the street from our shabby stakeout apartment in steamy Manaus, Brazil.
I haven't been in here before because there had been no reason for it yet. I decided from the first to stay away, so I would be a stranger when it came the right time to investigate more closely. This is it. With the transaction last night in the upstairs office- a priceless ancient Peruvian artifact exchanged for a thick wad of money- I'm eager to get closer to the scene of the crime.
My eyes gradually adjust to the dim light. A narrow room stretches out in front of me, a long bar along one side and a row of small tables, each with four chairs along the other. A few customers loiter at the bar, a couple with scantily-clad hostesses hanging close to them, priming them with drinks. Farther into the room, there's a little stage with a small booth off to one side, likely for dancers and a DJ.
I make my way deeper inside, and it doesn't take long before I'm met by a pretty girl with shiny black hair. She looks familiar.
"Drink, Mister? I sit with you?" she says in Portuguese, but I recognize a Spanish accent.
"Just a beer for now. Over there," and I point to a corner table with a good view of the whole place because I want to see the entire setup.
"I bring beer. We talk too? You call me, OK."
This woman is definitely Spanish, a mestizo like Elena, but about half her age.
As my eyes grow more accustomed to the dim light, I see details that I missed when I first came in. There's a staircase near the stage, probably leading to the rooms upstairs including the office we've been watching. A shining chrome pole reaches up to the ceiling on one side of the stage and several tables with two or three chairs are crowded close by. Strippers at this club, no question- straight from the stage to rooms upstairs for paid sex.
There are some signs on the wall in Portuguese too: "Don't touch the girls." "Rooms upstairs." "Hot and ready." The messaging isn't very subtle in this meat market.
My beer comes and I see that the server has opened her blouse a few buttons to give me a better look. She's going to work me hard for conversation and a drink because there aren't many customers at this time of day. I'm still trying to remember why she looks familiar and suspect that at some point I've seen her sprawled across the boss's big desk upstairs.
"Your beer. We talk, yes?"
"In a few minutes. Anything to eat here?"
"Mandioca fritas. You like?"
"Sure. Bring me some. And a drink for yourself when you come back."
She brightens with the invitation and flashes a big smile. That face- now I know. The same one I watched a few nights ago when my partner Elena accused me of being a pervert. I watched her beautiful body in motion as the boss fucked her mercilessly upstairs. I even have some private video from the surveillance camera that I don't want Elena to see.
She returns with a plate of thick cut casava fries and a colourful, syrupy concoction for herself, probably the most expensive drink sold here. There's likely no alcohol in her drink so she can stay sober while pushing more on me. There are two goals: run up my bar tab on beer and expensive drinks for her; and, pester me to go upstairs for sex.
"What your name?" she asks.
"Marcos," I lie. "And yours, chica?"
"Marianna," she probably lies too.
She slides her chair close so that her body is almost touching mine. Cheap perfume wafts under my nose and I feel a tightening in my groin as this hot Hispanic starts to work her magic. Her eyes fix on mine while we talk, and a sexy smile invites me to enjoy her company. Sometimes her fingers brush my bare arm; at other times she leans against me, tilting her head up so I can see down her blouse. It's a seductive performance carried out many times before.
"Marcos, you like Manaus?"
"No, just the women here."
"You bad man!" she laughs, snuggling closer.
"You're not from here, are you, Marianna?"
"No. Home far away."
"Spanish, I think."
"How you know?"
"Your accent. I speak it too."
After that we talk in Spanish and the common bond has her relaxing in a more personal way. She leaves briefly to get us another round, giving me time to think strategically. If I can stay sober enough, I'd like to get upstairs for a closer look around. I know that Marianna will be my willing ticket, but I'll have to pay to go to her room. Otherwise, the bartender- a big, menacing guy- will block the way.
I wonder if speaking to me in our common language also gives her more freedom to talk? Does the bartender know only Portuguese? I slip over there to buy cigarettes and ask him for matches in Spanish. He looks at me blankly and defers to Marianna, waiting there for the drinks. I have my answer.
Now she's back with a couple more drinks for each of us. I sip my Sagres slowly, buying time to get as much information as possible from Marianna. She sits closer now, her warm, soft body pressed against my side as we talk comfortably. I learn that her family is up in the rugged land that divides Brazil from the adjoining Spanish countries to the west and north: Bolivia, Peru, Ecuador or Colombia. All are about the same distance from Manaus and connected by road. I want to narrow down her home location.
"I used to live in Lima," I tell her.
"I not be there. To Cusco, yes," she replies in Spanish.
"Cusco! I have some friends there."
The Andean highland city is midway between Lima and the junction of Peru's border with Brazil and Bolivia.
"We both from Peru! " she gushes. leaning close with her heavily-painted lips inches from mine. "My home. And many girls here," she replies, sweeping her arm around the room.
This is interesting! Are they the mules, carrying pieces of Peruvian heritage across into Brazil? Is this how they supplement their income? I want to find out more.
"Do you get back home much?"
"I save money. Visit family when I can," she says wistfully, adding, "Just came back."
"Do you like working here?"
She tilts her head to my ear and makes her play, whispering.
"Yes, with guys like you. You want to fuck me, Marcos? We go upstairs."
"How much?" I ask, sorely tempted, even though I am reluctant to play for sex. Bad for my pride, but I want to get upstairs to scout around.
She names a price, quite a bit of money.
"I don't have much money left. All these drinks. How much to blow?"
"Half."
"Still can't do it. But I want to see your body. And touch. How much for that?"
She seems disappointed, but some easy money undressing is better than none at all. So, she shrugs her shoulders.
"Half of that. No touch down here," she states, motioning to her lap.
"I have just enough money. We'll go upstairs after these drinks, OK?".
While this is happening, I know that Elena is watching the upper-level window from our apartment across the street. Later she tells me that the boss came to his desk, and she zoomed in when he jotted something on an envelope, before opening a locked bottom drawer to lift out a small metal box. He counted out a few bills and put them into the envelope, which he dropped into the top drawer.
That completed, the boss opened a large folded map and traced across it, perhaps indicating different routes to and from Manaus? Whatever he was doing, Elena has a closeup record of it.
Meanwhile, across the street, I'm climbing the second flight of stairs to the third level above the club. Marianna is ahead of me, her flared hips swaying as she totters in high heeled shoes. The skirt is short enough that I can see right to the shadowy area between her upper thighs. I'll soon be viewing it much more closely, and I wonder if I can limit myself to no more than looking at this sexy woman.
We reach the top level and I look around while her back is still turned to me. As the two of us pass down a narrow hallway, all the doors are closed except one on the window side of the building. The dingy aisle is briefly lit up by sunlight pouring out from that room. Then I hear a deep voice come from within.
"Marianna, is that you?"
"Si, Antonio," she says, frozen like a startled rabbit.
Then he notices me behind her and orders.
"Come see me when you finish, chica."
She looks in and nods obediently. I know that Marianna isn't eager to go into his office. I've watched her before and I know that she'll be in for another rough pounding up on his desk.
A bit farther along the hall she pushes a door open, leading me into a windowless inside room- more of a cubicle. There's a bed, a chair, a small table and a metal jug and washbasin with a towel. Overhead, a single light bulb hangs from a cord, casting shadows on the peeling walls. The stale air hangs heavy like a damp blanket. Though Marianna probably sleeps here, it is mostly just a squalid hole for illicit sex.
"Your room?"
"Yes. You must pay me now, Carlos, like our deal. More money, if you want to fuck," she insists.
"No more money," I shrug in mock resignation, and she begins to undress.
Marianna unbuttons her print blouse quickly, and lays it over the back of the chair, before dropping her skirt. Her arms go behind her back to unclasp the black bra, freeing those beautiful, round tits I've seen before from across the street. They tumble out of confinement, ripe womanhood that gets me stiff. Now she wears only a black thong and those big heels. My throat feels dry.
"Just leave the shoes on for me," I rasp.
"OK, but no touching here," she reiterates, looking down. "Only if you pay more."
I force myself to shake my head to decline her invitation.
Then I step forward to kiss her and caress those lovely orbs. Marianna turns her head aside. "No kiss. Only touch."
She arches her back to project her chest forward while she plants a hand firmly against mine, to hold me away from her mouth. I content myself with cupping her sumptuous breasts in my hands, gently moving my fingertips across her dark nipples. They quickly grow into long, stubby points atop dimpled areolas. Her head tilts back and she moans softly as I roll them more firmly between my fingertips.
"Mmm... you want to fuck me? Just a little more money," she breathes, but I won't do it.
Suddenly Marianna catches herself, cutting off her rising desire.
"No more touching, Carlos," she says coldly. "You pay more or go."
I reluctantly take my hands away and step back. My heart is pounding, and my cock is rock hard. I want her, but I don't.
"I'll go now," I say quietly.
She nods, dresses quickly, and I lead her back downstairs. The swarthy barman watches me closely as I pass by on my way out the front door. The hot, humid air of the street hits me square in the face and the bright sunlight has me squinting as I grab for my sunglasses. It's a different world out here compared to the dingy club behind me.
When I come back to our apartment, I see that Elena is at the window behind the half curtain, staring into the viewer trained on the boss's window. She turns when she hears the door close.
"Where have you been the past hour, Carlos?"
"Over there, looking around inside."
"In the club?"
"Yes, even upstairs. I saw Antonio. She called him the same name as Jaguar told us and...."
"Who's 'she'?"
"One of the bar girls."
"So, you went upstairs with her?"
"Well... yes, it was the only way to get up there. Do you think I'd just make a run past the barman?"
"So did you fuck her?" Elena asks bluntly. "A girl probably as young as a daughter to you."
"No, I didn't! Damn you! Don't say that anymore! Verena is dead and you keep rubbing my nose in it. No more!"
She can see that I'm angry with her and retreats, asking another question in a much softer tone.
"Did you find out anything else, Carlos?"
"The girl is Spanish, from the mountains between Peru and Brazil. Other girls there are too. They go back to visit and bring money to their families. Maybe they're the ones carrying the pieces to Manaus?"
"Good information. While you were over there, I saw him take money out of a cash box and put some into an envelope. It could be a payment, maybe to one of the girls for that?"
"Interesting. The one I talked to just got back. Take a break now Elena. We need some groceries and beer for tonight. I'll take over watching. I might even see what happens with that envelope."
I know that Antonio called Marianna into the office. I might see the passing of the envelope and a whole lot more too.
"Okay. Good luck. Carlos, I won't mention your daughter again. I'm sorry."
"Thanks.... It hurts to remember."
Elena goes out and locks the door behind her, while I settle in behind the viewer. The boss sits at his desk but nothing is going on. My mind drifts to Verena, a lively fifteen-year-old before she died a half dozen years ago. The wound it left inside me is still not healed- it probably never will be. Always the adventuresome one, she experimented with drugs. Weed quickly progressed to party drugs, powerful hallucinogens to heighten her experience.
One night the call came from police. She died in the bathroom at a rock concert, overdosed, her system shut down. She couldn't breathe and there was no-one who knew what to do for her before the ambulance came. Too late. She was gone and our world collapsed around us. I blamed myself. Didn't watch her closely enough. Didn't talk with her about those new friends.
"My fault. Je-sus! My fault!" I mumble and hold my face in my hands.
Through the tears in my eyes, I see someone come into Antonio's office. It's Marianna and she looks hesitant. He motions her over to the desk but doesn't get up to get behind her like he usually does with the girls coming to see him. Maybe this is something different? He opens a top desk draw and smiles as he hands her a small envelope. She returns the smile with relief, then opens it to count the contents. It goes into her pocket and he waves her away.
What's he paying her for? I wonder if it's a standard wage or something extra- like payment for carrying that Paracas burial shroud across the border into Brazil and on to Manaus. She was home to visit recently. Is Marianna part of the smuggling chain? How can I find out? The only way is to go see her again to pry some more information out of her.
I keep watching for another half hour or so. Boring work, this surveillance. Like firefighters, long periods of down time punctuated by short, heart-pumping flurries of intense activity. I yawn and stretch in the afternoon heat of the sticky apartment, hoping the beer is already cold when Elena comes back with it. I don't know how we'd survive in steamy Manaus without it.
Then she returns.
"Ah, you're back. Did you get the Sagres?"
"Of course! I want it too."
"Is it cold? Great! Bring one for yourself and I'll tell you what I saw."
"I need to get some things into the fridge first, Carlos. You could help, you know."
"And miss something here? Can't do it."
A few minutes later we drink the cold liquid while I tell her what I saw while she was out. Elena concurs with continuing our stake-out no matter how boring, because we finally seem to be making some headway.
After a half hour, I announce that I'm going to the police station to follow up on the Allegro delivery van that came to the bar last evening. Will the plate number and registration help identify another link in the chain? I'm eager to find out. Besides, it's Elena's turn at the window again.
By the time I reach the nearest station it is mid-afternoon- siesta time. An electric fan pushes around the oppressive air inside. and there's almost nobody around. The one sleepy-eyed cop on duty advises me to come back in an hour or so, after the towering storm clouds have dumped their late-afternoon rain on the city. I find a nearby bar for a cold one while I wait.
Unfortunately, my patience isn't rewarded. When I return to the station, armed with vehicle photos, plate and registration numbers, I don't get much co-operation.
"Why do you want this information?"
"I think this vehicle was used in a crime."
He stops talking and stares for a moment, sizing me up.
"You're reporting one, then? Give me the details."
"Valuable cultural artifacts are disappearing from Peru and I'm tracking them. They're coming through Manaus and...."
The cop looks at me again and interrupts.
"So, who are you? Why are you involved in this?"
"I'm working as a private investigator for the National Museum in Lima."
"Seems more like a police matter to me. What's this vehicle got to do with it?"
"I think it was used to transport a smuggled ancient burial shroud- very valuable...."
"And you want to trace this van?"
"Right."
I can see that I'm trying his patience, pushing my luck.
"That's a police matter. I'll write this up and we'll take it from there."
"But I need the information to figure out where the artifact went after I saw it carried into the van!"
He's clearly annoyed by me now.
"Look, it's a police matter, I told you!"
"Please! At least type the plate number into the system to see if anything comes up. I suspect either the plates, the van, or both were stolen."
He waits a bit, making up his mind about me before replying.
"Shit! But nothing else. Just to get you to go away."
The cop goes to the computer and types in the number. A few moments later he's got it.
"Let's see.... Yes, van reported stolen last week. And found abandoned last night."
"Where?"
"At the ferry dock. And that's all I'll say because we're looking into it. File a report about that shroud thing and we'll take it from there."
I do come away with some information, but not much. More of a dead end than anything, but that's how investigations usually go. A stolen vehicle left at the ferry terminal. At least this gives a hint about the next step beyond Manaus- downriver, perhaps to Belem at the river mouth. It isn't much, but it might point the way forward.
As a make my way back for supper, I plan what we could do from here. More surveillance with the viewer trained on Antonio's office window might catch another transfer or payment. Perhaps another trip to the club will get a few more kernels of information from Marianna. I could sniff around the ferry dock too, to see if anyone there has seen anything suspicious.
Like always, the apartment is hot, and Elena has changed into that short cotton shift which simply ties at the waist. Her bare legs and enticing cleavage catch my eye immediately, but I try hard not to be too obvious. Today, she has her long hair braided, the strands pulled up into a bunch atop her head.
Barefooted like this, she looks lively and very appealing. When Elena smiles at me I realize that I'm beginning to like her company on this dull assignment- unless she keeps reminding me about my daughter. We talk about that during supper. Apparently it has been on her mind.



"I'm sorry about your girl, Carlos. I shouldn't have said those things that hurt you."
Then my guilt comes pouring out.
"She was my little one and... now she's gone. I let her down. Didn't talk to her enough. Got too busy with this new job. She fell in with the wrong crowd.... Overdosed.... Dead at fifteen...."
The memories of Verena have me losing control. Elena wraps her arms around me while I sob on her shoulder. She whispers and pats my back like a mother while her warmth surrounds me. Gradually my sorrow eases and she kisses my cheek. Then it's quiet- nothing else is said as she continues to hold me close.
Suddenly, we're aware of noise outside, screeching brakes across the street below. I shift away from Elena enough to see that a small white delivery van, lettered Nino's Padaria [bakery]- Is parked beside the club. The driver wears the same uniform as the one I've seen before- it could even be the same guy. It looks like another pick up is about to take place.
"The scope, Elena! There's a delivery truck out there, maybe the same driver too!"
We both scramble for it, but she's on the instrument first.
"The camera! The camera!" I remind her.
"I know! I know!" she hisses.
She's hunched over the viewer now, the magnification cranked up, and I'm behind her looking down into the street. The driver isn't carrying anything- this is no bakery delivery. He scurries into the bar and we both wait to see if he's going to reappear shortly upstairs in the office. We're not surprised when we see Antonio rise from his desk and meet the guy at the office door. He closes it behind him.
The boss greets the courier and goes back to his desk. Bending down, he unlocks a large bottom drawer and retrieves a cubic box, about 30 cm [a foot] square. It's large enough that I can see it without any magnification. The two men talk while Antonio carefully opens the box, lifts out a bubble-wrapped object and places it on the desk. Then he peels back the wrap for the driver to examine the goods.
"Omigod!" Elena gasps.
"What?"
"It's a Nazca vessel. An Early Intermediate Period bridge-spouted drinking pot. Ceremonial. Omigod! It's decorated with the Oculate Being! Perfect, complete with severed heads hanging from its belt. There's one almost exactly like it in the San Antonio Texas Museum of Art. Almost the same one. Incredibly valuable in that condition! Those fuckers!"
The driver carefully picks it up to look more closely.
"Don't drop it, Bastardo! It belongs to Peru," Elena exclaims, seething with anger. "Look in the viewer, Marcos. The colours are perfect and the detail! Those fuckers are stealing it from us!"
I'm no archaeologist, but I appreciate that the piece is colourful and... well, strange. She told me before that the Oculate Being is an all-seeing god from two-thousand years ago that flew overhead watching mortals. Worshippers appeased it with severed heads, often taken from enemies of the Nazca, sometimes from their own sacrificial victims. I know that ancient Peruvian worship- all through Central America, in fact- was sometimes violent and bloody.
We see the driver nod his head and reach into his jacket pocket to pull out a thick wallet. He counts out a big pile of bills, which Antonio watches, then recounts himself. They talk for a minute, then the driver turns to leave.
Elena suddenly jumps from behind me and bolts for the door. She shouts back over her shoulder.
"They can't get away with this!"
She's out into the hallway before I can say anything to stop her. I hear her thundering down the stairs to the street and call down after her. But she's gone, so I rush back to the window to see what's happening below.
"Stop! Stop! Bastardo!" Elena shouts as she runs across the street, heading straight for the courier leaving the bar with his parcel.
He sees her coming and rushes for the van, jumping inside, slamming the door just before she gets there. He tosses the box onto the passenger seat and fires up the engine.
"That box! Give it to me! It's ours. Give it to me," she yells.
The driver's window is down, so he reaches across and pushes her back hard as he accelerates. She screams, and I see her fall backwards, bouncing off the brick wall of the club before slumping to the narrow sidewalk. The van streaks away as Elena raises her head, then sags back when she sees the parcel is gone.
I'm so shocked that it seems everything happened in slow motion, right in front of me. Is she badly hurt? I race down the stairs to help her.
There are already a few people gathered around Elena, and more are coming from the bar. I see the burly bartender pushing forward, shouldering others aside. He pulls her to her feet, supporting her as she wobbles. Blood is dripping from an open abrasion on her forearm. I hope nothing is broken. She looks dazed and confused.
"Elena! Elena!" I call as I wade into the cluster of bodies around her. "Are you alright?"
"Carlos!" she recognizes me. "He pushed me against the wall."
"I saw it. Come with me now."
I want to get her away as fast as possible so we don't compromise the investigation. Maybe the bartender is in on the smuggling operation? So I put my arm around her waist to hold her up and quickly walk her across the road to the apartment. She's shaking and muttering as we go. Tears fill her eyes.
"Couldn't stop him. It's gone now. Couldn't get it back."
I knew that Elena was passionate about Peru's heritage, but I had no idea that she would risk her life like this to protect it.
"You could have been killed!" I scold her as we hobble together up two flights of stairs, holding her all the way. "Is it really worth dying for?"
She nods her head as if to say "Yes," and I realize that this is her life. Is the most important thing of all for her really the country's rich and colourful heritage? Elena is a patriot, maybe even a zealot. Today she showed me how far she will go to protect it.
I help her to her bed, then go for some clean water and a towel to sop up the blood still coming from her arm. When I return, she's undressed herself and is in her underthings. I glimpse Elena's tempting breasts but look away to avoid embarrassing her. She quickly pulls up the sheet to hide herself while I turn to dip the towel into the warm water to clean her wound.
"Another pillow behind your neck? I have one. You must have smacked your head hard on that wall, or the sidewalk when you fell."
"Yes, it hurts. Do we have any medicine with us?"
"No. I can go out for some."
"Don't leave me alone. I need you here. There are dangerous people around us- Antonio and the courier, probably plenty of others."
"I should take you to the hospital, Elena."
"No. Just this scrape and a headache. Probably some bruises in the morning. Let's wait to see how I am then. I want to stay safely locked in here tonight."
"Some alcohol then? I have a half bottle of Pisco in my room. It'll do the trick for tonight. I can get some medicine in the morning."
I go for the fiery booze and come back with two glasses from the kitchen. There's enough in the bottle for me to calm down and for her to go to sleep comfortably. I pour us each a double, then lean over from my chair beside her bed.
"A drink for Peru!" I propose, lifting my glass.
Elena laughs, adding, "And people who love their country."
"And those who will go to the wall for it! Like you."
She smiles at my compliment before emptying her glass.
"More like against the wall for it," she jokes, reaching to pat the back of her head.
It isn't long before I see her pained expression beginning to go away. I pour us each another double, probably enough to get Elena through 'til morning. She tells me a story about our mutual friend Jaguar.
"I went through something like this with Jag a few years back, but he was the one who was hurt, not me. We were up in northern Peru with his wife Marina, just a bit after they were married. There was a rumour that a priceless piece was about to be taken out of the country. When we finally tracked it down, their guards started to beat him up and... and...." [Background: New Wife, Old Lover, Ancient Gods in Loving Wives.]
The alcohol is starting to affect Elena and she seems be losing the direction of the story.
"Really! What happened?" I interrupt.
"Uh... somebody called them off, I think. Anyway, they weren't going to get that piece."
"Jaguar never told me about this. I guess this can be a dangerous this line of work."
"Yes. Maybe we should pull out of Manaus?" she mumbles. "It's not going to get any easier."
"But we're finally making some headway," I protest.
Now Elena's eyes are drooping shut and she murmurs.
"They're playing for keeps, Carlos... You might get hurt too."
It is an ominous warning that I ignore...
At my own peril.
Chapter Three will appear very shortly.
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I've had a restless sleep, waking frequently to the sounds of the night-time street below. There was loud music, punctuated by catcalls and cheering for the strippers in the club across the street. After it closed for the night, shouts reached my window from the street hookers, breaking the stillness.
"Mister Sagres. You fuck me? My friend too?"
They'd seen me with a box of beer a few days ago and aren't giving up.
Now it's six o'clock in the morning, and traffic is already moving through the narrow streets of this shabby district of Manaus. I go to my window to see the sun rising like a bleeding eye on the misty horizon. The air is already warm and thick with humidity. It's going to be another hot one.
I walk quietly to my partner Elena's room. She's Hispanic, and about forty, from the National Archaeological Museum in Lima, assisting me in this investigation. Last evening, she was pushed violently to the street by a courier driver fleeing with a valuable piece of stolen Peruvian heritage. I put her to bed last night with several ounces of fiery Pisco to ease her pain, and I wonder how she is doing this morning.
So I peak into her bedroom and see that she is still asleep, partly covered by a sheet. Her room is warmer than mine since there's no window, and she has tossed off the bedcover, exposing part of her upper body. I can't help but gaze at her smooth mocha skin and the full breast peaking out beneath her arm. My groin turns. Then I notice an angry abrasion, no longer bleeding, where she scraped her arm against the wall or sidewalk.
One more look at her lovely body and I turn away. Shit! It's been far too long without having a woman, and this very desirable one is right here by me. Across the street there's a whole club full of them ready for anyone who'll pay. How much can a man take? I've got to get my mind off this!
I'll make some coffee and decide where to go with the investigation today. More important is the broader question: should we persist with it, despite growing danger, or pull back to Lima to appraise our progress? Elena's injury has rattled her, so she favours retreat, warning me that I might be the next one hurt. But I prefer to forge on.
At the moment, that's what I intend to do, so I make a plan. When Elena wakes up, we'll evaluate her condition to see whether she should be taken to the hospital. If she still declines, I'll need to go to a pharmacy to buy some pain medication for her. I can't keep feeding her booze all day.
Then there's the information we recorded for that delivery van las night. Another police station visit, and possibly a bribe might help establish a link in the smuggling chain. Of course, we'll need to continue surveillance across the street too.
I'm almost finished my morning coffee when Elena comes into the kitchen. She looks awful, her face tired and hair bedraggled. She has slipped on loose pants and a short-sleeved blouse, with the buttons misaligned so it hangs crooked. Does she feel as bad as she looks?
"How are you feeling this morning, Elena?"
"Tired and sore. It was hard to get comfortable and I felt so hot in there."
"We should trade bedrooms so you can have the window at least."
"OK, but what I really need is some strong coffee."
"I'll make it for you. Sit down. Are you in much pain today?"
"Some. Headachy and my arm stings. Some bruises on my legs, but I'll live," she says bravely.
"To the hospital this morning?"
"No, get me some pills at the pharmacy and I should be feeling better by the end of the day."
I busy myself with boiling a pot of water on the hotplate, then pouring it through the coffee filter. This place is poorly equipped, so even something as simple as this takes time. It reminds me of an indoor camping trip in some ways. Finally, it's ready and we sit across from each other at the little table. There's something important to discuss.
"About going back to Lima, do you still want to do that, Elena?"
"Well... it is dangerous here."
"But I think that we're getting somewhere. We've seen two treasures change hands now and I feel that girls working across the street are the ones bringing the goods across from Peru."
"Our heritage is important, but so are our lives, Carlos."
"Another visit to the cops. Some more surveillance. If we could figure out where these things go from Manaus, then we'd be ready to take stock and go home."
"So, you want to stay on?"
"For just a little while longer. Just enough time to find out the next link after the bar. Surely the chain doesn't end here in the middle of nowhere? There's an organized gang, maybe even a syndicate, behind this smuggling. "
Elena doesn't say anything for a bit because she's thinking about what I've suggested. Then she shrugs her shoulders.
"OK, Carlos. But just a little while longer. I don't want anybody to get hurt. These are violent people in a dirty business."
"I agree, Elena. Just until we learn a bit more, then we pull out. We'll go back to Lima with what we've got, and Jaguar can decide what comes next. OK?"
"Yes, but not a minute longer."
"Sure. One more thing."
"What's that?"
"Your blouse is crooked. Check the buttons."
She looks down and we both laugh.
I don't want Elena going out today because she needs to rest and recover from what happened last night when she tried to stop the van driver speeding away with the priceless Nazca pottery. She agrees to stay inside while I go to the pharmacy and nearby store.
I buy the strongest over-the-counter pain-killer available. Then I pick up some food for today and another box of beer. Fortunately, I'm not harassed by any hookers on the way back. I pass by a liquor shop and buy a bottle of Pisco to replace the one we finished off last night.
When I return, the seedy apartment is already to starting to heat up. The merciless tropical sun is arching overhead, drawing the moisture of the jungle into rising clouds. The humidity is already building, and this place has few windows. The air will be stifling before long- just another day in paradise.
I see that Elena has the viewer trained on the boss's window across the street. She's watching quite intently, as if something might be going down in his office.
"What's happening over there?" I ask.
"He just took another big, flat mailing envelope out of that locked bottom drawer of his desk. It's about the right size for another Paracas burial shroud, the bastard. Where does he keep getting this stuff?"
"Is he opening it?"
"Just the end. Looking into it now. I can't see anything.... Wait, a bit of red.... He's got it in his fingers.... Definitely some sort of fabric!"
"A new shirt from Amazon?" I joke to break the tension, but it's a mistake.
"Goddam Carlos! That's not even funny. It's probably another piece of our culture being smuggled out to some rich collector overseas. How can you joke about that?"
"Now don't you go running over there, Elena," I caution. "Remember what happened last night."
"Alright. Alright.... He's closing it back up again and putting it back in the drawer. Locking it. Probably waiting for a pickup. Maybe tonight?"
"I'm going to call in a progress report to Jaguar now. Elena, keep watching, and promise me you're not going to race over there when I'm not looking."
"Too dangerous. I'm not stupid, you know."
"I might go over to the bar and nose around some more myself later. See if I can learn anything more about how the stuff gets to Antonio."
"Don't go upstairs with one of the....," she starts to say but thinks better of it, remembering that she promised not to remind me that my Verena would have been about the same age now as some of the girls.
Jaguar is in his office at the National Museum when I call and the first thing he asks about is Elena. It's as if he knows she's been hurt, or that he's concerned about the potentially dangerous situation in which he has put her. I delicately explain that she received some minor injuries, but I gloss it over because I don't want him pulling us back to Lima yet. He's worried, grilling me about what happened and the extent of her injury.
I tell him that she's already improving after plenty of Pisco last night. He laughs and this seems to loosen him up a bit before he starts asking what we've found out in Manaus.
"You were right, Jag. Peruvian artifacts are funneling through the city. We've already seen two, maybe three packaged Paracas and Nazca items pass from Antonio's office into small delivery vans. The first one was stolen and abandoned near the ferry dock. This afternoon I'm going to the police to track the most recent one."
I assure him that I'm not referring the investigation to the cops. Jaguar doesn't trust them- figures they're trigger-happy, eager for a big take-down and the recognition that comes with it. He has specifically told me to skirt clear of them as much as possible. That's what we've been doing in Manaus.
Jag wants to know if I have any leads about the artifacts reaching the city. I suggest that the women who entertain at the bar are carrying the stuff back when they return home to the mountains with money for their families. I think that it's money earned from hooking and their payment from Antonio for the smuggling operation.
He thinks it's a reasonable idea and asks me to investigate it more fully, joking that I might find more time with the girls "quite enjoyable." I laugh and agree.
The ferry dock interests Jaguar too. He asks me to visit the area a few times to see if anything unusual or suspicious seems to be happening, other than river passengers coming and going. I tell him that I especially want to talk to the officials and people responsible for freight shipments downriver to Belem. Then it's time to wrap up the call and he compliments me, with a caution
"Good progress, Carlos. I knew you're the guy for this job. But don't stay too long because I don't want anything to happen to either of you. No artifact is worth your lives. Get a bit more information, then come back to Lima safe and sound, OK?"
"Yes. We'll do that, Jaguar," I reply without even thinking about it.
"How much longer do you think?"
"Give me another week, maybe less, and I should have a clear pattern of the stuff passing through here. How they come this far; who transports them to the dock or wherever they go; and where they move on from here."
"Perfect. Get me that much and stay out of trouble. And don't get the cops or any government people involved. They'd only fuck things up. We'll do better by keeping our heads low to trace out this whole thing. Then it can go to Interpol to shut the smuggling chain down before everybody along the line knows what hit them."
"We're agreed on that then. I'll check back if anything else comes up, Jag."
"Good. And take care of Elena. She's a true friend to me and Marina. People aren't any more dedicated than her. Too serious about it sometimes. I don't want anything happening to her, you hear."
I agree with him wholeheartedly and remind him about the time she saved him from a serious beating up in northern Peru when dealing with some cultural thieves.
"Oh, she told you about that one, did she?"
"Just last evening. Part of it anyway, before she fell asleep."
"When you come back to Lima, I'll give you my side of it over a drink."
I come back from my room to tell Elena about our conversation and what Jaguar wants us to investigate further before we go back to Lima. She's happy to hear it should only be another week or less because she's as tired of this dingy apartment and endlessly watching the viewer as I am. I fix us some lunch, then leave to check out the plate number of last night's delivery van.
My reception at the police station is not friendly because it's the same guy on the front desk as last time.
"You again! The rental cop from Peru. What the hell do you want?"
"Another stolen piece. Another white van...."
"Report it then," he interrupts.
This time I cut to the chase by sliding my hand toward him, the colours of a larger bill just visible between my fingers. He looks down, then places his hand over mine to subtlety retrieve the money. There's somebody else in the office behind us today so he's quite discreet.
"Did you get a licence number or registration?" he asks in a low voice.
"Both. Here," and I lay a piece of paper down in front of him before he turns to go to a nearby computer.
A few minutes later he's back with a printout.
"Registered to Nino's Bakery but reported stolen the day before yesterday. We found it abandoned by the river this morning."
"At the ferry dock again?"
"This address is close to it. That's all I have for you. Unless you're ready to file a report so we can investigate the theft you claim happened."
There's a pattern here, so I'm on my way to see what I can find at the river terminal. It seems to be an important step in moving the stolen Peruvian artifacts to foreign buyers.
If I thought this was going to be easy, I'm quickly disappointed. The river terminal is a big place with several docks and a multitude of offices and warehouses. Signs direct me to the area where downriver passenger ferries are tied up. One of them is taking on passengers right now, so I go to the agent standing at the end of the gangplank.
"Your ticket, please."
"Oh... where do I get one?"
"Over there," and she motions to a building not far behind us.
"Where does this one go anyway?"
"It stops at every town from here to Belem during the next week."
"Right to the coast?"
"Almost. Ends at Belem. Sailing in a few minutes, so if you want a ticket you'd better hurry," she says, pointing me to the building.
I take a better look around as I walk that way. There's a jumble of freight sheds with rough-looking guys around them, some working, some looking busy. I come up to one who seems to be in charge.
"I'm trying to find a missing parcel," I tell him. "It's about this big, a cube, wrapped in brown paper with a lot of tape." I'm describing the box which the van driver picked up at the club last night.
"Ah shit man, there are so many boxes go through here every day. You'll never find it in here. Look at them all!
I can see what he means. The building is full of them, so I decide to try a different angle.
"But this was a very fragile one. Something easily broken and the shipper knew it. Would it be with these?"
"No. Try that shed over there. If we knew it's fragile, it should be there for safe handling."
I walk that way and find one guy on a battered chair outside the door. He's either resting or sleeping.
"I need some help!" wakes him up.
"Yeah? What's up?" he eyes me warily.
"I'm looking for a fragile parcel that came in last night," I tell him. "About this big, dropped off by a white delivery van from Nino's Bakery."
"Don't know a thing. Wasn't on then. Talk to Franco over there, the fat guy inside. He worked last night. Is around all the time."
So I head to the building with the peeling paint and knock at the closed door. A big man comes to the screen, but not out. He isn't very friendly.
"Yeah? Waddya want?"
I repeat the description of the parcel and the van, but he doesn't seem to hear me as he stares suspiciously at my face.
"Hey, you a cop or somethin'?"
"No. A friend of Antonio at the club on Paradiso...."
"The place with the Black muscleman on the door? I been there."
He knows Antonio and he's testing me.
"Don't play games, man," I snap. "He's the big white guy who runs the place. Wants to know if you got it OK. There was a little problem with the driver."
He doesn't say anything for a while as he stands wondering if I'm legit. Finally he spits out a reply.
"Yeah. Got it. Gone this morning."
I try hard to stifle a smile because he has just set down another piece of the puzzle. Won't Jaguar be pleased about this! And we're another day closer to leaving stinking damn Manaus behind. I can hardly wait to tell Elena the good news!
She's sound asleep when I return, and shows no sign of waking up when I take her hand. I have two choices for the afternoon now. Hours in a chair by the apartment window with the viewer trained on Antonio's office doesn't appeal to me. I could try something else- another visit inside his bar and perhaps even upstairs again?
I decide to make another trip across the street. I'm not sure what I might find out, but Jaguar wants me to try for more information about the movement of goods to the club. We've only seen the exchanges that take the Peruvian artifacts away, not any arriving. I'm thinking that they might come in the personal baggage of bar girls travelling back to family, then returning to work.
I'm hoping that I can encounter Marianna, the young Peruvian woman I met there recently. I got some useful information from her before going upstairs to gaze on her naked body and fondle her tits. But I managed to decline full-on sex with her and hope that I can hold out again. This is all in the interest of collecting more information, of course, but who am I fooling except myself?
As soon as I come through the door the bartender recognizes me. While I'd only been there once before, I soon find out why he is so quick to remember.
"Hey, you were with that woman hurt outside the club last night, weren't you?"
"Right!" I admit. "And you were the one who got her up from the sidewalk. Thanks, man."
"Is she alright? You took her away so fast."
"Yes. Some cuts and bruises. A headache. But she's resting now."
"Right across the street, eh," and he points in the direction of our building, the doorway he'd seen me drag Elena into last night.
"Over there. So close by that I didn't need to get her to hospital."
"Is she OK today? Had some bad cuts."
"On pain pills, sleeping it off now. She'll be fine tomorrow."
"So... what are you drinking today, uh....?" and the barman hesitates.
He seems to be waiting for my name, since we'd had that personal encounter last night. I hope that he's just being friendly and not suspicious in any way.
"Marcos," I lie. "And you?"
"Julio at your service," he jokes, adding "Sagres, like last time?"
"You remember. "
"Never forget a face or a drink. Are you looking for Marianna again? You went upstairs with her before."
"That would be nice," I say, looking around but not seeing her.
"Not on today, or for the next week or so. Gone home again."
"Ah... I liked her. Good company."
"Yeah. Hot little bitch that one, but you'd like Carmen too. She'll talk to you. Upstairs too, if you like. That's her over there."
I look across to the tables behind me and see an attractive woman, older than Marianna, maybe thirty-five or so, it's hard to tell. She's not a girl, and has more curves, like my partner Elena.
"OK, a drink for her too at that table in the corner."
"You sat there last time, right?"
This guy doesn't miss much. I make a mental note to be careful with him. A few minutes later, Carmen comes with our drinks and bends over to give me a look at her fine chest. All at once a familiar look comes across her face.
"Mister Sagres! Seen you on the street, remember? Me and my girlfriend from here."
"Carmen, you call up to my window at night, don't you?"
"And now you're here to see me."
She slides her chair so close to mine that her hot body presses against me.
When she leans even closer to talk, her big, unrestrained tits drop down on top of my arm. I'm enveloped by a pungent aroma, the combination of cheap perfume and recent sex. If these are her pheromones, my libido responds to them immediately with a stiffening dick.
Carmen appeals to me in a more womanly way than Marianna did last time I was here. That's probably because she's closer to my own age. I like her shape and her eyes are beautiful- big, dark and expressive. The woman is a seductive and she's built to fuck. Carmen knows it, and when she turns on the charm, I'm sure men line up to get into her bed. If I'm not careful, I'll be one of them too.



"So, what's your real name? I won't call you Mister Sagres now that you've come to see me," she jokes.
"Marcos.... I came hoping to see Marianna, but I'm glad you're with me now."
"Good. She's my friend. All the girls are, because I'm like their den-mother. You know, older and wiser."
"So you think we get wiser with age?" I tease.
"Maybe. I sure learned a lot of bedroom tricks!"
We both laugh out loud. I like her humour.
"Carmen, you're not Spanish like Marianna. No accent."
"But you are, Marcos. I can tell, and I like Spanish men. Great lovers."
She's already coming on to me.
"Lots of the girls here are Spanish, but I'm Brazilian. Born right here in Manaus."
"I suppose you always stay around here when the other girls go home to visit?" I probe gently.
"For sure, especially the ones from Peru. They come and go a lot. But I'm always here when you want me, Carlos," she almost whispers.
Now she's almost on top of me, her puffy red lips so close to mine. She's gazing right into my eyes and I feel almost hypnotized.
"I really like Spanish men, Marcos. Great fuckers. They know what a woman like me wants in bed," she emphasizes, just in case I missed the message earlier.
"Uh... thanks." I don't know what else to say.
"But I haven't had one lately. Come upstairs, OK?" she breathes. "Remind me how good they are."
I hesitate a bit, but not for very long. Can I afford this? Any resolve I might have about paying for sex is crumbling with this sex bomb luring me to her room. I want her. My cock wants her at any price.
"How much, Carmen?" I stammer.
"All of me, or just a little nibble like you gave to Marianna?"
These girls talk. I'd only paid to see her friend's naked body and caress her tits. Carmen probably thinks that either I'm a little strange, or maybe just shy. But this is different.
"A good fuck, is what I need. A good long one!" I blurt out and she gives me her price. It's steep, but I'm not going to argue because I want her. Like a smoker needs a cigarette or an alcoholic a drink- I have to take this hot woman! Damn my principles! I may go to straight to Hell for this, but I've got to have her. I've been too long without a woman- far too long.
Now we're on our way upstairs to her room. We pass down the same dingy hallway and Antonio's door is open again. He recognizes me.
"Back for the girls again, eh. You'll like this one. Great fuck!"
"I think so," is all I can come up with.
"I know so," he brags, and I think that I may have already seen her curvy body sprawled across his big desk, his cock pounding her long and hard.
Fifteen minutes later, that's what I'm doing too. But not before Carmen comes to her knees in front of me and looks up with those gorgeous big eyes while she swallows my throbbing tool deep into her mouth. My eyes roll back in my head, as she grips the base and slowly strokes in time with her sucking lips. Absolutely fantastic! The best in a long time, maybe ever. Carmen is a pro, made for this kind of work.
"I think you're ready now, Marcos," and she releases me. "Show me how Spanish men make me crazy."
Now there's a challenge and I'm ready for it! I haven't laid with anyone in over a month, but I'll curl Carmen's toes every way I can! She goes onto all fours on the side of the bed, and looks over her shoulder, wiggling her solid ass, with her legs wide apart. This is exactly what I want, so I plunge right in, holding those firm hips tightly while I start to pump her.
The woman is very vocal! Carmen urges me on with, "Harder! Harder!" and moans loudly when I give it to her. Her sexual performance is so convincing that it doesn't all seem like the act- though I know it really is. She's a strong lady and pushes back against me so firmly that I almost lose my balance. This is recreational sex, a real workout, much better than the gym!
I know that she's pretending to be getting close to coming, but for me it's real. My cock feels like it is ready to burst and my groin has taken on a life of its own. Before I can hold back any longer, I'm blasting my seed into her body, spasming with every last thrust. I'd almost forgotten how good this can feel!
Twenty minutes later I'm back at the apartment feeling a bit weak in the knees. Although I haven't furthered the investigation much, I feel very satisfied, even if climbing the two flights of stairs has me wobbling from my workout with Carmen.
The place is quiet and a peek into Elena's room shows that she is still sound asleep. I hope that I didn't overdo it with the pain pills, but then she stirs before falling back to sleep again. I decide to resume surveillance at the window until she wakes up because there might be another pick up tonight.
Nothing happens for some time and it's after seven o'clock, tropical nightfall. Still no sound from Elena's room, so I will keep monitoring across the street until she wakes up. I'm beginning to doze off a bit myself.
Suddenly, another small van roars up the street and screeches to a stop right across from me. There look to be two or three people inside this time, and the driver jumps out, moving quickly to the door of the club. I watch for a moment and see two others exit the passenger doors, crossing to my side of the street. I assume they're going to keep watch to ensure that no one interferes with the pick up like Elena did last night.
My focus is on Antonio's office again and I see the same courier enter and come in front of the big desk. The boss slides a large mailer across to him and he briefly looks inside before retrieving the contents. He holds it up by the top corners for examination. I'll be damned! Another one of those burial shrouds, this one larger and more elaborately decorated than the first one we saw changing hands.
I'm glad Elena is sleeping, or she probably would be manhandled by those two guards on her way to the van.
I watch intently, unaware of the doorhandle turning behind me. All at once, strong hands are grabbing me, throwing me onto the floor. Hard boots pound into my stomach and I curl into a ball, with my arms protecting my head. They're shouting at me and throw the viewer to the floor. It shatters and one guy kicks the broken pieces away. Then Elena tears out of the bedroom yelling at them to stop.
The smaller guy brings out a length of rope and loops it over my head. He pulls tight and starts to twist it hard around my neck. Fuck! He's strangling me! I can't breathe!
Elena launches herself onto his back and claws at his face from behind, sending blood flying. He reaches to push her off and briefly loses his grip on the rope. The big one pushes me down and the rope is tightened again.
Elena is on him once more, screaming, clawing and biting like an incensed mother bear. The rope slacks off, but by now I'm passing in and out of consciousness. Then the weight is off me and I hear the men are running for the door.
I lay gasping, struggling to breathe, but my lungs are shutting down. I hear Elena shouting my name, but it sounds so far away. Her arms are tight around me- I can feel that- but everything else is just slipping past. I try to speak but words won't come.
Then a thought crashes in on me. I must be dying! One urgent need consumes me now. There's only a little time to square up with my Maker!
A fervent prayer flashes across my failing mind, one focused train of thought that I can still muster up before I'm gone. I mumble as Elena clutches me.
"Lord, forgive me for Carmen"....
"My whoring...."
"So wrong...."
.
"Forgive me, Lo...."
Then it's lights out.
And everything goes black.
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The story continues as Carlos and Elena confront smugglers illegally transporting Peru's ancient heritage to foreign buyers. This is a gritty action story, with some highlights below. Click on 1fastguy to read Chapter 2 and 3 in full.
Chapter 01: The Stakeout
"I race down the stairs so fast that I almost fall on my face, but when I reach the ground floor, the van is still there. Out comes the camera for a closeup shot of the licence plate and the business registration number behind the passenger door."
Chapter 02: Serious Clash
"That box! Give it to me! It's ours. Give it to me," she yells. The driver's window is down, so he reaches across and pushes her back hard as he accelerates. She screams and I see her fall backwards, bouncing off the wall of the club before slumping to the narrow sidewalk."
Chapter 03: Carlos Down
"Elena launches herself onto his back and claws at his face from behind, sending blood flying. He reaches to push her off and briefly loses his grip on the rope. The big one pushes me down and the rope around my throat is tightened again."
****
I hear something.
"Beep... beep... beep... beep...."
I'm alive.
"Beep... beep... beep... beep...."
That sound seeps into my being. I didn't die!
My eyes flicker and Elena notices.
"Carlos. It's Carlos. He's awake!" she calls to someone, then clutches my hand.
Life feels warm after meeting cold Death.
"Beep... beep... beep... beep...."
It's that monitor again.
"Elena.... Where am I?"
"Omigod Carlos, I thought you were dead! I was so scared!"
I see that I'm in a high bed with tubes and monitors attached to me- a hospital.
"Where are we? Peru? Brazil?"
"In Manaus. They tried to kill you. I thought you were dead!"
Suddenly, I start to panic.
"Is it safe here?"
"Jag got a guard. Just outside the door."
"When do we go back?"
"To Lima? As soon as you can fly with me. Jag will arrange it."
"Today? Tomorrow? When?"
"Not soon enough. But you're hurt pretty bad, Carlos. So a few more days, I'm sure."
"A few more days... a few more days...." I mumble.
I feel tired and my eyes start to close. Elena squeezes my hand.
"Rest now, Carlos.... I'm here and we're safe," she whispers. "Get better and we go."
She kisses my cheek, then sits back into the chair beside the bed, still holding my hand tightly.
"Yes... yes...."
And I begin to fall back into the hazy world I just left.
"Beep... beep... beep... beep...."
****
I almost died a few nights ago. Two men violently attacked me from behind as I watched the boss across the street exchange another priceless Paracas burial shroud for a big wad of cash. I was hunched over the viewer, recording the transaction, with it live-streamed to my phone.
They beat me up, strangled me with a cord, and smashed the equipment. But they didn't know that everything happening in Antonio's office had been captured and saved to my phone in the bedroom. Evidence- exactly what we came for.
Elena saved my life. I have patches of memory with her screaming profanities and ripping her long fingernails across the face of the ugly little guy twisting the cord around my throat. She's on his back, forcing him to let go of the rope while he pushes her away. He starts to choke me again, but she comes back at them, kicking and flailing with both fists.
When I passed out they ran off, having sustained a few lesser injuries themselves at the hands of this hysterical woman who saved me.
Both of us are injured. She has bumps and bruises from being thrown around during the scrum. And there are still some old cuts and dark patches from the incident with the delivery van the day before. I have an angry red scar around my neck, evidence of my brutal garrotting. My neck muscles are straining, almost as if my head is too heavy to carry, and my whole body aches from the big guy kicking me with his heavy boots.
We are a terrible-looking pair of survivors.
Elena and I try to reconstruct everything, as if it is important that we both completely understand what happened to us.
"You were mumbling something just before you passed out, Carlos. What was that all about?"
"I don't remember," I tell her, even though I might.
"Something about Carmen, and whoring and forgiveness. Remember?"
"Not at all. I have no idea," I lie, because I recognize that I must have said it. How else could she know what I had done over at the club that day?
I try to change the direction of our conversation.
"You were still sound asleep from the medication when I came in from the bar."
"Oh, did you get any new information there?" she asks suspiciously, knowing that the place crawls with hookers.
"No," I lie again, knowing I avidly fucked that Brazilian bombshell, Carmen. "Just that a lot of Spanish girls work there, and they often travel home for a few weeks at a time. I think they're smuggling the artifacts across the border and on to Manaus."
"So, you set up surveillance when you came back?"
"Yes, you were still asleep. I wanted to watch to see if a courier was coming to pick up a parcel in Antonio's office, like we saw twice before."
"He did, right? There must have been more than one guy this time."
"There were three of them in the van. Two crossed to our side of the street and I figured they were standing guard, since you'd run after the last courier. Instead, they must have come up the stairs quietly and then got me from behind."
"I wonder why? Something must have made Antonio suspicious, so he sent them to kill you."
"Who knows? Maybe a glint of light off the viewer? Or me being upstairs at the club? Or you trying to stop the last delivery? Any combination of these, with us living right across the street would have been enough."
"Yes. I'm sure now that he set it up, either to kill you or put you out of action."
"Elena, I owe you my life. Really, I'd be dead if you hadn't fought them off. They were playing for keeps."
"They must have thought you already were dead when they ran out. It really looked like it!"
"Maybe, but don't kid yourself. Antonio would have seen the ambulance. He's probably got people combing all the hospitals for me right now."
"Dammit Carlos! I'll get Jag to double the guards on this room."
"Just tell him to get us tickets and an escort to the airport. Let's get back to Lima as fast as we can!"
"But are you well enough to go?"
"Probably not, but I don't want to die- again. Awful experience!"
"I'll call him right now."
Jaguar works fast when he gets on to something. Within a few hours we're racing to Eduardo Gomes International Airport with a diplomatic escort- two cops on big motorcycles- one ahead of our driver, the other behind. I feel like a VIP.
He'd bought Executive Class plane tickets, the kind with lay-flat pods for sleeping. Wheelchair attendants rush both of us to the plane for preferential boarding, and before we know it, a sumptuous meal is placed in front of us. It's first class service all the way home to Lima!
Marina, Jaguar's pretty American wife, meets us when we de-plane, and helps retrieve our luggage. Sympathetic people watch her and a porter wheeling us to a waiting car, which whisks us off to an unfamiliar apartment building. It's in a different neighbourhood from my own little place, definitely more up-scale. I'm confused.
"Where are we, Marina?"
"Tell him, Elena."
"This is my apartment. I have two bedrooms here, and this is where you'll be living until you get better."
She smiles over at me, then shakes her head emphatically.
"Now don't get the wrong idea, Carlos."
But, I already have.
"This is just so I can look after you because you're still very fragile. Jag rushed us out of Brazil because it was much too dangerous to stay."
I like Elena- after all, she just saved my life- so I'm fine with the plan.
"But I'll need some of my clothes. How long will I be here?"
"It could be for a while, Carlos, a few weeks to a month or more," Marina replies. "Jag phoned the doctor in Manaus, and he says you have some cracked ribs, on top of everything else. We want you to just let this whole smuggling thing go for now and spend your time recuperating."
"With Elena?"
"Yes. She's banged up too, so she won't be back to the museum for a week or more. So, it'll be two of you here together. Isn't that cozy? I hope you can get along without too much squabbling," she jokes, grinning at Elena.
"I'll try hard to behave myself," I reply, knowing that the woman appeals to me, more than ever since the attack.
"Carlos, if you try anything, I'll poke you right in your cracked ribs!" Elena laughs.
"Ouch! I've been warned. I suppose you'll scratch my eyes out too? Like you tried to do with those guys who attacked me," I tease.
"Yes, especially that damned bastard strangling you. I hope he's still bleeding!" she crows.
A special bond has grown between me and Elena, one that hadn't been there before we left for Brazil. I guess that's what happens when somebody saves my life at the risk of her own? And it may have something to do with living at close quarters for the past three weeks with such an attractive woman.
"I can take you to your apartment now to get some clothes and things," Marina offers. "But you'll be living here. Understand?"
We leave and return an hour or two later with some boxes and bags filled with my stuff- shirts, books, laptop, even my guitar. It's surprising how many things one can't live without for a few weeks. Jaguar is at Elena's apartment when we get back.
"Moving in for good, are you Carlos? You two must have hit it off very well in Brazil," he jibes when he sees the pile of baggage.
"Ha... ha." I reply sarcastically. "We're both banged up from your damned assignment, so you can bring it all in for me. The bedroom off the back hall."
"You heard him, Jag," his wife commands. "I carried these things out to the car at his place, so you can finish the job."
Meanwhile, Elena makes coffee and opens the snacks that Marina stopped for on the way back. Before long, Jaguar has everything in my room, and we gather around the kitchen table.
Jag starts off by asking how the two of us are feeling, commenting that we both look worse for wear after our three weeks in Brazil. We admit that it is good to be back in Lima, especially with the mounting sense of danger during our last week there.
I thank him for taking care of everything after I went to the hospital. He just shrugs it off with an apology for placing us in such a threatening position in the first place, then reminds us to rest up because we're both off the case for a good, long while.
I comment that we seemed to be getting somewhere before the attack, and he wants to review where we are with the investigation. So, Elena and I summarize what we've seen during the past few weeks.
She details the invaluable Paracas and Nazca artifacts she saw transferred to a delivery van driver up in Antonio's office across from our stakeout. As I would expect, she starts into an impassioned rant about the loss of these precious pieces of Peruvian heritage. The woman is passionate!
Marina wonders where the deliveries go next and I explain how stolen vehicles were used and then abandoned at or near the river ferry dock for boats going downriver to Belem, near the coast. I'd been at a small warehouse and passed myself off as Antonio's man to get assurance that the Nazca ceremonial drinking vessel had been shipped downriver The shipper, Franco, is another link in the smuggling chain.
Then I outline my theory that the goods reach Manaus from the mountain country along the Brazilian border. Spanish girls who work and whore at the bar return home regularly, a long journey upriver. They probably carry small parcels across the border concealed in their bags. I've seen money passed to one hooker, Marianna, up in Antonio's office after she'd come back from Peru.
"I've thought about this since we spoke on the phone before you were attacked," Jag says to us all. "And here's what I see in the bigger picture."
We wait for him to explain while Elena pours more coffee.
"There must be a connection," he begins. "A link between smuggling and the sex trade. If the girls who carry the artifacts across to Brazil are bound for clubs where they work, and where smuggled goods change hands, they might be forced."
"That makes sense, but who controls it?" Marina asks.
Then her husband drops a bombshell.
"I think it must be a syndicate, groups working together in some large criminal network. We need to find out. Neither of you is in any condition to investigate that, so I intend to do it myself as soon as Elena is well enough to return to the National Museum."
This is news to Marina, and she isn't happy about it.
"You didn't tell me about this, Jag. I suppose you intend to put yourself in danger now. Look what happened to them!"
"This is different. I'll mostly be in Peru."
"Mostly.... Where else?"
"Well, depending on what I find, I might cross the border into Brazil."
"And go to Manaus, I suppose!" Marina is getting angry.
"No, just as far as Porto Velho, where the ferry downriver departs, following the Madeira River, an Amazon tributary."
"Then I'm going with you!" Marina blurts out.
"Absolutely not! No chance, Marina." They're both angry now.
"What's going on, Jag," I ask. "Why there?"
"I'll be going to Inapari on the Peruvian side where three borders meet up- Peru, Brazil, and Bolivia. It's the best back route into Brazil, right at the height of the new Inter-oceanic Highway from the Pacific."
"Why can't I go there with you?" Marina demands.
"Because it's a lawless place, the frontier, a known centre for human trafficking in the sex trade. This is where smuggling and prostitution likely come together. It's the only good road across the mountains, so there's plenty of truck traffic. Think of how easy it would be to sneak women and stolen goods across to Brazil."
"And you'll go there alone? Jag, that is just so stupid! What the Hell are you thinking?" his wife raises her voice.
All three of us concur that it doesn't seem like a good idea at all. One man walking into a lawless place to investigate sex trafficking and theft. It's a recipe for disaster. But Jaguar is insistent that he will do it, over the strong objection of his wife. Voices are raised. Elena sees that they're both digging in and thinks of a way to prevent a major disagreement between husband and wife.
"Remember a few years ago, Jag, when you were kidnapped for a million-dollar ransom by Shining Path terrorists. It was revenge for the police you tipped off before they gunned down the last remaining Sendero Luminosa lieutenant. He'd joined your tour group to escape to Bolivia." [Background: Andean Experience Ch. 5: Caged Animal in Non-Erotic.]
"How could I forget. They were ready to kill me if it wasn't paid."
"And who got you out alive?"
"You and Marina. How can I ever repay my debt to you both?"
"And who else was in on it?"
"Oh yes... a couple of your relatives. Guys out of the Army looking for some real excitement."
"My cousins Alphonse and Arturo," Elena reminds him. "Two big Peruvian army vets- guys with guns who know how to use them. That's who should be going up there with you, Jag."
"Hmm... that's a very good idea" Marina agrees. "Maybe they're up for some more adventure?"
"I can find out easily enough," Elena replies.
"OK, Elena. That might be good, if they're willing," Jag agrees. "Ask them. It's a smart plan."
"Take them with you, Jag," Marina urges. "You'll have much better odds with some backup protection."
Marina agrees to her husband going up to the border and into Brazil, but only if Alphonse and Arturo are available to travel with him as personal bodyguards.
It turns out that they are.
****
Jaguar picks up the story about a week later.
Elena's two cousins and I are thirsty when we finally reach Inapari, Peru. We've spent the whole day just getting here- a cheap red-eye flight from Lima to Cuzco, followed by twelve hours taking turns driving a rental car up the Inter-oceanic Highway. It has been real grind of a trip so far.
The paved road snakes its way through rugged terrain out of Cuzco, sometimes using switchbacks to work up to the height of land. Trucks chug along slowly, sometimes impeding faster traffic. Angry horns are answered with shaking fists or rude finger and arm salutes from the truckers. At times, traffic comes to a long halt when an overheated rig breaks down.
Some call it the highway to the clouds, climbing to 11 000 feet, the air so thin that it's difficult to breathe. Others label the Inter-oceanic the most corrupt highway in the world. When construction contracts were opened for bids about fifteen years ago, massive bribes went to senior government ministers. The corruption was so rampant that Peru's [fictitious] then-president Echevarria had to resign.
Nowadays, the region opened up by the highway is rampant with illegal activity: gold mining, forest clearing and the sex trade. I'm already sure that smuggling can be added to the list.
We stop at the first bar we see in Inapari. It's a real dive, very poorly lit, the floor so thick with dirt that we wonder if there is one under there at all. But the beer is ice cold and the bartender helpful. He recommends a small family-operated place with rooms to rent and tells us the cantina next door has good, cheap food. But Alphonse wants more information too
"Where can we see some naked women here?"
"Lots of places. You like them young? Or about your age?" he asks, pointing at me.
Alphonse simply says, "Good-looking. Nice body.'
The two brothers are in their late-twenties and looking for action, every kind of action. They're big, muscular guys, with longish black hair and permanent five o'clock shadows on their faces. Alphonse is the older one and I notice that Arturo often defers to him. I can see that he's every bit as interested in the opposite sex as his brother.
"Easy. Drive through town and go left at a red neon sign that says CHICAS. The best ones work there. But hold on to your wallets because they'll do anything to get you to spend money. And I mean anything!" he laughs.
Alphonse wants to go right away. "Drink up you guys! Let's get over there!"
I persuade him to stop first at the place recommended by the bartender to rent a room. We find it and haul everything inside before I remind the brothers about his warning.
"Don't bring too much money, or you'll go hungry for the rest of the trip." Then we look for the sign.
From the outside, this place looks a lot bigger and classier than the one we just left. Two topless women meet us as soon as we step inside- and they are very good looking. Great bodies. We don't know where to stare first because the place is alive with bare skin, from topless hostesses to naked strippers working on a half dozen little circular stages, each surrounded by circles of chairs and tables. Music booms from big speakers somewhere, while the dancers toss their plush bodies in time.
"Fuckin' amazing!" Arturo declares. "I hoped this trip would be worthwhile, and it is already!"
"Yeah, and we just got here, little bro." Alphonse shouts back over the music.
One hostess leads us to a nearby stage where there are some open seats. We watch her hips sway in the tight thong and high heels, the only things she wears. Then she turns around and points to the seats with one hand, the other palm cupped for a tip. I give generously to get us started on the right foot, and she offers to place our drink order at the bar.
"Bring one for yourself and join us for a bit," I offer, my face near her ear so she can hear me.
She nods and flashes me a beautiful smile. Soon she brings a tray with four drinks and sits down next to me when I pay her, with another big tip. I'm hoping that I can get some information here because it looks like it could be a haven for the sex trade and smuggling.



It's hard to know where to look. Our server- Estela she says- has her fine rack inches from my arm. They're full and firm, with dark nipples that project out like little bullets. She seems to make a point of moving to the music, making them sway side-to-side. I can hardly take my eyes off them.
Meanwhile, my two bodyguards are mesmerized by the slim girl kneeling with her legs apart on the stage right in front of them. She wears nothing but a garter on each thigh, and they're busy looping bills underneath them, an easy excuse to touch her mocha skin.
"Having fun guys?" our server shouts over the music, and they nod eagerly.
"She'll take you for private dances over there," Estela adds, pointing to a door along the side wall.
Then she turns her charm on me.
"What's your name?" and I tell her it's Pedro.
"Mmm, I like you. Come over here with me, OK?"
I'm no more Pedro than she is Estela, but that's how it is in this place- all about no-strings sex for cash. They talk; they dance; or anything else you want. The women here are hungry, with pimps to pay off and families to support. They want money and are ready to do whatever it takes to get it. This is life stripped down to its most basic element. You pay. They fuck.
Estela brings us another round and one for herself, but gets up to usher some guys to a table before returning to ours. The stripper has finished her routine and has stepped down totally naked, reeking of sex and cheap perfume, to work on the brothers. Alphonse motions to the woman behind the bar to send a drink over for her, and grabs an empty chair. There are five of us at our little table now and the not-so-subtle negotiations are underway.
Another dancer comes to our stage and starts to peel. She's a bleached blonde with big tits that she really tosses around. Arturo watches intently as Blondie gets nude through her three songs. By the end, she's spread wide on her back with him gazing at her body like it's the Holy Grail. He orders a drink for her, and soon Blondie is all over him as she sips the expensive concoction sent from the bar.
After another round for everybody, Alphonse is the first one to trapse across to the door of the private room with the skinny stripper. She's still nude, carrying what little she wore in her hand. Minutes later, Arturo is gone with the buxom blonde, a grin on his face a mile wide. Both of them will get laid tonight, but I'm a little uneasy to be without my bodyguards. I've seen danger before and I sense it in this place.
"And you, Pedro? A private dance too?" Estela looks over to the same door.
"Could we just go somewhere quiet to talk a bit?" I suggest because I don't want to cheat on Marina.
"Just talk?" she laughs. "So, why are you here Pedro?"
"It's these louts I'm travelling with. My wife's cousins," I pretend.
"And you don't want them telling on you."
"Right. She's a good woman."
"Well... I'm working you know, so you'll pay to talk with me."
"Yes, but away from this noise."
We finish our drinks, and she leads me in a different direction, signalling the bartender as we walk by. Then it's through a short corridor and up a narrow staircase to a low door. She opens it and leads me inside. The room isn't very large- a bed and cupboard, a few chairs, a wash basin and mirror, and not much else.
"My room. The only quiet place here. I hate the music sometimes myself," she confides.
"I'll pay you to talk now. But get something on before I change my mind."
"Oh, I hope you do," Estela jokes, before slipping into a long robe hanging on the back of the door.
Then, for the next twenty minutes or so, we sit in the chairs just chatting. She relaxes and through scripted conversation I uphold my false story of travel with relatives while prying a few bits of information from her. I learn that this is a favourite stop for long-distance truckers, and that so many dancers work here that she only knows a few of them well. The money is good, but the girls seem to come and go regularly. She has no idea why.
Afterwards, she leads me downstairs to my table before leaving. A few minutes later, Arturo and Alphonse stagger back to join me, with silly grins on their faces.
"Got fucked in there did you boys?" I comment.
They smile some more and nod to each other, eager to talk about their time in the private rooms.
"And you just sat here waiting for us, Jag? Marina will be happy about that."
"Be sure to tell her," I advise. "Now let's get back to our place for the night. We started the day about twenty hours ago!"
That night we sleep like tired children until the rising sun shines in our faces. Then we make our way next door for breakfast. Coffee, some eggs with fried bread, and fresh fruit- it fills us up while we quietly discuss a plan for the day.
"I got some information last night. Lots of long-haul truckers go to that place, and there's a plenty of staff turnover with the girls. These two things might fit together."
"Maybe. Are you thinking the girls cross into Brazil with the truckers?" Alphonse asks?
"Willingly or by force?" Arturo wonders. "And what's this got to do with the valuable stuff stolen from Peru that Elena told us about?"
"I figure either the girls or the truckers- maybe both- are moving the goods. Some of the girls might be trapped, forced into sex and smuggling."
"It sounds like a big operation. How can you prove any of this, Jaguar?"
"Today we're going to stake out the only way from here into Brazil. There's a bridge across the Rio Acre past the titty bar, with a Customs office that regulates movement between Peru and Brazil. Maybe we'll see something there to support my theory."
"Do we go with you or can we just wait in the bar?" Alphonse asks hopefully.
"You're my bodyguards, so you stay with me. That's why the National Museum is footing the bill. I'll pay for breakfast now and we'll get started."
It's easy to find the Customs office because there's just one road out of town in that direction, the Inter-oceanic Highway. We find a spot to park with a good view of the government building where we won't likely rouse any suspicion. Every few hours we'll move to a different place. I have field glasses and a good camera to record anything noteworthy.
Surveillance is tedious work, watching for hours with nothing much happening. A bus pulls up and some people with luggage file into the building. Some of them are young women. After ten minutes or so, everyone boards again and the bus crosses into Brazil. A few cars cross too, but overall there isn't much movement. By the end of the morning, this seems like a dead end.
One thing which surprises us is that there are few trucks crossing the border. The highway was built to promote trade between Peru and Brazil, but there doesn't seem to be much this morning. Then a big transport pulls up to the building, and the driver holds some papers out the window. A uniformed agent looks at them, then walks around the trailer before waving him through.
An hour later there's another transport and the same sequence of events unfolds. Then another and another and another. The inspections are hurried- paperwork and a quick walk around the trailer. By mid-afternoon the three of us are in the car, ready to doze off when another big truck arrives. This one has a large sleeper unit behind the cab. The same walk-around routine takes place.
Suddenly, another officer dashes from the building and orders the driver to open the cab door. They argue loudly until the official pulls a handgun from his holster and points it up at the cab. The driver jumps out and puts both hands on top of his head. While the officer trains the gun on him, the other inspector goes into the cab. Not a minute later he emerges with two frightened-looking young women in tow.
All at once, the trucker makes a run for it. There's a warning shout, then two blasts from the pistol before the fleeing man falls face first onto the ground and doesn't move. Minutes later police and an ambulance arrive. Was there a tip, or did Customs officials see something suspicious? We've just witnessed a human trafficking takedown. The truck driver may have paid for it with his life.
A bit later I go into the Customs building posing as a driver myself.
'I haven't crossed here before. Where do I get the papers I need to bring my truck across with goods bound for Brazil?"
"Take the trailer to our impound warehouse at Puerto Moldonado, a couple of hours from here. Your cargo will be inspected there."
"And the papers?"
"If everything is in order, you get them there, then drive here to cross with them. The trailer will be sealed, so you can't load or unload in between. We check the seal before you can go."
We return to watching until sunset before calling it a day. Nothing else out of the ordinary happens and I'm still left wondering how the precious pieces of Peru's past are being smuggled into Brazil. Do the young women crossing by bus have them in their baggage, forced by pimps to act as mules in the operation? Do the truckers involved in human trafficking carry illegal parcels too? We need answers.
Tomorrow we'll drive to Puerto Moldonado to take a closer look at the Customs operation there. Depending on what we see, we'll cross the border ourselves to try to trace where the smuggling chain goes from here.
Bit by bit the pieces of this puzzle are beginning to come together; however, there are still many parts in motion. But I'm determined to do as much as we can without involving the authorities.
Based on past experience, I don't trust them very much. Too much shooting first and asking questions later. Too many quick fixes without uncovering the real culprits.
We can do better than that. We have to if we're going to stop this illegal trade in Peru's ancient past.
Elena and I won't settle for anything less.
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It's still cold up here in the mountains, even though the morning is half over. The sun is blinding in the dazzling blue sky; the sparkling air is so crisp that it feels almost like winter, a coldness that slices right through us. We shiver even though our bellies are full of hot coffee and breakfast.
"This better be worth it, Jag. My head is still pounding from last night," Alphonse complains and his brother Arturo joins in before I stop them short.
"I didn't bring you here just so you can drink and screw all night. You're working too!"
"Yeah, alright. We get it. But where the Hell are we going now? Seems to me like we're in the middle of nowhere."
"The Customs compound at Puerto Moldonado. We need to see what's going on there with inspecting trucks before they cross into Brazil."
"Sounds exciting," Arturo mocks before they both laugh at me.
"Oh, fuck off you clowns. It's a long drive, so go back to sleep for a while,"
Two hours later we've descended into the tropics and arrived at the compound. Now it's time to start looking around, but first I need to remind them how to act with the Customs officers here.
"You have to act like you belong here. Anyone who wants to challenge you needs to feel like they're taking a risk. Imagine that you're a trusted employee or even the boss."
"Easy for you to say, Jaguar. You're the one in charge of this trip."
"Not here though, but I'll sure pretend that I belong. So let's fan out. I'll go ask questions at the office. You two split up and watch different trailers being inspected, then sealed. Act like it's your own rig. Any questions?"
There aren't any, so we start investigating the Customs terminal, hoping to see some ways truckers could illegally transport Peruvian artifacts into Brazil. These priceless items, the skilled work of ancient cultures, are passing into the hands of international collectors at an alarming rate. I want to stop the trade.
We're standing outside a compound of warehouses surrounded by a very high chain link metal fence. There's one apparent way in and out, a sliding metal gate operated by a guard in the Customs office at the end of it. Behind the fence, truckers have backed enclosed trailers into the doors of large covered sheds where inspectors are going inside to examine the cargo. There are a few officers with drug dogs at work.
I enter the Customs office, posing as a trucker like I did yesterday at the Inapari, Peru border crossing.
"I haven't been here before. How's this work?"
"Where's your truck?"
"Back along the road. Overheating. Too humid down here...."
"It's simple. You give us the shipping manifest and we go through your load to check that it conforms. Takes an hour, maybe more if we're busy. You can leave the trailer and come back next day to hook up. Or you can wait over there."
He points to a small building.
"That's it? No duties to pay, stuff like that?"
"None to pass between Peru and Brazil. The trailer will be sealed and we'll stamp the manifest. You go to Customs at Inapari and show them that the trailer is still sealed. They'll want to see your stamped papers. Then you're done."
It conforms exactly with what I was told at the border crossing yesterday.
I leave the office and stand around watching for a while. I don't see anything out of the ordinary, a smooth operation, though I'm surprised the cabs themselves don't seem to be inspected. Smaller items could be smuggled that way.
Arturo comes to me and says everything seems alright. I tell him to slip around the back to see if there are any other ways to get in or out. He's back a few minutes later with an interesting fact- only by way of the front gate. When his big brother Alphonse returns he has nothing to report, so we pile into the rental car for the dusty two and a half hour drive back to our room in Inapari. A dead end.
"Waste a goddam time!" Arturo declares with disgust. "A whole day here for nothing."
"So are we done now, Jaguar? Can we go to Chicas bar again for some cold beer?" his brother asks hopefully.
I know what they really want at the bar. The place is a sexual paradise to them.
"Yes, but let's get some food while you still have some money left, then we'll go over. I have some work to do there anyway."
"Yeah. So do we!" And Alphonse humps his groin so there's no mistaking their intentions. We all laugh.
By the time we turn left at the red neon CHICAS sign it's nearly 9:00. I lay out a plan of operation before we leave the car.
"You guys have until midnight then we're back to the room. Keep your eyes open if you can. Watch for anything unusual going on."
Alphonse just scoffs. "You must be kidding Jaguar. We're going to drink and get laid. Don't expect anything else from us."
"How about you, boss? Another night being true blue, Marina's good boy?" Arturo chides before Alphonse speaks up.
"Little brother, if you had one like that, you'd probably do the same thing."
I remind myself that they're my bodyguards, nothing more. The sleuthing is up to me. There are plenty of transports out behind the bar, some just cabs without trailers. I'm going to park out back to watch what goes on after dark at this place. Nothing will surprise me.
"Don't get too drunk. We have an early start tomorrow. Midnight we go back to the room."
"You're not even coming in?"
"Why? Do you need a chaperone? I'll be in later to pick you up. I'm going to look around outside first."
I drop them off by the front door and wait long enough to see a topless woman usher them inside. They're like two kids in a candy store. Then I drive to a strategic spot out back where I can see the back door of the bar and several trucks parked nearby in the dark. I settle in to watch, with an eye to packages and women going into the cabs.
During the next hour or more, I see a lot. Girls from the bar come out with men. Half-naked, they shiver in the cold night air before climbing up into trucks. Some of them carry a bottle of liquor, ready to party and fuck. A pair of them jump into one truck, a menage a trois for some horny driver. I hear laughing and moaning from the sleeper units. There's shouting and a nearly nude girl runs for the back door of the bar.
Some men come to the trucks too, shady characters carrying parcels which they leave behind. Is it drugs or could there be valuable Peruvian artifacts too? Money changes hands. Smuggling is rampant behind the bar. Everything is for sale out here in the dark: sex, drugs, and ancient civilizations. It's the last one that interests me most, but it is also the most elusive.
Suddenly I see a commotion. There's a young woman being half dragged, kicking and screaming toward a truck in the distant shadows of the parking lot. Two men are on her, one pulling forward and the other pushing from behind. It looks like she is only partially clad and clearly doesn't want to go. Then a loud slap rings out and she's stuffed bodily into the cab, which is fired up and speeds away. I've just witnessed sex trafficking.
I've seen so much but there's nothing material to show for my efforts. The only photographs are stored in my brain. Crime is rampant here, but I don't have any evidence. I need licence plate numbers or truck registrations. So I simply don a baseball cap and walk around among the vehicles, acting as if I'm trying to find one for a delivery.
I memorize two plates of cabs where I've suspected crime, then go to my car to record them. Out again, I get two more, then two again, making six in all. I'll follow up tomorrow with the local police.
About 11:00 o'clock, I head inside to look for my two friends. I'm met at the door by somebody familiar- pretty Estela, the hostess tonight. Her fine breasts are bare and her painted lips are inviting. Her gold lame thong and stilettoes shimmer in the dim light. She seems to recognize me, and she lays a welcoming hand on my shoulder.
"Hi Pedro"- the phoney name I used yesterday. "Will we just talk again, or do more this time?"
She remembers me, probably because I'd gone to her room, where there'd been no sex. I don't answer directly.
"Estela! You look good tonight. Have you seen my friends? Two brothers- big guys with long, black hair and needing a shave?"
"Could be lots of guys like that here," and she comes closer, pressing her naked tits against my bare arm before continuing. "Yes, they came in a while ago, but right now they're with my girlfriends... you know, over there in the private room."
"That doesn't surprise me," I comment.
" They've got no wife like you, Pedro. Come to the table where they were before the girls came for them."
She leads me across the room, holding my hand as we thread through the crowd. I know that Estela wants me up to her room again and is already working on it.
The music pounds inside the big place, and there are naked bodies everywhere, maybe twenty-five girls or more. Some are stripping on the little round stages scattered through the room, while others move around carrying drink orders. Others sit curled up close to customers, and some lead guys over to the private room door.
The same thing is happening outside too. It's all for sale- naked flesh for money at Chicas bar tonight,and every night. Except maybe at Christmas and Easter.
Without a word from me, she sets me in a chair beside the stage and goes to the bar. Damn fine looking woman- I admire her all the way there- then she wiggles back with a beer for me and something for herself. My second time here and I'm already a regular. That's how it works at Chicas.
It is impossible to talk. Instead, Estela moves closer to me and takes my hand again. Her body moves with the music, those lively stiff nipples brushing against me. Right beside me on the little stage, a tall, slim brunette is midway through her last number, down on the floor writhing like she's in heat. Her legs are open so her private parts are publicly on display. It has me thinking about doing Estela tonight.
Loyalty to my wife struggles in a pitched battle with lust.
I sip my beer, watching the stripper gather the money tossed onto the stage. Now Estela makes her best move, taking my hand and bringing it down between her legs. She looks me straight in the eye as she humps up against it, her fat pussy molded by a tiny strip of cloth. She licks her lips and coos. Its warm down there, so I just leave it in place. I'm weakening.
A bit later, I've almost lost the battle and there's still no sign of my bodyguards. I hear a siren wailing somewhere out in the world beyond this Hell hole, but other than that it's all music and skin. The hostess wants to have more drinks sent over from the bar, but I'm starting to wonder why my guys have been in the private room for so long.
"I need to know about my wife's cousins, Estela. Check the private rooms for me, will you?" And I slide her a big tip with my free hand.
"You just want to watch my ass all the way over there, don't you, Pedro."
"Yes, I'll do that too," I admit.
A few minutes later she's back but they're not with her.
"Not there. The girls say they passed out and the bartender called an ambulance. Must have got some bad stuff. They've probably gone to the hospital by now."
"Shit! That's the end of my night. See you, Estela."
I run for the car and drive fast to the local clinic we've passed a few times since arriving here. There's a big lineup in Emergency, people with serious issues like gunshot wounds, but Alphonse and Arturo are nowhere to be seen.
I'm told that by arriving in an ambulance, they bypassed the walk-ins and have been admitted for treatment. Their stomachs are being pumped as I speak with the duty nurse. "A drug overdose," she says, as though it is little more than a toothache. Drug trafficking is just another reality of life in Inapari, the most dangerous town in Peru.
So, I spend my night slumped in an uncomfortable chair in Emergency, waiting to get word of their condition. The place is crammed with crying babies and moaning sufferers waiting to be examined. But, there is only one doctor on duty, so things move very slowly. I wonder who is going to die tonight, a stark reminder of how cheap life is in places like this town.
About daybreak they come staggering out into the Discharge area, white as sheets, their faces drained of any colour. I have to help them into the car, and I can see they'll need to spend most of the day sleeping this off.
"What the Hell happened to you guys? Can't I leave you alone for a couple of hours?"
"Don't know. Some bad stuff I guess," Alphonse admits.
"Where did you get it?"
They look sheepish and are slow to answer. I wait and little brother Arturo finally cracks.
"We had three girls between us in the party room. It was wild and one of them said she had something that would make us like Superman."
"You fuckin' morons," I mutter.
"So we bought it," Alphonse continues. "And it almost blew our heads off. We fucked them pretty good..."
"Really good, bro. Really good!...."
"Until the wheels fell off. We got sick and couldn't stop puking. I guess somebody called an ambulance when we passed out."
"Yeah, Jaguar. So here we are. Sorry, man."
"So, we'll take the room for an extra day. I got some plate numbers out back last night that I want to follow up on while you two sleep it off."
I pay for another night and get the two shaky grown men into bed. Then I find the police station, a non-descript metal building near the centre of town. It is surprisingly large for the size of the town but then again this is no ordinary town.
The place is almost like a fortress, with heavy metal bars on the windows and an electronic entry system to keep the gang bangers out. I show identification to a machine to be admitted. When I finally see a cop, the reception is not friendly.
"You want what?"
"Information about six trucks. I got licence numbers behind Chicas bar last night."
"Are you fuckin' kidding me, man?"
I repeat myself while he looks at me like I'm a circus clown. After a long pause he replies.
"We don't give out that kind of information. Just leave it alone."
"There's crime out there...."
"Yeah, we know. You're lucky you weren't shot hanging around there collecting numbers like some damn hero. Stay away from that place!"
"Are you saying you don't want to do anything about it?" I challenge.
"I'm telling you to stay away. We don't go over there unless somebody dies."
"What! That bad!"
"Worse. Now just get out of here and I'll pretend we never talked about this."
I decide on the spot that I'll check the numbers when we get back to Lima. These cops are safe in their solid fortress and don't like to venture out where things are happening. I wonder if somehow they've been bought off by a powerful syndicate behind all this. This can't all just be random activity- it's not like Inapari is corruption free.
But there's not much else I can do with this investigation today, so I call Elena to check on Carlos' condition and update her on what we've found so far up here at the border.
She tells me that Carlos is recovering well from the attack on his life by those thugs in Manaus. His bruises are healing to the point that he can get around without crutches. And the red welts around his neck from the tope they tried to garrot him with are becoming less obvious. He had a close call and only Elena's frantic defense in fighting them off spared his life.
"How are you two getting along there?"
He's staying at her apartment while she looks after him. Elena was banged up a bit too, so she is off work for at least a week.
"Yes, very well. We're helping each other recover. He's right here. I have some water boiling, so you can ask him."
She hands over the phone and I hear her clatter off to the kitchen.
"How's it going with Elena? She told me to ask you."
He lowers his voice, talking softly into the phone.
"Fantastic! I think I'm falling for her, Jag."
"What! I thought you were finished with women. That's what you told me."
"This is different. We've bonded because she saved my life. Living here with her is great."
"Carlos, you're not...."
"Sleeping in her bed?" he finishes my question. "Not yet, but its going to happen soon the way things are going here."
"Well, you can thank Marina for that. It was all her idea. Not to play matchmaker- just to help each other recuperate. We both felt badly that I'd put you in danger."
"Speaking of your wife, without repeating any of my comments, see if she can find out what Elena thinks of me. I don't want to get all fired up if she isn't interested."
"Sure. She'll enjoy that. I'll call her later and work it out."
"Oh, here she comes now. Made us coffee."
"Put her on Carlos. I have to tell her about her cousins."
I'm going to tease her a bit.
"Elena, I just picked up Alphonse and Arturo at the clinic a few hours ago. They're fine now, just a little tired after bring in Emergency most of the night."
"Omigod! What happened?"
"They got into some bad stuff at a bar."
"I think you must be leading then astray, Jag," she teases me in return. "I was hoping they'd learn something good from you, not all your bad habits."
"I'm doing my best. I'll smoke up, as you know, but I won't buy drugs in a bar. Those boys are the ones trying to lead me astray."
"Anyway, how are things up there, Jag?"
"This place lives up to its reputation. It's the Wild West! I've seen human trafficking and I'm sure that smuggling in drugs, stolen artifacts, and everything else is going on too."
"No police there?"
"I took them plate numbers of crime vehicles and they didn't want to know. Just told me to stay out of it for my own good."
"What will you do next, when the boys are feeling better?"
"Tomorrow we're crossing into Brazil to look around for a couple of days. There's nothing more we can do in this place."
We chat for a while longer. She tells me that Marina has been visiting almost daily, bringing in groceries, checking up on them. That sounds like the sweet woman I married a few years ago.
"Is Carlos still there? I'll have a word with him before I finish."
He picks up.
"Carlos, is she still there? No? I'll ask Marina to talk to her about you."
"Do that. I need to know."
"So this is it, eh. She's been a close friend for long time and I work with her every day. She doesn't have anyone else- except for the Museum. Its her life. Does she talk about anything else?"
"Yes, everything else. We have so much in common...."
"That's a good sign, my friend. A very good sign."
"She's coming back now. I better go."
I smile later when I think about it. She's a passionate woman and I know she'll keep him happy in and out of bed. Life is strange. He doesn't know a thing about ancient Peru and she trusts people like no private investigator ever could. They're a study in opposites. I know the death of his daughter Verena was a huge loss to Carlos, and hope that Elena can get him past it.
It is quiet in the room, apart from my snoring companions. I have some weed with me and something to pray for tonight, so I light up and draw in deeply. The sweet smoke filters through me and after a while I start to feel the presence of my namesake, the Jaguar spirit. I close my eyes to see the cat-like face of the big Lanzon Stone deep in the Old Temple at Chavin de Huantar. The jaguar is the great power in ancient Andean cultures.
I want Carlos to heal, and I know that Elena can do it. So, l focus on the image and begin a soft chant which flows in a rising and falling cadence. The repeated words seem to come straight from my soul:
"Calentarlos.... Heat them up.... Calentarlos.... Calentarlos.... Carlentarlos...."
My faith in the powers of the Jaguar spirit have never failed. It brought me Marina and it saved my life from the Sendero Luminosa kidnappers. I know that the jaguar can save my friend Carlos too.



The next morning it takes a lot of banging around in the room to wake up Alphonse and Arturo. I take them to the cantina next door, and eventually several steaming cups of coffee rouse them. We load up the rental car, and it's time to leave this damn town behind.
But there is one more stop that I want to make, the police station. My two bodyguards are awake enough to notice that I'm dressed in my oldest clothes and a baseball cap. I haven't shaved in a few days either.
I've been thinking about what happened there yesterday and I realize that there were mistakes. My direct approach to the duty cop made it too difficult to get the information which I had recorded out behind Chicas bar the night before last. This time I'll try a different approach, one that worked a few times already. But it's only going to fly if I encounter a different cop than last time. That's a chance I'll take.
"Wait in the car, and don't go anywhere," I tell them, as I park around the corner from the police station. "I won't be very long."
"Where you going, Jaguar?"
"I'll tell you when I come back."
Then I walk to the station and come inside, looking to see if there's someone different on desk duty this early in the day. Good, another person, a pleasant-looking woman this time instead of the hardened old bastard I couldn't get any information from before.
"Can I help you, Senor?"
"I hope so. Somebody stole the spare tire off my cab. I saw him throw it into his truck and drive off. All I got was his plate number."
"Do you want to file a report?"
"I just want my tire back."
"We're so busy with other crime that I don't...."
I interrupt, sliding a bill across the counter top under my hand, along with a paper listing the licence number.
"If I know who owns the truck, I'll take care of it myself."
She looks across the office and there isn't anyone else around. So, she takes the money and the paper. Five minutes later she returns with a computer printout for me. Now I have something tangible to work with.
Aurelo P. Gonsalves, CEO
Intercontinental Freight Company Limited
2660 Via Los Angeles, Cuzco, Peru
"Muchos gratias!"
"I don't know anything about this. Adios."
The border crossing is easy enough. Passport checked, a few questions, and we're into Brazil, a place called Assis at the opposite end of the new Brazil-Peru Integration Bridge. A bus is coming in the opposite direction, headed into Peru. People file off- a few of them with baggage- and line up to enter the Customs building. I wonder how many are transporting goods they've conveniently left on the bus.
We drive through the town. Aside from the Portuguese signs, nothing really looks any different here. We're met by shabby streets blown with trash, and a line of dreary drinking holes with grim-looking men standing about. Kerchiefed old women scuttle along from the morning market, burdened with grimy plastic bags. Life is just as hard on both sides of the border.
Eventually, we're out of all this and into the rugged countryside. Its easy to see how the new paved highway has changed things by opening up the region. We can see that wide swaths of trees have been cut back from the road- whole forests cleared in some places, the stumps still standing. With the forest gone, sandy washouts mark where streams have ripped away the naked earth. Once-blue mountain streams are brown, choked with mud.
We pass areas torn apart by illegal strip mining and stream dredging for gold. Its an environmental disaster! Abandoned diggings scar the hillsides and the remains of shacks and broken equipment litter the weeds. Stream beds have been scraped bare in places, and creeks completely diverted in others. This only adds to the damage which we've witnessed today.
In a couple of hours we come to a sprawling city, Rio Branco, our destination for further surveillance. The Inter-oceanic route divides here, one branch directed northeast to Porto Velho, the other east to the inland capital, Brasilia, and Sao Paulo beyond that. I want to see if Rio Branco is an assembly or distribution point along the smuggling trail. I've don't know if we'll find anything, but luck might be with us.
This is a big city, the deepest westward reach of urban population into Brazil. Its fortunes have risen and fallen with the price of natural rubber from the plantations grown here one hundred and fifty years ago. Nearly half the population of this corner of Brazil is clustered here, many people the descendants of labourers who worked on the plantations.
I plan to spend a couple of days watching the movement of women and trucks, the suspected carriers of ancient Peruvian culture into Brazil and beyond. I'll be on the lookout for vehicles from Intercontinental Freight. And I know the best place to track both carriers- in the city's seediest night spots. My bodyguards are always willing companions on such assignments.
We find a quiet little motel and rent a couple of rooms, then pick up some beer and groceries so we can settle in for a few days. Its out on the edge of the city, not far from the highway, close to a big place we saw on the way with a gaudy green neon that flashes JOVEM [Girls] in Portuguese. If past experience is any guide, this spot has potential, so we'll drive over after sunset.
When I see trucks and trailers lined along one side of the muddy lot I know we've come to the right place. I park in the shadows to watch for any activity around the trucks. There are a couple of Intercontinental Freight rigs here, but I don't see the same level of activity witnessed at Inapari.
Some hookers go out to the drivers and disappear into sleeper units. Elsewhere, some guys bring suspicious packages and get a handful of money in return. Its another world around the trucks, where people make a living with their bodies or their guile- a dog-eat-dog scramble in the muddy lot beside Jovem bar.
I wish that I could find out more about the things being delivered to the trucks, so I come in for a closer look. Skulking around in the dark, walking quietly between trailers, I hope to overhear conversations about what is handled.
Now I'm watching either a flat bag of drugs or a priceless Peruvian piece change hands. Maybe I'm getting a bit closer to the smuggling syndicate that includes these drivers? Listening carefully, I lose track of what is going on around me.
Suddenly I feel something pushed hard into my back, a stick or a gun barrel. What the fuck! I instinctively tighten up- fight or flight time. Wisely, I stay still because I don't want to be a dead hero.
"Policia! Put those hands on top of your head and walk forward slow and easy. I don't want to shoot you," shouts a tough voice from behind.
"I'm just taking a piss out here," I protest.
A firm hand grips my shoulder and steers me toward better light. I see a police car waiting for me. The guy's partner opens the back door and then barks another order.
"Hands together behind your back."
"But I was just..."
"Shut up! We got a call about a guy out in the parking lot. There's been a lot of theft back here."
"I didn't...."
"Shut up I said! You're coming to the station."
"I have money!" I offer.
"Now you're staying for the night!"
"But I...," earns me a gloved cuff across the mouth, so I don't say anything else as they push me into the car and drive away.
Now what the Hell am I going to do? Alphonse and Arturo won't know where I am and they don't have keys for the car or the room. They'll probably get drunk in the bar and end up screwing some of the dancers. I don't know where they'll end up, or how they'll be able to get me out in the morning. The situation looks hopeless. I wonder if the cops will give me one last chance.
"My cousins are in there," I lie. "I have the keys for the car and the motel room. Alphonse and Arturo. Tell them where I'm going. Please! I beg you!"
I wait but nobody even turns around to look at me. Should I try it again, or will they listen to me? One more try.
"Please! Stop there before we go. They need to have these keys and...."
"Shut the Hell up!"
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Sometime late in the night, there's noise in the cell block and I wake up with a start. An awful stench fills my nostrils. I'm sharing my lockup with a drunk who has been sick in the cell and all over himself too. It smells so bad that I start to wretch dry heaves. Damn, I hope my bodyguards Alphonse and Arturo show up early in the morning to get me out of here!
Then I see two passed out drunks being dragged to the holding cell next to mine. They're sick and moaning miserably. The light comes on in their cell and I recognize them- my two guys, my bodyguards!
I wanted the cops to let them know I'm in jail so they could get the room and rental car keys. But it didn't happen, and the stupid asses drank themselves half to death, probably blowing all their money on girls at the bar. Now we all have a new home tonight. I fall back to sleep on a rough bench wondering about tomorrow.
In the morning, a cop comes rattling big keys to let them out. They're free to go, so I give them the motel key and tell them to bring the car while I stay for some questioning. The duty cop sits across a small table from me with a pen and a pad of paper.
"So, why were you out by those trucks behind the bar last night?"
"I told the guys who brought me in that I had to piss."
"You can do better than that! Come on, or we'll be here all day. I'll get paid but you won't."
"OK. OK. I'm Wesley Bruce Arundel, Head of Acquisitions at the Peruvian National Museum of Archaeology in Lima. Here's my card."
"Really! Be serious. You look more like a truck driver to me."
"It's just a disguise..."
"Then why were you sneaking around the parking lot of a rough bar, Mr. Arundel?"
"Ancient artifacts are brought into Brazil and sold to international collectors. I think truckers are somehow getting them out of Peru, and I came here to see if my hunch is right."
"Hmm....You should have said that last night instead of sleeping in here."
"I didn't get a chance. Not with a pistol stuck in my back."
"We can't take any chances over there. It's a mean area. Anyway, you're free to go now, but don't go back there. Clear out of Rio Branco. Go back to Peru and let the police look after your problem."
"Yes, we'll go this morning. I'll wait here 'til my buddies come back with the car."
He's curious about the artifact smuggling, so we talk over a coffee. As I tell him more about my trip up to the Peru-Brazil border region, it's clear that he doesn't know anything about the problem. Drugs and human trafficking, yes, but the illegal trade in cultural pieces, no. I leave him with my contact information in case anything turns up.
Eventually Alphonse and Arturo are back. We drive over to the motel room we never slept in, and use it to shower, change our clothes, and eat some breakfast. My bodyguards are badly hung over, so they load up on juice and headache pills. We finish up with black coffee, load our things into the car and leave. There's nothing more to do in Rio Branco.
"We going back home now, right Jag?" Arturo asks hopefully.
I don't reply at first, so Alphonse speaks up.
"You're going the wrong way, boss!"
"We're on our way to the last stop, Porto Velho."
"Hey... where's that?"
"In Brazil."
"How far?"
"About eight hours following the bus route."
"Shit, man! We'll die before we even get there! My head is pounding."
"Just don't puke in the car. We'll stop every few hours and get there tonight."
"Come on, Jag. Give us a break!"
I look straight ahead and don't say anything, so they slump back trying to fall asleep. Soon they're out like a light and stay that way while I drive through increasingly tropical terrain on the paved road to our last stop in Brazil. We can't get there soon enough
After a few hours I pull into a small town for gas and the brothers wake up. A stretch, a drink, and we're on our way again with Arturo driving. I'd like to catch some sleep, but my body guards are feeling better, and start to brag about their escapades the night before.
"Mine was so hot! She was like a rabbit- every way possible!"
"Nita, she was more a vacuum cleaner. I never had one like her, and she couldn't get enough of me!"
"Maria was an awesome lay. And I gave it to her so good that she's probably hoping I'll be back tonight for some more!"
"Mine told me nobody was better, that my dick was amazing. I turned her inside out with it, man!"
It's hard to listen to this.
"So, do you private room studs have any money left, or did these girls get it all?"
"I still have some," one of them claims while the other one just looks away.
"How much?"
"Enough for a few beers, maybe."
"And you?"
"Can you lend me some until we get back, Jag?"
I have to laugh at them. They're burning through money fast, but having the time of their lives. I just hope they aren't bringing home some disease picked up from all these hookers.
All their bragging passes the time until we take another break. Stepping outside the car, we can feel the oppressive heat and humidity of late afternoon. A heavy rainstorm should be coming soon. Alphonse takes over driving and I climb onto the back seat to sleep after the rough night I spent on a hard bench in jail. I drop off quickly and wake later to driving rain pelting down on the roof.
"Hey! Pull over, Alphonse! I can hardly see the road," I order and he finds an area where there's some space. A minute later a line of three big transports barrels by, driving much too fast. They might have run right over top of us if we were still on the road. We're unnerved and wait until the peak of the storm has passed before starting out again.
The sun is setting when we begin to see some farms and plantations, a sign we're nearing Porto Velho. An hour later we're looking for a cheap motel for the night. We've been on the road so much that I've already decided to get a plane out of here, leaving the rental car behind. The brothers are delighted.
There's no surveillance and no more bars that first night- instead we fall into bed and don't move until the morning sun streams through the threadbare curtains. There's a coffee place nearby and we've still got some food left. Life is good this morning, far better than at this time yesterday.
Porto Velho is pretty much the end of the line for good road transportation in this region of Brazil. Much traffic is loaded onto several long, three-level ferries which ply the Madeira River, a large western tributary that feeds the Amazon. Four or five days ferry travel downriver leads toward Manaus, where many central Brazilian routes converge.
I want to find out more about the transfer of people and goods between land and water transport at Porto Velho, a city of a half a million. Many people here live in the sullen neighbourhoods that surround the wealthier central city. That's how it is all through Latin America, where ramshackle homes often form a grimy ring around a upscale city core. It's a place ripe for petty crime. I wonder if it supports major smuggling activity and human trafficking?
In the morning we arrive at the ferry terminal, and split up to get a sense of how the whole transfer operation takes place here. I want Alphonse and Arturo to watch opposite ends of the terminal, while I go inside to ask questions. It's the same approach we used at the Puerto Moldonado Customs impound terminal in Peru.
I quickly learn that staff at the ferry dock are focused on efficiency. They don't like too many questions.
"Tell me where I get a ticket to Manaus."
"Over there."
"Its for a transport truck. Can I go on board with a big vehicle?"
"Just in the centre lane."
"Is there cargo inspection?"
"No dangerous loads are allowed."
"How much does it cost?"
"Depends on length and weight."
"Will I have to wait long to go on?"
"Sometimes, but later today works."
I continue like this for a few more questions before she loses patience with me and tells me to go to the ticket office if I need any more information.
A few minutes later, I meet up with my bodyguards and they report seeing Intercontinental Freight trucks at the terminal, one of them being unloaded at present. We go over to the area to casually observe what is coming out of the trailer. Is it us, or do these people seem suspicious, taking great pains to ensure that no-one can see what is being taken out?
Now they're eyeing us watching them, and somebody comes to tell us to "shove off!" We stand our ground, then a couple more come over so that we're three on three. A few more drift in, outnumbering us now, and threatening to move us if we won't move ourselves. One big guy picks up a tire iron and wields it in a threatening way.
"Have you got something to hide?" I retort.
"Mind your own business!" And another guy comes right up in my face. I take a step backwards as Alphonse moves between us, and they stand jaw to jaw.
"Back off!" my bodyguard snarls and Arturo crowds up closer too.
The brothers are both tough Peruvian Army vets and I know they won't back down from a fight, even if we're outnumbered. They're like junkyard dogs straining at the ends of their chains.
I need to diffuse this and fast!
"Let's go over to the passenger area to see if we can get some tickets," I say, and when we've moved away from the truck being unloaded, I tell them, "I'll memorize the plate number. You guys each save two more Intercontinental Freight truck plates and put them into your phone. Then we'll compare them to the ones recorded at Inapari to see if they're the same ones?"
We find three matches. This could mean that some of the company trucks are engaged in smuggling of some kind, maybe ancient artifacts. But short of actually seeing it take place- and that isn't likely to happen here- we won't find out this way.
So, we venture out again, this time to watch passenger traffic, especially bus riders entering and exiting the boat. There are several young women, some with distinctive Indigenous features, and they carry baggage. Are there artifacts in there? We can't tell, and it's frustrating. There has to be some way to test my theory that bar girls are moving precious Peruvian artifacts down to Manaus.
Nothing else comes to light- a small amount of information gleaned after a great deal of driving. I'm tired and fed up with not being able to actually see what we know is being taken out of Peru. This kind of surveillance seems to have come to a dead end.
As soon as possible I arrange a charter flight in a small plane over the mountains into Peru. It's expensive, but we can go tomorrow if conditions are right. Besides, the National Museum will pay for it because this investigation is important to the country's heritage.
The nearest airport is back in Rio Branco. The Andes Mountains run north-south between Branco and Cuzco airports, so the pilot cautions that we may be in for a rough ride if there is upper air turbulence.
"Drafts sweep up from the mountains. They cause a lot of turbulence, and a little plane like mine is at their mercy. I'll try to stay above them, but it depends on the clouds. I never know quite what to expect."
We've been warned, and we hope that what he described doesn't come to pass. Unfortunately, it does, giving us a ride like a carnival roller-coaster. The sky is a menacing blue-black, and our little plane is tossed around like a cork in the sea. The pilot tries to find calm air without much success. All too often we can see mountain peaks close by, almost like we're threading between them.
It is terrifying and I see that my bodyguards have lost all composure. Their eyes are wide with fear. This constant shaking and rolling continues for at least a half hour, with no sign of stopping. We need help fast, and I remember the jaguar spirit.
I jam my eyes shut to focus on the stone face of the Jaguar god in the Old Temple at Chavin de Huantar, the spirit fed by the blood of sacrificial victims locked in the chamber above. My prayers have been heard many times before. I need them answered now! So I begin to chant softly in a rising and falling rhythm, while Arturo and Alphonse wonder what the Hell I'm doing.
"Dejanos vivir.... [Let us live] Dejanos vivir.... Dejanos vivir.... Dejanos vivir.... Dejanos...."
This continues unbroken for some minutes, as long as I can hold the stone image in my mind. Then it's gone, but I feel at peace, ready to accept how the spirit will deal with us. All at once, the plane begins to level out, and the turbulence is diminished.
"Jeez, Jag! You were praying, weren't you? And it worked! Look... it worked!" Alphonse exclaims.
Arturo joins in. "We're going to make it. We're saved!"
I wonder if it was my prayer or simply good luck, but I'm not going to dismiss what just happened. After all, back in the days when I was guiding tours, I'd asked the jaguar spirit to make Marina stay with me instead of returning to America. She did. [Background: Andean Experience Ch.02: Marina's Choice in Non-Erotic.]
There is a good hotel near the centre of Cuzco. I always used it at the end of the two and three week tours which I led through Peru with my old company, Andean Experience. I phone to reserve two rooms, then we take a cab from the airport. There's a familiar face working the front desk when we check in.
"Mr. Arundel. Ohh... Jaguar. Hi. Remember me?"
I recognize the attractive brunette, but I haven't been here in two years. So, I glance at her name tag, hoping she won't notice.
"Mercedes! Sure... I used to stay here a lot with my tour groups."
"Nice to see you again. Are you travelling with someone else? You reserved two rooms."
"These two guys are with me. Make it a room for me and one for them."
"OK. How would a double be for them- two beds- and a single room for you, one wide bed?"
"Sure. That's fine."
"We're quite full, so they'd be on different floors...."
"No problem, Mercedes."
She smiles and looks right into my eyes when she says that mine is just down the hall, while theirs is two levels up. Only later do I find out the real reason for this. While we're having supper at the hotel restaurant off the front lobby, I notice Mercedes watching me from time to time. Afterwards, we go to our rooms for a quiet evening after a harrowing flight. I'm ready to turn in early when there's a soft knock on my door. I go with a towel wrapped around my waist.
"Room service," I hear a soft female voice speak.
"But I didn't...."
"Its me, Mercedes," she says. "I brought you something, on the house."
When I open the door, she walks in with a tray, a bottle of Pisco, and two glasses. She's still wearing her hotel attire.
"Close the door, Jaguar. Where should I put this tray?"
Then she answers her own question.
"That night table by the bed will do," and she carefully sets it down.
I'm still confused by what is going on.
"Is there some kind of mistake, Mercedes?"
"Not at all. I'm finished my shift, and we have lots to catch up on. I'll pour us a couple of drinks. There's a chair for you. Pull it over. I'll have to sit on the bed, I guess."
She wants to visit and I begin to understand there might be more than friendliness involved here. So I explain.
"I was just going down for the night, so let me put on some trousers."
I grab a pair and go into the bathroom. When I return, wearing nothing but the slacks, Mercedes has removed her hotel jacket and kicked off her shoes. She sits at the end of my bed, those long legs curled up beneath her. I suddenly remember them wrapped around my waist during strenuous sex after drinking too much or smoking up.
Mercedes is about thirty now and still very appealing to me. Her large, dark eyes are as intense as her lovemaking, and those full breasts still push firmly against her blouse. Now she takes a few pins from her shiny black hair and it cascades down her back and shoulders. Her inviting smile is warming me up as much as the first mouthful of strong alcohol.
"To good times we had in the past, Jaguar," she proposes, and we both drain our shot glasses before she reaches to pour us each another one.
Now I'm sure what's happening here, but I seem powerless to stop it. Instead, we enjoy a second shot while I tell her why I'm in Cusco with these two bodyguards. I talk about tracking down the Peruvian treasures disappearing into Brazil and beyond. She only pretends to be listening, but her eyes often flick between my bare chest and my face. Mercedes licks her full red lips.
Another shot later this sexy woman is telling me how dull her routine life has become. She's between boyfriends, "craving"- her word- some excitement. As the booze heats up Mercedes, she loosens first one button, then another, and soon a third. With her sitting a bit sideways to me like this, I can see plenty of mocha skin. I want to see more.
I pour a fourth shot and her fingers touch mine as I pass it to her. She leans toward me- more blouse buttons came undone when I wasn't looking. Then Mercedes looks into my eyes and whispers.
"I need you tonight, Jag. Don't make me ask."
Crunch time! I'm a married man now, with a loving wife many miles away. This sexy woman wants me to bang her, and from past experience I know just how good it will be. Should I do it? Marina will never know.
"You're a beautiful woman, Mercedes. Lets drink to that."
I haven't committed one way or the other, I'm just stalling, buying time. Besides, the anticipation will only make it better if we do end up in bed. But there's a problem, a big problem- my cock has a mind of its own! Mercedes looks at my trousers and comments.
"I know you want me too, don't you? Why pretend?"
She reaches forward and presses firmly against my rod. The woman is a little drunk now and I'm feeling very vulnerable.
"Take it out, Jag," she urges, and I comply almost automatically.
When I do, she quickly swings down off the bed and kneels in front of my chair, before tugging at my trousers.
"Take them off. Now."
Moments later I'm in her mouth, her tongue licking me and strong cheek muscles sucking. I instinctively arch my back to tilt up against her face. She responds by looking submissively into my eyes, all the while stroking with one hand while the other cradles my balls. Memories of Mercedes' skills come flooding back. I've got to stop myself. Fast!
"Let me undress you now," I gasp, mere seconds away from eruption.
She stands up so I can finish unbuttoning her blouse and that bra while she drops her skirt and panties. Now we press together tightly. She wants to kiss, but there's no love here, just a good time. I turn my head so her lips miss mine and land on my cheek- my weak concession to marital loyalty. I know I shouldn't be doing this but I cant stop a lust-laden freight train.
A minute later Mercedes is on her back, with her arms pulling me tight as I push deep into her. It's warm and tight, clenching me as I start to withdraw then push back down. She's clutching and moaning into my ear as I move more firmly against her. I can feel those big, full tits against my chest. This is so good, but it's so wrong.
Mercedes is hot beneath me and breathing hard, so I withdraw and have her go on all fours. She does even better, dropping her face to the sheets and provocatively pushing her raised ass back toward me. I have to take it. Can't resist. I pound into her hard, while she whimpers, leaning back with every stroke.
I don't want this to end yet, so I sit up on the side of the bed. Mercedes straddles me and comes down on my stiff cock. I sample her erect nipples with my mouth while thrusting up into her wetness. Then I lay back so she can kneel, spread wide across me while I push up into her. Mercedes seeps all over me as she lifts and powerfully slams back down.
We're both getting close now. She's almost out of control, calling out, her eyes closed tightly as she drives herself along the length of my throbbing organ. Faster, harder, deeper! I'm gonna come...NOW! Its all automatic: one, two, three, four blasts into her clenching channel, and then another. Fantastic!



Then she loses it too, her painted fingers flying across her swollen clit to skillfully coax out what she so desperately needs tonight. Her orgasm is absolutely intense! Mercedes falls forward against me, our hearts pounding hard, our mouths gasping for breath.
First, there's a brief sense of absolute bliss. Then, a few seconds later a wall of guilt comes crashing down on me. What the Hell have I just done! Another minute later she whispers to me.
"I want to stay the night, Jag."
"I can't do that, Mercedes. I'm married now," I beg off.
"I know that. You wear a gold ring, but I want to sleep with you tonight anyway."
"Mercedes, these guys know my wife. I can't risk it."
She gives me a withering stare, then without saying another word she quickly dresses and leaves. And she takes the rest of the Pisco with her.
It occurs to me to pray to the Jaguar spirit that Marina never finds out about this indiscretion, but I've already called upon it once today. There are only so many times the jaguar will hear me.
The next morning, I meet Alphonse and Arturo for breakfast. Thankfully, Mercedes is nowhere in sight.
"How did you two sleep last night?" I ask.
"Great hotel, Jaguar. Needed that. Thanks. And you?"
"Went to bed early," I say truthfully. "And fell asleep right away," I lie.
I've been experiencing a bad case of remorse ever since I woke up, and I want to avoid any thoughts about what really went on last night. But they aren't going away so easily.
"Who was that babe on the front desk last night, Jag? She seemed to know you."
"Just somebody I used to see here when I had my tour business."
"Man, I'd like some business with her- dirty business!"
I force a grin and say to myself, "If you guys only knew." But I hope they never will because the less they say anything about Mercedes, the better.
Back in my room, I phone to make an appointment with the director of the local museum in Cuzco, Dr. Santo Arusa. I've dealt with him before when Elena and I were transferring valuable Inca drinking cups to the National Museum in Lima. We've been friendly ever since I nabbed his assistant for stealing them from a display case. [Background: Andean Experience Ch. 06: Crime in Cuzco in Non-Erotic category.]
He has a meeting this morning, so I decide to take Elena's cousins for a history tour around old Cuzco. I can't leave her thinking that all I did was take them to bars and whorehouses on this trip. First, we walk over to the cathedral and I point out the unique foundations along the side where the land slopes. They see the large, perfectly fitted stone under the building.
"Inca," I tell them. "When the Spanish crushed them nearly 600 years ago, the conquerors built their cathedral right on the ruins of the most sacred Inca place, the Coricancha. We can go under there."
"Is there a test after this, Jaguar?" one of them jokes, as we go downstairs.
"These open rooms are nothing like they were before Pizarro came with guns. They were filled with priceless silver and gold statues to the ancient gods. The walls of that one were hammered sheets of solid gold!"
"The Spaniards took it all, right?"
"Yes. They captured the emperor and held him ransom in exchange for a room full of precious metal. The Inca stripped places like this bare and turned it over because Atahualpa was considered a god on earth. The captors beheaded him anyway."
"Bastards!"
"They were. The legend is that the Inca planted his head in the ground, hoping it would grow again and he'd return."
"Crazy!"
"Every year on the first day of spring, a festival celebrates the last age of the Inca, the return of the Emperor to bring back the old ways."
"Where is it held?"
"Right up there on that bluff overlooking the city. Thousands attend now. More every year."
I'm in full tour guide mode, back to the days of my Andean Experience business. But I can see my bodyguards are losing interest and want a beer. Enough of education, so I leave them for my appointment with the museum director. He greets me warmly and we remember old times before we get down to business.
"But Jaguar, I know you didn't come today just to reminisce. What's on your mind, more of our artifacts to move to Lima?"
"No, I'm investigating pieces smuggled out of Peru and sold to rich collectors overseas."
"I've heard about bits and pieces turning up at European auctions. But that's been happening for years.
"It's becoming a flood now, Santo. Maybe the work of some syndicate, perhaps global in extent. We've seen Nazca drinking vessels and Paracas burial shrouds exchanged in Manaus and shipped downriver."
"Really! How are they getting to Manaus?"
"I've just come from Imapari and Porto Velho. I think the pieces cross the border by truck and in bags carried across by girls working in Brazilian bars and whorehouses. It could even go to in small charter planes like the one I used to get here yesterday."
"And you want me to tell you where it all originates, right? Unfortunately, I have no idea!"
"Exactly. Neither do I. Any wild guesses?"
"Hmm.... Maybe sources we don't know anything about, like illegal digs or thefts from collections here in Peru?"
"I wish there was some place to start," I remark.
"Jaguar, I do have one suggestion. A few blocks from here there's a little shop where an old couple sells tourists copies of small Inca artifacts. But in the back room they offer bits and pieces of the real thing. I don't know if its legal trade or not. But, I've never bothered to find out because the stuff is far from museum quality."
"Hey, that's a good lead! I'll go there tight now!" I'm excited and he gives me directions.
It only takes a few minutes to find the place, which looks like a rundown postcard shop. There are dusty copies of Peruvian heritage in the windows, but nothing else to tell of the real pieces available. Inside, an old man dozes behind a glass counter. He's awake when I close the door.
There isn't anything authentic for sale in the little room, so I ask if he has anything else. He sizes me up, not saying much before he calls over his shoulder to his wife. Then a dark curtain opens and a stooped lady comes out. She says something quietly to the man, then motions for me to follow. Its all very mysterious. Back there, she steps behind a cabinet.
"What do you want to buy here?" she croaks.
"Something Inca. Something authentic, not a copy."
"You collect?"
"Yes a bit, especially from the later period, just before the Spanish came."
"I have some of that. A few pieces. How much will you spend?"
"Show me the cheapest piece to see if I can afford it."
She nods, then pulls out a drawer. She sets a small item on a countertop, an old tool used for working stone. I can see that it's the real thing but that there are some obvious imperfections. I motion for her to turn it around so I can look more closely, then I ask the price.
It's rather high for the moderate quality, and no museum would buy it. But, a novice collector might be content.
"Maybe," I nod, non-committed. "Show me a better piece, something different and more expensive."
The old woman smiles and pulls out a second drawer. To my surprise she has a silver and enameled brooch, a beautiful item. As she slowly turns it for me to examine, I notice some imperfections, though it is a nice piece for a more serious collector.
"Your price?"
"Twice as much as the other."
"More than I can pay."
Then I make her an offer on the tool, and we haggle over the price. When she calls the man in to confer with him, I know its mine. A few minutes later, it is carefully packaged in a sturdy cardboard box and I peel off some bills. I want this piece, and perhaps more of these reasonably priced authentic items.
Why?
A bright light has come on in my head, revealing a new way forward. We seem to have reached the end of the line as far as direct surveillance is concerned. Now, I've suddenly realized that our investigation can use technology to follow the movement of old items out of Peru.
With satellite-based tracking technology- like the RTag in my luggage- the global transfer of this little piece of Peru's cultural past can be tracked from place to place.
Artifacts can be followed right from source to sale.
And I'm sure that they will move right through Antonio's bar in Manaus.
Brilliant! Absolutely brilliant!
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Nothing looks as good as an attractive woman asleep in the early morning. Especially after she invited you to stay with her the night before.
The sun is peeking through Elena's bedroom curtains at her apartment in Lima. I lay close in her big bed for the first time. She's still fast asleep, her face serene and satisfied. At least I hope that she is content, because I gave her my best shot last night, and I'd like to do it again.
I kiss her cheek and she murmurs my name, still half asleep.
"Carlos...," and she dozes off again.
I've been staying with her for more than a week now, recuperating from injuries suffered in Manaus, Brazil. Elena was hurt too, but she saved my life when a pair of thugs kicked and strangled me. They tried to kill me because of our surveillance of the bar and whorehouse across the street from our shabby rental.
Our mutual friend Jaguar had arranged for us to travel there to help him track the movement of priceless Peruvian artifacts to international collectors. He had a hunch they were being taken out Peru's 'back door', through Brazil and on to Europe. In fact, right now I think he's somewhere up along the border with Elena's two cousins checking it out.
Jaguar's wife Marina arranged for me to stay at Elena's apartment while we healed. That way, she could look in on us with daily visits. Her regular company has been soothing, and I've fallen hard for Elena. After what went on last night, I know she has strong feelings for me too. This could change everything in my aimless life.
Last evening Marina brought a bottle of wine and we finished it together before she left. Then Elena opened another one. An hour later it was gone and we were both feeling pretty good. We talked frankly, our words gradually leading to me waking up here beside her this sunny morning:
"Elena, this was such a good idea on Marina's part."
"Bringing over the first bottle of wine?"
"No, I mean having me stay with you here."
There's a long pause then Elena's feelings come out.
"I like having you here Carlos," she speaks quietly.
"Too bad I'm getting better so fast," I joke, "because soon I'll have to leave."
"Carlos, there isn't any rush, you know."
Then it's quiet again because we realize how this is unfolding. There has been too much unspoken between us, though I've already told Jaguar that I have feelings for her.
"You should know this, Elena. Being here with you has been so fine. I'm feeling close to you. I hope we're more than just friends working together on an awful investigation."
She moves close to me on the sofa and looks up into my eyes.
"Are you telling me something? If so, it's what I want to hear, you know."
"I'll tell you this way, Elena," I whisper.
I lean into her and circle her tightly in my arms. We're both a little tipsy and feel no hesitation in showing true feelings. Our lips are close and then they touch. Eyes closed, we brush them together a bit harder. I taste her lipstick and lick a bit, then she playfully nips at my tongue. Suddenly, I'm in her mouth and she's thrusting her tongue back. It's full-on, heart- pounding, lip-grinding French kissing!
Both of us feel the intense emotion sweeping over us. We aren't kids, but we're breathing hard like this is the first time. Elena breaks away and for a moment I think that I've pushed too far, too fast. But I'm wrong!
"Oh Carlos, I've been wanting this! I'm so glad you feel the same way too!"
"I do Elena. Yes!" and I put my hand against the back of her head to pull her mouth against mine again.
We kiss deeply, passionately. Then Elena surprises me by reaching for my shirt and unbuttoning it. She wants to make love! And I want it too, so I caress her breast while we kiss and she works at my shirt. This ups the intensity another notch, especially when my hand goes under her sweater to caress her fine breasts. The nipples are stiff with desire, and she moans into my mouth as I stroke one.
Now my shirt is undone and I feel Elena go for my zipper. I help her by releasing the top button of my trousers, and she takes it from there.
"Oh... you're a big man, Carlos. I like that!" she teases as she rubs her hand along the length of my cock outside my underwear."
"And I like to use it," I groan.
She replies with a sly smile.
"Good! I know a perfect place."
Elena takes my hand and stands up in front of me. I grab the front of my trousers do they won't fall down and hobble forward as she leads.
"Carlos, I've been waiting to show you my bedroom. Now seems like a good time, don't you think?"
Entering this until-now private room, I'm engulfed in her perfume. She pulls me straight to the bed, where she playfully pushes me down. I notice right away that a long dresser mirror parallels the bed- we can watch ourselves make love, and this appeals to the voyeur in me.
"Don't rush, OK," Elena says breathlessly. "Its our first time, but it doesn't have to be the last."
Now here I am watching Elena sleep as I remember last night.
This was almost too good to be true! We made slow, impassioned love last night in front of her big mirror. It lasted for a long time because we wanted it to. Kissing and touching, our feelings would crest, then we'd back away for a bit, only to rise again. We teased ourselves several times until we couldn't deny the need any longer.
I'd been married before, but had forgotten how something that was more than just sex could feel. She seemed to relish it every bit as much as me. We both reached satisfying peaks, then lay for a long time affectionately kissing. Now that our emotions had broken through, we just couldn't get enough of each other!
Finally, I rose up to go to my own room, but she would have nothing of it. Elena quickly pulled me back down to sleep with her. After we showered together, we fell into a blissful rest. And here we are this morning, me watching her chest rise and fall as she sleeps.
Eventually her eyes flutter open. It's a new day, the first in our budding relationship. I wonder if she has any regrets about last night?
"Did you sleep well, my Carlos?" she asks softly, and my question is answered.
"Definitely, but I'm already hungry for you again, mia Elena."
"Let's have breakfast instead, okay?" she laughs.
Over morning coffee, the talk turns serious, plans for me to move in with Elena as her lover rather than as a recuperating friend. We're both basking in what emerged last night and want to solidify our relationship. This could be a whole new chapter in our lives. We're both on a high and before noon, we're back to her bed again for more.
I discover that Elena likes to be aggressive sometimes, riding me as I lay underneath her. As she slides up and down my straining cock, her fine tits bounce deliciously, those brown nipples rigid with desire. I arch my back to thrust more deeply into her and she moans loudly.
The woman is a skillful lover- Jaguar had told me as much and he wasn't exaggerating. She bathes my tool with her juices and clenches it as she rides me. Every so often she shifts her hands down to press against my chest, pushing herself higher so she can come down harder. We're both gasping for breath until our energies are rewarded with more powerful orgasms!
I am going to like living here with her.
In the afternoon a phone call comes from Jaguar. Apparently he's in Cuzco and wants to tell me what he found there. First, we review our belief that truckers on the Intercontinental Highway and Peruvian bar girls who work in Brazil are transporting the ancient artifacts across the border. Then he has a strange question.
"Carlos, are you familiar with the RTag?"
"Of course. It's to track baggage. Why?"
"Because I think we could use something like that- maybe even smaller- to trace artifacts from Peru to Europe or the Middle East."
I'm puzzled. "But if you want to stop valuable pieces from leaving Peru, how could you...?"
"There's an old couple here," he interrupts, "who sell the real thing, but with imperfections- not museum quality."
"Where do they get them?"
"I didn't ask," he explains. "I don't want to scare them off. Instead, I've gained their confidence first by buying an inexpensive piece."
"Ahh... I get it. The RTag- you want to track what you bought...."
"Right. I'm pretty sure a trucking company called Intercontinental Freight is moving pieces that end up at Bar Antonio in Manaus...."
"Excellent! You'll send a cheap piece to him using that shipper, and hope that it goes on from there!"
"Exactly. But an RTag might be too big. We need a satellite-based tracker that's tiny. Something we can easily embed in the right kind of artifact"
"And you want me to look into it here in Lima, right Jag?"
"See what you can find. The smaller the better. I'm going to see the old couple selling the pieces again tomorrow. I'll negotiate for three more, different shapes and sizes to see what works best with a tracking device."
"I'm sure I'll find something that works. When will you be back here to show me what we have to work with?"
He goes into a detailed explanation of plans for the next few days.
"I'll see if I can get source information at their shop and follow up. But if there's nothing, I'll go down to Nazca for a few days while I have my bodyguards with me. Sniff around a bit there since you saw Nazca and Paracas pieces from the region go through Manaus. Either way, I should be back to Lima in two or three days."
"I'm sure Marina will be happy to see you," I comment, but there's some hesitation at the other end of the call.
****
Jaguar picks up the story from here.
An overwhelming sense of guilt punches me right in the gut because two nights ago I made a big mistake. There was hot sex with Mercedes, a girl from my travelling past. I'd never been unfaithful to Marina before and I feel terrible about it. I hope she never finds out. This awful guilt is a steep price to pay for some fleeting pleasure.
"Yeah, I'm eager to get home," I manage. "By the way, is Elena there?"
"No. Do want to talk to her?" Carlos asks.
"You can relay what I've told you. I'm just wondering how it's going at her place? you know...."
"Great! I'm moving in for good, Jag."
"What! Do you mean it, man?"
"After last night in her bed we decided on it."
"You snake! But I'm not surprised because I prayed to the Jaguar spirit for you two. It always comes through."
Carlos has always been skeptical about me talking with the ancient gods and he won't accept this either.
"Well... whatever you think, Jag. She just finds me irresistible, that's all."
"If you say so. When Marina comes over today, tell her that I miss her."
The truth of it is that I'm still uneasy about talking to her myself in case I accidently give something away. I'm new to this cheating business and very uncomfortable with it.
Later, I go back to the little antiquity shop and the old man recognizes me right away, giving me a brown-toothed grin. I can see that he chews tobacco by the matching colour of the finger tips.
"Back for more pieces, Senor? We have many."
"I am. I like what you sell and might add to my collection."
He calls to his wife in the back room, and she comes through the worn curtain across the door.
"Show him more things, Venza."
The stooped old lady beckons to me and soon I am standing in front of the small counter beside a wooden drawered cabinet. She waits for me to start.
"You have more old things to show me? Not Inca. Have you others, like Paracas or Nazca?"
"No. Only Inca. Nothing older," she replies, shaking her head emphatically.
Then, as if to prove a point, she solemnly pulls out all four drawers, one at a time to show me that everything they sell is Inca.
"Inca. Nothing else," she repeats.
"So much!" I marvel. "Where do you get it all?"
"Not stolen, Senor. We collect for years and we know some people who sell to us. Sometimes they need money for things they find. Some we dug up many years ago before the laws about that. It was for old age, our pension."
The old woman sounds quite sincere. It would be easy to believe her if I didn't know about this drip, drip, drip of Peruvian heritage to overseas collectors. So I scratch a bit deeper.
"And pieces that are even better, do you sell to museums and other collectors like me?"
She doesn't say anything, and I sense there may be something else here. But, I'm asking too many questions, so she cuts me short.
"Will you buy today, Senor?"
"Yes. Show me what you have that costs about the same as the one I bought before."
Venza pulls open the bottom drawer again, and lets me look at everything in it. Then she lifts few items from the next drawer up and sets them on the counter. Altogether, I'm looking at about twenty to twenty-five pieces. I focus on the largest and thickest ones, artifacts more likely to accommodate an embedded tracking device. I point to three of them.
"Show me those now." And she clears some items from the counter and takes my choices from the bottom drawer.
"You choose well," she encourages. "You are smart collector."
I slowly turn them and hold them under a bright lamp so I can see their flaws. None of them are perfect and I wonder where the really good pieces go- if they have any.
"I like these three." Then I surprise her. "How much for all of them."
She calls her husband to come back and they confer quietly out of earshot. I can see they're excited by the prospect of a large sale.
They argue a bit, then she gives me a price. It is in proportion to what I paid last time, so I offer a little less- a volume discount- and they agree. Their eyes gleam as I take several large bills from my wallet. Unless this old couple is linked to the smuggling syndicate, I'm sure they need the money. Maybe this really is their pension in old age, just like she said.
They urge me to come back for more as my interest in collecting grows. But they have no idea where I hope for my 'collection' to end up.
Later, when I check out of the hotel, my friend with benefits, Mercedes is on the front desk. She gives me a little smile and speaks softly.
"I hope to see you next time you're in Cuzco, Jag. I really do."
Unfortunately, my bodyguards overhear her and look at each other as though they've uncovered a secret. I simply smile and nod to her. As soon as we're outside the door they start up.
"Hey man, she was very friendly with you," Alphonse says.
"I hope to see you next time you're in Cuzco, Jag. I really do," Arturo mimics in a female voice. "So, what's up with that, man?"
"She's probably that way with all the customers," I lie, remembering how we rolled around in bed for an hour the night before last. I wish I could just forget about it now.
Then we're into a cab and on our way to the airport to board a small plane to Nazca. It has been a hectic week in highland Peru and Brazil, and some new pieces of the smuggling puzzle have been fitted into place. But so far, we've been working from the centre- transportation to and from Manaus. This isn't the best way to put together a puzzle.
Everybody knows that you start by building the outside frame, then fill in from there. What we need to do now is go back to the geographical edge, to the sources of the precious articles crossing at Inapari. The only lead I have so far is the old couple in Cuzco selling inferior pieces which they claim to have found themselves over the years or bought from other collectors. I wonder if its altogether true.
But they only have 500-year-old Inca material for sale. Where did those valuable things from ancient Nazca and Paracas cultures which Carlos and Elena saw change hands in Manaus come from? We're flying to the Nazca region to find out. From my Andean Experience days, and my current position in Acquisitions at the National Museum, I have some contacts who might be able to help me.
We have a charter flight, but this time we won't be crossing the peak of the Andes. However, there could be some danger in the early stages because Cuzco is situated at some of the highest elevation in South America. After that the way should be easy because the land drops off steeply toward the Pacific coast.
All goes well this time. When we land at the little airport, I remember almost three years ago when I waited for someone to join our tour group here. He turned out to be a revolutionary Shining Path leader using a seat on my bus as his escape to Bolivia. My friend Carlos, then a travel agent, had inadvertently set me up with this dangerous criminal, whom the police gunned down just across the border. [Background: Andean Experience Ch. 03: A Shining Path in Non-Erotic category.]
I hope that this visit to south Peru is much less eventful. We rent a car and arrive at a familiar downtown hotel a little before nightfall. The guy on the front desk has a triple room and we turn in early after a long day. Next morning, an attractive young woman greets me when we go for breakfast in the hotel restaurant.
"Jaguar! Is that really you? It's been a few years now. Another tour?"
My companions are interested, checking her out and making no bones about it. Louisa is another one that used to keep me warm some nights along the endless loops from Lima to Cuzco and back again. But I wasn't married then, and I've already failed once on this trip.
"Hi Louisa. Long time no see. I don't come this way anymore because I work for the big museum in Lima now."
"Have you got anybody there waiting?" she asks provocatively.
"A wife. She was an American passenger on my final tour."
"Ohhh." She seems disappointed until she notices the brothers with me. "And who are these guys? I hope they aren't married too," she flirts.
They don't need any prompting.
"Alphonse, and my brother Arturo. Not married. We're his bodyguards, his strongmen."
"Ooo. I like big, strong men! " Louisa lays it on thick, and Arturo picks it up fast.
"Do you have a friend who looks as good as you? The four of us can have some drinks tonight."
"Let me take your order first, then we can talk about it if I'm not busy."
It looks like honesty got me off the hook this time. I can't take any more risks with past female companions from along my old touring route.
I spend the morning trying to find any locals who are selling Nazca or Paracas pieces, items like Carlos and Elena saw transferred in Manaus. But there are no shops like the one in Cuzco. The local museum director is shocked to hear about woven burial shrouds and ceremonial vessels from the region being smuggled out of Peru. He can only suggest that some new source may have been unearthed by illegal digging.
This gives me an idea. Who has permits to dig, and what have they been finding? So, I visit the regional government office that oversees this to make an afternoon appointment. When I identify myself as a representative from the National Museum of Archaeology in Lima, there is hesitancy from the secretary, who passes me on to somebody else. He is rather curt.
"Yes, Mr. Arundel. What is it that you want?"
"Information about who currently has archeological permits to dig in the region."
"That's not usually available to anyone from outside the district."
"This is not just for anyone. It's for Peru's national museum." Then I take it to the next level. "Here's my card: Head of Acquisitions. I want an appointment this afternoon with your boss to see local dig permits."
"I'll go talk to her."
He comes back about ten minutes later.
"Ms. Gonzalves is busy today. She asks you to come back at another time."
I'm angry about getting brushed off.
"Tell Ms Gonzalves that I am just as busy, and will see her at 3:00 this afternoon. If she's occupied then, she'll have to clear things up for 4:00. No later."
"But...."



"Go tell her now. I'll wait here."
A few minutes later, he's back again, red in the face. I can see he doesn't like being the messenger boy.
"Well?"
"Ms. Gonzalves says this is highly irregular...."
"And?"
"She can only see you for a few minutes at 4:30."
"Tell her that I will need time to see all the permits currently issued for archeological work in the district. She may have to stay late."
"I... I... I'll do that, Mr. Arundel."
"Now, and come back to confirm it for me."
He's even more flustered when he returns.
"You'll have twenty minutes at 4:30. No more."
When I come back in the afternoon, Ms. Gonzalves is frosty. She's younger than I expected, a tall and aggressive looking woman with eyes constantly darting around as if sizing me up.
"You were very rude to my assistant!" she accuses with hostility.
"I've come a long way to see this information, so I don't appreciate getting the run around," I shoot back.
"Why do you want it?" she demands.
"Because Nazca and Paracas artifacts are being smuggled out of Peru for sale abroad."
She blanches at this and doesn't say anything for a while, as if gathering her words before commenting.
"I'm surprised by this. How do you know?" Gonzalves finally stammers.
"The pieces have been seen passing through Brazil."
"What pieces?"
"Burial shrouds and painted ceremonial vessels from ancient cultures in this region.... Let's see those permits now. Apparently you're pressed for time."
"Mr. Arundel, You didn't give my assistant much chance to pull this together, you know."
"I've waited for hours. How many damn permits are there?"
"I... I don't have that information at my fingertips."
"Isn't that your job?" Then I cite the government regulations word-for-word. "Let's see: 'to register permits for all archeological digs in the region; to inspect the dig sites regularly; and, to prepare annual reports for the work at each one.' I want to see those now."
"We're very busy here. We may be a bit behind on things."
"In what way? Issuing permits?"
"No. Inspection and reporting," she admits.
"Show me the permits then. I'll wait until you get that file."
Ms. Gonzalves can see that I'm not going away, so she yells to her hapless assistant to bring the file. He's back with a slim folder in five minutes. She opens it and hands me two sheets of paper!
"That's it? Two permits. No inspections. No reports. What the hell do you people do all day?"
"You have no authority to criticize our work!" She is angry now. "Look at these permits, then leave. Your appointment is finished!"
"Not yet. I want copies of all four sides before I go anywhere," I say firmly and remain rooted in my seat in her office. By 5:00 I have my papers and am out the door. So much time and effort for so little information, but it may yield something.
I see that permits have been issued to Andreas College in Boston to investigate the Nazca lines, and to a Dr. Emile Urbano for an unspecified excavation about two hundred kilometres out of the city. I decide that Alphonse and Arturo will join me to pay Dr. Urbano a surprise visit tomorrow.
That night my bodyguards meet up again with Louisa and her girlfriend "for a few drinks and maybe more," as Arturo puts it. It turns out they have more than a few drinks and get a whole lot more of what they really wanted. Neither of them come back to the hotel that night, finally showing up just before dawn.
My two guys are almost incoherent with alcohol or weed, but I understand enough of their excited babbling about "getting fucked 'til we couldn't stand up!" That's the Louisa I remember, and evidently her friend is every bit as talented.
They're in no shape to go anywhere in the morning, and I want to have protection on this investigation. I already have some suspicion that Dr. Urbano- uninspected and unreported- may have had free reign to unearth and export precious goods with government officials simply turning a blind eye. By the time my bodyguards are awake and sober again, it's almost noon.
The roads to Urbano's archeological site become increasingly bad as we get farther away from Nazca. Large rocks pound against the bottom of our rental car on the jolting, dusty roads. What should have taken two hours driving stretches to more that three. We finally find the place and see recent tire tracks leading down into the dig area. Then there's a big surprise.
There is nothing here! No vehicles. No camp. No equipment. Not even a properly laid out excavation area.
We walk around to take a closer look at the site and immediately notice that loose soil has been hastily thrown into the excavation and tamped down. Stakes and stringlines are mixed in with the fill in places. Pieces of garbage litter the site. I know that this is not how archeologists operate, but evidently Urbano has cleared out fast and covered up his work. I wonder if he was tipped off that we might be coming to see him.
I wish that we had shovels with us to dig down through the disturbed soil and rock. That way, I could estimate approximately how far Urbano's group had penetrated into the site, which might help determine whether they found anything of value. Typically, troves of Nazca and Paracas burial shrouds and ceremonial goods are in grottos several feet down. But, without tools, I can't tell.
Now I've added two names to my investigation: Ms. Tereza Gonsalvez and Dr. Emile Urbano. Is it possible that they've colluded to rob Peru of ancient treasures for their own gain? Or has the archaeologist simply taken advantage of her lax supervision and moved on without a closing inspection? Perhaps this slip-shod scientist actually closed the site a week or more ago, with no tip off involved? After all, tire tracks last a long time in such a dry environment. I'm left with more questions than answers.
We don't arrive back at the hotel until nightfall. My bodyguards have an invitation to a dance club with Louisa and her friend, and they're eager for another round. I know they helped save my life when I was kidnapped by the Sendero Luminosa a few years ago, but now they just want to party and fuck. Come to think of it though, I did a lot of that before I met Marina.
They have another very late night, so we don't get away to the Andreas College site until after 11:00. But it is only an hour from our hotel, so there is plenty of time. This site is an instructional dig, an extended college field study to teach students about archaeological methods. Not a great deal has been done yet, and I can quickly see that no Paracas or Nazca pieces could have been unearthed here.
Dr. Elisabeth Richmond, is pleased to see us and stops work to offer cold drinks. She's a friendly, outgoing middle-aged lady who thinks we're from the district office, come to inspect their site. Elisabeth expresses surprise that no-one has been there yet. Their students have already been on site for six weeks and soon will be wrapping up their college course.
We talk about the purpose of my visit, and she assures us that they have not been doing anything more than measuring the intersecting angles of the Nazca lines. They aim to test two theories: one that they were set out to link sacred spots in the ancient world; another contending that the lines trace old water courses, above and below the surface.
We're back to our room before supper and I make arrangements for us to fly back to Lima tomorrow. I'm disappointed that the Nazca visit hasn't turned up anything solid, though it has raised suspicion about the local permit office and Dr. Urbano. I intend to have Carlos check out their backgrounds and credentials.
What he finds is enlightening.
He learns that Ms. Gonzalves graduated in Fine Arts from University of Lima a half dozen years ago. What particularly interests me is that her wealthy father is closely connected to high-ranking officials in the national government. I have no doubt that insider 'backscratching' led to her current appointment- and her apparent lack of interest in doing it well. Tereza knows she won't be replaced.
But she doesn't pique my attention as much as Emile Urbano. With diligent research, Carlos has uncovered the Doctor's checkered past. The former archaeology prof was active in Far Left Peruvian politics in the last decades of the twentieth century, an associate of Professor Abimael Guzman, founder of the Shining Path revolutionary terrorist movement.
Urbano was rounded up by state police a few times times under suspicion of ties to these Sendero Luminoso radicals. Emile even did some jail time as an accomplice in armed robbery, losing his position at the university. Now he uses undisclosed private funds to conduct wide-ranging archeological projects in different regions of Peru. Few people know much about them.
Surely Emile Urbano finds precious artifacts in this line of work, priceless pieces of the ancient past.
This makes me wonder about them. Where do they go?
Are they publicly displayed in Peru's prestigious museums?
Or, privately admired in the mansions of wealthy collectors?
I intend to find out.
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I'm frustrated by this whole damned thing. Part of me wishes that I'd never taken it on. I should just have left it to the authorities instead of trying to solve it with the help of our little amateur team.
This is David confronting Goliath, five of us pitted against an increasingly complex smuggling syndicate. Carlos and Elena, me, and my two bodyguards, Alphonse and Arturo, are valiantly trying to save pieces of Peru's ancient heritage from illegal export to foreign collectors. Sometimes it seems utterly hopeless.
I've recently returned from investigations in highland Peru, tropical Brazil and the dry Nazca region. A few weeks prior to this, my friends Carlos and Elena came back from Amazonia, beaten and bruised.
I'm not pleased with how little we have to show for our troubles, mostly disconnected scraps of evidence and unproven suspicions. The two of them witnessed valuable Paracas and Nazca artifacts two thousand years old exchanged for cold cash in Manaus. Poor Carlos almost died for it. But other than that... well, we don't really have much to show for our efforts. I'm discouraged, but determined to keep on trying.
There are good reasons why I've insisted that we do as much investigation as possible without going to the authorities. Corruption has long been a problem among the ranks of inadequately paid police and military forces in Latin America.
Sometimes it reaches right to the top, such as the resignation of the president of Peru in the multi-million dollar Inter-oceanic Highway contract scandals. In short, I don't trust the authorities.
There's another reason too. Police here often lack subtlety in their investigations, quick to 'solve' a crime by arresting (or shooting) the most apparent suspect. This allows them avoid looking deeper into crimes which may have a powerful group or syndicate is behind them.
The real criminals, sometimes from the wealthy land-owning class, might go unpunished. Meanwhile, their secret operations continue.
I remind myself that we are making some progress. Apart from seeing artifacts transferred in Manaus, we strongly suspect that they are moved down to the mouth of the Amazon at Belem. At least one shipping agent seems to be implicated, and I'm sure there are several others. This will require another trip to Brazil in the near future.
Investigation around the Inter-oceanic Highway border crossing has led us to suspect that some Spanish girls working in Brazilian bars and whorehouses carry small ancient objects across for their pimps. Intercontinental Freight transport trucks move hidden items too, along with drugs and human trafficking. It's a Hell hole up in the Andes.
Now we have suspicions and names for the sources of the smuggled pieces too. Government permit official Tereza Gonsalvez and archeologist Emile Urbano have some explaining to do about his excavations in Nazca district. Are they colluding or simply incompetent?
I've also bought inferior Inca pieces from an old couple, the Recaros, in Cuzco. Are they secretly handling precious goods too?
While it is an incomplete puzzle, I have a plan and Carlos has been working on a solution. If he can find a tiny satellite-based tracking device, we can follow the path of old pieces. Shipped by Intercontinental Freight to Antonio DaSilva at his bar in Manaus, they should lead us farther along the smuggling chain.
I'm meeting with my friend Carlos now. He's a private investigator, so he knows all about surveillance and tracking equipment. I hope he has found something small and reliable that we can use.
"Any luck Carlos? I'm hoping."
"It depends on the size and packaging of the artifacts," he replies. "Something like the RTag is cheap and could work perfectly. But unless we can build it into the packaging so it couldn't be seen or felt, it might be a bit too big."
"It's a round disk, right? Is there anything square and flat about as big as a postage stamp?"
"Yes, one manufacturer, BAE, has a military code GPS tracker that size, but it's a quarter inch thick. It costs more than the RTag, but the shape might make it easier to use in the packaging."
"In the packaging. How?"
"Say we send a piece in a really thick, multilayered cardboard box with it fitted between layers. Or in heavy bubble packaging with a round RTag hidden in a bubble. Maybe we could use a cardboard cylinder with a false bottom?"
"All great ideas, Carlos, especially the last one. But they rely on the artifact staying in its packaging. What if it's taken out?"
"Well... we'd be screwed unless the piece went back in for further shipment. At Manaus, we saw Antonio take the burial shrouds and ceremonial thing out of the packaging for examination, then he reinserted them. He didn't tear apart or discard the original package."
"Interesting. That's good. Did you come across anything smaller for tracking?"
"The GPS trackers come in all shapes and sizes depending on the end use. The two I mentioned are still the smallest, and they're both fairly inexpensive too. But, I can keep looking...."
"I want to get going on this as soon as possible. So, let's start with one of each that you've described- the RTag and the BAE- hidden in packaging. Even if artifact and box get separated at some point, it could be farther along the trail than Manaus."
"Yes, it probably would be. No harm trying."
"We've got four Inca pieces and I can buy more. Let's start with two about a week apart, one in a thick cardboard cylinder with a false bottom. Try another way, like bubble wrap with the RTag for the second one."
"OK, I'll get right on it. And see if I can find tinier trackers to actually embed into objects."
"It's a good plan, my friend. We've got to get at this before any more of Peru's treasures are lost," I emphasize.
"Jag, you sound more like Elena every time we talk about this!"
Things go back to normal for a short time as Carlos gets the first package ready. I catch up with Marina at home- we've missed each other very much and I need to relieve the nagging guilt I feel about sex with Mercedes. I'll never tell her though, because there is far too much to lose.
One day Carlos comes by my office to demonstrate the first package- P1 as he labels it on his phone. He leaves it with me, and as soon as he steps out, the device shows him that it remains at the museum.
Perfect! Time to take it to Intercontinental Freight's Lima location for transport to Antonio's address.
After that is arranged, we all hold our breath in anticipation. We wait and wait for P1 to move, but nothing happens for a few days. Perhaps someone has already found the tracker and discarded it? Maybe the device is a dud?
All of a sudden the RTag is moving and we follow its location. First it goes to Cuzco, then on to Imapari after a few more days. That is exactly what we hoped would happen.
Then P1 reaches Porto Velho, Brazil- I was there with my bodyguards- the next step along the anticipated route. From there, it's sent downriver and arrives in Manaus six days later, almost two weeks after we took it to the shipper.
Where will it go next?
By now, another package- P2- is already following the same route through Cuzco to the Peruvian border, but it remains stranded there for another week. The GPS tracker pinpoints its location, the Customs warehouse at Puerto Moldanado.
It must be in an impounded trailer awaiting inspection. Either that or the package has been seized and trashed. We wait anxiously for further satellite-generated data.
A few days later, its travelling companion P1 is on the move again, across Manaus to the ferry terminal, just as we suspected. Evidently, a courier has come to Antonio's bar to move it along the chain, with the packaging still intact.
Technology is amazing! We can follow events using GPS with eyes better than our own!
A week later P2 is out of impound and on its way to the bar too. We think it will ultimately be sent downriver from there, just like P1 had been. By now that one is nearing Belem, almost all the way down the Amazon. More anticipation. Where will it be taken next? Will we be able to follow P1 any farther toward buyers?
Next, P2 reaches Antonio's place, but only remains there for a short while before it goes somewhere else, this time to the local airfield! Ten hours later, P2 sits in the freight terminal at Congonas Airport in Sao Paulo, Brazil.
This is a whole new trail, something we didn't expect at all! Are the artifacts being moved by two different smuggling operations through the same Manaus bar? Or are these just two routes to the same ultimate destination?
Another day passes, and the goods have arrived at two addresses.
P1 reaches 47247 Rua dos Majores in Belem. Carlos discovers that it's the office of the local Peruvian trade envoy to Brazil. This suggests that government people may be involved in smuggling their nation's history to outside buyers. But, this kind of corruption shouldn't really surprise us.
Meanwhile, P2 is traced to 59035 Avenida Helio Pellerin, a posh neighbourhood in suburban Sao Paulo. The place is owned by one Fernando Vila.
Who is this guy?
So much information is available on social media that Carlos soon learns he's a high-profile real estate lawyer, the playboy son of old Brazilian money. He cuts a wide swath through the party circuit, a man about town, and an avid collector- of art and women. He's often pictured in the company of both.
Somehow my friend gains access to the list of staff telephone extensions at the Belem trade envoy's office. He finds a Roberto Gonzagos working there. Close, but no cigar.
I was hoping for a Gonsalvez connection, a name to match up with the lax government official in Nazca whom I suspect might be part of the larger operation. By simply ignoring archaeological digs under her jurisdiction, she may help feed Peruvian pieces to world markets.
Someone else at the Belem office must be in on this, but who?
Just as Carlos, Elena, Marina and I meet to decide what to do next something else happens. Package P1, the artifact at the trade office in Belem, goes to Val de Cans Airport there.
Two days later it arrives in Lisbon, Portugal, after a brief stopover at Ponta Delgada in the Azores. We identify the flight as a TAP Air Portugal passenger plane and conclude that someone must have P1 in their luggage.
From Humberto Delgado Airport in Lisbon, P1 quickly moves on to an address in nearby Cascais, a tony exurban community to the west of Lisbon, on the Atlantic Ocean. Carlos is able to track the piece to an antiquities shop called Coisas Antigas [Old Things]. We figure that it is likely to be sold there, but we remind ourselves that it's an inferior piece, no real loss to Peru.
So, our tracking tally is two out of two. Satellite technology has advanced and widened our investigation of smuggled Peruvian artifacts, but now we worry that the recipients of the shipments might have noticed the small GPS trackers hidden in the packaging. Finding these would cause dark suspicion.
We need to move forward quickly! Carlos and I will use some reasonable cover story to visit Fernando Vila in Sao Paulo. After all, he is a collector, the type of person close to the heart of this smuggling investigation. We must learn if he has any Peruvian artifacts in his collection, and get a sense about whether he also sells them too.
Together, we develop a plan by which I'll use my position as Head of Acquisitions at the National Museum in Lima to ask Vila to help us acquire ancient Peruvian artifacts. It may lead to nothing, or it may put us right into the channel of collectors buying our heritage. There's nothing to lose.
I open communications with a formal letter on National Museum letterhead, inviting him to contact me. I say that he's come to our attention as someone knowledgeable about ancient art and the European auction scene. We need him to help us buy high-quality pieces to add to Peru's national collection. And, I point out that we'll pay a commission to our agent.
Fernando takes the bait, but he is wary, since he is probably involved in the smuggling syndicate himself. He wants to know why we need an agent and how much we have to spend. No doubt, Vila is calculating the profit he can make, asking how his commission will be calculated and paid out.
I reply right away with reasoned explanations and he is soon inviting me to meet him in Sao Paulo. Vila wants a museum budget presentation, as well as detailed proof of my ability to act for them.
We can see that he's quite interested, and we begin to exchange phone calls. He agrees that I can bring my 'assistant' along- Carlos, of course.
Within a few days, my friend and I are in Brazil, looking every bit the professional representatives of Peru's most prestigious museum. After we pick up our luggage at the airport, Carlos spots a big man in livery behind the rope, holding a sign- "Jaguar". JoJo Morrisette introduces himself, takes our bags and leads the way to a glittering new limo.
"Gentlemen, we're going straight to the boss's office. We'll be there in about an hour or so. Help yourself from the cooler back there."
Sao Paulo is enormous, one of the largest modern cities in the world. The place is a forest of shining towers and the busy streets teem with luxurious cars and beautiful people.
JoJo stops in front of a glass building and leads us into marble lobby, announcing to the woman at the front desk we're meeting with Mr. Fernando Vila. She phones upstairs to confirm, then directs us to suite 2942 at the end of the hall on the top floor.
Vila has a corner office where he conducts his legal practice, and his secretary is drop-dead gorgeous! She must be a Brazilian fashion model, just come from the salon! Her name plate reads "Contessa", and she looks so much a beautiful countess that Carlos and I stumble over our words as we stare like fools.
"Oh yes, Fernando is expecting you. Follow me to his private office," she coos.
We're treated to the mesmerizing sway of Contessa's hips in a short, tight skirt as we follow her. Her spike heels add to the sexy motion that makes her long black hair swing from side to side across her back. She stops in front of a closed door and taps before pushing through.
"The men from the National Museum in Peru are here, Fernando."
We're surprised by the informality of first-name use in the office between the boss and the paid help.
Vila comes from behind his big ebony desk and we a struck right away by his small stature. Fernando is about five foot four, and might weigh 125 pounds, or less. His carefully styled graying hair and the deep lines around his eyes suggest he is probably about fifty. The smile is friendly, but his eyes seem shifty as he directs us into a consultation room.
We briefly make small talk about the flight before he launches into business. He wants to know more about me and how I came to be Head of Acquisitions at the museum. Apparently satisfied with my replies, he moves to the topic at hand.
"And as Chief, you're always seeking new pieces for their collection, right?"
"I see that you collect too, Fernando. That's a fine Chimu piece over there," and I point to a display shelf. "A very valuable ceremonial vessel about a thousand years old. You have good taste. It's of the finest quality."
He smiles at my flattery and remarks, "You certainly know what you're talking about. I hope we can do mutually-beneficial business together, Jaguar."
"Yes, you have a good eye. We need someone like you to help us grow our Peruvian collection. Only the best will do."
"I can help you... for a reasonable commission. How much do you have to spend?"
"Millions!" I dangle in front of Vila and he smiles as he lets that number sink in.
"Ah yes.... For ten percent of the purchase price, I can be your agent."
It's steep, but I nod approval.
Then he uses the intercom to beckon Contessa.
"Baby, bring us the cart now.... OK, thanks."
Baby! Is there more here than meets the eye?
A few minutes later she wiggles into the room pushing a small wheeled table that holds glasses, an ice bucket, and a variety of the best alcohol.
"Stay with us for a drink or two, Contessa. These men will probably be partners with me. You'll be seeing more of them in future, I'm sure. I hope they'll accept my invitation to the club tonight."
The woman is a sex-bomb! Not only is she gorgeous in a sexy Latin way, but also there's her great rack, made even more magnificent by the very tight, sheer blouse she wears.
Carlos and I have a difficult time making conversation with Contessa without gaping at her body, and she knows it. Worst of all, Vila seems to be enjoying our obvious discomfort.
Soon it is agreed that we'll be picked up this evening to visit to a club, probably Fernando's favourite hangout, we guess. He advises us to dress well. After drinks, JoJo is waiting outside to take us to a sleek hotel we booked nearby. He'll be back about 8:00 PM.
The man is punctual, pulling up to the front entrance exactly on time before bounding out to open the rear door for us. Fernando sits up front while we speed along in light traffic toward who-knows-where.
In about twenty minutes, Morrisette reaches a fine old building downtown, where Vila leads us up the marble steps of the elegant club. A liveried doorman nods to him and opens the heavy wooden door. It is clear that only select people like Fernando and his guests are permitted inside. This club is certainly no sleazy hangout like Antonio's bar in Manaus.
A beautiful woman in an elegant dress which reveals more than it covers offers us champagne from a silver tray. We admire her physical display while taking our time selecting a glass.
As Carlos and I drink with our host, we see who else is coming tonight. A small crowd of well dressed men, most of them with attractive younger women, mill about chatting in the foyer. They all seem to know one another. The waitress comes back with another tray of filled glasses which quickly disappear as people noisily socialize.
After our third glass, a gong sounds and attendants open double doors leading to a private theatre room with about ten rows of plush seats sloping toward a low stage. Clearly some entertainment is scheduled but there's no orchestra, only a sound system and a few props.
When everyone is seated, Latin music begins and a shapely woman comes on stage to move to the music. We watch her lovely body, clothed in a slinky animal-print leotards, grace the stage. Then an equally attractive, muscular young man in matching shorts and tank top joins her in the dance. They move closely together, almost like a ballet.
Then the tempo increases as he grabs his partner firmly and begins to pull away her outfit. Now her firm breasts are bare. But she grapples back- all in time with the music- ripping off his top. He counters by pulling her leotards apart, leaving her completely nude. She grabs at his shorts, tearing them from his body to expose his cock.
What the Hell is this?
The couple dance naked now, groping and kissing when they come together. We're watching so intently that we hardly notice figures in black carrying an upholstered chair and a divan on-stage. We do notice that the male dancer is rock hard. He bends his partner forward over the back of the chair. Then she spreads wide and he effortlessly slides into her body.
Fernando has brought us to a live sex show!
Only a few metres away from us, the performers are actually fucking on stage. The audience cheers and calls out encouragement. We watch her fine tits sway while he pounds harder and harder into her. There isn't anything false about this show, and the gaping crowd starts to direct it.
"Give it to her!" a male voice bellows, followed by a woman calling, "The other way now!"



The man withdraws and she changes her angle against the chair. He strokes his wet cock between her fleshy cheeks and slowly eases in until he is buried deep. Then he strokes forward and she squeals with delight, pushing back just as hard. A cheer goes up from the men and their women enjoying this erotic show.
More directions. A couple at the front calls for oral sex and others shout in agreement. The performers nod to the audience and move to the divan. There they descend into a lewd soixante-neuf position with her on top, spread wide open. Both lavish the other's organ with great gusto while everyone watches intently.
We can hear the couple moaning and groaning with pleasure. They seem oblivious to the hundred or so people watching their intimacy so close by, completely absorbed by the rampant sex. It occurs to me that the pair are exhibitionists who enjoy this line of work- live porn stars paid for what they do best.
Suddenly a second naked woman appears to the clamour of the audience. She wears only a sequined mask which hides most of her facial features. Her body is spectacular- full breasts and an inviting ass.
A large bed has been rolled to the centre of the stage where the three of them jump into a wild orgy. Anything and everything goes as they begin to writhe in sensual ecstasy as the crowd roars approval.
Fernando leans over toward me and whispers, "My Contessa works in the evening too, you see."
I'm stunned. She must be the one with the mask because I would have recognized someone with such a beautiful face. There's no question now that the rest of her is every bit as amazing.
"That's Contessa?... Gorgeous, man. Stunning!"
He smiles, happy that his girlfriend has impressed me. He's showing her off just like that valuable Chimu piece I saw displayed today in his office. A collector.
And now comes the high point, with the man flat on his back, lifting up into Contessa who is straddling his fat cock. The other woman kneels across his face, bathing him with her sex. Both females lean forward to kiss and fondle one another in an overtly bisexual display.
Carlos and I are agog- we've never seen anything like this before!
But this is just too much pleasure for the guy underneath to take. We see his hips drive hard into Contessa, his body convulsing in spasms. This mighty orgasm is met by howls of approval from the envious crowd, along with cries of climax- real or faked- by the orgasmic woman on top.
Quite an amazing show, but it's over now that the stud has shot his bolt. Or is it?
The couple behind me is already half undressed. He has her tits out and she is at his zipper. In fact, the same thing is going on here and there through the little theatre, a full scale orgy in the making. It's chaotic, a scene from Dante's Inferno.
Eventually the lights start to come up a bit and waitresses reappear with trays of champagne. People rush to cover up, but a few exhibitionists continue with public sex, fueled by what they just witnessed.
We have another glass before our host announces that it is time to leave. Back in his Mercedes, Fernando tells JoJo to "just drive around for a while," then closes the privacy glass partition and we talk business. But first he has a question.
"I'm sure you both enjoyed the entertainment tonight. Stimulating, wasn't it? I can arrange for you to meet one of them, you know."
We know he must be referring to that fox, Contessa. Carlos politely declines and I do the same, even though we're both captivated by the woman. Vila changes the subject.
"Now about those antiquities you are interested in buying. I don't have them in my possession. I'm just a facilitator, but if you have the money, the line of credit, I can help you own them. Sometimes I buy at auction, and other times, I might pick up something precious through private sale."
"The line of credit should be no problem," I reply, knowing that the National Museum will stake me with whatever is necessary. " How much do we need?" I ask.
"Five million American," he states firmly.
"I'll contact them and provide proof of that by 5:00 PM tomorrow. I trust that will be soon enough, Fernando."
"Very well. Get that and I'll act on your behalf as bidder or direct buyer when certain Peruvian antiquities become available. Always subject to your prior approval, of course."
"Where are the auctions usually held?" Carlos asks.
"The best houses in London and New York."
"And you must assure us that private purchases are made from verifiable sellers," I add firmly. "The Museum absolutely will not buy stolen or smuggled items!"
But Vila doesn't miss a beat, even though we already suspect that he is part of a smuggling syndicate.
"I pledge my full assurance of that, Jaguar. After all, I have my own professional reputation to consider in all of my dealings."
"In that case, the National Archaeology Museum will be delighted to do business with you."
"Excellent!" Fernando opens the sliding privacy panel. "JoJo, take us around to my home now." Then he turns to us. "We'll celebrate tonight with some drinks and pleasant conversation."
It isn't far away, so we arrive shortly afterward. Vila escorts us to the impressive double doors leading into his luxurious house and once inside, he takes us to a big lounge area filled with sumptuous furnishings, paintings and ancient artifacts, some of them Peruvian. He directs us to a long leather sofa and sits across from us.
"Shall we drink to our arrangement? Contessa should be back by now." Then he calls out, "Are you home, baby?" and we hear her say "Yes" from the second level.
"Be a good girl and bring drinks for the gentlemen you met this afternoon at the office," he calls back.
She must live here! I thought I'd seen the last of Contessa tonight, but evidently not. I can't help wonder if she'll be naked and masked again like at the club.
My question is answered a few minutes later when she sways into the room delivering a shining cart laden with glasses, ice and booze. But we hardly notice that!
Her big breasts are bare, though she does wear a tiny leather skirt and towering black heels. There's no mask this time. It's impossible not to stare at her stiffened pencil eraser nipples! She knows that we are looking.
Fernando sees our interest and smiles as he comments to her.
"Baby, I invited these men to enjoy you tonight, but they've declined... so far. Perhaps they'll change their minds. Would you like that?"
She smiles broadly and shakes her shoulders, setting everything in motion.
"Oh yes," she purrs breathlessly.
"And if they don't, I have you all to myself, my Contessa."
"Anytime, Fernando," she whispers submissively.
"Set the tray there and join my friends. Pour a glass for yourself. Maybe you can convince them to take you tonight?"
She lowers her eyes seductively then pours a drink before he proposes a toast.
"Now, to our future success!"
We all raise our glasses. Contessa lifts hers high and when she turns toward me, those magnificent tits jiggle inches from my face. It is going to be a struggle not to fuck this woman.
The tray is loaded with the best brands and Contessa drinks right along with us. After a while her speech is a bit slurred, and she's pressing her naked tits against my bare arm, her palm resting high on my thigh.
My cock is straining and when she notices, her hand slides over top of it. She squeezes and I see Fernando grinning from the chair across from us. Contessa looks into my eyes.
"Do you want to fuck me tonight, Mr. Jaguar?" she purrs.
It's decision time. I already feel terrible for cheating on Marina with an old girlfriend Mercedes a month ago. Much as I want to this one too... I just can't do it again.
"I'm sorry, Contessa," I stammer. "You're beautiful, but I have a new wife. No!... No I won't."
"And you Carlos?" Vila smirks. "You will please my baby, no? She loves to fuck with other men."
"I... I can't do it. I have a new love, Elena. No, I just can't...." he mumbles.
"How disappointing. Nobody wants Contessa," he teases and she pouts. "Come kneel here, babe," he points to the carpet at his feet, "and show my friends what they're missing."
She obeys immediately. Fernando spreads his knees apart while she unbuttons his trousers and lowers the zipper. Then we sit like stones, rock hard, watching from one side her as this gorgeous woman works skillfully with mouth and hands. Somehow Vila continues to converse with us, at least for a time, the arrogant little showoff bastard.
Soon Contessa's practised mouth replaces his words with groans, before his whole body jerks several times. He slumps back into the chair as she dutifully traces a finger around her lips. When Fernando's breath returns, he tells her to have JoJo drive us back to our hotel.
After we're dropped off, Carlos and I talk about our evening, which thankfully ended without dicking this beautiful woman- but just barely.
"What do you think of our new business partner, Carlos?" I ask.
"He's just another slimeball like Antonio, but I think he may lead us to Peru's smuggled treasures."
"I'm sure that's what we saw in his office and the mansion today. Pieces that should be in the National Museum."
"Do you hope to ever see them there, Jag?"
"Yes, and I hope to see that rich bastard behind bars where he belongs."
"Contessa probably knows enough of his game to put him there," Carlos observes.
I agree.
"Yes, one day, she'll spill it all to the cops, and he'll be finished."
"And that's what he deserves!" my friend concurs.
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The window view is alarming as TAP Air Portugal flight 172 by way of Rio de Janeiro makes its final descent into Lisbon's international airport! We're skimming the apartments just below the plane, and passing much too close for comfort.
We jam our eyes shut and mumble silent prayers.
Several agonizing seconds later, the wheels bite into the runway and the roar of the reverse thrust jerks us forward. Reprieved! We taxi to a halt and then are transferred to the terminal building on a crowded bus. Elena and I have arrived in Portugal, the first time either of us has been here.
Before long, a taxi has taken us to a district of small, comfortable hotels along the eastern edge of downtown, in the shadow of old castle fortress Sao Jorge. This will be our home base as we delve deeper into the complex web of the syndicate smuggling ancient treasures out of Peru.
Elena is Head of Special Collections at the National Archaeological Museum in Lima, and knows Peruvian antiquities like the back of her hand. This is important to our investigation, and complementary to my experience as a private investigator.
We've worked together before, but this trip is different, now that we're lovers. Neither of us expected this to happen. The feeling is fantastic.
"Which side of the bed do you want, Carlos?" she asks me sweetly.
"Whatever one you're on, baby."
I hug her close. Elena pulls me tight and kisses me hard on the mouth with her succulent lips.
"Do you want to see which side we like best?" she whispers temptingly.
I respond quickly by releasing the zipper behind her top and unclasping her bra. I pull the garment forward and down her arms with no resistance. Two beautiful breasts demand my attention.
So, I bring my fingers to the big nipples that cap them. There's more kissing as I play, making them swell to mouthwatering size. Elena moans, loving this kind of stimulation.
Then her hands are at my trousers, unbuttoning them and releasing my zipper! My cock is hard and as it springs free she wraps one hand around it and strokes firmly. Now I'm groaning and can think of nothing but loving this adorable lady.
My Elena has changed my lonely life, and brought sunshine into dark places. I'm infatuated and can't make love with her enough!
Soon we're testing out the bed, giving it a real workout. The springs are squeaking, then the headboard begins to tap against the wall in time with my thrusts into her willing body.
Her strong legs circle my waist as I plunge and withdraw, drive forward and draw back. Elena literally hangs from me, arms around my back, driving her wet pussy against my cock. The squishing sounds add to our heavy breathing.
It's early afternoon. There's an investigation to start, but it will have to wait for now. The two of us can think of nothing other than our intense feelings for each other.
'Bang, bang, bang'. Oh, that damned headboard! But this feels too good to stop for anything. Elena is in a frenzy, heaving against me, urging me on.
"Harder, harder! More Carlos!"
She wants what I have to give to her, and I won't stop until she has all of it. We're
both losing control, almost at the crest. The ultimate moment is coming closer and closer as our eager bodies take over, driving for what they want. And then we're there!
"Carlos.... Carlos!... Oh.... Ohh.... Ohhhh!... Ughhhh!!"
Elena rides my pounding dick as a powerful orgasm overtakes her, milking me until I deliver... again and again and again. Streams of seed until there's simply nothing more left to give.
We lay together close- me still inside- as we come back down to Earth, our heavenly ride finished... for now. We both know that this bed will be sorely tested many times in the next week or so. After all, we're deeply in love. But now we need to shower together, then get to work on this case.
When my friend Jaguar and used an RTag to track a small artifact to Sao Paulo, we turned over another rock. Fernando Vila had agreed to be our agent to acquire Peruvian treasures for the National Museum. We hoped that he'd lead us closer to the top of the smuggling syndicate responsible for looting our national treasures.
Now, Elena and I are on the trail of a little Incan object tracked to nearby Cascais, an attractive oceanside resort suburb for commuters from the nearby capital city. The item turned up in an antiquities shop there. We intend to learn why it came from the office of the Peruvian trade envoy in Belem, Brazil.
"I suppose there's still time to get to that shop this afternoon, eh Carlos?" tells me it is time to get underway.
We take a taxi downtown almost to the bank of the broad Tagus River. Neither of us has been in Lisbon before and are surprised. We hadn't expected the grid of straight roads here, so different from other European capitals.
The talkative cabbie tells us about the infamous 1755 Lisbon earthquake which flattened, then burned much of the city. The Portuguese king worried so much about another one that he moved into an elaborate tent and stayed there for forty years. Meantime a brand new city was planned, surveyed and built from scratch.
We join the afternoon commuters on the Metro rail that runs west parallel to the river. About forty minutes later we're in Cascais, gawking like tourists at this pretty place, with its marina full of sailboats and expensive cruisers.
There are fine beaches lined with rental umbrellas and chairs, while trendy restaurants and shops line the streets. Among them is a brightly painted storefront simply called Coisas Antigas [Old Things]. It hardly looks like an important piece of a crime puzzle.
Inside we see an eclectic mix of old art, antique furniture, and other varied bits of the past. At first it seems that no-one is around, until a smiling saleswoman comes from the back. She certainly doesn't look like a criminal.
Her nametag says Portia, and she's a short, round woman with a big, open smile that says she likes people. Her style is Boho, with a long, print dress almost to the floor and Birkenstock sandals sticking out underneath. Long braided pigtails complete the look.
"If you see anything interesting just tell me. Everything here has a story, you know," she comments.
"Yes, I'm sure it does," Elena intones ironically.
No doubt she's thinking of P1, the small Incan piece which our GPS device traced to this address. We're both looking for it as we browse the cluttered shop. The place is a treasure trove, and had we been casual customers we might spend an hour looking at everything while Portia tells us about its provenance. But our focus is narrower than that.
"Have you anything here from the Americas?" I ask.
"That depends. Nothing English or French. Portuguese and Spanish- yes."
"Anything older? We like Indigenous art, especially pre-historical," Elena narrows it down.
"Just a few things, some of them very old. They're locked under glass over there," and she leads us toward the back of the shop.
Trailing behind her, we feel the anticipation of the hunt. Will there be an ancient Paracas burial shroud emblazoned with patterned images of the all-seeing Oculate Being? Will we see rare Nazca drinking vessels? Or will there only be the inferior quality Inca item that was tracked here?
We're both surprised and disappointed by what we see. The precious items we saw change hands at Antonio's bar in Manaus are not in the shop. Evidently they've gone someplace else. However, we spot item P1, and some other Inca bits and pieces.
Elena knows exactly what she's looking at and subtly shakes her head as if to say, "This is just junk, not worth much at all."
I point to P1 and ask Portia about it. I know how much Jaguar paid the old couple in Cuzco.
"That's an Inca piece. Came in recently, so not very many people have noticed it yet. Do you want to know more about it? Ms. E keeps notes for me to use to tell about the pieces when she's not around."
The saleswoman is quite outgoing and personable, so I decide to try my luck.
"Ms. E?"
"Echevarria. Ms. Francesca Echevarria. It's a mouthful, so I keep it simple."
The name is familiar and I think about it while Elena picks up the friendly questioning. We work as a team.
"Are you left on your own a lot?"
"Oh yes. This is more or less a hobby for her. Plenty of money. She's often away on trips to South America, or to her condo down in Lagos."
"Wherever does she manage to find things like this?" Elena probes in the guise of casual conversation.
"I have no idea. But there seem to be a steady stream of packages coming in. From all over the world, judging by shipping addresses. Her family is from Peru, so that might account for this one?"
"Interesting. What can you tell us from your notes about this one?" my love asks, and Portia reads from Ms. Echevarrias' papers.
"Late Inca period, perhaps 600 years old. Household object used in food preparation. Condition average. Highly collectable."
Elena makes eye contact with me that seems to say that she concurs with Ms. E's assessment. So I ask a follow up question.
"How much is she asking for it?"
Portia replies, and I note that the list price here is about ten times higher than what Jaguar paid in Cuzco. Now that is a hefty markup! There is evidently money to be made in the antiquities trade, a healthy profit that drives the system. I make a counter offer of half as much, knowing that it won't be accepted.
"Thank you, sir. However, I'm sure Ms. E. will not accept it. But if you offer more, I can try to contact her to see what she says. It only came in recently, so she might not be as willing to negotiate as she'd be on a piece sitting here for a long time. Would you like to see some of those?"
Elena's eyebrows shoot up. Of course she would. The saleslady locks the cabinet and takes us into the small back room. There's another locked cabinet, this one steel with deeper drawers. What treasures are inside? She finds the key on a metal ring and unlocks the cabinet.
Out comes a drawer and Elena steps back in surprise. Later, she tells me that these are more valuable things from ancient cultures that preceded the Inca empire- the Chimu, Moche, Paracas, and Nazca- peoples I'd scarcely heard of before, thousands of years back. She knows that they aren't quite museum quality, but rare and still quite expensive.
"Can I see that one more closely please?" Elena asks, barely suppressing her eagerness to see more. "What can you tell us about it?"
Portia refers to her notes.
"Small ceremonial piece from the Chimu culture, about one thousand years old. Carved wood showing a large cat, probably the jaguar god held sacred to these people. Original paint still visible in places. Good condition and highly collectible."
"That's impressive," Elena comments, even though the piece isn't good enough to be shown in Peru's National Museum. "Is it more expensive than the first one we examined?"
"Oh yes. By several times. It's older, so more valuable of course. In fact, 9 500 Euros."
"I really like it," she pretends. "Let me discuss it privately with my husband before we go any farther."
I know she is enjoying calling me her husband, and I smile because it sounds good to me too. Portia returns it to the cabinet and carefully locks it up. Then she brings us into the front of the shop. Another customer enters just then, and the two of us go to a more remote corner to confer.
"What do you think, Elena?" I whisper.
"Lots of Peruvian pieces here from different cultures. The only way so much could be on the open market like this is if they've been taken from Peru illegally. I think we've come to the end of the pipeline here, Carlos."
"But I didn't recognize the shrouds and pottery we saw in Manaus. Did you?"
"No. They were much better than what's here. The best pieces must be going someplace else."
"Or have already been sold," I suggest.
"Maybe. I'd like to track down this Ms. E. to explore the possibility that she only sells lower quality pieces here. The best artifacts would draw more money offered at some bigger venue, don't you think?"
"Like an international auction, right?"
Now Portia is back with her open smile, eager to close a sale if she can.
"So what have you decided? Do either of those pieces interest you?"
"It would be a big purchase. When will Ms. Echevarria be back so that we can talk to her some more? In the meantime, we'll read up on the Chimu piece to learn more about it."
She goes to the office and comes back with some calendar dates.
"Ms. E will be back from her Algarve condo in a week."
Again, too much information but we appreciate it. If I can identify her address in Lagos, we might be able to pay her a little visit before then. It's worth a try to find out where the best pieces are sold off. Maybe she has kept some good things for herself?
We know what needs to be done next and must be decisive, following up on this lead immediately. So, we book commercial plane tickets from Lima to Faro for tomorrow morning. This old Moorish town is in the middle of the sunny Algarve coast, so popular with British and other European tourists. From there, we'll rent a car to drive west an hour or so to Lagos. If all goes to schedule we should arrive by noon.
Using the Internet, I'm able to locate Ms. Echevarria's condo in a development perched above secluded Dona Ana Beach. If the photos do it any justice, Dona Ana must be one of the prettiest bits of sand in the western Algarve! The south-facing condominiums there step back from the huge swimming pool in recessing tiers to give everyone plenty of sun and beach views.
Nice! She probably has a sailboat docked in the nearby marina too, probably paid for with Peru's stolen treasures.
We talk about a way to get into the condo to see if she keeps any valuable pieces there. Some legal way without break and enter. Elena suggests that I might go in as a maintenance man or her as a housekeeper. We'll have to see what gambit offers the best chance of success when we get there.
I park in the Visitor area and we casually stroll the property to look for opportunity. The views are dazzling! The beach and poolside are topless areas with a great deal of toned and tanned skin shamelessly displayed, complemented by miniscule bikini bottoms. I try hard not to stare, but Elena catches me and shoots a withering glare. I wonder if the mysterious Ms. E is down there among them.
Elena a notices pairs of housekeepers going from unit to unit, all accessible from outside entrances behind private patios. When we cautiously approach Ms. Echevarria's unit, the housekeepers are busy next door.
We decide that if she isn't at home, I'll pass myself off to them as a maintenance man, inspecting the electrical panel. My Portuguese is good enough to spin a convincing story if necessary, and I'm wearing very casual clothes
Fortunately, Ms. E. Is not home and a little banter with the trusting housekeepers gets me inside for my 'inspection'. It's a beautiful condo, dazzling in fact, as eclectic as her shop in Cascais. Modern art panels contrast with old furniture and ancient pieces from past cultures.
I move from room to room supposedly inspecting the wiring while avoiding the two ladies. I'm able to take picture after picture of old artifacts large and small, knowing that Elena will be able to recognize them.
As I leave the unit, I tell the housekeepers that everything looks fine and pretend to be going to another condo. Elena is waiting in the rental car when I jump in and hand her my phone.
"Gorgeous place, baby. We should buy it. See what you think about the decor."
Her mouth opens in shock as she scans through my photos.
"Oh shit!! Look at that! And that! Paracas! Inca! Nazca! Omigod, even Chimu! More Inca. That bitch has a small museum in there! Look at that! I can't believe it!"
"The housekeepers bought the inspection thing completely."
"And now we have some hard evidence. Nobody but a multi-millionaire could afford to buy that treasure trove!"
"We've got them now!" I agree.
"Oh, Carlos. This is incredible! We can stop the flow of all these precious things out of Peru!"
Elena is clearly excited, but I'm already thinking of something else.
"Yeah, great find today! So, are we finished here? Do we have some time to go down to the beach for a while?"
"I don't have any swimwear with me."
"Neither do I. Lagos is close, so let's just buy something."
"I suppose you want me to go topless too?"
"Of course! When in Rome," I begin and she knows what I mean.
"Carlos... well... just for you. This has been such a special day!"
We go shopping and soon we're back at Dona Ana with swimwear, umbrella, towels and a foam cooler full of cold beer and wine.
The sun fills the southern sky, and there's plenty of red sand among the huge stone headland remnants dotting the beach. Seabirds spiral over the deep blue Atlantic, and little sailboats skim past farther out in the ocean. The scene is absolutely spectacular.
So is Elena. She wears both pieces of her skimpy new bikini at first, but is aware of others tanning topless. She's comparing their shapes to her own and smiling.
Before long she reaches behind her back to let the tiny piece drop to her waist. Then she stretches out on her stomach with her upper body raised by her elbows. Those beautiful breasts are suspended, their pointy tips growing with exposure.
"What do you think, Carlos?" she purrs, already knowing the answer.
"Fantastic, baby.... I only have eyes for you."
"Really? I saw you gawking when we came down to the cove. How do I measure up?"
"Magnificent, Elena. I'm going to have a hard time behaving myself here."
"I can see that you already are, my love," she grins, noting the tent which my cock has pitched in my swimwear. "Don't go down to the water like that!"
We laugh at my male predicament before she reaches over to playfully tap me there. If only we weren't out in public.
"This is a great beach, Elena," I muse. "It's too bad we only have the afternoon. Maybe we can come back to stay longer some day?"
"Yes, that would be nice, wouldn't it?"
By the time we fly back to Lisbon that evening, we're both red almost all over. I help ease Elena's discomfort by massaging her sunburned nipples with soothing aloe oil. She insists on stroking my cock with the oil too, even though it hasn't been in the sun.
One thing leads to another very quickly between lovers, and soon we're both in the throes of orgasm yet again. Between the photos of Ms. Echevarria's condo, the topless beach, and making love back in our Lisbon hotel, this has been a very successful day.
The next day we want to confer with Jaguar about what we've already found in Cascais and Lagos to see if he has any suggestions about next steps. However, there are several time zones between Lisbon and Peru, so we'll need to wait until much later in the day.
With nothing that we can go ahead with for now, we decide to go up into the historic Alfama district, an old Lisbon neighbourhood of narrow curving lanes and staircases that climb the steep hillside looming above our downtown hotel.
We lose ourselves in this quaint area before emerging halfway up the steep hill, facing the Tagus River below. An old-fashioned electric tram rattles by, grinding up the sharp incline.
We find a little outdoor restaurant overlooking the city below and settle into the rhythm of this pleasant neighbourhood. With a good bottle of port and two glasses, we're suspended between past and future. Personal secrets are revealed.
"Elena, I didn't like you at first- the way you talked about my daughter."
"I was harsh with you Carlos, and I'm truly sorry. I've never had kids. It must have been terrible for you when she died."
"Yes. Overdosed on party drugs. But I told you that already.... Although it tore my life apart, I deal with it better now. Time is a great healer, they say."



"And new love too, I hope?"
"Oh yes. You've changed my life, baby."
We sip our port and watch the leaves rustle in the cooling breeze. There's a long pause before Elena speaks again, tentatively as if she has something to tell me. I wait.
"Carlos, there's one thing you probably should know."
I wonder what's coming next, but I think that I may already be aware of it. She continues slowly.
"Jaguar and I have been friends for quite a while... even before we started working together at the museum."
I think I know where this is going, but I'll let her say it. I wait some more.
"Uh... very good friends in fact," she continues hesitantly.
"Oh... with benefits?" I tease.
"Omigod Carlos, you guessed it!"
"No. Actually, he told me."
"Oh no! What did he say?"
"Not much. Just that you were good in bed."
"Damn it! I'm so embarrassed. Why would he say that?"
"Because it's true. You're great in bed, Elena!"
We both laugh and something which could have been an obstacle to our growing relationship melts away to insignificance. This woman has changed my life. And she is very good between the sheets!
By late afternoon we stroll back to the hotel to phone Jaguar. He'll be at the museum by now, no doubt. We've made some real progress in Portugal and want him to know. Elena talks first, so eager to give him the news that Jag isn't sure what she's talking about.
"We saw incredible things in her condo, Jag! Peruvian treasures worth a small fortune. Many different cultures and times, from Chimu right up to late stage Inca."
"Whose condo? What the hell are you talking about?"
"The woman who owns the shop in Cascais. There were some things there but nothing top notch, so we flew down to her condo in Lagos."
"To her condo! And was it full of the best items?"
"Yes. Carlos pretended that he was checking the wiring so the housekeepers let him in. She wasn't there and he took photos of everything. Maybe there's even more."
"Terrific, that's what we needed. Any Nazca or Paracas pieces, like what you saw at Antonio's bar in Manaus?"
"They might have been the same things."
"Excellent work! Just great! Elena, can you put Carlos on the line for a minute?"
"He's right here."
"Hey Carlos! Fabulous job, my friend. You got pictures, did you? Listen, send me the whole file that you shot at that condo. Its just what we need to take this to the next level. Did you see P1 at the shop?.... Great. The tracker worked."
Then I tell Jag about the connection I've made between the shopkeeper and the ambassador- they're father and daughter.
"Jeez, man! You've got to be joking. The shopkeeper is the Ambassador of Peru's daughter! Is he in on this too? This goes right to the top, doesn't it. Unbelievable!"
"And you know who the ambassador's old man was, right Jag?"
"No, I'm not too sharp on my Peruvian politics."
"Echevarria. The president who was forced to resign over the Inter-oceanic Highway construction contracts scandal."
"Damn! So, now they're selling Peru's treasures around the world!"
"Think about the revenge factor. First the Echevarria clan gets mad, then they get even."
"You think that's what is behind this syndicate, Carlos?"
"It's possible. The family is already one of the richest in the country. So, maybe revenge is the motive?"
"You're absolutely blowing my mind, Carlos!... Hey, can I talk to Elena again?"
"Here she is."
"Have you two any plans now? What else can you do before you come back? I mean, you've already struck gold."
"Should we go see Ambassador Echevarria?"
"Why? To see if he has any pieces hanging in his office?" he jokes.
"Funny, Jag. That's what Carlos said. Did you go to the same comedy class?... I suppose we might pick up a shred of information if we see the ambassador. After all, he's probably at the top of this thing."
"That's a good idea, Elena. But be careful not to make him suspicious. He might take his marbles home and we'd be left with nothing."
"Have you any ideas about how we might get in to see him?"
"Hmm.... Do you have any museum I.D. with you? Your business card?... Good.... Make it something from the National Museum. You two will think of an angle, I'm sure."
"Thanks, we'll work on that."
"That's a lot of excitement from one phone call, Elena. I'll see you when you're back in Lima. Let me say goodbye to Carlos now."
"What's up, Jaguar?"
"Hey man, how's it going with Elena over there? Still good?"
"Absolutely. Better all the time."
"I'm happy for both of you. Really, I am."
"Thanks for putting me on this case, Jag. I owe you."
"Sure. No problem. See you back in Lima."
Elena or I don't know what we'll say to Ambassador Echeverria if we're able to make an appointment. As Head of Special Collections at the National Museum, Elena could certainly talk with him about the loss of Peru's cultural property into private collections. Perhaps he might say something to implicate himself? But as a career diplomat, this would be completely out of character.
To her complete surprise, he agrees to meet with Elena for fifteen minutes tomorrow- between attending a ribbon-cutting event in downtown Lisbon, and a meeting with some government official. The first one is a photo op at the official opening of a cultural centre. Elena is cautioned that if the ribbon-cutting runs late, she'll have to arrange another appointment.
That evening we rehearse, with me roleplaying Peru's ambassador to Portugal. We practice different subtle approaches and responses from a seasoned political figure. Elena finds me utterly frustrating, but we must do this so she keeps her passion about Peru's cultural heritage in check. I use political obfuscation to challenge her.
"Why have you cone to see me today, Madam?" I ask, pretending to be Echevarria.
"Ambassador, I am very concerned about the loss of precious pieces of our culture."
"Yes. That is distressing to all Peruvians, a problem which needs to be addressed. How can I help you?"
"I bring it to your attention, Ambassador because the National Museum believes our heritage is going into private collections, forever lost to the nation."
"Madam, I know that museum people here in Portugal express the same concerns about their own past too."
"Mr. Ambassador, surely there is something your office here can do to help reign in this illegal activity affecting Peruvian treasures."
"Have you any suggestions which I could direct to my staff, Madam? As you may already know, they shoulder many responsibilities here."
Elena has reached her breaking point.
"Goddam you Carlos! Quit calling me Madam! I'm getting nowhere with you.Stop seeming to care while you're just blocking me!"
"Look, Echeverria is a career diplomat who may well be central to this whole smuggling case. Don't expect him to give you an inch. He isn't going to throw up his hands and admit to anything."
"So, what's the damn point of meeting with him then?"
I try to calm her down with some humour, but it completely backfires.
"Like I said before. He may have a Paracas burial shroud hanging on his wall."
"Not again, Carlos!" She explodes. "I don't want to play this game anymore!"
"You cant get angry like this tomorrow. Just hope that your meeting triggers something unexpected. At least he'll know that the National Museum is alarmed about the problem, and this might force the syndicate to cool its operation a bit."
To her credit, Elena keeps trying until she has some strategies to get the Ambassador to commit to solving the problem- one we suspect he is causing.
The next day, she leaves for her appointment and we wait impatiently in the marble foyer of the embassy. I won't be allowed to see the ambassador, but have come for moral support.
The waiting area is a cold, formal space made all the more uninviting by the steel chairs lined up along the unadorned grey walls. People waiting here to see embassy staff look like they're in a police lineup.
The minutes tick away until an hour has dragged past. Elena and everybody else in the room is becoming more and more impatient.
Suddenly, Ambassador Echevarria's secretary bursts into the waiting area in hysterics. Her eyes are open wide and she gasps for air before blurting out the cause of her alarm.
"They shot the him! A few minutes ago at the cultural centre. Someone in the crowd with a pistol. They got away!"
"Is he alive?" Elena demands.
"I don't know. Maybe.... I'm guessing. They took him away in an ambulance."
It's too much for the loyal secretary and she breaks down into tears. Elena and I are absolutely stunned. Just when it seemed that we were narrowing in on the principal suspect, the whole game has changed.
Is the shooting connected in any way with Echevarria's certain involvement in smuggling artifacts from Peru?
If so, who might be behind the hit? And even more important...
Where do we take our investigation from here?
Readers: Prepare for a wild ride through the last three chapters.
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It's easy to forget about time zones if there's big news to tell. When we phoned Jaguar late in the morning Lisbon time, it was still the middle of the night in Peru. He wasn't happy about being jolted from his sleep.
"Carlos! What the Hell! Do you know what time it is?"
"I'm really sorry Jag, but something big just happened here."
"Important enough to wake us up? Come on man, don't call me this early."
"Somebody just shot the Ambassador. Not sure if he's dead or not. Someone with a gun at a ribbon cutting."
"Dammit!... Did they get the shooter?"
"No. Not from what we've heard. We're watching TV news and just getting bits and pieces of the story."
"Do you think it has anything to do with the smuggling? The ambassador is our main suspect."
"Don't know. They're saying it might have been a Far Left radical.... Wait a minute.... An update from the hospital.... Oh Jeez! Echevarria is dead!"
"Did Elena ever get in to see him?"
"No. She was in his office waiting for him to come back from the event."
"What a goddam mess! Just when we were closing the net."
"Any ideas, Jag? We figure everybody involved will be thinking funeral. Maybe we should just come back and regroup?"
"It's too early in the day for me to make that call. Let me know what you're going to do."
"Yeah, OK. Go back to sleep now. Sorry again."
"Are you kidding me? I'm wide awake."
Two days later, Elena and I get back to Peru. We settle into our routines and our work while the smuggling case moves to the back burner. Interestingly, none of the South American radical groups claim responsibility for the murder. This makes us think that there might be something besides politics at play here. We all watch the news carefully for clues, but the assassin isn't caught.
****
Left without direction by the murder, the little group gathers to hash out what they already know or suspect. They've fitted some bits into place but still haven't been able to complete the puzzle, especially with the chief suspect dead. No stone can remain unturned.
Marina plays moderator.
"Let's start with the sources. Where are the artifacts coming from?" she begins.
"I found two good leads," Jaguar speaks up. "That old couple, the Recaros in Cuzco, who claim to be selling what they had dug up or bought from collectors over the years."
"Credible or not, Jag?"
"I'd say they're telling the truth, but that's just a hunch. The more likely source is Emile Urbano, who has been digging in different regions, especially in Nazca. He gets permits, but the local official never inspects the site or prepares reports. Nobody knows what he's finding. I wonder if Ms. Gonzalves tipped him off that I'd be visiting his dig because it had been closed down in a rush."
"No other known sources?"
"I wish there were because I think there are a lot of pieces going into private collections."
"How can you tell, Jag? "Marina challenges. "Or is it just a guess?"
"I have overseas auction catalogues, and they all list some ancient Peruvian pieces. And the stuff went for big money too."
"So, what's the pipeline connecting Urbano to the auctions? You have plenty on that, don't you?"
"Yes. Across the border into Brazil, along the Inter-oceanic Highway, and most likely other places too. Trucks carry it, and likely the bar girls who go back and forth between the two countries. It all seems to funnel into Manaus through Antonio DaSilva's bar."
"Do we know anything about him?"
"He's slime!" Elena spits out. "Runs a whorehouse and abuses the girls. I've seen it."
"A long criminal record too," Carlos adds. "Mostly smuggling and extortion. He served some time but keeps his head down now."
"And you tracked those two artifacts with RTags through his bar. One to Sao Paulo and the other one to Belem, right?" Marina asks.
"Yeah. We visited the guy in Sao Paulo. An arrogant playboy collector. He's on contract now to bid for pieces on behalf of the National Museum...."
"What? Why him, Jag?" Elena interrupts.
"It was the only way to connect with him, to figure out what part he plays in the scheme. He's the one who got me the auction catalogues because he follows that scene closely."
"And Jag tells me that the piece tracked to Belem ended up in Portugal, while the other one never left Sao Paulo," Marina continues. "What's with that?"
"Elena and I found it in a shop in Cascais owned by Ambassador Echevarria's daughter. There were some other artifacts from Peru there too, but the real trove was in her Lagos condo. Even one of the pieces we saw going through Antonio's bar."
"What about the RTag tracked to Sao Paulo? It never left there," Marina wonders.
"I think it raises the possibility that Fernando Vila is working with Antonio to syphon off some of the pieces for himself," Jaguar explains. "He's a collector. Maybe he uses the international auctions to make money from some of it too?"
"But the main supply was going to the Ambassador," his wife continues. "Or do we know that for certain?"
"No. With him dead, we can only guess," Jag notes. "Somebody at the Peruvian trade envoy's office in Belem sent or carried pieces to Ms. Echevarria in Cascais. Then she sold what she didn't want."
"Two collectors, both selling our precious heritage. Disgusting!" Elena exclaims.
Then Jag asks for more about Fernando's ties to Antonio.
"Anything, Carlos. Maybe some old connection, since they're taking some of the trade for themselves. Fernando is a lawyer. Did he defend DaSilva in court?"
After a bit more speculation Jaguar calls a halt. "So... that's all we have right now. Eventually, we'll take this to some authorities I can trust."
"And who would that be?" Marina says.
"Maybe Interpol. If the auction houses involved are in London, then Scotland Yard would the best one to investigate there."
Nothing much happens in the next two weeks. Carlos tries to link lawyer and criminal without any success. The Ambassador's murderer remains at large, while the Lisbon embassy suite is redecorated in preparation for the successor. Some say that Ms. Echevarria removed only personal items and mementos when she cleaned out the place, but none of us believe it's true.
Carlos manages to sleuth out one detail relevant to the case. The Echevarria family owns Intercontinental Freight with an old political friend, Aurelo Gonzalves. His daughter Tereza is that lax regional official down in Nazca, where priceless treasures are being unearthed while she sits in her office doing nothing. More puzzle pieces are fitting into place.
Then a break comes when Fernando Vila contacts Jaguar about Southerby's next London auction. It will include a dozen Peruvian antiquities, and he faxes Jag a presale auction catalogue to select items which the lawyer should bid for on behalf of the National Museum.
The catalogue is eye-popping in the quality of the offerings. Jaguar counts seven different ancient Peruvian cultures encompassed by the sale. It demonstrates that what our little team has uncovered is probably only the tip of a massive smuggling iceberg.
Jag decides that he and Marina must get to London and attend the auction to see where these treasures are going.
****
A few days later....
Neither Jag nor Marina have been to London before. They travel right away so they can explore the city before the auction. Naturally, their interest runs to museums, and London doesn't fail to impress.
The incredible British Museum grabs their attention for an entire day, particularly the Rosetta Stone and the Elgin Marbles. Next day they're dazzled by the vast sculpture collection in the main aisle of the Victoria and Albert, and the Cast Courts with that towering copy of Trajan's Column.
There's business to be done in London, but there s time for pleasure too. One evening they enjoy a musical production at the old Shaftsbury Theatre. Marina's spectacular black satin gown shimmers against the plush red velvet of their very private little box to the side of the stage.
During the second act, her husband slides his fingers along her thigh until his hand comes to rest oh-so-close. He leaves it there, and not to be outdone, she does the same to him, a hint of what will come later.
Their performance continues back at the hotel. Marina's sexy dress is carefully hung in the closet, and Jag's black suit is draped across a chair. They lay naked on the bed, kissing and touching, caught up in the thrill of loving. His fingers tease her again while she slowly strokes his stiff member. They murmur sweet words between tasting each others lips.
Now Marina lowers herself across his body, nipping at skin as she goes. Chest, stomach, and then groin- in turn they all fall prey to her teasing teeth. But the best comes last, as those painted lips curl around Jag's throbbing crown and her tongue teases his flesh. Her sparkling eyes flicker before closing in pleasure.
Jaguar doesn't want this bliss to end too soon, so he reaches down to take his wife's face in both hands, before drawing her back up. It's his turn to taste her sumptuous skin. He tenderly kisses one nipple then the other until they harden, causing Marina to moan softly. As he does this, Jaguar slips two fingers lower before curling them up to stimulate.
Enough teasing! Jag comes to his wife missionary style, and she brings up her legs around his trunk, clinging tightly as he slowly eases against her plush body. A night of love feels wonderful for both of them, and the London auction is far away for a while.
Tiring from his efforts, Jaguar rolls onto his back. Marina knows what her man wants, so she kneels across his torso, crouching above him. Slowly, she begins to slide along his length, Jaguar groaning as his woman clenches firmly.
It's a passionate night for scenes like this to play out in their hotel room. Every performance reaches a peak of rising action, and theirs is inevitable too.
They move to Marina's favourite position, with her husband on his knees behind her, pushing with all his might. It brings out something animal in both of them as their flesh slaps loudly, their overheated bodies slamming together. Marina is on fire!
"More, Jag! Love meee...."
"Can't... go... much... longer," he groans, summoning up a final effort.
Soon, soul-satisfying orgasms reduce both of them to heaving, sweating lovers, gasping for breath. They come back down from their mutual high, then lay contemplating the power of what they've just done. The couple knows that their love only makes this intimacy better!
The next day, after a leisurely breakfast in their room, Jaguar seems surprisingly preoccupied. His wife knows him well enough to realize he's thinking about the coming auction again.
"I'm going to be out for the rest of the morning," he announces. "There's something I need to do, but I should be back by early afternoon. Meanwhile, think about where we could go for lunch."
"Not telling me where you're going? I hope this doesn't mean you have a string of old girlfriends to visit in London too," she teases, aware of his travelling past.
This brings a sharp jab of guilt to Jaguar because he knows that less than a month ago he was seduced by old friend Mercedes in Cuzco without offering very much resistance at all. He regrets it and hopes that Marina never finds out.
"No. It's about the auction. I'll tell you all about it, but for now I'm still just working it through. See you later, baby." And with a kiss, he's gone.
Jaguar uses the subway system to make his way across London to the appointment he's been eager to keep since arriving. Before long, he stands at the front doors of the solid stone building, where he is expected. He's quickly ushered upstairs and steered into a bright room.
He has written notes with him so that nothing is forgotten. Two people sit to take his testimony, and they burrow through the whole thing over the next two hours. A working plan begins to take shape, one that will please him a great deal, if it's actually carried out. However, they just don't know yet.
Jag seems refreshed when he returns from his meeting. Marina notes that he's smiling and a little silly. She's chosen a nearby restaurant for lunch, and there's a spring in his step as they walk there. Jaguar is quite talkative and Marina wonders what has her husband feeling so good.
That evening there is an auction preview at Southerby's, a chance for registered bidders to carefully examine all the pieces being offered two days hence. All the items are described and photographed in an auction catalogue, but nothing can replace seeing the goods first hand.
There is a surprisingly large crowd of people on hand, considering the relatively high cost of registering to bid. It seems as though people from around the world have come tonight, though it is entirely possible most of them are Londoners, given the population makeup of this place. Most have a catalogue and are searching out items of particular interest to them.
****
Jaguar is pensive when they arrive. He's thinking about what's ahead, his mind churning as he watches the auction-goers. He's distracted, deep in thought....
"I don't expect to see Fernando Vila here. He'll be bidding for me on the phone from Brazil, using the catalogue. I'm worried about him pushing up the price of items I want for the museum so he can maximize his own commission. I don't trust the bastard at all."
"Let's take a good look at everything, Jag," my wife interrupts, and I snap back to the present.
Marina and I are stunned by the exceptional Peruvian pieces which will be offered in two days. We see a king's ransom worth of articles which belong in the National Museum. There is no chance that I'll be be to pick up all of these precious pieces with the five million dollar bank advance given to me by the museum. Will most of these treasures be lost into private collections?
The auction catalogue illustrates and details what's available:
Item 201: Carved wooden 'kero'- drinking cup- decoratively painted in many bright colours. Tiwanaku culture, Middle Horizon Period 600- 1 000 C.E., southern Peru/ northern Bolivia. Condition: Very good, paint worn where held. Pre-auction estimate: 80 000 to 100 000 Pounds Sterling.
Item 202: Carved wood and shell mother-of-pearl jaguar figure decoratively painted in browns and orange. Chimu Empire, Late Intermediate Period 1 000- 1 400 C.E., northern Peru. Condition: Very good to Excellent, small gouge in base. Estimate: 95 000 to 120 000 Pounds Sterling.
Item 203: Ceramic effigy jar in the shape of a head, suggesting ritual decapitation, painted designs. Nazca culture, Early Intermediate Period 200 B.C.E.- 600 C.E., south coastal Peru. Condition: Excellent, no flaws. Pre-auction estimate: 100 000 to 125 000 Pounds Sterling.
Item 204: Multicoloured woolen burial shroud with bold woven panels featuring the Oculate Being holding severed heads. Paracas cult, Early Horizon Period 750- 200 B.C.E., south coastal Peru. Condition: Excellent, a few edge threads. Pre-auction estimate: 200 000 to 250 000 Pounds Sterling.
"That might be the same one that Carlos and Elena saw passing through Antonio's place in Manaus!" I whisper to Marina. "And they shot photos and video of the whole damn exchange. If that's the one, we've nailed the bastards!"
Item 205: Hammered sheet-metal and shell inlay decapitator god with sacrificial knife and severed head. Moche cult, Early Intermediate Period 200 B.C.E.- 600 C.E., northern Peru. Condition: Excellent. Pre-auction estimate: 300 000 to 400 000 Pounds Sterling.
Item 206: Sheet gold portrayal of sun god Viracocha's crying face, with rays around the head. Tiwanaku culture, Middle Horizon Period 600- 1 000 C.E., southern Peru/ northern Bolivia. Condition: Perfect. Estimate: 800 000 to 1 000 000 Pounds Sterling.
Item 207: Large bridge-spouted pot, brightly painted with Oculate Being and trophy heads. Nazca culture, Early Intermediate Period 200 B.C.E.- 600 C.E., south coastal Peru. Condition: Perfect, vibrant colours. Pre-auction estimate: 250 000 to 300 000 Pounds Sterling.
"Look at that, would you!" I exclaim to my wife. "I know that they saw this one go through Antonio's bar, and got all the evidence of money changing hands too. I need to get this one for the museum. And look at the next one listed here! My god!"
Item 208: Large sheet gold mask of the sun god Inti, perhaps used in cult worship ceremonies at Coricancha Temple in Cuzco. Inca, Late Horizon Period 1 400- 1 530 C.E. Condition: Perfect. Pre-auction estimate: 1 250 000 to 1 500 000 Pounds Sterling
And so it goes through a dozen pieces of ancient Peruvian history and culture, items shaped by peoples as much as two thousand years ago.
Interest in the artifacts from Peru seems to be running high, with many people evaluating the pieces through the evening. I need to come up with a strategy to prevent them from being lost into collections forever.
The following morning, I wake up agitated and phone my contact to make another appointment. After lunch with Marina at a little place by the pond in Hyde Park, I make my way back to the office I visited two days ago, where I sit down with the same two people. I make a strong request- a demand almost- and they reassure me that they'll do their best, although time is very short.
I leave worried. Thoughts plague me now.
How much will I be able to buy for the National Museum? Will I be outbid by collectors from around the world? After all, I saw the strong interest in Peruvian articles at the auction preview. And, how will I compete with Fernando Vila, if he starts bidding items up to maximize his commission from the museum?
That evening I confess my worries to Marina. She assures me that all will work out, but I remain skeptical. She tries her best to get me out of the funk into which I've fallen, but things are so tense that even a full application of her feminine charms fails to work. Afterwards, I can't sleep and slip out into the sitting room of our suite.
The jaguar spirit from the mysterious Lanzon at Chavin de Huantar is the only thing that can help me now. It has heard my prayers before, and I trust that it will hear them once again. I close my eyes to focus on the fearsome image of the stone god, and begin to chant softly in a rising and falling cadence
"Salva los tesoras".... [Save the treasures]... "Salva los tesoros.... Salva los tesoros.... Salva los tesoros.... Salva los...."
After several minutes in an almost trance-like state, I feel some relief and rejoin Marina in bed for a peaceful sleep.
The day before the auction, I receive a call from Fernando Vila in Sao Paulo. He wants to know if there are any particular pieces from the catalogue that he should bid on. I want to elbow him out now as much as I can, so I choose one item, the least expensive of the lot.
"Just go for Item 203, the Nazca ceramic effigy jar like a severed head," I tell him. "But don't take it over over 100 000 Pounds Sterling. I want this to be a trial run. If our partnership goes well on this, we'll buy more next time around."
"Aw.... Hell, man! That's disappointing! I want to show what I can do for you, and you pick one piece. One little piece! Turn me loose on some more."
"Next time. Hey, it's not my own money, and if I'm not careful with it, I'll be looking for a new job."
"Come on! Just one more this time. How would that be, Jaguar?"
"OK. OK. Go up to a hundred on Item 202, the Chimu carved wooden and mother-of -pearl jaguar. But that's it. Just those two this time."
"Well, shit! You've got a five million line of credit and you hold me at two hundred thousand pounds! The cheapest ones! Let me take a run at those golden sun god masks too."
"Absolutely not! Not this time. We need to confirm trust here. I'll give you some of the museum's money to spend, and you just get me those two items that I want, no more. Understand?"



"Alright, alright.... We'll do it your way this time! I'll get those two if that's all you'll spend," Fernando complains bitterly.
No doubt he's working out his commission on two hundred and finding it isn't going to be the windfall he was hoping for if he spent my whole five million dollar line of credit. Frankly, I hope he doesn't get either piece because I intend to bid past him to save the fee he'd collect. I'm registered as a bidder in hopes that I can secure some pieces for the museum myself.
While I'm on the phone with Vila, I'm curious to hear more about the low-quality Inca piece which had been directed to him by Antonio DaSilva in Manaus.
"Maybe you have some private sale items that might interest me? I'm always eager to buy those for the museum, you know."
"Not at the moment. I have to talk with my picker about the inferior stuff he recently sent to me. Late Period Inca in really poor condition. That stupid ass has no idea about this stuff! I can't trust him at all!"
It's hard for me not to laugh, knowing how it went from the Recaros' back alley shop in Cuzco to Antonio in Sao Paulo with an RTag in the packaging.
****
At Southerby's on the day of the auction I try everything possible to relax a bit. Marina and I get good seats near the front, off to the side enough to see who else is bidding. I'm nervous as a cat when auctioneer goes to the microphone, and gets underway.
"First on the block is Lot 100, Greco-Roman pieces from the Stantec Oil Collection. We'll begin on page three of your catalogue with Item 101, a statue of a young woman which originally graced a wealthy Roman estate near Naples. Who'll start at five thousand?.... Ten?... Twenty-five?... Thirty, thirty?... Thirty-five?... and Forty.... Fifty, fifty?... Forty-five?... A nice piece.... SOLD at forty thousand to bidder 73."
In the same way, he quickly moves through the next ten items in the lot. I can see from the catalogue that there are about twenty pieces in Lot 100, so I go to the back to get coffee for Marina and me.
All is calm behind the scenes, the well-oiled auction machine about to churn through millions of Pounds Sterling in the next few hours. And it is surprisingly quiet on the floor too, with few pieces intensely fought over by determined bidders. I expect that Lot 200 will be much more intense.
In just forty-five minutes, Lot 100 is finished, all the Greco-Roman treasures ready to be carted off to new homes. After a fifteen minute intermission, it will be time to start selling Peruvian antiquities, the dozen artifacts in Lot 200. We sit waiting- the tension I'm feeling absolutely gut-wrenching. Will my hopes be realized or not?
Then I notice a very animated conference going on at the front of the hall.
Two stocky fellows have appeared- men I know- and they're with the auctioneer, pointing to the catalogue. He's angry and motions for the director of the auction house to come fast. The four of them argue heatedly, before the director shrugs his shoulders in resignation and steps up to the microphone.
"Ladies and gentlemen, your attention please. Your attention please.... Lot 200, the Peruvian items numbered 201 to 212 in your catalogue, are withdrawn from todays sale."
A buzz goes through the assembled bidders. This cancellation is highly unusual and completely unexpected. He hesitates to weigh his words before continuing.
"The dozen pieces may have been taken illegally from Peru, and are no longer for sale, pending further investigation. We will cooperate fully with the authorities to uphold the integrity of our reputable auction house. Please scratch Lot 200 from your listing. Thank you."
There's a flurry of consternation, no doubt from bidders who coveted these ancient pieces for themselves. But, its all quite dignified in this wealthy crowd, and the announcement is accepted with some grumbling. They're disappointed but nobody wants to buy stolen goods.
First I breathe an huge sigh of relief, then I'm ready to break into cheers! Scotland Yard has taken our preliminary investigations seriously enough to pursue the smuggling case. They've intervened in the nick of time to save what was about to be offered to international bidders.
We've done it, my little team and I! We've plugged the drain of these dozen ancient treasures from Peru. I hug Marina and kiss her like an elated fool. The bailiff is going to seize the pieces in trust for Peru. And I know that these are a small fraction of the smuggling taking place.
There will be more treasures to be gathered up in Manaus, Belem, Sao Paulo, Cascais and Lagos. Back in Peru, more will probably be taken from Emile Urbano, and maybe others. This is going to get bigger, much bigger, before it's done!
****
I'm riding the London Tube on an incredible high, the kind a person feels when months of hard work all come together in victory. We've solved the puzzle of illegally taken Peruvian history and culture. We've painstakingly fitted together source, transport, and sale into the whole pattern of the smuggling operation.
Or have we? Like they say, "It ain't over 'til it's over."
My thoughts range ahead. There's only a final bit of work to finished in London before Marina and I fly home for some much deserved rest. I'm more than ready for it, drained of energy by yesterday's heart-pumping events. But it all paid off.
My mind wanders.
Last evening Marina and I celebrated our success. We dined at one of those expensive Argentine steak houses where they bring your choice of cuts before preparing one to your taste. It was a sumptuous feast, washed down with two bottles of wine, followed by extravagant desserts and coffee. We toasted to our victory in saving part of Peru's past.
By the time we left late last evening, we were so bloated with food and drink that further bedroom celebration was physically impossible. Thankfully Marina declined my half-hearted advances. You know how it is sometimes.
This morning the subway is taking me to Scotland Yard, more specifically to lead investigator Kilby's office. We're going to work out details of the transfer of all the evidence- every name, and every lead- which our little team collected. Apart from that, he'll co-ordinate with Interpol for any further investigation abroad, and I'll be available to discuss situations if required.
Frankly, I'm glad to be done with it. Life as Head of Acquisitions at the National Archaeological Museum is exciting enough without going on the road to track down criminals.
"Glad you came by," Inspector Kilby begins as we sip coffee in his office.
"I can't thank you enough for having those pieces pulled from the auction yesterday!"
"Jaguar, I understand you have some actual video footage of the transfer in Brazil of some of the pieces listed in yesterday's auction catalogue."
"Yes, gathered by my friends at great danger during a three week stake-out there. They saw money changing hands for the burial shroud and the rare jaguar ceremonial vessel."
"Excellent! Get that to me right away. And anything else you have, of course."
"You'll be interested in photographs of precious articles in the home of the late Peruvian ambassador's daughter in Lagos, Portugal then?"
"You have that too! Fantastic. Your people did some fine work!"
"Enough to put these crooks away for a long time?"
"Yes, by the sounds of it. Plenty of good evidence..."
Just then there is a message for Kilby. He excuses himself to take it privately and is gone for almost ten minutes. When he returns, the inspector looks agitated, some of the colour drained from his face. Clearly something has happened, some bad news. I wait for him to speak.
"Antonio DaSilva is dead," he finally says in a strained voice. "Found in his office with his throat cut from ear-to-ear. He bled to death before anybody went to look for him. We were ready to move on him today if we could... and now this."
"Dammit!" I curse. "He was the man in the middle, the guy who moved the stuff along the chain. Any number of people could have taken him out, from the girls bringing pieces to the strip club, to the big players down the line. I know he was a mean bastard, and that he was supplying goods to Portugal and to Sao Paulo."
"Yes, he probably made a lot of enemies in the syndicate, especially if the two supply streams didn't know about one another. Too bad. He could have fingered plenty of big fish, I'm sure. But news travels fast. Those pieces withdrawn from the auction are probably the reason he's dead now."
"This complicates your investigation."
"Definitely! That's why it's vital that you get me everything your team has gathered, especially photos and video. And I may need to talk to that pair who did the surveillance in Manaus, now that DaSilva has been taken out. "
"Carlos and Elena. They won't want to go back there after what happened to them."
"They must have been getting too close to the action to be roughed up like you said. It is a tough city, so I could meet them somewhere else, or even with a phone conference call."
"Good. Anything else, Inspector, while I'm still in London? We plan to leave for Lima as soon as I'm finished with you."
"No, that's it for now. Thanks, and have a safe trip back."
"Keep me up to date. I'll probably see you again, Kilby."
"You can count on it, Jaguar."
Loyal readers: I hope that you'll rate or comment on Chapter 10 before you go. Thanks.



            Confrontation Ch. 11: Who Got Vila?

            Has Jaguar any hope of getting to the bottom of all this?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/confrontation-ch-11-who-got-vila

Title: Confrontation Ch. 11: Who Got Vila?

Author: 1fastguy

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Has Jaguar any hope of getting to the bottom of all this?

Tags: lovemaking, watching, police interview, tease, assassination, drug overdose, plaything, romance, sex interrupted

Series: Confrontation Ch


POLICE SEIZE PERU'S TREASURES
Television, newspapers and the Internet trumpet stunning news! A series of raids is closing in on thieves smuggling Peru's priceless heritage to sell in Brazil, Portugal and London. Authorities say that behind the trade is a syndicate with long tentacles reaching into the highest echelons of Peruvian society.
The public learns that police are focused on Francesca Echevarria, daughter of the late ambassador to Portugal. Her luxury condominium in the Algarve displayed a collection of ancient Andean artifacts that would rival museums in number and quality.
The list is long: beautiful Paracas burial shrouds, golden Inca sun god masks, brightly painted Nazca ritual vessels, and more. Cultural items worth tens of millions ended up decorating her vacation home.
At about the same time, detectives also descended on her antiquities shop in Cascais, Portugal. Though not as rich a haul as that in Lagos, many more items from Peru and other Andean countries were found for sale, some of them locked in cabinets at the back of the shop.
Nearby, Francesca Echevarria's fine home had more rare items on display. But the real trove lay hidden in a downstairs storeroom, treasures quickly moved to her place from her late father's embassy offices and suite after his assassination.
There's no information yet about further raids in Brazil- particularly Belem, Manaus and Sao Paulo- but they may already be underway. While Ms. Echevarria is already in custody, there is no word yet about suspects Fernando Vila or Roberto Gonzagos. Further complicating the investigation, another Brazilian suspect, Antonio DaSilva, has just been found brutally murdered.
The case of Peru's missing archaeological treasures is unwinding quickly now. How soon will it be before the net will widen to include suspects in Peru itself? People like archaeologist Emilio Urban, local official Tereza Gonzalvez, and the owners of Intercontinental Freight should eventually be scooped up too. Time will tell.
***
It's wonderful to be home again. Marina and I are back in Lima, settling into our domestic city life, a peaceful one compared to tracking criminals. We hope to leave that page behind us. I'm eager to resume the comfortable world we've built around each other during the past few years.
She moved in with me shortly after we met on my last Andean Experience tour across Peru. We're both American- born which helps us understand one another better, even though I've been in this country for half my life. I came as an archaeological grad student, then stayed on to operate my own travel company. The inherent magic of Peru's ancient past captured my soul.
Marina grabbed a big piece of it too. We were drawn together during one of my tours when her sour husband Wayne Rasmussen was badly injured in a fall and returned to Wisconsin. The tour had been a final hope for their failing marriage, and she decided to stay on instead of going home with him.
By the end of those three weeks in my bus, we'd pledged ourselves to each other at the top of Machu Picchu. We've been together ever since.
My wife is working at the National Museum today, more accurately, volunteering as a docent for English language tours of the collection. She is every bit as hooked on our adopted country's ancient history as I am. That and mutual respect, along with plenty of great sex make us a tight couple.
I had many women in my years as tour guide, but none can compare with Marina- not even Mercedes, the front desk clerk in that Cuzco hotel. I still feel guilty about my marital loyalty failing me there a few months ago, and I hope to never see that woman again. [Editor: Famous last words, Jaguar. The sins of the past are not so easily swept under the rug.]
Marina is guiding her morning visitors, and I'm upstairs in my museum office ready to connect to the Internet. I've told the secretary that I won't take any calls or appointments for the next hour or more, not with even my wife. I can't be interrupted for any reason- "except by an earthquake," I joke. There's something very important that I need to follow on-line.
Fernando Vila's live-in girlfriend in Sao Paulo, Contessa Rosario, has been brought in for questioning there. It'll be livestreamed to me to ensure that what she says corroborates with what I know personally. I'm hoping that she'll shed some light on two murders within the smuggling syndicate.
About a month ago, the distinguished Peruvian ambassador to Portugal, Marco Echevarria was assassinated. Then a few days ago, Antonio DaSilva of Manaus had his throat slit. Both assailants remain at large.
Waiting for the police interview to begin, I wonder how she'll be dressed for this meeting. I've seen her as Vila's secretary, dressed like a high-class model, then a few hours later as a nude entertainer, screwing with another couple on-stage in a Sao Paulo club. I remember the weight of her bare breasts on my arm at Fernando's mansion later, and the clutch of her hand on my trousers.
The interrogation room appears on my screen, the camera angles from above. They're ready to start now.
Contessa is very conservatively dressed, looking more subdued than I've ever seen her. But there is no hiding that hourglass body, those flashing dark eyes, and her pouting full lips. The woman absolutely oozes sex appeal, and I congratulate myself on declining to fuck her at Vila's place. Omigod, how did I do It?
"You are Contessa Rosario, right?" the detective begins. "I remind you to answer all questions truthfully. I'm Detective Luis Sanguida."
I watch as she nods and smiles seductively at the guy. I know that she's going to work him, just like she does with other men.
"Do you know of the lawyer, Fernando Vila?" he asks, and she nods.
"And that he is dead now?"
Another nod accompanied this time by a forced sad face.
Damn! I'm amazed! Is Vila dead too? Another one! That's three of the big players in the syndicate- the Ambassador, Antonio and now Vila! What's going on here?
My first thought is that the operation is destroying itself from within, but it dawns on me that the smuggling syndicate could be more extensive than we already know. Does the network we're tracking have competition?
"That's why you're here...." Sanguida continues until she interrupts.
"I didn't do it!... I didn't kill him!... Not me!"
He lets her rant a bit before going on with his questions.
"Ms. Rosario, tell me about your relationship with Vila, besides working in his office and living at his home."
"What do you mean?" she asks warily.
"You helped him in his business dealings, didn't you?"
"Yes, I was his secretary."
"So, you know who he dealt with. Here's an example and answer truthfully because I can check. Did two men from a museum in Peru come to see him about a month ago?"
"Yes. One had a nice beard... and a name like an animal...."
"Jaguar."
"Yes. I don't remember the other guy's name."
"Carlos. You met them at the office when they arrived. Did you see them other than that?"
"Well, later Fernando brought them to the house after they left the club."
"Club Eros in Sao Paulo where you entertain some evenings, I'm told?"
Contessa lowers her eyes for a few seconds, pondering how to best answer this assertion. While she was totally hedonistic at the club and Vila's mansion, she must try to hide this part of herself outside that small circle. She probably doesn't want to be widely known as a whore.
"Yes.... He often takes special clients there. Anyway, they came back for some drinks to celebrate a deal. Fernando told me later that he was going to be their buying agent and that he'd make a lot of money from it."
"Be honest about this. Did you have sex with Jaguar and Carlos that night?"
I hold my breath hoping Contessa will tell the truth. Otherwise, we both could be in a Hell of a lot of trouble with Marina and Elena.
"Fernando offered me to them. The bastard does that- just passes me around like his slut. But they refused. I was so surprised because it never happens."
I breathe again, but Detective Sanguida is enjoying this lurid information, so he digs for more.
"So, Fernando Vila was using you to help him with his clients, right, giving you to them for sex."
"He was sick!" Contessa flares up. "He liked having them fuck me while he watched. At the club, at the mansion, even in the car. He was a little guy with a little dick. It made him feel like a big man to control me like that. I started to hate him."
"So it make you angry to be used that way. Mad enough to kill him?"
"No!... I didn't do it! He killed himself with drugs!"
"We'll see about that, Ms. Rosario."
"No. Not me. I didn't kill him!"
There is a pause while the detective reviews his notes, before resuming his questioning in another direction. I can see that he's going to shift gears now, probably to see if he can trip her up on some details in Vila's death.
"We'll come back to that. Now let's talk about Roberto Gonzagos from Belem. You know him pretty well, don't you?"
"Yes."
I perk up and lean closer to the screen. This is getting very interesting!
"Did he come to Fernando's office to do business about two weeks ago?"
Contessa nods and he continues.
"Then to the club.... Yes?... And back to the mansion, like with Jaguar and his friend, right?"
"Yes, Fernando wasn't sure what Mr. Gonzagos wanted, but he told me to be especially friendly with him. That's what he always called it."
"And were you?... Was Gonzagos more interested in sex than Jaguar and Carlos?"
The detective wants some more juicy details and Contessa knows it. She shifts her body and arches her back a bit so that he can better see the curve of her beautiful tits. Her penetrating dark eyes gaze directly into his.
"More interested? Yes Luis, much more interested," she replies in a sultry voice. "I danced for him and then we spent a long time together at home later."
"Did you like the man? Was he attracted to you?"
"Yes, we were very good together."
"Do you mean in bed or just in general, Ms. Rosario?"
"Both. But especially in bed- though it was on the sofa, as I recall," she laughs and I do too, having been on the sofa beside her myself.
"And I suppose that Vila watched, right?"
I can see that the detective is enjoying this interview, mining it for his own pleasure. But Contessa doesn't answer, instead crossing her knees to give him a good look up her dark stockings, before nodding to the question. He continues.
"And then?"
"You mean after sex, Luis? It was quite late by then, so I asked if Roberto could stay for the weekend, and Fernando agreed, but only if he was there."
"So, what happened that weekend?"
"Roberto and I were in and out of the pool all afternoon Saturday...."
"Naked I presume?" Sanguida grins.
"Of course, Detective. It's very private out there. We talked and got to know each other. I liked him. A very good looking, polished, educated and charming guy. After supper at home, the three of us started with some joints and relaxed before... well... you know."
"Yeah, I know- more sex. That's what you wanted, right?"
"Definitely, with Roberto. But for Ferando this was just doing business."
"Ah, would you say the two men were friendly with each other?"
Now I notice that Contessa has moved her upper leg slightly sideways, giving the detective a view well up the inside of her thigh. She flashes an inviting smile as she tries to distract him, a look that says, "I know that you're looking. Be my guest." She reminds me of Sharon Stone in an old movie. Then she replies seductively.
"Detective Sanguida, Fernando might have thought so, but I could tell that Roberto didn't much like him."
"Was it the watching, do you think? Did that bother Gonzagos?"
"Maybe, but he never said anything about it to me. No, there seemed to be more to it than that. Maybe Roberto was suspicious about something. He was holding back, I thought, like a good card player, not showing Fernando his hand."
"Interesting. Was it this? Both were getting smuggled goods from the same person, you know. Some went to Gonzagos and some to Vila.... Did you see them argue about anything to do with this business?"
"I don't know anything about that. Were they smuggling something? Mostly Fernando kept me away from what he was doing, except for entertaining his clients. I didn't even know why Roberto came to see him, only that my boss wanted it to go smoothly."
"In bed, right? Did you see Gonzagos after that weekend?"
"Not for a week, though we texted a lot. I liked him, maybe more, and I'd had enough of being Fernando and his clients' play toy. Then Roberto came to Sao Paulo again the next week."
"Tell me more about that."
"He came to the office again, Detective, and they had a private meeting. It sounded like they were getting angry. Eventually it calmed down and the three of us went out for dinner, then back to the mansion. Some drinks- we finished a bottle- then upstairs to the bedroom for sex. But first we got high and horny with some mollys. Fernando had already been drinking a lot at supper and popping pills in the car, so he was really flying."
"And then?"
"Roberto and I were into each other. He's so big and strong, not like that worm Fernando. I didn't have to be told what to do with him in bed. We were having fun and paid no attention to Fernando, figuring he'd be in the chair behind us, watching like always."
"So is that what happened?"
"For a while, but we screened that out. After a while- maybe twenty minutes- we stopped for a rest and noticed him either sleeping or passed out in his chair. We were all on Ecstasy, so Roberto and I just went back at each other again."
"You didn't try to revive him? He might not have died if you did."
"How could we know, Detective? We checked a bit later, and Fernando hadn't moved, so we tried everything- cold water, pushing his chest, even breathing into his mouth like they do. But he wasn't coming around, so we called an ambulance. It came fifteen minutes later, and they couldn't help him. He was already dead."
"Of an overdose?"
"That's what the paramedic said, and we weren't surprised."
"Well, the toxicology report showed quite a mix of things in his system. Narcotics and alcohol. Did you supply it?"
"OK, I admit to bringing a tab of Ecstasy for each of us, three in all. I use it to get me in the mood onstage and sometimes with his clients. But just one each. I know how it works."
"And Gonzagos. What did he bring to the party?"
"No pills, just some weed I think. Oh, and the bottle of good liquor we all shared after we had supper."
"That's it? Who supplied all the other stuff in Vila's system that night?"
"He probably did. Fernando used drugs a lot, but not me and Roberto. I think his driver JoJo had connections with dealers and got it for him."
There is a long pause as the detective reviews his notes. Contessa looks very apprehensive, wondering what's coming next. She looks surprised when he looks up from his papers and closes out the interview.
"OK, that's enough for today, Ms. Rosario. I'll have more questions for you on Monday morning at 9:00. In the meantime, you haven't been charged with anything yet because they're questioning Gonzagos in Belem right about now. We'll come after you if you don't show up on time. Understand?"
"I didn't kill him, Luis!" Contessa blurts out again. "He did it to himself. You can question me all you want because there's nothing to hide. I gave him just one molly."
"Maybe it was laced with something else, like fentanyl?"
"Then Roberto and I would be dead too. We all took one!"
The detective goes quiet for a moment before he finishes.
"Uh, one more thing Ms. Rosario. When are you performing at Club Eros again?"
"Well... on Saturday evening," she replies, wondering why he's asking.
"Oh, you are, eh. How about a ticket? Uh... for a friend of mine?"
She smiles and reaches into her purse to hand him a special gold guest pass.
"Luis, I hope your friend enjoys the show," she coos. "This pass means he can stay to talk privately with me, even have drinks on the house."
Detective Sanguida breaks into a wide grin as he jams the shiny ticket into his wallet.
Contessa knows that by the time she finishes with Luis in the back room of the club, she isn't going to be charged with anything!
I chuckle. He's in for the ride of his life.
After the interview is finished, I think about it for a while. Fernando Vila is dead, the third person in the smuggling syndicate, the rich playboy who had the world by the tail. Money, mansion, big car, hot lady- he had it all. I don't feel a bit sorry for the guy, treating Contessa like shit and stealing Peru's ancient heritage. I figure that he got what was coming to him.
Contessa adamantly claims that she didn't kill him, but isn't that what they all say? She had every reason to hate the little bastard, the way he used her like a toy to further his business. And, she brought drugs to the party, a powerful one found in his system. She had the motive and the means to kill Fernando.
But, there was another prime suspect too, Roberto Gonzagos.
Why had he come to see Vila in the first place? Was he aware that Antonio was routing some precious objects to Sao Paulo? Was that the agreed arrangement? Or had Gonzagos recently learned that the syndicate's lawyer was also receiving pieces and selling them privately to other collectors? If he had come to Sao Paulo to confront Vila about this, intending to cut him out of the smuggling chain, he had a powerful murder motive.
I need more information about Gonzagos, so I phone Carlos for some research. He is as surprised as I was to learn about the deaths of both Antonio DaSilva and Fernando Vila. After recovering from the shock, he gives a little laugh.
"Elena will be pleased to hear about Antonio. She hated the rat with a passion, for taking Peruvian treasures of course, and for the way he treated his women."
"He sounds like Fernando on those two counts, doesn't he. Remember Contessa? The police are thinking she might have killed him with an overdose. Maybe she did, or maybe it was Roberto Gonzagos?"
"I can see why she might, but why him?"
"He went to visit Vila twice in a week. Contessa told the police that the two men argued about something in his office the first time. And the second time was the night that Fernando died."
"You must be telling me this because you need some information, right Jag?"
"Actually, I do. Find out anything you can about Roberto Gonzagos. We know he works in the Belem office of the Peruvian trade mission to Brazil, but not much else. And get it as soon as you possibly can. My curiosity is over the top right now."
A day later, Carlos delivers- like always- and things become much clearer. He's very good at this kind of sleuthing, a skill developed as a private investigator.
"What have you got, Carlos? Have you solved it?"
"I know this is going to interest you, Jag. Are you sitting down?"
"OK, hit me with it!"
"The Ambassador married a rich widow from an old money family in Brazil. Guess what? Roberto Gonzagos is her son..."
"Jeez! Echevarria's stepson! I'll be damned!"
"His only son. He had a daughter with Mrs. Gonzagos you know- Francesca, the one in Portugal with the antique shop and the luxury condo in Lagos."
"So, Roberto was getting treasures from Antonio Da Silva, then passing them on to his stepsister, and the Ambassador. A real family operation!"
"Yes, a nest of crooks. Remember that it was the old man, President Echevarria, who resigned in disgrace about ten years ago because of the Inter-oceanic Highway scandal."
"Amazing! Stepson, daughter, father and grandfather! That certainly traces out half of the supply chain. Thanks a lot, Carlos. Great work!"



This puts things in a different light for me, now that I know this was a tight family outfit. Had Gonzagos come to see Vila because he suspected a double-cross, with the lawyer trying to cut into the family business by siphoning off pieces for his own profit?
An even wilder possibility crosses my mind, almost too far-fetched to be real. Could Fernando Vila be somehow complicit in the murder of the Ambassador, so he could divert even more artifacts to Sao Paulo? A power struggle for control of the syndicate? This was still a wide-open question because no suspects had been apprehended yet in the case.
As I ponder the other recent murder, Antonio DaSilva in Manaus, the timing makes it easier to understand. His throat was slashed within hours of the cancellation of Lot 200 at Southerby's London auction. Someone on the inside must have wanted him silenced before Scotland Yard started digging into the syndicate. Vila and Gonzagos immediately come to mind.
A day later, I get a phone call from my contact at Scotland Yard. What he tells me comes as another surprise, one that he wants me to follow up on.
"Jaguar, I need a favour from you. Think you can get up to Cuzco as soon as possible?"
"Maybe. What's going on?"
"I'd like you to visit the Recaros at their shop there. They trust you- an old customer, right. It'd be a nice and friendly chat, like you don't know anything about the smuggling."
"What am I supposed to find out for you?"
"Questioning Ambassador Echevarria's daughter leads to suspicion that she was receiving good pieces from them too, especially Chimu and Inca that we found stored among things removed from her dead father's offices at the embassy."
"Well, dammit, they sure had me fooled. Harmless old folks just selling second- and third-rate stuff to amateur collectors, eking out a simple retirement. There was a lot more there than met the eye."
"Pieces from southern Peru were probably sourced through archaeologist Emile Urbano, but the old couple is our only lead for other cultures in the country. See if you can casually uncover anything, if it isn't already too late. But don't spook them."
"OK, I'll get up there within a day."
I talk with Marina about it, and she tells me that she'll be coming along for a little trip up into the mountains. My wife would like to go up to Machu Picchu where we first made our vows, but I explain that there's not enough time for that. I'm still trying to catch up on my work at the museum after all the time spent sleuthing the smuggling case. She pouts a bit, but tells me that she understands and will just come to Cuzco.
Actually, I'm glad that she's accompanying me because if I encounter my former friend-with-benefits Mercedes at the hotel there's no telling what might happen. Especially if she comes to my room with a bottle of Pisco and that hungry look again. I know that I'm a sucker for her hot body.
A day later we arrive to check into the hotel for a few nights. Hell, she's on the front desk, so I grab for Marina's hand, but she's dropped back to look at a display case in the lobby.
"Hello Jaguar!" comes with a big smile. "It's always nice to see you here. Would you like to take the first floor room just down the hall where you stayed last time? I know you found it very comfortable. And it's close by for room service too. How many nights?"
"Two, Mercedes. Listen, I'm here..." I start to say in a low voice, wanting to tip off the desk clerk that my wife is with me.
"You can tell me about your Cuzco trip later," she cuts in. "I'm a good listener. Now, can I book that room for you, Jag?"
"Yes, yes," I sigh, eager to get checked in before Marina reappears.
The display has her full attention and I join her there a few minutes later with the room key. Without a backward glance, I lead her a short distance down the hall, and we drop our bags inside the room.
Marina is in a playful mood and pushes me onto the bed before climbing on top of me. We kiss and she tongues me, whispering, "I have plenty more for you later, Jag." Hotel rooms seem to have that affect on her.
Sure enough, we are making passionate love later that evening. Marina wears a filmy little nothing that she brought along for the trip and I'm eager for a closer look. We've had a bottle of wine and are definitely in the mood.
"Why not take my top off, honey. I know you'll like what you find there," she teases.
"It's so sheer that I already like it," I laugh, but undo the little tie to remove it anyway.
Marina's beautiful breasts spill out and my lips are on her points in a second. She moans a bit and I kiss harder. At the same time, her fingers find my tool and begin to stroke it firmly. I groan with pleasure before we move to the bed, where we lay side-by-side indulging ourselves with each other.
"I love being alone like this, away from home, don't you?" she says softly in my ear as she clutches me closer.
"Yes, like in Lisbon!" I enthuse, her exotic perfume making my head swim.
Just then there's a little tap at the door, followed shortly after by another. We ignore it but I'm concerned. Then there's a third tap, followed by a female voice sweetly announcing, "Room service, Mr. Arundel."
"Did you order anything, Jag?" my wife asks with surprise.
"Must be a mistake. Stay here and I'll check."
I grab the complimentary housecoat and rush to the door hoping that it isn't Mercedes replaying her script from my last visit. It might be that way: same room, same time, same scenario.
What to do? I crack open the door, leaving the night lock chain in place. It is Mercedes! Oh, fuck!
"Let's kill this bottle, Jag. I'm off duty and remember last time," she says not too loudly because she's still in the hall. "Let me in."
"Mercedes, my wife is with me this time," I whisper.
"Dammit Jaguar! Why didn't you tell me?"
She's angry and hisses, "Hey, let me in and we'll all have a drink together. There's a lot I can tell her!"
"Not a chance!" I reply. "Just go away."
"You better hope I don't talk to her before you two leave!" Mercedes threatens.
I push the door in her face and lock it. She curses me as I turn away.
"Who was that, honey?" Marina asks from the bed, sitting up now that I'm coming back.
"Just a mistake. Wrong room."
"Somebody must have been mad. It sounded like swearng."
"Yeah, I guess. Busy night. Poor girl is run off her feet."
"Come back to bed, Jag. Now, where were we?"
The next morning, I leave Marina to sleep while I go to check up on that old couple, the Recaros, at their little antiquities shop. Its not much more than a hole in the wall, a couple of small rooms fronting onto a dusty backstreet.
Their door is locked, and the shades drawn. Nobody answers when I knock. Have I come too early? I walk around to the back alleyway and see nothing but a padlocked door leading to their shop. So, I ask neighbouring shopkeepers about them, but no-one has seen them for at least a week.
The fellow next door says that a truck came one day and was hastily loaded. After that, the old man locked up and they never came back. I know that somebody must have tipped them off after the Peruvian items were pulled from Southerby's London auction. If they had anything better than the inferior stuff they sold to me, it was gone with them. I misjudged these seemingly innocent old folks.
Back at the hotel, I phone Inspector Kilby to report what I found- nothing. He'll notify the local police to track them down, but I wonder if the authorities will have any success. This wily, street-smart old couple will find it easy enough to simply drop out of sight. They're survivors who'll find ways for their collection of ancient artifacts to keep them going.
It has been a dead end, and there's nothing more to investigate in Cuzco. I can't risk having Mercedes talk to Marina if we're at the hotel for another day, so we check out early. I tell my wife that I have a little treat for her. That's the least I can do to atone for my awful mistake with the desk clerk the last time I stayed here.
A taxi takes us to the train station, where we pick up the last available combination tickets for the Urubamba Valley train up the Sacred Valley. By noon we're on board, eager to watch the spectacular scenery along the route before the bus ride up the mountain.
"Thank you so much, Jag. This is such a nice surprise!" Marina enthuses as we hold hands and enjoy the views.
"Anything for you, my love. Believe me, you deserve it."
Between the Recaros and Mercedes, circumstances have changed in Cuzco.
Now there's time for a romantic sunset visit to Machu Picchu after all.
Marina and I are going back to the high prominence where we pledged our love forever in front of the sun god Inti.
[That happened in my story, Andean Experience Ch. 04: Lost Passenger, in Non-Erotic.]
The final chapter of Confrontation will appear shortly. Please rate or comment on this one before you go. Thanks.
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Detective Luis Sanguida is going incognito tonight.
What if he's recognized by some lowlife criminal he has confronted in the interrogation room? Luis thinks that a place like Club Eros is probably crawling with pimps, scam artists, and drug dealers. He feels a little more comfortable hidden behind wrap-around shades and a black, two-day-old stubble. That way he might blend in with the crowd.
He's surprised to see gorgeous women in sexy clothing accompanied by wealthy men arriving in expensive cars. It looks more like a society event than a sex club. The detective shows the Gold VIP pass which Contessa gave him at the police station, and is ushered inside by a half-naked escort who leads him to the bar.
"He's a Gold Pass," she tells the bartender, then smiles at Luis. "Everything is on the house."
Sanguida looks for Contessa, but there isn't anyone he recognizes in the glitzy room- just people who look like movie stars and millionaires, not criminals. People are all talking loudly at the same time, the excitement in their voices suggesting anticipation of some coming spectacle.
He finishes his first glass of champagne and is on another one when a gong sounds. A pair of gilded doors swing open. An attractive woman- braless in a sheer blouse- beckons the crowd inside, where another one dressed the same way leads them to plush seats arranged around three sides of a low stage. Luis' VIP pass gives him front row centre, right beside the low stage.
When everyone is assembled, the house lights go down, and a throbbing Brazilian beat booms through the powerful sound system. A beautiful mulatto dressed for Brazilian Carnival shimmies onstage and shakes her curvy body in time with the music. She wears a feathered mask, and a jeweled bikini, with some sort of filmy train reaching almost to her towering heels.
Luis knows it isn't Contessa and hopes he hasn't come on the wrong night.
Bit by bit, the energetic dancer doffs everything but her mask and shoes, leaving her totally exposed to her rapt audience. Her big breasts are capped by taut nipples pierced with shining metal loops of jewelry. She drops to her knees on the floor right in front of Luis.
Now the performer is moaning, pretending to be aroused. The excited audience is so distracted they hardly notice two men bringing a leather divan onstage. They position it just behind the kneeling dancer, and when her extended sexual tease is done, she uses it to come back up to her feet. The woman bows while the audience cheers her lewd performance, waiting for more of the heated action.
A second dancer suddenly appears and sways up beside the naked exhibitionist. She wears the same Carnival costume, with a mask and big heels. They hug, then kiss, before separating enough to dance to the sexy Latin rhythm pouring through the room.
Gradually the original dancer strips the second, until she too wears only a mask and shoes. Her body is magnificent, toned and tanned, with luscious breasts. Luis recognizes that it's Contessa, and her intensity tells him that she's probably on Ecstasy tonight- just like she said.
They French kiss some more as the music changes to a slower, more erotic beat. Contessa takes the mulatto's face in her hands and devours her lips. At the same time, the other woman caresses Contessa's chest with one hand, while exploring her sex with the other.
There's a roar of approval from the rapt audience as the two women shamelessly make hot lesbian love.
"Love her body!" one woman calls out, followed by others.
"Fuck her!" watchers urge. "Give it to her!"
So, the performers do just that. Before long, Contessa and her female partner are stretched out in a soixante-neuf position, lapping one another. They writhe on the divan, making sure that their cries of pleasure drown out the sensuous jazz which now provides the background for their unabashed public sex.
This is what all the beautiful people came to see tonight. Their private fantasies are being acted out in living colour only a few metres away. It's like sitting in on a porn movie in the making. No, this is more like directing a porn flick, because the performers are doing everything that the crowd calls for. Nothing is private here. Everything is on display.
The exhibitionists are acting out their own fantasies too, driving each other closer and closer to orgasm. Is it real or faked? They're so convincing that it's too hard to tell. Their chests heave as breath comes hard while their fingers work faster and deeper, probing every erotic spot.
Finally, after a long time feasting on succulent female flesh, both peak together, before slumping back to the divan.
Thunderous applause follows their bows as they exit the stage.
****
Contessa had spotted Detective Sanguida before the show, and asked one of the escorts to bring him to the changeroom as soon as her performance was finished.
There, she introduces him to her dance partner 'Electra' who, like her, wears only a robe- left open to cool off. Luis can feel the heat from their ripe bodies and stiffens with excitement.
"You enjoyed the show?" Electra comments, and he shakes his head enthusiastically.
"You'll like this even more, Luis. Come onto the sofa with us," Contessa orders.
"Let's get his clothes off first."
"Oh look... he's ready. Do you want to fuck us, Luis?... Good. Over there."
Sanguida is in a daze. Electra's hand strokes his engorged pole as she stands beside him while Contessa settles onto the sofa. Then Ms. Rosario pulls him down beside her, and thrusts her tongue between his unyielding lips. He mumbles his full co-operation.
Then Electra comes to her knees beside the sofa, where she continues to slowly pump his now-devoured rod. Her practiced oral skills bring Sanguida close to the edge very quickly. Worried that he might lose it and end the party too soon, he pushes her away.
"No more! Stop!"
She steps back and goes to her dressing table to take something out of the drawer. Alone with Contessa now, Luis slides between her spread legs missionary style. His rhythmic thrusts soon set her luscious body into motion.
Electra watches for a while, then says something to Contessa in Portuguese. She has a wicked idea and gets an agreeable nod from her friend. Luis' partner pushes him back, then scrambles onto all fours in front of him. He doesn't need to be told twice.
For the next half hour, the two sex pros bring Sanguida to the edge and back several times. The women's practiced performance could well have been acted out onstage! They use him until he hardly has the strength to continue. Finally, Contessa and Electra pump Luis hard, giving him the orgasm of a lifetime. It's almost an act of mercy on their part.
"Detective Luis," Contessa purrs as he rasps for breath. "Do I have to come to that dirty old police station anymore? Or could we talk here sometimes instead?"
"Yes!... Here. Right here," he babbles.
Contessa knows that she won't be going to jail with Sanguida on the case.
****
A couple of days later Jaguar and I are waiting for Contessa Rosario's second police interview to come on-screen. It's the follow-up which Detective Sanguida ordered her to appear for after he considered her first session about the death of lawyer Fernando Vila. Jag tells me that at her interview the detective asked for a ticket to her next Club Eros show, "for a friend."
Before things start, we talk about the fast-moving case of precious ancient treasures smuggled from Peru.
"I guess this whole thing is winding down now, eh Jag?" I comment to my old friend.
"Seems that way, though there are still so many unanswered questions."
"But at least the syndicate is finished. The three murders and the arrests. I saw on TV that Emile Urban, who was sourcing rare items at unsupervised digs, has been arrested. And the cops have taken in regional director Tereza Gonzalez for turning a blind eye to his excavations."
"Yes, Carlos, but what's bothering me are all the pieces at auction that didn't come from that region of Peru. Who was supplying that stuff? Inca, Chimu, Moche, Tiwanaku, all the other early civilizations. Most of the items pulled from that auction could not have come from Urban's dig in Nazca."
"What about that old couple in Cuzco? You bought cheap Inca pieces from them which GPS tracked to Portugal. And you saw better stuff in their back room...."
"Sure, but only Inca. Anyway, they've disappeared. Pulled out as soon as the auction of the Peruvian items was cancelled. Not a trace of them yet."
"So, are you thinking that pieces from northern and far southern Peru were coming from different sources, Jag? From other collectors or thieves?"
"Yes, and it could be from other professionals too. Marina and Elena will remember the time up north when we caught a for-profit archaeology business, Olympia Resources, with hidden Moche decapitator god pieces at their site. It would have been sold if we hadn't investigated. Maybe they went back for more? Similar artifacts were pulled from the auction." [Background: New Wife, Old Lover, Ancient Gods in the Loving Wives category.]
Jaguar continues.
"I won't rest 'til I can explain how such a variety of artifacts entered the chain to Belem and Sao Paulo. There might be another smuggling operation going on, completely separate from the one we brought down."
"Damn it, man! There's more?"
"That's my theory, Carlos. Imagine this: remnants of the old Shining Path terrorists raising money for the coming revolution by smuggling drugs and treasures. That's not even mentioning the money from the human trafficking I saw going on up along the border. They care nothing for Peru, only about getting money to buy more guns."
"So, this could go on forever! One thing, Jag. I won't get into anything connected to the Sendero Luminosa! I value my life too much to investigate those vicious bastards."
"This could run very deep. Maybe I'm just being too suspicious, but there's big money in ancient art. Let's see what turns up at international auctions by tracking their pre-sale catalogues, because I think the illegal trade will pick up again as soon as this investigation dies down."
"Hey, count me out of the next round if there is one. I want a nice, settled life with Elena now. No more dangerous excitement."
Suddenly, the computer screen comes to life.
"Carlos, there's Contessa and the detective now. The interview is starting. Do you remember her?"
"How can I forget, Jag? After watching her with that guy Fernando right in front of us!... Yeah, that's her, but she has some clothes on today," he jokes.
"Still looks hot.... Shhh."
"Hello Ms. Rosario. I'm glad to see that you came for your interview. I didn't want to send the police out to pick you up," Detective Sanguida begins in a relaxed way.
Luis wears a sly little smile that makes me think he got laid on Saturday night.
"No, you told me to come and here I am. What do you want to find out today, Luis?" Contessa replies with real familiarity.
Hmm.... I was right. She took him to her dressing room after the show, for sure.
"I have many questions about this whole situation with you and Roberto Gonzagos and Ferando Vila."
"Didn't we already cover that? I told you that I didn't do it. That Fernando overdosed with the drugs he got from JoJo Morrisette, his driver. What else is there?"
"I said that we'd be comparing your information to Gonzagos' police interview in Belem. He disagreed with you on some points."
"What! I told the truth."
"Well, you said he brought a bottle of liquor to the little threesome on the second weekend he visited Vilas. He claims it was you, that he didn't bring anything."
"OK, I might have got that wrong, but it seems like a little thing to me."
"A small thing, yes. But what if you actually brought more Ecstasy than you claim? You said a total of three tabs. If it was really six or even nine, you could have supplied the drugs that killed him. That difference in one number would put you in serious trouble."
"I swear it was three. What did Roberto say about it?"
"In his words, 'a few', so it obviously wasn't six or nine mollys."
"Good. Any other differences between what we said, Detective?" Contessa asks politely, shifting her legs apart enough to give Sanguida a good view.
"Another detail," he says slowly, distracted by the flash of white. "You said that he argued with your boss the second time he came to the office. Gonzagos claims that it was on the first visit there. He was angry about his stepfather's death and says he came to confront Vila, thinking that he might have had something to do with it."
"I didn't hear any of it, just their raised voices. Yes, I suppose their argument could have been on the first visit."
"Ms. Rosario, you need to get your facts straight. This is an important detail. Was the argument on the first visit or the second. Try to remember."
"Hmm... the first I guess, because on the second visit both of them were friendly afterward and the three of us had dinner together. I think Roberto really just came for me the second time."
"OK, that's what he said too."
Then Detective Sanguida doesn't say anything for a while as he reviews his notes.
I comment to Jaguar that the cop seems to be giving his suspect an easy ride, and my friend reminds me that she'd given him a ticket to her live sex show, with a backstage pass. It already seems to be paying benefits.
While she waits, Contessa shifts her body position again to ensure that he gets a good look at her long legs and full breasts. He notices, and lurid images of those legs wrapped around his body on Saturday night light up his brain. Finally the detective resumes.
"You know that Antonio Da Silva was killed too, and the murderer is still at large."
"Yes, but I can't tell you anything about it."
"Did DaSilva ever come to Sao Paulo to see your boss?"
"Yes, a few times."
"Did they meet at the office?"
"Yes."
"And go to the club after?"
"Yes."
"And back to the mansion for sex with you while Vila watched?"
"Every time. We never went out for dinner or anything else with him. The guy just wanted me! He was like an animal!"
"But Fernando told you to do it, right?"
"Yes."
"And you liked it?" the detective adds, enjoying this very sexual exchange.
"A little, at first. But he was so rough! Sometimes he grabbed my throat and that scared me. Fernando told him to stop a few times."
"Did he get angry with Da Silva?"
"A little."
"Enough to kill him?"
"Not for that. I think Fernando liked to see me used, but not bruised. He let Antonio go too far before stopping him."
"That must have been awful. Did he ever hurt you, Ms. Rosario?" Sanguida asks sympathetically.
"Some tiny marks. But I was afraid."
"This must be distressing to you, so let's talk about something else.... You worked in the office. What do you know about their business relationship?"
"Not much. Parcels would come from Manaus, and I was under strict orders not to open them."
"So you never saw what was inside them?"
"One came in tatters and I didn't know it was from Antonio. I opened it and there was an old woven blanket inside. Fernando hung it from the wall in his meeting room."
"He was smuggling old things in from Peru and selling them for big profits. Did you know that?"
"No. He was rich but I figured it was family money and his law office."
"No idea about the smuggling?"
"None. I swear."
"OK. Thank you, Ms. Rosario. That will be all for now."
She has a question as she gets up to leave.
"Luis, did 'your friend' enjoy my show the other night? Contessa asks in her sexiest voice.
"Yes, and thank you for the ticket, Ms. Rosario," the detective replies rather formally, considering they had rampant sex together in her dressing room. But, he's on duty now.
"We know each other well enough Luis, that you can call me Contessa. My close friends all do," she teases, before adding. "Maybe I'll see you again sometime."
He smiles broadly, but only nods before directing her out the door. Luis hopes to see her again, though not in the interview room.
****
Elena tells the rest of the story....
In the weeks and months after we came back from Portugal, Carlos and I grew closer and closer. We were together every chance we had, and never tired of one another.
What had started as mutual dislike while doing surveillance in Manaus blossomed into something that I'd begun to think would never happen to me. At forty-one years of age, I'd found love.
In the first weeks, I thought that Carlos was a pervert, the way he would watch Antonio having sex with his bar girls across the street in his office. I think he even filmed it sometimes, for what he called surveillance! I know he's a bit kinky, with some of the things we do together. But we love each other, so it excites both of us.
After we came home, I was determined to see my Carlos removed from the gritty world of private investigation. I worried that he'd be shot by some angry lover as he crept about to shoot damning photos of illicit romantic liaisons.
His hours were terrible too, often out late at night in Lima, not the safest place to be. And the work was sporadic, feast or famine, nothing predictable at all.
A confession here: When the Supervisor of Security at the National Museum retired, I used every bit of influence that I could muster to help Carlos win the position. His experiences in surveillance and his knowledge of security technology helped convince the museum director that he would be a good fit for the job.
My subtle flirting with Senor Amandez over coffee in his office probably didn't hurt either. Now my man and I work together at the same prestigious institution.
Interesting, isn't it, how all four of us are at the museum now, and all of them through my influence. I promoted Jaguar as the best candidate for Head of Acquisitions, even though he'd never worked in a museum before.
Then, the two of us brought Marina onboard as a part time docent for English language tours. Now Carlos is employed there too, every member of our little team.
Recently, we all spent a wonderful day in the heart of the city, exploring the early Spanish buildings there. The history and architecture, the art and sculpture is a common interest we all share.
I've been to the district many times, but there's always something more to notice. This time it was the knowing looks which sometimes passed between the three of them. It made me wonder if there was some secret from which they'd excluding me. I found out later that evening while Carlos and I sipped liquored coffees after a delicious meal.
"Something's going on, Carlos. I saw the three of you acting a bit different today. Tonight, you seem a little strange too. Is there a secret here that I'm not part of?" I accused gently.
"Yes, there is, but you are definitely part of it."
That was all he said before continuing to sip his coffee, all the while wearing a strange smile. I waited and waited until I couldn't wait any longer.
"Alright now. What the Hell. Out with it!" I said, raising my voice a bit.
"Out with it. Yes, I guess it is time for that."
Then he reached into his coat pocket to pull out a little cubic black velvet box. Now I knew!
"Elena. You and me forever. What do you say, my love?"
That night I felt like I was floating on air. We made love for hours, some of the sweetest, most tender moments between us ever. Afterward, I couldn't sleep, so I prodded Carlos to begin discussing the next step, our wedding plans. He didn't seem as excited as me, but I reminded myself that he'd been married before while I hadn't. Besides, it was late and he was falling asleep.
"I'll talk to Marina and Jaguar about standing up with us, OK Carlos?"



"They'll do it. I discussed it with them today. Marina's excited."
"So that's why everyone seemed a little different. What made you so sure I'd take your ring?"
"We're crazy about each other. Why wouldn't you?"
"You seem to have it all set out, Carlos," I said a bit annoyed. "So, when is the wedding date?"
"Whenever you say. You can decide that, but don't leave it too long."
"Why? In case you change your mind?"
"Never, Elena. Never.... Now let me go to sleep."
As the wedding plans progressed, Carlos and I began to lose track of the smuggling case. As far as I was concerned, there really wasn't much more that we could do about it. Prosecution had to be left with the authorities at this point.
However, Jaguar seemed to think that this wasn't really the end of it. He has a theory that there must other sources to explain artifacts from those regions at the cancelled Southerby's auction. I'll leave that to him.
One evening, we all met together in a planning meeting for the big day. But Jaguar was less interested in the arrangements than I expected. There was something else on his mind and we found out what it was by the time all the wedding talk was pretty much finished.
"I've been dealing with Inspector Kilby at Scotland Yard recently," Jag began. "He promised to keep me up to date with the smuggling case, and there have been some developments. I think you'll all be interested."
"Only if they've been able to put people like Ms. Echevarria, Gonzagos and Urban away for a long time," I replied.
As far as we know, the step-siblings and the archaeologist are the only important members left from the smuggling syndicate after the murders of three principal figures: the Ambassador, lawyer Fernando Vila, and bar-owner Antonio DaSilva.
"The ambassador's daughter is a more straightforward case than his stepson Gonzago," Jaguar noted. "She's been charged with serious property crimes, so far amounting to tens of millions. The extent of the pieces either in her possession or previously sold by auction is still being tallied up. We may never know how much of Peru's ancient history passed through her hands."
"So, she hasn't gone to trial yet?" Marina asked him.
"Out on bail and still living in Cascais. Family money and connections must have dug deep to spring her. Her trial may not come up for a long time because this could have gone on for several years, judging by the trail shown in auction catalogues."
"And her stepbrother, Gonzagos? What's the situation with him?" I asked.
"On bail in Brazil. He has already been charged for his role in the smuggling ring, a similar situation to Ms. Echevarria. But there's suspicion of two murders hanging over his head. They're still under investigation, both DaSilva's and Vila's. He might have been involved in one or both. It's quite complicated."
"I think he killed Vila based on what I saw in the police interviews with the girlfriend, Contessa Rosario," my Carlos asserted.
"From what Jag told me, it seems like the guy just overdosed on drugs and booze," Marina countered. "He had an addiction, and Gonzagos happened to be there at the wrong time."
"Yeah, an addiction to voyeurism, from what I heard," I scoffed.
But Carlos didn't think it was just an overdose.
"He had reason to kill the lawyer. I'll bet he suspected that Vila was the one who ordered a hit on his stepfather, the Ambassador. In fact, that's what the assassin told the cops when they finally traced her back to Brazil."
All four of us had already heard the news about the capture of Ambassador Echevarria's killer. She'd been nabbed by Portuguese Customs officers at Lisbon airport while trying to catch a flight to Sao Paulo with a stolen passport.
Held without bail, Brazilian national Selema Laroso, eventually admitted that she had pulled the trigger on the ambassador. Further investigation revealed that she was the longtime girlfriend of Fernando Vila's driver, JoJo Morrisette. It's a small world, eh.
"But why did Vila want the ambassador dead, Jag? I mean, they were operating out of different countries," Marina wondered.
"With both of them murdered, we may never really know, unless Gonzagos reveals something under questioning. My guess is that Fernando wanted a bigger piece of action in the syndicate. He lived an expensive lifestyle, so greed may have been behind demanding a bigger slice."
"Was that slut Contessa in on any of this too, Jag? The murders of Vila, or even Antonio DaSilva?" I asked.
"She hasn't been charged with anything, Elena. With live-streaming, Carlos and I watched her work on the detective questioning her in Sao Paulo. He wanted a ticket to her sex show, and she gave him a VIP pass along with an invitation to come see her after the performance. You can guess the rest."
"Probably fucked him blind!" Carlos burst out, and we all laughed in agreement.
"So, who killed Antonio in Manaus, Jag, and why?"
"That was likely a hit too, probably ordered by Vila or Gonzagos. It's still under investigation, but we may never know. The guy was right in the middle of the whole operation, transferring smuggled pieces to both of them. He was a real bastard with a long criminal record, and probably had a lot of enemies along the smuggling chain."
"But both guys relied on him for the artifacts, so why would they kill him?"
"Vila was still alive when DaSilva was murdered, so the timing of Southerby's auction might be crucial. Antonio died within hours of the Peruvian items being pulled that day. I think somebody wanted him silenced. Either one of them could have had him taken down, but with Vila dead too, it's harder to get to the bottom of it."
"And DaSilva's killer?"
"Never caught. Seems to have disappeared, maybe deep into the jungle? That's likely the key to solving this one."
"If the police don't get him, then the snakes probably will!" Carlos joked.
"Or the piranhas!" Marina added, and we all laughed again.
****
Several months later it's a special day for Carlos and me. Everything is ready, and I'm about to be married for the first time. My mother is here and so are his aged parents. My cousins Alphonse and Arturo look worse for wear today. They both got hopelessly drunk last evening after rehearsal.
Our best friends Marina and Jaguar are with us, maid of honour and best man. I'm wearing white. It's a traditional wedding, well attended by people from the National Museum. Neither of us have been inside a church for years, except as tourists, but this is for the parents. Judging by our guests' awkwardness with the prayers, neither have they.
We haven't told anyone about our honeymoon plans, a secret we won't share.
That evening, we're at the airport on our way to Sao Paulo. There we're catching aa Air Portugal flight to Lisbon. After our day at Dona Ana Beach in Lagos, we vowed to return there for a more extended stay. That's where we'll spend our week-long retreat.
We've used a booking site on the Internet to rent a condo unit looking out over the beach and the big swimming pool deck. The photos all looked lovely and immediately brought back pleasant memories of the afternoon we spent tanning and swimming in the ocean cove just below the building.
Unit 214 looked like it was made for privacy and lovemaking, set back a bit from the common walkway, with a private little stuccoed and gated enclosure out front.
The morning flight to Faro is short and we pick up our rental car at the airport. It's a pleasant drive through rolling hillsides, past orange groves and little villages. We're not in a hurry, so we turn inland a mile or two to linger over lunch and a bottle of wine at Silves an old hillside town with a restored Moorish fortress looming above it. Then, we're on our way again, on a drive close to the ocean.
By four o'clock we enter the parking lot behind the front row condominiums. The sun is still high enough for some time around the pool or down by the ocean. Carlos carries our luggage through the entryway leading to the pool, surrounded by topless sunbathers. Nothing seems to have changed here.
Up a flight of stairs and we're on to the walkway in front of the second tier of condos. We count off the numbers: 210, 211, 212, 213, and 214. I haven't been up here before, but Carlos wears a strange look on his face.
He punches the assigned code into the keypad by the gate and pushes into the beautiful little courtyard. It is sunny and filled with tropical plants and flowers. What a beautiful place!
Then he uses the same code for the door to the unit. The heavy door swings open and Carlos scoops me up to carry me across the threshold before depositing me back to my feet on a white polished marble floor.
We both glance around the freshly painted entry and lounge to take it all in. It is wonderful! The perfect private love nest.
"Well, I'll be damned!" Carlos suddenly exclaims.
I don't know what he means.
"It's deja vu Elena! This is Francesca Echevarria's condo!" he bursts out again. "I was in here before when it was full of Peruvian treasures!"
"You must be kidding me, Carlos! That's unbelievable!"
"But it's true, baby! I'm not joking."
We've unwittingly returned to the scene of the crime to spend our honeymoon!
But, I'm sure we'll make the best of it.
THE END
Did you like the story? Let me know. I had a lot of fun writing it. 1fastguy
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Scottish storyteller Al Stewart's "Year of the Cat" was a big song in 1975, all across Europe and North America. My spinoff tale is worked around a segmented transcription of the words- a listening story. Actual background music is definitely recommended here. Lots of hot sex is coming, and you'll find some personal comment about the orgasmic saxophone solo incorporated at the high point of the action.
__________
I'm already tired of the stupid people on this bus.
We've been pressed together since docking at Gibraltar, and they're really wearing on me. One guy is late at every stop and just ambles back to the bus like royalty while we wait. And the old girl behind me has been complaining about one thing or other since we left port. I will never sign up for a bloody package tour again! What the Hell was I thinking?
'ONE GLORIOUS WEEK IN SUNNY MOROCCO INCLUDING CASABLANCA AND MARRAKESH'
That's what tempted me to part with my money. I'd probably watched the old film classic one too many times, because the tag line of the advert immediately conjured up thoughts of Humphrey Bogart and the line, "Play it again, Sam." Surely a hot week away from grimy, cold winter back home would pump some life back into me.
Oh Hell! It's that annoying bus driver again. I've heard too much from him already.
"Hey folks, I've got some music here to warm you up for Casablanca. You all know the movie, right? Bogart and Bergman. And that villain Peter Lorre. Yeah, got to be one of the best- if you like the old pictures, eh. Listen up. We'll be there in the next little while."
_______________
[Cue the music]
# On a morning from a Bogart movie/ In a country where they turn back time
You go strolling through the crowd like Peter Lorre/ Contemplating a crime...
_______________
That's where my story begins because I lived the lyrics to that song.
I'd caught "Year of the Cat" a few times before on the Oldies, and rather liked the tune. Right from the Seventies: in fact, 1975 was the Vietnamese year of the cat. This song stuck in my head, especially with the way it hooked into the classic film.
I found myself humming along, though I only knew some of the words. I learned the rest later, an exclamation point on my unforgettable experience in Morocco.
After the sensuous saxophone faded out, the driver's disk had some more traditional instrumental music. The intoxicating fusion of flute, drum, and tambourine had me tapping my foot.
"Perfect for belly dancing, right folks? Maybe you'll go to a show when we get there, eh? I know this place..."
Dammit, I wish he'd just shut up and drive.
The trance-inducing music filled the bus as people craned their necks to follow our entry into Casablanca. At first it looked like most places, a gaggle of businesses and streams of vehicles along the main road. But there were donkey carts laden with everything from bricks to vegetables and even people.
Traffic moved slower as we drove deeper into the city. Soon the bus pulled over at the edge of the old city core. Apparently, this was as far as the big thing could penetrate the labyrinth of crooked streets beyond us.
"You're on your own for the afternoon, people. I can't park here but will pick you up at 5:00. Take one of these maps and don't lose it. I marked this spot with an X, and put circles around the market and the place with belly-dancers. You can eat there too. Upstairs. Be on time or you'll need to find your own way to Marrakesh, our next stop. Questions?"
Nobody had any. We all grabbed a map and stood around figuring out where to go first.
I noticed a pair of attractive women but hadn't had a chance to talk with them. So I eased over with my map. I could see by the way they were turning the paper around they had no idea how to read theirs.
"Where are you going first?" I asked.
"Can you figure this thing out!" one of them burst out in frustration.
I pointed to the overhead sun. "It's south of us at this time of day." Then I looked at the map to find the compass needle. "Just turn the map so South points to the sun."
They watched as I shifted the map and pointed the direction to the two circles the driver had marked.
"The market is that way," I motioned. "And the dancers are over there."
They were impressed.
"We're going to the market. Could you help so we don't get lost?"
I'm a red-blooded male and they looked good. The leggy blonde would be my first choice, but the curvy brunette would do just fine too. We quickly introduced ourselves, then they joined me to search out the market in this warren of narrow streets.
Soon we rounded a tight corner and emerged between two buildings to see an open square full of vendors. Carts of fruit and vegetables stood against a backdrop of permanent little shops around the outer perimeter. Carpets, clothing, jewelry, souvenirs and more beckoned. The girls found it irresistible.
"Thanks, Alistair. We're going to shop now."
I'd been dismissed. Any hope I had of scoring with these two was gone because I didn't feel like tagging along as a third wheel on a shopping trip.
"Right. And I'm going for some lunch. Maybe I'll see you later?"
"If we find our way back."
"Just use the map like I showed you."
We went our separate ways into the market. The place had real atmosphere. The sounds of sellers haggling with customers filled the air, and the aroma of fruit, flowers and spices wafted past me.
As I wandered, I caught a whiff of weed coming from somewhere nearby. I looked that way and saw her, just like the old song played on the bus.
_______________
# She comes out of the sun in a silk dress running/ Like a watercolour in the rain
Don't bother asking for explanations/ She'll just tell you that she came
In the year of the cat...
________________
Backed by bright sunlight, the woman was eye-catching! Her flimsy dress hugged tightly along the body, then flared wide. It highlighted her fine breasts and inviting hips, swishing around her with every step. Auburn hair trailed across her confident shoulders, framing a mischievous face. She seemed to be headed directly my way.
Close up, she looked even better. Her painted lips were an invitation to kiss, while those high cheekbones drew attention to her flashing eyes. They seemed to be darting right through me- or was it something behind that drew her attention?
"Hello," I ventured as she came near me- before brushing past without a word.
However, I detected a trace of a smile that bore some possibility. I turned to see that I was standing in front of a vendor's cart laden with varieties of fresh flowers and potted plants, items which she had already begun to examine more closely.
Suddenly I was also interested in the same merchandise. I went to the other side of the cart and studied the offerings- especially the bodacious woman across from me.
"Beautiful," I said loud enough for her to hear. She looked up so I continued. "Looks and smells so nice."
Her brow furrowed. "Are you talking to me, because if you are I don't...."
"I was commenting on the flowers," I interjected, but she would have none of it.
"If you were directing that at me, it's the lamest pickup line ever!" she challenged.
OK, she knew my intentions, but I had her talking, always a good start.
"They match your dress perfectly, you know," I continued, moving closer to her. "The same striking reds. You see that don't you?" I picked up a small bunch and held them against her watercolour dress. "See what I mean?"
"I suppose so," she admitted.
I turned to the vendor, "How much?" Then I reached for the coins in my pocket and turned back to the lady. "For you."
"I don't usually accept gifts from total strangers," she stated coolly, not reaching to accept the flowers.
"I'm Alistair- a bus passenger in Morocco. I... I like your style... your look... your dress...."
"And you think that if you give me these flowers, I'll fuck you, right?"
I was briefly stunned, and thought for a moment before adding, "And I like your bluntness too, though it's a bit disarming."
"You DO want me! I thought so," she laughed at me.
Then, to my utter surprise, she reached out and took the flowers.
"I like perseverance. That line usually scares them off.... I'm Sacha."
"Are you shopping for anything else? Or would you like to go somewhere for a coffee?" I asked.
"You took care of my shopping already. A coffee? Maybe, but don't expect this to be easy for you," she smiled.
"Really, I have no expectations...."
"Oh, balls!... But with none, you won't be disappointed, will you?"
"Straightforward to a fault," I countered.
"You're still here Alistair, so let's go now."
The situation seemed eerily familiar to that tune on the bus. I had to ask.
"Sacha, have you ever heard the song, Year of the Cat?"
"Never. It must be ancient! How old are you anyway?"
"Probably a bit more than you," I shrugged. "Where do you want to go? Just lead the way."
_________________
# She doesn't give you time for questions/ As she locks up your arm in hers
And you follow till your sense of which direction/ completely disappears...
__________________
I struggled to keep up as she pushed her way through clusters of people in the crowded square. At times, the only way I could follow her was a glimpse of that colourful dress ahead of me.
She didn't seem to care whether I reached our destination or not. Then I noticed her look backwards, so I knew she was keeping track. Meanwhile, I was lost, with no clear idea where we were.
Eventually I spotted Sacha waiting for me by the entrance to a little hole-in-the-wall shop. As soon as she caught sight of me, she ducked inside, and I rushed to join her.
"Well, what kept you? I thought you'd never get here," she joked.
"If it hadn't been for that dress, I never would have found this place."
"I told you this wouldn't be easy for you, didn't I?" she grinned. "This place is a favourite of mine."
"So, you must live around here?"
"For a little while, yes. I'm not a bus tourist, but I am a visitor for now. Where are you from?"
"Canada. Escaping winter for a week or so. And you?"
She didn't answer my question. "Let's have something. No coffee for me, though."
"What can I get you then?"
"Nothing for now. Order your drink."
I went to the back of the shop and bought my steaming coffee. When I returned Sacha sat smoking a crooked little cigarette- a joint. I looked at her quizzically.
"A habit I picked up over here," she informed me, with a big drag and exhale before continuing. "So, tell me about Canada. Never been up there."
"I'm a programmer on vacation. Right now, the snow is up to my knees and it's cold most of the time. I've had enough."
"You could work anywhere, so why stay there when there are places like this?"
That was a good question. It was warm and sunny outside and pleasant in here, with sweet smoke encircling me. I could feel this mysterious woman and this strange place beginning to take a hold on me.
The Year of the Cat? What was that all about anyway, I wondered, then shook it off.
"Why are you here, Sacha? You never told me where you're from."
"Someplace else. Not cold like yours, but not as nice as this either."
"Are you going to stay longer?"
"You ask too many questions, Alistair. Let's just enjoy the time we have. We're both visitors and I'm going to convince you to skip Canada and stay here where it's warm."
"Hmm...that sounds like an invitation," I pondered.
"Hah! You really do want to fuck me, don't you. I said 'here', not 'with me'. Then she added suggestively, "Maybe you will, maybe you won't."
My head was feeling a bit clouded from the smoke and she looked so appealing in that dress. There was some cleavage- those nice tits would fit my hands with plenty left over. The way Sacha was sitting brought the filmy fabric well up her smooth thighs, leaving me wondering if I really had a chance to get any higher.
"A computer guy. Now that sounds awfully boring to me. I like art, things like that, not machines and numbers. Surely, you're more interesting than that?" she teased.
"I like fitness. Running and working out, and..."
"Yes, I can see that. But that flowered shirt has to go, Alistair. Makes you look like a damn tourist. They're the only ones who wear them here."
"What about your dress?" I retorted. "Tourist or local? I didn't see any others like it."
"So you noticed. I designed it myself and had it made right here in the market."
I saw an opening.
"Do you have a studio or something?"
"A little one. Right in my apartment."
"Interesting. I'd like to see your other work sometime...."
"Ah-hah. You're very persistent, you know."
She kept alluding to this, and I wondered if it was a telegraphed message. I hoped that was the case, so I played along.
"I try my best."
Then to my surprise she cut our conversation short.
"OK, drink up and we'll go to my studio. You seem safe enough."
"Actually Sacha, I'm not," I joked. "I'm one of those mild-mannered computer geeks running wild on a bus tour in a strange country. Be careful."
She laughed. "Funny guy! Finish your coffee and we'll go. Life is full of chances like this, you know."
_______________
# By the blue tiled walls near the market stalls/ There's a hidden door she leads you to
These days, she says, I feel my life/ Just like a river running through
The year of the cat...
________________
Sacha wasn't going to make this easy for me. Again, I dodged around crowds in the marketplace to keep up with her. The woman always moved like she was on a mission- full speed ahead. If it wasn't for her watercolours there'd be now keeping track of her.
Then she was waiting by some sort of gate at the edge of the market stalls.
"Through here. The alley is the fast way home. I use it all the time."
I hesitated. "To shop, or pick up guys in the market?" I posed, because now I was beginning to wonder if she was just luring me somewhere for accomplices to steal my money and passport.
"Ah, you're not so sure now. I might be dangerous...."
"I just met you and... well... this looks risky."
"Likewise. I'm trusting you to come to my place."
"But I don't know much about you."
"OK. I'm American, from the west coast. Too much rain. I've been here a few months now for the sun."
"That's it?"
"You are such a nerd! Look... I have my insurance card."
She handed it to me. The picture matched. And the address- Eureka, California.
"OK, lead on Sacha Warrener."
But she was annoyed. "Not before I see more about you, Mr. Programmer."
I found a business card and handed it to her: Alistair Gallant, Computer Solutions, Montreal.
"You never can be too careful. Keep it." I commented, and she nodded.
With that awkward bit out of the way, we pushed through the gate. It was a different world on the other side, passing from colour and chaos into a dark, quiet place.
She must have sensed my apprehension because she grabbed my hand to tow me along behind her. The alley was narrow, but she seemed fearless, quickly pacing forward, then rounding a corner into more light.
"A blue door just ahead of us now," she called back.
Then her key went into the lock. "Now, up the stairs"
At the top we reached a narrow hallway, with four doors along it. Spicy smells of cooking mixed with the scent of age in this old quarter of Casablanca. Sacha strode to the end of the hall, turned the lock, and led me into her apartment.
Light streamed through a window opening to the back of the building and an aroma of incense permeated the dense atmosphere. All around me were vibrant colours: carpets, cushions, and artwork. Off to one side an open door revealed an overstuffed bed, piled with pillows.
"My apartment!" she announced with a hint of pride. "Just a few rooms, but it's perfect for now."
"Nice. I can see why you decided to stay."
"Sure, but I'm just living a day at a time, nothing more. Who knows how long I'll be here?"
"Like a river, eh?" I said, remembering the lyrics.
"Yes, I suppose, just flowing somewhere, anywhere."
"And where do you think that might take you?"
"Alistair, you're asking too many questions again."
Sacha stared at me, then excused herself, and went to the little kitchen area at the side of the room. I heard a cupboard open and close before she returned and plopped down beside me.
"Now just chill." She passed me a joint, then we lit up, smoking quietly at first while I looked around the room. Soon, I felt a nice warm buzz.
"Hey, this is good stuff."
"Moroccan. So cheap here. Legal too."
"I like your artwork. You're good. Colourful, like your clothes."
"Thanks. There's more in the other room."
"How about a tour."
She got up and took my hand. "OK. My best ones are there," and led me into her bedroom. Now I knew I was going to score with this strange woman I'd met in the market.
______________________
# While she looks at you so coolly/ And her eyes shine like the moon in the sea
She comes with incense and patchouli/ So you take her, to find what's waiting inside
The year of the cat...
______________________
"Mmm... smells nice in here."
"Patchouli."
"What?"
"Sexy smell. I think it goes with my art. Don't you?"
I looked around, at the little burner and the drawings.
"Ohhh yeah. I see what you mean. You drew those?"
She stared into my eyes as if sharing a secret with me that I was only beginning to understand.
"Yes, I did. What do you think of them?"
What else could I think? They all showed the same woman in various stages of undress. Her breasts were full and ripe, and there were glimpses of more, not everything, but enough to fire my imagination. Erotic art, and while none of them showed the entire face, collectively they looked familiar. Then it dawned on me.
"You?"
Sacha was quiet, thinking before she spoke.
"Nobody is supposed to know that. I usually only sell one at a time," she said coolly.
"Beautiful! So good.... You and the work," I stammered before recovering. "How can a person draw themselves like that?"
"Easy. I'll show you."
She stood and went to a tall dressing mirror tilted slightly against the wall opposite the bed. She hiked her dress up to mid-thigh before sitting down cross-legged at the foot of the mirror. Then Sacha reached forward to shift the mirror slightly.
"I sketch it from here and fill in the shading or colour later. Can't sit this way for hours on end."
I came to sit at an angle behind her as we finished the last drags on the joints.
"Could you sketch the two of us like this?" I asked.
"Why? I hardly know you at all," she bristled. "We have this time and nothing more. Just relax, OK," she whispered.
It seemed like her words were slurred, and I wondered if it was her voice or my ears. The weed was strong, and I knew it was affecting me. I leaned forward to stare more closely into her eyes. Yes, she was feeling it too.
"You're right, Sacha. Sorry."
I looped my arms around her and felt her lean against me, so I chanced a little kiss on the side of her neck.
"That's better," she said softly, so I cupped a breast in one hand while pulling her closer to me with the other. The tit was firm yet soft to my touch, unencumbered as it was under her filmy dress. I could feel the nipple stiffening as I caressed it through the slippery fabric.
"Much better," she purred, turning her head to me when I leaned in to kiss her mouth. It was delicious. My heart was pounding with excitement to be with this mysterious, sensual woman.
Her eyes closed and gradually her mouth opened invitingly between my lips. Sacha wanted to French, and she did it so well, practically sucking my tongue in as far as it would go. She arched back still farther against me as my fingers clutched the smooth curve of her other breast.



"The clasp at the top," she breathed heavily into my mouth, and I released my grip on her body to fumble with it.
Sacha shuddered a bit as I slipped the straps off her shoulders, exposing herself to me from above and in the mirror. Her breasts were even better than I expected, hung like ripe, pointed fruit ready to be eaten. I lifted the heft of the one nearest me and sucked the rigid point deep into my mouth. Her moans urged me to continue.
Then I was aware of her arm brushing across my leg and reaching for my groin.
"Your zipper. Help me here," she directed, and soon I was free- rock hard, ready for her grasping hand.
Now my urgent groans joined the feverish sounds of sex there in front of her mirror. Our glazed eyes were open, watching everything transpiring before us. Her naked skin looked smooth and tanned, such a contrast to my wintery pallor. My fingers pulled eagerly at both her rosy-red nipples as I nibbled her long neck.
Sacha strained against me with her auburn head tossed back. Her pumping arm stroked my bulky rod, making it ooze in anticipation. The pungent aroma of arousal mixed with sweet weed and earthy patchouli was a veritable feast for the senses. I had to fuck her, and soon! She must have felt the same way.
"On the bed," she urged in a low voice.
"Yes... yes!.. YES!" my inner voice screamed. "I want you!"
But she wasn't going to make this easy for me, like she had warned earlier.
"Or do you want to look at my art some more?" she teased.
"You're the art! The most beautiful...."
She cut me off. "So, do you want me or not?" then laughed.
I had no hesitation. "Damn the art!" And I grabbed her arm to pull her onto the soft pillows covering the bed. I clutched at her dress, trying to get it down the rest of the way.
"Don't tear it!" she hissed. "I'll take it off. You get undressed too."
That was all completed quickly, and she was stretched out in my arms while we feverishly explored each other's bodies. My rigid cock ground against her naked flesh until she opened her legs to give some space. She clutched at me with a free hand as I reached to caress her private pink. It was clean shaven and sopping wet.
I knew that this was going to be good! Sacha was moaning again, a throaty, sensual sound that brought out my animal instinct. I was positioned partly over top of her, close to her pussy, so she steered me home, forcibly dragging my swollen tool into her moist folds.
Slowly, slowly I slid deeper into that tight, clenching space, every nerve in my body attuned to this act. She spread wider and lifted her hips to ease me down toward her depths. Rocking gently, I went further with each stoke. It felt marvelous- so tight and so willing.
Then we began to move harder against each other amid the sounds and scents of sex. It was primal, a meaningless fuck between strangers, so stimulating that I felt like I was on fire. But I wanted it to last, so somehow, I managed to pace myself with her movements beneath me. Sacha took the lead and firmly drove me on. Soon, I lost all sense of place and time.
Her body felt damp against me and sweat poured from my forehead as I forced myself to follow her steady, grinding pace. Our lips were pressed together tightly as we devoured one another with wet, empty kisses.
I say empty because there were no illusions here. This was just a great fuck- no more, no less- and we both knew it. But to hear this mysterious stranger moaning loudly as I pushed more and more powerfully into her was fantastic! I was aware of my own guttural sounds accompanying each thrust.
Soon, we broke the kiss because breath came hard for both of us. I slid my hands beneath Sacha's fleshy cheeks to lift her body up against mine so I could pump even harder. I forced myself as deep as I could go into her lush body, and she met me with every jab, bouncing firmly against my groin.
This woman was a sexual athlete, a tough task-master who demanded even more!
"Ugh!... ugh... ugh!.. Harder. Harder!... Go harder!... More!!"
I couldn't deny her. I wouldn't deny myself. So, we strained every muscle in our overheated bodies to climb the looming mountain. Raw emotion ordered us to launch up over the peak, and satisfy our raging desire to come.
This was the best I'd ever had! My heart was pounding and my arms shaking as they supported me above her. My throbbing cock took on a life of its own, ploughing into my partner with complete abandon. And Sacha was out of control too, squirming and squealing passionately beneath me.
This couldn't last very much longer. It had to climax very soon! There was no holding back any more....
___________________
[Commentary]
Listen to the wailing saxophone at this point in the song. It's the perfect instrument for the intensity of sex here. It says "orgasm, crushing orgasm", better than anything I could ever put into words- one of the most evocative climax pieces in pop music.
The sax absolutely oozes sex here, dragging you into the bedroom. It sits you right there beside Sacha and Alistair, watching them like a voyeur! The sounds arch toward a blazing crest as the couple rides higher and higher. Then the sax blares in a flourish at the top when they finally reach nirvana. Mellower sounds follow with the pair riding it out until they're fully sated.
Afterward, you relax by them, knowing that they flew high, and wondering where this might go next. Is it just a one-off fuck, or something more? Who knows?
____________________
# Well morning comes and you're still with her/ And the bus and the tourists are gone
And you've thrown away your choice, you've lost your ticket/ So you have to stay on...
____________________
My eyes fluttered and opened to a dark room, a soft bed, and a warm body beside me- the beautiful woman I'd met that afternoon in the market. Apparently, I'd fallen asleep after the most incredible... the most draining sex of my life, and she was still here. Of course... this was her bedroom.
Then it struck me. Oh shit! The bus tour!
I nudged my sleeping partner. She stirred and mumbled something before closing her eyes again. I pressed her arm again and she woke up with a start.
"What time is it?" I asked urgently.
"The sun's down so it's at least 7:00 or later," she yawned.
"I missed my fuckin' bus! Dammit!"
"So, what are you going to do about it?" Sacha grinned.
"I don't know! They're on their way to Marrakesh by now. What a bloody mess!"
"So, I guess you're stuck, aren't you," she commented dryly.
"Definitely! All my stuff is in my bag on the bus."
"Don't worry. You'll get it back," surprised me.
"But the bus is gone. Don't you see, I'm trapped in Casablanca unless I catch up with them."
"You worry too much, Alistair. You can stay here tonight."
"Ohhh...."
"I like you, so just go back to sleep and we'll sort it out tomorrow."
"Easy for you to say."
"Look, you have your wallet, right?"
I nodded.
"And credit card?"
"Uh-huh."
"And passport, I hope?"
I thought for a moment and smiled.
"So, stay here. What else do you need?"
Then she leaned over to kiss me.
"Go back to sleep now. Forget about the damn bus."
"I don't know if I can."
Then an annoyed look darkened her pretty face.
"Look, Alistair, if you want to more of me tomorrow, you'll relax and go to sleep."
"How about now? That would help me sleep. You know, to forget about the tour, the bus, my luggage."
She gazed at me, measuring her answer before relenting.
"Oh alright. You were very good," Sacha grinned playfully.
And then the whole incredible thing started all over again.
It went on for quite some time too.
Late into the Casablanca night.
___________________
# But the drum-beat strains of the night remain/ In the rhythm of the newborn day
You know sometime you're bound to leave her/ But for now you're going to stay...
____________________
Light stabbed my eyes as I roused from sleep. Morning. I reached over but there was no-one beside me. She was gone. Now what would I do? But listening carefully, I heard someone moving in the adjacent room. And I caught the unmistakable aroma of freshly brewed coffee. Sacha was still here.
"Good morning. You're finally awake."
She came into the room wearing another flowing gown. This one was long and hung loosely, but when she passed in front of the sunlit window, I could see that she was naked beneath the silky fabric, her fine tits bobbing with every step.
I immediately thought about the rampant bouts of sex with her last night and smiled happily. I'd never been so thoroughly fucked in my entire life! Not before, and probably not since, either.
"I slept so well," I grinned.
The reason didn't need explaining. We had both used one another for maximum satisfaction. I knew that she had come at least twice, maybe more, explosive orgasms that left her gasping for more.
The same was true for me; I'd ridden her hard until I had absolutely nothing left to give. The way she looked in the morning, I was ready to do it all again.
"I'm not surprised. That was quite a night, Mr. Computer Guy. One to remember," she complimented. "Now come to the kitchen for some coffee with me."
"Not yet. Lay down for a while first."
"No. You just want some more, don't you. It was good last night, but now we have some things to talk about."
"Such as?"
"What you're going to do next."
"You need to chill a bit," I mocked gently, throwing back her own words.
She tossed a pillow at my face, then piled on to kiss me.
With Sacha, I was ready for life a day at a time.
At least for the moment anyway.
So long as this stayed fresh
Like it felt right now....
____________________
# In the year of the cat/ Year of the cat
In the year of the cat...
[Fade out with saxophone.]
____________________
I hope you enjoyed my story, and the song. There aren't a lot of readers in this category, so please be kind and take a moment to rate my work or comment. Authors do like feedback. Thanks.
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The Office Secret
"Take off your blouse, Corey.... Yes, that's what I said.... And now your skirt.... Hand them to me."
"Very nice, don't you think, Nikki?"
"Yes, perfect really, Mr. Maitland."
"Mrs. Moore, the underthings now, except the stockings and shoes. Do as I say."
"Oh, how lovely.... Even better than we thought, Dick!"
"Yes.... Now, walk slowly around the room to show yourself to us.... Great!... Come here behind the desk and stand beside me."
Their eyes were all over me, appraising my exposure. It was un-nerving in the office even though the window blinds were down and the door locked. But it was a bit like I'd experienced before at Starlight Club.
"You have a beautiful body, you know. It's really quite something. Those nipples are great, don't you think so, Nikki? Nubby when they're stiff."
"Succulent!... Shall I tell her now, Dick?"
"It's time, I suppose. Make a good decision, Mrs. Moore."
"Corina, you can keep your job here on one condition. From now on you'll have extra duties that only the three of us will know about."
"Oh, thank you!... I need this job! It's the best one I've ever had.... Uh, what condition?"
"And our special clients will eventually know too, of course, Corey."
"Special clients?"
"Yes. The ones in the book."
Suddenly, I was aghast. I understood the consequence of what I'd done.
"All those people!"
"And the two of us when we tell you."
My boss put his arm around my naked body as I stood beside him.
"I... I don't think I can do it. No... no.... I won't," I stammered.
"You will, Corey. You must, or you can clean out your desk right now," Nikki stated firmly.
"On your knees in front of me," my boss ordered, "and show us how they do it over at the club."
"I can't. I... I...."
"You will, Mrs. Moore. Right now."
That's how this all began- everything that has happened to me in the past months. I made my choice that day. I needed the job, so I was down quickly on the floor, naked with my boss's big cock in my mouth. It seemed the only thing to do. I'd been caught snooping, and this was the price of it. I only hoped that my trusting husband Walter would never find out.
I remember that at the time pleasing my boss wasn't very difficult. Mr. Maitland is a gorgeous man- movie star handsome- and his swollen cock felt huge with my lips stretched around it.
His firm hands clasped my head as he lifted his pelvis up and pushed deeper. I did my best not to choke on its girth, and soon was rewarded with a flood of warm fluid that filled my mouth. He told me to swallow, so I did.
That's how it unfolded. One week I had landed this excellent corporate job, and a short time later I was the company slut, gagging on the boss, while his personal secretary watched and commented favourably about my performance.
I was pushed down the slippery slope into debauchery, but nowadays I do what I must to hold my job at the office. My superiors have made me their corporate whore, and I try hard to please them.
Sometimes it isn't difficult to do what the secret book directs. In fact, I often take illicit pleasure from it, revelling in exciting sex like I've never known before- whether I want it or not.
I've had many rousing experiences the past several months- sometimes against my will. Whether I was forced, coerced, or fully compliant, there is plenty to tell you. This is my story, one so sordid that it will take some time to explain.
l hope the telling will ease my troubled mind-
And my guilty conscience.
****
Walter and I married too young, and our life together was always a struggle. We didn't have the education that could have made things better, and Walter didn't have much initiative either. He slogged away at a long string of dead-end jobs that he often quit. I didn't do much better myself because nothing seemed to last more than a few months.
We could never save anything much for things like a decent car or a modest home of our own. After seven years of marriage, we hadn't much to show for it. At the time, I was working as a waitress in a little breakfast and lunch place, not earning much in wages or tips at that time of day.
Then a girlfriend of mine had a suggestion.
"Corey, they need cocktail waitresses over at Starlight. You'd have no trouble getting hired. A friend who worked there told me the tips are great, especially later at night."
I shuddered before replying. "Do you think I could get on at that place?"
"Blonde hair, great body". They'd hire you for sure."
"I wonder what Walter would say about it?"
"He'd be happy if you were bringing more money home than he does."
I knew she was right about that. Like I said, my husband was not a go-getter- not at anything, even me.
So, I went and yes, I was hired without much of an interview at all. And the tips were very good, so long as a girl didn't mind being touched a lot.
The costume invited it. The little black skirt was so short it barely covered my ass, and the black halter top was low enough in front that I might fall out of it if I bent over too far setting down my tray.
Walter was usually asleep when I came home late. If he was working, my husband was gone before I woke up about noon. We often passed like ships in the night. For the last couple of years, plodding Walter didn't have much of a sexual appetite. But now I was seeing things at Starlight that left me hungry and wanting.
That job was where my real education began, an eye-opener to the other side of life. Though shocked at first, I began to get used to public nudity, with the girls strutting their stuff on stage wearing only their heels and a garter for guys to slip bills under. When the boss told me I'd draw more tips if I wore less clothing, I went to the next server level, a skimpy bikini.
There was a lot more touching now and bigger tips too. I was bringing home more money than I'd ever earned before, setting aside a portion to buy some better clothes. But the feel of hands on my bottom, even alongside my breasts, left me craving more. Walter seldom seemed to notice me, though he was quite happy about my regular paycheck.
But I hadn't seen anything yet at Starlight until the first time I carried a drink order into the Private area. I'd seen the sign on the door but I'd never been inside. The bouncer watched the entry as I passed into the raunchiest part of the club- the zone for private lap dances and more.
Each little cubicle had a swinging half-door like a dressing room. They were numbered and named. I was looking for Number 12, "Touch Me Baby". A red glow shone from under the door, and I could see two sets of legs, one with trousers down at the ankles. The other pair wore shiny stilettoes and an anklet. I heard noises, a mix or groaning and sucking sounds. I knew what this meant.
"I brought your drinks," I called from outside.
"Bring 'em in," the man ordered gruffly.
I pulled the door open and went straight for the little table to set down the tray. A naked brunette with big breasts was kneeling between the guy's legs, with a death grip on his fat penis. He was slouched back on a low, padded chair with a silly grin on his face as she turned to look at me.
"Right on the table, Hon. Thanks," she instructed, then went back to work on his cock.
I sidestepped some clothing and leaned to set down the tray. The customer stared at my body, but I was becoming accustomed to this at Starlight. It felt like I was intruding into something private and turned quickly to leave.
He had other ideas.
"Stay and watch, girl," he grinned. "You'll get a good tip for it." Then he looked at the stripper. "And you will too."
She nodded agreement, then went back to work. I watched as she stroked his cock firmly, at the same time cradling his balls while deftly rolling them in her palm. He watched me while she pleasured him.
"Take off your top, baby," he instructed. "For a bigger tip."
I was mesmerized by what was unfolding. Then I undid the string and held the tiny cups against me until he motioned to remove the top. There I stood, half-naked watching a professional stripper jack a client. I could feel myself getting wet and hoped the guy hadn't noticed my growing excitement. He had.
"Touch yourself, now," he said, directing his eyes to my bikini bottom.
"Just take it off for him," the lap dancer directed, and I didn't need any more prompting.
This was the most private thing that I had ever done publicly before. As she bobbed her head on his fat cock, I widened my stance beside them and slipped my fingers into my soaked lips. I rubbed myself hard, more aroused that I usually experienced with my inept husband. I needed to climax and there was no stopping me.
Very soon it happened. I was consumed by a burning need brought on watching the customer ready to explode for the stripper. Suddenly, he groaned and lurched forward, spewing himself into her hand. It was too much- a powerful sensation swept through me, and I shook with pleasure as I came too!
He tipped me well, but after that my job was never the same. I knew it was wrong, but the naked thrill, the orgasm, and the extra money drove me. Word got around and soon all the Private Room drink orders were mine. The strippers understood that I wouldn't steal their show or let their customers touch me. I got myself off and my extra tips came rolling in.
Walter never knew about this lucrative sideline at work. But when he was awake, my husband must have wondered why I'd come home so hot and bothered after my late shift. Unfortunately, all that interested him about my job was paying the bills and having a full stomach.
I suppose that might be why I find myself in my present role. My corporate office position pays better than anything I've ever known, but it has come at a price. What I do as part of it reminds me of those days delivering drinks to the strippers and their clients, times that wore away my sense of right and wrong until "putting out" for my boss and the company is the new normal.
It started innocently enough about a year ago with an advert in the employment agency files. I was beginning to tire of the late-night double life I was living. A new opportunity grabbed my interest.
__________________
OFFICE ASSISTANT: Large firm seeks vivacious person with unique attributes and work experiences. Will train right person to work closely with us in exciting office assistant environment.
__________________
Hmm... could I do that? The ad seemed to describe me perfectly, with all the different types of work I had done over the years, some of it quite unique. I filled out the application and the agency arranged an interview within a few days.
I'd held jobs in service of one kind or another and I knew how to work with a computer. Office work appealed to me. I pictured myself in a modern building with leather furniture and thick carpeting. I'd be wearing nice new clothes, maybe delivering mail to executives or filing their reports. Cushy.
It might sound vain, but I met the "vivacious" requirement. I'd been voted Miss Congeniality in my last year of school and kept my looks and figure too. I was the girl-next-door type, always popular with the men- except for husband Walter most of the time.
I dressed my best on interview day, where I met a Ms. Townsend in a quiet little room next to her own plush reception area. She was a very attractive and well-dressed woman just a few years older than me I guessed. Right away I noticed her sexy look and husky 'bedroom' voice. Her short skirt rode high on her shapely legs as we sat facing each other.
"There's some privacy here to talk about this job. It is very special, and you must convince me that you're the one for it. But let me say that my first impression is very good, Ms. Moore."
"Thank you," I replied, not bothering to point out that I was Mrs. Moore.
"May I call you Corey?"
"Yes, Ms. Townsend."
She was holding my application, scanning across the page.
"It's Nikki.... You've had many jobs I see. Waitress, cleaning, delivery- that one is good because you'd be delivering the mail through our large office. And you did some office-related courses in school too."
"Yes. And scored well in them. Computers, typing, filing."
"Hmmm.... You worked for two years at Starlight. That's a club over in the East End. What did you do there, strip?" she asked in that husky voice while staring right into my eyes.
"Oh no," I replied defensively. "I waited on tables."
She smiled, almost a smirk. "Must have been an eye-opener for you. All those naked women and leering men."
"It was quite an experience. Unique, like this job ad asked for."
"Yes, it certainly jumped out at me when I compared your application to others. In fact, it was one of the reasons the boss asked me to call you in for an interview. Did you like that job?"
"The tips were good," I replied, thinking about my Private Room deliveries, "But the late hours weren't."
"Corey, I see you wear a wedding ring. Were you married then?"
I nodded, wondering where this was going.
"And your husband didn't mind you working there? I hear that it has quite a reputation."
"I didn't tell him much about what I did there. He was just happy that I was helping to pay the bills."
"Good, a trusting husband. That's what this job needs sometimes too. You'd have some unusual work assignments, perhaps after hours. Would that be acceptable?"
"I don't see any problem with that, Ms. Townsend. What's involved?"
"Call me Nikki.... Just meetings and such. Special clients. We don't want him grilling you about your work."
"Not my Walter. He trusts me and I don't tell him anything that may question that," I said confidentially.
"Perfect! We women do what we must to keep the men happy," she laughed knowingly.
Then she stood and pushed back her chair.
"One more thing, Corey. Appearance is so important in this job. Please stand up, then walk slowly across the room and back."
While I strutted, Nikki studied me closely, her eyes darting up and down my body. I felt like a stripper walking the runway out to the pole in the centre of the little stage at Starlight.
"Take off your jacket now so I can see your poise... ah, very nice. Now walk again, stepping like a model this time with your jacket slung over your shoulder.... Move that lovely body as you go. There's a certain look that Mr. Maitland requires here."
This didn't surprise me. Ms. Townsend had it and so did every other girl I'd seen on my way through the office.
"Excellent Corey! The confidence in your walk is very appealing! I'll bet the customers thought so too."
"Well yes, but I only waited tables there," I reminded her, wondering why she kept coming back to this. I wasn't especially proud of my work there, though I'd enjoyed it a great deal at times.
"Big tips. Lots of attention, right?"
"Too much sometimes."
"Well honey, that's because you've got it.... Now let's go meet the boss and see what he thinks of my choice," she smiled. "I'll recommend you, but Mr. Maitland has the final say. Walk in like you just did for me and wear that big smile. You'll be fine."
Then she led me across the posh reception area and tapped at his office. Then I met The Man, and oh, what a man! Tall and handsome, with a brawny chest under an expensive suit. And big, manicured hands- I could almost feel them on me as he stared right at my heaving chest. His wavy grey hair was carefully styled, not a strand out of place.
I was choked up when he stepped from behind his shining desk to offer me a handshake.
"Dick, this is Corey Moore. She's applying for Office Assistant and interviewed very well. The one who worked at the club- she'd be ideal for us."
Mr. Maitland looked me up and down before he said anything, then motioned with his finger for me to turn around. He wanted a certain look, like Nikki said, so I moved slowly to show myself from every angle. I heard a low whistle, then he spoke quite enthusiastically.
"I hope you will like being part of our team! Ms. Townsend and I have been together here for several years, and I always agree with her choices. How soon can you start, Corey?"
I was stunned. Just like that? It seemed far too easy.
"But I don't even know what I'll be doing," I stammered.
"Oh. A bit of this and a bit of that. Whatever pops up, really. You'll be Nikki's assistant and she'll direct you," he smiled as he looked back and forth between the two of us.
"You just never know until you come into the office," Nikki grinned back at him.
"That's what makes working for Dick... Mr. Maitland, so much fun."
"Anybody who can handle a job at the club will fit right in here," the boss beamed at me. "The job is yours and you can start next Monday. How much did they pay you over there?"
I thought about it, excluding those secret tips I collected. When I told him there was another surprise.
"Tell you what, Corey. We'll start you at that rate, then add fifty percent more if you do well during your one-month probationary training. Agreed?"
This was amazing. I could hardly breathe.
"I accept. On Monday morning. Oh, thank you!"
My new boss held out his hand and as I offered mine, he spun me around in a dance move. I lost my balance and fell back into his arms. He briefly held me tight before lifting me back to my feet like a feather. Mr. Maitland was as strong as he looked... and his cologne smelled good too.
"I think she'll like working here with us, Dick," Ms. Townsend commented with a sly smile.
"Definitely, Nikki!" he chuckled.
I liked the first name familiarity, though I soon came to know why the two of them related that way. But I was just a nervous new hire, anxious to sign all the paperwork. I was so happy to have landed a position with a large company, my best job ever. I didn't want to let anybody down.
At the time, I didn't know I was going to be groomed as their corporate whore.
****
I was right on time for my first day, all done up in my best skirt and blouse. Ms. Townsend smiled as she got up to give me a very friendly greeting.
"Welcome, Corey!" Then she stepped back. "Let's have a look at the new girl."
She checked me out from top to bottom, then had me turn around.
"Very nice. Almost the company look, though the skirt is too long. Can you sew?... Good. Six inches above the knee is standard here, unless you're over fifty, and hardly any of us are. Oh, and too many buttons- looks like you're choking. At least two, even three undone is the standard here."
I noticed that Nikki was displaying plenty of cleavage and that her hobble skirt was even more than six inches above her knees. She saw me staring and continued.
"Mr. Maitland wants us all at our best, if you know what I mean."
That night I hemmed my skirts and checked that I had a buttoned shirt or blouse for each one. While I was sewing, Walter came to the table to chat about my first day at the office.
"How did it go today?"
"Good. Met people; got a tour; took some mail around with Nikki, and copied some papers."
"Is she your boss?"
"No, she's Mr. Maitland's admin assistant, and I help her with whatever she asks...."
"Like getting them coffee?" he joked.
"Not yet, but most likely I will."
At the time I didn't realize that they'd hired me with the intention that I'd be doing a lot more than that for them. All that first week, Nikki hovered over me, inspecting my clothing and showing me the ropes. And my boss was just as nice, often asking me about how everything was going with me and Nikki. It seemed really important to him that the two of us were fitting together well.
I was always tongue-tied when Mr. Maitland was around. His confidence and his looks, his height and stature- the man was a bit intimidating despite his welcoming voice. I noticed that he only wore school and sports rings, so I assumed that he wasn't married.



One Friday he asked me to come into his office for a chat.
To my surprise, he wasn't alone. Nikki was sitting in a plush chair in the conference area off to the side of his big desk. She was fiddling with her hands and looked a bit nervous.
"Corey, we want to talk to you about your work performance," she began seriously. "Don't worry. We think you've done well and are ready for more responsibility."
A breathed a sigh of relief before Mr. Maitland took over.
"Yes, a perfect fit so far. Couldn't be more satisfied with your performance up to this point. We both think you can do so much more for us as Nikki's assistant. There can be other dimensions added to your flexible role here. Are you ready to keep learning?"
"Oh yes. This is the best job I've ever had!"
"Excellent. So Nikki will continue training you and you'll get that big pay increase in a week or so."
I was so excited that I never stopped to think about what those other dimensions of my job might be. But I had some misgivings a few days later when I brought two cups of coffee to his office as requested. I didn't announce my arrival because the door was ajar. I took that as a sign to come ahead in.
Nikki sat beside the boss in the conference area and quickly moved her hand away from his lap when she heard me. When I set down the tray, I saw his arm draped strategically across his trousers, and he didn't move it the whole time I was there. They both seemed ill at ease, leading me to wonder if she had been inside his trousers.
That evening I got my answer. I was late leaving work, and on the spur of the moment doubled back to our office area to say goodnight. Mr. Maitland's window blinds weren't completely closed. I could see the two of them kissing intently while he groped her breasts. Her hips were pressed tight to his groin.
Something was definitely going on between the boss and his personal assistant!
Two days later, Nikki was dressed more seductively for the office than her usual foxy standard. In fact, with her very short, tight skirt, gauzy silk blouse and big heels, she looked ready for a date. She had a request for me.
"Dick has an important client coming from out of town for the day- Mr. Blakeney from Computer Component Industries. We'll be meeting him here soon, then taking him out for the afternoon, and dinner after that. We probably won't see you much until tomorrow. You'll need to look after the office while we're gone. Think you can manage alone?"
"I'll do my best."
"Good. Dick thinks you'll do fine too. When you see us leave today, slide over to my desk and take over."
I agreed.
A man I'd never seen before arrived about 10:00 and Nikki took him to the boss's office, where the three of them stayed for an hour or so. Then they left and the office area was all mine. I moved to Ms. Townsend's reception desk and within minutes had my first phone call. I fumbled a bit but by the fourth buzz I had it.
"Yes. Yes, I'm sure it's important ma'am, but she can't get back to you until tomorrow morning.... Where? A client meeting.... Thank you, I'll leave her your number.... Goodbye."
There was a problem. The number was still on the phone display but I worried that it would disappear with the next call. And there was no paper or pen anywhere on the desk. I began opening desk drawers in hopes of finding something to use. All I found was a key at the back of the centre drawer, and a locked bottom drawer. The key opened it and I started to rummage around for pen and paper.
I felt like an intruder, but I didn't want to miss that first call-back. Now I know that it wasn't a good idea because it led to the predicament in which I find myself. But sometimes I think that Nikki set it all up, intending for me to go into the desk and find the book. It was right beside the paper and pens stored in that locked drawer.
"What's this?" I wondered, my curiosity running wild as I retrieved a little black book marked SPECIAL CLIENTS."
"Hmm... one little peek, that's all," I tempted myself.
I opened the page with the red ribbon marking its place and read:
________________
Stan Blakeney, Computer Component Industries
Tag: Tiger
Likes: dance, strip, photo, watch, anal, 2 in 1
Dislikes: bi
Dates: May 22, Sept 13, Jan 7, Apr 19
________________
"Omigod! This IS April 19!" I muttered. "Two in one- that means Dick and this guy will be fucking Nikki together! No wonder she dressed so hot this morning."
I was shocked but couldn't resist flipping through the client book as I hid it on my lap. There were dozens and dozens of entries, some of them from government officials, probably people Mr. Maitland needed on-side to expedite business dealings.
Under "Likes", Nikki was mentioned by many clients- including women- and Dick was highlighted by plenty of females. Quite a few preferred "girl-girl", and a chilling realization passed through me. Was I being groomed for that role?
I knew that I shouldn't have read this. I carefully put everything back in place- even the pen and paper- so it looked as if I'd never opened the drawer. I hoped that Nikki wouldn't find out what I had seen.
That night sleep didn't come easily. I lay awake for hours listening to Walter snoring as I thought about what I'd read.
Clearly, Dick and Nikki were working together to trade sexual favours for better business relationships with important customers and officials. Judging from the detailed records, they must be at this quite regularly, even weekly, to keep these people satisfied. Did they need somebody else to help them?
There was trouble brewing as soon as I stepped into the office next morning. Nikki met me with hands on her hips, glaring at me in anger. I knew right away that she'd found me out. She crooked a finger and led me over to the private little meeting room nearby. The door slammed behind us.
"Sit down!... You were in my desk, weren't you!" she accused, stabbing her finger at me in anger.
"No," I stammered unconvincingly.
"And you found the key to the locked drawer."
"What key?"
"The one engraved with 'Guardian' on the side I always put face up. It was face down this morning."
"Uhhh... I needed a pen and some paper to record phone messages."
"And you found something else too, didn't you?"
"No."
"You did. A black book. Corey, you left the red ribbon hanging out, not at the place it had been marking. Admit it!"
"I'm so sorry. It was a mistake."
"And you looked through it. I know you did. Who were we with yesterday? Tell me."
I knew there was no escape from this now. No excuse would work.
"Uhh... Stan somebody."
"I knew it! If I tell Dick, he'll fire you on the spot. You'll be gone before lunchtime."
"But I love this job! I won't tell anyone, I promise."
"I doubt that he'll care what you say. Now go deliver the mail while I talk to him about this. Go on, before I sack you myself!"
A short time later I passed by Mr. Maitland's closed door. The window blinds were drawn, and I could hear some heated conversation with Nikki.
"She found it!"
"Now what?"
"We'll have to move fast."
"But will she do it? You know her better than me."
"She has no choice, Dick."
"Right. Otherwise, she's finished."
"This could work out like we wanted."
"I hope so. Send her in."
A few minutes later I stood in front of Mr. Maitland's desk. He looked at me grimly. I was as nervous as a cat now that he knew what I'd seen. I was so afraid of losing the job which I'd come to like very much. But, what I'd just overheard left me wondering if there was more to this than accidental discovery of the secret book.
The boss cleared his throat.
"Things have changed since you went into Ms. Townsend's desk and the locked drawer."
"I'm sorry. I won't say a thing about it to anyone."
"But can we believe you? This is a very serious breech of trust, an invasion of privacy."
"Honestly, I'll pretend that I never saw it. Please!"
Then Nikki took over.
"We had a place for you here until this happened. This is altogether different now because you've lost our trust."
"I want this job. I do. I do. Please don't fire me!" I begged.
"Convince us that you want to keep it."
"I'll do anything. Anything!"
Nikki and the boss shared a knowing look, then she went to the door to lock it, and pulled down the office window blinds. She came back to the side of the big desk and smiled triumphantly.
"So, prove it.... Take off your blouse, Corey.... Yes, that's what I said.... And now your skirt.... Hand them to me."
"Very nice, don't you think, Nikki?" the boss commented as I undressed in front of them.
"Yes, perfect really, Mr. Maitland."
Then he took over the commands.
"Mrs. Moore, the underthings now, except the stockings and shoes. Do as I say."
Nikki grinned. "Oh, how lovely.... Even better than we thought, Dick."
"Yes. Now, walk slowly around the room to show yourself.... Very nice.... Come here behind the desk and stand beside me."
In short order, I'd stripped naked, my clothing piled on the side of the big desk. Both of them were examining me closely, commenting on my breasts, my hips and the rest of my nude body.
I felt like I was at Starlight again, in the Private Room, exposing myself for the strippers' customers. But this time I was being coerced, not performing willingly. I knew that If I didn't do what Nikki and Dick told me, I'd lose my position.
I was trembling, wondering what was going to happen next. First, Nikki told me there was an important condition for me to keep my job- "extra duties", as she called them. I was shocked by this! I would be required to service special clients, the consequence of what I'd done.
"All those people!"
"And the two of us when we tell you."
I protested that I couldn't do it, that I wouldn't do it, but my boss would have none of it. He told me to agree or else empty my desk and leave immediately. While I stood there naked, caught in this dilemma, Nikki took my shoulders from behind and began to push me down. Dick then ordered:
"On your knees in front of me, and show us how they do it over at the club."
"I can't. I... I."
The boss was hard as a rock, his full length projected close to my face as Nikki steadily forced me to the floor. It was huge- a throbbing muscle with a shining crown almost the size of my mouth! How could I do what they wanted? I hesitated.
"You will, Mrs. Moore! Right now!"
Nikki held me down while the boss put his hands behind my head to pull me in. That magnificent cock stood firm so close to me. My heart was pounding like a machine when I closed my eyes and gave in to their demands.
I flicked my tongue and tasted the salty pre-cum that was seeping in anticipation. Then another lick. And a third before I succumbed and began to close my lips around his crown.
"Good girl," Nikki encouraged as Dick sighed. "Take more now."
My eyes were still closed as my mouth opened wider to engulf the entire bulbous head. It was tasty, manly, and I felt my reluctance slipping away. I'd seen a lot in my old job and even though Walter and I seldom did these things, I was prepared. I knew what men wanted, even demanded.
"Suck it," Nikki said. "He likes that."
So I worked my mouth and was rewarded with throaty, groans from my boss. Strong hands pressed more firmly against the back of my head and pushed that big cock a little deeper. My mouth was wider now, stretched by his girth. Saliva began to run from the corners, though I could still breathe easily enough.
"His balls. Play with them," Nikki whispered. "Yes, like that."
They were very large, golf ball size, and I imagined they must be full of cum. As I rolled them through my fingers like a lap dancer, my boss tilted his hips to push more urgently into my face. I kept sucking as best I could while grasping his cock with my other hand. I'd watched the other girls coordinate three motions at once- stroking, sucking and fondling- so I did it too.
"She's a natural, eh Dick," Nikki commented. "Even hotter than we expected!"
I must have been enjoying this because I felt very wet. Seeping juices trickled down the back of my folded legs. Dick's whole pelvis moved faster and his hands bobbed my head back and forth. He was fucking my face now! That monster cock was right at the back of my throat making me gag for air. I couldn't breathe!
Then all at once he pulled back and cut loose. I gasped as streams of his seed burst into my open mouth, flooding it, filling it until there was no more space. He pushed my head back and Nikki tilted it up to face him.
"Show me.... Good.... Now swallow.... All of it!"
"Oh Dick. What a slut!" Nikki praised.
"Perfect! Perfect!" he chortled.
****
That's how I kept my best job ever. But I'm not just an Office Assistant anymore.
Now I'm Corey Moore, the corporate whore- doing whatever they ask of me.
And my husband Walter must never know.
_______________
In future chapters follow reluctant Corey's sexual experiences, as she pleasures Dick, Nikki, special clients, and others. She doesn't always want it, but she often likes it anyway.
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Serving the Boss
"Nikki, please tell me that yesterday never happened."
"It did, Corey. There's no denying it."
"Uh... maybe it's just my imagination. I'm not really like that."
"Oh yes you are. Remember now?"
My supervisor pulled out her cellphone as we talked by her desk. Nobody else was around.
"Look at you! Right to the back of your throat."
I groaned to see my slut self.
"And this one. You're licking him off your lips."
"You can't show those to anybody! Please, Nikki."
"No. You saw the book and you're with us now."
"I suppose..."
"Well, just remember that I have lots of these shots. Walter wouldn't like it."
"You wouldn't do that!"
"Only if you forget that you agreed to our condition..."
"Doing the people in the book," I cut in.
"Yes. Dick and me too."
"Dammit... I don't have much choice."
"You don't have any. Only the three of us are in on this. Nobody else, except certain clients. Got it?"
"OK. Yes," I shrugged and sighed. "I understand."
My life had never been easy. Walter and I married too young, without more than high school education. After ten years together, we had very little to show for it. He wasn't very energetic and only worked now and then. Meanwhile, I held a string of dead-end jobs that never seemed to last for more than a few months.
Then a few years ago I got on as a server at Starlight, a strip club in the East End. The tips were good when I wore a skimpy bikini, and even better when I took drinks into the Private Room where customers paid for special treatment from the strippers.
I saw a lot and learned even more about the other side of life. It was so stimulating that I often got myself off in there while the men watched. Walter liked the good money I was making, but didn't know about the wicked times I was experiencing.
Eventually, I grew tired of the late hours and applied to be an Office Assistant for a big company. They wanted someone with unique work experiences and my job at the club certainly caught their attention. I was hired on the spot and enjoyed a few weeks helping the boss's Personal Assistant before things changed.
One day I was filling in for Nikki and I found a little book listing the sexual demands of clients and government people owner Dick Maitland considered special. I saw the shocking details of what they wanted in return for their business and co-operation. My boss and supervisor were front and centre in delivery.
This discovery seemed like an accident, but I may have been set up. My Starlight experiences had figured prominently in my job interviews with Nikki and Dick, and I could see from the sheer volume of clients in the secret book, that they needed help to keep up. I liked my job and needed the money. I felt trapped.
Confronted about unlocking my supervisor's desk, I was about to be fired on the spot. I begged them to keep me, and they made me strip right there in Dick's office. Nikki forced me down while he shoved his big cock into my mouth. I was so distracted that I didn't realize she was taking photos with her phone.
She ordered me to suck him and play with his balls. My gorgeous boss eventually filled my mouth and directed me to swallow while Nikki got more shots. There was no getting out of this now. In exchange for keeping my job, I'd be their special plaything, and a toy for the clients.
This was my new life, one that husband Walter must never find out about. Like my time at the strip club, I was going to be keeping big secrets from him.
My new role began very quickly, in fact, that very afternoon. I tried to do my normal duties, like delivering office mail and filing reports without thinking too much about what happened yesterday. But the image of Mr. Maitland's throbbing cock with my stretched lips and hollowed cheeks kept filling my mind.
I could hardly concentrate on the simplest task all morning. Then, after lunch, Ms. Townsend told me that we had a meeting in Dick's office at 4:00. I looked into her eyes for a clue to the agenda.
"Yes, like yesterday, Corey. He says you did very well!" she whispered.
"Again? Already?"
"You better get used to it. He has a big appetite."
"And that's not the only big thing," I joked.
"I knew you'd like it, Corey. I do too. Don't be shocked this afternoon."
"Tell me what..."
"You'll see," she interrupted.
Just before 4:00, I slipped into the washroom to freshen up and apply some lipstick. To my surprise, my supervisor was already there doing the same thing.
"Red lipstick, Nikki?" I queried.
"I'm not going to just watch this time, you know."
"Oh... I see."
"You're going to see plenty, but don't let any of it surprise you, Corey. It's what we do for him. Whenever he wants it, and that's often."
"In his office?"
"Sometimes, but there's a little executive suite right behind it, with a bed. More comfortable. We might be in there soon.... Just follow my lead today. Let's go now."
Mr. Maitland's door was closed, and the window blinds drawn when we arrived. Nikki tapped on the door- a signal more than a knock- and he welcomed us inside. The door closed and locked before he took his Personal Assistant into his arms for a deep kiss. I watched, then he turned and kissed me too. We stood close beside him, each with a big arm around us.
His fresh, manly scent made my head spin.
"I only have a little time today, but yesterday is still on my mind. Let's do it again."
"Here or the bedroom, Dick?" Nikki asked.
"Right here today. I only have a half hour or so."
Nikki nodded and quickly stripped off her dress to reveal erotic black lingerie- nothing but the best for the chief company whore! She motioned for me to do the same. I removed my skirt and blouse, but I felt embarrassed by my rather plain white underthings. Mr. Maitland saw my concern and tried to make me feel better by complimenting how well I filled them out.
I was uneasy about this meeting. We all knew that I was being forced into it because of the secret book, but that didn't seem to matter to them. I was probably going to blow my boss again, maybe even fuck him in front of my supervisor.
Nikki said she'd be more than an observer this time, so they would probably be having sex. Hell, maybe all three of us would! Mentally, I wasn't ready for this. Would I ever be? But I knew there wasn't much choice, so I might as well make the best of it.
"So, what will you have, Dick? What can we do for you?" my supervisor smiled.
"Hmm... I know what you'd like Nikki, because you said so yesterday after she was finished with me."
"Great! Everything off now Corey, and come over to the edge of the desk."
By the way Nikki was staring at me, I knew that it was me she wanted. As I leaned back against the desk, she kissed me hard on the mouth and ran her hand down across my bare stomach. Her tongue thrust between my lips as she devoured me.
This was a new experience, but pleasant enough. I found myself returning her passion, tongue-duelling with my supervisor. Then she broke away.
"That's not all I want to kiss. Spread those long legs for me."
Almost immediately, Nikki crouched in front of me, reaching forward to push my legs further apart. Leaning back like I was, my sex was hers for the taking. I locked my elbows to keep my balance, and when she saw that I was ready, she brought her hands up to hold me wide open.
I closed my eyes, almost afraid of what was coming next. I'd seen this sometimes on stage at Starlight, but now it was about to happen to me!
Nikki was no stranger to girl-on-girl. The secret book had already told me that much. At first it seemed almost like her French kissing- heated and arousing. Her long tongue lapped at my labia, searching out my little pleasure button.
When she found it, Nikki used her thumbs to press outward, spreading me as wide open as she could. She loved it in every way- stabbing with her tongue and nibbling with shielded teeth.
Best of all, she took my clit between her full lips and sucked hard. I was beside myself, pushing back against her oral onslaught as she fucked me orally. It was an intense pleasure that I'd never known before.
I could hear myself moaning like an overheated slut as Nikki worked my pussy into an absolute frenzy. I gripped the desk tightly while humping my pelvis feverishly against her sopping face.
"Horny little bitch, aren't you!" Dick croaked as he watched us from close range. "You'll get plenty more of this, you know. And not just from Nikki here."
I couldn't take much more of this exquisite torture.
My whole body felt ready to explode against Nikki's practiced mouth. It was building inside like the countdown to a space launch, and I knew I was about to fly very high. Every nerve in my pussy was tingling with electricity. Every muscle in my mid-section was stretched right to the breaking point.
"Omigod Nikki, don't stop. Don't stop!" I moaned.
My massive orgasm was embarrassing. Stark naked in front of my two superiors, I convulsed, lifting right off the desk. After exploding, I bounced several times as my muscles grabbed and released. I was out of control, so Dick wrapped his hand around my mouth to stop me from crying out. But Nikki wouldn't let up until I forcefully pushed her away.
"That's what you wanted, right?" Dick exclaimed to my supervisor.
"Fantastic! She nearly drowned me. Our clients will love her!"
As I returned to Earth, I was aware of Dick removing his trousers and taking my place by the desk. I stood on shaking legs and noted that his thick cock was like a stone from watching me and Nikki. She dropped to her knees between his legs while he pulled me close. Then he lowered his head to my breasts and pulled a nipple into his mouth.
"Look down," he mumbled between closed lips.
It was a very sexual scene. Between my tits- one in Dick's hand, the other in his mouth- I could see that Nikki had taken his cock deep. Her painted lips were stretched around it as she rhythmically bobbed her tousled head, sometimes pressing right down to his groin! How could she do that, I wondered?
When she moved backward, I saw that she had both hands on him, one gripping his rod and the other cradling his balls. He was rocking on the desk, pushing against her mouth in time with her strokes.
Mr. Maitland shifted me enough that he could draw my other nipple between his lips. It was already extended from his fingering, but it felt even better this way. He pulled me close and nipped at it with shielded teeth. I couldn't see Nikki anymore, but Dick's laboured breathing told me she was driving him crazy.
At the same time, juices began seeping down my legs. I was turned on too. I hoped we wouldn't be heard beyond the confines of the room. All manner of moans and groans, slurping and sucking filled the air as the three of us played on and under the boss's desk.
Things were quite literally coming to a head now as Dick rocked more rapidly in time with Nikki's stroking grasp. He tilted his head up and pulled mine down into a lewd kiss while his tongue-fucked my mouth.
Moments later, Nikki had him coming hard. I shifted away enough to see Dick pumping his cum into her face with a series of penetrating thrusts. So much of it! His cream dribbled from the corners of her mouth while she gulped a few times to swallow what she could. When he stopped moving, she licked away the last of it, then used a finger to wipe her sticky chin.
It took us all a few minutes to catch our collective breath before Mr. Maitland stood up and readjusted his trousers. I scrambled to pull on my underthings while Nikki moved to do the same. It took us longer than him to finish dressing; meanwhile, he complimented our quick performance.
"All that in under a half hour! Nice work girls."
My supervisor just laughed, but I suddenly felt embarrassed about what had happened. I'd given my body to both of them. I had to do it to keep my job, but I was ashamed because I'd enjoyed it, especially when Nikki made me orgasm like a slut. In my shame, I couldn't make eye contact with either of them.
But my boss would have none of it.
"You did very well, Corey."
I was embarrassed now and didn't say anything, so he repeated it adding, "What do you say?"
"Uhhh... thank you, sir."
They both laughed and he corrected me.
"Call me Dick when we're together like this. Not sir. Not Mr. Maitland. Not even boss. Just Dick."
"Yes, Dick."
After seeing his big cock in action two days in a row, the name Dick would be hard to forget!
"There's a private shower through that door, big enough that we all can use it next time," he commented.
Nikki continued. "So, bring in any soaps and shampoo, makeup and lipstick, bras, panties and stockings you want to keep there. Even bedroom lingerie. You'll have your own drawer and closet space."
Dick held out his hand. "Welcome to your new job. We appreciate your talents and look forward to seeing more of them."
Nikki chimed in, "Not to mention our special clients too. They're going really like what you can do for them!"
I'd been intimate with both of them, and now I had my own space in the private shower room. Like it or not, my new life as company whore was underway. I'd made my choice that fateful day I went into Ms. Townsend's desk, and now there was no going back.
Dick got right back to business when we were finished. It was amazing how the man could switch from sex to work in a matter of minutes, almost as though he'd been recharged by the adrenalin rush. In the meantime, Nikki and I retired to the bathroom behind his office. I was surprised how well-appointed it was: all tiled in marble with frosted glass around the shower.
The adjoining bedroom featured a huge bed, a couple of wing chairs and a minibar. After combing my hair and applying my lipstick, I wandered into that room and sat in one of the chairs to rest. My mind was in turmoil after my recent experiences with Dick and Nikki. A few minutes later she left the bathroom to join me in the other chair.
"I need a drink after that," she joked. "Something to rinse my mouth!"
"Ohhh... is that alright? I mean it's still not quitting time."
"Do you think Dick will mind? Not a chance. Will you have some wine with me?"
I nodded. She took a pair of goblets from a nearby cupboard and filled them from an open bottle in the small refrigerator. I was ready to drink when she held up her glass to propose a toast.
She grinned. "To Dick Maitland's girls. May we keep loving that big cock!"
I drank with less enthusiasm than Nikki and she noticed it. I felt confused and conflicted now. The woman I was sitting next to had just pushed me to orgasm right in front of my boss. Then I watched while she blew him as he groped my naked body. This was so awkward! While I'd participated reluctantly, there was no denying that I'd come hard like a wanton slut.
What could possibly go wrong with all this? Plenty! People in the office might notice how we had all just disappeared into Dick's office and not come out again. They might have heard me call out when I came. Would this really be happening as frequently as Nikki had suggested when she mentioned Dick's raging sexual appetite? How could I keep this from Walter?
Nikki saw my discomfort.
"So, what did you think of today, Corey?"
"Actually, it's embarrassing sitting here now. I just don't know how this will work out. If I didn't need the money..."
"You'd have been fired, you know."
"I was forced into this and I'm not comfortable with what we just did together."
"Corey, you may be fooling yourself, but not me. We both know that you liked it in the end. You are such a hottie when you give in to your body. Just let your mind go with it."
"But I'm a married woman. I'm Mrs. Moore, so I shouldn't be doing these things. Walter would be so angry!"
"Well, he doesn't need to find out, does he. You said that he doesn't give you what you need. You know what I mean. You'll get plenty here now and he'll be none the wiser. Not to mention the big pay raise that will be starting right away. I'll see that Dick gets on to it tomorrow. You've shown us that we made the right choice when we hired you, Corey."
"To be your whore, right?" I claimed sarcastically.
"Is it really so bad? Look at you. Drinking good wine in the boss's private suite, after a nice orgasm. And all on company time. I'll never tell anyone, and Dick won't either. It's a secret that's safe between the three of us."
"I'll just have to get used to it because I can't change my mind now, right?"
"No, and I don't think that you really want to anyway. Not with regular servings of Dick coming your way. Isn't he impressive? Like a film star all to yourself. And after he's fucked you, nobody else will measure up. Believe me, I know. Not Walter. Not any man."
This made me wonder about their time together. "How long for you, Nikki?"
"Soon it will be four years, and I look forward to every day here, knowing that we might be spending private time together back here or elsewhere."
"Elsewhere?"
"Oh yes. Weekends by the ocean at his condo. Beautiful resorts and hotels when we travel. We always have a lot of fun together, if you get my drift."
"But the clients. What's that like for you?"
"A mixed bag. The other day with Stan and Dick was fantastic- hours of pleasure! I was so tired yesterday."
"I've never done anything like that. I don't know if..."
She cut me off.
"You'll love it! We'll take it slow for you. We want you to grow into your new place in the company."
"As a whore!" I stated with some anger.
"No, let's call it a 'client specialist.' That sounds so much better, and that's what you'll be."
There was something else bothering me, so I asked.
"Nikki... uh... Dick is so big. How can you... how does he get into you without it hurting? He'd split me in two!"
"Your time is coming, so you need to be ready. Stretch yourself gradually until you can do it with him. Use a big dildo- at least eight or nine inches- and treat yourself to it every day. Think of it as enjoyable exercise, especially if you pretend that you're with him. That's what I did."
It seemed like good advice.
"One more thing, Corey. Dick and I, and most of our clients, prefer a close shave down there, or just a little tuft above your puss. Trim up tonight and keep it that way."
"That sounds like an order," I joked.
"It is," she said firmly.
We were finished our wine. It was after five o'clock now, so people would be leaving the office. I felt better after my talk with Nikki, but I still knew that I wouldn't be doing this if it wasn't for finding that little black book.
****
It had been about a week since that session in the office. The days passed somewhat normally, with the usual Office Assistant tasks, like delivering the mail and filing reports. One of them caught my attention- Computer Component Industries- so I found a quiet place to read through it.
What I discovered didn't surprise me. Mr. Maitland had signed a million-dollar deal spanning the next three months. I remembered from the dates in the black book that owner Stan Blakeney came here regularly, no doubt to assure more quarterly production- and to get laid.



I often thought about Dick in the evenings, especially when I did my stretching exercises. With plenty of lube, the dildo fit better each time. Fantasizing that my boss was attached to it provided frequent orgasms- exercise never felt so good! And I'd trimmed myself back to a tuft like Nikki advised, so physically I was ready for big Dick.
Emotionally, I was a mess. The problem was dumb, trusting Walter. I might not be doing this if he'd fallen short anywhere besides our bedroom. Sure, he wasn't much of a financial provider either, but we'd been together for ten years.
I tried to convince myself that the reasons for fucking my boss were the money and blackmail. But I knew down inside that I liked the sex, in spite of my reluctance. I was being forced to do this, but part of me wanted it.
One Thursday, Ms. Townsend had a terse message for me.
"Be ready for Dick tomorrow morning. He has his schedule freed up to put you to work."
My heart leapt.
"Ohhh.... Where?"
"He's taking you into the bedroom suite behind his office."
I began to get cold feet.
"Um.... I don't think I can do this."
"Too late to back out now. Besides, I know that when he gets started, you'll wonder why you resisted."
"I just don't know," I whined, but Nikki just went right by that.
"Wear something sexy tomorrow, but not too obvious. We need to keep the sex top secret."
The next morning, I didn't leave until Walter was gone for his temporary job. I didn't want him asking if I was going to a party, since I was wearing my little black dress and heels. I'd bought some skimpy black lingerie and stockings to wear underneath.
"Ooo! Fantastic!" Nikki gasped as I unbuttoned my overcoat. "Leave your coat on and go straight to his office before anybody sees you. Tap once then let yourself in."
Seconds later I slipped inside. The blinds were drawn and the inner door leading to the bedroom was open. My heart was racing because I knew my movie-star boss would be there waiting to fuck me silly!
Confused thoughts ran through my head now. Would I be doing this if I hadn't found the book? Or was this something evil that I'd begun to enjoy in the Private Room while waiting tables at Starlight Club? But it was too late to think about it now.
"Come in, Corey," my boss beckoned.
He was wrapped in a towel- just showered judging by the wet hair- and poured two glasses of wine. Alcohol at 9:00 in the morning! But I needed something to help me relax.
"You look lovely today."
"Thank you, Mr. Maitland," I stammered.
"It's Dick, remember? Now let me have a good look at you this morning before you get those nice clothes off.... Beautiful!... I'm glad to have you working for my company, Corey."
I didn't say anything as I pirouetted at the foot of the big bed.
"You're quiet this morning. Maybe you think that I'm just using you? That I'm only interested in your body?... No, it's more than that. While I appreciate you as an attractive woman, I find you very charming too. You have a certain chemistry, an excellent combination of looks and personality that we saw from the first."
He hadn't charmed me into wanting sex with him, not yet at least. I still felt like a scared rabbit, ready to bolt any second. But alone with Dick like this, I was surprised at how polite and quietly pleasant he was. On account of my evident discomfort- even reluctance- he was being patient. Both of us knew what was required of me- the boss had all the power here. Still....
"Relax with me, Corey. There's no rush," he said softly, directing me to the plush chairs along one side of the room. "I hope we can enjoy our time together."
Dick was smooth and polished, very experienced in these situations. The wine began to melt away my reluctance, and I started to see my boss in a better light. I had fantasies about this gorgeous man and in minutes they would be fulfilled.
Quiet conversation and a second glass of wine made me rather bold.
"I think I'm ready now," I whispered. "Now or never."
"Wonderful," he replied, slowly pulling me to my feet and enveloping me in his strong arms.
My head was spinning- excitement and alcohol- as our lips met. He playfully licked at my pouting mouth.
"Mmm... tasty lipstick. Wear it often for me," he whispered seductively.
We kissed harder and this lead quickly lead to deep, probing French licks and sucks. I heard my own soft moaning- me operating on instinct. This handsome man knew how to kiss a woman, not slobbering on my mouth like my clumsy husband.
Then I felt Dick's palms sliding along the side of my breasts as he clutched me closer. He took his time, caressing me with his fingertips until my nipples were as stiff as bullets and tingling with sensation. I felt light-headed when he stepped back enough to begin drawing little circles around each one.
Next, he firmly gripped each point between two fingers and rolled them. It felt so good! My head tilted back as a low moan issued from deep in my throat. I was lost now, any hesitancy evaporating. I was floating on a cloud somewhere above, readying myself to be fucked by the boss.
My juices were seeping, and Dick knew it.
"Let's go to bed," he whispered.
My mumbled "Uh-huh," raised the white flag of surrender. I'd lost the battle, my reluctance defeated.
Dick dropped his tented towel and slid one big hand up my thigh while he resumed his delicious tonguing. My legs opened- my body wanted him to touch me, to caress me intimately. One finger slipped beneath my tiny thong, already soaked in eager anticipation.
Then another finger. I could feel them easing into my nicely stretched opening. One searched for my little pearl. Dick was unhurried, and the teasing was exquisite! My legs widened more to give him easy touch.
With his free hand, he lifted his stiff cock and pushed it against my body. I knew what he wanted, so I reached to stroke it while he continued to finger me. We edged closer to the bed, then he pulled me down on it beside him. Kneeling next to me, he continued torturing my stiff clitoris as I worked his big cock.
"Suck it," he whispered, pushing on my shoulder to position me so that he could keep playing with my oozing pussy. His erect penis was in my face, ready for me to gobble down, like he wanted.
I took the bulbous crown between my lips and sucked firmly, tasting silky drops of pre-cum. It helped ease his throbbing shaft deeper into my mouth. Both of us were breathing hard and moaning from the pleasurable sensations.
"Do you like this?" he whispered.
"Uh-huh," I mumbled again around the girth in my mouth.
"Good. Take it all."
My hand grasped the thick base of it and pumped firmly as I took him right to the top of my throat. I could feel Dick moving in rhythm, gently fucking my face as if he was in my pussy. Well, his fingers were down there, three of them, buried up to his palm, opening me for what would be coming next.
I'd followed Nikki's advice and was ready for this. Ready and completely willing at this point.
"You can fuck me now, Dick," I heard myself purr.
"No rush. You're so good at this, but don't forget about my balls," he reminded me.
He was clean-shaven there, so his skin tasted fresh as I nibbled his sack. Each ball seemed to be as large as an egg; His hand came to the back of my head while he directed me.
"Take them into your mouth, one-by-one.... Ahhh... suck now," he groaned. "Stroke my cock at the same time.... That's perfect."
Dick's whole appendage seemed to be pulsing, ready to deliver a massive load when the time came. I wondered how long he'd be able to last with this kind of stimulation.
"Take both," came from above me, and I struggled to take the entire contents of his big sack into my mouth. I sputtered and he shifted his body to bring bring it out.
"Good try, Corey. Let's fuck."
What followed became so intense that I can hardly recall the details of it. My boss rolled me onto my back effortlessly, then came above me. Kneeling between my spread thighs, he took his stiff member in one hand while his fingers held me open with the other. Then he dragged it across my fleshy lips several times before slowly edging between them
"OK so far?" he asked softly and I bobbed my head. It felt more than just okay!
"Good... there's more."
Dick began rocking his hips, pushing deeper each time until I knew he couldn't go any farther. Then he leaned forward close to my tits and told me,
"Wrap your legs around me and loop your arms behind my neck."
I clung to his strong body as he lifted me up enough to slide a pillow under my bum. This tilted my pelvis enough for him to slide impossibly deep into my pink.
"No farther, Dick," I cautioned. "Just do me now!"
It was exquisite! My pussy was packed with plunging manhood as he rocked firmly against me. My legs grasped his tapered waist and I fell into my own machine-like rhythm, lifting up against his heavenly thrusts. I was tremendously aroused, so my flowing juices kept the whole thing operating smoothly. This was sex like I never knew before.
The rest is a blur. Just when I thought that I couldn't take much more, Dick withdrew so we could rest a bit. Then his muscular arms shifted me into another position where his cock would fill me again. On my front, legs wide with that pillow tilting me up at the right angle. On my side, with him pushing into me from the back while I rubbed my little pearl. On my knees, pounding me vigorously from behind.
All so good!
I came at least twice, but my boss was relentless. We both perspired heavily as he plied my body in more exciting ways- things I'd never experienced before. He fucked my mouth while my head hung over the side of the bed. He eagerly sucked my little pearl until I climaxed yet again, right on his face. Then he had me crouch above his body and bounce on his cock while his big palms lifted my cheeks.
This time, he finally let loose, exploding to fill me with everything from those big balls. Dick must have pumped into me a dozen times before he was fully drained. In the meantime, I rubbed out yet another shattering orgasm. How many in all? I lost count.
I rolled off him and lay catching my breath. Crazy thoughts rushed through my dizzy head. Where was I? What time was it? Would I ever be able to walk again? Never in my life had I experienced energetic sex like this.
Dick looked over at me. "Well done, Corey," he softly praised me. "We knew you'd be good, but I had no idea how good. I hope we can do this again regularly."
It was my big test and I'd passed with flying colours. I'd been thoroughly Dick'd!
****
I could hardly stay awake Friday evening and was asleep by 9:00, absolutely exhausted. How had Nikki managed four years of such strenuous sex?
In the morning there was a note on the kitchen counter from Walter. He'd gone to help a friend with some home repairs. My husband was a slouch in bed but otherwise quite handy. I made myself some coffee and began thinking about yesterday, all the while reading Walter's note again.
Then I sat punishing myself emotionally before he returned home.
How could I take so much pleasure with my boss when I already had a man? Why was I so selfish that I'd forget him while Dick played my body like an instrument? Was orgasm after orgasm really enough? Was it all that mattered for a company whore?
A splitting headache came on. I decided to tell my husband that I'd be leaving my job at the company to look for another one.
In the afternoon Walter returned home. Unfortunately, he wasn't very appealing- unshaven, smelly, and sweating from work with his friend- and that made it even harder to tell him my decision.
He didn't take it well.
"What's this?" he exclaimed, annoyed with me. "Just when there's more money coming in than ever before! Just when the bills are all paid and we're setting something aside for a holiday! Why?"
"Well... I don't like working there," I replied hesitantly.
"Do you think I like my job?" he shouted. "The one I have now is dirty and dangerous if I'm not careful up on the roof. Doesn't pay anywhere near what you make either. No, you have to keep yours."
"Walter, I have trouble with the boss."
That was as close as I could get to the real reason without admitting anything.
"Nobody likes their boss! I hate mine, the bastard. "But 'I owe, I owe, So off to work I go.' That's the way working life is, and you're no different, Corey."
"Look, Walter, he's coming on to me," I ventured to the limit of how much I'd say about the situation. "What about that?"
"So, talk to Personnel and they can straighten it. That's their job. Whatever you do, you can't quit. Not now. We need that money."
"Is that all that matters to you!" I flared up.
"Dammit Corey! I don't care. Can you think of anything more important?" he yelled at me.
That ended our conversation. We were both angry, and Walter wasn't making this easy for me. He didn't see me as anything more than a good income. If only he knew why I'd suggested quitting.
Now I was really trapped. My husband insisted that I keep working for the company, and I knew that I'd be fired if I didn't continue my sex role there. So, I shrugged my shoulders, fully resigned to it. From now on...
I'd be Corey Moore, the corporate whore.
I would act like Dick and Nikki owned me.
My boss would pound me for his pleasure.
And my supervisor would lick me to orgasm.
What else can a blackmailed office girl do?
Please rate or comment on my story. Thanks.
Who will Corey be with next as she slides down the rabbit hole of her own making?
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The Dinner Party
On Monday morning, I reported to the office in a funk. I felt weighed down by my awful dilemma. My supervisor, Nikki Townsend, probably figured she was cheering me up when she beckoned me over to her reception desk and whispered,
"Dick thought you were amazing on Friday. I almost feel threatened.... He's mine you know," before continuing. "And, I'll bet you liked it?"
"Sure... but I felt terrible about it all weekend. I'm married!" I blurted out.
"Shhh!" Her finger went across her lips. "You'll get used to that. The three of us are the only ones around here who know about this arrangement. and we need to keep it that way, so don't tell him."
"I only told Walter that I disliked my job, but he doesn't want me to quit. Don't worry, I didn't say anything about the real reason.... so, I guess I'll have to stay."
"That's what we want to hear, Corey. But admit it, Dick was more than just good, wasn't he?"
I nodded my head and smiled sheepishly.
Nikki laughed, "I knew it!" Then she said that the two of us were going to a fancy place for lunch today. I wondered if it was a little treat for my performance with Mr. Maitland last Friday.
About mid-morning, the boss called me into his office and asked me to close the door. I hoped that he wasn't looking for sex again, either down on my knees or in the executive bed. Instead, he quietly thanked me for "my assistance" last week. Dick went on to explain that I would need to clear Friday evening because he'd be making supper for Nikki and me at his place.
"I love to cook and have people enjoy food with me. By the way, the two of you will be the dessert," he smirked.
"What!... My husband, what do I tell him?"
"I suppose you could say that you're going to be a blazing flambe," he joked.
"Seriously?"
"Tell him it's a late meeting. Better still, a job training session. That's not really a lie. You'll probably be learning lots more new things," he grinned.
I was flustered. "I don't think I can do it. Not with Nikki too."
"Nonsense," he cut in. "After all the things you saw at Starlight Club. And there was that little session the three of us had right here at my desk last week. We figured you'd be ready and willing."
"Mr. Maitland, I'm not comfortable with this whole thing..."
"But you want to keep this job, right?"
"Yes, I need it."
"And you and I had a wonderful time on Friday, didn't we?"
"OK, I did, but does Nikki know about this?"
"Of course. I planned it with her. She'll be telling you more today."
Now I felt like I'd been set up earlier that morning. So that was why my supervisor had invited out to lunch. She didn't want to talk about the coming Friday evening with anybody else from the office around to hear.
****
Our lunch date was at a posh restaurant a block or so from the office. It was not a place that Walter and I could ever afford. The staff knew her and led us to a very private table off to one corner.
I was feeling angry with Nikki, and she realized it. As soon as we sat down, she told the maitre d' to bring us two martinis. Not much was said before they arrived. Finally, I couldn't hold my tongue any longer.
"Why are we here, Nikki? He already told me about Friday, so you don't need to sugarcoat it."
She seemed a bit surprised.
"You're not pleased? Still having second thoughts about your new role, I see. Actually, that's why we're away from the office. I want to be sure you're ready for this or if you have any concerns."
"The dinner party sounds nice, but having us for dessert doesn't!" I hissed.
"Oh, he said that?" she chuckled. "Dick needs to get some new lines. Always calls me his dessert when he cooks at the penthouse."
"But the two of us? Isn't he being greedy? I'll feel uncomfortable..."
"Corey, we already spent time with him last week. This just won't be so rushed and much nicer."
"Umm... I haven't gone all the way with a woman before. You know, in bed. Will we have to do anything together?"
"Of course. We're for after dinner and Dick loves to watch. So, we're going to be kissing and everything else to warm him up for the big finale. Then we'll be sharing him at the same time."
I should have known that was expected of me as corporate whore, but it didn't make it any easier to accept. I said nothing while I let this sink in. Nikki was a very attractive woman, not much older than me. But she was so free and easy about sex that I felt intimidated by her.
Our half hour with the boss last week had been a frantic whirlwind, not much different than my past exhibitionism at Starlight. This was different.
"I suppose you and I will be... uh... will be making love?" I eventually stammered.
"Yes. That's so exciting. I've been waiting, you know."
"Dammit, Nikki! I'm already nervous about this. I don't think..."
"You can do it, right?" she finished my sentence. "OK. Phone Walter and tell him you'll be an hour or so late tonight. We'll be getting better acquainted in the executive bedroom."
"You and me?"
"I have to be sure you're ready, so we all have a good time on Friday. We'll go there after people leave work today."
There wasn't much else to say because we both knew that I had no choice. Apparently I'd be getting a crash course in my corporate training. Call it 'Having Sex with Another Woman.' When our waiter came with a beautiful lunch, we made small-talk about everything else until it was time to walk back to the office.
The end of the workday came too quickly. All afternoon I'd been working myself up to what I'd be doing after everyone left. I liked Nikki- she was usually nice to me- and I had to admit that she was very sexy. I was used to being around naked women at the club, even getting myself off while they blew customers in the Private Room. But this would be much more personal and intimate.
Then it was time to go to Dick's office and pass through to the well-appointed bedroom behind. My supervisor led me by the hand, taking control right away.
"Let's start with you, Corey, and have some fun here," Nikki said as she unbuttoned my blouse before reaching around to unclasp my bra.
"I really love your tits, girl," she whispered and smiled. "I'll show you mine too."
She quickly stripped to the waist, then hugged me tightly so our boobs mashed together. Her breasts were bigger than mine with long nipples, already stiff.
"Dick loves to get big nipples into his mouth.... I do too!"
She bent her neck to kiss and suck mine for a while. It did feel good and soon they were stimulated to attention. Then she moved on with my training.
"Your skirt now. Take it off for me, Corey."
At the same time, she unzipped hers and let it drop to the floor. She stood completely naked except for pull-up stockings and her shoes. No knickers!
"I usually don't wear anything more than I have to at the office. Never can tell when that man wants a quick feel or more."
"Um... nice," I choked a bit because my throat was tight, dry.
I saw that Nikki was clean shaven below and that her mound was prominent, with fleshy, protruding lips. Despite my reluctance, my heart was racing at the sight of this voluptuous naked woman, my supervisor.
"You like? Then taste me. Do it, Corey," she ordered.
My supervisor put her hands on my shoulders to push me down, at the same time spreading her stance to give me access to her pussy. I kissed gently above the open slit and caught the mixed aroma of woman and perfume. I hesitated and she pressed my head a bit.
"Go ahead now. See how I taste. It's all yours."
I did as ordered, and I was rewarded with a juicy nectar oozing from her fleshy lips. It was not at all unpleasant- tangy and exotic. She pressed my head against her to signal that she wanted me to lap at her naked body some more. She began to writhe against me.
"My clit," Nikki whispered. " Ugh.... Kiss and suck.... Now!"
It was stiff and she helped me by using her hands to unsheathe it more, while tilting her pelvis upward. I heard satisfied moans and felt her grinding against my buried face.
"Oh yeah. Ohh... don't stop. Suck me!... Yeah...."
I bore down on her clit even harder and she began thrusting against my face, coming hard!
"Ugh... ugh.... Oh Fuuuccckk.... Ahhhhh!"
A few moments later, she took me by the chin and lifted me up to her grinning face. My supervisor stared into my eyes, then French kissed me long and hard, sucking her own juices from my tongue.
"Mmm... you taste good, girl," she laughed. "Your turn now. Take those off and lay on the edge of the bed, legs over the side."
Then she was on me. Nikki kissed down my body, and aggressively pushed me wider, before diving in to make a meal out of my puss. She kissed and lapped at my bare lips before darting her tongue inside. I was soaking wet from all this stimulation, which only seemed to make her want more.
Before long, she was at my clit. The kisses were lovely, the sucking divine. I remember rolling my head from side-to-side as my hips thrust upward to meet her face. Nikki was so practiced, so skillful, that I reached down and pressed her head tightly against me. Then my stomach muscles grabbed and clenched several times as I climaxed.
Moments later I heard her gasping, and she forced my hand away. "You're smothering me!"
Then she grinned and complimented me. "Fantastic! He'll enjoy watching us making it that way."
"So that's girl-girl love," I mused to myself. "l can do this."
Another step in my job training was finished. Nikki had groomed me for performance sex with her. On Friday it would be with the boss at his penthouse, but I knew that in future it would be with the clients in the little black book who had a yen for girl-on-girl fun. Could I do that? I didn't want to think about it.
Afterward, we sat in Dick's executive bedroom going over some of the details for our dinner date with him. It all seemed very strange, not like the conventional office job I'd expected when I applied. We didn't finish up until almost 7:00 and it was another half hour before I was home.
I still felt flustered when I saw my husband Walter sitting at the kitchen table, a beer in hand. It didn't appear that he'd eaten yet. That man is so lazy- he was waiting for me to make dinner, the last thing I wanted to do right then!
"Late night, Corey. You must be hungry too?" he remarked, a not-too-subtle hint for me to get started on his food.
All I really wanted was to rush to the shower to unwind under the hot water.
"More job training. This is all new to me, you know," I quipped with some sarcasm.
"You must be getting pretty good at it by now," he remarked, without any awareness of what sort of practice I'd been receiving.
"They say I'm improving. So many things to learn!" I shot back.
"Like what?" Walter asked, content with his beer for a little longer while I went to check the fridge to see what there was to eat. I took a few moments to think about my answer.
"They're teaching me everything," I repeated, "and it's all new to me. Copying papers and filing reports. Delivering the office mail and using the complicated phone system. Other things too."
My husband was impressed. "They expect a lot of you."
"You have no idea, Walter."
"And your boss, is he still coming on to you? You didn't like that part of the job."
I saw an opening to prepare him for later in the week.
"He's okay now. In fact, he's having a dinner party at his place on Friday after work. Some of us from our section are invited and I want to join them. He's doing the cooking and I'm curious about what we're having, especially for dessert."
I was having some fun with this odd conversation.
"Sure, go ahead. I'll just be at the pub instead of waiting for my supper."
Then he made a little joke, asking about Nikki. "Your lady supervisor- is she Beauty and the Bitch?" We both laughed.
"She can be demanding but shows me exactly what she wants done. We'll be together at the party on Friday."
Walter smiled. "Good. I don't want you to be like a stranger there with those other people."
"Don't worry about me. I'll be in good hands," I smiled, telling my man far more than I hoped he'd ever find out about my new job.
"Well, I'm glad it's going fine there. The money is good, so just keep doing what they tell you and you'll be alright. You don't want to piss them off and lose it all, eh. This is the best money you ever made and you need to keep it coming in."
Then he looked at the fridge. "Hey, it's getting late and I'm hungry. What did you find in there for us to eat?"
I flared up immediately. "So that's what I mean to you: money and food! Do you care about anything else? You could get off your lazy ass and do more for us instead of dumping it all on me!"
He saw that I was mad, then proceeded to make it worse..
"Aw, take it easy Corey. You're my wife. That's what you do for me, right?"
"You just use me, Walter. You aren't holding up your end of the bargain, and I am sick of it!" I spat back.
My annoying husband knew I was angry and suddenly got up from his chair. He walked over to the fridge and took me in his arms. I resisted, but he just grinned at me, trying in his own clumsy way to be charming.
"How about a kiss for me, pretty office girl. Ain't done this for a while, since you've been so busy."
Before I could step back, he pulled me close and put his lips to mine, forcing his tongue inside to probe around. I knew that about an hour or so before I'd been at Nikki and hadn't brushed or chewed gum since then. I tried to close my mouth and Walter pulled away to look at me.
"That was different. What have you been doing lately?"
Now what could I say? I had to think fast.
"We were out for lunch today and I didn't have any breath mints..."
"Must have been some of that foreign food?" he cut in. "It's sort of tangy, a musky taste."
"It was. Nikki took me to a posh restaurant near the office to talk over some work stuff more privately."
"Hey, with the money from your new job, maybe we can afford to go there to eat sometime?" he remarked. "It tasted good- I'll try that dish for myself."
It was all I could do not to laugh out loud. That man can be so clueless!
****
The rest of the week passed quickly. Dick and Nikki were very busy because it was time for monthly reports, all of which had to be typed, copied, distributed and filed. I was on the run all week, sometimes working right through my breaks because I wanted to get home on time to make Walter's supper. I didn't want any suspicion that something was amiss.
Late in the day on Thursday, Nikki called me to a private meeting in the little room alongside the reception area. She said that we wouldn't be long and got right to the point.
"Tomorrow after work, right. Are you all ready, Corey?"
"Oh... we've been so busy that I completely forgot about it," I joked, accompanied by an exaggerated eye roll.
"You're going to have a fun time and we both know it. So don't pretend you're not interested because I know you better than that."
I told her about Walter kissing me as soon as I came home Monday, then saying that he wants to try the spicy food at the same restaurant. She thought about it for a moment, then we both burst out laughing.
"Girl, be sure to brush up before you go home after the little party because you'll have lots more of that 'foreign flavour' in your mouth."
Then she continued. "A couple of things to know, Corey. Take your time. He likes the chase when he's not here at the office. Tease and tempt is the game."
"That should be fun. And I hope he cooks as well as you say," I commented.
"You'll love dessert," she joked. "Shaved puss, scented with perfume- that's the winning recipe."
"Ohh... I wonder if Walter will notice I'm bare. What should I say?"
"Just say it's for him. Men love that. By the way, you'll likely be home very late, maybe after midnight. Warn him, so he doesn't get suspicious."
Then I became serious. "I really don't like all this lying, Nikki. It bothers me."
"Look, Corey. Do you ever fake orgasm with him?"
"Of course. Most of the time we do it, which isn't very often."
"This is not much different. Instead of faking that it was good, now it really will be, and you'll be pretending that it didn't even happen. Same sort of deception as far as I can see."
"Well... maybe," but I wasn't convinced. This new role as office whore didn't sit well with me, even though I was angry with Walter, and the office sex was better than anything I'd had known before.
Then Nikki finished off our private meeting.
"Have a good time on Friday, girl. You're ready for this, and to be honest, after being with you already, so am I. You're so hot when you get started, and Dick thinks the same. Just do well and he'll shower you with money and gifts. "
"That's all I need to know then?"
"Oh, one more thing. Sometimes he'll be playful. Likes to have themes and mess around with clothes and lingerie for us. Just go along with everything that comes up, even if it seems a little crazy. He'll take it from there."
Afterward, I had plenty to think about.
When did my reluctance cave in? Looking back, I asked myself the question. I didn't want to do this at first, but felt forced, threatened with being fired from a job which I wanted to keep. After that I fell into my new role step-by-step, first with the boss and then my supervisor, the two people who determined whether or not I kept my position.
Sure, I'd risen to sex with them already, but now I was left with with guilt and worry. What if Walter somehow found out what I was doing after hours? How could I explain it? Even though he neither pleased nor satisfied me in bed, my damn conscience was bothering me.
I was getting my pleasure from others. My boss was gorgeous and so skillful that I'd orgasmed several times in succession. And with Nikki, I'd discovered something I hadn't known about myself- that sex with an attractive woman could be a real turn-on.
I finally admitted that I was looking forward to the private little dinner party at Dick's apartment. I knew that I wanted to be naked in bed with both of them, no doubt exploring sex far beyond the limits of anything I'd ever experienced before.
That's when I decided to please them with my performance.
****
On Friday I was entirely on automatic at the office, doing my job with my thoughts set on Dick's apartment. Would we dress up and play games like Nikki suggested might happen? Would I feel awkward after we got all our clothes off? How could I possibly let myself go in front of the two of them? And of course, the conscience question always nagged away at me too. Was I really doing this because of their blackmail?
It was hard to concentrate on anything else. I reached a point where I was ready to hand in my resignation, put on my coat, and go home. Then it was five o'clock and people began flooding out of the office. Nikki came to collect me, and drove us to Dick's apartment- too late to change my mind.
It was a beautiful place, absolutely screaming of wealth and power, with a semi-private elevator leading to the four penthouse units on the top level. Dick was proud of his home and gave us a tour, including the wide, glassed balconies wrapped around two sides of the building. There were views of the mountains on one side and the neon city lights on the other.



Nikki whispered to me when he was out of earshot.
"Sometimes he'll fuck you out here in one of those big chairs. He's come in from behind, with me hanging onto the railing. Anybody could see us, but he insists that it's very private up here. So, I just let him have his way."
"How could you do it in public?" I started to say.
"Because he does whatever he wants with his women," was her clipped reply.
"Anything goes?"
"Pretty much. You'll see tonight."
"I'm so nervous I could scream," I hissed. "How did I let myself get into this?"
She chuckled," You'll scream alright, when he gets that big cock into you, Corey."
Dick came back toward us and suggested that we go inside for drinks before dinner. But he led us to his guest bedroom instead. There was some clothing set out on the bed.
"I got our food ready last night and will just need to pop it into the oven. It's all tropical dishes because that's our theme for the evening. So, we're going to dress the part."
"I didn't bring anything like that to wear," I began to protest.
"Everything is here. There's a long, flowered skirt for each of you. Nothing else except those beads. No tops, no knickers- just the skirt and bare feet."
"What's your outfit, Dick," Nikki asked. "Tarzan, I suppose?"
"I've got beach shorts in my bedroom.... Oh, I left fresh flowers in the kitchen for you to pin in your hair. Meet me there when you're ready."
He left to change clothing, and Nikki had some advice for me.
"Put some perfume down there, Corey. He'll like that, and I will too." Then she smiled and winked.
I hoped that I looked as good topless in the tropical skirt as she did in hers. My supervisor's breasts were perfect, large and firm, tapering to upturned tips with perpetually stiff nipples. They had to be a half inch long! My fears were soon put to rest.
"Corey, your tits are gorgeous, mouth-watering! Round and right up there They jiggle when you walk. Your surgeon did a great job on them."
I pointed out that there had been no surgery. "They just grew this way. What about you?"
"I'm not saying anything else on the subject," she intimated. Now I knew her secret.
We went to the kitchen- all marble and chrome- where my boss had stripped down to tight flowered shorts like our skirts. Talk about acting bold! He took us both in his arms for a big kiss on the mouth, followed by more on our nipples!
"I didn't forget anything, did I?" he mugged, brushing his hands across the front of our skirts.
"Later, Tarzan," Nikki joked as we stepped away to pin the flowers in our hair.
The food and wine tasted great: curried chicken and rice, and two spicy hot side dishes with flatbread. Dick kept filling our glasses and offering funny toasts. As the wine filtered through my body, I could feel it wafting away any reservations about what I'd be doing with them later.
Then we went out onto the mountain-facing balcony to watch the sunset. It was spectacular, all reds and oranges. Suddenly, I remembered that I was naked from the waist up.
"Will anybody see us?" I asked hesitantly, still worried about prying eyes.
"Probably not," Dick replied. "Nobody would know you anyway. I'll put some music on so we can dance."
"Out here?"
"Of course," Nikki told me, with a stern look that reminded me that I was, after all, a company whore.
Before long the two of them were close together and bumping their bodies as they shuffled to the beat. Dick pulled me in with them, my boobs swaying in time, brushing against my supervisor's set. Soon we were all kissing and touching out there, my last inhibitions melting away.
The sun dropped below the horizon like a big red eye, signalling a lovely day tomorrow. An evening chill led Nikki to suggest that we go inside to tour Dick's bedroom. Apparently, it was time to move into the much-anticipated sex. The room was large and very masculine, a perfect backdrop for what was about to unfold.
The boss wasn't shy about getting things underway.
"I want you to strip each other nice and slow before having some fun together while I watch. The buildup is everything, right Nikki?"
"It's now or never," she whispered to me.
I felt her hand fumbling at the button behind me and a moment later my skirt dropped to the carpet. Except for my flower and beads, I was stark naked. She turned her back to me and wiggled her hips seductively. With one tug, her skirt fell beside mine.
"Beautiful, you two. Turn around slowly.... Lovely pussies.... Onto the bed now while I get a chair to watch the best show in town."
Nikki pushed me back, so I lay on the bed, but with my feet on the floor. She dropped to her knees between my legs while the boss pulled a chair close and leaned forward to see.
"Like we practiced," she whispered. "Just don't let yourself come too soon."
Nikki pushed my legs farther apart and began kissing her way up my thighs toward my sex. When she used her fingers to widen my pussy, I wondered how I could possibly restrain myself. Then she began to use her tongue to flick across my fat lips, intermittently pressing forward with intimate kisses. The tingling sensations were wonderful, but when she found my clitoris, I almost lost it.
She quickly moved away from that spot and held me wide open for Dick to see. I was so turned on, shaking like a leaf, with sexual juices seeping from deep inside.
Suddenly, Nikki scrambled above me, and facing Dick, she planted one knee on either side of my head before slowly lowering her pussy almost to my face. My boss took her place between my knees and began to explore my sopping pink with practiced fingers. At the same time, Nikki spread herself wide and rolled her stiff clit within an inch of my mouth. Her cream dripped onto my reaching tongue.
Then she dropped a little lower so that my lips and tongue could suck at her open pussy. She rolled gently across my face, moaning with pleasure. As I savoured her pink flesh, I could feel Dick doing the same to me. His fingers now had me spread wide open. It was excruciatingly pleasurable.
The man was turning me inside out with his talented mouth!
All at once, my hips bucked up into his face as an orgasm swept through me. But Dick wouldn't let me go, sucking firmly on my puffy lips, torturing me with more exquisite oral.
Meantime, Nikki saw what was happening and reached for her own climax by grinding her big clit firmly across my mouth. Soon she was rewarded with her first orgasm of the night- almost suffocating me as she lurched back and forth on my face!
Imagine this scene on the bed- me flat on my back with my spread legs dangled from the side of the bed while Nikki crouched over my upturned head. Dick dropped his shorts, then got onto the bed alongside me. He knelt there, his cock already rock hard. Nikki stroked it while they kissed, then she guided it into my willing mouth.
By now I was accustomed to his girth and managed to take him deep as he rocked back and forth. My boss was grinning as I sucked him hard.
"She's good at this, eh Nikki. I'm so ready!" he babbled. "Lean forward to eat her pussy and I'll come into you from behind.... Yeah, like that."
"We're your sluts, Dick. Whatever you want," I heard her say.
Moments later, I was in the middle of a rousing three-way. Just above my face, the boss's fat cock was buried in Nikki's sex. As he rhythmically thrusted, his balls were so close that I could flick my tongue beneath them. At the same time her mouth worked on my wide open pussy. My clit was on fire as she kissed and pulled it into her mouth.
Then he fucked her hard, slapping against her fleshy cheeks when she pushed back at him. Dick's heavy sack bumped against my face, and I extended my tongue, trying to lick some pussy at the same time.
All at once, he stopped and withdrew with a pop, his swollen member glistening with Nikki's juice. Then he fed it into my open mouth for me to suck and taste. The boss fucked my face for a bit, but soon he buried his cock to the hilt back inside Nikki.
The sensations from Nikki's mouth were driving me crazy. My back arched up, lifting my sex firmly against her probing tongue. My stomach quivered, and I knew that I wasn't far from coming for a second time.
I'd become a willing slave to their enjoyment, pinned there beneath them.
Suddenly I was in the throes of orgasm, thrashing up against her face while she struggled to tongue me more. I orgasmed so hard, gasping to breathe while my muscles clenched and tossed me around. At the same time Dick unleashed into Nikki, thrust after pounding thrust, emptying those big balls into her.
It all happened right above me, but I couldn't move, held tight as their prisoner. She cried out, then he withdrew and jammed his fat cock into my waiting mouth. I consumed it greedily, tasting the fucking I'd just watched above me.
Then a thought flashed through my hot-wired brain. Was this carnal hedonism my worst self, or would I sink even deeper? My degradation had reached a whole new level now that they owned me. I was their sex toy, the company whore ready to do whatever they wanted, whenever they ordered. Even a shameful act like this.
But they weren't finished with me, not by a long shot.
The evening was still young, so the three of us spent hours coupling in every possible way, all over Dick's penthouse. In the lounge and atop the kitchen counters... yes, even out on the balcony for all the world to see. That night, I was so wound up on wine and high on sex that I just wanted more!
Oh how I suffered for my sins on Saturday! I paid a heavy price for running wild- raw, weary, hung over. Fortunately, Walter had gone out for the morning, leaving me to sleep and suffer alone.
I was repulsed by myself, but knew it would happen again. After all, I needed to keep my job, and besides, it felt so damn satisfying to play crazy with them. I was being trained with incredible sex that I'd never known before! But now my aching body needed to heal from such excess.
On top of that, my tortured mind needed a reset to the new reality. Over the past month, my reluctance had turned to desire, and swept away most of my resistance. Now, whenever they got me started, I just wanted to keep on going. I'd become a slave to lust, a lost soul. Was there any hope for me?
****
"Please get me the file for Alpha Electronics, Nikki," my boss directed as he strode through the office Monday morning.
"Yes, sir," she replied with a smile to remind him how well she'd served him on Friday night- and likely for the rest of the weekend too.
Then he continued to my desk and spoke more softly.
"I hope you're satisfied with everything, Mrs. Moore. We're very pleased with how well you've learned to work with us."
I smiled at him and replied in a low voice, "Thank you."
"Corey, your abilities are more than we could have hoped for... such an ass... et." He deliberated highlighted the first portion of the word, before continuing. "You'll find a little performance bonus in this envelope, a sincere token of appreciation."
"Oh... that's so nice."
"And there are more bonuses where that came from. Go out and shop for yourself. Some sexy things for next time."
I spent much of the day browsing my favourite online shopping and fashion sites. What could I buy to please the boss? Stylish and a bit sexy for here at the office? Slinky and revealing for fancy restaurants in the city? Silky and sheer for private times at his apartment? I was eager to spend my generous bonus.
During our coffee break, Nikki and I sat in a private corner of the cafeteria and chatted quietly.
"He had something for you this morning, didn't he?" she commented.
"Yes. He called it a performance bonus, and it's very generous!"
"You earned it, Corey. You're amazing, you know. There'll be plenty more if you keep meeting expectations. Believe me, I should know because I'm never short of shopping money for new things."
Then she swept her hand across her very stylish and expensive outfit. "Like this."
Nikki flipped her head to draw my attention to her coiffed hair. "And this."
She dropped her hand to the table to show me the custom-painted designs on each fingernail. "And these."
"He keeps you in style," I remarked.
"Oh yes, just about anything that I want. You saw my nice new car? Guess who bought it."
"Incredible! I didn't know he'd do something like that!"
"Nobody else does either. He's always driven by his hormones. You can get it all too, but it's a secret. Understand?"
"Yes, just like the little black book I found."
"Exactly. This morning Dick had me pull the Alpha Electronics file."
"And?"
"They're in the book. You're going to love that one, believe me!"
"Me with a client?"
"Yes, you with your first clients."
"More than one?"
"Uh-huh."
"Nikki, I don't know if...."
"Nonsense, Corey! We're all together now. You will."
[To be continued]
The Alpha file is full of surprises. Who will Corey be doing in the next chapter?
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Chapter 03, "The Dinner Party" only appeared for one day on the site. No wonder there were so few reads. Here's a short recap in case you missed it:
Corey grapples with the intense pleasure of her expanded corporate role. Her conscience and desires meet head on, even though husband Walter is a lazy slouch who does little to satisfy her in and out of bed. One Friday evening, she and supervisor Nikki Townsend enjoy a raunchy dinner party at boss Dick Maitland's penthouse. Guess who's for dessert?
This chapter picks up the Corey and Walter story from there.
The Alpha File
I was totally worn out after the private party for three. The evening forced me to admit that I was trapped in the extreme thrills of service to Dick and Nikki.
Monday morning, the supervisor's voice roused me from a stupor.
"Corey, Dick needs the Alpha Electronics file. Get a copy for me.... Hey, wake up, girl! It might have something to do with you."
"Something in the book?" I wondered out loud.
"I'm sure. But let's see who'll be coming first. It could be people from the company or the government."
My interest was piqued when I copied the file. I looked for hints connected to the secret book stowed in Nikki's desk. I had found it one day, resulting in my deal with the boss and his personal assistant. If I didn't co-operate by serving them and Dick's clients sexually, I'd be fired immediately.
I learned that Alpha was owned by a married couple, Ava and Conrad Bartlemans, and registered offshore in some sort of tax scheme. A lot of money changed hands with Dick's company, millions in fact. These were important clients.
The file included a letter from one Simone Beauregard thanking Dick for working with her to ease a deal with Alpha. The letterhead was from the Department of Commerce. She ended the note with a personal turn of phrase.
"Dick, I look forward to working closely with you in future, with full expectation of the mutually satisfactory relations we've enjoyed in the past."
Did this imply more than simply business? What sort of "mutually satisfactory relations" had they experienced? I knew that the secret book would answer my questions, so I approached my supervisor.
"Can you tell me anything about Simone Beauregard? I saw her letter to Dick in the file."
"You were snooping again! But this involves you, so I'll get the book out when everyone else has left for the day."
"I'm Involved?"
"Yes, she comes regularly to keep business with Alpha running smoothly. Madame Simone is responsible for monitoring our exchanges with off-shore accounts."
After 5:00, Nikki looked around carefully before using the hidden key to unlock the lower left drawer of her big desk. Then she retrieved the book.
"I know that you've seen this before," she reminded me. "If you hadn't gone into my desk that day, you might not be standing here waiting to find out about her."
The red ribbon was already positioned on the page for Alpha, where I read:
_________________________
Beauregard, Ms. Simone, Regional Bureau Chief, Department of Commerce
Tag: MADAME
Likes: varied partners, dominant with submissive female, light BDSM, toys
Dislikes: strong males
Notes: harmless with safe word
Dates: Aug 3, Oct 22, Jan 9, May 5
__________________________
I must have looked like I didn't understand all this. Nikki noticed.
"Corey, this might be new to you," she said softly. "BD is for bondage- restraining a lover..."
"Like with ropes?" I interrupted.
"Yes, and SM means sadism and masochism- basically being rough- like slapping or spanking. Madame only wants to play, so that's why it's called light."
"Oh... and what's a safe word?"
"The two of you will agree on a word to say if you don't want to go any farther with what's happening."
"Me? I am going to be with her!"
"Yes. You're new, and she likes variety."
"I'm afraid of her already! I don't want to do this!"
"Come on, Corey. I've been with her. She's harmless, just like it says. You'll probably have fun...."
"I doubt that! I've never done any of this BDSM stuff before..."
"Remember what you agreed in order to keep your job," Nikki cautioned. " She's here on Friday... May 5th. Clear that whole evening and overnight too, in case she wants you to sleep with her."
I didn't like the sound of this client meeting, but I knew there wasn't anything that I could do about it. I'd made my bed and now I'd have to lay in it.
****
Around the same time, my husband was excited about an opportunity. A friend told him about an out-of-town construction job, and Walter had plenty of experience with a shovel. The wages seemed fantastic, all because of the isolation- a mine site in the North.
He'd live in a bunkhouse and work ten hours a day for three straight weeks. Then they would fly him home for a week off. His friend had been there and said the food was as good as the pay. Walter was sold on it, and he could start right away.
I quickly realized that it would take the pressure off me 'working' after hours or even being away from home overnight. He was surprised by my full consent, and signed on with the company.
A few days later, Mr. Maitland called me into his office and closed the door. He commented about how pleased he was with my 'professional development.' It soon dawned on me that this would be a little talk about Madame's upcoming visit.
"Corey, you've made great progress and I know you're ready,"
"This is about Alpha Electronics, isn't it?" I asked with some accusation.
"Oh, you know about it. Yes, a woman who helps our business with Alpha needs some favours from us. She'll be staying at the Plaza Hotel, where you'll entertain her for the evening:
"Nikki told me about her. Why can't she go instead of me? She has more experience at this."
"Because Madame wants somebody new."
"But, couldn't you do it instead?"
"I'm not her type. Besides, I'll be involved when the couple who own the company come for their quarterly meeting. Anyway, you'll meet Madame Beauregard in the lobby at 6:00 on Friday. She'll probably take you for dinner and drinks before going upstairs."
"Upstairs. I'm like a prostitute, Mr. Maitland," I whined.
"No Corey, you're our client specialist and not many people can fill the position as well as you. You are very valuable to this company."
"I saw the book. Bondage and rough play!"
"Sure, she's a bit forceful but she won't hurt you. Madame knows our rules, and if she ever breaks them there'll be no-one for her to play with from us."
"That's all I am! Some slut to play with. A toy!"
Dick was quiet before he spoke to me in a soft, reassuring voice.
"Corey, we like you very much as a person. And since it's your first time going out alone, there's a big bonus if you'll do this for us."
I knew that I had to do it. After all, that was the deal since I'd found the secret book. I'd be alone in a hotel room with a dominatrix on Friday evening.
"Anything else I need to know, Mr. Maitland?" I asked with resignation.
"Good... we knew we could count on you! Arrive looking innocent - the sweet girl next door. Wear your hair in a ponytail, red lipstick of course, but a simple skirt and sweater. Low heels- you get the picture. That's exactly what she'll want to see."
"I don't know much about the Alpha account. What will I say?"
"Corey, that's not what she's interested in. Just let her take the lead.
There it was, bold as could be.
****
"Alpha?"
A tall and lovely mocha-skinned woman was looking down at me as we stood near one another in the sparkling Airport Plaza Hotel lobby. I quickly realized that this was code.
I smiled and replied, "Madame?"
She returned my smile and asked me to accompany her to the lounge for a martini. Minutes later we were sitting across a little table in the dim corner of the hotel bar. I felt strange, knowing what was in store for me this evening.
Highly satisfying encounters with my boss and his Personal Assistant had given me a different perspective. Sure, I'd seen strippers lap-dancing and even blowing guys at Starlight Club, but with Dick and Nikki, I'd experienced hotter sex than ever before. I knew that I could do this too.
Really, I had no choice.
Dick wanted the Department of Commerce to sign off on his offshore account deal with Alpha Electronics. What their representative would receive in return was an exciting night with me, the client specialist. Madame Beauregard seemed like a very pleasant woman.
"Richard told me he had someone new I'd like to meet. So far, he's absolutely right!"
"Thanks. I must admit that knowing your interests scared me, but now I see that you're quite nice."
"You thought I'd be a monster, a Cruella, right?" she laughed.
"Well, yes. I mean, your type of fun is new to me."
"Don't worry, honey, I'm perfectly safe, harmless."
"That's what Nikki told me."
"I think love should be stimulating and exciting, never dangerous."
"I agree, and I'm always ready to learn."
"Oh, goody," she grinned.
The ice was broken and I felt more comfortable that Simone would treat me well tonight. She certainly was appealing, a few years older than me, toned and fit like an aerobics instructor.
The woman might have come from the islands judging by the lilt in her voice and some unfamiliar phrases. Her big brown eyes lit up when we spoke, though I thought they hid her lustful intentions. Evidently, still waters run deep.
I caught her looking me up and down several times. I'd followed Dick's instructions and it appealed to Simone. A tight, pink sweater highlighted my breasts, and the burgundy skirt flared to accentuated my curvy hips. My hair was pulled back in a ponytail tied with a big pink ribbon. Low heels and a brown bookbag completed the college girl look.
After an hour or so, Madame went up to her hotel room to change for dinner. I hadn't finished my drink yet, so I said I'd wait in the lounge until she returned. About twenty minutes later, she was back and I hardly recognized her!
Simone looked quite masculine, with a dark blazer over a very open-necked shirt tucked into tight grey trousers. Those full breasts of hers filled the shirt like no man could! A cascade of curly brown hair spilled out from under a felt fedora. Heeled black boots made her even more statuesque and authoritative appearance, but lipstick and heavy eye makeup made it clear that this was a woman.
Simone took charge right away at the hotel dining room, telling the maitre d' to get us a quiet corner table. She called for wine and we talked about fashion, and film. After ordering our meal, the conversation turned to fantasies, particularly her kinks. Madame liked gender-bending, such as dressing the way she had for dinner.
Waiters brought our food, then Simone got more personal, gravitating to some of her sexual favourites. Things like restraints, smooth ropes, blindfolds and ball-gags. I could only guess how the last one was used. She was making it clear what was expected of me, and said she'd love teaching me everything.
After our meal, Madame took my hand and led me from the dining room. I was embarrassed but no-one seemed to even notice- maybe I was just being old-fashioned about this? In the elevator, she suddenly pulled me close to French kiss. I yielded to her tongue, hoping that no-one would get onto the elevator as it went up.
By the time we reached her level, Simone's hands were all over me! The calm friendliness she had shown me up until then disappeared! Lust was in her eyes as pressed me against the side wall and pawed at every part of my body. Would she be more aggressive inside her room? It didn't take long to find out.
As soon as the door to Room 938 closed behind us, Madame was on me. She pressed me hard against the door and thrust her arm up under my skirt to grab my mound.
In no time her hand was in my panties and a finger shoved deep in my puss while she kissed my neck. Another finger went in, forcing me to open my legs. Her mouth moved to my ear, and she spoke in a different, demanding voice.
"Spread wider, slut. I'm going to fuck you all night!"
"Just don't hurt me," I stammered, suddenly afraid.
"So, what if I do, bitch?" she hissed. "I'll bet you'd like it anyway.:
"N... No! I wouldn't," I gasped as she jammed another finger in and began to rhythmically fuck me with all three.
"We'll find out.... Mmm, wet!" she exclaimed. "See, you like this you little whore!"
"No I don't! Be nice to me. Please!" I begged.
"Omigod, you're such a big baby! That's what I'll call you- Baby."
This woman continued to kiss me, pumping with her clustered fingers while my sex generously lubed them. Why was my body betraying me this way, making her think that I was enjoying this violation? How could I let this stranger have her way with me? But I knew that she had a right to do anything she wanted with me because I was Dick's corporate whore.
I was anxious about Simone's aggressiveness.
"We need a safe word if you're too rough."
She laughed at me.
"Rough? I'm just getting started, Baby. Safe word? Canada is a safe place, but don't say it unless you really need too or I won't listen anymore."
"Canada! Canada!" I called out.
"What? I'm just fingering and you're making it so easy, bitch"
"Stop now." I pouted. "Can't we just use the bed where it's more comfortable?"
"Well, OK. I'm going to get ready now in the bathroom anyway. Don't come in. Strip down and be waiting on your knees up there." She pointed to the bed. "Open the little case there to see what's in store for you."
She laughed again and I did as she ordered. On my knees, naked and afraid, I opened the suitcase to examine its contents. I was familiar with some things in there- vibrators and dildos like my own. I saw a blindfold, handcuffs and some smooth ropes.
There were other things I'd never seen before. A red ball with leather straps and a buckle could be a gag, but a shiny chrome bar with a leather loop and buckle at each end was a mystery. At the bottom of the case, I found a black paddle. Would I be spanked?
Simone emerged from the bathroom looking sinister. She wore a black eye mask and a cropped T-shirt bearing the twisted face of a devil. Around her neck was a heavy spiked collar that shone in the dimly lit room. A silver chain wrapped around her waist and dangled in front of her shaved pussy. Big spike heels and a short leather whip finished her fearsome dungeon look.
"Take out the blindfold and handcuffs now, slut!" she ordered. "Help me put them on you."
"I don't want to," I challenged until she cracked the whip close to me.
"Shut up! You need the ball-gag too."
I fumbled with all three things, clicking the cuffs onto one wrist while holding the blindfold. I popped the red ball between my open lips and obediently waited for her to secure the strap behind my head. Madame pulled my hands behind my back and secured the other cuff around my wrist. Then she blinded me with the leather strip and tied it tight behind my head. Immobile like this, I felt completely helpless.
"Spread those legs, whore. Let me see that juicy hole!" she demanded, and I obeyed.
Then she stood beside the bed and thrust her fingers into me again. I jerked back but she lightly slapped the side of my face and commanded me to open wider. I sensed that she was leaning close to me and then her mouth found my boobs and began sucking them voraciously.
I struggled to keep my balance as she forced herself on me, fucking my pussy and pulling at my extended nipples.
"You're mine now and I'll do whatever I want, Baby!"
My nipples were stiff and I felt her nipping at them with her teeth, a bit painful but very stimulating. She firmly pulled me with her strong grip, so I couldn't escape this onslaught. Juices oozed from my slit, only encouraging Simone to pump harder. I felt ashamed about the way my body was responding to this rough treatment.
"Like it, don't you slut! Open wider for me and fuck against my fingers.... Yeah, like that!"
I began to lose myself in dark feelings that were new to me. I was aroused as Simone worked feverishly on one nipple then the other, while the strong hand on my ass dragged me against her in time with her pumping fingers.
Then they were curled upward, stimulating my most sensitive spot. At the same time, my clitoris was rubbed hard as I rocked back and forth, my hips pushing against her fucking fingers.
A telltale feeling was starting to travel through me. My body demanded orgasm- I'd lost my will to resist!
I couldn't see. My hands were bound. I could hardly breathe. I was at Madame's mercy! She knew it and went at my captive body even harder.
"Do it, Baby!" she ordered. "Do it! Come for me. I want you to come, you little whore. Come for me now!"
My hips thrust against her sharply as I completely lost control. An orgasm! A crashing orgasm seized me, jerking my quivering muscles and releasing a flood that poured out over her probing hand.
"Ugh... ugh.... Ugh!... Oh yeah... oh yeah.... Fuck me, Fucckkk me!... Fuuuuccckkk!!"
I hit my peak and stayed there briefly. But as fast as my climax had come, it passed and I nearly fell off the bed. She grabbed me for support. Then she removed the ball-gag so I could catch my breath, and untied the blindfold.
Her whole manner was completely changed.
"Oh, that was wonderful! You came so hard. Relax now while I get the key for your cuffs. What a fantastic orgasm!"
With the handcuffs removed, she sat beside me on the bed and spoke softly.
"Let's have something to drink now. There's a mini-bar here. Some white wine?"
I nodded to her.
"Good. I'll have one too."
We sat on the bed chatting and drinking our wine while we rested. It was so strange- me naked with this woman I'd just met a few hours earlier. Was she finished with me yet? Probably not, because she hadn't climaxed yet and there were still unused toys in the little case. There was a long night ahead.
After a bit, Simone turned and put my empty glass on the night table. She rummaged around in the suitcase before pulling out the short chrome bar with leather hoops. With an evil grin on her face, she pushed me back on the bed with my feet still on the floor.
"Stay like that!" she ordered. "Now I'm going to get mine."
She knelt before me with the bar and secured one of my ankles in the leather strap. Then she pushed my legs apart before securing the other one. My legs were forced wide open, probably two feet apart.
Then Simone spread my thighs apart before leaning forward to lap at my still-wet pussy. I tried but could not close my legs, held fast as her captive.
"Not that. Please, I'm still too sensitive," I begged.
"Enjoy it slut!" she laughed and kept on until she found my clitoris and sucked it right into her mouth.
I was moaning now, mixed with pleading.
"Oh fuck... stop that... stop that! No more."
"You're such a whore, Baby," she mumbled, pushing my thighs wider. "You love it, don't you?... Well, answer me!" and she waited.
"Yes," I finally whimpered.
"Yes what?" she demanded and began sucking my clit again.
"Yes, I love what you're doing," I mumbled.
"Doing what?" Simone laughed to humiliate me. "Say it!"
"I love you sucking my pussy," I panted, my body wanting another orgasm by now.
"Good... but that's all for now. My turn!"
Madame scrambled up onto the bed and knelt on either side of my head looking toward my feet. Then she lowered her body, so her bare pussy was right above my face. She was aroused, so it glistened in the low light of the room. Then she dropped down against my mouth.
"Eat it bitch!" she demanded. "I need to come!"
Her fingers went to her pussy and spread her big puffy lips wide, locking them across my mouth. It was hard to breathe under there and a steady stream of juices made it even harder.



Then she began to roll her clitoris with one hand while pulling at a nipple with the other. My captor pressed down even harder and rocked her body back and forth across my probing tongue.
I could hear her chanting profanities as she brought herself closer and closer to orgasm. She was almost beyond control, but there was nothing I could do to stop her, pinned and barred like I was. Suddenly, I was drowning in her cream as she exploded all over my buried face.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she repeated over and over as she came long and hard, pressing down so that I could scarcely breathe. But after what seemed like a long time, she finally came to a halt and lifted herself above me before crawling to the side of the bed.
"Ohhh... that was wonderful.... Just fantastic!" Madame moaned in ecstasy. Then she was friendly. "You must be stiff, so I'll take the bar off."
She pulled me up into sitting position.
"Something to drink now? Your lipstick is a mess, Baby!"
I was learning about Simone's kink. At the core, she was a normal person, almost gentle at times. Then she could quickly become a hard master, forceful and humiliating until one of us had an orgasm. After that, she'd revert to her other self again before descending into the darkness once more.
It was like that all evening.
Madame Beauregard used everything in her suitcase: restraining me with ropes and gags. When she vibrated me with her toys, I whined for her to stop... then I begged her to make me come again. She tortured my butt until it tingled with her little whip and that spanking paddle. I hated her, but I loved her wicked games and the intense pleasure they wrung from my oh-so-willing body.
The smooth ropes that bound me to the four corners of the bed fired my desire, but her firm hands around my throat were just too much!
"Canada! O' CANADA!!" I wailed and she stopped to laugh at me.
We'd both peaked several times before Simone called a halt and turned down the bed. We showered together, then fell into an exhausted sleep. In the morning she had time for some tender kisses and caresses before she prepared to leave.
One final kiss goodbye and she slipped a little envelope into my hand.
"Thank you so much," she whispered. "You were amazing! I'll see you again later this year. Bye, Baby."
When she was gone, I opened it. Five hundred dollars- my first tip!
****
My husband went for his three-week fly-in construction labour stint up at some isolated Northern mine. He was trading his time and muscles for a big paycheck and all he could eat, so I had the place to myself until he'd come home for his week-long leave. This left me with a lot of time on my hands after days at the office.
My experiences with the company were changing me. They had awakened deep-seated needs. Recent memories of my boss Dick's poundings left me wet, and the new thrills I felt from girl-girl exchanges teased my mind.
Thankfully there were my toys and the Internet. While Walter was away I drove myself into frenzies, masturbating to scenes from my new corporate life. My vibrator and dildo stood in for the cock, fingers and mouths that had taken me over the top so many times recently.
One day about a week and a half after my crazy night with Madame Beauregard, Nikki asked me to pull the Alpha Electronics file again. She told me to come to her desk at 5:00 to review the file and the little black book. Did that mean Simone was coming back for more of me?
"Not Madame again already! My bum is still sore," I complained.
"No, it's the business people this time. A married couple own Alpha and they like to play when they come to town. You'll have fun with this one, Corey."
"Me again! Not you, or Dick?"
"No. This time it's the two of you."
After everybody had gone home, Nikki passed me the book, the relevant spot already marked with the red ribbon. With great interest, I read what it said about the owners.
_________________________
Alpha Electronics
Ava and Conrad Bartlemans
Tag: ABC
Likes: swing with couples, pick up and play, all positions, anal, swap
Dislikes: dominance, pressure
Dates: Quarterly: May 10
__________________________
"Nikki, what does this 'pickup and play' mean?"
"It's fun. Usually they go to a bar or club with another couple..."
"Pretending to be strangers, right?" I interrupted.
"Yes, both you girls will sit having drinks, then one-by-one they show up and pick you up."
"Do they have a room upstairs?"
"Right, for the 'play' part, but they leave with you one at a time so nobody knows the game- that it's actually a foursome swinging."
"Maybe that could be fun."
"Sleep well the night before because Ava will want Dick until long after midnight. Even he is worn out after this one!"
"And Conrad- is he Alpha?" I joked, using the company name.
"Yes, and good-looking. You'll have your hands full."
"Meaning?"
"Really hung, and he sure knows how to use it."
"Omigod! When?"
Saturday night, downtown. Dick will take you there. Dress to kill, on top and underneath. Conrad likes lingerie."
****
About 7:00, my boss picked me up and drove to the hotel, a very posh place I'd never been in before. Dick dropped me off, telling me to meet a slim, attractive blonde in the lobby. He'd see me again about 9:00. Head held high, I made a grand entrance into the marble foyer, looking like I belonged there. A lovely blonde woman about forty stood ready to meet me.
"Corey?"
"I am. You must be Ava.... Dick told me all about you."
"Not too much, I hope. I'm more than just the games we play."
She took my arm to lead me into the impressive lobby area.
"Let's get better acquainted," Ava suggested. "After all...." She let her sentence trail off, but we both knew exactly what she meant.
We sat at the high stools beside the bar and she ordered wind for us., I noticed a fifty-dollar bill under her elbow, then she shifted position and it fell to the floor. She looked down, then at me.
"Corey, be a sweetheart and get that for me. This dress is so tight, I can hardly bend."
Ava was right about that. She had a great body and her clothes clung like a second skin! I slid off my stool and squatted awkwardly to retrieve it for her, then felt her hand touch my head.
Instinctively, I looked up. My client had spread her knees open, revealing acres of flesh, including her bare mound and slit. Ava pressed down lightly against my head to show me everything as she opened wider. Then I came up again with the bill.
"I hope you liked that," she smiled and said nothing more. I nodded affirmatively.
We sipped our wine slowly while she told me about herself and the company. It had been her father's business and she grew up knowing the operation from top to bottom. Ava was the real power behind Alpha, not just some sexy broad.
After about an hour together, she texted someone. A bit later, a very handsome man came to the other end of the bar. We paid him no attention until the barman set glasses of wine in front of us.
"From the guy down there," he said, pointing to the man who'd come in a short time ago.
We looked that way and he smiled at us in acknowledgement, lifting his own glass of alcohol to toast us. I hoped the guy wouldn't come over to hit on us, but a few minutes later he was beside me, asking if he could join us. Since we were drinking his wine, I had to say yes. But he must have seen that I wasn't very happy about it.
"Relax," he whispered. "I'm her husband."
Now the game was clear. He leaned closer and spoke softly to me.
"So glad to meet you. Richard said you were a beauty, but he definitely understated that!"
As if on cue, Ava took her drink and moved over to a small table away from the bar, leaving me with her husband. I expected that Dick would show up and go to her. Sure enough, about fifteen minutes later, my boss arrived, looked around, then headed straight for Ava. They acted like strangers meeting for the first time. A short time later they left the room together.
"Should we go now too?" I asked.
"Not yet. She likes private time before we watch."
Watching! Now the pickup and play game was underway.
Conrad hugged and kissed me on the elevator. I returned his advances so that he knew I was ready to play too. He had a keycard for the suite and we slipped in quietly. What I saw didn't surprise me. Ava was naked on the bed with her legs high in the air. Between them, Dick's muscular thighs rocked up and down like a jackhammer as he pounded deep inside her.
She clung tightly to him, with those big balls slapped against her. The moaning and groaning was intense. They didn't even acknowledge us as they kept on rutting like rabbits on the bed. I looked at Conrad to see what he thought of his wife fucking another man so boldly. He just smiled.
"I knew it!" he remarked. "Loves to fuck him! It almost makes me jealous- but I get you tonight and that makes up for it." Then he took my hand. "We'll use the other bed for now."
Conrad quickly stripped my new dress away, then stopped to admire my silky underthings. I wore a little corset which left my breasts bare, and included tabs for stockings. My knickers were split open from front to back for easy access.
He definitely approved, quickly tossing his own clothes aside to reveal a very stiff cock. Conrad motioned for me to turn around a few times to show him everything.
"Beautiful! Leave it all on. Let's fuck right now!"
He was as hung as my boss, but I was already primed- wet, and hot for sex.
I went onto my knees at the edge of the bed and spread wide to offer my pussy. His strong hands grasped my hips and he steadily pushed himself deep, right to my core.
A few months ago I couldn't have taken so much cock, but between Dick and my toys I was ready to play with this big man. All I wanted in return was a crushing orgasm- or two.
By now, Ava had already come with Dick. Now she was on all fours, panting for breath on the other bed, her fine tits suspended in all their glory. I was aware that the couple was watching Conrad ploughing into my body and I determined to give them a good show. I tilted my pelvis back toward my partner, my head buried in a pillow as I thumped back against him.
It was wicked to perform for others like this, but it felt so good! My hand went between my legs to strum my hard clit. Soon I had myself right on the verge of climax. Conrad's pounding cock, and my frantic fingers- along with the others' curious eyes- were just too much for me to hold back the pleasure any longer.
Suddenly I was in the throes of orgasm! An incredible tension raced through my heated body, almost lifting me off the bed! I kept frigging myself hard while I bounced up and down at the end of Conrad's plunging pole, calling for my partner to cream me. Very soon he exploded with a mind-blowing orgasm, his body jerking repeatedly as he unloaded.
Then I was aware of a smattering of applause from our spectators. This was embarrassing, now that I was physically released and satisfied. I wondered how I had become such a wanton slut, a woman no better than the lap dancers who blew customers at the Starlight Club?
And, what choice did I have now but to keep on with whatever else this client couple wanted next? I had a good idea of what was ahead for me. I'd read the little black book and seen their preferences: pickup, swap, anal. We'd covered the first two already.
Mrs. Bartlemans got up and went to her purse. She found a little tube, and it passed to her husband as she knelt on the bed beside me. We were beside one another, our butts in the air, as he squeezed out enough to thoroughly lube both of us.. Then he coated his rod before passing the tube to Dick, who did the same. He came behind me, stroking himself and prepping my opening.
"Ready now?" Conrad asked and Dick laughed
.
"Ready, set, go!"
This was a first for me and although I'd used my toys to prepare for it, I was worried.
"Careful Dick! Go slow," I groaned as his bulbous crown pressed against my tight ring.
"Just relax, Corey. Rub yourself and you won't feel a thing," he advised.
Slowly, ever so slowly he edged forward. Ava was right beside me, obviously well-acquainted with this because her husband was already vigorously pumping into her ass. But Dick was patient and began gently rocking, gradually pushing a little bit farther each time.
My swollen clitoris was responding to my touch and before I knew it, Dick's big crown had passed the constriction. He grasped my hips tighter and began to fuck me harder. I felt absolutely packed back there as he plumbed me deeper. I was stuffed with cock, my little pearl throbbing under my skilled fingertips.
So, this was anal. Amazing!
Next to me, Ava was mewing with delight under her husband's onslaught. The whole bed bounced as these big men leaned into their devilish work. Then Conrad stopped. I turned to look as he grinned at Dick.
"Let's swap now. I want to try out her sweet ass."
They traded places and since I was already stretched, my client pressed in with no difficulty. No difficulty, that is, except for my tormented thoughts.
Here I was, a wayward wife fucked up the arse by two other men. knew this was all wrong, and tried to push the thoughts aside. Was my own pleasure all that mattered to me anymore?
Conrad grabbed me tighter and groaned as he punished me with his penetrating thrusts. It hurt a bit now but this was all I deserved. Then, just when I was about to beg him to stop, my fingers had their way. I'd worked myself to another orgasm, a powerful one that shook me hard.
It seemed to last a long time, but he just kept on plugging me. Suddenly, my head was spinning and my stomach heaved. I was about to be sick, and rushed to the sink. Just in time!
That was the end of my evening with the Bartlemans. I lay resting on one bed while Dick and Conrad doubled up on wicked Ava. I couldn't bear to watch them fuck or listen to her shrill cries of pleasure as they rode her together, long and hard. I felt awful, physically and mentally:
I was utterly disgusted with myself.
Forced to keep their secret safe,
I had become a sex-crazed slut.
A new person I didn't even know.
Corey Moore, a corporate whore.
****
In the next chapter, she faces an altogether different kind of problem. Can Walter help her out? Keep on reading and rating. Thanks.
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Against My Will
After working on the Alpha file, it was different around the office.
I wasn't very busy the following week, but my boss seemed to go out of his way to come past my desk. Dick Maitland would stop to make conversation about any little thing, and the whole time he'd stare right through me. I felt awkward because ever since he took my virgin ass with the Alpha Electronics couple, things just weren't the same anymore.
Nikki saw it too, and she wasn't happy.
"What did you two do together last weekend? I see how he's around you like a bear to honey. He wants more of what he tasted. Remember girl, I was here first. What did you do?"
"Nothing special, Nikki. It was just my job. You know, the client specialist," I said with sarcasm because I was forced into this role after discovering the secret book.
"OK, you charmed the Bartlemans. Dick told me they were very pleased with you. But it's the boss I wonder about. What did you two do together?"
"Look, I don't want to upset you, so let's just drop it."
An insight slowly spread across her face.
"I know! He took you up the arse. Of course! There's nothing he likes more. That's it, right Corey?"
I was embarrassed by this whole conversation, so I tried to slip out of it.
"Nikki, I have to deliver the mail now. Let's talk about it some other time."
"No, not until you tell me the truth. Did Dick have his way with you there? Did he?"
I didn't say anything, then eventually bobbed my head affirmatively.
"Well, I knew it! That explains why he's hanging around your desk. He wants more. If I see his office door close behind you, I'll know he's taking you back into the bedroom."
"I hope not."
"He'll be looking for it. I know it said 'anal' in the secret book, but that was supposed to be with Conrad Bartlemans, not Dick."
"I didn't know that. The boss did it first, then they switched."
"Sonofabitch! I'm supposed to be the only one here who does that. Nobody else. And he knows it, the bastard."
"I'm sorry, Nikki."
"Oh no you're not! You liked it, didn't you? Yes, I'm sure you loved it, right?"
I could feel blood rushing into my cheeks as my embarrassment grew. So, I just grabbed the pile of mail and rushed away from her desk. The last thing I heard was a deep sigh followed by, "I'm going to lay into that man!"
Later I passed by Dick's office. The door was closed, and Nikki's voice was raised as she went at the boss. After a while it was quiet, but for a long time the door remained shut.
Finally, almost an hour later, Nikki came out and went to her desk. Her hair was still damp- I could see that she had recently showered. I knew that Dick had taken her into the back room for some apologetic sex. I guessed that it was probably anal.
At her desk I hesitantly asked how everything went with Dick. She just grinned and told me that he wouldn't be doing that with me anymore. I was to tell her if he ever tried.
"How did you do it? I mean Dick's the boss. He calls the shots."
"Not always. I reminded him how much I know about his business. I hold the key to the book," was all she said before continuing. "Besides, I was very compliant after that. He likes submission as much as anal, you know."
"I won't do it with him again that way," I promised.
"Good. Then, you and I can still be friends."
My vow was soon put to the test. Dick continued to hang around my desk with that longing look in his eye. Evidently, the sex we'd had last weekend was still on his mind. The next day, he whispered to me to come to his office right after lunch "for a private meeting." I hoped he wouldn't push his luck too far.
Dick led me into his executive bedroom and immediately began complimenting me on my efforts last weekend with the Bartlemans. It was pretty clear that he wanted a repeat performance right away.
There really wasn't much choice because of the blackmail deal. But I decided to limit what he did with me. I let him strip off my dress and ogle the very sexy undergarments which I always wore to work. My tiny thong and skimpy bra were much to his liking and before I knew it, I was on my back with my thong pulled aside and his eager mouth on my sex.
Dick dined on me, pushing my thighs wide to explore every bit of me. I gave in like he wanted and soon felt my swelling clitoris vacuumed between his lips. My juices seeped and he lapped them into his hungry mouth. It was so intensely pleasurable, putting my stomach into knots.
All at once it was too much! My hips heaved up against his face and my muscles shook with orgasm, a wonderful, strong orgasm! But Dick kept working my clit until I couldn't stand any more stimulation. I pushed him away and jammed my knees together.
"No more! No more!" I hissed.
"Ok.... I'm going to fuck you now. Up on your knees.... Good. Head down into the pillows.... And bring your arms behind your back. You're mine."
This posture of submission was exactly what the boss wanted, especially after he'd been chastised by Nikki. He stood behind me and grasped my crossed wrists before sliding his big cock into my kitty.
"Corey, you are such a slut!" he whispered aloud. "My little whore."
Yes, but despite what my body craved, this was against my will. I wanted to keep my job. I needed the money. And I didn't want anyone else to know what I was doing to hold onto it. Now I was trapped- the corporate whore.
Dick pushed into me with greater force, pressing me forward so that my face was buried in the pillows which supported my head. He kept pounding me like this for some time.
Suddenly he withdrew and a moment later I could feel his big cock pressing somewhere else. He was trying to take my ass! I immediately remembered Nikki. What if she found out?
"Dick, stop! I can't.... Nikki!"
"She'll never know," he groaned and kept on pressing his bulbous crown against my tight ring.
"No! She'll get it out of me.... Stop now!"
But he persisted, so I launched forward. Then I turned around and hissed,
"You had it once, Dick. Never again. Only with Nikki."
"And what if I want to take it? You made a deal with me," he threatened.
"Nikki and I are friends." I said in anger. "I know your secrets too. No more. Never!"
He thought for a few moments, and I could see his erection wilting.
"OK, OK, you win. I promise. Now let's finish this off like we were before."
"No Dick, I don't feel like it today. Sometimes you really piss me off!"
With that I got off the bed and quickly dressed myself. He just sat there, stunned by what had happened. When I came out of the washroom after freshening up, he was quietly putting on his clothes. Nothing more was said when I left.
There it was. I'd told my boss how things would be from now on. I'd taken back a little piece of the control given up when I was blackmailed in return for my silence. Now I had some power too, and it was a good feeling.
****
Things can change quickly at the office. Almost as soon as I gained a small measure of control in my situation, it all began to slip away. A new problem entered my complicated corporate life.
Dick had read somewhere that a Suggestion Box could be a useful way to improve staff morale and productivity. Nikki tried to talk him out of it, even reminding him that there was a lot to hide, and a climate of open-ness might bring certain things to light. But he went ahead with it anyway.
Sure enough, a few days after he had taken me into his executive bedroom, the boss called Nikki and me into his office. He looked very serious, so we knew right away that there was a problem of some sort. Then he handed us a slip of paper in bold print with no signature.
"Read this," he said bluntly.
DICK WAZZUP WIT DA BABES
Nikki got angry right away. "I told you this was a stupid idea, but you wouldn't listen to me!"
"That's not all," Dick said grimly. "Read this one."
BOSS N 2 CHIX. JUS WONDRIN
"The same block lettering on both of them," Dick noted. "The same person pointing fingers. And this one too."
He handed us another piece of paper.
DICK I NO UR FUCKIN DEM GALS
"Omigod, this is awful," Nikki worried. "They know. Do you think they want something?"
"It wouldn't be the first blackmail around here!" I reminded them.
"What should we do about this, Dick?" Nikki said anxiously.
"We can't give them anything more to comment about. No more sex here in the office. And you two should start taking separate coffee breaks to eliminate any sense that you're spending time together. I'll keep my office door open at all times."
Here's another idea, Dick," Nikki asserted firmly. "Get rid of that fuckin' Suggestion Box. It was a bad idea!"
"Already done. I'm sorry that I didn't listen to you about it."
Now things would be different around the office. We'd worry that someone was watching us, looking for evidence of wrongdoing. All of us waited for more notes, even demands for money and more, to keep the secret that was already out there.
Who was it? And how much did they know? How widely had this information been spread? Suddenly the three of us felt like we were in a fishbowl with all eyes on us.
****
Walter had just finished his first three-week stint at the isolated Northern mine site. A friend had helped him get a construction job where he worked twenty-one consecutive 10-hour days, followed by a full week back home. The company would fly him in and out every work cycle, and in between he worked outdoors at hard manual labour. But the pay was good and the food even better.
My husband came home tired, of course. He wasn't used to such hard work, day after day with no breaks. But there was something else too. I picked him up at the airport and as soon as we got into the car, he was all over me!
This was very unusual for my husband. Normally he wasn't amorous at all, but that evening Walter said that he was "going to fuck my ass off" the moment we got home. I was stunned. He had me naked almost as soon as the apartment door closed!
We'd married in a fevered rush ten years ago, and his fire had pretty much burned out when I started working for Dick's company. A quiet evening watching television was his idea of a good time. I tried everything to rekindle the flame, to relight the damp fuse, but to no avail. So, I was perpetually frustrated, only getting by with my toys.
It was doubly hard to have so little sex when two years earlier I'd been a cocktail waitress at the Starlight Club, a titty bar with an even raunchier Private Room. I delivered drinks there regularly, and saw the strippers giving head to paying customers. It was so stimulating for me, that I often pulled aside my skimpy costume to masturbate while I watched.
Things were different for me now. I had my new office job and all the sex I could handle. Besides my boss and his personal assistant, Nikki Townsend, I was forced to service special clients- men, women, and couples, all because I'd found the secret book of customer demands. I would have been fired if I refused to whore for them.
Walter didn't know anything about this when he came home looking for love, eager for sex. He had no idea what I'd been doing even before he went up North. Now I felt awful! My indiscretions weighed heavily as I looked into his eager face.
I resolved immediately to give him everything I had, and to teach him some of the exciting new things that I'd learned too. Walter didn't know it, but he was in for a week of the most intense love and sex in our ten years together. I'd see to that.
"The bedroom, Walter. Let's do it there," I directed as he eagerly groped me against the wall.
"Yeah! I'll take you!"
With that he bent forward and dropped his shoulder to my waist before standing up again. There I was, fully naked draped across his broad shoulder with my head partway down his back.
"Migod! I didn't know you were so strong," I marvelled as he headed toward the bedroom.
"I'm like a slave up there. All grunt work- hard labour. I work, eat and sleep- nothing else."
He was right, because it seemed to me that his biceps were bigger and harder than I remembered. I could feel how hard his back muscles felt as my face bounced against them. This strong man was going to be inside me very soon.
"Oh Walter, take me hard!" I enthused.
"Baby, I'm going to fuck you all night!" he bragged as he pushed through the bedroom door.
There was nothing that I wanted more. This was the man I'd married, the one who couldn't get enough of me when we were younger. A whole new Walter had turned up at the airport and I was ready to screw him until he couldn't see straight. This is what I'd been wanting for years.
He dropped his trousers, then jammed his stiff cock between my legs. I wrapped my legs around him and hung off his neck as he thrust into me like a wild animal. Great sex at home- who could ask for anything more?
As it turned out, I could.
Unfortunately, my man just wasn't up to expectation. Instead, he was like a tired racehorse, bolting from the start but fading in the home stretch. Actually, he never got much beyond the first couple of turns. That night, he made his best effort in years, but it wasn't very long before he shot his bolt. And I was just nicely warmed up!
The look on his face said that he felt like King of the World. Then, all too soon, he dropped off to sleep, leaving me high and dry. I understood- he was dead tired from his three week shift. So, I tried again the next night, suggesting in a sexy voice that we shower together and have some fun. He was watching television and his reply left me cold.
"Corey, I shower to get clean, not to get dirty."
Did he mean it as a joke? I wasn't entirely sure, so went to shower myself, returning after with only a towel and a smile. He looked at me and commented that he'd shower later when the game was finished. I went to bed very frustrated. And that was pretty much the pattern for the rest of the week, as he brushed off all my attempts to ease him into bed with me.
Was there any hope for us, a married couple with totally mismatched sex drives? Would I have any more success at motivating him when he came home for his next week off work? Would my sexual desires only be satisfied by self stimulation and my whoring for Dick's company? I despaired.
Walter had been tried and still found lacking.
****
One fateful morning I found a mysterious note on my desk when I arrived at the office. It was in the same block capitals as those in the Suggestion Box, but it was directed at me. A chill passed through me when I read it.
I SEEN DA BOOK. LADYS ROOM 6:00. TRUBLE IF U TELL
My first instinct was to show it to Dick but the last words scared me off. I wondered if was from another woman if that's where we're meeting, maybe someone jealous of the boss's attention. But how could she have found the black book, securely locked in Nikki's desk? I decided to keep the appointment with the person who knew so much.
Nobody else was around when I approached the Ladies room at 6:00. I hesitated before pushing against the door which I figured would be locked, but it swung in. I glanced around the big room and saw no-one, until I spotted a pair of shoes and trouser legs visible beneath a cubicle door.
"Youse da helper, right?" a gravelly male voice came from behind the door.
"You're a man!" I exclaimed in surprise. "Come out of there!"
"I seen da book," was all he said, then waited for my reply.
I played dumb.
"What book? What are you talking about?"
"Da one bout sex wit folks. What ya sluts do fur dem. Youse in on it."
"I don't know what you mean," I lied.
"Yeah, ya do. Youse wit a gov'ment lady couple weeks back, den las week wit da boss an couple o' people. Man an lady, eh. Swingin'."
I was trapped. He'd read the book and knew all the latest secrets. So, he had probably gone through the whole thing and found out about the three of us. We were all in trouble now. I tried putting on a brave face.
"So, what of it? Business meetings, that's all."
"Hey I seen all bout dem folks. Kinky stuff, swingin', ass-fuckin'- ya done it all, ya slut."
"What do you want? Money?"
"Nah. I git you."
"Me? What do you mean?"
"Jus like ya give dem others. Start right now."
"You're blackmailing me for sex, you bastard!" I shouted at the door of the cubicle. "Show yourself. Who are you?"
"Hey, helper. I say nuthin' bout da book, an ya git yurself in here. Thas my deal."
I was shocked.
"Don't keep me waitin'. On yur knees an come here."
"You want me to blow you..."
"Fur starters, yeah or I blow da wissle on all ya."
Then he chuckled at his own little joke.
"If I tell Dick, you're in big trouble," I threatened.
"So what? Ya tink he know me? What can he do, eh?"
I felt defeated by being forced into sex yet again. It seemed that there wasn't much choice but to give in to his demands. He pushed the door open, and I saw a heavy-set man wearing a face mask standing there with his stiff cock in hand.
"Grab it helper. Jus like I's one o' dem big shots," he snarled.
"Only if you promise not to tell," I bargained.
"Thas all I do. Git on wit it. Yur bes blowjob, hoar."
This was the worst experience of my life, though it did remind me of some of the ugly men I saw in the Private Room at Starlight Club. This was awful! There I was on my knees in a cubicle, forced to take an unappealing stranger's cock into my mouth. I knew the only way to get through this was quickly, with my eyes closed.
He was pretty big, and rammed it into my mouth right away. I grabbed the base to keep him out of my throat. His hands came behind my head, and I could hear him huffing and puffing before he lost control. My ordeal was over in minutes.
He quickly pulled up his zipper while I jumped to my feet and rushed to the nearby sink. I vehemently spit before bending down to rinse my mouth under the tap. He watched me until I turned back to face him.
"There, you bastard. Satisfied? We're done with this, and you won't talk!" I asserted firmly.
"Yeah, we dun fur now. Be here Friday 6:00. Nex time ya swallow."
"No! I won't do it," I yelled.
"Ya will or ever' body know bout ya an dem other two," he threatened. "Now jus go home an not say nuthin' bout this deal we got." Then he chuckled again. "A secret, like da book."
I could hear him laughing as I rushed out into the hallway. Then he was gone.
His grating voice echoed in my head all the way home. I wracked my brain to think of who he was- a guy from the building, or someone from outside. Maybe he was a maintenance man? Or a night shift cleaner? A security guy? He had the power to force me to serve him sexually, and I hated him for making me feel so submissive!
I was a nervous wreck by the time Friday rolled around. Nikki noticed it and enquired, but I made up some excuse about Walter and pretended I'd be staying after 5:00 to finish up some work. I knew she and Dick were busy that evening, so she actually left before 5:00.
At 6:00 I forced myself to walk to the Ladies room to do my duty for this stranger. This time he wasn't hiding in a cubicle, instead standing with his back to the counter with the sinks. Though he wore a mask again, I could see that he was partially bald and wore workman's clothing with no company logos or markings.
I hadn't seen this man around the building, so I knew he must be someone who worked night shifts. Perhaps he was employed by a private contractor?
He got right to the point.
"Dis time ya swallow. I's ready."
As I approached, he stepped out from the counter and turned to face the big mirror above it.
"On yur knees front o' me so I watch!" he commanded.
Then he hoisted his hard dick from his trousers and held it out for me.
"Suck me! Jus like yur boss an dem others. Do it good."
I went down in front of him, closed my eyes and opened my mouth in preparation. He stepped back a little further, probably to adjust the angle so he could see me doing him. Then he barked an order.



"Hey! Eyes open an look at me all da time!"
This pervert demanded my obedience, my submission. He wanted to humiliate me.
I took him into my mouth with my head tilted back, staring into his grinning, unshaven face. He brought a big hand down and cupped it under my jaw, pulling my face back and forth. I could see him alternating between gazing down at me and watching my performance in the mirror.
My head bobbed faster when his other hand grabbed my hair and began pulling me hard against him. I was gagging on his cock as he forced it deeper. His pelvis was arched up toward me and I felt him straining hard. It was disgusting!
Then the man came in a series of strong jerks that filled my mouth with his seed. I tried to jump to my feet to rush for the sink again, but this time he held me firmly in his grip with my face angled up toward him.
"An swallow! I wanna see it. All o' it!" he ordered.
I wanted to spit, but I had no choice and did as demanded.
"Open up an show me.... Thas good.... Ya likes dat, don't ya?"
I was angry and jumped up, pushing him away from me.
"You pig! I hate you!" I screamed.
He just grinned back before taunting me.
"Thas no way ta talk. I's goin' ta fuck ya in da boss office 'nother time."
"I won't do it!"
"Ya will. Maybe nex week. 'Nother note on yur desk."
Then he zipped up, turned on his heel and left me standing. When the door slammed shut, I rushed to see where he was headed. But he'd already rounded the nearby corner and was gone
.
Clearly, this wasn't going to stop. He was crude, and forcing me into sex with the threat of telling others. Unfortunately, there was plenty to tell, and I knew it would be the end of my office career if he did. But, sex with him in Dick's office was too much to demand. What would I do?
****
There wasn't a note on my desk the following Monday and I breathed a sigh of relief. But I was anxious, waiting for the axe to fall. Nothing Tuesday. Nor Wednesday. But when I approached my desk on Thursday morning, I noticed a little folded paper tucked under my name card. Oh no! My breath came in gasps as I unfolded it and saw those block capitals again.
COPY ROOM AT 7 TODAY
I tried to forget about it all day long but just couldn't do it. I caught Nikki looking at me strangely a few times. Probably wondering why I was a bit 'off' today. She was direct, as usual.
"What's with you today? You seem nervous as a cat."
"Oh nothing," I hesitated while trying to think of an excuse. "Wondering how Walter is doing. I hear there's bad weather up there right now."
"Maybe you'll need to warm him up when he gets home," she joked, and the moment passed.
I hung back at quitting time and by 7:00 was outside the Copy Room, located in a distant corner of our office area. The door was closed, but I knew he'd be inside waiting for me. I wondered why he'd chosen this place and whether he'd be naked- ugh! However, he was fully dressed and again wearing that same big mask.
"Hey helper, I got da work fur ya," was all he said.
"What kind of work?" I asked suspiciously.
"Jus little copyin'. Turn on da machine. Sit it to colour an show me where ta push dem buttons fur papers."
I did as he said but I was confused. What did he want to copy? He wasn't holding any papers
"Now, git all dem clothes off- ever'thin'. I wanna git some pitures. Quick!" he ordered.
Then it dawned on me. He wanted to make photocopies of me! Then he started with the instructions.
"Lean o'er da machine so yur tits git real close ta da screen....Yeah, nice.... Be still.... An copy."
He was pleased when a coloured picture of my naked breasts came into the tray. But he was just getting started.
"Hey! Pull dem nips dis time.... Yeah, longer.... Mmm, das good. Cup dem tits wit yur hans n pinch 'em bigger. Oh yeah.... Copyin'. Great tits!... More now."
I leaned over the machine until the pervert had all the shots of me that he wanted. Then more instructions.
"I lif' ya up on it now.... Spread dem legs so's I see da slit.... Hot! Here go."
I heard the machine running and a bright light passed between my legs. He picked up the copy and looked at it like he was an artist.
"Dis time pull yurself open fur me ta see all o' it... Yeah, like dat.... Some pussy!... Hold still, I's makin' copies."
Out came more lewd images of my body, but he wasn't finished yet.
"Now hold 'er open an finger yur clit. Look down an make like yur gonna cum fur me."
Eventually he tired of this sick game. I saw a thick pile of copies in the tray, every sexual part of me in full colour. And, I noticed that his cock was out too. He abruptly lifted me down from the machine, depositing me at his feet.
"Ya knows what ta do now, eh."
I knelt naked by the machine as he forced himself into my mouth, demanding that I look up at him again. Apparently, his photography session had already put him on edge because he didn't last very long. Then he turned for the photocopies.
"Great shots, helper. Shame if ever'body seen dem. Real shame, eh? Don't say nuthin' bout dis or da boss gits da pitrures. Oh yeah- he already seen ever'thin' ya got anyway!" And he laughed.
The guy was mocking me because now he had something else to hold over me. I turned to retrieve my clothes and he was gone, leaving me angry about what I'd just been forced into. And I knew it wasn't over yet because the last time he said he'd be taking me in Dick's office.
****
There were no more notes for the rest of the week, and I began to relax a bit. Walter had been away at the mine for three weeks and would be back on the weekend. I was so happy he was returning after the awful time this office stranger had put me through, nothing but forced sex and humiliation.
When I picked my husband up at the airport I wondered if it was someone else. He'd grown a fine auburn beard and had it neatly trimmed. It seemed like my man had slimmed down, even though his shirt was very tight in the upper arms and shoulders. His thighs pressed tightly against his jeans.
Walter looked great-so masculine and strong. I told him so after he had kissed me long and hard, leaving me breathless. He saw me staring at his physique and explained.
"Nothing to do up there after work. There's a weight room where I work out every day."
I grabbed his bicep and squeezed. It was hard as steel. Six weeks of hard labour and weights had turned my husband into a real hunk! I wanted to get home as soon as possible and drag him into bed.
I didn't have to persuade him. He scooped me off my feet effortlessly and rushed me into the bedroom. I was naked in moments, after which he made love to me for the rest of the evening.
Walter was big, strong and horny now. For two hours he moved me into different positions like I was a feather weight. He ate my pussy. I sucked his cock. He took me from above, from behind, and from the side. I rode him from above while he plunged up into me from underneath. It was incredible!
My husband had never been so eager, so amorous. He possessed me like never before, and I loved it!
The rest of the weekend passed in a blur. I need not have wondered if Walter would fizzle out like he had last month when he came home. No, he was fit now, and bursting with energy. He wouldn't let me out of the house- and I didn't want to leave.
We made love in every room that weekend. On Saturday we went out for drinks, and he even brought me to the car to do it in the back seat. He was a new and better man- an amazing lover!
But on Sunday night, I felt nervous about going to the office in the morning. Would there be another note waiting for me? By now I had figured out that the guy was probably a contracted caretaker. He had a big ring of jingling keys on his belt and sometimes smelled like bleach. I decided that if he wanted to meet somewhere in the office after hours, I'd tell Walter about it. This couldn't go on.
There wasn't a note on my desk, but later in the day I discovered a bit of paper I'd overlooked stuffed under my name card. It was from the stranger.
"BOSS OFFICE TUES 7.00"
He had threatened this and now planned to act on it. I had to get some help, otherwise this blackmail would keep going on forever.
Walter was home all week and when I came back from the office he could see that I was upset. It didn't take long for me to open up about the problem. I told him about the notes, the blowjobs, and the humiliating photocopy session. He exploded in anger.
"The goddam fucker! Who is this guy? I'll fix him!"
"He always wears a mask, but I think it's a nightshift janitor. Tomorrow evening he wants me to meet him in the boss's office and I'm afraid of what he has planned."
"Did you tell your boss about this? It has to stop!"
"I don't want to rock the boat because this could get messy."
I was covering up because I didn't want to tell him why the guy was blackmailing me.
"I mean, if there's an arrest and a trial, I'd have to testify and tell all the awful details of what he's done to me. I just couldn't do it."
"OK. I'll take care of it for you," my husband assured me. "Let me into the building about 6:30 or so. You go to the boss's office and I'll surprise the guy. I'll punch his bloody lights out!"
"No violence, Walter. If you're arrested, the whole thing could come out at YOUR trial."
"OK. I'll just scare the Hell out of him. You're my wife and he can't get away with what he's doing. This will be man-to-man, like we fix things up at the work camp."
My sometimes uncaring man had become my knight in shining armour. That night in bed, I loved him like he'd never been loved before. Anything he wanted and more. On and on until he could hardly stand up. We both came a couple of times before exhaustion settled us into a contented sleep.
****
Our plan was going all wrong!
That loathsome night custodian had me right where he wanted- flat on my back, naked on the executive bed behind Dick's office. His cock was hard and he was ready to take me, but my husband was still nowhere to be seen!
I had propped open the building door from the parking lot like we planned. But he hadn't come to my rescue. Later, he apologized for getting lost in the maze of corridors. In fact, at one point he was even on the wrong level!
Suddenly, in the nick of time, Walter burst into the executive bedroom. What a scene! The perverted blackmailer was already naked on top of me and only moments away from penetration. My husband sprinted for the bed, taking the guy completely by surprise.
"What in Hell are you doing on my wife!!" he bellowed. "Get off her! Get off!"
He grabbed the man by the neck and jerked him onto his feet. The guy was rock hard, so my angry husband kneed him right in the stones.
"You fuckin' bastard," he screamed as my attacker bent over, clutching his groin. "Here's something else for you!"
Walter brought his knee up again, this time connecting with the man's jaw, sending him sprawling.
"Stay away from my wife or next time I'll finish what I started here," Walter yelled.
I scrambled to get my clothes back on as the janitor tried to get to his feet, only to fall back again, out cold.
I panicked. "What do we do now?"
"Nothing. There'll be no more trouble with him."
"What if he dies?" I worried.
Walter laughed.
"Only of embarrassment when somebody finds him naked in the boss's office."
And he was right. There were no more notes on my desk. Nor did I ever see that awful janitor around the building. My new man Walter had come and saved the day. Now things could be different between us.
But I needed some way to undo the dirty deal that trapped me.
Some way to escape life as Dick's corporate whore.
Some way to get back a measure of sanity!
__________________
Readers: Unfortunately, Corey's problems are not over yet, even though her man has finally come back to life. Will there be no end to the evil around her?
Watch for Chapter 06. And please rate this story before you go. Thanks.
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The Secret Diary
"Nice little diary you keep, Mrs. Moore. But you really should be more careful about leaving it around the house. You wouldn't want Walt to see it."
He found it!
Nikki had suggested I keep a journal to give voice to my confused thoughts about my role as company whore. Therapeutic she said. But now Walter's mine roommate staying with us for the week had found it. And he'd read it too.
"Do you really do all those things, Corey? This is like porn!"
"Give it back to me," I begged as Tony held it above my head, out of reach.
"You'll have to earn it back. I'm here for a week, so that should do it."
"You're Walter's friend and I'm his wife!" I hissed, my husband still asleep upstairs.
"His loyal wife, right? Sit down while I remind you what you wrote," he ordered.
.
"No!"
"Sit down!" he repeated firmly. So I sat, hoping that my husband wouldn't come in unexpectedly.
"Dear Diary," he began, then read out my entire first entry.
"Please help me.
I have this wonderful job, but it causes so much pain. Office Assistant is the best position ever, but parts of it are awful.
I'll be blunt. I have to fuck people for the company to keep it! Yes Diary, I really do.
I found a secret book about sex for clients in my supervisor's desk. If I didn't agree to satisfy them, I'd be fired. I should have just walked away."
"Here comes the really good part," Tony mocked, then continued to read aloud.
"Dairy, it's terrible having sex with other men when Walter is away! My boss takes me into his office to fuck. And I meet Dick's clients to do wicked things with them.
You're the only one who knows how hard I come with them. It's shameful- I'm a whore, with no self-control. A cheap slut!
Corey"
Tony stopped reading, and and grinned at me triumphantly.
"So, Mrs. Moore, I keep the diary and you get it back by servicing me this week."
This was going all wrong.
I wrote because I might have gone crazy if I didn't admit to those things. While my once-neglectful husband was changing, I was forced to be company whore. The guilt was awful.
When Walter came home from his second long stint at the fly-in mining camp, he was muscled and horny. My man wanted me all the time!
That brought wild nights to our bedroom. What used to last for minutes, now consumed glorious hours. What usually ended in my frustration, now led to incredible orgasms.
But Walter didn't know what I'd become, and I couldn't tell him. I knew my husband couldn't accept everything I'd done with other people, men and women.
And now his friend knew all my secrets!
****
One Monday before I started keeping the diary, I had hauled myself into the office very late. Too much shame and too little sleep. My supervisor noticed immediately.
"Well, look at what the cat dragged in!"
"Nikki, I just can't do it anymore!"
"You look terrible! Want to talk about it?"
"What good could that possibly do? I'm bound. Maybe I'll just quit and be done with the deal."
"Quit! We need to talk. Come with me."
Nikki knew what was bothering me. It didn't take a psychologist to figure out that a married woman would have a terrible time being sexually blackmailed. She got right to the point.
"Let me guess. Walter was home for the past week and now you're full of guilt about what you do for the company. He doesn't know about any of it, of course."
"Yes, yes and yes," was all I said, not eager to talk because it was pointless.
"And now you're ready to quit?"
"Why not? I can't live with myself. A whore! My god, I never thought..."
"That you'd have such great sex," Nikki suggested, finishing my sentence before I could say anything else.
"No!" I blurted out. "I'm getting that at home!"
"Walter?"
"Yes, he's a new man now! All hot and bothered from being far away from me for so long."
"So, he's been bedding you for the past week?"
"And all around the house. Even in the car!"
Suddenly, the enormity of the problem was too much and I started to sniffle.
"Nikki, I've become a cheap slut, fucking to keep this job."
"Look Corey, you either keep doing it or Dick will fire you. So you have to stick with it.... Besides, I'd miss our time together, you and me working, and... well, you know what else. I'd really miss that part!"
I pulled myself together and continued.
"Well, Nikki, that's something I never did before. It's fucking Dick and other guys that bothers me so much!"
"Yeah, like you don't get great orgasms with them. I've seen it," she noted sarcastically. "Anyway, I'm sure we can work things out somehow. I'll talk to him about it."
It was a ray of hope.
"Corey, at least for now, do you feel better telling me your problems?"
"I suppose so. Getting it off my chest. It's not as hopeless as before we came in here."
Then Nikki lightened the mood.
"Off your chest, eh... and such a lovely one.
You have the nicest boobs."
I felt myself blushing. Nikki time was a part of my role which I quite enjoyed. Then nothing more was said for a few moments before she added:
"Have you ever kept a journal, Corey? A private place where you write about your feelings?"
She stopped for a moment to weigh her words, then continued.
"I keep one... well, I should say that I kept one when I first started this secret part of my job. I felt like you do, but pouring out my feelings helped."
"No, I haven't done that."
"Start one tonight. You'll feel better to write what's on your mind. All of it. What you like and what you don't."
After 5:00 I stopped to buy a little journal. I vowed to write something every day- at least while Walter was away.
In the evening, I opened to page one and penned "Dear Diary". It would be like speaking to a close friend. I told her about my dilemma, hoping that she might give me peace of mind.
The next day, Nikki asked me if I had followed her suggestion. I told her about my first entry, and she urged me to continue, including what enjoyed about my expanded role.
I knew that she meant our budding girl-girl relationship. I admitted to her that I still felt too shy about putting something like that to paper. She had some more advice.
"Sometimes it's easier to do things if you pretend to be somebody else. I know you served drinks at a strip club for a couple of years."
"Yes, Starlight Club."
"Did you ever imagine being one of the strippers, showing off your body, pleasing the customers?"
"Nikki... uh... actually, I used to get myself off watching them with men in the Private Room."
"Pretending you were one of them, right?"
"Yes, I admit it," I replied, flushed with the memory of those times.
"Just detach yourself like that when it's too personal to write. Stop being Corey for a little while so you can admit to anything you want to say. Use another name."
"You mean something like... uh... Starlight?" I suggested.
"Exactly! Use that name when you're too uncomfortable writing things in your journal. I think it would be sexy when we have private times too."
That evening I faced my experiences with women, a pleasureable part of being the company whore. Still shy admitting to it, I wrote about 'Starlight' instead.
________________________
Dear Diary
My friend Starlight is a lot like me. We could be twins, but she has different feelings.
Diary, she likes sex with girls too. Imagine that! Her man doesn't know about these naughty things.
Starlight didn't act this way before joining the company. Each time it got easier. She says the gentle touch is intoxicating!
And that's not all. She met one and went to her room. The lady tied and blindfolded her, then she was gagged and spanked.
Just imagine, Diary. Starlight gets wet even thinking about losing control, then coming so hard! Is this wrong?
Corey
________________________
My private journal helped me. I filled pages with stories and feelings. Sometimes I wrote about being with Dick and his customers. Other times Starlight remembered erotic evenings with Nikki and other women.
My diary was therapeutic. But was it risky to tell all?
****
[Three weeks pass]
"Nice little diary you keep, Mrs. Moore. But, you really should be more careful about leaving it around the house. You wouldn't want Walt to see it."
The voice left me cold. I nearly dropped my morning coffee when Walter's house guest came up behind me in the kitchen. I spun around to face the big man he had become friends with at the mining camp. Tony was between apartments in another city, so Walter had invited him to stay the week with us.
"I don't know what you're talking about," I protested, not very convincingly.
"Sure you do Corey, or is it Starlight? I never could quite figure that out," he smirked.
"What!... Where is it?" I spluttered.
"Don't worry. It's safe with me."
Then he brought a hand from behind his back and held it high, beyond my reach. I begged him to hand it over, but he just laughed.
"You'll have to earn it back. I'm here for a week, so that should do it."
"You can't mean that, Tony. You're Walter's friend and I'm his wife"
"His loyal wife, right? Sit down while I remind you what you wrote," he ordered.
He made me sit while he read my entire first entry out loud. I prayed that Walter wouldn't come down the stairs. A minute later he concluded:
"So, Mrs. Moore, I keep the diary and you get it back by servicing me this week."
"I won't do it, you bas...."
"Oh, but you will," he interrupted as he stepped forward to wrap his arms around me, pressing against my mouth for a long, hard kiss.
I didn't respond to it, and pushed against him. But he was too strong. Next thing I knew, his arm holding the book encircled my waist while he groped my breasts with his other hand.
"Stop or I'll scream," I threatened.
"And I'll show him your diary if you do," he replied, completely disregarding my threat. "Now let's get that shirt off you so I can see those big tits."
"He'll come in and catch you."
"Nah. He'll sleep right through it, just like he does at the camp. I have to wake him up every morning."
Tony started to pull at the buttons but I didn't want him to tear my new shirt.
"Don't rip it! I'll undo them."
"And that bra too. Give me a good look at you."
Then he resumed trying to kiss me as I struggled to remove them. The shirt and bra soon fell to the floor exposing me to our houseguest.
"Nice tits, Corey! Make those nipples stiff for me. Umm... the best!"
Then he lowered his head to suck one while he rolled the other between his fingertips. His big arm around my waist pulled me close to him. I tried but couldn't get away. I rallied to try stopping this again.
"That's enough! Walter will smell the coffee I made and be up any moment now. Let go of me!"
"Sure, Mrs. Moore. But I want the rest of you tonight after he falls asleep. Come across the hall to my room. Understand? Then I won't have to tell him anything or show him your diary.... I want to find out if you really do those things!"
I glumly agreed to his demand. There wasn't much choice.
Dammit! Are all men this lecherous? That had been my experience with Dick, with company clients, and with the night custodian at the office. Would men always want to force me into sex? Would there always be secrets to make me do whatever they demanded?
I buttoned up quickly, and stuffed my bra into a pocket. When my husband came downstairs, Tony and I acted like nothing had happened. I turned to pour coffee for them as they greeted one another. Walter noticed the book.
"What do you have there, Tony?"
"Just something I've been reading. you might find it interesting."
I held my breath until Walter replied.
"Nah. I don't read much of anything."
Then we sat down to talk about the day ahead. I didn't say much, too busy nervously eyeing my journal on the nearby kitchen counter. Meanwhile, they made plans.
"Let's do something today, Walt."
"Sure. Meet my chums at the pub later?"
"Good idea. Come with us, Mrs. Moore?"
I declined because I was hatching a plan to get my diary back. Tony wouldn't say anything to my husband because I'd already agreed to come to his bedroom tonight. No, he wouldn't want to jeopardize that.
The two of them puttered around in the morning, fixing something on our old car. After lunch, they went for a walk. Both men were in great shape, so I guessed that Tony and Walter spent time exercising at the mine.
This gave me a some time alone to search for my stolen diary. I quickly went through Tony's room, checking his luggage and things he'd already put into dresser drawers or hung in the closet. But I was worried that they might come home unexpectedly, so I only made a quick inspection. No book.
After supper, they were off to the pub, but a girlfriend invited herself over to whine about her wayward husband. Damn! I had hoped to resume my search. She finally left shortly before they returned.
"Help me get this man to bed!" Tony told me in a loud voice. "I guess I bought too many rounds."
I could see that Walter was seriously drunk, stumbling aimlessly with his friend helping to support him. He had never been much of a drinker and Tony clearly saw advantage in this. He confirmed as much.
"He's not going to be much good to you tonight, is he Mrs. Moore?" he laughed.
I knew exactly what he was insinuating. Then in a quieter voice that Walter wouldn't hear, he reminded me about tonight.
"Get yourself over to my room as soon as he's asleep."
****
I felt like a slut as I donned my robe to cross the hallway. Walter had dropped into a stupor almost as soon as I got his clothes off. Now there was my forced duty with Tony. He was waiting in bed.
"Ah, couldn't wait to see me, could you?" he teased.
"He's asleep," I replied grimly.
"So drop that robe and get in here."
He pulled back the blanket and I saw that he was already naked, a hairy man with a big cock. It swelled larger when I draped my robe across the chair and slowly lay down beside him. There I was, naked with a stranger again, and not by choice.
"On your back and let's get started," was Tony's idea of foreplay.
He knelt between my spread legs, his rod lined up with my pussy. Leaning forward, he dragged the thing across my labia a few times before steadily pushing home. My body yielded comfortably, despite his size. He leaned on his strong arms for leverage and pumped into me at an increasing pace.
Tony tried to kiss my mouth, but I turned my head to prevent it. I knew that the strippers at Starlight never kissed customers. He might force me into sex, but I wouldn't give him everything. I was just going through the motions tonight.
Then his hand slid down my pelvis, between our bodies. One finger and another found my clit, protruding almost obscenely with me spread so wide. They pressed and circled it, sending little shockwaves through my stomach. I felt my hips moving on their own in response and I hated myself for it.
"Like that, eh Starlight," he grunted between strokes.
I didn't reply, but could not regain control of my willing body. It was giving me away! My pussy was absolutely gushing. This man had some skill in bed.
"You hot slut!" he chuckled. "It's all true."
He worked my throbbing button even more firmly than ever. I could feel my need to come building, my desire lifting me hard against him with every stroke.
My toes were curling. all my muscles tight, then little tremors started to shoot through my kitty and ripple outward. I didn't want this, but I couldn't stop it, not with his big cock pounding me and his fingers working my clit.
That soft moaning. Was it me? Before I knew it, my lower body began to clench and release- an orgasm! I bounced hard against him as the intense pressure built up inside burst forth in a crashing climax. Then his hand slid away so he could concentrate on his cock.
Soon Tony was coming too, grunting so loudly I was afraid Walter might hear. With thrust after thrust, he pounded out his own orgasm, arching his back to blast seed into me, stroke after stroke.
Finally, he slumped forward, exhausted from working me so hard and so long. I pushed him off me. Then we lay there bathed in sweat and gasping for breath.
"Great fuck! Yeah, just like your diary says," was the first thing he said as I jumped up to put on my robe.
"I want it back now!" I hissed.
"Maybe sometime before Walt and I go back to the mine."
"Now!" but he shook his head to say "No."
I persisted. "OK then, tomorrow. Promise!"
"Tomorrow? I'll only promise you more fucking after your old man is asleep. And every night this week. Now get back to him before I go after more right now."
I didn't need to be told twice.
On Sunday morning, we all slept late. I woke and lay next to my snoring husband wondering how I would manage to get through the week ahead with this brute of a house guest. What if he wouldn't give back my incriminating diary? What if I resisted his advances- would he show it to Walter? I had to find it.
My tension was almost unbearable at breakfast. Tony sat across the table from me smirking. He was gloating, reminding me that he'd screwed me silly last night, and had every intention of doing it again tonight. As long as he held my secret journal, he held me captive.
Walter had no idea of what was really happening- on so many levels.
"I hope you're enjoying your visit here, Tony," he commented.
"More than you can imagine, Walt old boy. Your lovely wife is so good to me that I couldn't be happier," he smiled and we both knew his real meaning.
I couldn't hold it any longer. I had to get away from our grinning guest before he said too much.
"What have you fellows got planned for today? Going to the game or anything like that?" I suggested.
"Great idea, my love. Right, Tony? I'm sure there are still tickets. We'll go right after lunch."
I was outside in the garden while Walter finished work on the old car. Tony was inside his room. Then, after lunch they were gone and I finally could scour the house for my book.
I crept into his room and carefully went through all his clothes again. Then I found a piece of paper on the closet shelf and read a handwritten note.
"Try the other bedroom Starlight."
"Dammit! He's on to me!" I cursed.
I didn't have any option but to play his little game, and went straight to the other room to frantically rifle through all the furniture. Nothing! Then underneath a cushion I spotted another piece of paper and read:
"Remember to check the lounge."
"You bastard! You bloody bastard!" I screamed.
Obviously this is what he had done when I was out in the garden. He was mocking me, leading me on a wild goose chase. This was our guest's idea of fun.
I spent two hours chasing an infuriating trail of hidden notes from one room to the next before giving up in disgust. I guessed that Tony probably had it with him at the game. It was small and would easily slip into a back pocket.
When they came home later, I could see the top edge of it sticking out of his trousers, tempting me to just grab and run. Instead, I grimly resolved to retrieve it after he fell asleep. I was already resigned to another booty call anyway.
Our guest volunteered to dry the dishes after supper. We were alone, with Walter parked in front of the television. My hands were in the sink when Tony came from behind and grabbed my hips, pushing hard against me, while nuzzling into my neck.
"I'll be waiting for you," he whispered.
"Not doing it," I hissed.
"You have to, remember. I have something of yours."
"You're just using me, you bastard!" I protested.
"And enjoying every minute of it. I want more of that sweet pussy, Mrs. Moore."
I was trapped again. Not only was I a corporate whore, but the domestic one too. I had no choice in either grim situation. Now two secret books enslaved me. I'd have to give him my body, just like I did with Dick at the office.



After we finished the dishes, Tony and I joined Walter to watch television.
When I came in, my husband patted the sofa seat beside him, motioning me to sit with him. He pulled me over draping his arm across my shoulders. I snuggled in close and glared at our guest with anger. But I knew that there'd be sex with two men tonight, first my reinvigorated husband, followed by a duty-fuck with his friend.
Plenty of coffee was the only way that I'd be able to stay awake late enough for both sessions. So I went back to the kitchen to brew a pot for myself, and returned with cold beers for the men.
****
Our bed was turned down when I came out of the bathroom in my sheerest negligee. My pink skin showed through it like I was wrapped in clear plastic. Walter's low whistle told me all I needed to know- the love would be hot and heavy, the way he liked it now.
He was instantly hard, ready for me to play, so I went to my knees and wrapped my hand around it. He groaned continuously as I licked the crown, then closed my lips together. The slick pre-cum tasted so good!
I took my time, gently sucking as my hand stroked the length of his cock into my mouth. All the while I tongued it too. Walter's hips began slowly pumping forward, pressing deeper each time.
Plenty of corporate practice had improved my skills. I'd learned to tilt my head back and look up into his eyes submissively. I knew enough to breathe through my nose as his stiff cock pressed to the top of my throat. He watched me gag on his mighty tool, and I loved it. But not too much because I wanted to play some more.
"Honey, you're ready. Come fuck me now," I whispered as I drew my head back.
But rejuvenated Walter had other ideas. He drew my to my feet, then steered us to the side of the bed, where he sat me down and and pushed me back, kneeling between my legs. I knew what would come next, but I still jumped when he began kissing my pussy.
Walter drove me crazy for a while, dining on my pink. He spread me wide with his thumbs and lovingly devoured my private flesh. I rolled my head side-to-side in ecstasy and lifted my hips to meet his probing mouth. Then he sucked my little pearl between his lips. It was pleasurable, almost torturous! I soon came all over his face.
"You're ready now too," he chuckled as he stood up between my legs and lifted my thighs.
Then he was loving me, his big cock parting my labia to burrow deep into my sex. Walter leaned forward on straightened arms to kiss my mouth while we rocked hard against each other. I still wore my skimpy negligee, but it didn't matter to him as he possessed me completely.
Neither of us could be distracted from this wonderful act. I wanted it. I needed it!
We rolled from one position to the next for a long time, relishing the new magic between us. I gave myself body and soul to him as he plied me with tender kisses, followed by plenty of eager thrusting.
I was high on love and wired on coffee, ready to go all night with my husband. It was absolutely marvellous. The best sex ever!
Suddenly, I remembered the evil man in the other room. He'd be waiting for me, expecting everything that he'd read about in my diary. And I'd have to it with that mean, heartless bastard.
Meanwhile, I could tell that my husband was heading toward his peak. I was on all fours and he was driving hard into me. His hands gripped my hips tighter and tighter as a rising groan filled the room.
But I didn't want him to finish in me, knowing that I had another master to serve immediately afterward. So I offered Walter a rare treat that he wouldn't refuse.
"Come in my mouth!" I gasped, as he lurched on the edge of control.
He didn't need to be told twice. In seconds, my man was fucking my face, his swollen cock spurting thick seed into my sucking mouth. His back was arched and eyes closed as he belted rockets of sperm down my throat.
I swallowed it all, then like the slut I'd become, showed him my coated tongue. It felt so wicked being my husband's private little whore! He grinned down at me, spent and fully satisfied. In a few minutes, Walter was sound asleep.
I checked the clock. It was nearly midnight, but I was still wide awake on the caffeine. I quickly grabbed my robe and quietly closed the bedroom door behind me. Then, I entered the guest room across the hallway.
"Finally, Mrs. Moore, I thought you forgot your duty."
"Walter and I were busy. Fair warning, don't kiss my mouth," and I stuck out my still- white tongue.
"OK, get that robe off. I want your naked body anyway."
My eyes soon adjusted to the dim light and I glanced at his clothes thrown over the back of a chair. The edge of my little book still protruded from the back pocket of his trousers. If I could get Tony asleep, I'd have it. So, I doffed my robe to perform this necessary duty.
"Nice tits, Starlight. And great ass. I want that pussy now."
To him I was nothing more than a toy, a far cry from the love I felt from my husband. But was this really much different from my secret role at the office? I just wanted to get it over with and grab my diary.
Tony's 'sweet talk' continued:
"Lay down and spread for me now. I've got all night with you, slut."
"But I have to work tomorrow," I protested.
"You'll be smiling all day after the fucking I give you!"
Right away his big hands were all over me. He was rough and aggressive, squeezing my breasts and pinching my nipples. Fat fingers pushed rudely into me, still wet from love with Walter.
Then they were pressing in a circle on my hot button, and things suddenly felt much better. I didn't want this, but my body was betraying me again.
My nipples tingled and my vagina oozed. My hips pushed back against his skilled fingers as my clit sent electric impulses all through me. If he kept this up much longer, I'd be coming in spite of myself. But then he stopped.
"Time to fuck you now. I wonder how many times you'll come for me tonight, Mrs. Moore?" he chuckled.
I lay on my back, knees up and he firmly spread my legs apart. His cock looked huge, engorged with thick, throbbing veins. Tony leaned forward and easily pushed it to the depths of my silky channel.
Soon he was pounding into me like an animal. I just hung on to let him have his way. I was used to this sort of treatment. After all, I'd done it so many times before in my role with Dick's company.
Then he rested and dragged me up onto all fours to take me from behind. He was insatiable, fucking me hard, his big balls slapping against my smooth skin. I gritted my teeth- this was all just forced so I could get my journal back.
Soon it would be over with, but no, he stopped to rest and moved to another position. More slamming with me on my side, Tony curled up behind me. Then he was on top of me again. And on and on until I was ready to scream, "Hurry up! I want my diary!"
Finally, the beast unloaded, then lay back panting for breath. He seemed only half awake after the hour he'd spent using my body for his own satisfaction. That's all it was - a mindless fuck from which I took little pleasure at all.
Minutes later he was fast asleep. I nudged him but he didn't wake up, so I slid quietly out of bed to put on my robe. I tiptoed to the chair and got a tight grip on my diary. Suddenly Tony snorted and rolled over, still asleep, mumbling something!
I froze in place until he started to snore again. As quietly as possible, I eased my diary from his trousers and turned for the door. Another snort stopped me short in my tracks! I waited and the heavy breathing resumed. Then I was out in the hallway, my book in hand.
I wanted to shout for joy.
****
The following morning at the office I felt tired but elated at the same time. My diary was safe and sound, right there in my purse. I was free, at least from him!
The day passed quickly, and before I knew it, I was on my way home again. What would Tony be like, knowing that I'd reclaimed my diary?
From the kitchen window I could see that he and Walter had passed the afternoon drinking beer on the back porch. Crushed beer cans littered the back yard and I heard their slurred argument about the card game they were playing. I listened to them, unseen.
"Damn, you got a good-looking woman, Walt! Let's get her into the game."
"She doesn't play poker. Besides, she's still at work."
"No, I mean another way. You win, you get my money. I win, I get your old lady."
"What the Hell, man! Fuck no!"
But Tony persisted.
"I'll bet she's damn good in bed. Hey, she'd probably like something different."
"I doubt that. Especially not you!" my husband shot back.
"Maybe she already gets strange cock when you're away so long? Hot women like that shouldn't be left alone."
My husband got angry immediately.
"Hey, are you sayin' my wife's a whore? Because if you are..."
"Take it easy. Just joking, man. But you never know about these things."
"Fuck right off, Tony!" Walter shouted back.
It was time for me to break this up before our visitor told Walter more about me than he should know.
"Have you two got nothing better to do than drink and argue? Dammit. Look at the mess in the yard. And the kitchen is just as bad, full of dirty dishes and garbage. I've had enough of it! Clean the place up now!"
They hung their heads like schoolboys in the headmaster's office.
Later that evening I heard them arguing again. Doors slammed, and a few minutes later Tony's baggage was thrown down the stairs. Then my husband chased him to the front entry and shoved him out the door. All of his belongings were thrown out after him before the door was slammed shut and locked. Through the front window I saw our guest stomping away in anger.
"What was that all about?"
"I didn't like things he said about you this afternoon. Then he started into it again a few minutes ago, saying you were fucking people at work. Said he knew because he'd read your diary. But he couldn't produce it when I asked for proof, claiming you took it back from him. Then he got mad and called you the company whore. Nobody talks like that about my wife!"
"I don't even have a diary," I lied.
"That's what I figured. So I kicked his ass and told him to get out. You saw the rest just now."
"He's gone for good? Wonderful. Oh Walter! I really don't deserve a man like you!" I cried out in all honesty.
But I was glad to have him all to myself.
****
Before Walter flew back to the mine, we had a special night to remember. We made sweet love for a long time, and lay awake talking in the dark. Then things took a very unexpected turn.
"Corey, I like the way things are going for us," my husband said. "We're back to the way we used to be. I'm making great money up there and they have a pile of work ahead. I figure its the best job I've ever had!"
"That's great, honey.... enjoy it, " I replied. "I used to feel that way about working at the office..."
"What! I thought you were happy with it. Dressing up, good people, all that..."
"Not anymore!" I blurted out. "I don't like that kind of work after all. Sometimes i just want to quit."
Actually, writing in my diary was making that look more and more appealing. I realized that all the guilt from my forced role as corporate whore was too much for me.
Besides, what could Dick really do if i didn't come to work one day? And all the days after that? Nothing. I realized that he was bound to me as much as I was chained to him. I knew his secrets, so he wouldn't dare tell mine.
"Corey, why don't you leave?" brought me back. "I make enough for us now, and can pay all the bills."
"But you're away so much, Walter. What could I do to fill those three weeks? Its a long time to be alone."
"I suppose you could work at something else part time. Then you'd have spending money for little extras too."
"What kind of work?" I wondered aloud.
"I don't know. Maybe what you did before? You liked it at Starlight Club, didn't you? Late nights, but I'd be away anyway. They'd want you back. Hey, you could get the whole week off when I come home."
"You mean, just quit the office and go back to the club. You'd be fine with that?"
"Sure, if that's what you want. It could work out well for us."
"Hmm... l'll think about it this week," was all I said.
"But just serving drinks there, that's all," he joked. "No stripping, ya hear."
"No, just drinks. You know Walter, that's a great idea."
Yes, I could walk away from the blackmail deal with Dick's company. I'd go full circle, out of my office trap and back to better days, all with my husband's blessing.
Was this a smart plan or not? It seemed too easy. Maybe it always was, and I just hadn't seen it before writing in my diary? This had helped me find a way forward.
But I knew that I'd need to stay out of the Private Room. After all, three weeks is a long time for the woman I'd become to be left all alone. Would I be able to do it?
Of course, there was always hot, sexy Nikki to keep me company.
But that's a story for another time.
______
I hope you'll rate this one before you go. Thanks for reading.
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Starlight Club
Saturday was always the busiest night of the week at the club. The joint would be packed with customers eager to throw off their weekday chains.
Starlight Club was an upscale place with a weekend cover, though ladies were always free. It was classy enough to draw curious couples eager to see the other side of life. I liked serving drinks on Saturday night- the bar was busy and the tips excellent.
My husband Walter had been away for two weeks and I was feeling lonely. It was good to have somewhere to go with music and friendly people. Some of them were staff, others regular customers. No harm mingling I always felt, even showing off my body while I scooted between tables.
I was conscious of how much skin I'd grown comfortable revealing in my skimpy black bikini. And how accustomed I was to the constant 'accidental' touching as I made my rounds. Some of the regulars had become very bold, though they knew handling too much would get them tossed out.
Before going out to start the night, I checked my appearance in the big changeroom mirror. All the girls used it to get ready or to rest a bit during breaks. Strippers were coming and going as I freshened myself up to begin my evening shift.
Like always, I showed lots of cleavage on the job. This was further accentuated by the way I styled my long blonde hair to curl around my boobs. My eyes were made up dark to contrast with red lipstick. I set my lips in a sultry pout and winked back at the mirror, ready for Saturday night.
A hallway linked the changeroom to the bar. My hips swayed seductively as I practiced the high-heeled 'model walk' I used at work. The floor manager, Mac came out of his office after I passed by.
"Looking good, Corey" he called, followed by a low whistle. "You'll be doing the VIP Lounge tonight because Clarissa is off. We'll be busy. Lots of wives and girlfriends, so there'll be plenty of wine and hard stuff."
"Thanks Mac. I'll tell you if I need more help in there."
When I came into the bar, the bartenders were already rushing to handle orders. The place was crowded and noisy. Throngs of people, many of them couples or clusters of men and women, filled the area behind the front tables where the pervs usually hung out.
Starlight Club was going full-tilt. Centre-stage, a stripper named Bella ground her puss against the chrome pole in time to the music. Her big tits bobbed with the raunchy tune, those nipples stiff and begging for touch. I knew that after her set, she'd be in the VIP Lounge with a customer at them..
Over in the corner, a woman's arm shot up, waving in my direction. Men at the table were pointing my way too, So I hustled toward them with my tray to take their order.
Then came a big surprise.
"Omigod... Corey! It's you! We wondered if you'd be here tonight."
What a shock- my girlfriend!
"Nikki... and Dick! Never expected you'd come to Starlight," I gasped loudly.
"Nice to see you again, Corey. I've missed you a lot.... We all have, right Nikki?"
"Definitely! Corey, remember Conrad and Ava?"
I hadn't noticed the Bartlemans, so caught off guard by seeing my former boss and supervisor at the club. Yes, I knew the married couple all too well.
"Hello Corey. Lovely to see you again," Ava purred, while checking me over from head to toe.
I saw that she was dressed to fuck tonight, heavily made up and showing acres of skin. With her shoulders bare and most of her boobs out on display, she was one hot lady.
Obviously they were in town to seal their quarterly order from Dick's company. Later, he and Nikki would be busy satisfying all their sexual kicks.
I knew what they wanted, having been with them when I was company whore. There'd probably be an erotic girl-girl show with Nikki and Ava. Possibly some photography too, followed by wild bouts of double penetration. How could I forget?
"I hope we can all get together later, Corey," Conrad suggested as he visually stripped away what little I wore.
"Uh... I don't work for Dick anymore. This is my new job."
"Too bad," Ava pouted. "We had such a good time, didn't we? And our room is big enough for all of us tonight."
Yes, I remembered being in bed with them at their posh hotel suite. They were a very sexy pair and I especially liked time with Ava. She was smart, the brains behind their company, and she knew all the bedroom tricks too.
I tried to push that wild night out of my head, but the thoughts were hard to shake. Old memories had to be kept in check.
"Yes, but that was before," I said firmly before continuing, all business-like. "So can I bring you something from the bar?"
Then I took their order, but it was hard to concentrate. My mind raced. Would tonight bring more surprises that I hadn't anticipated after resigning from my secret role as Dick's corporate whore? I wondered what was in store.
****
[Some weeks earlier]
It was almost too good to be true!
After we made passionate love before he flew back to his distant job, Walter had proposed that I quit my office position. I happily agreed because it solved my problem.
My husband had no idea about the dirty things I was forced into by my boss after I discovered their secret book of client demands. I was fucking him regularly and being whored out to complete business deals. My married guilt was overwhelming, but I was trapped. Now I'd be free.
Walter always worked three-week shifts before coming home for a whole week off. I needed something to keep me busy during those long days alone. So, he had suggested returning to my former job, serving tables at Starlight Club.
They were eager to hire me back and even agreed to arrange my hours to allow time off when my man was home. Perfect! I started work there as soon as he went up north again.
Mac, the floor manager, was new to me and so were the bouncers. But most of the same bartenders and even some of the 'house' strippers were still around. Just like before, there were two costume levels for servers, either short skirts with crop tops or tiny black bikinis. And heels for everybody.
"You'll need to wear the bikini if you want to take drinks to the VIP area," Mac informed me when I came for my first shift.
"No problem. I did that before."
"Good. You'll fill it out well. There are new ones on the shelf in the changeroom. Mix and match tops and bottoms for a nice tight fit."
"Sure. Let me know when there are VIP orders. I want the tips."
"And more, right?" he grinned. "One of the house strippers- you might remember Bella- said you liked working in there. Showing a little skin and even getting yourself off sometimes. That's fine as long as the girls agree and you don't cut in on their customers or tips."
This was embarrassing. I didn't realize that my reputation proceeded me.
"Uh... I promise to behave myself," I stammered.
"Do what you want as long as the girls don't complain and you keep up with your orders." Then he joked. "Maybe I'll step in for your little show sometime?"
Mac was a good-looking guy, and I noticed quite a big bulge in his tight trousers. But I'd committed myself to staying true to Walter. After all, since taking that hard job at the mine, he'd become all the man I could ever want and need.
"I hope not, Mac. Let's keep it business friendly. I'm happily married. Besides, I just do it for the tips."
It was a lie. I remembered the thrill of imagining myself as one of the strippers whenever I jilled myself in there.
"Lucky guy," he commented, followed by a polite, "OK, have fun."
That first night went fine. I soon fell back into the flow of the place and had no trouble keeping up between the bar and my customers. Some of them even recognized me and a few knew my name.
"Corey, you're back!" one well-dressed business regular welcomed. "We wondered where you were. Best service ever. So glad you're here again. Remember me?"
"Sure, I know you, but sorry, I don't recall your name. Call me Starlight now, OK. You're in here a lot, right? And you tip well."
"Thanks. I'm Willy, and that's my real name... Starlight."
"You got it, Willy. What can I bring you?"
I even did a few orders to the private room, now called the VIP Lounge. It had been completely re-done. No more creepy half-door cubicles like some public toilet. Instead there were two rows of plush spaces with padded loveseats turned backward to the aisle running between them.
Mirrored partitions separated one sofa area from the next, allowing patrons to watch their personal dancer from every angle. Servers bringing drinks could easily see the strippers at work, but only the back of the clients' heads poking above the deep furniture in which they were sprawled out.
I noticed how the mirrored ceiling reflected the coloured lights pulsing in time with the music from the main floor. The new VIP Lounge was a sexy adult playground.
Even though I remembered my past antics in there, the new open concept was too intimidating to do anything other than deliver drinks. Or so I thought.
After Walter had been away for a few weeks, I came to work one night feeling on edge. OK, I was horny as Hell. My toys could only take me so far, while I imagined getting myself off in the VIP room.
Tonight I wanted it to be real. It would be red hot masturbating to the music while pretending to be a stripper. Yes, right there in front of two people, watching myself in the big mirrored partitions between sofa areas.
I held out during my first few calls, but the urge to show off was driving me crazy. The next time, I rolled my bikini under so the top dipped right to my nipples and the bottom came down to my mound. My friend Bella was already nude when I arrived to set my tray on the little table beside them.
"This is Starlight, our sexiest server," she introduced me as she took her mouth away from the guy's cock in the flashing dark.
I recognized him. "Hi Willy," and he got right to the point.
"Hey Starlight, I've always wanted to see your tits!"
"They're almost out anyway, girl. Show him," Bella urged.
"There's a good tip in it. You know me."
That's all I needed to hear. But I was still shy about standing where anybody passing by might see me, so I slid into the space beside him on the loveseat. Bella helped slide the straps off my shoulders and pulled the cups forward.
Then I was bare-chested, my nipples stiff as could be. Willy's face was close to me, his eyes wide, ogling my boobs. It felt like I was one of the girls- my fantasy.
"Great tits!" Bella commented. "Maybe she'll let you feel them while I blow you?"
"I'll tip you both more!" Willy croaked, but I shook my head to deny permission.
This would cross the faint line in the sand I'd drawn for my conduct. So he just stared longingly while my friend went down on him.
Meanwhile, I was totally turned on and absolutely soaked! I slid my hand into my skimpy bottoms and found my clit. Two fingers rolled hard across the little bud, sending sensations racing through me. This was so public, so wicked that I couldn't stop.
I lost touch with everything else as I thrilled myself, legs spread wide. Who came first, me or Willy? I don't know. I was only aware of both of us bouncing on the sofa as Bella pumped his rod while I rubbed my clit.
Finally, he opened his eyes and then sat up. Our customer reached into his fat wallet and began passing out bills. He was very generous.
"This is for the blow. And this is for the show. And this is for the booze. Even?"
I caught my breath, then wobbled to the VIP Lounge to take a rest. Bella came in shortly afterward and we gave each other High Fives. I was back, acting out my persona- Starlight the stripper.
I'd done the old Private Room before I left the club for Dick's company. But I wasn't the same person anymore. Now the need for sexual highs was stronger than ever.
That was when it first occurred to me that I shouldn't have come back to Starlight Club. Not if I expected to avoid temptation. But after my steady diet of sex as corporate whore, Walter's three week absence felt far too long.
I was forever changed.
Sexual thoughts crowded my mind through the day. Come night time, my wanton body throbbed for love. That's when fantasies pushed to the forefront of my new personality. I had stronger physical needs now, and was more insistent about enjoying orgasmic release.
Would it always be this way? If so, I was working in the wrong place.
****
Walter finally came home, just when I thought that I couldn't get through another day without more illicit sessions in the VIP Lounge.
I met him at the airport, where he swept me right off my feet as he pulled me into his arms. To the amusement of bystanders, he showered my face with avid kisses, then zeroed in on my eager lips.
We barely made it through the parking garage and into the car before he started to pull my clothes off! I pushed him away, laughing as I panted for breath.
"So did you miss me, Honey?"
"You have no idea, Corey! Every night I thought about you, and it was hard to fall asleep. I dreamed about all the things I'd do to you when I got home. Three weeks is way too long in bed alone. Now I want to catch up!"
"Me too, Walter. I need it so much!"
"Straight to our bedroom, Baby!"
"If we can wait that long... but don't drive too fast."
Although only mid-afternoon, it was time for bed. We were both naked in seconds, dining on each others lips while we grasped at private flesh. It was absolutely carnal, three weeks of pent-up emotion laid bare.
And such hot love! There was no place or time but this. Nothing was held back. I needed him as much as he wanted me. It was raw, gripping sex between two overheated lovers!
After that, we resumed being ordinary people for a while. We talked and laughed. We kissed and hugged. Our urgent flesh had been sated, at least for the time being.
Then in the evening the emotion started to surface again. Tender touches to my shoulder, and thigh told me that Walter wanted more just as much as I did. Soon he said he was going up to shower and I knew what that meant. My heart fluttered.
But something happened upstairs while I was still in the kitchen. Walter discovered a secret stash which I thought was out of sight. Not my secret diary. I'd hidden that where no private investigator could find it.
Apparently, he'd gone into my lingerie drawer to choose something sexy for me to wear. When I entered our bedroom, he held a long rubber dildo and my little palm-size vibrator.
"What do we have here?" he grinned. "Looks like big-girl toys to me."
"Put those back," I said, embarrassed. "You shouldn't go in there."
"A secret, eh. Tell me, is this how you get through our time apart?"
I confessed that they kept me sane because I needed sex more often than his visits home. He wasn't surprised at all.
"It's the same with me," he admitted, "but until recently, I haven't had much privacy up there. Tony moved to another dorm and now I have the room all to myself."
"So what do you have... you know... to stimulate yourself?" I wondered aloud.
"Just my imagination and memories of what we did my last visit home."
"I do that too, but it isn't enough. Those thoughts drive me crazy until I play with these."
Then Walter looked at me in a strange way, like he was thinking of something.
"Hey Corey, I have an idea. I've dreamed about up it there- pictures of you getting naked. I could take some on my phone and keep them to use at night.
"I'm not sure, Walter. What if they got into the wrong hands?"
I was torn. I'd already had my fill of carrying around secrets. The whole diary episode had been awful.
But, maybe this would be alright. After all, my husband had his own room now, and I'd rather have him enjoying raunchy pictures of me than some bimbo on a porn site. Still, I hesitated.
"You'll have to get me in the right mood to do something like that," I teased.
Right away Walter rushed downstairs while I freshened up. Soon he came back with two goblets and a bottle of my favourite wine. We had money for these little luxuries now that both of us were working.
As we sat on the bed talking and drinking, he refilled my glass. After I had finished the second one, his idea seemed better to me.
"But I want to wear something sexy so this doesn't seem too much like porn. Just some tasteful erotic poses. You can pick it."
Then I went into the bathroom to slip on the little sheer black number he liked so much. That way there'd be some impact when I flounced back into the bedroom. Meanwhile, I heard him scurrying about, rearranging the furniture so he could shoot to the bed from any angle. When I came out he was wore only his boxers.
"Great!" he exclaimed. "That gown looks so good on you! It'll be even better off."
"I can see you like it," I laughed, pointing to his stiffening cock.
"So, Corey, stretch out on the bed and I'll be the Director of this scene."
The gown was short and almost transparent. It included sheer panties that hid very little. Walter began to direct me through poses while he shot stills with his phone.
The first series had me on my stomach, propped up on my elbows. He came in very close so that my boobs were featured. Then he had me roll onto my back and look at him as he moved to different spots around the bed.
He teased me, saying that he could see my kitty, and playfully dared me to show a little more. I was getting into this and opened wider for him. When he suggested that I take off my panties, I didn't hold back.
I felt like I was at Starlight Club. Since I wore a skimpy bikini there, I kept myself shaved below. Now I was showing it all for his camera and it really excited me. He was quick to notice and teased me for more.
"Coming in closer now. Show your photographer everything, Baby!... Yes.... Yes.... Ooo, that's great.... Beautiful! You look so good opened wide."
Then he somehow locked into my private feelings about performing at the club.
"Come beside the bed now.... Will you strip for me? Slip off that top and show me what you have under there. Take your time. I'll make a little video of this."
Next he mimicked a strip club DJ. "Ladies and gents, let's hear it for our gorgeous model, Mrs. Corey Moore!"
I loved imagining myself being naughty at Starlight. It felt like getting carried away again in the VIP Lounge. I bumped and ground, pouted and preened, just like I'd seen on-stage. His camera watched me intently as I stripped naked, then climbed back onto the bed. I knelt provocatively with my legs apart and my hands clasped behind my head.
"Anything else you'd like to see, Mr. Camera Man?" I purred, feeling very hot and sexy.
"Sure, how about some shots with this?" he mugged, tossing me the big dildo he'd found.
I was in the zone, so felt no reluctance about using one hand to hold it upright beneath me. I slowly lowered myself down onto it. Walter was filming again, focused on the gradual disappearance of the irubber dick inside me.
Soon I was completely impaled. Then I began to slowly fuck myself by moving up and down. It felt absolutely wicked, and Walter was overjoyed.
"Oh Baby... this is amazing! Fantastic!" my husband babbled as I continued to move on it.
This felt so good that I wanted to take it up another notch.
"Walter, quick! Switch on that little thing and pass it to me."
Soon my palm vibrator was working its magic on my needy clitoris. I continued moving on the dick inside me, moaning from the sheer pleasure of sensation.



"Watch me, Honey. I do this when you're gone. Film it!" I gasped as I turned myself inside out with my toys.
My man didn't know about my experiences at Starlight Club and Dick's office. I'd become very passionate, with such intense needs. Some might say I'd become a slut.
But showing him everything like this felt incredible! I'd opened a window on the other Corey, and what drove me beneath the calm exterior. This unabashed session with my fake dick and vibrator was unmasking the new me.
I drew closer and closer to orgasm. This was the same game I played when Walter was away- but far better! Mentally, I was on-stage with my audience. I was Starlight the dancer, stripped nude, with my show reaching a climax.
My deepest fantasy was completely overwhelming! The humming vibrator sent continuous sensual shockwaves rippling outward from my clitoris. Then animal instinct took over!
Suddenly, I began thrusting harder and deeper onto my fat dildo. I was so high, performing for my husband; loving myself for his whirring camera; imagining being at the club. I couldn't last any longer.
All at once, my body exploded. My eyes were jammed shut in ecstasy, while my tortured body slammed down hard on the dick. I lost track of almost everything but this.
Only by tossing aside the vibrator could I slow the intense muscular clenching inside me. But it continued for some time. Such an orgasm! One of the best! All for my loving husband!
Or was it all for me? My strip club fantasy made real?
****
[A few weeks later, where this story began]
Last night I brought a second round of drinks to Dick and Nikki's table. They were with the Bartlemans, now clustered around my friend Bella, who swayed so seductively as she stood above them.
She was topless, those big tits swinging tantalizingly close to Conrad's face. Ava's hands were on the dancer's hips, moving them from side to side. Dick's arm circled Mrs. Bartleman's shoulders. Nikki saw me first.
"Here comes our girl!" she called. "Clear every thing aside for her."
"Friends of yours?" Bella asked me. "They seem to know you."
"I used to work for them," was all I admitted before Nikki chimed in.
"Very good friends, wouldn't you say, Corey? Best friends in fact!" she claimed, and Bella's eyes searched me knowingly.
"Here's your order. Let me know when you want another one," was all I said as I put the drinks on the table. "We're running a tab, like you asked, Mr. Maitland."
"You know it's Dick," he reminded me. "We'll want to visit the VIP Lounge later, so the next round will be in there. Be sure you get that order, Corey." Then he winked.
Later, I saw another stripper come to their table and Conrad flagged me down.
"Drinks for Bella and Stacey here, Corey. They say you know what they like."
It was a busy night. Saturdays always were. Later, I was on the run when I saw Dick wave, beckoning me to their table yet again. There were six people now including the dancers crowded in close to the couples.
I knew the girls would be making their best pitch, offering much more personal service in the Lounge. And not just for a three-song set- probably a full half hour or more. Short of actual screwing, I'd seen plenty of raw sex action in that private zone.
"Corey, bring more of everything in about fifteen minutes. We'll be in the Lounge with these girls." Then he whispered in my ear as I bent to hear him. "Bella told us what you do in there. Give it tonight and I'll tip very generously. It's been a long time."
I understood and couldn't force myself to say no. Just like at the office, this handsome man made it hard for me to think straight.
I placed their order at the bar and when I came to pick it up Mac was there.
"This is for some friends going into the Lounge," I told him. "I'll spend my break in there, maybe longer, so get somebody else on the floor to cover for me."
"Oh, those kind of friends. With benefits, eh," he laughed. "Should I watch it on the monitor, Starlight? I've heard about you."
I didn't say anything as I hustled off to the VIP with the heavy tray. Somebody else occupied their former table so they'd all be in there now with Bella and Stacey.
Since the Bartlemans liked to swing, I figured Dick and Ava would be in one sofa, with Nikki entertaining Conrad in another. And each pair would have a stripper to themselves.
Rick the bouncer saw my loaded tray and held the door open for me. It took a few moments for my eyes to adjust to the pulsing lights, then I spied Conrad standing beside the end of the centre aisle.
I made my way there and turned into their space to empty half of my tray. As expected, Conrad was with Nikki. Bella was already stark naked, waiting to be of service to them.
"Do you know where Dick is?" I asked.
"Just across the aisle. Over there," he pointed. "Hey Corey, this is quite a place!"
"I'll take them their drinks now."
"I hope you'll come back," Nikki urged.
"For you, I promise," and turned for the other sofa across the aisle.
Dick saw me first. He already had his trousers down and was busy undressing Ava. Stacey was nude and crouched down to help him pull the trousers over his feet.
"Here are your drinks," I called and set the tray on the small table by the sofa.
Ava turned to me. "Stay with us a while, Corey. I've missed you. I really have."
"Sure, but only for a little bit."
"Will you take off your top for me?" Ava asked sweetly.
I liked her, so complied, dropping it on to the table.
The three of them were naked now, ready to play. Dick and Ava plopped down side-by-side on the loveseat, while Stacey the dancer settled onto my former boss's lap. He reached from behind to fondle her tits. She ground her hips against his cock and leaned back to nuzzle into his neck.
Ava grabbed my arm to pull me down onto her. I planted a knee on the seat and bent forward for her to caress my bare boobs. It was crowded with the four of us all so close.
We kissed hard, with Ava moaning so sensuously into my mouth. Then she lowered her head to lick and suck my half-naked body. My nipples stiffened and a wave of sensation surged through me as her red lips tugged at one then the other. I was losing myself.
Meantime beside us, Stacey had slid down Dick's body and come to her knees between his legs. He sprawled forward, offering her his big cock, one I'd enjoyed many times myself. She stroked it like a pro, at the same time cupping his balls in her other hand.
"Suck it now," he urged, and she did.
Ava and I embraced and kissed some more, then she looked up into my eyes.
"This is so nice, Corey. I love your body. Please stay with us tonight," she begged.
"Uh... I better go see if Conrad and Nikki need anything," I stammered, pulling myself away from her and quickly slipping on my bikini top.
When I left the three of them behind, Ava was already up on her knees, leaning over to maul Dick.
Across the way, a very similar scene was unfolding. Bella was down in front of Conrad, making a meal out of his swollen member. In the flashing lights I could see the intense look of pleasure in his face.
And Nikki? She wore only her thong and sat on the sofa, turned sideways to watch them. Her hand was moving between her legs. She saw me.
"Finally Corey! I thought you'd never come."
"Everything OK here? Anything I can do?" I asked, already knowing her answer.
"You know what I want!"
"I can't remember," I teased. "We haven't been together in a long time."
Nikki swung her legs around and planted both feet up on the edge of the sofa. Then she spread her knees apart to show me that her underwear was wet.
"Start with this," she growled, lifting her butt so that I could pull off the thong.
There was no resisting such an invitation! I dropped to my knees and slipped it down. Her obvious need wafted into my nostrils, an erotically familiar scent. I bent forward and her hand went behind my head, firmly pulling my face where she wanted it.
"Ohhh... love it, Babe. I need this so bad," Nikki whispered at the first touch of my tongue to her bare pink lips.
I knew exactly how she liked it. Past experience. She strained to open her legs and tilt her pelvis up to give me full access.
My fingers spread her outer lips so that I could kiss and lick her most sensitive parts. Every so often, I'd stab my tongue into her vagina like a little cock. She rewarded me with a flood of her tangy juice.
Then I went in for the kill, working her protruding clitoris hard with my mouth. I stroked it firmly with the flat of my tongue before nibbling with my lips. I felt Nikki's hand pressing the back of my head as she lifted up against my face.
"Sssuck it!" she hissed. "Right into your mouth! Ooooo... yeah."
My girlfriend was losing control. Her body started to tremble as I sucked her clit like a hard candy. I heard her moaning, then cursing softly, "Fuck... fuck... fuck..." as her lust began to peak.
Suddenly, her body lurched against my mouth as a stunning wave passed through right her. She called out and spasmed for some time, never releasing her grip on the back of my head. Then she was spent and let me go. My face was very wet.
"That was so amazing," Nikki eventually sighed. "I really wish you'd come back with us when your shift is finished. I can do you then."
I resisted. "That would be so late. I just couldn't stay awake."
Then Conrad chimed in. "Will you at least think about it?"
Feelings churned inside me as I carried my tray out of the lounge.
****
[The next day]
Things are not right today. I made some bad mistakes last night, falling back into old habits, acting like a whore. Now I'm left to face the consequences.
Walter is working at the mine, labouring hard under false impressions. He thinks that I'm a good wife, but I know it's not true. My man believes that I'm loyal, but I'm not.
You know my story well enough to realize this didn't happen all at once. My fall began a few years ago when I took a job serving drinks at Starlight Club. For the first time ever, I entered a world of sex and sin.
The Private Room showed me things I'd never seen before. Soon, I was exposing myself in there, getting the sexual joy lacking at home. In those days, Walter left a lot to be desired.
Then my strip club resume landed me an office position with Dick Maitland's company. He was like a movie star who took a personal interest in me. You saw that I loved everything about the job.
But within a month I'd been blackmailed. All-too-easily, I let him fuck me in his executive suite and his luxury apartment. And I willingly became supervisor Nikki Townsend's personal plaything.
Soon I was also serving their company clients. I met people who used me for their pleasure. Unfortunately, I became a pleasure-seeker too, eagerly playing their erotic games to orgasm.
Guilt tried to hold me in check. As Walter became a better husband and more attentive lover, my anxiety intensified. I could not continue to be a corporate whore, so I quit.
But it was already too late. You've seen that I was no longer an innocent wife. All the illicit sex at Starlight Club, then for Dick's company had changed me forever.
Now my sexual needs are ramped way up. The new Walter could easily satisfy me, but he isn't home enough. Instead, I often get myself off with my toys.
Unfortunately, there was another outlet too.
I shouldn't have started at Starlight Club again. And I needed to stay out of the new VIP Lounge. I'd changed and couldn't resist the temptation to slut around in there.
Then last night my past turned up at the club- Nikki and Dick, Ava and Conrad. I went into the VIP knowing they wanted me. I kissed Ava and let her play with me. I gave Nikki oral while Conrad watched.
That's not the worst of it. I have a shocking confession to make, one wracking me with guilt as I scratch in my journal, seeking some peace.
_____________
Dear Diary
Help me. I hate myself today!
Last night my old boss, his supervisor and their clients came to the club. I like Nikki and Ava, so played with them in the Lounge.
But that's not all. After work, they talked me into coming back to their hotel room.
I loved the women and fucked the men. All four people. Everything they wanted! For hours! I lost count, coming and coming, then fell asleep with them.
I drank too much and feel horrible. Now my head aches. And my heart. I can't go on like this, but I don't know how to stop!
I'm afraid to lose Walter. He's such a good man. But can I tell him, or would he just throw me away?
Diary, you must help me!
_______________
Reader, this is where I am now. So ends my sordid tale about falling so far. But telling you hasn't made me feel any better, because I still face a terrible problem.
Walter comes home in a few days and I'm a mess.
Should I tell him everything? Would it help?
Please give me some hope.
Sincerely, Corey Moore
Corporate Whore.
****
Can she be redeemed? Or is she beyond all hope? Can her husband forgive her? Should he? Let me know what you think. Thanks. 1fastguy
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Curious people ask questions. Why is the sky blue? Who killed Cock Robin? Things like that.
I think an open question makes a good Short Description subhead for a piece. In fact, it's my trademark, intended to provoke interest and get readers thinking about how the question might be answered by the story.
To the question posed for this one: did I learn anything from my first hundred stories on Literotica?
Definitely! Call this piece Literotica 101, frank comments from writing experiences. I hope you'll find some of them useful, though you may not agree with the whole lot. Read on if you like a tell-all author memoir mixed with opinion and suggestion.
First off, your stories will be a simple read on a phone if you forget about some style and structure rules from the classroom. The cell screen is small, not a full book page. And some of your readers might use large print, so help them out.
Short paragraphs and punchy sentences are a must. Split blocks of words into smaller chunks and vary sentence length. No verb sometimes. Like I just did there. Do anything you can to make it easier to read.
An added bonus is that it will help focus your reader's attention. After all, there won't be a test on this material. They can skip out of your story at any time because there are thousands of others to choose from every day.
Think of it this way: your masterpiece will be in a dog-eat-dog scramble for 'market share'. This may sound daunting, even a bit scary. But writing for this website can bring unexpected moments of enjoyment too, especially when readers contact you.
Ann wrote to say how much one of my tales reminded her of the night she and her husband visited a swing club. In the sex-laden series of emails which followed, I got the inside scoop on a world that I could only imagine. It led to a couple more good stories.
Sometimes letters are funny. One person wrote to correct a mistake in my description of a wild sex scene. A lady on all fours atop a desk was being nailed by a guy standing on the floor behind her. My reader surmised it must have been a basketball player, because only a seven-footer could manage such a feat. He'd measured it!
Then there was the sincere email from Bruce praising a particularly raunchy piece I wrote. He admitted how difficult sex could be for him. Apparently things had changed. He claimed that my story had cured his erectile problem. The lurid descriptions turned him on enough to eliminate dysfunction, at least that day.
Should I send him a bill?
I might not solve such problems, but I can help you score HOT ratings. I've spent three years on Literotica writing a hundred stories with well over a half million words. I probably should have found some better way to fill time after retirement, right? Like a golf membership, lawn bowling, or a book club.
To my mind, a HOT listing is the author Holy Grail on Literotica. But in some categories, like Loving Wives, it can be just as hard to find. More about that shortly.
It's not an easy thing to achieve that bold red-boxed letter H in any category. Ten or more readers must give your story a 90% average before it qualifies. That was an A+ when I was in school!
Suppose you have a 4.50 out of 5 rating based on ten reviews. Your work of art has earned that distinctive red square. You can feel proud because it says "this is good". And that's going to draw more readers.
But things can change quickly. What if Reader Eleven hates it and delivers a dreaded 1? Your new score is 4.18. Another one and it's down to 3.92. Another one... well, you get the idea. It drops fast! Worst of all, it will take a long string of 4's and 5's to gain traction upward again.
I've had this happen more than a few times. While about two-thirds of my tales eventually earned their 4.50, others 'died' along the way. Why? I have some answers: things I should have done, and others I should have avoided.
Experience- good and bad- can be the best teacher. Some practical advice might make a HOT rating more achievable for you, especially if you are new to this.
****
[Dividing your work into sections, like book chapters, can make it easier to follow. Do it when there's a major shift in topic, person, time or place. It can hold your reader- or let them go for a toilet break. Now is a good time.]
****
Your first published work is scheduled to appear on the website. It went in three days ago, the average turn-around time. You poured heart and soul into it. You made it as racy as could be, knowing that this is an erotic story site.
You're nervous about the score and comments you'll receive from thousands of readers worldwide. It's a bit unnerving. So, you're up first thing in the morning and onto Literotica right away.
Heart pumping, you click on your category and scroll down to your story. And then... is it a fist pump or a gut punch?
Unless you are one of the best (or worst) writers on the site, you've probably experienced both. Call it the thrill of victory and the agony of defeat.
Your chance of success may depend on where you place the story. Choosing the right Literotica category to begin with will affect the rating readers deliver. Make the wrong choice and you may be disappointed by the results.
Let me get this critical part out of the way before we go any farther. Think twice about Loving Wives if you seek a high score. It's a very risky place for writers.
Now read that again.
This isn't tainted by sour grapes. I've received several HOTs there, though they don't come easily. Any LW score over 4.00 is a real achievement. For every listing of twenty-five new stories, very few will have reached that. Not so in most other categories.
Furthermore, the little red box is a rarity. In fact, many days there are precisely... none! Check today's list. Or scroll down the Loving Wives 'Recently Popular' top stories for the past seven days. How many reached 4.50 all week?
So what's the problem? Is the audience that tough or the stories that bad? Is it a bit of both?
I think that it's a certain reader mindset. The works themselves seem no different from other categories, but wife stories are obviously a very sensitive topic. Many LW readers will deal a low score if they think that she is slutty or cheating. Strange, because this is part of the category focus. I quote from the website:
"Loving Wives. Married extra-marital fun: swinging, sharing and more."
This is a fantasy about wives having sex with other people. Wives- not friends, dates, girlfriends, or family, She could be swinging or sharing, but she can be doing more too. Wifey might be getting some sex on the side. That's how I interpret it.
Read the story comments and you'll see my point. If the wife sleeps around, expect a ton of remarks about the 'skank', the 'whore', the 'town bicycle', and so on.
She'll be verbally drawn and quartered- and so will your score. While many LW readers really do enjoy tales about oversexed wives, you may get several off-setting 1's and 2's too. Your overall score probably won't reach 4.00, let alone an elusive HOT.
Beware writer- it can get worse.
If there is any hint that hubby might be aware of the wife's indiscretions, watch for the 'cuck' label. Nothing is more reviled here. Your story is certain to get a whole slew of 1's and an average rating of 3.00 or less.
You need careful wording and a thick skin to post in this category. Want evidence? Just four of my first hundred stories scored below 4.00. Three came in LW, even though only a tenth of them were posted there.
But, what if you like the gut-wrenching fantasy tease of a wayward spouse? Can you still write this stuff for Loving Wives and get that red HOT square? Yes, but only with the greatest of care.
First, you must give her a certain aura of innocence and naivety. She's easily led astray, even though she loves her man.
Then tiptoe through this. She can't be too brazen. Instead, she's a wife who slowly drifts into questionable sexual situations while exploring her own sensuality. Most of it is with women. She can tease and tempt, but never actually screw other men. You might earn a mix of scathing comments and good scores this way.
Alternately, you could do well in LW if you mimic popular authors there. They write great stories featuring strong male protagonists: tough cowboys, streetwise detectives, and canny military vets. These characters always make it with the dames. Try creating your own take on this genre.
But please, don't crank out another George Anderson, "February Sucks" clone! At this writing, there are 112 and counting! For some reason they're popular.
Predictably, the wronged husband goes ballistic on his wife, her friends, and Marc, the cocky football hero. Hubby goes on a revenge rampage to get even with everyone and dumps the wife. 'Burn the bitch' is so popular with Loving Wives readers that it's simply known as BTB.
Writers, never forget a cardinal rule in Loving Wives: the guy who has been cheated must win. Always! There will be an even better woman waiting in the wings. She might be a co-worker, his lawyer, the counselor, or the therapist, but she's there to hold his hand.
Like they say on LW, "revenge is a dish best served cold."
If you want good ratings, just move your loose wife character into another category. She'll score well in Exhibitionist and Voyeur as the gal next door swimming nude in the backyard pool. Check the latest scores there- much better odds of success.
Another idea: readers will commiserate if the unfortunate wife is lured or dragged into sex against her will in the Non-Consent/ Reluctance group. This is more easily accepted by some readers. After all, it's really not her fault, right?
Or, she might unwittingly succumb to rampant sex under hypnotism and other devious techniques in Mind Control. Now she's a helpless victim. There are plenty of generous scores and HOT ratings for 'fallen' wives in this one. I've been there.
Other categories will net high scores with wife stories too. Romance, Erotic Couplings, Mature, even BDSM come to mind, as long as it's mostly about the couple, and... well, you get the idea.
To sum up, before you start to write your masterpiece, check the typical scores in several potentially relevant categories. The right choice can make a huge difference in your chances for a HOT.
If you're still not sure, take the time to scan pieces with high scores. The Hall of Fame stories for every category offer great reads, and will show you what readers enjoy.
****
Back in school, I had a tough English teacher three years running. Sometimes I dreamed about her being run down by a bus.
It never happened. Instead, she was there day-in and day-out, harping away about grammar and syntax, spelling and style. Miss S. was a bear- very sarcastic and a hard marker. We either learned to write or gave up trying.
I view my old teacher differently now, though she wouldn't be too pleased to see my stuff on an erotic website. In fact, she'd probably roll over in her grave! Rest in peace... and thank you.
Good writing is important in every Literotica category.
Stories riddled with spelling and grammatical errors- apart from a few 'small screen' stylistic methods- won't succeed. Don't be too proud to get yourself a reliable volunteer editor if need be. Or a literate spouse who enjoys helping with a juicy story. It could fire up your love life.
Many Literotica pieces are linear narratives that proceed from past to present. The author tells the story either as observer or participant. Often the piece reflects a real or imagined experience. Start with that.
What experience will you focus upon? Is it the college girls you saw suntanning topless on their roof when you looked down from the office? Or were you one of them, and you knew he was up there watching? Either way, there's a good story here. All the better if it's true.
(I should write this one. It really happened to me when I went to an office for a private meeting. We shared his binoculars.)
So, where do you begin? First, jot down a simple outline. What happened? And then? How did it end? This is absolutely necessary for the thing to "have legs"- for it go forward. Of course, none of it has to actually be true. It's just a story.
The most common approach I see on Literotica proceeds from start to finish. Often the story starts slowly as the author plods through a long background. Too many details crowd in, like how he graduated and years later finally got the corner office with a view.
Or, how she chose her college and met new friends, with whom she went bikini shopping and got a yellow one with little black polka dots.
Enough! Just get on with it!
All those details might be important, but you need to start with impact. Work in the rest along the way. Your story doesn't need to tack straight from A to Z. Just grab your reader right away and hold on tight.
Readers will be hooked by an early description of succulent breasts and perky nipples exposed on a summer afternoon. Hearing about how wet she felt while flaunting herself to watching eyes will have your audience drooling. Admit it. That's what we all like to read on Literotica, right?
Don't get me wrong. You can't jump all over the place in developing the plot. But you don't need to slog through it in sequence with too much trivial detail. Don't waste words describing the inside of his office or the price of the swimwear. Give readers a taste of the best part first- the nubile half-naked girls!
Adjectives and adverbs are definitely not wasted words on Literotica. Let the reader see and feel everything. Make the story experience erotic, so they can hear it, even smell and taste it. Sex is a hugely sensory delight which your piece must share.
Be hedonistic when you write. Make it sizzle. Let it throb.
Use lots of sexy adjectives and plenty of amplified action. 'S' words like Silky, Slinky, Skimpy, Sultry and Sensuous have just the right sound for anything dirty.
Favour colourful action words. Abrupt terms like Thrusting and Heaving, Panting and Moaning, or Banging and Blasting will provoke powerful images for your reader.
Sex scenes are often found at the plot climax in erotic writing. Slow time down and draw them out. Waaay out. Avoid the 'slam-bam-thank you-ma'am' approach. Instead, make the reader feel like he or she is right in bed beside the rutting pair or group. You might cure somebody's erectile dysfunction.
Sometimes an extended metaphor for growing arousal can be effective. Lovers climbing a high mountain or a staircase of lust paints a vivid picture. Use plenty of sexy adjectives all the way up, before the lovers reach the top, then fall into the depths of orgasmic bliss on the far side.
Other climax images can portray their straining bodies overwhelmed by a rogue wave, then tossed helplessly onto a sandy beach. Alternately, picture them out of control, writhing as they're consumed by a raging fire of desire. Vivid shots these.
Categories like Erotic Coupling and Romance are perfect for such metaphorical images. But you can use them almost anywhere in the right context.
When planning your story it is never too early to think about what comes last. Your ending must bring the whole thing together by tying up all the loose ends. The main action or climax is finished. In erotica, it might have been that intense orgasm you described so vividly with metaphor and adjectives.
But what happens after that? It has to be more than the characters just getting dressed and leaving the scene of the action. Is there any glitch or something left unresolved? For example, does a neighbour see the wife leave the motel with another guy? Will he tell the wronged husband?
Some sort of twist always makes for a great ending. I already know how I'll write that story about girls suntanning topless on the roof. They'll get dressed to leave... then wave at the guys watching through the office window. Hell! The chicks knew all along!
Now, let's look more closely at the people in your story.
After reading one of my early efforts, a caustic reader commented, "Your characters are like rocks. Make them do more than just fuck."
I hated it, but the comment was true. I'd put too much effort into building scenes, without creating a sense of who was in them. Sure, it's easy enough to describe what people look like and how they're dressed (or undressed). But what are they really like?
For me, characterization is the hardest part. A thumbnail sketch can only go so far in making a character believable. But gradually, I'm finding ways to develop better central figures.
What do they say? What do they think? That's where dialogue and reflection come in. These can make or break how well your piece is rated.
What people say and how they say it tells a lot about them. Imagine that the guy watching the girls suntanning topless decides to make his move. He opens a window and leans out to talk to them.
"Hey babes. Looking good! Nice tits! How 'bout I come 'round and join you? I'll show you all a good time."
This is a terrible pickup line! They'll quickly cover up and probably call him an idiot or worse. Through these words, the reader sees that the man in the office is hopelessly inept with women. In short, he has a serious character flaw.
Reflection works too, providing readers with a glimpse of a character's state of mind. It's a window into thought and feeling. For example, one of the suntanning girls is angry, thinking about what just happened out on the roof:
"Why did they have to ruin things by getting mad at him? I knew he was there all along, and it was so exciting to show my boobs like that! I've never done it before."
The reader sees what others don't. She's experimenting with her sexuality and might even be open to Office Guy's further advances. This could end up in her dorm room as the story unfolds.
Character development is still a personal work in progress. I'm learning that it isn't all description. Sure, readers will want to know about her fine breasts and golden hair. But you can also build anticipation, leaving them wondering if she'll succumb to her desire for riskier sexual experience. Readers need to see the characters' desires, personality, and attitude.
Something else to consider early on is the projected length of your story. Remember, Literotica has a veritable buffet of offerings, an opportunity to consume a few stories in one sitting. Readers often like to sample.
I think that two or three screen 'pages' is an ideal length, that is about 4 000 to 10 000 words. On average, this is roughly a ten to twenty minute read. I usually aim for 5 000 to 6 000 words when I plan out a piece. That's about the same length as most of the stories I usually read myself.
Some authors offer extended stories much longer than that. I've seen fifteen pagers and more; however, I've never read them. Not a single one, because it is too much of a commitment when there are so many other choices.
Does this remind you of that old phrase, "Too many fish in the sea"?
Think about popular films. Was there a single 25-hour "Star Wars" movie or many? Did the studio release the entire "Fast and Furious" story all in one shot?
You really shouldn't write one huge masterpiece, and here's why. In popular categories, a story might appear for an average of three days. Then it slips off the page and into the archive. Two of mine were gone in a day! Insects live longer.
Meanwhile, how many hours went into producing that story? A lot of effort was required to plan, draft, edit and rewrite, then proof-read the piece. A short posting for a long story isn't a very good bargain for the author.
The answer is to split your work into a series of stories, each of them two or three screen pages long. They can either be tightly connected pieces that flow to an end, or loosely linked vignettes which follow the adventures of your central characters. Identify each as a Chapter.



You'll see chapter stories in every category on Literotica. There's even one made especially for them, Novels and Novellas, though it hasn't very many readers. But, wherever you post your epic, go with separate pieces instead of the one complete tale.
Need more convincing? Suppose you do choose to split up your masterwork and post five chapters, each timed a week or so apart. Now your efforts will appear for about fifteen days in total, a chance to collect many more reads. Each chapter is another opportunity to score a HOT. That's much better than one massive work which lazy readers like me will simply bypass.
The title you pick for your work is very important in drawing readers too. Make it provocative. Make it raunchy- something that creates a strong image, like "Corey Moore, Corporate Whore". It even rhymes.
Include a sexual word or two to announce that this story will be down and dirty. 'Whore' works fine and there is an endless supply of others. You can be sure that one of my frequent readers, bennyprofane, will choose it. (Great handle, man!)
A bold title like "Fast and Furious," is so much better than, say, "Nice Cars Speeding By." If you're writing a series, save enough room (maximum 35 characters and spaces) for a catchy subtitle, something like "Student Bodies Ch. 04: Sex Toy Wife." In this case the subtitle is even better than the main one.
Then there are those Tags, up to ten key words or phrases to identify your story. Use all ten. Readers who enjoy certain themes- erotic photography, girl-girl action, and so on- will find you when they search these words. You want such readers because they're already inclined to enjoy your story. They can help bring the red-boxed letter H.
So, you've worked through everything and made all your decisions. Now it's time to post your work. But you're not quite there just yet.
Proof-read your story carefully several times before you actually submit it. Then check it over once more while it is still in Pending. It can be surprising how many little errors and unforeseen repetitions made it to final copy. A common offense is an extra line of space occupied by a punctuation mark somehow left behind.
At this point, read very closely for word repetition too. That's where synonyms come in. Instead of endlessly repeating key words like cock, pussy, and fuck, mix in other variations. There are formal, medical terms for everything, of course, But a whole gamut of informal slang will do fine, maybe even better.
As a side note, I choose to severely limit use of the 'c-word'. (My wife and a lot of other women absolutely hate it, and some of them read Literotica.) Only the roughest characters or most aroused people ever say it in my stories. No need to use it when so many other terms, from 'pink' to 'puss', will serve just as well.
Finally, a word about those pesky pronouns. Miss S. taught us that "he" means a guy, and "she" is a gal. "They" is plural, more than one. Maybe you disagree? But if you still think rather conventionally, just write it that way. This website hasn't fallen all over itself with political correctness yet.
Though I write erotic trash, I have some standards, eh!
****
So, I promised you a tell-all author memoir, and now it's time to deliver.
My first Literotica piece featured my wife posing. Some years ago, she surprised me with a set of boudoir prints and some tasteful nudes taken by a local female photographer. I still carry a couple of the tamer proofs in my wallet.
It was our little secret until three years ago when I described the session for almost 60 000 readers (and counting). Of course, I changed names and some details to protect her identity. The first half of the story is true, then my imagination takes over as she enjoys it far too much.
In some ways, my writing gig has gone downhill ever since.
One hundred tales later, it is by far my most read and favourited piece. And it earned me more Followers than anything else I've written. While not quite achieving the coveted red H box, it launched a well-read sixteen-chapter series around erotic photography, a very popular fantasy on the site.
My point? Write about what you know and love. It could be your wife or girlfriend posing and getting turned on by it. Your story might incorporate a favourite song. You laugh, but recently I mixed song lyrics with character-developing dialogue, and a lengthy, bombastic sex scene to draw a surprising 4.63.
It doesn't always turn out that way. I go by 1fastguy on Literotica because following motorsports is my lifelong interest. I'm a car guy, travelling widely to every kind of automotive event. I realize it isn't everybody's cup of tea.
Apart from my wife's posing, I most enjoyed writing a five-part racing series that started from a real track experience. There were no HOTs for Corner Two; in fact, it drew my lowest average score for any series. But I enjoyed receiving plenty of engaging comments and letters from other people into the racing scene.
Write about your dreams too. Thoughts about adventures in Peru and the Andes amp me up. My fearless alter-ego, Jaguar, took me through twenty stories in cold mountains and steaming jungles, tracking down terrorists and smugglers. He had his hands full with a bevy of hot beauties too. Jag netted me plenty of satisfying story results.
There are potential Literotica pieces scattered everywhere. They could be right in front of you, ready to be told. Not many of us have been porn stars, but we've all thought about sex and likely enjoyed its amazing highs. Let your imagination run wild as you remember your first time fuck, or that especially fine night making love.
Think about sexy situations you've stumbled upon quite by accident. The nude beach you didn't know was there, or the stacked broad who flashed you in the store. (That happened to me. Another story?) Expand what you've seen and done in the characters and situations you create.
Finally, scoring a HOT rating is rewarding, but it isn't the be-all and end-all. Sometimes authors write for pleasure, as I've just described. Others like to collect Followers, to keep their work in front of a dedicated group of readers. All authors have their reasons.
I think there's something even better than gaining HOT ratings or collecting Followers. It is a rarity, but every so often a posted comment or personal email from a happy reader brings a satisfied smile to my face.
Sometimes a fan makes it all worthwhile, like this woman did for me.
____________
[Comment about Petra's Pictures: Art to Porn, Ch. 01 from Helen1899, bi female]
"Smoking hot. I had a wonderful orgasm. More to cum please."
____________
{Comment about Petra's Pictures: Art to Porn, Ch. 02 from Helen1899]
"Hot very hot, nobody does photography stories better than this author. another 5*"
____________
[Comment about Sharon Finds Erotic Photography, Ch.01 from Helen1899]
"So hot, my feelings mirrored Sharon's every step of the way, even until we orgasmed together. Never have I read a story where I have orgasmed with the main character. wow 5*"
____________
So, why do I write?
That's why.
****
Thanks so much for reading. Please rate or comment before you go.
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Here's a personal experience. One day I visited the office of someone I'd never met before. We hit it off well, ogling topless 'birds' suntanning on a nearby roof.
This tongue-in-cheek tale combines birdwatching, binoculars and bonding.
Watching Great Tits
I've come up four floors in the elevator and made my way along a corridor leading to the back of the office building. I count off the numbers on the door until I come to 401, right at the end of the hallway.
The door is open, so I take a look inside. A fellow about my age sits at a big desk with his shirtsleeves rolled up. He's literally buried in paper. I call to him.
"Mike Hanlon? Hi, Jock Martin, JM Digital."
"Come right in. I've been expecting you. Have a seat. You can probably already see that I need some help here."
I drop into the comfortable chair facing his messy desk, completely cluttered with several stacks of paper in no apparent order. This guy needs my help in a big way! That's what I'm here to talk about, getting all this onto digital files.
Mike faces me across the desk, his back to the big corner windows behind him. Though the rest of the office is just as disorganized as his desk, I recognize that this must be a coveted space in the building. It offers a wide view of the city around us.
"Great office you have here, Mike. Sunny and bright."
Definitely! I wouldn't trade it with anyone!" he grins with enthusiasm.
That's when I notice binoculars on the side of the desk, easily within his reach. I point to them.
"Birdwatcher? I do some of it myself."
He smiles. "Yes, I suppose you could say that."
"Seen any Flickers or Sapsuckers from here? It's the season for them."
"I might have. I'm always watching." Mike says evasively.
Then half turning to the big window behind him, he sweeps his arm across it and adds, "Never know what I'm going to see from up here. Nothing would surprise me, so I keep my eyes and ears open."
I don't quite know what to make of that remark. So I flip open my case, ready to launch into the wonders of digitalizing. Mike seems ready to focus as I start my sales pitch.
"We can get your whole operation better organized by going digital. Everything will be stored in the cloud instead of here in the office. You're going to find that you have less paper and more...."
Suddenly, we both hear some laughter from outside, not too far away. It sounds like happy female voices. Mike immediately stops looking at me and turns to the window, while grabbing for the binoculars.
It occurs to me that he isn't watching for Flickers or Sapsuckers. I might as well not even be in the office. Mike's attention is riveted to whatever is happening outside. Then he turns to me and grins again.
"Do you like college babes?" he asks impishly. "Because if you do, you're in for a treat today."
I'm confused. "Meaning?"
"The birds are out to enjoy the sun. Three of them are on the roof just there. Very likely they're in bikinis under their clothes. Interested?"
"You bet!" And I quickly get up and move to the window, asking, "Will they see us? They're very close."
"Not if you stay back a metre or so."
The meeting is forgotten as we peer across an open area and down one level. Three early-twenties girls are stripping off their street clothes, getting ready to tan. I already see a bright yellow polkadot top on a slim little brunette.
"We'll watch for a while," Mike states. "I hope you have enough time. If not, I can schedule you to come back another day."
Clearly, he's so eager to take in the view that our meeting has become an afterthought.
"Oh. Do you think they'll be out again tomorrow? If so, I can be here," I joke.
Now Mike knows I'm as willing as he is to enjoy some birdwatching. I'm already thinking that we might see some Great Tits, rather common black and yellow birds. Who knows, if a male Woodcock flies in, we could even witness a Swallow. I know my birds.
As shirts are unbuttoned and tight jeans tugged off, the birds begin to show their plumage. The brunette's yellow number contrasts with the tall blonde in a black two-piece. The third one, with the cute auburn hair, wears skimpy neon green, with lots of strings to hold things in place.
I bring my chair over because we might be here for a while.
"Take your pick, Jock. Who do you like?" Mike asks me.
"That's a tough question. I'd probably need a closer look," I say, looking at the binoculars still in his hand.
"Sure. Feast your eyes. I've seen these three before, so I already have a favourite. Check them out and we can compare."
Welcome to the "all-you-men-are-just-pigs" brotherhood. I've never even met this guy before, and here we are sharing his binoculars to compare our choices in half-dressed young women. Mike and I are obviously on the same red-blooded team.
Over on the dormitory roof, the three of them move in what seems like a practiced ritual. First, they throw their clothes into a pile, then unfurl their big towels beside one another.
Next, they sit on the towels before breaking out tubes and bottles of sun protection from the bags they've brought. Each one applies it to her front, seeming to take special care across the upper chest and inner thighs. Delicate skin, I guess.
When that's completed, they turn and offer their backs to one another for further goop where they couldn't reach. I notice that they even work it into the skin under the strings that hold the little bikini triangles in place.
Finally, the girls stretch out on their stomachs facing us and reach behind to unfasten their tops.
I've been watching this display very closely, using the binoculars as colourfully painted fingertips disappear beneath the edges of bikinis. All three girls look great to me!
Then Mike asks a tough question.
"OK, Jock, what's your choice?"
"Well... it depends."
"On what?"
"To look at... or to lay?" I ask him boldly.
Mike laughs. "A man after my own heart! Which one would you most want to screw, of course?"
He hardly knows me, but my interest in watching them matches his. Now I've taken it to the next level by mentioning sex. So, he realizes we can get right to the base instinct that drives the primitive animal hidden deep inside both of us. We're going to imagine fucking these pretty birds.
"That's easy. The auburn hair in neon green. She's my choice. I'd give it to her!"
"And why's that?"
"Just look at her. She's got a great rack and the tiniest bikini, so I think she'd be the hot one. What's your choice?"
"I'd go with the blonde. That long hair spread out when she's flat on her back, and those legs wrapped around me from underneath. Yeah, I'd like to give it to her!"
We watch some more, and I take a closer look at Blondie. I decide that she would be a great lay too. Meanwhile, Mike has the binoculars now and he alerts me.
"Check how Auburn's tits are all squished out beneath her. Hey, look now, she's up on her elbows, and they're hanging right out. What beauties!"
"Hey, pass the binocs, man. My turn."
Soon I'm agreeing with him. "I see what you mean, Mike. And those nipples are so stiff. I want my mouth on them!"
This good-natured bantering goes on for some time before all three of the girls are up on their elbows, each one unknowingly flashing us a great deal of private skin.
Then Mike has some great news for me.
"Soon they're going to roll over to toast on the other side. That's when the real show begins. Do you have time to stay?"
"Yeah, if you do. I'll stay until they go back inside!" I laugh.
"So, in that case, let's order in some lunch. It's almost noon and we'll be another hour, at least."
Mike phones for a fast food delivery up to his office and then we go right back to our observation posts to watch the birds. It's going to be like a sports event, spectating while stuffing our mouths with food.
Then a few minutes later, it gets a whole lot better. The little brunette in the itsy bitsy yellow polkadot number struggles to her feet, pressing her unsecured top against her chest. She steps across her towel, then sits down facing us before reaching into her bag to grab a tube. Then she lays back.
"Watch this, Jock!" Mike almost whispers, handing me the field glasses.
"Omigawd!" I inhale.
Polkadots has pulled away her top, revealing a set of beautiful tits! She places the tube against one, then the other, squeezing a little white length of cream onto each. Then her fingers work the goo into the skin! All around each one. Even underneath, where they seldom see the sun.
She rubs all around her smooth, rounded mounds, and then goes to the nipples. The little brunette works hard at them, circling each areola, and rolling the nubs between her pink fingertips, drawing them into wicked peaks.
"Fuuuck," is all I can manage. I feel my cock rising to take a look too.
"My turn. Hand over the glasses," Mike orders because Blondie looks like she's starting the same exquisite procedure.
They're close enough that I can still see everything usually hidden to the world. Her skin isn't as tanned as Polkadots', and her nipples are a nice pink instead of brown.
But Blondie's tits are lovely, and I see the whole show because she is sitting up to apply the cream. They hang like ripe fruit waiting to be picked. Young and firm and fresh and....
"Look, it's Auburn now," Mike interrupts my reverie, and I wonder who'll have the glasses for this one.
Just then there's a knock at the now-closed office door and someone calls out, "Food order for Mike Hanlon."
Mike passes me the binoculars and hustles over to pick up our lunch. He comes back right away, wondering what went down in those few minutes at the door. He soon finds out.
"Will you just look at those gorgeous knockers!" my host exclaims, almost dropping the order before he sets it onto the desk.
"Oh yeah... like nice ripe melons," I breathe, mesmerized by the way Auburn's big tits are swaying back and forth as she sits working the tanning cream into them.
Both her hands handle one at a time while she tilts forward inspecting the ongoing work. Vigorous circles set the second boob in motion, and like the first, she pulls at her extended nipple to ensure that it's fully protected from the sun. Both have grown to prodigious length!
.
"Yes! She's definitely the one I want to fuck!" I confirm. "No question. Those are Great Tits.... By the way, that's a real bird species."
"You're kidding me, right?... No?... Well, there's a whole flock of Great Tits over there right now!"
We eat our burgers and chips while the three birds nest in to tan. It's amazing how their naked, tanned breasts take different positions across their smooth bodies. Auburn's 36 D beauties flatten a bit and flow down to each side, while Polkadots' rounded 34 Bs sit high and proud. Blondie's boobs are smooth and pear-shaped, the nipples as pert as ever.
Mike notices me grinning and chuckling to to myself.
"What's with you, Jock? Something funny?"
"Just thinking about another bird, the Boobie. I can't imagine why."
"An actual bird? You're joking."
"Really. It's a dumb seabird that often isn't aware of danger lurking nearby."
"Like us over here, right?" he laughs. "I'd love to get my hands on those Boobies!"
Mike and I are dedicated birdwatchers, experts at identification. With the big office windows and the powerful binoculars, we're getting a very good look at these three sexy species close by. Now something else is happening to further improve the scene and re-stiffen my dick.
The girls realize that they need to get sunlight to their inner thighs for a nice, even tan. Gradually they begin to open their legs for exposure. As they do, Mike and I set down our food to take turns with the field glasses again.
They're his, so he gets them first. That's the unwritten law of the jungle. Male Bonding 101. Don't fight with friends. Instead, just wait your turn.
"Ooo... nice pussy Blondie," I hear him comment. "Check it out, Jock. Can you see the cameltoe?"
I grab the glasses to take a long hard look. "Yeah! I want that for sure!"
"OK, pass them over so I can check on Polkadots," Mike says. "Hey man, she's rolling her bottoms under to get more sun. Hell, almost down to her...."
I interrupt him, grabbing for the glasses, but he pulls them away.
"Oh no, not yet. Auburn is spreading wider now.... Oh fuck, man! You gotta see this!"
Then Mike passes them back to me and I zero in on the neon green bikini bottoms. This is the skimpiest and tightest of the lot. Her puffy lips are very prominent and almost spill out both edges of the fabric. Then she shifts a bit, and a deep cleft becomes visible. It doesn't take much imagination to picture the rest.
"Epic puss," I mutter, unable to take my eyes off what I'm watching so intently.
"Hey, you're fogging up the binoculars. Better pass them back so I can clean the lens," he laughs.
"Jeez! What a great show!"
"It might not be over yet. I like to watch when they get hot, and the sweat starts to run across their skin," Mike admits.
"You dirty old man!" I laugh before adding, "Let's go for it. I'm in no rush to leave."
"Good. My supervisor is on holidays. I can take some work home so I don't miss these girls."
I can see their nearly naked bodies glistening from the heat of the sun. They are feeling hot now. As we sit chatting about this, the girls shift to slightly different positions, putting those bare breasts in motion. Little rivulets of perspiration trickle across overheated skin.
We're mesmerized as their sweating skin shines in the blazing light. In our filthy minds, they're not tanning anymore. No, we're imagining them all hot and bothered, lurching up against us while we pound them savagely with straining cocks.
Then almost in unison, they decide that they've tanned enough topside, so they sit up to turn over. Now we're treated to another fantastic breast show. We're on high alert, afraid we might miss something good. Then it happens.
Each one turns sideways, a whole new profile to admire while they reapply sun protection to one another's back. We enjoy watching their sticky fingers curl around the back to the side-boob. Valiant. They're saving their girlfriends' tender skin from sunburn.
Soon all three are stretched out on their stomachs again. This time their feet point our way, and we can savour a sexy new perspective. Their hot, sweating globes are displayed in glorious variety- from soft and meaty to hard and lean. Great arses are a feast to our eyes and food for more primal urges.
"Jock, care for a beer? I have some cold ones here while the boss is away," my new birdwatching buddy offers, pointing to a cooler under his desk.
"Sure. This isn't over yet, and personally I'm getting overheated."
"Real cocklifters, aren't they? Got us all revved up, eh? I knew you'd like this."
"Yeah. Hey, I wonder if they know we've been watching them for the past hour or more?"
"Nah! But if they did, now wouldn't that be something. Carrying on like they don't know we're here. Making us horny as Hell on purpose!"
Watching intently again, we down our cold ones. The girls' legs are spread wide to tan those inner thighs, enhancing the fabulous arse-on perspective. Only the thinnest strip of cloth shields nirvana from our eyes. Oh, to possess x-ray vision at a time like this!
Then, as if to read our churning minds, they reach back with both hands to roll their bikini bottoms under for more tanned area. Right down to the crack! Their chests lift off the towels as they stretch their arms back. Great hanging sideboob! We could go to jail for the dirty thoughts racing through our heads.
"Dammit! Those birds are amazing," I mumble. "I can't think of anything else that I'd rather do right now than drive it up her arse!"
"Yeah! Which one first?"
"It's too hard to choose, watching this angle. The more I look, the more I want them all."
Then I have a brilliant solution.
"Hey, I'd go for all three at once! Auburn on my cock, Blondie on my face. And Polkadots frigging herself while she waits her turn."
"Excellent!" Mike cries. "I'd try that too, but starting with the blonde. What a treat! Do they ever have me going!"
"Hey, you'll have to race me over there if you expect to get them first," I joke.
"I wonder if we could? You know, go over there and fuck them silly in their dorm."
"Dream on, Mike. We'd get busted for sure. Security would be all over us. Then the cops would show up and drag us to the station. All we can do is imagine."
My friend sighs. "Hell, you just stuck a pin in that balloon."
We ramble on and drink his beer, talking like we're best buddies, even though we just met this morning. But there is a common bond here that many of us share- at least the ones who read Literotica.
We like to study good looking women. We like to admire them and salivate. We like to let our imaginations run wild, picturing them skewered on our dicks.
In the end, we won't go any farther than staring and dreaming, but it's fun either way. And, I'm sure we'll enjoy watching sexy birds for the rest of our days. Raging hormones are like that.
Some would say that Mike and I are bloody chauvinists, treating those college girls like sex objects. We're adults and should be ashamed of ourselves, right? So sorry, eh.
We don't even know their names or anything about them. Except that they all look great in a bikini, and even better topless. So, arrest us and lock us up. Guilty as charged.
Meanwhile, this has been a good few hours. I never tire of birdwatching.
Then suddenly, the girls are moving again. They sit up and grope to find their bikini tops, before reaching around to secure them. One last view of those Great Tits.
After adjusting everything, they grab their towels and stand up. Towels are tossed into their bags before they pull their own clothes off the pile and dress again over the bikinis.
Now they're almost ready to leave. It looks like our midday entertainment is over. Back to reality. I return to the reason for my visit.
"Mike, I never actually got down to business, getting all this paper into the cloud. Should I come to see you tomorrow, about the same time?"
"Let me check my phone," he smiles.
I assume Mike is scanning through his office schedule to see if he is already booked up. But I'm wrong.
"Sure, can you come back at 11:00 tomorrow? They say the forecast is for a perfect sunny day. The girls probably be out again, maybe with some of their friends. You bring the beer in case they are, OK?"
"You're on! And I'll buy lunch next time too."
It's another lesson straight out of Bonding 101. Don't be a mooch. Pay your way. Bring the beer and get lunch sometimes. That's the best way to keep a friend.
"Good! I always like watching the birds, Mike replies. "Those Boobies and Great Tits we saw today. Maybe some Sapsuckers and Flickers- whatever happens to land on the roof tomorrow"
"Who knows?" I grin. "We might see a dirty little Fuckbird!"
"Seriously? A Fuckbird!"
"Well, not exactly. That's what this Irish writer James Joyce called his woman."
"A Fuckbird!" Mike repeats. "Read a lot, do you?"
"Mostly smut, when I'm not birding. There are some field glasses out in my garage. I'll bring those tomorrow too."
Mike raises his bottle in salute. "Here's to those three Fuckbirds over there. Long may they flock!" he says solemnly, before smiling at his own little joke.
We laugh and drain our beers.
Now the three beauties- cute little Brunette, leggy Blondie, and sexy Auburn- have turned to go inside. But they have a surprise for us as we sit wistfully watching their departure.
As if on cue, they swivel their shapely hips toward our window, and stick out their round butts. Together they lean to look back over their shoulders at us, flashing big smiles....



Then... they reach out and wave Goodbye before scampering indoors, laughing.
Crikey! Those cheeky birds knew we were watching them the whole fuckin' time!
_____________
And that's pretty much how I saw it. I hope you enjoyed my (partly) true story. Give it a rating before you go. Thanks.
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Carlos Casales was stunned when he stared into the bedroom.
A man's clothing was scattered across the floor and silky red lingerie lay on the rumpled bed. An empty wine bottle and two glasses littered one night table and a tube of something stood upright on the other. His mind whirled with the realization of what all this meant.
Marina was here with another man!
It was a good thing that Jaguar had stayed outside in the car. Had he come upstairs, there'd have been Hell to pay.
****
One month earlier:
The sunset was always glorious from their new apartment with a view out over the Pacific.
The sinking orange orb dipped below a cloudbank just above the ocean and reflected off the gray underbelly, illuminating it in golden and reddish hues. Beneath that, shining arms of orange reached across the surface of the smooth water, lighting up the high walls of surrounding buildings.
But the magnificent sight didn't match Jaguar's sombre mood. His pretty wife of three years, Marina, was late coming home from the museum again, the second time this week. He figured she'd be just as evasive in her explanation as last time.
Jag stood on the balcony brooding, searching for clues that might help him understand what was going on. During the past month, his wife had seemed distant, not the loving partner he'd come to know since meeting her as an American tourist visiting Peru. They'd fallen hard for each other and married.
Jaguar was from the United States too, though he'd been in Peru for nearly half his life. He first arrived as a graduate student named Wesley Arundel, and became so hooked on Andean culture that he took his iconic nickname from an ancient god.
He couldn't leave. Instead, he finished his studies and settled in Lima. To support himself, he established the Andean Experience tour company. It grew to become a cultural and archaeological venture very popular with global tourists.
After meeting Marina, he landed a career with the National Archaeological Museum, using the help of a former lover with a key position there. Elena Rodrigues also hired Jag's new wife as a docent, to guide English-language tour groups.
[Jaguar and Marina's story is found in Chapters 01 through 06 of Andean Experience. You might enjoy their sometimes-dangerous adventures in Peru.]
The couple enjoyed life in Peru's lively capital. But lately things weren't going so well with them.
Suddenly, Jaguar heard a noise from inside the apartment. He stepped in from the balcony to see his annoyed wife struggling with some large bags.
"Help me with these, Jag. They're so heavy."
"What do you have there?"
"Groceries. We're out of everything. But what would you know about that anyway? You just eat what I prepare and leave the rest to me. What have you been doing since you came home?"
"Nothing really. Watching the sunset."
"I could have guessed as much. Make yourself useful. Unpack these and put them away while I change into something more comfortable."
"Want a hand with that?" Jaguar joked.
"No. Just put the groceries away."
"Why so cold, Marina? Some problem with the new guy, Juan today?"
"Enough about him! Are you jealous or something? That's the third or fourth time you've asked me about him this week."
"You're spending a lot of time with...."
"And he's young and handsome, right?" she interrupted. "You're jealous, Jag! He's just a boy, ten years younger than me!"
"Well, I'm twice his age. Does that make me an old man? I've seen how you light up when he's around, and so has everybody else."
"Stop that! It's nothing. I'm supposed to show him how to guide tours. You're just imagining things. Now put the food away."
With that, Marina spun on her heal and went to the bedroom- without so much as a kiss or a hug, her husband noted. Was there reason to be suspicious about Juan?
The suppertime conversation became heated at times. It was clear that Jaguar was feeling threatened by his wife's time with the handsome new employee. From there, his complaints expanded to what he viewed as her decreased libido.
"You were so hot in bed. Now you just want to fall asleep by 10:00!"
"I'm tired after work, then I come home to mind everything here. You need to help me more and demand less. How did you manage before we were married."
"Well... I...."
"Time's up! You had your women friends around to do it. In fact, they did anything you wanted! I'm American, Jag. I'm not one of your Spanish ladies, so eager to get into your bed!"
Marina knew he had a long string of girlfriends and one night stands in his former tour business. It was a real sore point, one that often came up when she was angry. Jaguar wondered if she knew that her best friend and boss, Elena, had been one of his bedtime women? He had to be careful now.
"OK, I'll try to do better," he conceded. "If I'm home before you, I'll pick up around here, or start on supper. I can do some basic cooking, though nowhere near as good as yours."
"That's wise.... And about Juan?"
"I'll stay off that," Jaguar replied, though he knew it wouldn't be easy to keep his jealousy in check.
"I'm just training him, that's all. Elena would love to do it, but she's too busy."
"Elena. That doesn't surprise me,' he quipped, before recovering. "Maybe you'd like to train me later, Marina?"
"You never give up, do you?" she laughed. "Does that mean you'll keep the promises you just made? If so, then yes."
"Of course. I'll be helpful and stay quiet about good-looking Juan."
"Jaguar... just let it go."
Later, they went to bed to put an end to their disagreement. She kissed him and snuggled close in a reassuring way. He felt the heat of her smooth body against his muscular torso. Before long, all was forgotten as they basked in the intensity of their love for one another. The rest of the world fell away as their passion grew.
Then, all at once, they felt the Earth move. It was incredible!
"Did you feel that, Jag?"
"Amazing, eh!" he groaned as he gasped for breath.
"Not that. I mean, did you feel the bed shake a few moments ago?"
"We're so good together!" he grinned.
"No, I felt the room shake. Like a quake or something."
"Oh... could be. The Andes is an active zone. Shaking? I thought it was us!" he laughed.
"Seriously, it was more than that. I really felt the Earth move!... Wait!... There's another one! Omigod! An earthquake?"
They waited breathlessly, but nothing else happened.
"A tremor," Jaguar eventually announced. "Happens fairly often but doesn't amount to much here. Relax, Marina, it's just a fact of life living near the mountains."
The next day at the National Museum, Jaguar walked into the men's room to find a tall, handsome young man preening in the mirrors. He was combing his longish, jet black hair, getting it just right. Then he stepped back to admire himself. Jag knew who he was, though Juan had never met him before.
"You work here, right? I've seen you before," the young man said.
"Yes. Jaguar... the Head of Acquisitions. You're new."
"Hello. Juan Santander. I've been here a few weeks training as a docent, a tour guide."
"I know what a docent is," Jaguar replied acidly. "Who is helping you?"
"Marina. She's another guide. Very nice lady."
"Thanks. That's my wife, Marina Arundel."
"You're a lucky man."
Jaguar wasn't going to let pass this opportunity to firmly stake his claim.
"I think so too. We've been married almost three years now and enjoy working here at the museum."
"I didn't know that. She never mentioned you," Juan blurted out, "though I've seen her rings."
This annoyed Jaguar, so he doubled down.
"We have a very happy life together, Juan."
"Mr. Arundel, you're a fortunate man. Excuse me now, we have a tour group arriving very shortly."
Jaguar smiled to himself, thinking that he had made it pretty clear that Marina was already taken. All the same, he'd continue watching and listening around the museum.
After all, Juan was a very attractive and charming young fellow, especially compared to the older one facing Jag in the mirror. He was all-too-aware of the gray invading his hair and beard, and his sagging physique.
Jaguar's mind wandered. Perhaps he should start at a gym to work on his declining fitness? Maybe he should colour his hair and beard to cover the gray? Some new, more stylish clothes like Juan's wouldn't be a bad idea either.
"If Marina hasn't even mentioned me to Juan, she must find him quite attractive, he told himself. "The guy is fit and muscular judging by the tight shirts."
Jaguar decided to start with a charm offensive. From his office, he phoned Marina, inviting her to join him for lunch in the cafeteria. This wasn't something which occurred to him very often, and he scolded himself for failing to do so.
The couple sat off to one side of the cafeteria. Jaguar noticed immediately that his wife looked even better than usual today: coiffed hair, coloured lipstick, golden earrings all spoke of extra care. She wore a smart tailored outfit, stockings and stylish shoes. His imagination worked overtime wondering about her sexy undergarments.
"You look lovely, Marina," he complimented.
"A group of American educators today. I want to look really professional," she replied.
"And Juan is all dressed up, eh," Jaguar observed.
"Yes... but he always looks that way. Takes a lot of care with his appearance. You know how vain young men can be."
"Some older men too," Jaguar commented, vowing to move ahead with that wardrobe upgrade.
"But let's not talk about him now. What made you decide to ask me for lunch?"
"Maybe I've been taking you for granted in some ways, Marina? I want to make it up to you."
"Lunch dates at work; making supper at home- you're really spoiling me you know."
"Just a bit," he replied, but she saw right through him.
"Another guy around does wonders. Is that how it works in a man's world?" Marina chuckled softly.
****
During the next few weeks, Jaguar kept most of his promises.
There was domestic bliss as their romantic life flourished. He still mentioned Juan enough for her to know the motivation. However, she appreciated his new fitness regime, in fact joining him for workouts at the gym.
Marina continued to dress very well for the museum. So Jag upped his game with a more polished, professional look too. The signature camo gear and boots came out only for his occasional outings to confer with other archaeologists at field sites. He wouldn't be compared to Juan there.
While at the National Archaeological Museum, they occasionally crossed paths, where their relations were cool and professional. Meantime, the still-wary husband paid a visit to old girlfriend Elena's office to find out more about his rival.
"What can you tell me about Juan, the new docent, Elena?"
"Young, tall, good-looking... everything that you can see for yourself," she replied evasively.
"You must find him very appealing? I know that Marina does."
"And you feel jealous, right? I know you do. We girls talk."
"She told you that?"
"Yes, and how you're treating her better than ever. Look at you. New clothes. No more gray. Competition works wonders."
"Marina told me that too. What else did she say about him?"
"Your wife likes working with him. He's charming and funny."
"Elena, be straight with me. Is he coming on to her?"
"Could be, but I don't think so. Maybe just teasing her? He knows women like him, and he uses it, like a little game. Hell, I'm drawn to him myself!"
"Do you know anything about this guy? His background?"
"A bit. His family is wealthy, so he probably used connections to get this job. But he does it well enough- comes with a solid education in classical studies. That upper class family accounts for the polished, formal way he deals with our visitors. I doubt he'll remain a docent for long."
"Oh, Juan's ambitious?"
"Yes. With his connections he could end up in management- right at our level- in a fairly short time."
"So, I should look out for my job AND my wife with him?" Jaguar joked.
"I think you're overstating things, Jag!" Elena laughed. "Marina and Head of Acquisitions are both locked in for you. Believe me."
"I don't know...."
"Trust me. You needn't worry in either case. I see that rosy glow Marina wears some mornings. You must be keeping her happy where it really counts."
"I try my best," Jaguar grinned.
"Oh, I'm sure you do. We've been friends for a long time. There isn't much about you that I don't already know."
Elena looked like she had somewhere else to go.
"I have to work now. There's a major event coming that I have to get ready."
"In Special Collections? That's your department."
"Yes. A big exhibit of select artifacts from storage. Pre-Columbian pieces not seen since this place was built. And there'll be a large formal reception and party here for VIPs and government ministers."
"Let me know if I can help you with anything," he offered.
One day later that week, Marina was late coming home from the museum again. Jag had supper waiting. He opened the wine and poured a glass, then a half hour later, another one. By the time he finally heard the key in the door lock the bottle was empty.
He didn't notice that his wife looked upset. And because he'd been drinking, Jaguar's tongue was loose.
"Hey! Where were you? More time with Juan I suppose?" he shot.
"Don't say that! I had a terrible afternoon, and the meeting afterward was even worse," Marina sniffled.
"What happened?"
"Our afternoon tour group was big and noisy. Older school kids. A boy picked up a ceremonial artifact and was swinging it around like a weapon."
"Oh Hell! Then what?"
"I grabbed it from him, and he pushed me hard to get it back! So, Juan ran over and put him in a headlock while I called for Security. Carlos rushed in and carted him off to the front exit."
"Was there no teacher with them?"
"That was the problem. Two woke fools defended the kid instead of recognizing what he did. One went straight to the Director, while the other took the class back to school."
"So, the Director supported both of you, right?"
"Not really. It's a rich school from a gated neighbourhood. He reminded us that influential museum supporters live there. I got off alright because I was protecting museum property, but Juan didn't fare so well. I argued that he was helping me, but the Director was upset about him using force with a visitor."
"So, where do things stand now?"
"I thought Juan might be fired. But he reminded our boss that his father would want to know all about this. The Director just backed off and told him not to use physical restraint in future."
"Not surprised. Everything there is so political. What do you think about all of this?"
"Jag, he defended me. If Juan hadn't grabbed the boy and held him, I could have been hurt. It is a good thing he's big and strong. I feel safe working with him."
"Yeah, I'm glad he was there for you," Jaguar admitted grudgingly.
He reheated supper while Marina changed into more casual clothes. He poured more wine and lit a candle for some atmosphere to help smooth over the troubles of the day. He gritted his teeth and listened patiently while she went on about how Juan came through for her. Jaguar said nothing negative.
That evening they made love. The wine and her husband's apparent acceptance of Juan put Marina in the right frame of mind. They took it slowly, drawing things out until both were getting near the edge. Jaguar kissed and tasted Marina's silky skin and she moaned with pleasure. Then it was her turn to torment her husband.
By the time they got down to the main course, both knew they couldn't possibly extend this much longer. Then to the mountain top- a steady climb to dizzying heights of urgency. It was exquisite, before they tumbled over the peak to the other side. What was that? Had the earth moved again?
Afterward, Jaguar lay back with a satisfied look on his face, reminding himself,
"You might want her, Juan, but Marina is my woman!"
****
After the incident at the museum, Marina and Juan spent more time together. When Jaguar wasn't having lunch with his wife, the young man occupied the chair across from her. Coffee breaks were often the same- Jag knew because his friend Carlos made a point of telling him.
"Elena says Marina is with the new guy a lot. Are you alright with that?"
"It's probably because he protected her when a visitor threatened her safety."
"Yeah. Elena told me. I guess Juan has real pull when he could mention his father's name to the Director and escape being fired."
"The old man is high in the government. It's going to take the kid places. You know how things work."
"Jag. I'd be worried if I was in your shoes. Marina really dresses up at work, and gives him her undivided attention whenever they talk. It's almost like she's totally enthralled with every word he says."
"Carlos, she's always been a great listener and communicator."
"Look, maybe I'm off-base here, but you know I was a private investigator before Elena got me into the museum. I've seen a lot of extramarital shit and...."
"Are you saying they're having an affair?" Jaguar interjected.
"Probably not, but there's something I don't like. He's a ladies man. And slippery- he's too charming to trust. Juan is a spoiled rich kid who thinks he can have anything he wants. That might include your wife. And I've seen too much of this sort of thing."
Now Jaguar worried.
"Carlos, I wonder if Elena could split them up, give them less time working together? Could you talk to her about changing their schedules or something?"
"Good idea. I'll do it, Jag. This has gone on long enough."
[Jaguar, Carlos and Elena take on international artifact smugglers in Confrontation, Chapters 01 through 12 in Novels and Novellas. It's a rough, sexy adventure.]
In the weeks leading up to the museum event which Elena was planning, Marina and Juan spent less time on assignment together. Jaguar made a point of further reclaiming his wife by arranging more lunch dates with her, both in the cafeteria and little restaurants nearby.
The young man still seemed infatuated with Marina, and people at the museum noticed it. This was becoming serious. Jaguar wanted his wife to be seen with him, not with Juan.
Then Marina was angry when she discovered that her husband was behind the shift changes at work. A heated argument was followed by a Cold War. That ended the marital lunch dates, and Juan took full advantage. His cafeteria meetings with her resumed, and tongues wagged around the office. Jaguar was infuriated!
Finally, the date of the grand reception arrived, and the angry couple had to be there.
Marina bought a stunning long white gown and new heels to highlight her lithe figure, while Jaguar at least sent his rumpled suit out for dry cleaning. Elena was dressed to the nines in a clingy black number that hugged her abundant curves. Her husband Carlos made it a table group of four.
Elena complimented her friend as they entered the reception.
"You are fantastic tonight, Marina! That white gown and your hair piled high- you almost look like a bride. Gorgeous!"
"Your dress is lovely too. I wonder if Juan will notice us?"
"He'll certainly be hovering around you. Jag will be jealous."
"I hope so. It's good for him to have to try harder with me. You know how he is."
"Be careful, Marina. Don't push him too far."
"He's my husband. And teasing him is such fun. It's easy because Juan is so handsome and charming. I love his company."
"I don't think Jag will like it, not the way you look tonight."
The head table had many dignitaries and officials. As soon as the sumptuous dinner was finished and coffee poured, it was time for a full slate of long-winded speeches.



At that moment, Juan came to their table to say hello. He seemed to consciously pose in his expensive clothing as he stood between Jaguar and Marina. He smiled then spoke. And what the young man said was such a surprise that he caught Jag flat-footed.
Juan politely offered to take Marina to the bar across the hall during the speeches. He joked that he'd be saving her from utter boredom during the next hour. A long glance at his wife told Jag that she favoured the idea. So, he nodded his head and off they went.
Sure enough, the speakers droned on one after another. All the while Carlos kept wondering why his friend had let her go so easily. It seemed naive to him, but Jaguar had never been a private investigator tracking down cheating spouses. Carlos knew that Juan was not to be trusted with anything so precious as a lovely wife.
Then suddenly...
"What's happening?" someone shouted.
The whole building began to shake. The floor beneath their feet vibrated, while the chandeliers suspended above them swayed wildly. A deep rumbling sound like a freight train grew louder and more intense. The ground itself had come alive!
"Earthquake! Earthquake! Get down!" someone screamed, and the whole place descended into chaos.
Glassware shattered against the tiled floor as the tables rocked violently. Worse still, priceless artifacts from prehistory toppled from the special display by the head tables, smashing into a thousand pieces. People desperately covered their heads lest they be knocked unconscious by falling debris. Then the heavy chandeliers started to snap and plummet down.
Across the hall in the bar, bottles and glasses were tossed by the heaving building. The tall stools where Marina and Juan sat close trembled with the pitching floor. Their eyes were wide with terror, but Juan thought immediately of escape. He grabbed her hand and rushed for the nearby exit. Just as they reached the outside door, a large picture above it dropped toward them.
"Look out!" barely left Juan's mouth when it hurtled down onto Marina's head.
He spun back and grabbed her by the shoulders, pulling her sagging body through the door to the sidewalk beyond. Marina was limp as he towed her away from the building, then draped her over his shoulder to run toward his parked car. It seemed that the whole building might soon crumble, crushing everything nearby.
In a flash he had the black Porsche unlocked and jammed Marina into the passenger seat. Her body slumped forward, but with supreme effort he secured her into the safety harness.
Then he raced around to the other door and leaped inside. Juan jabbed the starter button, firing the powerful engine, before speeding off into the night with his unconscious passenger. Where was he taking Marina?
Meanwhile in the banquet hall, debris rained down from above. Something struck Jaguar, causing him to cry out in pain as blood soaked the sleeve of his coat. Elena took a hit from a projectile that opened deep cuts along the back of her legs. Screams filled the big room, where people lie scattered like wounded soldiers.
Then, as quickly as it had begun, the grinding of the Earth stopped, replaced by tiny ripples of aftershock. A few last pieces of glass and stone shattered just as the rumbling ceased. Jaguar pulled himself to his feet and ran toward the bar across the hall. "Got to find Marina!" he shouted over his shoulder.
The minutes after the quake disintegrated into massive confusion. Jaguar found piles of broken glass where entire shelves of liquor had been thrown down against the floor. He saw the open side door, but no sign of Marina and Juan. Outside, a few people milled around in shock, but his wife was not among them, so he returned to the banquet hall.
"Both gone," Jag reported as Carlos tended to Elena's wounds with his torn shirt. "They must have escaped through the side door to the parking lot. I hope they're safe, somewhere out there."
"Your arm, Jag. Your sleeve is all bloody," Carlos observed. "And Elena's cut pretty badly. Let's get to the hospital if we can. I'll drive."
Wires were down across the city and streets were blocked with fallen trees and shattered buildings. When they finally reached the hospital, they found it overwhelmed by the injured. Ambulances had first priority. Everybody else went into the crowded Emergency waiting room where harried nurses quickly examined them for triage.
All three spent the night awaiting treatment. Jaguar's arm throbbed painfully, and he grimaced every time he moved it. A nurse gave him some pills and eventually he fell asleep in a chair. Carlos watched his wife, whose deep cuts were cleaned by a nurse and wrapped in cloth bandages. She would see a doctor eventually.
Late at night it was quieter in the waiting area. Jag was doubly pained- a badly gashed forearm and a missing wife. The latter issue hurt the most.
He needed help and guidance, so his tortured mind turned to the grim stone face of the jaguar in the inner sanctum of the temple at Chavin de Huantar. His graduate studies had led him to believe that its awesome power could shape events. It was all he had now.
Jaguar closed his eyes to pray, quietly murmuring a fervent chant to this ancient god, his namesake. He was desperate.
"Encontrar mi esposa.... [Find my wife].... Encontrar mi esposa.... Encontrar mi esposa.... Encontrar mi espo... "
The next day, they were still impatiently waiting for a doctor. Jaguar was eager to search for Marina, or at least report her missing, but that wasn't possible. The earthquake had overloaded the entire emergency system. All he could do was hope that she was safe with Juan or comfortable in a hospital.
Meanwhile, three hundred kilometres north of Lima a very different scene was unfolding.
A handsome young man stood with his arm looped around an attractive woman. They were on a spacious balcony looking out on the Pacific Ocean. The morning surf crashed onto a wide beach while gulls hovered above, diving for shimmering fish. Bright sunlight reflected off the water into their shaded eyes.
There was something familiar to her about this lovely setting- standing on a balcony with a man holding her, the sun dazzling the ocean. But like other things today, the woman could not connect it to any concrete thought.
A fog shrouded her mind. And there were those strange fingertip bruises on her upper arms and that bump on her head. It was all so puzzling. But she felt happy, like her life was beginning anew.
She turned to the man holding her and smiled.
"Oh Juan, this place is so beautiful. I could stay here forever!"
"Nothing but the best for you' Maria, my love. We'll spend a long time here together where nobody can find us."
Her thoughts were disjointed, scrambled.
"You're so romantic! The big reception in Lima where you asked me to come with you.... I can't remember anything much before that. We were drinking champagne and I felt dizzy the chandeliers were swaying...."
"I felt that way too. Swooning over you. Believe me, Maria, the marriage service was perfect."
"I wish I could remember. Everything seems to be hazy, but these rings prove it really happened," she commented dreamily as she held up her hand.
Juan hoped his fantasy bride wouldn't remember that she was already wearing them when she came to the museum reception last evening with her real husband.
"Yes, now it's just you and me, hidden away from the world in our private escape. It's wonderful, don't you think, Maria?"
"You and me...." the somewhat confused woman echoed.
"Come, let me show you the rest of the apartment. The bedroom is beautiful and the bed so soft and comfortable."
"But where are my suitcases? My clothes and all my things?"
"They were... uh... destroyed in the quake. Same as mine. But we won't need them tonight because we have each other. I'll take you shopping tomorrow."
"Nothing to wear tonight?"
"We're newlyweds, remember? We don't have to wait until tonight to try out our bed. Let's go now, Darling."
The new bride giggled awkwardly as her young husband leaned down for a deep kiss. Then he took her hand as they rushed to their bedroom.
Indeed, Maria was eager for love with the tall, handsome man who had so suddenly given her those magnificent diamond rings!
****
It had been a week since the Lima quake and a massive cleanup was underway at the National Archaeological Museum. Appraisers toted up hundreds of millions in artifact loss and building destruction. Heavy construction equipment was clearing exterior damage, then restoration would soon get underway.
But there was still no trace of Juan and Marina. Jaguar had been to the police and visited all the Lima hospitals. Nothing! They had apparently disappeared, somehow swallowed up the night of the earthquake.
Jaguar's mind was working overtime. Marina had paid so much attention to this new guy for the past few months. She seemed to be with him all the time at the museum.
His friend had warned him about Juan. Had the two used the quake as cover to run off together? Had his wife left him? He hadn't realized that things between them were so bad. Now Marina was gone!
"Carlos, the police aren't getting anywhere with this. They complain they're buried in missing person reports and can't give this file the time it needs. Dammit, I want my wife back!"
"Maybe we have to do it ourselves. I'm a private investigator, remember."
"So, where would you start with this? They've obviously gone somewhere. Is he holding her against her will? The way they've been carrying on at the museum, who knows, maybe she just left me? They might have used the earthquake to get away."
"Don't go there, Jaguar. I know this looks bad, but there could be some other explanation."
"Such as?" his friend spit out in anger.
"We have to find out. Look, Elena tells me his father is high up in the Peruvian government, part of the old aristocratic elite. Maybe I could talk with him privately? He might get us moving in the right direction."
A few days later, Carlos sat with Peruvian Defence Minister, Arno Santander for an appointment in his big office. When Carlos had told him by phone that he wanted to talk with him about the apparent disappearance of Juan with an older woman, Minister Santander was eager to meet the following day.
It quickly became apparent that Juan's father was expecting to receive kidnap demands for the release of his son. The whole conversation changed when Carlos outlined the relationship which had developed with Marina at the museum prior to their escape from the earthquake.
Santander had many questions.
"Tell me about this Marina. How much older is she than Juan? Is she attractive? Does she give him undivided attention? Does she have a powerful husband my son would try to best?"
When the investigator outlined all this information, the Minister sighed heavily before speaking.
"That ass! He's done this before, and I had to cover it up. He gets involved with an older married woman and runs off with her. His looks and charm, the clothes and money, the fancy car- it works every time. And I'll be left to clean up the fucking mess. Stupid young bastard!"
Carlos could see that he was on to something promising now.
"So where might he have taken her? Any ideas?"
"We have properties all over Peru. But I won't give you that information, Mr. Casales."
"Why not? I can find them and bring him home."
"Because I can't let this to get to the press. I don't want to see my name on television connected to my goddam son's fantasies. This has to be done secretly. No police. I haven't even filed a missing person report, even though I'm worried about what came of him in the quake."
"So, you think he's run off with her for a little fling? What happens when he tires of these women?"
"My friend, I'll probably have to pay off this Marina to stay quiet."
"Her husband doesn't want her in the news either. If you give me those property addresses, I assure you this will not go public."
"And no police?"
"None."
"Well then Mr. Casales, you're working for me on this now. I'll pay you well to find them and keep this secret. If you don't, expect nothing but flat denial from me. I won't even know you."
They shook hands on the deal. No paper trail.
Carlos left the office with a list of properties the family owned, addresses where Juan might be holed up with Marina. Three of them were highlighted, places where Juan had been found with women before when he dropped out of sight to pursue his wife-stealing fantasy.
All three were holiday locations, one in the mountains and two along the ocean. He decided to pay a visit to the closest one first, a two-hour drive from Lima.
The address led the investigator to an ocean villa a few hours drive south of the city. It looked promising. Large trees hid much of the property and an imposing gate barred entry. There was an electric call box on one gate pillar. A woman answered and explained that she was the housekeeper. No-one else was there, nor was family expected in the near future.
It seemed like a dead end, but he spent the rest of the day hanging around watching to see who came and went. Eventually, Carlos accessed the oceanfront side using a pathway through a vacant lot. He saw that the storm shutters were all closed, nor was there any furniture outside. It appeared that the place was closed for the season. By late afternoon the housekeeper left, confirming again that the place was empty.
Two weeks had passed since the Lima earthquake and there was still no sign of Marina and Juan. It was as if they had fallen through the cracked Earth that night. No-one had seen them, and Juan's black Porsche was missing too. His expensive city apartment had been searched carefully, but yielded no clues whatsoever.
A few days later, Carlos brought Jaguar with him to visit the next closest family property from Lima. It was an apartment address north along the coast, about a three hour drive. His friend had recovered from his injuries and was eager to accompany the investigator this time.
Jag expected that he'd find Marina and Juan together and swore revenge if he did.
They parked just beyond the luxury building. Very soon they spotted an expensive car much like the one Juan owned. This had potential, but Carlos insisted that Jaguar stay in the car, ready to drive away fast if necessary.
He didn't want hotheaded violence to interfere with his investigation. If Marina was there with Juan, it would be a matter for the courts. Jag reluctantly agreed.
Carlos strolled toward the building and waited until someone left so he could slip into the locked lobby. From there, he used the stairwell to climb to the top floor, just in case he should encounter Juan in the elevator. After checking that no-one was in the hallway, he quickly made his way to Apartment 704. After a deep breath, he knocked on the door.
He heard sandals clopping across a tile floor, short steps like those of a woman.
"Who's there?" a female voice called out.
He recognized it as Marina and his heart leapt!
"It's me, Carlos," he replied softly, in case Juan was there with her.
"I don't know any Carlos," came the reply.
"Marina, is that you?"
"Close. It's Maria. What do you want?"
"Maybe I have the wrong place. Does Juan live here?"
"Yes, he's my husband."
Carlos was stunned because that was definitely Marina's voice- her distinctive Wisconsin accent, tinged slightly by three years living in a Spanish-speaking environment. There could be no doubting it. So, why would she say that Juan was her husband?
He had to think of some way to see her face to be sure. He wisely guessed that Juan wasn't in the apartment because he would have come to the door by now.
"Juan sent me to get you."
"What! Has something happened?"
"Yes.... He fell in the parking lot and needs some help."
"Omigod! He's hurt?"
Then Carlos heard the door unlock and it swung open several inches before a security chain stopped it. He quickly peered inside and instantly recognized Marina's face on the other side.
To his surprise, she wore a blank look. There was no recognition, even though they were friends and co-workers at the museum. He wondered if there was something wrong with her.
"I'll take you to him," was all he said, quickly processing that he and Jag might need to reclaim her by force.
"OK, come in while I get a cover-up. I've been tanning on the balcony."
She still didn't recognize him. Carlos was amazed. Marina stood shameless in a miniscule bikini, little more than a few small triangles connected by coloured string. Who was this woman?
She looked fantastic! He tried hard not to stare, but her curves and bare skin were like powerful magnets pulling at his eyeballs. She must have noticed him looking at her body.
"It's our honeymoon, you know. Juan and I were married recently, and we came to this beautiful resort. He got me this for the beach."
Carlos stared at her bronze skin, acres of it. There was a lump in his throat which made it hard to speak. Her statuesque body had never been so revealed to him before. It was almost like gazing at a nude painting of his friend's wife.
"Yes, I see that," he croaked. "Now get that cover-up and let's go. Quickly!"
Marina turned and opened a bedroom door. From where he stood, Carlos could see a large, rumpled bed, with a man's clothing littering the floor. Dainty bits of sheer red lingerie lay atop the sheets.
For the private investigator, there was further evidence. A half-spent tube of lubricant and wine glasses littered the night tables. Clearly, they were sleeping together, and doing a whole lot more in bed too!
Married to Juan and honeymooning! Sex with another man! Carlos was completely dumbfounded. It didn't make any sense at all.
It was like this woman calling herself Maria was actually Marina's double. In his confusion, Carlos was glad that he'd convinced Jaguar to stay in the car. Something was completely wrong here.
Then they were out in the hallway, where Carlos prayed that they wouldn't encounter Juan. He was tempted to have them use the stairs but didn't want to alert Marina's suspicion. As it was, she asked him several times about what had caused her husband to fall and whether he was in pain. Carlos made up the story on the fly.
Soon he reached the parking lot close to their car. Marina was scanning the lot to find Juan's vehicle, presuming that he must have fallen while getting in or out of it. Fortunately, it was close to where Jaguar was parked.
"Just over here Maria," Carlos directed, coming close beside her now that a capture seemed possible. He wished that there'd been time to alert Jaguar, who was totally unaware that there was something very strange about his wife.
The two of them came up beside the car from behind, unseen by Jaguar who sat in the driver's seat. Carlos quickly opened the rear door. Then he firmly grasped Marina and pushed her inside. As she screamed, he threw his weight across her, while slamming the door shut behind him.
"Get the Hell out of here Jag! She's drugged and doesn't even know who we are!"
Jaguar took a quick look to confirm it was his wife, pressed tight against the seat bottom under Carlos' body. He noticed that Marina wore a tiny bikini under a filmy coverup. This made no sense at all. And she was wildly kicking and cursing at them.
"You bastard! Get off me! Let me out!"
"Marina! Marina! It's me- Jaguar!"
"Stop it! Let me go, you fuckers! Juan!... Juan. Help me!!"
She was calling for the missing guy from the museum. Jaguar quickly reasoned that Marina must have come here with him quite willingly based on her cries for help. This amazed and bewildered him. His loving wife was like acting like she didn't even know her own husband!



There was no time to think about it. Jaguar stabbed the ignition and accelerated to the gated entry, currently open. The tires squealed as he swerved into the street and gunned the engine.
Quickly, the luxury apartment by the ocean grew smaller and smaller in the rear-view mirror. But Marina never stopped struggling and cursing at them to release her. Carlos held on tight.
"What the fuck is going on?" Jaguar shouted.
"Slow down or the cops will stop us! Drive straight to EsSalud Hospital in Lima. There's something wrong with her!" Carlos yelled before repeating, "she must be drugged!"
"Or hypnotized! That goddam playboy! I'll kill him if he's been at her!"
Carlos stayed quiet about what he had seen in the apartment bedroom. He figured Jaguar would do it if he knew the truth.
****
"Amnesia, probably transient global amnesia," the doctor announced to Jaguar.
"Where she's forgotten everything from the past?"
"Yes, the bruise and remaining lump on her head suggest that something fell on her during that earthquake. She must have sustained a concussion that left her without much memory.... It should be temporary, unless the injury is more severe than it appears. I'll order further testing."
"Doc, this is serious! She doesn't know me and claims to be recently married to another guy."
"Yes. That's consistent with post-traumatic amnesia, usually caused by head injury. I saw very little recollection back beyond a few weeks. That's why she doesn't recognize you. She remembers the museum shaking and the lights swinging, but not much else. She even claims her name is Maria, not Marina."
The doctor continued.
"Then, she was wearing diamond rings and travelling with this Juan, supposedly her new husband. She doesn't know you or your friend Carlos, and claims not to work at the National Archaeological Museum."
"I gave her those rings!" Jag retorted. "Not that young bastard!"
"I don't think she went with him willingly. He probably pulled her out of the place after something hit her head, then drove away. The whole marriage angle was likely built around her confusion and his desire. I think he gave her the new name."
"I hate to imagine what he did with her, thinking she was married to him. Damn!"
"She should eventually come out of this. The fog in her mind will clear and she'll recognize who you are again."
"And if she doesn't?" Jag shouted.
"Let's be hopeful. I'll keep her here for closer examination by a specialist. Do you have wedding photos?... Good.... Bring them in to help retrieve her memory. I'll put enlargements around the room. Get some with her friends too. It should all come back to her eventually."
Jaguar felt reassured by the doctor's words. But his anger toward Juan burned hot every time he thought about those two plus weeks with his wife. Newly married! They must have had sex, probably regularly if she thought like a new bride.
The guy would pay for this. That evening he met with Carlos to plot something.
"What should I do with Juan? Jag asked.
"I've been thinking about it because his father only gave me the family property addresses on condition that I leave the police out of it."
Jaguar's voice rose immediately.
"I want them to track him down and bring him to trial for abducting Marina. Maybe charged with sexual assault too."
Carlos knew that the Defence Minister would refuse to pay him if he went to the police. But he couldn't deny his friend in a situation like this.
"I have a list of all the family properties in Peru. The cops could start looking for him there."
"Good. Let's go see them. He kidnapped her and most likely used her too."
Carlos couldn't hold his tongue any longer.
"He did, Jag. I saw the bedroom up in the apartment. They were sleeping together and...."
Jaguar exploded in rage, threatening to kill Juan. After he calmed down a little, they went directly to the police station to report a crime.
****
The fates of Juan and Marina unfolded rather quickly after that.
The playboy had family money and influence. His high-placed father knew the young man's history and his hiding places. As soon as Juan had returned to the oceanside apartment to find Marina gone, he drove day and night to the most distant family property in Peru. There he contacted his father for further assistance.
After that, he simply disappeared.
There was an initial furor when the press learned about the charges Juan faced, but after a month or so it died down. "Another spoiled son of a rich aristocrat," was the common sentiment. People knew he would probably get away with it. That's just how things worked for the old elite. It had always been this way and it wouldn't change.
Jaguar desperately wanted Juan to pay for his crimes, but he was out of reach. The kid could have gone underground within Peru, but more likely had escaped to some wealthy corner of the Spanish-speaking world. He could have gone to places like Spain or much of South America. It wouldn't be easy to find him.
All Jag could do was simmer in his anger. Marina's kidnapper wouldn't face trial unless international police efforts located, arrested and extradited him back to Peru.
During this whole time Marina remained under supervised hospital care. She couldn't understand why she was being kept away from her handsome young husband. Instead, she was surrounded by large photos of complete strangers.
Most alarming to Marina were shots of her in a bridal gown with a frequent hospital visitor. And there were enlargements of him slipping a beautiful diamond ring onto her finger. Why were these pictures posted in her room?
Jaguar prayed that she would remember him, and realize that he was her real husband. Alone at night, he chanted to the Chavin jaguar. During the day in her hospital room he silently prayed to his mother's Christian God. He'd take any help he could get.
Then, one day a nurse brought Marina the rings she still believed came from her husband Juan. Why did he never come to see her in the hospital? Didn't he care for her anymore? Instead, that other man sat quietly watching while she admired her jewelled finger.
Somehow, he was beginning to seem familiar. Was it only because he'd been in her hospital room so often? Marina felt confused. She gazed at him intently, then stared beyond where the large wedding pictures were taped to the wall.
She spotted the ring photo, studied it closely, then looked down at her hand. Suddenly, she broke into a broad smile and spoke with real excitement. Recognition had come as the post-traumatic haze began to clear away.
"I know you! You're my husband... Jaguar! You gave me these rings!
We're the ones who are married, and not that other man, Juan!"
Now Marina remembered bits and pieces of her real life.
And at last, Jaguar's lost wife had been found.
****
Will Jag let the man who violated Marina remain on the loose? Not a chance. This isn't over yet. Please rate my story before you go. Thanks.
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Chapter 07 of Corey Moore whizzed by in one day on Literotica. If you haven't read it, she slid backwards into her old ways. This one begins with advice you offered to her Ch. 07 plea for help. Thanks.
Dear Diary
I hate myself today!
After work, they talked me into coming back to their hotel room.
I loved the women and fucked the men. All four people. Everything they wanted! For hours! I lost count, coming and coming, then fell asleep with them.
I drank too much and feel horrible. Now my head hurts. And my heart.
I'm afraid to lose Walter. He's such a good man. But can I tell him, or would he just throw me away?
Help me!
_______________________________
You know what I did in the Lounge with Nikki and Ava. You read about hours of sex afterwards in their hotel suite, screwing my former boss Dick and his client, Conrad. I shouldn't have done any of it!
The next day, I was at the end of my rope. Any encouraging words you might offer were the only thing that could sooth my desperation. I waited- and you came through for me!
Within hours, Whackdoodle bluntly advised me to start telling the truth. He also reminded me that Walter should know that a woman my age needs sex daily or she'll cheat on him! He sure got that right.
Then minutes later, someone delivered a stirring message. Anonymous said to "believe in love, trust, and that time makes things easier." He said I must confess, fight for Walter, and change myself too. The confession part scares me, but the message lifted me up.
"That's what I'll do," I told myself. "No more getting myself off in the VIP Room at Starlight Club. No more sex with Nikki or Dick or any of their customers. Nobody else but Walter."
Then MikePaulWrites confirmed what I already knew. He reminded me about my dilemma. "Live the lie; live the nightmare. Come clean and lose it all. Not good choices." He understood that telling my husband could turn out very badly. At the same time, keeping these secrets would drive me crazy.
He urged me to live on, calling it "another episode". So, I decided to try again, but with time out from the club because I couldn't face that awful night. Mac the manager knew I'd been in the VIP, and he'd probably watched all the action on the monitor.
My stripper friend, Bella, had witnessed Nikki and me together. That other peeler, Stacey, watched Ava at my boobs and saw us kissing passionately. By now, everybody working at Starlight Club would know the whole sordid story.
I decided to call in sick for a couple of shifts. After that, Walter would be home from the mine, and we'd both have the week off. Mac got angry, demanding a doctor's note if I planned on ever coming back. I agreed, just in case.
Earlier today I made an emergency appointment with my doctor. She squeezed me in immediately, right after her last appointment of the day. But Dr. Aileen Danic takes time with her patients, and I worried this might be a problem.
"Just the note," I reminded myself. "Say nothing more."
"Corey. It has been almost a year," she greeted me. "You said this was an emergency. What brings you today?"
"Doctor, I haven't been feeling well and need a note for two days off work."
She looked at me closely.
"I won't just write one and send you away. You don't look very well. Your eyes are dark and red. Your complexion is sallow, and frankly, you seem anxious. What's going on?"
"I'd rather not... I just don't feel very good."
"Let's have a closer look. I'll check some basic things before we get to that note."
"No... I'm in a hurry."
"That's not how it works, Corey. I follow some basic procedures with every patient feeling sick."
As the doctor checked my blood pressure, and looked down my throat, she asked several questions.
"When did this start?... "Do you feel weak or faint?... Have you had anything to eat today?... What medications are you taking?"
And then the capper:
"Have you taken drugs or excessive alcohol in the past 24 hours?"
"Well... yes, last night I had too much to drink," I admitted.
"Oh. Does that happen often, Corey?"
"Occasionally. I was having a good time and just lost track."
Dr. Danic gazed into my eyes like she could see right down to my soul. I tried to break eye contact, but she wouldn't relent. Then she spoke very softly.
"You seem quite anxious. What else that would you like to tell me?"
I tried hard to hold back, but before I could stop, I heard myself say, "My husband wasn't with me."
" I see... and you're distressed about that, right?"
"Yes... yes... but it's too personal.... I... I..."
Then I burst into tears and buried my face in my hands, rocking back and forth. She came beside me, offering a hand on my shoulder for support.
"There, there. I understand," she whispered. "Things aren't always as bad as they seem. Tomorrow will be brighter."
I lifted my tear-stained face. "I don't know how it could be. I might hurt myself!" I blurted.
"Oh my! Life is precious.... I'm going to prescribe some sedatives to calm you down. You mustn't do anything rash!"
"OK, but this isn't just going to go away. I've lost control of myself!" I sobbed.
"Would you like to talk to a professional? A lady friend of mine is excellent. She'd get to the root of what's bothering you and put you at ease. It's all confidential and there will be no judgements. I strongly recommend it."
Dr. Danic was so persuasive: the hand on my shoulder and the soft voice with reassuring words. There was a woman I could talk to without being condemned a slut. I agreed to see her friend, but I explained that my husband mustn't know about this.
"In a few days he's home for seven days. I'm off then too. Could I see her when he returns to his job for three weeks?"
"That's fine. By the way, where do you work?"
"Uh... a club over in the east end of the city."
My doctor saw that I was reluctant to tell her more.
"It's good that you won't be there for the next week and a half," was all she said. "That'll give you time to calm your anxiety."
By the way she weighed her words, I knew that she didn't think working at a place serving alcohol was a good idea in my condition.
"Your husband is home for a week. Make the best of it. Rest, and appreciate him. Take the sedatives to calm yourself, and don't say anything about what I think you've admitted. Can you wait until you've talked to my friend?"
"I won't say anything."
"Good. I'll phone you when I've made arrangements."
Would I be able to get through Walter's visit without telling him everything? I know some of you advised me to, but doctor's orders always come first.
****
I didn't meet Walter at the airport this time. Instead, I was sleeping off the powerful sedatives prescribed by my doctor. Apparently, he climbed into bed and began kissing my placid face, but I didn't stir. Next morning, I said that the medication was for my nerves, and avoided any further explanation.
We had a quiet weekend. Walter knew I wasn't well, so he didn't push it, even though I could see how much he wanted me. But by the beginning of the week, I was finally coming out of my medicated haze. My appreciation ran high, and that afternoon, we made sweet love. It was marvellous! Why did I need anything else?
It started with Walter telling me about his future plans up north. He'd been promoted to lead man on his crew- more responsibility, but more pay. I felt happy for him. Then he pulled me close and kissed my neck. That always gets me going.
"It's so good to be home, Corey. I've thought about us a lot, and used the pictures I took many times."
My body tingled at the thought of that wicked photo session.
"I'm here now, Honey. Ready for you," I cooed.
Walter's hand moved to caress one boob while the other slipped between my legs. He kissed me hard, exploring my mouth with his tongue, then I began to float away, enveloped by my rising lust.
"You're so wet!" he whispered. "Take my cock, Baby."
I stroked his stiff rod, while his middle two fingers buried deep into me. My legs opened wide, and he curled up to find my g-spot. That really set me off!
"I need you in me... please... don't tease too much tonight," I moaned.
He chuckled softly, then did the opposite by moving to my stiff clit. Lifting the pink flesh that enclosed it, he tortured me by rolling a fingertip around my little pearl.
"Omigod... that's so good," I groaned. "Don't stop."
He acted confused. "I thought you wanted me to bang you a few minutes ago?" he chuckled.
"Ugh... make me come! Make me.... Make me!" I demanded, so close to the edge.
But he didn't. Instead, my husband came above me and guided that big cock down to my depths. Then he began to slowly pump me. My legs went up around his back and I clung to his neck.
"Take me hard, Honey. Really give it to me now. Faster.... faster!" I urged.
Again he laughed softly, whispering, "Well, aren't you a hot little wife. We've got the whole night ahead of us, you know.
"Please, please," I begged." I've waited three weeks for this!"
Unfortunately, this was a total lie! I'd had wild times with Dick and Conrad, Nikki and Ava just four days earlier. but I needed marital sex now to put that behind me.
Then Walter gave me everything I wanted at the same time. He kissed me hard and pumped my clutching pussy. Best of all, his fingers found my clitoris again! He pressed and rolled it, enflaming me, taking my breath away. I was in ecstasy!
Lust consumed me- every sensation was excruciatingly pleasurable. This wonderful man could turn me inside out! He had me on the ceiling. No, up in the clouds, flying so high my head was spinning in the thin air.
I couldn't last any longer! My overheated body exploded and I bounced hard against his driving muscles. Walter slid his hand from my puss and cupped my butt, pulling me hard against him. Then, all at once, he roared and began to hump me ferociously. Thrust after thrust, my husband drove his love into me until I was overflowing.
After that, we cuddled before falling asleep in each other's arms. it was amazingly satisfying, far more than just an orgasm. I felt love.
****
Toward the end of Walter's blissful visit home, Dr, Danic phoned. Her psychiatrist friend was fully booked for months. However, if I was willing, there was a new, young doctor, Miles Cockburn, just out of school without many patients yet. He could see me right after my husband left.
I was torn, more comfortable with a female professional. But I couldn't wait for months to unburden myself. My doctor had advised against saying anything to Walter about my problems yet.
I dressed conservatively for my first appointment with Dr. Cockburn- a buttoned blouse, a knee-length A-line skirt and low heels. My hair and makeup were definitely NOT done the way I looked at Starlight Club.
As soon as the doctor came out to meet me I knew this was a mistake. The young man- perhaps mid-to-late twenties- was drop-dead gorgeous- tall and muscular, like my former boss, Dick Maitland. But Miles combined that with curly blonde hair and an irresistible boyish grin.
"Hello Mrs. Moore. I have no other patients now, so there's an hour to discuss Dr. Danic's referral."
"She says you have a new practice. Just out of medical school?"
"Yes, in fact you're one of my first patients, Mrs. Moore."
"That makes me sound old. Call me Corey."
"Where should we start, Corey?"
I took a deep breath and began my story.
"OK. Here goes. I've been married for ten years, right after high school, and until recently my husband, Walter, wasn't much of a financial provider. He didn't pay much attention to me either. You know what I mean."
"He wasn't satisfying you?" the doctor interrupted.
"Right," I blushed. "And we didn't have money for anything."
"Let's talk more about your husband not taking an interest in you. Is it still like that?"
"No, now he has a well-paid job, and gives me attention. But he works far away, only coming home every three weeks for a visit."
"I see, so how do you fill all that time he's away? Are you working?"
"Yes... uh... I work quite a bit."
"So, what do you do?"
"I serve drinks at a bar. Decent pay and good tips."
"It's not my current hangout because I'd remember you. Where do you work?"
"Um... a club in the east end. Starlight."
"A strip bar! Does he know that?"
"My husband trusts me."
"Has this job got anything to do with your current issue? My notes from Dr. Danic refer to drinking too much. Is that a problem for you?"
"Well... sometimes, yes."
"And it brought on this crisis that you saw the doctor about?"
"In a way, yes."
"Look, I'm going to be blunt, Corey. Your husband trusts you, but you admit to drinking too much. And you work in... a disreputable place. Is your crisis connected to this?"
It was blunt, so I deflected the question by moving the discussion in another direction.
"Dr. Cockburn, there's something about me working at Starlight. I wear a bikini, the costume for servers who go to the VIP Lounge."
I noticed his eyes twinkled with that boyish grin. Miles was looking down at my breasts, then back up into my eyes.
"Continue, Corey," the young doctor said softly.
"I see things in there that are... well... arousing. Very arousing. You can probably imagine what the girls do with their customers for extra money."
"I can. Go on."
"So, it arouses me too. And sometimes... sometimes..."
"Tell me, Corey."
"Sometimes I expose myself to them!"
"Do you... uh... join in?"
"Sort of.... I get myself off while they watch me," I blurted out.
"Ohh.... Exhibitionism. And that bothers you?"
"Yes. I don't know why I keep doing it. Is there something wrong with me?"
"Maybe, but it's not unusual. People like to tease spouses and lovers with their bodies. Like most things, it becomes problematic when obsessive. Like, if you do it every shift there."
"No, just some nights when I'm feeling needy."
"Corey, I have a machine that can measure exhibitionism. May I attach sensors to your wrist and your temple? It won't last long and there's no pain."
"Is this a lie detector test or something?" I challenged.
"Nothing like that at all."
"OK, if you think it might be helpful."
Dr. Cockburn wheeled out a small machine with wires, knobs, and gauges. Then he applied cold gel to attach electrodes to measure my reaction to something. I had reservations about this experiment.
"Doctor, I'm nervous. Are you going to give me a shock?"
"No, I promise. Be still now while I set the baseline measurement of your heart rate. OK. We'll begin. Look directly at me and undo your top two blouse buttons. Good... now two more."
This seemed highly unusual, but he was just looking closely at the machine.
"Interesting. Now the rest of them and pull your blouse open. That's it.... Your bra has a front clasp. Undo it, being careful not to disturb the wire on your wrist."
Then he stared directly at my chest and I felt myself breathing harder in anticipation of what I knew was coming next.
"Now take the bra away and drop the blouse down to your elbows, so you're bare. And look up at me watching you."
I was naked from the waist up with a man I'd just met staring at my body. My nipples were stiff and my heart racing. A strong pulse pounded in my wrists and temples. The doctor could see how aroused I was, while his machine recorded it.
"I won't go any farther, Corey. But don't cover up yet either. Let me ask you some questions first."
"OK," was all I could manage to gasp.
"Do you feel aroused by your exposure right now?"
"Very."
"And by my watching you closely?"
"Yes!"
"Would you show me more if I asked you?"
"Um... probably."
"You'd slip your hand into your skirt if I said to?"
"Uh... yes!"
"And masturbate for me to see?"
That sounded absolutely delightful! By the impish grin on the doctor's face, he might be willing to watch it. My nipples tingled, eager to be tugged or sucked.
"You can do anything you want with me," I moaned.
The doctor's handsome face was flushed red now. He became quiet and I could see that he was aroused, his big cock hard under those trousers. Would he touch me? I wanted him to, but he suddenly stopped.
"No more questions now, Corey. I need a break here. By the way, the gauges went right to the top. Maximum levels of arousal."
I didn't know what to say. It was disappointing that Miles wouldn't take things farther, but he had his career to consider. Turned on as I was, Dr. Cockburn remained completely professional with me.
"Corey, you definitely have strong exhibitionism. But, consider the effect of the club environment, where there's nudity, even sex in that private room. Probably naked women for you to compare bodies. You'd measure up quite favourably, from what I've seen."
"What are you saying, Doctor?"
"This exhibitionist thing is something deep inside, but I think it is much amplified by the club. Frankly, your arousal there doesn't surprise me.
"So, I shouldn't worry about it?"
"Your body's response was very strong. But the question is whether there's a link to the crisis which brought you to Dr. Danic? This is wider than masturbating in the Lounge, and that's really what we need to explore."
"Oh, I see," I replied with a note of hesitancy.
"But our time is up for today. Can you come back same time next week for an hour?"
I agreed, but I knew he'd be probing deeper next appointment. Somehow, he already seemed to know that I'd been unfaithful to Walter, so I didn't look forward to next Monday morning.
****
I missed my husband and was beginning to feel on edge again. Dr. Miles Cockburn's stimulating experiment combined with the nightly nudity around me at Starlight Club brought strong sexual urges that I had to quell. In an effort to avoid exhibiting myself in the Lounge again, I hit on a better solution- phone sex with my man.
We arranged it for Sunday evening when I wouldn't be working. Walter was as excited by the idea as me, and even had some suggestions.
"Yeah, Baby, wear that short black gown you have, and tease me on the bed."
"Oh yes, and my toys too?"
"Absolutely! What would you like from my end, Cor?"
"Your cock! I really want it and you've only been gone a week."
Sunday night couldn't arrive soon enough. I was primed and ready for fun. That evening, I looked my sexy best, freshly showered and shaved for Walter. My rampant exhibitionism would have free rein tonight, for our mutual phone play pleasure. I planned to tease him and talk dirty so he'd come for me.
It didn't take long before we were both deep into our long distance fantasy. My black gown lay on the bed in no time, and my bare pussy was spread wide for his enjoyment. Then I brought the phone right up close to my oozing pink as I pumped it hard with my middle fingers.
The cell volume was way up so he could hear my slutty curses as I rubbed myself. This felt so wicked, spurring me closer and closer to the edge. I wanted him to see and hear everything, especially the juicy sounds of my wet, needy pussy.
This was turning me on more than I could have imagined! But all too soon I was swept away by this new game. My orgasm boiled over unexpectedly!
"Watch me Baby!" I called out. "See me.... Fuck me.... Oh...oh...Ohhhh!...Yeaahhh!!!"
I came with a vengeance, almost passing out before Walter's intense groaning and orgasmic chant alerted me to his own state. His phone was down beneath his full balls, while the other hand grasped and stroked his hard tool. I could tell he was getting close now, and I urged him on
"Come for me Honey!... Give it to me... Give it to me.... Fill me up!" I called to him.
That did the trick. He went over the top.
"For you... for you.... Take it... take it.... Aaaahhhhhh!!"



Walter gave it to me alright! I watched breathlessly from close up as he blasted several rockets right into my face. Oh to have swallowed all he'd given me. Really, I didn't know this phone sex thing could be so dirty!
"I'd love to suck your cock, you stud," I purred. "Hurry home, OK."
My second psych appointment came around very quickly. I looked forward to seeing handsome Dr. Cockburn again, wondering if he'd have me undress, then measure my responsiveness with that machine. Honestly, the very idea made me wet!
This time I dressed more like I used to do at Dicks office. Tight sweater, short hobble skirt, and big heels. My long hair was down, and I wore red lipstick. Frankly, I was dressed to tease the young man when I walked into his private office.
"You look very nice today, Corey," he grinned.
"Thank you, Doctor. Our talk last week helped ease my mind."
"Good. We'll go further into issues this week. Have you worked at Starlight Club since your last appointment?"
"Yes."
"And did you carry drinks into the Lounge? That seemed to be a risky area for you."
"No," I lied, though I had managed to avoid exposing myself in there all week.
"That's good.... Today I want to explore deeper, beginning where we left off. I noticed how freely you admitted that you wanted me to go farther with our experiment last week. You would have stripped and masturbated if I told you. Is that right?"
I blushed. "Yes.... I would have."
"That's because you're submissive. And do you still feel that way?"
"Uh... I do."
I felt my face burning now.
"Very interesting.... Exhibitionism combined with submission leaves you wide open to manipulation. Has that ever happened before? Do people take advantage and push you into sexual situations?"
"Well, yes, but it's not something I like to talk about. Even with you, Doctor Cockburn."
"OK, let's get you more comfortable then. Lay on my leather couch and relax. That's it," he said in that reassuring tone, before beginning to direct me in a whisper.
"Corey, do as I say now. Look up at the lazy fan above your head. Concentrate on the motion and let your mind drift.... Think about a peaceful time with no cares.... You're going there now.... Softly, softly the fan is lifting you up.... Float away with it..... Into the clouds.... Away. Away. Aw...."
Then I didn't hear him anymore as my body drifted into the sky. Eventually, his soft voice came into my dreamlike state.
"Are you there now, Corey?"
"Yes. It's so beautiful. The clouds. The sun."
"Good.... And you trust me?"
"Completely."
"Tell me. Why did you go to Dr. Danic?"
"I found the secret book and Nikki caught me."
"Who is she? What did she do?"
"My supervisor who told Dick, my boss."
"What did he say?"
"He'd fire me unless we all had sex."
"Oh.... Did you?"
"Yes. Whenever they told me."
"A lot, eh. Just them?"
"Plenty. His clients too. I was the company whore."
"Wow.... Does Walter know?"
"No! Don't tell him. He'll leave me. Don't say anything! Please!"
"I won't, Corey. I promise."
"Good. You're so nice to me."
"Tell me. How did you feel with those people?"
"Sometimes I liked it. They made me come so hard!"
"Really!... It's our secret, Corey. "
"I like you, Miles.... You can have me too."
"Don't tempt me. I'm a man... but I'm your doctor."
"It's OK. Please touch me, Miles. Then you can lay me."
"Uh.... Your legs are open and you're so wet..."
"Touch me now! I want you to."
"Maybe... just a bit if you say...."
"Yes, yes! Please fuck me!"
"I shouldn't do this..."
"I want it, Miles! I need it! Please. Please!"
For the next few minutes, the young doctor struggled to overcome temptation and won. His voice was much more urgent, more demanding.
"Corey, you must wake up. Wake up! Now! Now!"
When I opened my eyes, I was still on the couch, but my skirt had ridden up and my legs were open. My panties were soaked and I wondered why.
"Oh.... Hi Doctor Cockburn. Is everything alright? You're really sweating."
"I'm fine now." His voice was quavering before he continued. "Let's settle on next week's appointment. Same time Monday?"
"Yes, that's fine."
Then he looked at me for a long minute, organizing his thoughts. I waited, wondering what he wanted to tell me. When he spoke, it took me completely by surprise. My secret was out!
"Mrs. Moore, I found the problem today. These people, Dick and Nikki, have been using you sexually, and you're terrified that your husband will find out. This is causing you severe mental trauma."
"You know about them? How?"
"You told me under hypnosis."
"Oh no! Did I say anything about sex with them and his clients at their hotel a few weeks ago?"
"You just did now. So that's what precipitated this crisis!"
"Yes.... You won't tell Walter, will you?"
"No, but at some point, you'll have to, Corey."
"I can't do it. He'll leave me."
"We'll work on that together beginning next visit. Meanwhile, stay away from those two."
"If I can. They know I work at Starlight. Last time it happened was when they came there with the other couple."
"Then you'll have to quit that place. It's the only way to stop this compulsive behaviour, Corey. Give them your notice."
****
Now I was in trouble. I needed something to fill the three weeks when my husband was away. And I required a sexual outlet because experiences at Starlight Club and as Dick's corporate whore left me with a huge appetite for sex.
I complained to my stripper friend Bella. She already knew I was leading a double life, playing in the VIP room, even though married. After what I told her, she made a joking suggestion.
"You're such a hot number Corey. You'd make a good living as a stripper."
"No. My doctor told me to quit working here for my nerves, not to switch jobs at the club."
"Corey, you like to show off. And you say your man is away a lot. So, set up a camera at your place and do cam shows. There's more money in it than working here at the club anyway."
"Are you serious, Bella!"
"Totally serious. Listen to me... have you ever done phone sex?"
"Uh... yes. With Walter."
"Its not much different and the money comes rolling in. Go online to check it out. It's a lot like I've seen you do in the Lounge."
Then she surprised me.
"I cammed when business was slow here. You know our customer Willy, right? We entertained him a few times together. He's in the video industry and can rent you everything to get started. Willy will show you how to use it, and you'll be streaming in no time."
"Just like that?"
"It's easy. Just hide the equipment when your guy is home. Take the week off like you do here."
So, I looked into it and had Willy set everything up for me in the second bedroom at home. We did a run-through in my bikini before he left, to get the proper angles and lighting. I learned how to use the zoom feature smoothly, then next day I tried my first show.
Bella suggested that I start with two different sexy outfits each time. That way, I could stretch my show out to a couple of hours. I chose a skimpy red bra, thong and garter belt set that Dick always liked, and Walter's favourite black transparent negligee. I also got little red and black masks.
I was ready to begin, but nervous my first time.
I stretched out on the bed in front of the camera, on my side with my legs curled up a bit. My black negligee only came a short way down my hips, so my silky panty was visible. The top gaped enough to show my boobs, the nipples erect with anticipation.
Men began to come online and talk to me as I undid the little ties holding my top together. They wanted to see more.
"Show us your tits, Starlight."
"Shift over so I can see your butt."
It turned me on to act like a slut while men watched. I continued to run my hands across my body, touching my naked boobs and rubbing the bare skin of my upper thighs. And I gradually opened my legs for them too.
"Let's see that sweet pussy now, Starlight. Come on, pull those panties aside."
I was feeling the heat, submitting to what these men wanted, exhibiting my private places to their peering eyes. The fingers of one hand squeezed my breast and tugged at a stiff nipple. The other hand pulled aside my silky bit to flash my puss. I wanted to show them everything just as much as they wanted to see it.
"Touch it now. Finger yourself for me!" one man ordered, and I complied.
I was stretched on the bed now with my legs wide open. To better access myself, I quickly tugged my knickers down and kicked them away. Now my fingers could explore my wetness unobstructed by clothing. I was completely soaked!
My sheer top still hung from my shoulders, framing my naked torso. Men spoke to me, urging me on as I watched my sexy projected image on the screen. I looked and felt like a wanton slut.
"Taste yourself, Starlight. Lick your fingers for me!"
So I dipped first one, then two middle fingers deep inside, working them like a big cock. I was losing myself in sluttiness for my paying audience. This was so arousing! I sucked my wet fingers and frigged myself more vigorously. Still they wanted more.
"Your clit now. Make yourself come. Do it for us!"
My heart was pounding and my body craved the high. But I knew my show would be over too soon if I did. So, I rubbed my pearl a bit for them, enough to bring me near the edge. Then I brought my legs together to focus on pulling at my nipples with both hands.
This continued for a long time, advancing and retreating as men told me how to love myself for them. The submission, the exhibitionism, and the control was so intoxicating!
But I went too close to the edge and started to fall into orgasmic bliss. I rubbed my clit hard like they told me. I just couldn't stop!
Suddenly, I was there, thrusting my hips up as my frenzied fingers flew across my little bud. My muscles clenched several times as I shook hard. It seemed to last for a long time.
I felt sheepish when I opened my eyes again, sprawled naked there on the bed. Then I remembered my other outfit and got up to change into my silky red underwear.
Before starting into Round Two, I cued my recorder to some sexy music suitable for a good, old-fashioned strip tease.
# da-da-da-bump-bump-bump... da-da-da-bump-bump-bump... da-da-da-bu...#
I felt like a sex kitten as I vamped back on screen to begin my strip show. The sheer red half bra barely held my rounded boobs. My erect nipples peeked over the cups which struggled to confine them.
My thong was little more than a string between my overheated thighs. A red garter belt, stockings, shoes and a mask completed my ensemble. I adjusted the camera to begin an erotic striptease.
Horny men immediately began directing me:
"Take off the bra first. Show me those big tits!'
"Pull those nipples"
"Kick off the panties and finger yourself!"
"But keep the stockings and shoes!"
I danced for them, wiggling my hips seductively while I moved up close to the screen then back again. I felt like a stripper at the club! The tease, the touch, the taste! It was a fantasy brought to life in the privacy of the bedroom.
Then the orders changed.
"On the bed now, like before."
"Hey Starlight, use that big fake cock there."
"Yeah. Like that... fuck yourself with it!"
Their commands had my exhibitionism cranked up to the highest setting. I began to moan with pleasure while I plundered my oozing pink with the rubber dick. One hand pumped my pussy while the other sensuously massaged a full breast.
I was high now, craving another orgasm. Then I remembered my little vibrator and reached for it on the night table. Moments later, it hummed softly on my engorged clit, the sound almost drowned out by my rising moans.
Suddenly, it was too hard to hold back. My body ached to come for these men, to do what they wanted and get all I needed. I would give them everything their eager voices demanded. While they paid, I was their personal slut.
Then all at once, a tremendous wave of feeling ripped through me. It launched a series of powerful spasms that grabbed and wouldn't stop. Another orgasm! A second crushing, glorious orgasm for all my viewers- and for me!
Afterward, I lay back smiling, splayed open on the bed. My first cam show was finished, and a success. In a few hours of playing and teasing, my audience spent more than I'd earn in a whole evening at Starlight. Bella was right- this was easy money.
And it was so much fun teasing. Giving them skin, then taking it away. Showing my tits, then turning my back to the camera. Flashing my puss, then bringing my legs together. Dr. Cockburn proved to me that I'm an exhibitionist.
My submissive self likes guys telling me what to do. That's what I've become since being Dick's corporate whore. But, its on my terms now because I set the pace. I get to tease a lot on the way to what my viewers want.
These shows really work for me. No more time at Starlight Club, now that I'm self-employed, and no chance of meeting up with Dick and Nikki either. I'll never set foot in that place again!
And it's a satisfying way to release the sexual tension I feel when my husband is so far from home. Both of my orgasms were fantastic, and best of all, I'm not with Dick or anybody else either.
I'm going to keep seeing Dr. Cockburn- he's such a nice man. He says that I must tell my husband about my private life. The good doctor will help me do it- eventually. After all, my guy deserves to know my secrets- at least some of them.
Just then the phone chimes. Is it Walter?
"Hello."
"Hi Corey! It's Nikki.... Yeah, me.... Listen honey, Dick and I just watched your cam show and absolutely loved it.... Really, we did.... He's having another party for three on Friday night. You'll come, won't you?"
"Um.... Ah....Ah...." My mind was racing.
Oh damn. Dick's place! I'd come alright- so many times with them!.
But I just don't think I should go there anymore.
I already have far too many secrets.
So much I could tell Walter.
No, I won't go party....
Dr. Cockburn,
Help me!!
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Chapter 1: Forbidden
SEBASTIAN
My wife needs a shower. She's perspiring profusely after an intense cardio workout, her smooth skin shining, her black stretch top and shorts sodden. Her high pony-tail sags, but my girl still looks great, a toned athlete with a nice full chest.
"There's somebody here I want to talk with, Seb. Could you wait for me, maybe run some errands and come back in an hour? If you can't, then I can probably get a ride home with her."
"With her," sets my mind at ease. A woman- now wouldn't that be something! The gym is alive with attractive women, and I've known for a long time that my flaxen beauty has an unsatisfied yen for female intimacy. Could this be the night? It wouldn't bother me a bit.
Janine and I have been together for years. She's a loving and loyal partner, always ready for adventure in and out of the bedroom. But I know that she's interested in broadening her sexual experience to include women if the right opportunity arises.
One time Janie admitted to a night of camping with a girlfriend, where they smoked up before stripping off for some kissing and private touching. She's never forgotten that little taste of the forbidden fruit that left her with a hidden craving.
"No problem. I'll pass the time while you two go for a drink or something. If you aren't ready in an hour... well... just be safe. When you want to come home, let me know where to pick you up."
She seems embarrassed that I've seen through the possibility she might be hoping for.
"It'll probably be just a drink, Sebastian," she mumbles. "We're going to the place next door. I'll be ready in an hour."
I watch her walk toward the change room and notice a slim brunette several years younger by the door. She seems apprehensive, then breaks into a smile when Janie speaks to her. The woman briefly glances my way before the two of them push into the room.
Are they on their way to something my partner has been wanting all these years?
I'll find out in an hour.
****
JANINE
I've tried for a long time to stifle this deep-seated yearning that only my husband knows. The feeling comes and goes, burning hot sometimes, then laying dormant others. But it's always there inside me.
It doesn't seem right to want what I already have myself- the curves, the eager lips, the desire. I'm happily married and find sex very satisfying. But there is that 'other' which I struggle to deny.
So why fight what I seem to want? It must be on account of the guilty feelings after that time naked with Mona years ago. It seemed wrong to me. You can blame my conservative upbringing, I suppose.
My mother didn't care much for sex- her "wifely duty" as she described it. It was necessary to make babies and nothing more. But I was young and curious, eager to find out more for myself. I had fun with some boyfriends, and then there was that heated fumbling with my girlfriend. I haven't been quite the same since.
I made the mistake of confessing this to my husband in a candid moment. Now he knows that I fantasize about girlfriends, and sometimes during sexually charged nights, he whispers my forbidden thoughts. Then my mind takes over.
There in the dark, I'm suddenly alone with a naked woman feasting on my overheated body. My wild imagination and those shaking orgasms make me want the real thing.
I enjoy meeting people, and strike up conversations with strangers everywhere- in line at stores, in waiting rooms, and in our building. It's mostly with women, though there's usually no sexual attraction. I just like to talk, but sometimes if she's particularly appealing, those thoughts come back to me.
Sebastian and I joined a gym a few months ago. We usually go together in the evening after work, before coming home for a late supper. He heads for the muscle-building equipment at one end of the studio while I do cardio work on the treadmill, elliptical, stair-stepper and stationary bike. After an hour or so, we shower and leave.
The past few times I've noticed this very good-looking woman working out in the same area as me. She's about a dozen years younger and has a lovely, welcoming smile. We've spoken a bit and I know her name- 'Dani', short for Daniella. We use the same equipment, and she stirs me inside. I find myself thinking about her in that forbidden way.
Today she's wearing a different outfit. The tight animal print one-piece highlights her lean, toned body, and the high-cut leg focuses my attention on her hips and groin. Her hair is different too. Instead of the usual sloppy bun with breakaway hair streaming down, Dani has a new cut, a short angular bob that sets off her striking facial features.
My heart is pounding because in my mind I'm fucking her!
She acknowledges my gaze with a lovely smile as I move to the machine beside her. I can't help watching from the corner of my eye. The woman moves like a stealthy jungle cat, effortlessly gliding at speed. To my embarrassment, she catches me looking a few times. I try to mask this with compliments.
When it's time to move on to different equipment, Dani follows me, commenting that she enjoys exercising together. I'm not the only one who notices her at the gym. She says that a workout buddy cuts down on annoying guys chatting her up. We spend the entire session matching our routines.
There seems to be some chemistry between us. I try hard not to get ahead of myself thinking about a first time with this delightful female. I know how I'm feeling but don't dare move beyond our chance meetings in the studio and a little casual conversation. Dani doesn't wear any rings, so I'm guessing she must be single.
Sebastian will soon be finished his weights. I begin looking for him to come by like he always does before we leave. Dani notices me watching and asks if I'm waiting for someone. When I tell her my husband will be along shortly, I see some disappointment in her expressive face. I feel the same way.
"I was hoping we could go next door for a cold drink after this," she sighs. "It would be nice to talk a bit, don't you think?"
Yes. This was what I want, some time alone with her to see if this might go any farther. Dani is very attractive, and she arouses those sexual feelings usually kept tightly bottled up. Besides, her friendly invitation could lead to some enjoyable face-to-face time, even if she has no deeper interest in me.
"He'll be here soon because we came together. But I'll ask him to wait around or run some errands for an hour or so. Would that be alright?"
She smiles and nods eagerly. So, I'll talk to Sebastian, then meet her in the change room in a few minutes. I'm sure he'll be fine with me striking up a female friendship. In fact, he often encourages it because he knows my longings.
Secretly, I wonder if Dani and I might be spending the night together.
My hopes run high. The forbidden might be fulfilled.
****
DANIELLA
I've noticed her recently at the club, especially since we come about the same time to use the cardio machines. She's quite chatty- Janine or 'Janie' she tells me. The woman is very open and easy to talk to. Janie keeps some of the annoying guys and their lame pickup lines away. But some still try because she's very pretty, with her Nordic blonde hair.
I don't know much about her yet, but I want to learn more. She's married. I see the gold band she wears, and there's a man who comes by when he's finished at the other end of the gym. Not a bad looking guy, but I've had more my fill of men for now. My divorce rid me of two hundred pounds of excess baggage.
I like Janie's ways. From what I've seen she could become a friend, but the trouble is that we come and go so quickly there's little time to talk about anything more than what we're doing here. That's why I invited her next door for a cool drink. She checked with her husband and he'll come back for her in an hour.
Janie might be ten years or so older than me but she's no old lady. The woman has kept herself very well, and there's a liveliness there that I find appealing. When we're in the change room, I catch a glimpse of her between the shower and the towel. There it is- all the smooth curves of a lovely, fit body. This is one sexy lady!
We hit it off well over a smoothie because talking to Janie is so easy, so comfortable. She has a way of getting a person to open right up, saying more than intended. Soon I'm baring my soul, telling her about my failed marriage, not only my relief to be finished with a man who ignored me, but also the disappointment of those wasted years. She urges me to make new friends.
We like each other. I can see it in the way Janie fixes her eyes on me when we talk. Total attention, like there's no-one else she'd rather be hearing. There's something about her that goes deep- nothing like my careless ex- who couldn't be bothered with anything but quick sex. Janie makes me feel good inside.
At one point something happens between us. I make a little joke and our hands come down on top of the table. Fingers touch and Janie opens her hand to take mine and gently squeeze it. I don't move it away as she fixes her eyes on mine and flashes that winsome smile. We leave our hands together, not saying anything.
Is there anything more to this? Does she intend anything beyond friendship with me? Touching like this seems accidental, but the way she looks at me says more than friends. Janie clears away the sadness I've been feeling these months, living alone as I do.
But, I'm going to just let this grow before I think anything beyond today. Besides, she has a husband.
Soon our hour is over, and he's outside to pick her up. She seems reluctant to say goodbye, almost as though she was hoping we could spend more time together tonight. But I hardly know her. It would be moving too fast and could ruin something that's just beginning between us.
We decide to match our exercise schedules and exchange cell numbers. Then her Sebastian comes in and she introduces me. He seems like a nice guy and I get the impression they're pretty close. It's strange though, he seems a little surprised that Janie is still here. Where does he expect her to be, at my apartment?
Just as we're leaving, Janie grabs my hand again and thanks me for our visit. I enjoyed it too, so we agree to do it again sometime. Then she flashes a big smile before they go. I'm left thinking about her, analyzing the little things that have happened between us.
I wonder if the bright sparks mean more than just a work-out buddy at the club. Could this bloom into a very special friendship?
If so, I'm ready.
****
SEBASTIAN
I wait until we're in the car before asking Janie about her new friend. She quickly becomes angry and defensive with me. But I know how much she'd like to see this first time happen.
"I'm surprised you're still here. I thought you'd be going to her apartment."
"Just like that? You think an hour with her having a drink would be enough for us to jump right into bed? I just met her, Sebastian!"
"Well Janie, you're not fooling me because I know there's nothing you'd like more. She's such a hot chick, and I'll bet she's as eager as you to get down to it."
"You sound like an idiot male when you talk like that! Our fantasies aren't the same as yours. It's not all just physical. The emotional connection has to be there too."
"So, it isn't likely going to happen, right? I guess you two didn't get on very well. Such a shame."
"Get smart, Seb! I didn't say that at all. As a matter of fact, we had a nice time together and I think she likes me as a friend."
"What about as a lover? That's what you want, isn't it?"
"Of course, but we'll go slowly- friends first and hopefully more later. I know she's lonely and seems to want my friendship."
'So, what's your timeline? Tomorrow? Next week? Maybe never?"
Janie gets angry at me.
"Look, there's no damn timeline! What is this, one of your construction projects? We've agreed to do our workouts together and exchanged cell numbers. Is that enough progress for you?"
"Not bad, I suppose. It's a start. When will you have her over and steer her into the bedroom?"
"It's not going to happen. I'm worried that you might be around and mess everything up. She's divorced and living alone in her own apartment, so if things do progress, we'll be at her place, not here. And don't get your hopes up about anything strange involving you either. Understand?"
Janie must be reading my filthy mind.
"Baby, I would never think of such a thing!" I lie unconvincingly.
"Yeah, right. Now let's pick up something on the way home for supper. I don't want you pushing me on this, Sebastian. Not one little bit. Have you got it?"
She couldn't be any clearer. I get it. But I'm not as patient about going after something that I really want. I suppose her approach is like a lioness, carefully stalking her prey before lunging for the kill.
To my surprise Janie makes no mention of Daniella during the next few days, though I think I heard them on the phone, talking about their workout schedule.
Why am I taking so much interest in my wife having her first intense sexual experience with another woman? I know she's been wanting this for a long time. And I sense that Janie is strongly attracted to Dani, eager to be first a friend, then a lover.
And there's another reason. This is the stuff of fantasy, a bedroom game we sometimes play when she's very aroused. This gives me an idea to help move things along.
I know that the two of them will be meeting at the gym tomorrow. Wouldn't it be fun to have my wife have fresh images of sex between them in her mind? So, I'll introduce Dani into our bedroom play tonight to see how readily Janie might take the bait when she gets the opportunity.
I work out the details of a playful little plan.
We have some wine at supper to help put my wife into the mood. She's always a little minx after a few drinks. I suggest that we go to bed a bit earlier than usual, and she understands what I have in mind- though not the full extent of it. When I ask Janie to wear sexy lingerie, she goes to her top drawer for something special.
I'm definitely not disappointed! After a shower, Janie comes to bed in a sheer white gown with a tiny string panty. She grins seductively, watching for my cock-raising response to her sexy outfit, then chuckles at my rude penile salute. Her transparent lingerie leaves little to my fertile imagination, already running wild at the prospect of her in bed with Dani.
Things move quickly as my girl disrobes, revealing every part of her luscious body. I have a free hand to touch and to taste since Janie is clearly in the mood for love. She gives as much as she receives, and my raging cock is soon treated to her oral skills. What follows is a tremendous physical workout- my wife is a wildcat in bed.
It's time to bring Daniella in with us. My tongue laps at Janie's stiff clit as I hold back the pink folds that mostly hide it. Her pearl is engorged with desire.
"Baby, imagine that someone else is enjoying your sweet pussy. Not me, but a certain beautiful woman you know from the club."
Her legs spread wider in response.
"Ohh.... That's not fair," she weakly protests, but I know she'll play the erotic game.
"Dani would love to lick your kitty," I whisper between kisses while I look up to see her eyes are tightly closed, probably imagining such a scene.
"Yes.... Yes.... I can feel it. Her tongue is so soft," she moans softly.
"You love it... Show her how much.... Tell her what you want. Be bold," I breathe.
As I continue to spread and enjoy her seeping pussy, Janie pulls my head closer and shudders.
"Ea... eat me, Dani. Take me.... Have me.... Ohh... just like that!" she groans.
"I'll make you cum if you let me, Baby," I manage in a soft voice between my kisses and licks.
"Do it, Dani.... I want that.... Do it for me!" Janie urges.
"Your clit right into my mouth. Would you like that?"
"Oh yes.... Yes, I would.... Ohh, like that."
"Tell her now."
"Suck me, Dani! Make me cum for you... Make me.... Make meee...!"
I don't let up as my wife pulls her lover's face tight against her crotch. It takes her over the edge.
"Fuck me, Dani!... Uh.... Uh!... UUHHH!!!"
Her entire body lifts off the bed as her muscles spasm in a long, clenching orgasm. Carnal instinct takes control as Janie's whole frame shakes wildly, wringing every possible ounce of pleasure from her climax. Then she releases her grip on my head and lay gasping for breath as she returns to Earth. She looks at me accusingly.
"Don't think for a minute I don't know what that was all about, Sebastian."
"But wouldn't it be fun? I know you want it."
"Yes... yes I do."
"Then make it happen."
****
JANINE
Last night my husband tricked me into pretend sex with my new girlfriend.
I confess that I joined quite willingly after he got me highly aroused at the very thought of it. But I don't like him pushing me so much on this. It's for me, not him. Still, I must admit that the thought of making love with Dani makes me wet. I need to move forward with this because it is on my mind a lot.
I ask Sebastian to change his workout routine to other nights so that I have the car when I go to the gym. That it will make it easier for Dani and me to connect for "whatever" after we exercise. When he says, "Oh, like going to her apartment for sex," I also nod my head affirmatively. Suddenly, he's all for the idea, the pervert!
Today I take some extra care with my appearance before leaving for the studio. Not that I plan to seduce Dani. Nothing like that. I'm aware that she's younger and I don't want her thinking I'm too old for her. No, I want her to find me attractive, and sexy enough to be with her.
She's already on the treadmill when I arrive, and compliments how I look today. Then I tell her that I have the car and Sebastian isn't at the studio. I invite her to go somewhere after we're finished, if she has the time, of course.
Dani reminds me that she's single now, so comes and goes as she pleases. She accepts my offer with a big smile. I hope that it will lead to more, perhaps an invitation to her place?
There seems to be more conversation than ever now that we've connected a bit outside the club. She stands closer when we're not on the machines and I notice that she often touches me- a hand on my arm, her leg against mine. I like it. Does she have the same type of feelings inside as me?
Afterwards, we're the only ones in the shower room. Spontaneously, I become bold about revealing myself, stripping off my damp top when I know she can see. Dani averts her eyes briefly, then turns to look at me again. To my surprise, she stares at my full breasts.
"Oh... lovely!" she exclaims, before slipping the shoulder straps from her one-piece.
"And yours too!" is all I can manage before my voice catches in my throat. Dani has a gorgeous shape, and I'm sure I see her wink at me as she exposes herself.
After we shower, she accepts my invitation and leads the way to a quiet little place where she sometimes goes for a late-night drink. There's a private corner where we can talk, and no one-hour curfew this time. Instead, the whole evening is free- and it might not end here.
Dani orders a bottle of good wine and we relax with that for a couple of hours. It doesn't take long for us to get down to some serious girl talk about friendship, love and sex. Most men don't realize how candid women can be when they have the time and some privacy.
She resumes telling me about her failed marriage and how Nathan wasn't attentive to her needs. He left her dissatisfied in and out of the bedroom, with his "quick trigger", as she laughingly calls it.



I tell her that I think slow and easy sex with plenty of buildup is best. Dani agrees but states that a spontaneous screw can be very exciting too, and batts her eyes at me as she grins seductively. Then she asks me about my "favourite ways in bed," as she puts it.
Now we're dangerously close to my hidden interest in her, and I'm worried that the wine has loosened my tongue.
I vaguely explain that I like all sorts of positions and bedroom fantasies. Of course, Dani wants to know more about this, and leans forward to encourage me to speak openly. Suddenly, I'm too shy to say anything about my inner feelings, so turn the question back to her.
I'm in for a big surprise as she explains.
"I spend too much time alone since my divorce and I'm not ready for another man. Sometimes I think about... uh... a deeper friendship with another woman. I mean, we're more open and honest with each other. And we can appreciate one another's feelings."
She has my total interest here.
"What is a deeper friendship, Dani?" I ask softly.
She hesitates, perhaps embarrassed by her admission, then slowly continues.
"I guess I mean making love, if it's the right person. Strange idea, right?"
"Not at all. But who would be the right person"?
"Well... I'd need to trust her and have close feelings for her. You know, like a special friend."
I hold my breath. This is the moment.
"Like us?"
"Yes," she purrs.
I reply quickly.
"I feel the same way too!"
She laughs softly.
"I've wondered. The way you look at me sometimes. Your touch. You're a very special friend to me."
A smooth jazz tune in the background reaches an emotional crescendo, perfectly reflecting the way I feel. I sit quietly studying her beautiful face as this revelation sinks into my soul. She leans forward to offer a kiss and I respond.
"Wonderful, Dani. You and me?"
"Yes, Janie," she breathes before continuing. "Will you come to my apartment this Saturday afternoon? We can have tea and talk and...."
"Oh yes!" I interrupt. "I especially want the 'and' part!"
"What do you mean?"
"And make love together," I coax.
"Definitely!"
Now I know there will be a first time with Dani.
****
DANIELLA
It's already Saturday and I'm so nervous. I've never done anything like this before and never thought I would. It seems so unlike me to want to make love with a woman. Almost forbidden. But my body is telling me otherwise. I've never met someone like Janie, so engaging and open. I like her so much and I trust her on this.
She wants me too. Maybe I'll like this more than I think, after all, she is so attractive and appealing. I've seen enough of her sexy body to make me want to have it all. Yes, she excites something inside me that I didn't know was there. I'm ready for her.
Janie will be here in two hours, so it's time to make sure that everything is perfect. Before anything else, I'll change the bed- clean sheets for us to roll around on. Oh, I hope we end up in there, that neither one of us backs out. The wine is chilling, the same one she liked the other night, and that should help.
Now I'll shower and pick out some sexy things to wear.
That hot water feels so good on my skin, like it's tingling. Or is it me inside? I'll trim myself down there, just in case she's close. You know... her mouth.
Oh... too much... but I'm sure she'll like it that way.... Mmm, I do. It looks sexy, and... uh... feels so good almost bare.
Maybe just a little more touching would be alright?... Ohhh.... Omigod, I'm so ready for this!...
Stop Right Now!... Damn, I almost made myself cum!
Let's see now. My best underthings so she knows how much I want her. My French set is sexy, and she'll love it. Transparent- nothing left to the imagination! Hmm... I do look hot, especially after my close shave.
Now this scoop-necked A-line summer dress. Perfect- filmy, a lot of cleavage and so short it barely covers me when I sit. I'll bet Janie will like that.
Just the finishing touches now and I'm ready. Dark eyes will look seductive and plenty of red lipstick because I want to kiss her lovely mouth. It tastes good, like fruit, so she'll come back for more.
Some perfume behind my ears and... down there too... for later. Listen to me. It's like a first date. But I've never done this before!
Oh. There's the buzzer. She's fifteen minutes early. Maybe Janie is just as excited as me? I hope so.
****
JANINE
I hand Dani the fresh flowers and she gushes. Then she wraps me in her arms for a long, hard kiss on the lips. Her mouth tastes delicious, like sweet cherries, so I take some more. Then we step back breathless, and I hold her waist, admiring my friend from head to toe. I've never seen her so dressed up before.
She's absolutely fucking gorgeous! The deep cleavage and her long legs leave me stumbling for words.
"You look amazing, Dani! And taste so good!"
"Love that wrap-around dress, Janie! Umm... how do you get into it?"
"Easy, just hold onto the big bow," I joke, and when she does, I turn slowly to unwrap the fabric, briefly leaving me nude except for my thong.
Then I quickly spin the other way to wrap myself up again. Dani is gasping.
"You couldn't have made that any easier for me, could you? Before I forget completely, I'll pour us some wine, thgen I give you a tour of my apartment."
I feel bold, whispering, "Will it include the bedroom?"
"I hope our tour will end there," she replies with a sly grin.
"Wonderful. I want to see everything."
"Oh, I'm sure you will, Janie. Everything. Now for some wine."
In the kitchenette she pours big goblets before we move to the sofa. We sit close together, so close that I can feel the heat of our bodies Then she proposes a toast.
"To our special friendship!"
We quaff some wine, before I follow with my own raised glass.
"And to love!"
"Do you mean 'making love'?" Dani smiles before we drain our glasses.
My hostess rises to refill our drinks. When she returns, Dani lifts her goblet for a third toast.
"To friends... making love," she says sincerely.
"Yes, I know we feel that way. But I'm already getting tipsy, so we better start that tour soon."
"Definitely. Bring your glass and follow me, Janie."
Her bedroom is cool and dim, with sheer curtains blocking some of the daylight. A little bedside lamp beckons us into the room, where I notice the bed turned down. The crisp pink sheets invite us to live out our fantasies on their smooth, polished surfaces. A perfumed aroma fills my nostrils, while soft music emanating from a dark corner soothes my ears. The whole room is seducing me to make love!
There's no turning back now. Then my thoughts are interrupted by Dani's silken voice.
"I hope I haven't moved too fast, lover."
"No! Omigod, how I want you...."
"Janie. Drink up now and help me get undressed."
I know I must taste this forbidden love.
****
DANIELLA
I can't wait any longer to bring this kitten into my empty bed. My mind has been consumed by this moment for the past several days and now it's finally here. I need her every bit as much as she wants me. We're trusting friends and now we'll be more.
My eagerness takes right over. I push Janie down onto the side of the bed and slide onto her lap, supported by a knee of either side of her hips. I loop my arms around her neck and press my lips down onto hers, kissing over and over.
To my delight, Janie moans and moves her head side to side. My tongue probes between her lips and she embraces me hard in response. I'm almost breathless!
Then I feel her fingers easing down the zipper of my dress. I hunch forward to help her. She slips the bra straps over my shoulders and draws them down to my elbows before tugging the dress to my waist. She ogles the sheer bra briefly and grins, before pulling it away. I'm naked from the waist up.
First her fingertips then her lips torture my nipples into taut peaks. The sensations are marvellous- I'm burning with lust for this woman! More kissing and touching ensues as she slips a hand between my spread legs to tease my pussy. I want it so badly!
But, then she gently pushes me back, a signal to come off her lap. We stand beside the bed, where Janie pulls down my dress and I step out of it, now clad only in my panties.
"Unwrap me now!" she urges, and soon we're both almost nude.
"You're gorgeous!" I babble, rivetted to her fabulous breasts- call them 'naked tits' when we're like this.
I suck them hard, at the same time as Janie moves me back to the edge of the bed. Then we stretch out beside one another on the cool sheets. We kiss again and again, alternating between cherry lips and succulent nipples. Mine are as stiff as pencil erasers! Hers are long and pointed.
Now her slender fingers caress my stomach, then inch lower, beneath my French panties. I tilt my hips up to ease her arousing touch. The anticipation is so intense!
Janie caresses my mons before finally reaching my weeping slit. She mumbles her appreciation for my shaven open-ness before dipping her fingertips into the honeypot that awaits her.
My lover flicks them ever-so-close to my stiff clitoris and I groan in anticipation, moving my hips to force contact between digit and pink flesh. I want it! This is incredibly exciting! Far better than I could have imagined.
A little closer now. I hear my own desperate voice.
"Please... please.... Please!"
But Janie wants to tease me. Suddenly she stops and withdraws from my simmering heat. Is something wrong?
"My turn now, love. Do that to me," she whispers.
****
JANINE
My whole body trembles with desire, sexual longing in need of release. I can't wait to be touched, to be loved by this woman. I want to give her pleasure, but even more, I need to receive it too. Right now... down there!
"Touch me! Touch me!" I urge, spreading my thighs to give Dani full access to my manicured treasure.
She pulls my thong aside and feels the bare skin I've readied for her.
"Oh... lovely!" she whispers. "You little nymph!"
And I shudder as her slender fingers slide effortlessly across my naked mound and deep into my sopping wet vagina. Then Dani begins to explore me with first one, then two fingers before fucking me vigorously with two, maybe three- I'm not sure. All I know is that it feels wonderful! But I'm greedy and want more sensation.
"My clit, Dani. Rub it.... Yes, yes!"
She finds it with her thumb and my pleasure multiples. I've done this with Sebastian and orgasmed powerfully, but this is even better. Her fingers are soft, and she seems to know exactly what I want. But how much more of this exquisite torture can I handle before I explode?
I don't care! I arch my back and press up against her fluttering hand.
"Harder... harder.... Harder!" I urge.
"Not too much. Let's make this last," she says soothingly. "Enough for now."
Then to my dismay she draws her hand back.
"What! Keep going!"
But she just looks into my eyes and smiles.
"We need to talk, lover."
"Talk! Why? Just fuck me!"
But she doesn't come back to my gushing pink.
"Is this everything you expected Janie? Is it good for you?"
What! As if she can't tell by my responsiveness?
"Yes, dammit! Why stop?"
"Oral. Do you like it? Do you want it?" Dani smiles.
"Of course! Right now!"
"Me too."
With that, she comes to her knees and shifts over me, legs on each side of my head. Then she lowers her smooth sex close to my face as her own head descends on my kitty. I feel Dani push my legs apart before her fingers spread me open so she can have her way. I do the same and the most erotic act begins.
This is the forbidden sex that I've been craving for so many years! My first truly intimate time with a woman.
Her warm juices mix with my saliva to bathe my face with the most exquisite flavour, somehow tempered with a lovely fragrance. Dani has perfumed herself for me! I lap harder as she pushes her delicious pink organ against my tongue.
Meanwhile, her sucking mouth is absolutely driving me crazy. She grasps firmly to hold me down and whatever she's doing to my throbbing clitoris is turning me inside out. Her mouth, her fingers, her hot breath have me in a sexual frenzy unlike anything I've ever known.
So, this is girl-girl love. I want more! Much more!
****
DANIELLA
I grind down on her beautiful face, but a firm hand pushes up against my bottom. I'm so turned on that I must be suffocating her! No wonder. I'm flying high because her other hand is pumping into me like a big dick while her lips devour my shaved sex.
It seems like a tap has opened up between my legs. I roll my groin across the darting tongue torturing me as she consumes my puss.
At the other end, Janie arches her back to bring her body hard against my mouth. I force her back down and bury my fingers deep inside as I torment her stiff pearl. It is marvellous in its projection out from the encircling pink hood!
Strange thoughts rush through my brain. Do I taste as good as she does? Can I last much longer under her erotic onslaught? Will she cum for me?
All at once, what I need is coming on fast! My body stiffens, then begins to move completely without my bidding. Muscles grab and release. Nerves jangle and scream for relief. Omigod! Now I'm lost in the throes of an orgasm, a massive, all-consuming climax that shows no sign of ending!
My lover is relentless and keeps driving my raging body with her eager mouth. Then I hear her gasp, and she heaves up against my face. Just as my orgasm is subsiding, a wild horse bucks hard against me from below. Janie is loud and vocal, the screamer I secretly hoped she'd be.
"Fuck... fuck... fuck... fuck," on and on. And she's strong, thrusting again with each curse.
Finally, I roll away and we both pant for breath. From where I lay, I have a worm's eye view of the her sexy body and I know this won't be the last time we enjoy one another. Then she opens her eyes, smiles at me, and utters one word.
"Again?"
"Didn't you have enough already?" I tease.
"No. You're fudge. I want another piece."
"It won't be today," I moan. "You've taken every ounce of my strength."
"Oh come on. You loved it. I know you did!"
"It was wonderful! I had no idea how good this would be."
"You mean sex with a woman?" Janie asks.
"No, making love with you!"
"I feel the same way."
"It's a deal then," I say, "you and me again soon?"
"Next weekend would be lovely. Right here."
Then I remember something.
"Your husband. Where does he fit into all this?" I ask.
"He isn't part of us. Sebastian encouraged me, and I told him there was no room for him. He knows that."
"And you and me- friends or lovers, Janie?"
"I love my husband. But you're my special friend, Dani."
"Your friend with benefits?"
"Yes... I like that."
"Good. So, will you come for tea next Saturday, Baby? There's so much more we can learn from each other."
"Dani, you couldn't keep me away!"
****
SEBASTIAN
I know Janine has gone to Daniella's apartment for tea- or so she said. But there was no mistaking her excitement and the sexy way she dressed up.
It's late afternoon- she's been gone a long time- and I'm picturing the two of them going at it in the bedroom over there. My thoughts run wild imagining the sights and sounds of all that beautiful naked flesh coming together in passion. I wish I was there to watch... or better still...
Oh, here she is comes now, looking flushed and a bit dishevelled too.
"So, how was your afternoon with Dani?" I ask.
I already know the answer by the silly grin that my wife is wearing. And I can see that her skin is still pink with excitement like it is when we make love. She doesn't say anything and seems a bit distracted. So I repeat myself.
"I said, did you have a nice time over there?"
"Oh yes. Nice. She's such a lovely lady," she stammers.
"And was it everything you expected? You know, first time in bed with her. Did you get it out of your system and are ready to go back...."
She interrupts me sharply.
"Don't ask me any questions, Sebastian. You might not like the answers."
"What? What do you mean, Janie?"
"It's so new.... I need time to think."
"So you can't tell me anything?"
Janie gazes at me for a moment, then a dam bursts. Her words pour out in a torrent of emotion.
"OK, I'll tell you... but what if I say that it was wonderful... that it was incredible? What if I say that we both absolutely loved it? And, what if I admit that we've already planned to do it again next Saturday? How would you feel then, Sebastian? Would you be happy about that? I don't think so!"
I'm caught off guard. Wasn't this going to be a one-off thing?
"You're going back to her place for more?"
"Yes. This is what I want. Now, no more questions. I need to shower."
I'm left wondering where this leaves me. I suppose it could go three different ways. The best would be if they invite me to join them. Me, my wife and this fox Dani- that would be great!
But, what if she likes lesbian sex so much she cuts me off, or worse still, moves out? That would be awful! Hopefully, she'll just fuck this woman a few more times and get over it.
She's back from her shower a bit later, her hair still wet, her skin still pink. So I carefully try again for some details.
"So, what's she like, Janie?"
"Well... really nice."
"Did you two actually have tea?"
"No. Some wine instead."
"I know what you're like with wine. A good time, eh?"
"Amazing! Better than I thought possible. Wow!"
"And you said she enjoyed it too."
"Loved it!"
"How did it feel? I mean... you know... fucking a woman?"
"Fantastic! Yes... it was. No more questions, Sebastian. I told you that already, so you'll just have to imagine it."
And that's where I'm left now. Maybe it wasn't such a good idea to have pushed her to do it? I wonder what comes next? Then I hear her in the kitchen.
"Honey. Is there any of my favourite wine left? I'm still hot and need something to settle me down."
Or, to wind her up for sex like it usually does? I'm hoping it will.
Because I need to reclaim my wife.
So I rush for a bottle and two glasses.
****
Thanks for reading. Is there another First Time story in this? Let me know your thoughts and I can develop a follow-up chapter. Please rate or comment before you go.



            Janie and Daniella Ch 02: Surrender

            Will Janie relent so Sebastian gets his best birthday gift?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/janie-and-daniella-ch-02-surrender

Title: Janie and Daniella Ch 02: Surrender

Author: 1fastguy

Category: First Time

Description: Will Janie relent so Sebastian gets his best birthday gift?

Tags: friends-with-benefits, stripping, girl-girl sex, surrender, birthday party, threesome, first time, oral sex, hidden desires, orgasm
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DANIELLA
[Groan] I feel sore and stiff. My back hurts. What a night! First time- I never did that before. Sebastian is so big, and I'm really feeling it now. I've been a long time without a man, and he's not as gentle with me as Janie.
I knew that her favourite wine could make my lover surrender to this. Before long, she was having as much fun as her husband and me. But would I do it again?
Having Sebastian in our relationship will make it a lot more complicated. Janie might get jealous about me being in bed with him, even though she joined in. I wonder if she has regrets about last night? We'd better talk it over.
But it really felt good to be with a man again. The thrusting is so different from love with her. Mmm.... Maybe I should find a guy of my own, someone nice like him, who isn't already taken.
Now where did I put that heating pad?
****
SEBASTIAN
[A few months earlier]
Things are different with my wife and Dani as lovers. Not long ago, Janine satisfied her craving for a woman. I figured it would be one-off, the end of it, but both liked it so much they've become Saturday afternoon regulars.
Janie's mother didn't like sex. My wife admitted to some kissing and touching with a girlfriend years ago. It left her feeling guilty, but curious enough to want some more. That desire gnawed away for years- an itch to be scratched.
When she was attracted to Dani at the exercise club, I encouraged Janie to go for it. Within weeks they were messing around at her apartment. Both were swept away by those heated hours in bed, so the following weekends were repeats.
I don't know where I stand in our marriage anymore. Janie doesn't want me to intrude. So, her affair with Dani hangs over us like a black cloud. They're at the apartment again today and I'm left wondering how much longer this will continue. I don't like it.
The problem is that I pushed Janie to go after this woman. I knew my wife was attracted to her. Stupidly, I used bedroom roleplay for Janie to have pretend sex with Dani. And I changed my workout schedule so she could have the car and invite Dani to meet after their exercise sessions.
Now their workouts include the bedroom too!
We still have married love but it's not the same, with not much passion from her. It seems perfunctory, like she's going through the motions to keep me from pressing her about Dani. It's as though her real lovemaking is reserved for Saturday romps at the apartment.
She would probably say that the problem is with me. That I'm the one holding back because I'm jealous of the time she spends with her girlfriend. There's some truth in that because I know that Dani is a third person in our marriage.
Daniella is a great-looking brunette, about ten years younger than my wife. My mind runs wild thinking about joining them in bed. If only I could talk Janie into it. But right from the first she said that it's out of the question. Otherwise, I think I'd be quite happy with a third person in our life.
When Janie gets home today, I'm going to have another try at making my fantasy come true. After all, I helped HER get what SHE wanted.
****
JANINE
I'm so happy with Dani. She's my trusted friend and confidant- I can tell her anything. And the love is fantastic, an intensity that I never would have expected. I've known for a long time that I wanted a female lover. Now, I won't let go.
Whenever we're together we get along so well. Sympatico- we mesh as if we can read each others mind. I know she likes this because her ex-husband didn't make much time for her. Now I give her what she needs, and she gives herself in return.
I'm excited about another afternoon with Dani. A romantic walk in the park; the quiet little cafe we like; then back to her place for the best part. This will be our fourth time in bed and I have some little surprises to keep things hot. I wonder what she has planned for me?
She's younger, so I work hard at a lively, sexy look. My flaxen hair is tinted a soft pink around the ends now- much to Sebastian's displeasure- and I've taken to shorter, tighter clothing. I feel good about myself, knowing that this gorgeous young woman wants to be with me.
Before leaving, I showered and trimmed myself back to nothing. Dani likes it that way and my husband doesn't mind either- except for knowing why I do it. Last week I bought something new that should blow Dani's mind when I strip. Yes, we're going to have some fun today!
Sometimes I think that I'm being selfish about my lover. I still enjoy sex with my man, but he's not happy about our affair. It's the proverbial elephant in the room, even though this shouldn't be a surprise to him.
Where is our marriage headed? I want both of them. But can we survive together with a second person in my affections? I love Sebastian and try hard to show him that nothing has changed about that. In fact, I think our love life is just as good as ever.
It would be different if I was spending my private afternoon with another man. That would mean divorce for sure because Sebastian would never go along with it.
Well, here's her building. Soon I'll be in her arms again.
****
DANIELLA
She has never been late. Janie is eager to make love again because she tells me all the time. And, it has been sensational, often tender before it gets wild! Me, who would never have considered doing anything like this!
I was lonely before we met. Sure, it was good to finally be finished with Nathan- I don't think he really loved me anyway. I was just a quick screw every now and then before he was off with his buddies. That man should never have married anyone.
I don't miss him, but I do want some real companionship, someone to share my time with. Nathan and his crowd have put me off men, but Janie fills an empty place. I can confide in her, and we have such good times together- especially at my apartment.
Janie stirs up feelings I never knew existed. And she listens in a way that makes me feel wanted. That's so different from my ex-. Now I hope that she can make even more room for me in her life. But it's complicated because she's married.
I see Sebastian at the gym a few times a week. I get the feeling that he doesn't want her going out with me after exercising, and since they only have one car it's difficult. But so far Sebastian hasn't tried to stop our Saturdays. He probably plays golf or something anyway.
Janie's husband is always pleasant, a nice guy. And he's a handsome one, with strong masculine features and a good physique. I like the touch of grey too. When I ask Janie why we never spend time at her place, she says that Sebastian can't get mixed into our special friendship.
Too bad, because Sebastian is the kind of man a girl can relate to. Part of me wishes that I'd found one like him first time out. But, there's no sense thinking about that. Besides, his wife has made life a whole lot better for me.
Maybe there's a little wiggle room? I'd like to talk with Janie about this. It would be nice to spend time with both of them socially instead of skulking around like our affair is some big secret. I wonder what she'd say about it, if she'd relent a bit about our affair?
Janie should be here soon. We can skip the walk in the park altogether because I have some little surprises for her. We decided to keep things hot and spicy, so I'm ready. As soon as she comes, I'll pour the wine and start the music.
Ah, there's my buzzer. A few more minutes and we'll be making love.
****
JANINE
I tap on the door and my lover calls out to me. But when I step into the apartment, there's nobody there to meet me. Then I hear Dani's voice from the kitchenette.
"Over here, Baby. Welcome!"
I take a few steps in that direction before I spot her. She's almost naked and holding two full goblets. Well, not quite nude, because she's wearing a tiny bit of sheer pink lingerie that barely covers anything!
Her breasts sit on a shelf bra, pushed way up like two globes with taut nipples half exposed. If that's not enough to grab my attention, a thin gold chain circles her slim waist and draws my eyes down to her tiny matching panties. They're slit open from front to back and I can see her skin!
I force myself not to stare. Instead I take a quick scan from head to toe. I notice she wearing that flavoured red lipstick again. So kissable! And spikey red heels to match. I've only been in her apartment for a minute and Dani is already seducing me.
"Uh... so you're going for a walk in the park like that, are you?" I joke, my words catching in my throat.
She laughs. "I hope that we won't get any farther than the bedroom today, lover!"
Her hands still hold the glasses.
"But are we having some wine first?" I ask.
"Yes... and during. The whole bottle if you like. And another one if it primes you for hot love with me."
"Sure, but the way you're dressed I don't need anything else to put me in the mood."
"Good. Let's get drunk and fuck all afternoon. To Hell with the park and the cafe. I want you!"
Her words are slurred. Apparently, Dani has already been into the wine. I can hardly take my hungry eyes off her ravishing body, but we can't hug or kiss because she's holding the drinks.
"Dani, set the wine on the counter. Let's get started right now!"
In seconds this delectable tease is wrapped in my arms, her half-naked tits hard against me. That cherry mouth presses on mine, then her snaking tongue shoots forward to probe inside. I can feel the stiffness of her structured bra against my sweater- or is it those stiff nipples gaping over the top edge?
Dani is so hot for love that I hear her moaning into my mouth. I pull back from her kiss and laugh softly.
"What has you going today, the wine or the sexy gear?"
"Both, I guess. I wanted to surprise you with this outfit."
"Oh, I'm surprised alright. I love it, Babe!"
"I put it on a while ago and it made me feel so slutty that I drank a few glasses already."
"That's why you're so wound up! No more wine after this one," I joke. "I can't make love to a limp doll."
"OK, just this one."
Then Dani holds up her glass to slur a toast.
"To some great fuckin'!"
We drain our glasses then embrace again. Our lips press together, lustfully devouring each other. To tease Dani, I slide my fingers down to her bare thigh and begin to caress her soft skin. I feel my lover tremble with excitement because she knows I'm going to explore the open front of her knickers. Her sloppy kisses become even more frantic.
"Yeah! Yeah... in there. Do it!" she mumbles.
Now her legs are spread apart, and her hips tilt up to meet my roving fingers. She's desperate for my intimate touch. I feel the heat of her body and the dampness at the gaping slot in those sexy panties.
Slowly... slowly... slowly, I tease her until she is writhing against my hand. Finally, when she can't endure any more, I enter and touch her bare skin. A long sigh greets my arrival.
"Oh, you are such a little slut, Dani," I whisper.
Suddenly she moans loudly and thrusts her hips forward to drive my fingers deep into her pussy. My lover is soaked, her juices coating my fingers.
"Jus' take me now!. Do it.... Please!" she groans and firmly rocks her hips against my dancing fingers.
Then my desperate lover starts to strip me while I pleasure her pink. She's clutching at my belt and trying to find a way to get my sweater over my head. Dani is drowning in her arousal, so anxious to get my clothes off that she's almost out of control. Wine will do that.
"Easy now, Baby. We have all afternoon," I admonish, but she'll have none of it.
"Now, Janie. Need it now!" she pouts. "You just tease me. I... I hate it!"
"No, Dani, you love it. I'll give you everything you want and more later."
Then I take my hands away and step back. I hold her waist and admire my sexy lover at arms length. It's hard to take my eyes off her half-naked body and her beautiful face. What a woman! And today she is mine.
"Let's go to the sofa to get more comfortable. I have a surprise for you," I tease and grab my big carry-all bag.
Still wearing her little pout, Dani readjusts her underthings as we move into the lounge. I follow behind her, mesmerized by the sway of her hips as she deliberately cross-steps in those red spike heels. She's seducing me but there's no turning away. I want her too.
Then she plops down on the sofa and pats the cushion beside her. Instead, I set my bag on the sofa table and pull out a pair of shiny, black high heels. I slip them on, and step back, hands on my hips.
"Relax now, Dani. Surprise coming. Are you ready?"
"Yes, yes. Surprise me!"
I reach for the sleeve of my fuzzy white sweater. At the same time, I move my feet in a sexy little dance I practiced. When my top is off, she sees my sheer white bra, not as skimpy as hers because my fuller breasts need more support.
"Oh, you're stripping for me. Good!" Dani bubbles and begins to clap her hands in rhythm.
Dancing to her tune, I ease down the zipper of my skirt. Soon it drops to the floor, leaving me in just my sexy shoes and my underthings. I stop moving and turn my back to Dani. She thinks I'm finished.
"Don't stop now. Show me everything!" my lover demands.
But I'm just changing my dance outfit. I reach into my bag for something she'll like- two white tassels with clips. I undo my bra and bend forward to clamp them onto my stiff nipples.
Ouch! These things pinch!
Then I straighten up and turn sideways, so Dani can see my side profile for full effect. Her hand comes to her mouth in surprise.
"Nipple tassels! My private dancer! Come here!" she grabs for me.
"Don't you want to see the show?"
I begin to dance for her again while she enthusiastically claps out a tune. I toss my shoulders to make the tassels sway in time with my big boobs. I feel like a slut, performing for my lover like this.
Her eyes are rivetted on my swinging breasts as I shake it up. I'm a stripper on Dani's stage, so excited that I'm wet. But these things hurt my nipples, so it's soon time to wrap it up.
I bring my arms over my head and dance a bit more before taking a deep bow. Dani gives me an enthusiastic round of applause.
****
DANIELLA
"Come sit Janie. What a sexy show!"
Then I pull her close for more kissing. My heart pounds with arousal as we press our bare bodies together. We're both breathing hard, so eager to give pleasure and be loved. I can't wait any longer!
"Let's go to my bedroom now," I urge, while caressing her near-naked body.
"Oh yes. I want to explore those naughty knickers!" she coos.
The bed is turned down so we can loll about on cool, fresh sheets. There's soft, sexy jazz playing, and I've left the curtains partly open so we can watch ourselves making love. Janie's body is so gorgeous. I don't want to miss a thing. So I take her hand and pull her down with me.
"Love me now. I want you so bad," I mumble.
"I'll be as bad as you want, Dani," she grins at me.
Soon our roving hands are pulling off any remaining bits of lingerie. We intertwine our legs and grind our heated bodies together. Now I have her nipples between my lips, kissing them while she moans her approval.
Time stands still in our secret world of feminine lust.
"Touch me... touch me!" I groan, moving my legs away from hers and spreading them apart.
Janie's fingers find me and begin their slow, tortuous tease of my molten flesh. I'm so wet and aroused! This is what I want, and I can watch it all in the soft light filtering into my bedroom. Meanwhile, the music builds with the intensity of emotion growing inside me. I want to be loved... and loved hard!
"Make me cum now," I tremble. "Do it... do it!"
"Already?" she chuckles. "I'm just getting started with you."
"Don't tease me too much, Janie."
But she does anyway, her stealthy fingers shifting away from my clitoris to slide in and out of my vagina like a big cock. A passing thought reminds me what it was like to be fucked by a man. Then her lips are on my nipple again and I'm flying away into the clouds.
Suddenly she stops.
"Do me now, Dani, I want to watch it."
My lover comes to her knees beside me on the bed and spreads wide, offering herself. I shift closer so I can see her shining pussy lips in the illuminating sunlight. I reach up to caress her rudely protruding clit. Janie responds, cupping both tits in her hands, and rolling those fabulous nipples in her fingertips. She moans with intense pleasure.
Her weeping slit is irresistibly close. My mouth wants her, so I shift my head between her spread knees to taste. Janie lowers herself, then slowly rocks back and forth across my snaking tongue. I can see her gazing down between her cupped tits to watch me lap at her tangy juices.
I'm an acolyte at the altar of love. This is so intimate, so erotic that I want it to go on forever. We're lost in a sexual paradise with no thought except mutual pleasure.
Then I feel Janie push down hard while she grabs my head. Her muscles tense. She grinds onto my clenching mouth, and I won't let go as she starts to shake. My lover is cumming on my face, soaking me with her juices... and I just suck harder!
"Stop... stop! No more.... Uh... uh.... Ohhh."
Janie wrenches herself away from me and struggles for breath as I watch from below.
Finally, she stammers, "So good... so good!"
It's my turn. "You were amazing! Do me now."
She pulls me up to my knees and mashes hard against my mouth, no doubt tasting herself on my wet lips. Then one hand goes behind my neck while the other slides between my trembling legs, straight to my pink.
There's no room for subtlety anymore. She's just going to fuck me silly. I tilt my hips up so her fingers can find my clit and take me for the sensual ride I crave. Janie is so good when she's bad!
She has me rocking against her fingers, moaning with pleasure while she rubs my throbbing pearl. My eyes are jammed tight in ecstasy and I'm tugging at my tingling nipples.
It's light in the bedroom, but I don't need to see what Janie is doing to my body. I can feel it all through me! And I hear myself desperately chanting.
"More... more. Do it! Do it! Fuck me!... Fuck me good!"
She drives me to the edge and beyond. I bounce on my knees and push against her flying fingers while clutching onto her to keep my balance. I can't take much more. Then in a frenzy I start to cum... and cum... and cum, before I fall sideways to rest.
When I open my eyes, I see my Janie close by, propped on one elbow, smiling across at me. We lay together quietly, savouring the moment before she breaks the silence.
"Did you like that, Dani?"
"Of course! You're so bad."
"Well, you're just as nasty too, you know."
But there is more to be said and now is the time. I start off hesitantly, because I don't know how she'll take this.
"Janie... sometimes I feel like what we have is a big secret."
"A secret. Yes, I suppose it is. Just you and me."
"But it doesn't need to be."
"What do you mean?"
"OK... I'd like us to be more than just Saturday afternoons like this."
"We're together at the studio too. What more can there be?"
"Your place for starters. Your life."
"But I have Sebastian there."
"There's no reason you need to hide me from him. He's a nice guy and he knows about us."
"I see.... Alright, I suppose the three of us could talk more at the club... or even go next door for a cold drink after exercise. Is that enough? I don't really want him involved with us too much."
"Why not? Are you afraid that I'll steal him from you? That won't happen."
"No, it's him I worry about. His male fantasies. I know he'd like nothing more than to join us."



"Would that really be so bad?" I joke and Janie gets serious.
"It would be too complicated," is all she says.
"So, let's start with socializing after exercise, things like that," I urge.
And Janie agrees.
****
SEBASTIAN
I can tell that Janie spent the afternoon in bed with her girlfriend again. Not only is she flushed and distracted, but also is sucking furiously on a breath mint. I'm not surprised because this happens every Saturday. There's no point wondering what went down over there. I'm envious.
"Off to the shower now, I suppose," I remark, to which my wife gives a silly grin like she's been caught in the act.
"Yes. We'll talk later," and she's gone.
After a half hour, Janie is back, smelling pleasantly fresh and looking quite innocent with her pink-tipped hair piled high in a bun.
"Ah, that's better," she exclaims, then smells the coffee I put on. "Oh, thanks Sebastian. Does that mean you want to sit and chat?"
"Well, that's what you said when you came in. What's on your mind?"
"Oh... nothing really."
"Sit down, Janie. There's something I want to talk about with you."
She gets defensive right away.
"If this is about saying goodbye to my girlfriend, I won't do it!"
"Yeah, I know. But that's not what I going to say."
"What then, Seb?"
"OK... so, I feel like I've lost a part of you. I mean you've got this secret lover and I'm excluded. Totally left out. I see her at the club and say hello, but that's about it."
"She's mine, Sebastian, and you're not going to....."
I interrupt. "But you're my wife, Janie...."
She raises her voice. "Dammit! Here we go!"
I'm ready for a rant about staying out of her 'friendship', but then she shifts gears on me.
"Hey, have you been talking about this to Daniella? She gave me the same story this afternoon before I left."
"No. What do you mean?"
"She said that I'm hiding you from her. That I'm afraid she'll steal you from me."
"Interesting. Did you two have a fight about it?"
"No. But we disagreed because I said that you probably want in on a threesome."
"That's every guy's dream, but I know it isn't going to happen." Then I tried to joke and change the mood. "Like you said about her last month, 'friends first'."
Then I'm in for a surprise.
"You'll be happy to know Dani said pretty much the same thing. Nothing about sex, but she wants to be friends with you. She doesn't like me acting like you don't exist when she's around."
I see a glimmer of hope here.
"Right. So, what did you say?"
"I agreed that we could be a little more open about things. Like talking at the club, or sometimes going for a cold drink after exercising."
"That's a good start. Anything else?" I hint.
"Absolutely not! We aren't going to do anything like that with you, so just it out of your filthy mind. No fantasies!"
"Only yours, right," I say with sarcasm, before continuing. "That's fine. I might be more accepting of you two if I got to know her a little better."
"That's pretty much what Dani said. She feels left out from part of my life. I don't understand it, but I agreed just to keep her happy."
"When does this start?"
"The next time we are at the gym I suppose. But don't think we'll be going to her place for anything else afterward. And, wipe that rude grin off your face, Sebastian!"
"Erased," I quip, but we both know the thought is still there.
Janie has compromised and I'm thankful. She has relented to some pressure from both me and her girlfriend. This is good but it could be tenuous, so I remind myself not to get carried away by any threesome fantasies. Not yet anyway.
"I know you moved a long way to agree with us. Let's kiss to that, Janie."
"Yes, as long as you promise to behave yourself around her."
"I'm always well-behaved. You know that."
"You know what I mean."
Then I take Janie into my arms. She feels soft and warm as I hold her tight. Her lips against mine feel great and so do her nice tits against my chest. She's wearing a robe and I can tell that she's naked underneath, so I slowly pull it open to bare her skin. It is still flushed pink, either from sex with Dani or a hot shower. I want her.
"Mmm," tells me that she likes this, so I keep going.
"Love your tits," I mumble, my tongue flicking in her hot mouth while my finger rolls an erect nipple.
I work on the other one before lowering my head to suck hard, the way she likes it. I'm hard too and feel her long fingers working at my zipper. Soon she has my cock out and strokes it. To my surprise, her head comes down to my lap to turn up the heat another notch.
"Fantastic, Baby," I groan as my sweet wife avidly devours my raging dick. She's always been so good at this!
I manage to loosen the cloth belt of her robe and open it wide. No panties! Did she plan for sex after her shower? Plan or not, we're on our way now. Full speed ahead! Soon my mouth on Janie's boobs is joined by my fingers in her pussy.
It's awkward like this on the kitchen chairs, so I lift her by the arms. One quick move has my trousers on the floor, and I kick them away. I turn Janie around and bend her over a chair before lifting her robe. She spreads wide for me as I take hold of her slim waist.
My cock is throbbing and she is wet for me. Then I'm in! What a fuck!
I thrust into her juicy puss while she pushes back hard against me, meeting thrust for thrust. The chair legs thump down on the floor as bare flesh slams together. We're really rocking, so I hold on tight, leaning into Janie, pounding her eager body.
Ah, the sounds of love- both of us heated moaning and groaning, fucking as hard as we can in the kitchen. Janie is bent over a chair. I'm still half-dressed in shirt and socks.
Bang... bang... bang! Just as good as ever. My wife is the best! I can't last much longer. Got to cum. Got to cum. Oh fuck.... Now! Now!
Then I explode!
My hips keep rolling back and forth until I lose my balance and grab Janie harder to keep from falling. The I hear Janie laugh before I pull out with a pop. I'm completely drained, but she hasn't had hers yet.
"Sorry, baby. You were too good for me to last any longer," I mutter.
"That's OK. I got mine earlier today," she replies matter-of-factly.
Suddenly, cold reality hits home. Her friend-with-benefits is my competition in love.
That is, unless our new agreement can make my fantasy come true.
****
JANINE
[A few months later]
I really didn't have much choice after Dani said she wanted more of my life. That meant my husband's inclusion as a friend, even though I know he'd like to go farther. But things have remained fine since then. He's behaved himself and kept it friendly. So has she.
Dani and I are as close as ever. We text and talk a lot on the phone. We match our schedules at the exercise studio, and like always, we get save Saturday afternoons for some hot girl-girl love. It's my favourite day of the week.
And Sebastian is part of our special friendship, as agreed. He joins us to work out and we often socialize over drinks afterward. Lately, I've begun to have Dani over to our place, like she wanted. They both seem comfortable with that.
At first I was on my guard, but I don't think my girlfriend wants to steal my husband. I still watch him closely because I know he harbours fantasies about us. Given the opportunity, he might act upon them.
Last Friday evening, she was at our place. We had supper delivered and Dani and I shared a bottle of wine while Sebastian had a few beers. After supper, he put on some music and we all talked. Then, Dani pulled me up to dance while he sat watching.
The next one was slow, so she pulled me in close. This was the first time Sebastian had seen us being more than friends.
I wondered how he'd react, but glancing over Dani's shoulder, I saw that he seemed alright with it. In fact, instead of leering, he went to the kitchen for another bottle. We kept swaying to the music and were in each other's arms when he came back. Dani was kissing my neck.
I felt flushed when we sat down on the sofa again. Then my lover caught me by surprise.
"It's your birthday next Friday, right Sebastian? Janie told me about it at the club."
"Yes. The big 4-0, in fact," he replied.
"Let's have a party for you. What do you say, Janie?"
"I suppose so. Who will we invite?" I asked.
"Just the three of us. Supper at my place, like tonight. You've never been over before, Sebastian. Some presents and cake. We'll sing and it'll be a nice little celebration."
I didn't disagree- they'd been fine with each other for months. Plans were made before she left for home.
So, there'll be a little party for my husband next week. And she'll probably want to give him a present.
I wonder what it'll be?
****
DANIELLA
I know what Sebastian would like for his birthday. I can tell by the way he checks me out at the gym when Janie isn't looking. I can feel his eyes all over my body. He's always been a gentleman- but a woman can see a wolf in sheep's clothing. He's hungry, and I like the feeling.
He's such a man, so different from my careless ex-. Sebastian loves Janie, that's clear, and she's a lucky woman. Her man is tall, handsome and so full of fun. They make a great couple, but so do Janie and me.
I can't help but think how much farther we could take a couple's relationship. Hmm....
But enough daydreaming. I'm hosting a birthday party in a few hours and I need to be sure that everything is ready. Let's see... cake and candles, streamers and music mix, beer and wine, all ready to go. Forty candles- I hope we don't have a fire! That reminds me, I'm feeling hot thinking about Sebastian's birthday gift.
First, a shower. Maybe it will cool me down a bit. Now a close shave, the way I always keep it for my lover. I'll bet he would like it just as much.
Don't think about it. Don't... but, both of them at once in my bed! That would be incredible, something I've never done before.
It would be so good to lay between them. Mmm... his fingers... her tongue... his cock... both of them at my pussy! Oh yes... so nice.... Just a little more now...
"Uh... uh.... UH!... Ahhhh!... Omigod!"
Now look what I did to myself. Steady girl. Don't get ahead of yourself. You know that Janie doesn't want this to happen. Just finish your shower and get dressed.
What to wear? Sexy but not so much that she thinks I want to take her man. No, I just want to borrow him so they both can have me. I'm starting to feel confident and alive with men again, and if Janie will join in, he can be my first in a long time.
What will put her in the right mood- that's the key? It's always easy to seduce her. I know Janie will fall right into bed if I get her aroused enough.
I've got it! That little scoop-neck black dress: tight, short and lots of boob. Underneath I'll wear that tiny, sheer bra and panty set she likes to see. Better still- no panties. Now wouldn't that be wicked! I'll do it.
Almost ready. Those black stilettoes. Pink lipstick and matching beads right down into my cleavage. And some perfume behind my ears and... you know... for later. They'll both like that. OK, I'm all ready for a new first time tonight.
Happy Birthday, Sebastian!
****
SEBASTIAN
[The next day]
I can't believe what happened last night at Dani's place! Is my mind playing tricks on me? A threesome. A hot fuckin' menage with two gorgeous women!
Yes, it happened. I have a raw cock to show for it and some red marks on my neck. Love bites? It must have been Dani because my wife never does that.
Dammit- where's the orange juice? My head is spinning. A Hell of a party! I fucked that fox Dani 'til she came hard. And that was after I made it with both of them together. Imagine, me and two beauties naked in bed, like some kind of porn star. A fantasy come true.
I don't think that girl had been with a man for a long time. She was so damn tight that it was hard for both of us at first. I recall that Janie saved the day with some lube from her purse. Now what the Hell was that doing in there, as if I don't already know. But she must have been half-drunk to do that.
Talk about a great birthday present! But I should have known that something was going on last night. Dani looked so damn sexy in that tight little dress, with her tits half out. And Janie was dressed to kill too, the slinky gown that always gets me into bed. I was sporting a rod before we even got to supper!
Not only that, but Dani flashed me with her bare pussy more than a few times when my wife either wasn't around or looking the other way. The first glimpse seemed like an accident, but after that... well, I saw no panties and a sly, "come-and-get-it" smile. The signals were loud and clear, even though I figured that Janie would never approve. I was wrong.
After dinner there was a cake for me. Enough candles blazing to set off a three alarm fire. Janie had a great gift- a new putter and some balls. Now isn't that ironic after last night. I might need them the way my cock feels this morning. Dani said that the party was her gift, and that's exactly the way things turned out.
She kept pouring the wine and bringing me beer. Then she put on some sexy music. By now we were all feeling pretty good, and Dani started to snuggle up to my tipsy wife, who returned her affections. I'd seen this happen before, but it still seemed strange to watch them together.
Janie fell right into it with her while I sat watching with a stiff cock. Soon they both had the other's bra straps down, hugging close while kissing lower and lower. Then the hostess looked at me over Janie's shoulder and motioned with her eyes for me to join them.
Would my Janie surrender, and let go of her refusal of a threesome?
I slid close and with my arms around my wife, I started kissing the back of her neck. She just moaned acceptance, too inebriated to stop what was happening. Soon Dani reached around Janie and began working on my hard dick. I helped her get it out while my fingers slid into my wife's bra.
Next thing I knew, Janie had turned my way and come down on my cock while her lover stroked it. This was happening- a dream come true, and my wife was all in! Dani leaned forward to kiss me hard on the mouth, whispering "Happy 40th, Birthday Boy" before giving me plenty of tongue.
Both beauties were on me- my first threesome- and I didn't want it to end. Dani's kiss was hot and my cock was straining as Janie stroked and sucked. I groped both their tits, my open hand overflowing with my wife's ample size, while her lover's nice 34Bs fit perfectly.
Things began to move quickly after that. Dani got my shirt off and Janie tugged at my trousers. I somehow got my fingers into each of their pussies, sampling the wetness of their slick bodies.
We were all so aroused- I could feel their hot breath in my mouth and even on my stiff member. Then someone grabbed my arm and we were on our way to the bedroom.
I knew what was coming next. I kicked off the trousers hobbling my knees and shucked the rest while the girls tossed everything they still wore onto the bedroom chair. Off came dainty underthings and stockings- time to fuck. No holding back. My wife pushed her lover onto the bed, where she lay on her back, legs spread.
"Fuck her, Birthday Boy," Janie slurred. "Your big day!"
I didn't need any further encouragement because what lay open to me was irresistible. Dani is gorgeous- a beautiful face and a sculpted body. I'd imagined this countless times before, and now I was about to drill her. But, like I said before, she was so tight!
"Careful, careful.... You're too big, Sebastian," she complained.
"If you can't take him, I will," my wife joked, then went to her purse for some lube to help out.
After that, what a scene! I was balls deep in another woman while my half-drunk wife offered her encouragement.
"That's it, Seb. You're in. Now give it to her!"
What a pussy! So tight, but before long Dani was throwing it right back at me, meeting my thrusts with her own, clearly loving what a man could offer. It was amazing! Before tonight I never would have thought this possible. But things were strange and I was in for a real treat!
Next thing I knew, my Janie lay across Dani's upper body, kissing her deeply and caressing her stiff nipples. I heard erotic moaning as I banged away at the clenching organ wrapped around my cock. Then I took Dani by the ankles, lifting and spreading her legs up and apart.
Janie wanted some pussy too, so she shifted down to her girlfriend's puss and held it wide. Somehow she wedged her head in there and began to lap at Dani's exposed clit, so swollen with desire. Dani's moaning rose as my wife feverishly pleasured her pink while I savagely plundered it.
What a great night! The sights and sounds, the sensations and sex. For hours! Two of them together. Me with each one. Then all three of us. They kept cumming and cumming. I held off as long as I could but dammit, there's only so much a man can handle. They were torturing me with their....
Ah! Here she comes now. Janie is finally up. Pull yourself together, Birthday Boy.
"Juice or coffee, Baby? What'll it be?" I ask.
"Omigod, I feel like something ran over me.... Coffee, now," she groans.
She looks bedraggled, not the sleek animal I banged repeatedly last night. This morning she desperately grasps for her mug.
"So, quite a birthday party," I venture after she's sipped the life-giving elixir for a while.
"Sebastian... about what we did," she begins hesitantly.
"Oh, that was last night," I assure her.
"It wasn't supposed to happen. But I guess you'll want it again."
"You were both amazing. Unforgettable!"
"I never did anything like that before, so I hope you'll just forget it."
"That's not possible."
"Look Sebastian, we all got carried away."
"True, But think about it. I love you. She does too. So it had to happen eventually."
"But all three of us together. What a surprise!"
"My birthday gift."
"Don't expect that every year," Janie jokes sarcastically.
"I don't plan to wait that long," I reply.
"Ohh.... Well, she's MY girlfriend and don't you ever forget that!"
"I wonder if Dani has any second thoughts this morning?" I ask.
"Not likely. She hasn't been with a man for a long time. I think she loved it."
"So, let's make it something we do every now and then.... Before my next birthday."
"Maybe. I'll have to see how she's feeling about the whole thing."
I'm sure that Janie is open to doing this again. At least she hasn't said No.
Our first threesome and it was amazing!
No, I don't think it will be our last.
Because Janie surrendered.
****
Please rate the story or comment. Thanks.
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"Today will be about solving your problem, Corey."
"You mean telling Walter the awful things I've done?"
"Yes, if you ever hope to get away from the guilt."
"Doctor, I can't do it. I've had sex with so many people. He'll leave me!"
It was my third session with my tall, handsome psychiatrist, Miles Cockburn. Previously, he'd used sensory testing and hypnosis to analyze my intense anxiety. There was no hiding from the truth anymore after he uncovered my deep exhibitionism and submission.
He knew that my former boss, Dick Maitland, and his personal assistant Nikki Townsend used me to satisfy themselves. Even worse, they pimped me out to his important business clients.
Unfortunately, my body craved the extreme pleasure it took from these illicit encounters. I was living a double life- married woman and corporate whore.
I dressed boldly for my appointment, eager to tease my boyish shrink. In other sessions he got hard when we explored my sexual impulses, though he managed to remain totally professional. But I'd taken him to the edge. Today my hair was down, my dress short, my heels high, and my lipstick inviting. You get the picture.
"Mrs. Moore. We can take all the time necessary to move forward. Trust me."
I felt reassured by young Doctor Miles. His innocent smile and sincerity melted me again. However, I was also feeling like a wanton slut. I just wanted to fuck the man! Yes, right there in the office while his secretary was away for lunch.
"Mrs. Moore... Corey. You seem pre-occupied today. Is there something on your mind?"
"Uh... well, no. Just a bit distracted with my thoughts. What were you saying, Doctor? Go on."
"Please, call me Miles. I want you to feel comfortable so we can be frank and open."
"Oh, I'd love to open up to you," I said under my breath so he wouldn't hear.
If he only knew that I'd spread wide if he put me to his couch like last session. Given half a chance, I'd give him the ride of his life. I was wet at the very thought of having this gorgeous man!
"You must tell your husband about how you've been used by your employer. Quitting your job there was an excellent start. And leaving that strip club where you served drinks was another positive step. Now it's time to get right to the heart of the matter."
"But how, Doctor Miles?"
"We'll roleplay it today, Corey."
"You mean pretend to tell him?"
"Right. You be yourself, and I'll be Walter."
"Omigawd, I wish you were!" I whispered to myself.
"What did you say?" he smiled.
"Uh... just saying I'll do it."
"Good. Now, here's some music to put you at ease."
He used a remote to start a slow classical piece, and I began to relax.
"Corey, do you have something to tell me tonight? Pretend I'm Walter."
We were sitting opposite one another as I opened my eyes to this handsome hunk of a man. He was definitely not my Walter.
"I'm sorry Doctor, but I can't say it. This doesn't seem real enough to me. Walter and I wouldn't be this way to talk. You know...."
"Oh, it has to be more like home with him, right?"
"Yes, that's the problem. We'd probably have this conversation... um... in bed."
"Ah, I see. OK, stretch out on my couch and I'll sit on the floor beside you. Let's try that."
"And turn down the lights too, Miles. Yes, that's better. More like we'd be for something so private. Pretend to be Walter now. He always calls me 'Dear' or 'Baby' when we talk like this."
This was going to be fun. I could tease the good doctor, all the while imagining that he was in bed with me. But would I keep my clothes on- at least some of them?
"OK. My dear Corey," he began in a soft, intimate voice. "You seem to be uneasy lately. Let's talk about it tonight."
"Lean closer, Miles. Honey, I'm so glad to be your wife," I pretended.
"That's sweet. Go on," the doctor almost whispered.
"I love you... Walter," I said softly. "Come closer, and I'll open up for you."
"Anything, Baby," Miles intoned. "I want you to be happy."
"Closer, Darling, face-to-face like we're in bed. Take my hand... please."
"Of course," he breathed. "Now tell me. What's on your mind?"
Could my manly young doctor read my brain right now? I felt wet and my body was his if he would take me on this couch. Damn! I'd fuck him until he couldn't stand up again! But first I had to answer his question.
"Honey, I've been bad. I get these thoughts, and they control me. I can't get them out of my head."
"Corey... Baby, tell me about them. Please." And he squeezed my hand tightly.
"Sex, that's what they're about. Lots and lots of sex. I want it so much! All the time!"
"Oh... because I'm up at the mine for weeks on end. But when I come home, we...."
"Yes, Walter, we catch up. We do, and it's divine, but...."
"But it's more than just being lonely. Why do you want sex so badly, Baby? It's not just me, is it?"
"Well no. I... I've changed. It's the places I've worked. The strip club, with sex all around me every night. It makes me want more too."
"Anything else? Tell me Corey."
"And my old job. I had to do some things...."
"What kind of things, Dear?"
"Sex things. Uh... with other people."
"Oh. Like, who?"
I still couldn't come to tell 'Walter' about men like Dick and Conrad. He might be very angry, even though this was really my shrink.
"Um... Nikki my boss. She came onto me and... I saw nude women at Starlight Club all the time. So, I just gave in."
"With Nikki! Oh... that's very interesting. You actually did that, Corey? Ah... I often fantasize about that sort of thing. Lots of men do."
I was surprised by Miles' admission.
"So, you're not mad at me... Walter?"
"No, do you still see her?"
"We just talk on the phone sometimes since I quit Dick's company."
"And Dick, does he know about this sex with Nikki?" my gorgeous doctor whispered, and I told all.
"Yes... yes he does."
"And is he involved too? You know, watching or joining?" he gently probed.
Then the dam cracked and burst. Everything I'd been holding back flooded out.
"They made me do it, Walter. They forced me! I found their secret book and they'd fire me if I didn't fuck them! It wasn't my fault, and I... I... want it more and more! I just want sex all the time!"
"Like now?" Miles gasped.
"Yes, yes, with you, Walter! Take me!"
I began to sob and cry as my guilt washed out. Instinctively, I clasped Miles tightly around the neck, pulling him right against me.
He reached around to pat my back as I hugged tighter, kissing his neck and wetting his hair with my tears. No doubt he felt my heart pounding with my breasts crushed into his chest.
We held each other for a long time before he slowly drew back. His face was flushed, and I knew that he would be rock hard. But he just grinned sheepishly. It took a full minute before he finally rose and spoke.
"Well, you said it, Corey, and you can tell your husband too. Don't wait too long. How do you feel now?"
"Much better. But a little embarrassed about hugging and kissing you. And what I said about sex. Sorry, I got carried away."
"Think of it as part of the therapy. Purging intense feelings. It happens."
"When will I see you again, Doctor Miles?"
"In two weeks. I want to hear how it went with your husband after you steer him into bed to have this talk. You'll feel so much better. But, start with the Nikki part to ease him into the rest."
****
One evening a few days later, I received an unexpected phone call. I recognized the sultry voice right away, someone I'd recently spoken about with my therapist.
"Hi Nikki. I've been thinking about you lately."
"Me too. I really miss you."
"Actually, it was more than thinking. I'm seeing a shrink about my awful guilt, and I told him about you and Dick."
"Oh Corey! Look, I'd say that I'm sorry except I enjoyed being with you so much. We had some fun times together, right?"
"Yes. I never thought that such things with another girl could be so hot. But, I'm trying hard to get past that now."
"You're feeling guilty about it? That's too bad because we were special."
"Guilty about Dick and all the others. Not about you, though. My doctor told me that my husband would probably not have much problem knowing about us- that it's every man's daydream."
"I think so too. Tell me more about your therapy, Corey."
We chatted about that for a while. Eventually the conversation came back around to sex.
"I've been watching your camshow, Corey, and it only makes me want you more! Dick and I spent a small fortune on tokens for those wicked things you do. We just love those shaking orgasms!"
"You're not the problem, Nikki. But, I need to stay away from Dick and his clients. That's where all the anxiety comes from because I feel like a company whore."
"Really. But you're fine with me. So, are you doing anything right now? I mean, it would be great to see you again. We could have some of your favourite wine and just catch up. What do you say?"
It sounded very tempting, but I knew it would end up in her bed. It always did.
"No Dick!" I said firmly.
"No dicks at all. Not him. Not Conrad. Just you and me. I promise."
"Well, it would be nice to see you again. Give me an hour or so, to shower and do my hair."
"Shower, but don't bother washing your hair. Just hurry over."
Walter had been away for more than two weeks, so I really needed some touch. But not with Dick. On the other hand, some private time with his Personal Assistant would do just fine.
I was at her apartment in forty-five minutes, decked out in a tight-fitting skirt and sweater with absolutely no underthings. Nikki might as well be aware of my needs immediately. She was.
"Great tits Corey. Love those stiff nipples!"
"Oh... thanks," I said, a bit embarrassed that I'd been so obvious.
"Come sit with me on the sofa. I've already poured the wine for us. Or would you prefer to drink after?"
"After what, Nikki?" I joked.
"After we fuck, Baby. And I think I already know the answer."
"Yes. It's been a long time."
"So, I'll get your skirt off while you shed the sweater."
"What about you, Nikki?"
She grinned at my question, then firmly pulled the tie on her long robe. With a shrug of her shoulders, it dropped to the floor, leaving her stark naked. Her gorgeous tits and that freshly- shaved pussy screamed out for hot sex.
Moments later I was nude too. We dropped down to the sofa and pressed our heated bodies together, almost desperately.
I never would have done anything like this before discovering their secret book forced me into it. But making love with a sexy woman was part of my own playbook now. Nikki was my first teacher, so we both knew what was most pleasurable.
Evidently, tonight was going to be quick and dirty, all lust and little love. Nobody was being forced now. I needed her as much as she wanted me, so let the game begin.
I'd almost forgotten the soft, flowing curves of her posh body. Those full breasts begged to be caressed, and her pointy nipples demanded firm sucking to draw them out even farther. My eager fingers clutched those boobs while I alternated between her red mouth and stiff nips.
Meanwhile, she wrapped her legs between mine and spread them to pull me open. I offered no resistance to her probing fingers. I was soaked, so they easily penetrated me and began to work their magic on my nubby pearl. I lifted my hips to help.
"Rub harder, Nikki. Harder!" I gasped at her skilled onslaught, but she only chuckled and moved her fingers away.
"Don't stop now!" I begged, and she responded by kissing her way down toward my pink.
I knew what was coming- Nikki was going to tongue me! Her hands pressed out against my knees while I tilted my pelvis up to meet the kisses slowly trailing down across my tingling skin.
Then she reached my private place, wide open and scarcely shielding my protruding clit. I wanted his badly, but she lingered there, teasing me with little lapping motions.
"Please! Please! Kiss it, Nikki. Suck it!" I begged.
She lifted her head and stared up into my pleading eyes.
"In good time, you little slut. Relax and love it," she whispered devilishly.
Slut!... Well yes, that's what I'd become. All I could do was let my evening lover set the pace. And it was excruciating!
She teased me endlessly, kissing and licking, tonguing hard before firmly sucking everything into her mouth. Nikki knew exactly when to release, just before I was about to orgasm. Then she stopped altogether.
"Let's try this now," Nikki urged as she stood and turned toward my feet before coming down to straddle me. With her knees on each side of my head, she lowered her sopping slit close to my gaping mouth. Then she gave a little laugh.
"Want it, Babe?"
I grabbed her hips and pulled her the rest of the way to my hungry mouth. Full and juicy pink flesh bathed my lips in warm, succulent womanhood. My tongue lapped eagerly at the sensual treat Nikki offered so freely.
I heard her moan for me to take it all. My lover rocked slowly across my mouth to ensure that no part was missed. Then she pushed my thighs apart and stretched her head between them. I felt Nikki support herself on her elbows while her fingers pulled by shaved lips wide apart.
Once again, she teased me by kissing closer and closer to my centre, until my treasure was right in her mouth. She nibbled with shielded teeth as she sucked my clit between her lips. It was ecstasy!
There was no stopping now. We were both mewing passionately as we dined on one another's body. The juicy sounds of mouths on wet skin only added to our intense arousal. The air was filled with the tangy perfume of lust. It could have been an erotic scene from a porn film.
Suddenly, my whole body clenched before strained muscles released in a torrent of spasms. What an orgasm! It shook me hard, but I was determined to continue working Nikki until she came too.
Sure enough, she finally ground down and rocked so hard that I could hardly breathe! She cried out as our tortured bodies bounced hard against each other. Then, ever-so-slowly, we came back down to earth.
"Amazing, Nikki!" I gasped. "I needed that."
"Fuck! You're as hot as ever, Corey. Let's do this more often!... Ready for some wine now?"
"I'm parched. The mouth-breathing, you know."
****
With our primal urges sated, we dressed again to share some wine and conversation.
She tried to bring Dick Maitland into our talk, but I reminded her that I wanted nothing to do with him. I knew that if I ever saw him again, it would be like falling back into a deep pit.
"No, I suppose you don't need us anymore, with your camshow. How's that going anyway?"
"Fun sometimes, and easy money, if a girl doesn't mind getting naked for strangers."
"Your show is so sexy! Dick was drooling when we watched. After you went offline, he was so wound up that I got a first class dicking."
"And what did you think of my cam, Nikki? Did it wind you up too?"
"Yes. You were red hot the way you teased everybody. We spent a lot on tip tokens, pushing you to cum for us. And when you did, omigawd!"
"The hard part is keeping it fresh, holding onto the guys from one show to the next. New moves, new lingerie, new toys- I'm running out of ideas. Do you have any?"
"You always wear a mask, right?"
"Of course, why?"
"Ever thought of a girl-girl show? Guys would love that."
"Sure, and some women too, but are you volunteering?"
"It seems like fun. You really enjoy yourself from what I've seen."
"You're serious! Let's talk about this."
"I'd wear a mask the whole time, of course."
"Guys expect an orgasm, you know."
"Of course. I expect one myself, maybe more."
"Hmm... I'm scheduled for Friday night. Can you do it then?"
"I'll check my phone.... OK, I'm not busy."
"Good! It's all set up in my spare bedroom, and goes from 10:00 until about midnight. Come over an hour before that and we'll choreograph a little show. We can't go too fast, or it ends too soon. Stretch out the show and we get more tips."
"And what do we wear, at least to start?"
"I use two different outfits, changing about midway through."
"Corey, We could use contrasting colours. Like, me in black lingerie and you in white."
"Great idea. Bring your black French gear, Nikki- pushup bra, stockings, garters, shoes, mask- and I'll have a white set."
"And how about sexy negligees, like sheer baby-dolls or corsets? I've got a red getup that Dick absolutely loves."
"Sure, I'll meet you in transparent black for the second half of our show."
"Any toys?"
"Absolutely! Bring whatever you have, and I know you have plenty. I use a big dildo and a little vibrator in my shows."
"Oh my, Corey, this will be so much fun! Do you mind if I tell Dick, so he logs in? I know he'll tip a ton of money to see everything."
"Well... I can't really stop you, can I?"
"You'll tell Walter too, won't you? He'd want to see it from way up at the mine. Probably needs a thrill about now."
"I guess I could. My shrink says I need to tell him everything. That's why I must stay away from Dick. I'm married, so the secrets really weigh on me."
"But you can tell Your husband about this show, right?"
"I suppose it's a good place to start."
****
Walter and I had some private phone sex that weekend. It's a game we play when he's working up North. Like always, this session left us breathless. I entertained him with some of the lingerie and toys that I use in my camshows.
Walter is really buff since he started working so hard at the mine. I swear that every muscle in his body- even his cock- has grown larger. When he stroked it with his phone up close, I saw a swollen mass of eager flesh. I wished he could bang me!
Of course, he loved what I was showing him on my cell.
"Spread that pussy for me, Babe!... Yeah. That's what I want tonight."
"This is all yours, Honey. Watch me work it."
I'd recently bought a long, black pulsating wand to use in my camshows. Walter would be the first to see me operate it. I lubed up the thing because it's so big. When I switched it on, a ring of light began to flash while the crown buzzed and vibrated.
"Jeez! How does that work on you?" Walter exclaimed.
I showed him, with one hand on the wand and the other aiming my phone. Close... real close. Tight enough that he could see and hear it bouncing against my clitoris. The sensations were so incredible that I had to lift it away. My husband loved how the thing aroused me.
"Amazing! Look what you did to me, Corey. I'm like a rock!"
While I rested for a bit, Walter brought his phone below those big balls and stroked hard for me. Blue veins and thick muscle bulged from his straining dick. I wanted it so much!
"Oh Honey... you're so big. Give it to me!"
Instead, my guy slowed down before he lost control of himself.
"Baby, show me what else you can do with your new toy," he gasped.
I knew what Walter wanted, and saw his hand grip hard again as I switched on the wand. We both held our phones where everything could be seen in living colour. Then I spread wide and slowly eased my black plastic lover right into my wet canal.
Sensations coursed inside me as the head wobbled and hummed. Incredible! I pushed it deeper, until the flashing ring of light was buried inside my body.
"Fuck, Baby! So hot.... You're gonna make me cum!" Walter groaned.
"Uhh. Can't take much more!" I moaned, and began to pump the thing hard.
It was too much. The amazing wand had me plugging my pussy while Walter jerked himself for me. I felt like I would explode! It was a race to the finish. Who would get there first?
Then I saw it all on my phone. My man came hard, blasting across his screen. Walter grunted profanities as he drained his balls, and I heard myself calling out when a massive orgasm erupted inside me. I bounced like a puppet on a string as intense waves ripped through my whole body. It went on and on and....



Afterward, came that familiar post-orgasmic bliss. I've never told my husband about my new income source, and this seemed as good a time as any.
"Walter Honey, I need to explain something I've been doing when you're away. I hope you understand."
"Oh... try me."
"I stopped working at the strip club because people were coming on to me." (Not a lie. That's where Dick was bringing his clients.)
"Good. You did the right thing. So you're not working at all now?"
"Not in public, no. But, I need the spending money, so...." I hesitated.
"Corey, what do you mean by 'not in public'? Something in private?"
"Well... yes, a little camming, like the phone sex you and I just did."
I held my breath.
"What! With other people watching?"
I decided to try what Doctor Cockburn had suggested.
"With my girlfriend Nikki. You know, she used to be my supervisor at the company."
Walter was quiet for a few moments, obviously thinking about this. His reaction surprised me, but it was right in line with the roleplaying that I'd done.
"You have sex with her? Another woman. Online? That sounds pretty wild! And people get to watch?"
"I really like Nikki and yes, some people watch us."
"And she's good-looking, right?"
I could see where this conversation was going. Walter was surprised about the camming, but very interested when he knew about Nikki. My husband was curious about seeing girls make love, just like Miles had said.
"Gorgeous and very sexy gal. You could watch us if you wanted to, Walter."
"Really! And how would I do that? I mean, just to see what you're doing to make some spending money. No other reason."
"Of course. I know you're not a pervert or anything. Nikki and I will be online Friday night at 10:00 for a couple of hours."
I explained to him how to log into our session, and I advised how he could communicate with us. I even told my husband how to activate the 'Tips' function. That way he could control the sex toys we'd be using. To remain anonymous, he should use a tag, like 'MineMan'.
My innocent husband had no idea about this murky online world in which I sold myself. But the thought of his wife with another woman seemed to spur him on. This was encouraging, because if he would accept this confession about my illicit activities, maybe I could tell him about my past role as corporate whore.
It was a big leap.
****
Friday night came quickly. Nikki and I had just arrived online half undressed in our sexy contrasting underthings. Time to introduce our little performance.
"I guess you can see why we call this 'White on Black'," I remarked to a small, unseen audience.
"So, I'll be on the bottom?" Nikki joked. nervously.
Then a line of type appeared on our monitor, a message from viewer 'BigDickXXX'.
"Looking good Babes. Great lingerie. Let's see more now!"
Our show opened with about twenty viewers. We didn't see who was watching online, but Nikki recognized Dick Maitland's tag right away. Ever since the day I'd discovered their secret client sex file, he'd seen us together. Now he wanted more.
"I told you, Corey. So, let's give him a show."
As we paraded around flaunting ourselves, she looped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a big wet kiss. We tongued each other before she reached behind to unclasp my sheer bra. It pressed against me until she moved her arms forward and began to caress my nipples into eager points.
Another comment came from BigDickXXX:
"Great tits! Check out hers now."
I'm submissive and it was easy to respond by doing what I was told. I undid Nikki's bra and slid it away, revealing her shapely breasts.
I couldn't help myself. After tugging at them a while, I lowered my head to kiss and suck. She liked it, holding me against her so closely that I could feel her heart pounding. Why was she all excited?
Of course! Camming was new to Nikki, and now there were a lot more people viewing us. The feeling of being watched was amping her up. I slid my finger down into her skimpy panties, and sure enough, she moaned lustfully into my ear.
Then a new name came onto the screen: MineMan. It was Walter! He didn't type anything else, but all of a sudden, the little pink thing inside me activated, sending pleasant pulses racing through my vagina. He was controlling my vibrator! After about five seconds they stopped and I waited, hoping for more.
His name appeared again and the seconds counted down from ten this time. The tremors felt stronger and my pussy quivered with sensation!
"Oh Nikki, onto the bed. I can hardly stand up anymore!" I blurted out.
We lay there, her lips pressed to mine. My legs flew open, and her hand pulled my French drawers aside so she could finger me. I watched myself on the monitor, a slut arching her back up to meet the hand massaging her wet puss.
Then Walter was buzzing me again, fifteen more seconds of internal ecstasy that had me twitching. It felt like being fucked! How much more of this could I take before reaching orgasm?
Dick got into it too, tipping Nikki long enough to set her little pink vibrator dancing. Her hips began to bounce on the bed and her eyes shot wide open. She spread wide as he continued spending tokens to stimulate her.
Soon MineMan was at it again! Nikki and I lay on our backs kissing hard, legs apart while both men operated the incredible little devices we'd inserted before the show began. Making love while being electronically jazzed by these horny watchers was the ultimate exhibitionism!
The two of them poured tip credits into driving us wild! Soon there was another pervert spending money on tokens: MiCock1. I saw his name in the tip queue between the long buzzes that Dick and Walter were delivering. My new admirer hit me with a strong burst for a few seconds.
Then after MineMan had played me for another excruciating half minute, MiCock1 controlled my device again, counting down for ten lovely seconds this time. Walter was back on my button immediately, quickly followed by the other guy. Between the two of them, the exquisite tremors were relentless!
My tortured pussy was close to the limit. With Nikki's fingers flying across my clit and the intense vibrations from within, I had to come soon!
All at once it hit me. Stretched muscles clenched and released as intense spasms wracked my body. My eyes clamped shut while I totally succumbed to pleasure like a wanton whore. A hundred eager viewers were relishing my big climax, but I was shameless, lurching up from the bed as the intensity overwhelmed me.
I eventually realized that Nikki still lay beside me. Her pink vibe was twitching, but she wasn't there yet. I whispered to her to keep the show going while I dressed for the next part.
After a few minutes, I returned wearing my sheer, black baby-dolls. Then Nikki went offscreen, while I sat on the bed chatting with our audience, buying some time.
Soon she returned wearing her contrasting outfit, a tight red corset with a transparent ruffled edge. Both of us wore matching heels and glam masks. We began to dance like strippers and BigDickXXX had a message.
"Your turn now, Personal Assistant."
"See if you can, big boy!" Nikki challenged. "I want it bad!"
More instructions came from Dick.
"Use your wands this time, both of you."
We grabbed the long, black devices and waved them as we swayed to the music. All of a sudden, the round, knobby head of mine lit up and began to hum as it vibrated. I quickly moved to the bed, and knelt, splayed apart for the camera. Walter had control for ten seconds.
Just when I pressed the crown against my groin, Nikki's wand lit up and buzzed too. It was Dick! She knelt facing me, and drew me into an erotic kiss while the devices caressed our pink.
Mine felt good, but it stopped briefly before resuming. Then I saw that MiCock1 had me for another twenty seconds. So, I slid the pulsing wand into my panties and pressed it hard against my bare skin. Delightful!
Meanwhile, Dick was relentless with Nikki. He had control of her for several minutes at a time, leaving her shaking as the wobbling head massaged private flesh. Her tongue snaked into my mouth and she moaned while the device rocked her. I could tell that Nikki had it directly on her clitoris!
While Dick was dominating Nikki, my Walter and MiCock1 alternated on my wand, competing to make me come. Other tips flowed in too, no doubt more money than we could earn from legitimate work. It was so easy to lose ourselves in the sensual tremors caressing our bodies.
But kneeling was tiring, so we flopped down and spread wide. I saw that Nikki was lifting the bulbous part of the vibrating wand hard against her clit. She threw her head back, gasping for breath while Dick's tokens drove her higher, close to the edge.
Now three hundred were watching our show, my highest count ever. And Nikki had pushed the length of the black wand into her pussy, as deep as the ring of light. Her body was moving firmly against its motions as she moaned aloud. Meanwhile, Walter had me trembling as he controlled mine.
A wicked thought crossed my mind. Dominate Nikki!
I quickly pressed my own humming wand firmly against my girlfriend's rigid clit and held it there while Walter's tip time counted down on the monitor.
Fifteen... fourteen... thirteen... twelve... eleven... ten... nine....
"Uh... uh... UH... UUHHH!!!"
Suddenly, Nikki exploded in a huge orgasm, cumming harder than I'd ever seen before. She was like a ragdoll with the two vibrating devices working on her at the same time. Dick and Walter and I sent her over the edge! And, we didn't stop as her body flew out of control.
Eight... seven... six... five...
"Stop! Stop!... No more.... Stop!... Enough! Pleeease!!" she begged, but none of us would listen.
Four... three... two... one.... And done. Nikki passed out, totally exhausted from this sensory overload.
After that, I kept the show going with some chat and play while my girlfriend recovered offscreen. But, she was finished for the night. I felt perverse pleasure about driving Nikki over the brink. After all, she'd used that secret client book to control me for months of illicit sex.
This time Walter and I had taken charge, forcing her beyond all sexual endurance. And I knew that she'd want the exciting experience again and again. Now she' d be our toy, our little whore.
Empowerment felt good.
****
I wore a sexy get-up for my next psychiatric appointment. Thin straps struggled to hold my tits up in a sheer satin top. It scooped down to here while my tight skirt rode almost up to there. I knew young Miles would be drooling over me.
"You look lovely as always, Mrs. Moore. How have you been feeling lately?"
"Very well, Doctor Cockburn. I like getting dressed up for my appointments because you make me feel good."
"I'm not the only one, Corey," Dr. Cockburn said to himself, but I heard it.
I wondered if he was referring to my past sexual encounters as a corporate whore.
"Let me ask you, Mrs. Moore, was there any part of all the extramarital sex that didn't leave you with guilt? Anything or anybody?"
"Uh... I've told you that it changed me, made me want sex much more often."
Then I laid on the tease.
"I dressed this way today hoping that you might want to satisfy my drive, Miles. Are you game?"
His eyes darted away. They'd been wandering across my body ever since I sat down across from him. He ran his arm over his forehead to wipe away beads of perspiration.
"No, Corey. It wouldn't be professional, even though you're very tempting. Your body is exquisite."
"Would you like to see more of it, Miles?" I pouted, deliberately letting a thin strap slip down my arm.
"Please... answer my question. Did any of it NOT cause guilt? Nikki for example? You intimated that lesbian sex was part of your role."
"I did that, and it was... different. I never dreamed it could be so good."
I wondered why my shrink was following this line of analysis. Why this interest in me having sex with Nikki?
"Interesting. What would Walter say about this?"
"He already knows. He's even seen us together."
"Me too!" I heard Miles mutter under his breath.
I stopped for a moment. Did I hear him say that? Did it mean anything? Could he have watched our recent cam show? Was that even possible?
Wait! Did my psychiatrist have a secret life online just like me?
I knew that three viewers had tipped heavily during our performance. One was Walter and another Dick Maitland. But who was MiCock1?
Suddenly, I understood.
"Doctor, do you like online sex?" I challenged.
"What... what do you mean, Corey?" he stammered, clearly uncomfortable.
I slipped down my other strap and shook my breasts to make him even more ill-at-ease.
"Do you know anybody watching camshows as MiCock1? It's just like your own name. I get it, Miles Cockburn."
That's when he cracked.
"OK, once in a while. No harm done."
"You watched me and Nikki, didn't you, Doctor Cockburn?"
"Uh... yes."
"You saw me naked, and you watched us make love. You spent a lot of money last Friday night. And, you liked it, Miles."
"I admit it. You two were amazing! The hottest thing I've ever seen."
"I bet you want more too."
"Definitely! How about now? Ms. Kurtz won't be back from lunch for forty-five minutes."
"No Doctor, not for free. I spend plenty for your counselling sessions, so it's only fair that you pay me to cam."
I was in command of the situation as this handsome young man sat downcast. Then he raised his head and spoke.
"I understand. What's your schedule, so I can play again."
"I hope you will, Doctor. Here's a little sample of me until my next show, Friday at 10:00."
Then I slipped the top down my arms so he could stare at my full, naked tits. I even tweaked my nipples while he watched, salivating as they swelled into stiff peaks.
After a couple of minutes, I put myself back together and stood up to leave.
"Miles, give me another appointment in two weeks."
Then I grinned at him.
"I'm sure that your tips will be more than enough to pay for it."
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It was quiet in Dick Maitland's executive office. Too quiet.
His mind wandered back to times past. To wild afternoons banging his sexy Personal Assistant, Nikki Townsend, or her hot helper, Corey Moore. Or both of them.
But they didn't work there anymore, and Dick was horny.
He didn't know why Nikki unexpectedly quit last week. She offered no real reason, other than saying she was moving on with her life. What the Hell kind of explanation is that after years of devoted service and debauchery?
Dick missed her. For now, he had an office temp in to handle her duties. But he'd never be taking Mrs. Fitzwilliam into the back room. She was almost his mother's age, for fuck sake!
Maitland was tall and handsome, rich and powerful. He'd built a very successful company from the ground up, and he wanted sex, lots of it. But Nikki and Corey were gone.
His line buzzed and the temp's voice hailed him.
"Mr. Maitland, sir. Can you take a call from a Conrad Bartlemans?"
Ah yes, Conrad and his lovely wife Ava, owners of Alpha Electronics were scheduled to pay their quarterly visit on Friday. He'd already reserved their favourite hotel suite, where he looked forward to hours sharing Ava. She loved the double, though either Nikki or Corey usually made it a foursome. Not this time.
"Hi Conrad. Looking forward to seeing you two...."
"Never mind that, Dick! Dammit, I've got two guys in suits asking me all kinds of questions about our business dealings. What's going on?"
"Police?"
"No, government investigators. Asking what I know about that gal who greases things between us and Commerce."
"Simone Beauregard, Department of Commerce?"
"Yeah. They told me that they're looking into how things work between the three of us. Have you heard anything about this?"
"Shit! No, this is news to me, Conrad. Bad news. What are they digging into?"
"What they called personal favours to get business done. Like supplying sex for that lady with your girls, Nikki and that Corey. And you hosting Ava and me regularly."
"Hey, we all have a good time every few months. Nothing wrong with that."
"Yeah, but it's a real bad look if any of our customers get onto it. And you know it's not okay 'cause the government lady tracks our business."
"So, are they done with the questions yet?"
"No dammit, they're coming back tomorrow. We won't be able to visit you on Friday. I'm not telling them much- mostly 'talk to my lawyer'- but expect them around to see you soon. Hey, keep your mouth closed, and tell Nikki too."
"She quit a few days ago, and Corey about a month before that, right after that fuck fest at Starlight Club and your suite."
"What! Both of them? Why?"
"No real explanation. Right out of the blue. Left me with nobody for my clients."
"Strange.... Hey, Dick, maybe they talked? Somebody must have."
"Hmm... could be. I don't know, but I'll nose around. Anything else?"
"Yeah. I just called Ava about this and she's scared. You know she owns Alpha. Shit like this can break it!"
"Conrad, we could all be in big trouble!"
****
[A couple of weeks before]
"So, Mrs. Moore, did you tell him?"
It was the follow-up appointment with my shrink, Miles Cockburn, young and good-looking. Just my type- I love to tempt and tease him.
"I tried to, Doctor. But the chance never came up."
"Seriously! After we practiced at your last visit. The roleplay- you were supposed to steer him into bed to have the talk."
"I couldn't. It was like you said. I started by telling him about me and Nikki. No problem. He was accepting- even to me camming with her- but I just didn't want to push Walter any farther."
"About sex with other men, like Dick, Conrad and all the rest?"
"Yes... I'm sorry.. I couldn't do it."
Miles was quiet for a time and I wondered if he was thinking about some way to move me forward with my dilemma. I knew I had to confess at some point. I'd been company whore for Dick Maitland, and although I admitted everything to my doctor, my husband still didn't know.
Or was Miles even thinking about that? I could see that his eyes were all over me and he was grinning to himself. I finally broke the silence.
"Your staring is making me uncomfortable, Doctor."
"Sorry.... Just thinking, that's all."
"About what we'll talk over today, since I didn't tell Walter?"
"No. Remembering your show last Friday. You know, the one where you got enough money from my tips to pay for this appointment."
I laughed at the thought.
"MiCock1, you spent enough to pay for plenty more visits! Was it worth it?"
He went quiet again, as if he was weighing my question. Was he ashamed by how much it cost him to push me to orgasm? But then he surprised me.
"It was, and I have a problem now," he admitted. "I'm not content to just watch you anymore. Now that my secretary has gone for lunch and I'm alone with you; now that I've seen all of your naked body, and watched your crushing orgasms, I need more!"
This was totally unexpected. During the past three office appointments, my gorgeous psychiatrist had remained totally professional. Definitely flushed and aroused by my teasing, but otherwise right in line with the highest medical standards.
"Are you saying you want sex with me, Miles?" I asked coyly.
He went red in the face with my bluntness.
"Um... I know it's wrong but I can't help myself. What I've watched, and the tight clothes you're wearing today make it so difficult. I can't think straight.... Looking is one thing, but actually touching is another."
"So you want to touch me, Doctor?... Would that be nice?" I cooed.
"You're not just teasing me again, are you?" he blurted out, clearly frustrated. "You are so flirtatious, it makes me crazy!"
"Well, I'm just like that, you know. Always have been. That's me."
Miles looked serious as he pulled himself back into psychiatric mode.
"And I know why you're like that, Mrs. Moore. It's all about control. It's the only real power you have over men. Dick and Conrad and others took advantage of you, blackmailed you, forced you to have sex with them. Flirting and teasing puts you in control. Do you see what I'm getting at?"
I stopped to think about what he'd just said. I remembered that my behaviour went back to school days, where I was chosen Miss Congeniality. I flirted with guys all the time and it made me feel good. Control... yes, I like that feeling. Maybe it's what I need to relieve my anxiety.
Flirting, teasing, even camming- now it all made sense.
"So this is my therapy today, Doctor Cockburn? You're giving it to me? I can say yes or no to what you want?"
"Yes, I suppose you could see it that way. I'm only asking, not demanding it. You can say no. Not like those other men, because you're the one in charge here."
"Let me get this straight, Miles. Sex here in the office is good for me. You're giving me power because I'm making the decision. Is that right?"
"Yes, and Ms. Kurtz won't be back for an hour," he encouraged. "I told her to take a longer lunch break today. I want you, Corey. What do you say?"
The man is buff and handsome, loaded with boyish charm. And he even said this would be good for me. Therapeutic. I didn't need to think about it any longer.
I smiled up at him, then looped my arms around his neck and pulled his face to mine. Then I pressed my lips against his for a long, hard kiss. It was so delicious that it made me wet.
"Touch me, Miles. Whatever you want to do," I moaned, and he immediately took that as a yes.
His big hand slid behind my neck to pull me tight against his chest. He kissed me hard again, but this time pressed his tongue between my lips as I slowly moved my head from side to side. The man could kiss! And he held it a long, long time, until we were breathless.
"Corey, I'll lock the door," he gasped. "But I'm risking everything here. Promise me that you'll never say anything about this to anyone. I'm begging you!"
"Of course not, Miles. Let's go to your couch."
He grabbed my hand and we rushed to the private back room, where he locked another door. While he did that I was already unbuttoning my blouse.
As soon as the doctor saw my sheer French pushup bra, he quickly began to strip off his clothes. Soon we were both down to almost nothing, the first time I'd seen him undressed. His physique was as impressive as I'd imagined and the stiff bulge was very large.
"You can finish undressing me," I whispered.
So, he quickly undid the clasp behind my back, and my full boobs spilled out. Then Miles squatted in front of me, pulling down my panties at the same time as he kissed up under my breasts- he is a tall man! My nipples swelled into stiff points and I shivered- naked and excited.
"Now you," I enthused as I went to my knees in front of him.
He stood up, and as I slowly drew down his boxers, that big cock freed itself from confinement, right in front of my face. It was rock hard, so I grasped firmly and began to stroke.
The doctor groaned with pleasure, and his hands came behind my head. I knew what he wanted, but Miles waited patiently for me to approve. After all, this was therapy, a chance for me to be in control.
His cock was divine, a sinuous pipe as large as any I'd known before. And the pre-cum tasted delicious as I swirled my tongue around the bulbous crown.
Miles pushed out his groin to press deeper into my sucking mouth, but he didn't pull my head toward him. He sought permission and I nodded to give it before beginning to bob vigorously, driving his dick back to my throat. I cradled his big balls and stroked firmly while the doctor fucked my mouth
Then I pulled away and stopped to breathe again.
"Do you like that?" I rasped. "Good, here's some more for you."
"OK, but not too much," he warned, before he guided us toward his big leather couch.
As I lay back, a chill went through me. Was it my bare skin touching the cold surface, or the thrill of having this young stud all to myself? In any case, my legs instinctively parted and the doctor quickly knelt between them. This was fast, and I was eager. We'd only been in the back room for about five minutes.
Suddenly, it was over almost before we began. This virile young stud couldn't contain himself! Doctor Cockburn erupted just as I grasped his cock to guide it home. He cursed, then spurted once before I cupped my hand over his twitching member. He filled it with cum.
Then the room was quiet as Miles struggled with embarrassment. Finally he spoke.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Moore. There's a sink to wash up, right through that door."
I was back in a few minutes. Meanwhile, he had dressed again and sat slumped in his chair. Gathering up my clothes, I felt sorry for him. Miles apologized again and slowly began to explain himself.
"This always happens to me.... I'm a doctor.... You'd think I would do something...."
"Surely there are pills for it?" I interrupted.
"Yes.... but maybe it's just overstimulation?" he mumbled. "I really should quit watching your shows and masturbating."
"Don't you dare. You're one of my best customers," I smiled at him. "No, keep watching... and that's an order."
Miles regained his composure and the boyish grin returned to his face.
"Definitely, Corey. Doctor's orders. See you Friday night."
****
Walter came home from his long stint up at the mine a few days later. I didn't feel proud of myself, knowing that I'd fully consented to office sex with my shrink, Miles. He seemed so happy to see me, but I was quiet and reserved, ashamed about my slut behaviour.
Of course, we were no sooner home than he wanted to walk me into the bedroom. I felt uneasy, but couldn't very well say no. In fact, I resigned myself to telling him about my forced role as Dick Maitland's company whore. I figured it would go better after making love.
Our hour in bed was wonderful, so soft and tender that it was a shame to have an unpleasant agenda afterwards. Walter undressed me slowly, kissing my skin as he exposed it to the muted light. All the while, he murmured sweet endearments of the most loving nature. I felt myself melting right on the spot.
I clung to him as he fondled me, then I began to unbutton his clothing, When his shirt was open, I trailed my long fingernails along his bare skin, down to his belt. Skillfully, I loosened it and opened the clasp on his trousers. Then I slid my hand inside and rubbed his cock. He was so hard for me!
Meanwhile, Walter slipped my bra straps down and began to flutter his fingers across my sensitive nipples. They stood tall, inviting his mouth to kiss and suck. It was so exciting that I began to pull him toward our bed, where he lay me down. My man quickly stepped out of his slacks and shucked his shorts while I removed my panties.
His bare skin felt so good against mine, especially as his fingers slipped into my treasure. I opened wide, inviting further exploration and he didn't disappoint. Soon he was strumming my swollen clitoris, making me want to turn myself inside out for him.
"Do you like that, Baby?" he whispered, as if he didn't already know.
"Oh yeahhhh," I moaned. "Don't stop." And he didn't.
Meanwhile, I found his big tool and wrapped my little hand around its amazing girth. Fuck! Was my husband always this hung? I wanted it inside me.
"Do me now, Honey. Bury that big cock in me. I need it bad."
"My pleasure," he chuckled softly, and came to his knees between my legs, before easing that fat rod into my sopping puss.
Walter and I made love every way we knew that night. And I taught him some new things too. We both came right to the edge a few times and stopped, wanting to prolong our greedy enjoyment. Then we started the final ascent up the towering mountain of love.
Harder and harder we thrust against each other, wet pink meeting rigid cock with loud, squishing sounds. That drove us even higher toward the looming peak. Our bodies were on auto-pilot, strongly driven by our primeval urge to rut. There was nothing else but this dim room and these intense feelings. And the summit ahead!
We ascended to dizzying heights, gasping for breath right to the very top. Then the space around us echoed with our huge orgasms.
"Uh...uh... Oh fuck.... Ugh... Ugh.... UGH!!!" and Walter blasted his seed into me.
"More... more.... Keep going...yes.... Yes.... YES!!!" I screamed as my body spasmed.
Afterward as we rested, it was time. Now or never. Get this over with.
"Walter, that was wonderful. It really was. Better than anything else."
"You're so good in bed, Corey. Sometimes I wonder where you learned all this."
If only he knew! This couldn't wait any longer.
"Honey... it hurts to tell you this. I picked it up on the job."
"What! At that strip bar, Starlight Club?"
"Yes, some... but mostly in my office job at the corporation. They have a big secret there and after I discovered it..."
"What secret?" he interrupted.
"They have a hidden book where they record their clients' sexual interests," I stammered hesitantly.
"Go on. Tell me more," Walter urged impatiently.
"I found it... and they forced me... to have sex with them."
"No!! You can't be serious!"
I began to tear up, then started to sob.
"It's true.... I had to or I'd be fired... and I needed that job."
"You fucked people to keep your job! How many?" he shouted.
"Dick and Nikki," I blurted out, "And some others."
My husband was very upset.
"They forced you! They blackmailed you! Why didn't you tell me, like that janitor I clobbered for using you after hours? Why, Corey? Why?" [Corey Moore, Ch. 05]
I broke down and cried hard, shaking as I sobbed. To my surprise, Walter put his big arm out to pull me against his chest and comfort me.
"I couldn't help it.... They made me do it... and I didn't know how to stop them."
"It was that bastard Dick Maitland. That rich son-of-a-bitch. He did this to you!"
"Yes... yes. That's how he runs his business. Sex for customers and government people to keep everything going his way."
"By fucking my wife!" he roared. "I'll get that son-of-a-bitch! I'll get him if it's the last thing I ever do!"
I sniffled, there in his arms and hoped that he wouldn't ask more questions about my role in the whole thing. But he didn't. It seemed to be enough for him that Dick had forced me into it. I was the hapless victim as far as Walter was concerned, and that suited me fine.
"I don't work there anymore, remember. The pressure was so bad that I quit more than a month ago. You don't need to go after him now."
"He's got to pay for this. That's how it is at the mine, and in life. If anybody crosses me- especially like this- they're going to regret it. I want revenge."
"Like what, Honey?"
"Bring him down. Expose him for the lowlife bastard that he is. Ruin his company."
"Really, Walter. You don't have to do that for my sake. Telling you about it was enough for me and..."
"I'm doing it for myself," he interrupted. "OK, for both of us. And I'll need you to help me."
"Help you. How?"
"Get me that book. Even a copy would be good. Then we'll take it from there."
I could see that there was no way I could talk him out of this. Besides, as long as my husband saw me as an innocent victim of blackmail, I would be wise to help him. I thought for a moment about what Walter had said and replied.
"Nikki keeps it in her desk. Maybe I could get her to make a copy when Dick isn't around?"
"Perfect! Get that and we've got him by the balls!"
****
About a week later, after Walter had returned to the mine, I had my chance to act. I phoned Nikki and she was at my door in an hour or so.
"Thanks for the invite, Corey. Are we camming today or something? Did I forget?"
"No, I just wanted to talk."
"Nothing else? I mean we could have a shower together and...."
"Just talk."
I had a reason for this. I had to find some way to get Nikki to make me a copy of the secret book, like Walter wanted. I didn't know how, but there had to be an angle. Something bold was required, but I just couldn't put my finger on the solution. Maybe talking with Nikki might unearth an idea.
"Good, because I really wasn't ready for a camshow today. It's so much fun, but I need to be in the mood. You know, sexed up," she laughed.
Without realizing it, Nikki had given me an opening to explore.
"Is it that way when you have to service clients for Dick?" I asked.
"Yes, sometimes, especially those who aren't very appealing or who treat me like a cheap hooker. For those people, I need a few stiff drinks first. Even then, sometimes I have to close my eyes. Ugh."
"Camming is a lot easier, and I don't miss that sex with Dick's customers at all!" I lied, thinking perhaps I could lure Nikki down this path.
"True enough. And I couldn't believe how many tips we collected in one show. Even after we split it between us, it was much as I'd earn in a half week at the office. In just two hours!"
"Two shows a week would equal five days pay with Dick," I added.
"No wonder you quit your day job, Corey. It's such easy money."
This conversation seemed to be heading in the right direction, so I followed it.
"And no more night work with awful customers. It's sad that you need to drink first to be able to do what Dick tells you."
"Yes. It pisses me off sometimes, that's for sure."
"That's how I felt. Now I'm free, done with Dick and his demands."
"That sounds wonderful, Corey. Instead you work online."
"You can too. Just quit, and do two or three shows every week with me."
Then I didn't say anymore while my offer sunk in. I could see she was rolling it around, weighing the pros and cons. However, her face went negative.
"What about Dick? He was so angry when you left that he threatened to make things rough for you. I had to talk him down."



"Nikki, look what we can hold over him. We know his secrets. They're all in the book- names, dates, kinks, all of it."
"So if I decided to quit, I'd take the book with me, right?"
This was playing right into my hands. I didn't want her to feel coerced, but Walter wanted the book.
"Or a copy of it," I suggested. "Dick would be a good boy if he knew you had it, don't you think?"
"Of course! And it would be easy to get one. He's out of town tomorrow. But I still need to think more about quitting or not."
"Make a copy, Nikki. It would be your safety net if you decide to cam with me instead. In fact, we could give a show together on Friday, to help you decide if there's really enough money in it."
"That's a good idea. And a copy of the book." She stopped for a moment. "Why didn't I do it already, for my own protection?"
"Make two copies. You said he was angry with me already. I'd feel more secure."
Nikki agreed while I quietly congratulated myself for bringing this one across the finish line. She promised to bring mine with her to our Friday night camshow.
After that was settled, we made plans for Friday night. Viewers liked what we did online, and I knew that Miles would be spending plenty. Hell, he'd probably our best customer after what I showed him during my last appointment.
Literotica readers can already imagine the erotic things we do online. The lingerie, the toys, the dancing and teasing. Nikki and I are good together. I've enjoyed sex with her since the first time there in Dick's office. And Friday night would be no different.
This time we'd begin with slow and sexy bumping and grinding, instead of just jumping onto the bed like we did last show. Drag it out. Get the boys worked up. I'd seen enough of the strippers at Starlight Club to know exactly how to do it, and with a little practice, Nikki would prove a quick study.
Friday night arrived quickly. We'd practiced our routines and brought plenty of sexy underthings and vibrators to fill a few hours of viewer-directed play. Nikki had my copy of the secret book and I hatched a scene to play out our past experiences. She didn't like it at first, but agreed to join in.
At showtime, we vamped around for a long while, teasing before getting naked. The tips were pouring in from customers old and new. MiCock1 was in the tip queue much of the time. So was my husband- MineMan- and Dick Maitland- BigCockXXX.
Best of all, Nikki was relaxed and having fun. We kissed like we were hungry for each other, while viewers had our pink vibes lighting up and twitching inside us. As always, the exhibitionism was an incredible rush for me!
Then it was time to use the big vibrators to get off. We started on ourselves, side-by-side on my bed, then used them on each other. The bulbous heads swivelled and bounced on our private pink as watchers dumped tip money into our show. More and more... until we couldn't take the intense stimulation and exploded in a joint orgiastic frenzy.
"Don't go away," I gasped. "We'll be right back." And we went offscreen to dress for our closing act.
A few minutes later we reappeared in office garb, Nikki wearing a ridiculously short skirt and a very tight blouse. She would roleplay herself, while I wore my hair up, and a dark suit- the man in our scene. Then I called to my secretary:
"Nikki, you hot little bitch, get over here!"
"Oh no, not again, Dick," she snivelled.
"Yeah, or you're fired, Nikki," I barked.
"But I need this job, Dick," she replied meekly while I grabbed her arm.
I pulled her close for a hard kiss, and she pretended to struggle. Then I tugged at her skirt and ripped away her panties.
"Dick, don't ruin my best blouse," Nikki wailed, so I quickly unbuttoned it, leaving her nude.
I stepped off-camera to strip quickly, while she asked viewers what should happen next. They all wanted Nikki to be fucked hard by her boss. Perverts!
I was back in a flash, naked except for my unbuttoned white shirt and a big strap-on dildo. The monitor lit up and a long tip queue formed quickly. Lots of names, but not BigDickXXX. He'd seen enough to know what was happening and checked out.
"Nikki, get your ass over here!" I called.
For the next half hour, I inflicted everything a domineering boss does to a helpless secretary. I forced kisses and enjoyed every inch of her plush body. She pretended to resist me as I rudely kissed, sucked and fondled her soft skin, her pert nipples... everything. Then I made her swallow my rubber cock 'til she gagged.
"On all fours, slut!" I hollered, then spanked her big ass bright pink. Her cries of pain and pleasure brought forth a torrent of tokens, so I slapped it red while she struggled.
"You're hurting me, Dick!" she whined.
"So, Nikki, you'd rather be fucked!"
We were both enjoying this mockery of our old boss.
I rubbed my fake dick against her wet pussy, before easing it deep inside. I felt her heat. It was good to begin thrusting, and even better when Nikki got into rhythm, pushing back hard against me. She began to moan louder and louder because the base of the rubber cock was rubbing her clitoris.
My hands grasped her hips firmly, pushing down to spread her knees and arch her spine into a sexy curve. I banged Nikki hard, all the while calling her things like "my little whore" and "you hot bitch." Then I grabbed her long hair and pulled back, pounding away as she screamed.
Our interactive audience loved it, though MineMan wasn't tipping anymore either. This was too close to reality for him too. He knew what Dick had done to me.
How would we end this spectacle? I'd need to fake my orgasm, of course, but figured the clit stimulation would be enough for Nikki. Apparently, fond memories of Dick Maitland in her pussy helped too, because suddenly her hips clasped together and the entire body clenched, before she began to shake. Nikki was coming on strong!
Time to finish now. I hoped my male orgasm imitation would convincingly wind up the show. So, I groaned and grunted like an aroused guy, before pretending to blast creamy jets into my bouncing secretary.
It felt good to be in control, in charge.
Maybe I really did come?
****
Walter was excited when I phoned him the next day to say I had a copy of the book. He was more determined than ever to get revenge on Dick and his clients for what they'd done to me. I didn't dare suggest that I'd actually enjoyed much of it, now that my libido had been fully awakened.
"Corey, is Nikki quitting to come on board as your camshow partner?"
"Yes, she decided to do it. Our show last Friday took in more money than she ever imagined. Did you see us mocking Dick?"
"Yeah, it was good- but only up to a point! Some guys here spent a pile of money on it."
"Oh! Do they know it's your wife?" I asked in alarm.
"No, only Tony knows you, and he quit a month ago."
I remembered him all too well after he found my private diary during a visit to our place. The slimeball used it to blackmail me into screwing him for days.
[Corey Moore, Ch. 06]
"Corey, I'm going to expose Maitland. Tell Nikki to quit on Monday before I bring down that sick bastard."
There was no arguing with my husband on this. He would have his revenge and nothing was going to hold him back.
"Text me some juicy pages from that book. Ones with the names of Dick and his customers and government people. I think folks would be interested."
"OK, Walter, I have that. With names, their kinks and dates."
"Perfect! Get samples to me right away. And tell Nikki to quit now, but without any reason that could tip off Dick."
So, I sent Walter a few book pages, and he didn't waste any time contacting authorities. Within a couple of weeks, this page from the Special Clients book prompted government investigators to come calling on Conrad Bartlemans.
______________
Alpha Electronics
Ava and Conrad Bartlemans
Tag: ABC
Likes: swing with couples, pick up and play, all positions, swap with Dick and me
Dislikes: dominance. pressure
Dates: Oct 19, Jan 17, May 10, Aug 12
[Corey Moore, Ch. 04]
______________
They peppered him with tough questions.
"Tell us about your relationship with Dick Maitland."
"Alpha supplies him with components for digital equipment."
"And in return, you get sexual favours, right?"
"We're just friends."
"And your wife Ava is involved in this swinging and swapping stuff too, right?"
"No, that's false information. How dare you say that!"
"We've got proof, Bartlemans."
No reply.
"Maitland hosts you quarterly. Very convenient. Does he get a special discount in exchange for sex with you and the wife?"
"No. I operate Alpha fair and square. All my customers pay the same low prices."
This grilling continued until Conrad threatened to call in his lawyer. The g-men said they'd be back. First, he desperately phoned Ava, and then Dick.
The next day, another team arrived early at Dick's office. They used the same book page and another one to grill him about Alpha Electronics and Simone Beauregard. They aimed to connect the dots between supplier, manufacturer and government.
______________
Beauregard, Ms. Simone
Regional Bureau Chief, Department of Commerce
Tag: MADAME
Likes: varied partners, dominant with submissive female, light BDSM, toys
Dislikes: strong males
Dates: Oct 22, Jan 9, May 5, Aug 3
[Corey Moore, Ch. 04]
______________
The questioning was aggressive.
"Maitland, we have information from a book that details sex you supplied for clients and officials."
"I kept no such book."
"Your secretary did. Here, read this page about Alpha Electronics. Do you deny that's your customer and your name?"
"All it says is 'Dick'. Could be anyone, right? Not me."
Out came another page.
"And you kept this Commerce Department lady happy too. Real kinky stuff, Dick."
No reply.
"Explain this, Maitland. Isn't it strange how she and this Alpha couple always came for their sex treats within days of each other?"
"So what? Coincidental meetings."
"No. She monitors the business you do with Alpha, and you used sex to keep things running smoothly."
"You guys are dead wrong! Any more questions go to my lawyer, because we're finished here."
But Walter wasn't finished yet.
A few days later, both pages hit the Internet, creating an absolute frenzy. It wasn't long before mainstream media was hounding Dick and Conrad for a story. Over at Commerce, Simone Beauregard was immediately fired and dropped out of sight. For Maitland and Bartlemans, there was nowhere to hide from the glare.
Soon it got worse. When Walter returned home for his week off, he had access to the entire book. Suddenly, new pages began showing up every day on the Net. With such lurid details made public, Dick Maitland became the most closely followed person on social media.
Then a complete copy of the secret book was anonymously dropped off at the Bureau of Investigation. Guess who? The furor intensified.
Heads rolled as the scandal spread wider. Several government officials named in the book were ordered to testify. More companies felt the weight of negative public sentiment when the private lives of executives were laid bare. Some businesses, like Alpha Electronics, teetered on a knife edge of failure.
Of course, Dick Maitland was in the cross-hairs of scrutiny. Government auditors descended to comb through his business records. He was arrested and charged with tax evasion- among other things- when blatant irregularities came to light. Reality was closing in on him.
After a highly publicized trial- parts of it televised- Maitland was heavily fined and sentenced to some punitive jail time. His reputation was destroyed. His company collapsed. The man was ruined.
Walter's revenge was complete.
****
This is what I said nine stories ago:
'I've had many rousing experiences the past several months- sometimes against my will. Whether I was forced, coerced, or fully compliant, there is plenty to tell you. This is my story.' [Corey Moore, Ch. 01]
My tale began as a waitress at a place called Starlight Club. All the nudity there awakened strong exhibitionist urges in me. At that time, I was not being satisfied by my shiftless husband, Walter, so I regularly got off in their Private Room.
Then my life descended farther when Dick Maitland hired me to help his Personal Assistant, Nikki Townsend. I'm convinced that they planted their secret book of Special Clients sex for me to find. They blackmailed me.
After that, I'd either serve them or lose my best job ever. I gave in and soon came to crave the powerful orgasms from wild trysts with Dick and Nikki. Then came their clients. I fucked for pleasure, nothing more. Sometimes it was amazing; other nights it wasn't.
My trusting husband Walter never had a clue. He took a job at a remote mine, while I played Corey Moore, the married whore. However, my intense guilt became overwhelming. To make matters worse, my man became a better husband, fully satisfying me during his visits home.
The lurid information from the secret book is widely known now. Dick Maitland, Conrad and Ava, Simone, and many others swirl in a dirty downward spiral. All the perpetrators are being flushed away, carried by the gritty revelations in those shameful pages.
But like Walter predicted, Nikki and I stand tall amid the wreckage of businesses and lives. My husband is the hero in the piece, the wronged man who first shone a light on the whole sick scheme. Meanwhile, my girlfriend and me play the helpless victims, forced to comply with their evil boss.
That's not really true, but we aren't saying anything to correct it. In fact, that image has caused our cam business to boom.
Nikki and I perform Tuesday, Friday, and Saturday nights, and the money pours in. We always finish our shows with a 'Dick and Nikki' scene, or 'Conrad and Corey'. Viewers love it! She practically lives at our place now. In fact, she usually sleeps with me when we fall into bed exhausted after our shows.
Walter doesn't mind at all because I've started to share him with Nikki when he comes home for his week off work. She misses cock and my muscular husband makes every effort to satisfy both of us in hot threesomes. Good old Walter has enough spunk to go around!
So... it looks like we're all living happily ever after, doesn't it?
Yes, except for Dick Maitland, of course.
Right now he's probably face to the wall, wanking in his jail cell.
And Miles Cockburn, well... my shrink will be waiting eagerly for Nikki and me to come online in ten minutes.
Got to go now.
THE END
Ambul, thanks for your enthusiasm!
Check my newest series, JANIE AND DANIELLA (and husband, Sebastian) over in the First Time category. The initial two stories about Janie's expanding erotic experiences rated well, so more are in the works.
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Scottish musician Al Stewart has been recording and performing for almost sixty years! Last year, I turned his 1976 hit, Year of the Cat, into a Literotica story, and some Stewart fans asked for more.
That song was easy for me because it described a story from beginning to end. But his other pop hit, Time Passages, 1978, is more challenging, since it conveys feelings of nostalgia and some regret, without much detail.
You can be the judge whether my story about sex and love, loss and recovery fits with the lyrics. I suggest you listen to them beforehand, or even as background on a loop.
Featured as the title track for a studio album of the same name, Time Passages reached #1 on the Billboard Adult Contemporary chart for 10 weeks, and #7 on Billboard overall. Produced in Los Angeles by Alan Parsons, the title song was co-written by Al Stewart and Peter White.
But, they're not to blame if you don't like my spin-off story.!
****
"Hell of a night!" l call to the cabbie when he pulls over to pick me up.
"Awful," he agrees. "Where you goin', young fella?"
I notice that my driver is grizzled and grey, probably a veteran of these streets. He'll have no problem following my route.
"First to the Liquor Mart by the clocktower. Then to a girl's place across town."
"You want me to stand by while you shop?"
"Yeah. I won't be long there 'cause I know what I want."
"OK. The meter will be running though."
"I'll be quick. Just in and out. Need something to heat her up."
He chuckles, then pulls away from the curb before asking a question.
"Got plans, have you?"
"You bet. Fridays are our fuck night."
"Friday night with your girl, eh. I remember them days myself. Me and the wife."
"She's not my girl, just a lady that likes to get laid. And I'm the guy for it."
"Lucky fella. Say, do you need any help?" he jokes.
"I'll handle it, thanks."
Then he gets more serious.
"You don't care for her, eh? Not even a little bit?"
"I just care for what she'll give me tonight. And I hope it's plenty."
"I see," the old cabbie replies sourly, then becomes quiet. For some reason, he doesn't seem to like my devil-may-care attitude.
Instead, he turns on his radio on the way to the liquor store.
[Cue the music]
________
"It was late in December,
The sky turned to snow
All round the day was going down slow....."
________
The driver waits while I dash through the store, grabbing beer and wine for our private party. Little do I know he's stewing about my attitude toward Mandy. I don't realize that he'll offer words of wisdom later to a young guy wasting his life.
A few minutes later, I pile back into the cab with a big bag of rattling bottles and cans. It's a lot of alcohol, by the driver's estimate.
"Got a long night ahead of ya, I think. Or maybe lots of people?" the cabbie comments while glancing at the full bag.
"Two people, long night," is my clipped reply. "Now to 2009 West Allen Road."
The cab driver is starting to annoy me, so I don't feel like talking much. My mood is falling like the snow.
The old guy drives through the half-deserted streets in silence, occasionally looking at me in the rear-view mirror. This dreary night is dragging me down. I'm starting to forget about what Mandy has in store for me at the end of this ride.
________
"Night like a river was beginning to flow.
I felt the beat of my my mind go
Drifting into those time passages...."
________
Slowly my thoughts become as bleak as the weather. Why the Hell am I going out on a foul night to get laid by someone I don't really know? Another stranger in the city, like me.
I came here over a year ago and haven't been back Home since. There's nothing for me there anyway- just memories and a few friends. No job, no security, no girl, nothing.
Here I found work, though it isn't very rewarding to feed a big machine that stamps out parts. Drink and easy sex are the only things to help make it worthwhile, at least for the time being.
Mandy is at the factory too. She said hello during lunch break a while ago, and I've been at her little apartment every Friday night since. We just watch TV or listen to music. Not much talk, but plenty of wine and sex.
The ladies like me. Always did. Before Mandy, I scored with lots of fast girls, all of them eager for a good time. My reputation got around, so I never lack for a hot woman.
The car stops and I snap back to the present.
"This is the place. 2009 West Allen Road, my friend."
The meter reads $35. and I hand the driver forty, with a curt, "Hey, keep the change."
"Thanks... and here's some free advice. Treat the lady right and she'll make you happy. Believe me, that's all they want. They're really just little girls at heart, you know. Try that and see how it works for ya."
Then he smiles in a fatherly way.
"Uh, yeah.... I'll do my best," I brush him off, before jumping out of the cab. So that's why he seemed pissed with me about not caring much for Mandy.
The cab pulls away as I head up the side stairway to her apartment. The door is unlocked, so I step into the kitchen. A cloud of cigarette smoke hits me.
"Anybody home?" I call, and Mandy comes to meet me, still brushing her hair.
"Great, a big bag!" she exclaims. "You brought lots to drink. Do you have snacks in there too?"
"No. This is your place. You're supposed to supply the food." I snap.
"Sal, I'm supplying what you want most. Remember?" she retorts.
I have to admit she's right- the main reason why I'm here.
"I brought the wine you like and beer for me. What have you got?" I tease.
"Just these," she laughs, lifting her sweater to flash her bare tits. She gives a wicked little shake that puts everything in motion.
"Do you still like them, Sal?" she grins.
"Always! Let's pour the drinks and get this party started."
"Good. I've been waiting all week!"
We get hot and heavy real fast, me tossing back the beers and Mandy draining her wine glass twice. Soon I've got her sweater off- in fact, she helped with it. Then she's all over me, kissing like it means something.
Mandy doesn't try to stop me as I unbutton her slacks. Instead, she wiggles her hips side-to-side as I pull them down, leaving her clad only in tiny red knickers.
"You are a bad girl," I remark.
"That's what you want, isn't it?" she laughs and reaches to pull down my zipper.
Time for Mandy to show off her oral skills again. Somewhere along the line she's picked up plenty of tricks. Experience I guess. I know I'll have to stop her just before she puts a sudden end to my evening.
It's easy to get lost in what she's doing with her mouth and fingers. In fact, I almost wait too long to pull her head away. Then she licks her lips seductively and looks up at me.
"Tastes good, but now I need another drink. Then get the rest of your clothes off, before we go to my bed."
Mandy isn't shy about sex. Not in the least. So I figure that I can be just as blunt in return. Besides, this is what our Fridays are all about anyway.
"Sure. And how do you want it tonight?"
"The usual. You know what I like. Do me doggy style, and if you're good, I'll ride on you for a while."
We aren't in her room for long before Mandy cranks up some of the heavy music she listens to. Then she goes onto all fours and spreads wide. That's my invitation to some serious pounding.
Later, she crouches above me and guides my cock home. When I'm in, she comes to her knees and rocks wildly back and forth. Her nice tits swing freely as she works herself into a lustful frenzy.
Sex with Mandy is so easy and convenient. But it's always about getting her off, nothing more. Sometimes she'll stare right past me, like she could be there in bed with anybody.
We spend at least an hour grinding away- an empty, meaningless fuck. No emotion. No love. On and on until we both come, and lay in a sweating heap.
I've known a lot better.
Next, we down another round of drink, and start all over again, working hard to fill the hollowness inside. Mandy reaches to kiss me, but I'd had enough. I'm feeling disgusted and just don't want to do this anymore.
Sometimes I hate myself. This isn't the life I wanted. I need to get away. So I dress quickly and stumble out into the cold with Mandy shouting after me.
I want to get home. And I won't be going back to her place again.
________
"Years go falling in the fading light.
Time passages
Buy me a ticket on the last train Home tonight..."
[Music fades.]
****
[The next evening]
"What'll you have, Sal? The usual?"
I'm sitting at the end of the bar, watching the Saturday night regulars beginning to filter into Joey's, my neighbourhood watering hole. Mostly it's the same familiar faces, the people usually there. Hah! A bunch of losers like me.
"No, get me a good imported scotch, Joey. On the rocks."
"Special occasion or something?" he jokes, then walks to the middle of the bar to fix it for me. He sets the glass down and stands there, sizing me up like he's my counsellor. I suppose he is- to me and a lot of other customers.
People tell me that Joey's place has been here forever. In fact, some regulars can remember when he was young- and he isn't anymore. His place is well-worn too, but it's comfortable. People don't come for atmosphere anyway. It's Joey they like. He makes time for everybody; talks with customers; and listens to their worries.
And he plays decent music too, stuff from his own time.
________
"Well I'm not the kind
To live in the past,
The days run too short
And the days too fast...."
________
"Something on your mind tonight. One of your ladies maybe?"
"Not really. I've just been thinking about life and...."
"Ah, and I know that can be a downer, right?"
"Yeah. Life's been better, you know, in the past. Back home."
"Everybody thinks like that sometimes. That's why you've got to move on, man," he offers. "Sorry, another customer. I'll be back."
Joey scurries to the other end of the bar and chats with a guy while getting him a beer. But nobody else comes for service, so he edges back to continue our conversation.
"Where's home for you, Sal?" he asks and I name a town a few hours travel away.
"So, why'd you leave? Why come to this stinkin' place anyway?" he jokes.
"I dunno. No prospects I guess. Really, I just sort of grew out of it."
"And do you ever go back?"
"Not in the year since coming here. I think of it sometimes though, like tonight."
"I wouldn't do it. They say that you can't go back because it won't be the way you remember. Things change."
"Yeah. I suppose so."
Then another customer comes to the bar and Joey moves over to help him. The bartender noticed my glass was empty and holds up the bottle to see if I want another. Then he brings it, with ice.
"Now where were we? You're not going back home, right?"
"I think about it...."
"Ah, you must have had a girl there," he suggests.
"I did, but that's all over now. I must have messed up."
"You don't need to tell me about it, OK. Everybody makes mistakes. If you ask me, the thing is to learn from them and move on."
"I still think about her...."
"Go forward, I always say, not backward. That's old Joey's advice, for what it's worth.... Sorry man, it's getting busier now, so I have some work to do."
As I sit alone, quietly sipping my scotch, I hear a snippet of that old song.
________
"The things you lean on are the things that don't last
Well, it's just now and then my line gets cast
Into these time passages...."
________
This gets me thinking about her all over again, something I've been fighting to avoid. But Cheryl won't go away. She never does. The woman is always buried in my mind. Sometimes the memory haunts me.
Joey is right- I can't go back to the past. It's finished, changed forever. Time goes quickly, so I can't let myself live in days gone by. But they were so much better than now.
My god, we were hot for each other! Deep in love. That's gone now. Yeah, we made love- a lot. At my place, in the car, out in the woods.
And that's what it was- making love. Not the mindless fucking with Mandy and all the others I've had since leaving town. No, it was strong and true, not just an empty game.
Her touch, her kiss- I'd give anything for those things again. She was my angel, everything a man could ever want. And it's hard to live without her.
But, like the song says: "The things you lean on are the things that don't last."
That's how it was with Cheryl. I know now that my love was blind, and I looked past the little signals she was giving me. Something happened to dim her affections, and I completely missed it.
All at once, I lost her. She told me goodbye and said that I was never to call her anymore. Finished. Done just like that, or so it seemed to me. I figure somebody else must have caught her eye, but I never took the time to find out.
No, I'm proud man and wasn't about to go begging. Instead, I came to the city to start all over again.
Joey would say I did the right thing- keep moving on- but it doesn't feel that way. I've used a parade of women like Mandy to make me forget, but they only leave me longing for what I once had with Cheryl.
No wonder I want to go back Home.
________
"There's something back there that you left behind
Oh, time passages
Buy me a ticket on the last train home tonight....."
________
[A bit later that night]
I must have been lost in thought for a while, because I'm already working on my third scotch. Joey probably knew that I needed another one, but I didn't even notice him come by. He's a good man when people have troubles.
The bar is getting crowded now. Loud conversation echoes in my ears and hurts my head. I don't like the feeling. It's time to wander back to my place, to sleep and bury the unpleasant memories that broke through tonight.
I hope tomorrow brings a better day.
****
[The next day]
Sunday morning dawns sunny and mild for December. The snow which had fallen the past few days is melting. I hear it dripping from the roof. My gloomy spirits have brightened with the weather. That, and a good long sleep.
Cheryl is still in the back of my mind, but other thoughts have pushed to the fore. As cryptic as Joey can be, his advice is worth considering. Things change, so I've got to move forward, not backward. It's a wise and simple idea, if I can manage it.
And I remember what the old cabbie said to me on Friday night. That women just want to be treated well. "Treat her right and she'll make you happy," he said. I think it makes good sense. After all, just screwing them isn't getting me anywhere.
I know I've only been using Mandy and the rest to fill a void. I took from them every bit as much as they got from me. And those exchanges didn't prove very satisfying at all. A bloody waste of time, in fact.
________
"Hear the echoes and feel yourself starting to turn.
Don't know why you should feel
That there's something to learn.
It's just a game you play...."
________
Yeah, there's plenty to learn here. Instead of going backward, I've got to find a real relationship. No more fuck buddies for me. That's just a loser's game.
I think I'm on to something, and ready to change direction. I'll make a fresh start, with a new way of seeing things. I can do this!
Commentary
This marks a turning point In both my story and the original song. Coincident with Sal's resolve, come powerful alto sax riffs from Phil Kenzie, a studio musician sometimes described as one of the greatest saxophone players in rock 'n roll. [Wiki] His talents are also displayed in Stewart's Year of the Cat. In fact, Kenzie performs on nineteen different albums that have reached Gold or Platinum sales status.
His saxophone solo flares up suddenly here, as if to show how the central figure in the song has recovered his will. He's been in the past and now has the energy to move beyond it. The same is true for Sal.
Then the sax merges with keyboards to morph back to the last vocal stanza. It leaves one wondering if Sal will be able to follow through with his bold resolution. Can he get over Cheryl and go forward? Or will he stay stuck in the past?
****
[The following weekend]
I'm not going over to Mandy's apartment on Friday night.
She tried to get my attention all week at work, probably wondering why I rushed out last Friday. But, I've deliberately avoided her, going so far as to eat sandwiches in the storeroom yesterday. I'm finished with that woman, and I'm not going to explain myself.
I don't feel like going anywhere tonight, so I spend the evening at my place surfing the Net. After a while, that gets old, so I connect with a buddy from work.
"What's up, Warren?"
"Not much. Having a few beers, watching the game with my uncle. You?"
"Nothin'. At home."
"Any plans tomorrow night? There's a club I know with some classy babes."
"Sounds good. Let's go."
"OK, but no sweats or rags. This is upscale."
"I can do that."
So we make plans to meet there after 9:00. He'll be with some other friends.
________
"Well the picture is changing
Now you're part of a crowd
They're laughing at something
And the music's loud...."
________
There are six of us crammed around a big table near the bar. It's a great crowd, everybody in good spirits. The music is blasting and the dance floor is already packed. We're almost shouting at each other to be heard, arguing about what is assaulting our eardrums.
"Dammit, this place is loud, Warren!" I complain.
"It's that shit music they're playin'," somebody claims.
"Yeah, that fuckin' dance stuff. I hate it," another guy yells.
"Could be worse. Could be rap. Too many words crammed together in that boring shit!"
I speak up. "Not like the old stuff from the Seventies! Al Stewart, Gerry Rafferty, guys like that telling stories in music. Yeah, real music, not today's crap."
Somebody disagrees. "My old man listens to that shit. Don't tell me you do too!"
Warren backs me up. "He's got some taste, man. Those guys could really play- guitar, piano, even the sax. The clowns nowadays don't even come close!"
Our friendly banter rages on until something else draws our attention. Two women had just come in and taken a table close by. All eyes turned their way- a pair of great looking chicks wearing tight, sexy clothes. We're all drooling.
One of them looks very familiar. Omigod! She could be my Cheryl!
________
"A girl comes toward you,
You once used to know.
You reach out your hand,
But you're all alone...."
________
I lean over to Warren and cup my hand to his ear for privacy.
"Let's send drinks over to them before somebody else does."
He nods his head, then signals the waiter who just left the girls' table.
"Whatever they just ordered, we're paying."
"OK, two Pinot Grigio. I'll tell them it's from you two."
"Good. Warren and Sal. We're running a tab."
"Got it."
Before long, they wave and lift their wine glasses. We bring our beers to join them. I slide in next to Cheryl- except it isn't exactly her this close up. Her older sister maybe, but she looks damn good to me. Enough to bring back those old feelings.
That little black dress fits her like a glove, showing a nice bit of cleavage up top. It's way above the knee, revealing long, long legs. I can already picture them wrapped around me.
Warren's chick is a hot number too. I know he's already thinking the same thing. We're both going to work on it, give our best shot.
It's a strange coincidence, but her name is almost the same as my old love. It's Shirl, and she's from somewhere up north of here. Another small town girl. We're hitting it off well, though all the noise makes it hard to talk.



She suggests we dance and I'm on it. The other two join us jumping around until we're all steaming. Warren goes back to the table, while Shirl leads me down a cool, quiet corridor. It's dark, and she stops to turn into me.
I pull her close and go for her lips. They're soft and sweet, cherries maybe? She moans softly before opening them to give me tongue. Delicious! My head is spinning and I pull her tighter.
This is really heating up fast! I slide my hands along her slim body to massage those nice tits. She doesn't resist. Instead, Shirl steps back a little. Then I feel the palm of her hand on my groin. She's going for my cock!
Our kisses grow more intense, like lovers. The face pressed to mine is so much like Cheryl's that it seems like a dream. I can feel her nipples as hard as rocks, same as my raging tool. And now her strong hand squeezes me while searching for my zipper.
"Yeah babe, take it," I rasp, my heart almost leaping from my chest at this amazing lovers' reunion.
She's obviously done this before because a few minutes later her hand is stroking my fat cock. Then comes what I'm hoping for, as she whispers seductively,
"Just watch me, Sal."
Shirl goes to her knees on the cold floor, then tugs my trousers down enough so she can use both hands. She cradles my balls while licking and stroking me. It's all I can do not to come right on the spot. When she sucks deep, I'm nearly beyond the point of no return. My eyes go rolling back into my head!
Suddenly, Warren and the girlfriend round a corner and almost run into us in the dark. They've been looking for us.
"What the fuck!" he shouts in alarm, and both women scream, my now-limp dick popping from Shirl's mouth. Then we hear other footsteps running toward us. Someone probably heard the screams.
"Let's get out of here," my friend urges, and we race in the opposite direction. I manage to stuff myself back together before finding a door leading outside. Then the four of us lean against a wall gasping for breath.
I'm in for a shocking surprise.
"What the Hell are you doing, Shirl?" I hear her girlfriend hiss. "You're a married woman! Remember? Frankie will flatten this guy. And you too, if you aren't more careful!"
Uh oh....She's married! It's time for me to go home. This isn't my Cheryl, the one I left behind.
________
"In those time passages.
I know you're in there, you're just out of sight.
Time passages
Buy me a ticket on the last train Home tonight."
________
****
[Minutes later]
Warren and I are going home in opposite directions, so I flag a passing cab. The driver pulls over and I recognize him right away. It's the one from last week, and he remembers me too.
"How's it goin', young fella? Hey, have you thought about what I told you?"
"About women?" I laugh. "Yeah, I'm trying, but you wouldn't believe what just happened."
"Are you headed home? So, hop in and tell me all about it."
________
[Repeat]
"Time passages
I know you're in there, you're just out of sight.
Time passages
Buy me a ticket on the last train Home tonight."
[Music fades, with more of Phil Kenzie's cool sax]
________
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Most adults have had at least one First Time. We carry our own fond memories for years, things like that first romantic kiss at the top of a carnival Ferris wheel.
Janine is far beyond that milestone.
Recently, her sexual firsts have multiplied. A chance meeting with Daniella led to her first lesbian love affair. After that, Janie was caught between two lovers, her husband and girlfriend. Daniella erased any confusion by luring Janie and Sebastian into bed together.
Encouraged by her curious husband and lustful girlfriend, Janie will indulge in many more stimulating First Times.
JANINE
Everybody calls me Janie. I've been called worse, especially by my mother, long ago when she found out that I'd done some exploring with a girlfriend. Now she'd be shocked to know that my lover, Daniella, plays with me every Saturday afternoon.
I'd surely be labelled a slut if she knew about last Friday night. Three of us
celebrated Sebastian's fortieth birthday at Dani's place, and things went too far. We all had sex together, and now my husband wants to do it again.
Sure, it felt great at the time, but the way I helped him enjoy my beautiful girlfriend is embarrassing now. I feel guilty because a married woman doesn't lend out her husband. But when I talked to Dani, she was enthusiastic about it.
"I never had a guy like that before. He's amazing! How do you keep up with him?"
"I try my best," I joked. "But the three of us- I hope you don't want to do that again."
"Of course I do! We aren't going to wait until his next birthday party, are we?"
That was exactly how my husband had put it the morning after!
"I was afraid you'd say that, Dani. Remember, I'm married to him."
"I'm sure that's what he says about the afternoons you spend with me," she replied, and I had to admit it was true.
Now when we meet up at the gym, I find it awkward. Sebastian knows what she looks like under that sexy outfit. I watch his eyes and know that he's mentally fucking her again, the pervert!
No plans are afoot for a repeat performance, at least not yet. Sebastian wants it. Dani wants it. But I could lose my man to this gorgeous woman. She is a beauty- and what a body! I should know.
How much longer can I pretend that we haven't already crossed the line? There's no turning around and stepping back because that would threaten what Dani and I have together. I don't want to lose her or my man, so I guess I need to trust them.
Besides, I can't deny that I had fun our First Time.
DANIELLA
I was alone for a few years before I met Janie. After divorcing my jerk husband, I wanted nothing more to do with men- ever! But, that's all changed since I've been with Sebastian. He's the type I never had before. All man, and he turns me inside out. But, I'm getting ahead of myself.
I lived quietly until I became friends with Janie. Eventually we became red hot lovers, and began exploring our sexual boundaries every Saturday. The things we do together could peel the wallpaper off my bedroom!
Then came her husband. He was always over at the other end of the gym we all go to, and I was curious to meet him. After some prodding Janie agreed. Soon we began socializing after workouts. Eventually, I schemed to get him into bed with us.
Last Friday night we crossed that bridge, and it was fantastic! He filled me completely- such a big cock. And having Janie with us made it even better. She brought me to orgasm while Sebastian banged me from behind. I came so hard!
I probably should feel bad about the whole thing. After all, I seduced her stud husband. I wanted him. Hell, I wanted both of them, and I got it all. But it wasn't just one-sided, because nobody was complaining, right?
I think watching porn drives me to do these things. At first, it was just romantic, soft love scenes- you know, boy meets girl. Then it became girl meets girl, until I gradually moved on to hardcore. That birthday party took my porn fantasies to another level. Now I imagine new things that the three of us could do when we're together.
Sometimes I go farther, wondering what it would be like to have two men in bed with me. Yes, it's true.
Nobody could guess what I think about when I'm alone. No-one would know what lurid ideas fill my brain until I rush for my toys. I suppose everybody has their own secrets, but I wonder if they are as wild as mine?
Does Janie ever think about things like that? The next time we're together, I'll share my favourite MMF video to see if it interests her. My, wouldn't that open up all sorts of possibilities.
SEBASTAN
What a hot little minx that Daniella is in bed! So cool on the outside, then she flashed her bare pussy during my birthday party. I never guessed what an awesome present she had for me. I mean, the three-way was mind-blowing! Where did she learn that stuff?
Janie told me that Dani's ex- didn't bother with her. Maybe she had lots of sex before that? I don't think that curling her hand as she strokes my cock while gazing up into my eyes just comes naturally. I know my wife was watching and could see how much I liked it. Here's to learning from observation, eh.
Afterwards I was exhausted, so I'm going to spend more time building up my endurance. I'll focus my workout on heart and lungs so I can last until everyone else is fucked out.
Lately, I'm working out with this new guy, Frank Johnson. The dog is always on the cardio equipment by the girls. I've noticed him eyeing Janie and Dani working out. He hasn't met them and doesn't know we're married.
Today he was checking out their swaying butts on the stair-climbers right in front of us. When he nodded his head toward them to draw my attention, I objected.
"Hey, man! That's my wife and her girlfriend."
"Oh. I was just checking out the girlfriend. Nice body. Uh... which one's your wife?"
"On the left."
"Sure, I thought so. I noticed the other one."
"Quick thinking, Frank. I'll introduce you when we're all finished, just so you don't mix them up."
"Yeah, especially to that one on the right, eh," and he winked.
JANINE
Sebastian has been hanging out with this big guy at the gym. Dani first drew my attention to it. I could feel his eyes on us when we exercise, but that's not unusual because my gorgeous girlfriend always wears colourful gear.
Dani says that Sebastian's new friend was around here before, though I never noticed him. She knows the guys look, and then shows off to get even more attention, tossing that great body around. Guys would call her a cock tease, but I remind myself she doesn't have anybody at home.
I hoped that she wouldn't invite us to her apartment after exercising today, because it could lead to a very late night. Sebastian would like nothing more, but I was content with a cold drink next door, then straight home. After all, it was only Tuesday.
When the two men came over to talk to us, Dani had already shifted into her big-smile congeniality mode.
"Hi Sebastian. Who's your friend?" she teased.
The new guy promptly gave her a friendly grin and introduced himself.
"Frank Johnson. Are you the wife or the girlfriend?"
We all laughed at his awkward forwardness.
"I'm the BFF. It's Dani, and she's his lady- Janie."
"Janie... Dani... it might take me some time to get those two names straight."
And we laughed again because Frank was trying so hard to make a good impression. Then he gave Dani a little hug, prompting a mildly cautionary remark from my husband:
"If you move too fast, you won't be around very long anyways."
I quickly decided that Frank could be a way to avoid an invitation over to Dani's apartment tonight.
"Sebastian, maybe Frank would have time to join us for a smoothie next door?" I suggested, knowing that he wouldn't refuse.
"Good idea, Baby. What do you say Frank?" and of course he agreed.
DANIELLA
I like Frank. He's handsome and rather funny, with some quirky mannerisms. There's the 'little boy' way he smiles sometimes, looking as if he's been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
He sat across from me at the restaurant, giving me a good chance to study him more carefully. His tousled hair only adds to that boyish charm. As I listened to him chatting up Janie, I pictured him in my arms and hoped that I'd see more of him.
I didn't need to wait long because two days later he was in the gym again. Frank made a beeline straight for me. We chatted before Sebastian and Janie arrived. After that, the guys went for some weight training while we stretched to loosen up.
"Hmm... Frank didn't waste any time coming to talk, did he, Dani?"
"Well, no. He couldn't very well just ignore me, could he? I replied defensively.
"You're not fooling me at all. I think you like him."
"Yes, nice enough, but he seems to like you too. Most of his talk went your way in the shop the other night."
"Strategic. Frank didn't want to come on too strong with you. He was just showing you what he's like, and you were watching carefully."
"You never miss much, do you, Janie. Will the four of us go for drinks after?"
"Let's see if Frank suggests it. That'll tell you if he's interested, and I'm sure he is."
About an hour later we were all finished and met outside the locker room. Sure enough, Frank invited us to his favourite pub, not far away. Said he'd like us to meet some of his friends so we don't think he's some loser without any. Funny guy.
We hadn't been there before, but plenty of people knew Frank. And in a good way, it seemed. As we threaded our way to a back row table, men and women acknowledged him with a smile, a nod, or a handshake.
When we reached our spot, he settled in next to Dani and she smiled across at me. Tonight he was going to give her plenty of attention.
The waiter came for our order, and he knew Frank by name. We ordered a round and our host paid for it. After an hour or so, Sebastian bought another round before I suggested we call it a night.
As we went out to our van, I saw Frank beside Dani's car talking to her. He seemed to be looking at something on her phone.
I had a hunch they might not be going straight home. I made a note to ask about it on Saturday afternoon during our standing love date.
FRANK JOHNSON
Sebastian and I are casual friends, but it could become more than that. Through his beautiful wife, I met her girlfriend Daniella. She's a doll and I know she likes me. One of the best lookers I've ever met.
Last night she took me home! I only met her earlier this week, but she doesn't waste any time. The four of us went for drinks at The Den, a place I've been using for the past ten years.
Not every night, mind you. I'm no alky. But once, maybe twice a week I drop around. I've made lots of friends there and I wanted to show up with these two babes. They turned everybody's heads.
I was doing alright with the single one, so I laid on my best charm. She liked my chat and laughed at my jokes. We hit it off really well, and when it was time to go home, she invited me to her apartment for a nightcap.
Let me brag a bit.
The woman is a gorgeous brunette with a real shape. Great tits and a sweet ass. I wanted it all the moment I saw her at the gym, but I never imagined it would be so easy. It's like she was as hungry for it as me- and I'm always starving.
On the way out of the pub I asked if I could see her again. That's when she surprised me with the invite.
We weren't in her place for more than fifteen minutes before I was on the sofa beside her, a drink in one hand and an arm around her shoulders. She snuggled right in close and signaled loud and clear what she wanted. While holding her glass, she rested the other hand on my thigh, close to Big Johnson.
It wasn't long before my free hand was inside her neckline and slipping into a bra cup. Her skin felt so soft and she made no effort to resist. In fact, her hand was gradually creeping higher on my thigh.
Then Dani slumped down a bit on the sofa so there was room for me to take her whole boob right into my hand and tweak the nipple. It was long and stiff.
We set our drinks down before continuing to play. She leaned in close and we shared some deep French kisses. Hot stuff, especially when her hand crept higher and began to squeeze. I thought Johnson would rip right through my jeans. We Frenched and squeezed each other before Dani broke away breathless.
"Frank, drink up and I'll give you a tour of my place."
"I'd love to see it all. And your bedroom too." I joked.
She laughed. We both knew where this was going.
Let me tell you, this babe is the lay of a lifetime! She turned the lights down low and had me naked in no time flat. I got all her clothes off except her panties before she was on her knees at my cock. She worked it hard with a twisting motion and then took me deep, almost to her throat. I had to stop before I blew right there.
"Let's fuck, Babe," got her onto the bed with that great ass up in the air. She wanted it from behind and I was only too happy to provide. Dani threw it back at me hard as I plugged away. Oh... such a tight, juicy pussy, and those hips! I grabbed tight and watched myself pounding into the girl of my dreams.
And she loved it! Dani arched her back and spread wide, digging in her elbows to keep us rocking. She moaned loudly and called for me to go harder, harder. Finally, I had to stop to catch my breath. That's when she told me to lay back for a while.
"Stretch out, Frank, and I'll ride you on top."
Oh yeah! She used her knees to propel herself back and forth across my groin while I gazed up at her magnificent body. My cock was buried to the hilt one moment, then almost out the next. This was fantastic!
Above me, beautiful 34Bs swung wildly until she scooped them into her hands to harness them. Didn't miss a beat. I slid my palms under her, and lifted to keep up the momentum, slamming the babe down against me with each thrust. How long could I last? Not much longer.
"I'm going to come!" I cautioned.
Dani scrambled off me, then grabbed Johnson and stroked hard while bringing him to her face. I jerked hard several times, blasting a flood of cum as she pumped me. And she didn't stop until I pushed her away. This was amazing!
I'm in a daze this morning, Can't stop thinking about this hot woman I hardly even know. I hope this happens again... soon.
SEBASTIAN
Frank plays some golf. I do too when Janie goes to visit her lover for the afternoon. It's a fact of life- we play different games on Saturday. I golf while she messes with Dani. So, I asked Frank if he was available for a weekend round. He was.
I like to concentrate on the game. But it seemed all Frank was really focused on was his time with Dani a few nights back. I suppose I shouldn't have joked with him about wanting to get into her panties, because he grinned and said he'd already been there.
"You're not serious? You just met her."
"I'm not making this up. We went back to her apartment...."
"And you nailed her!" I interrupted.
"Oh yeah. And what a fuck. Best ever!"
I knew what he meant because I'd been with her and my wife just last week. But after his revelation, it was tough to concentrate on the game. I wondered if I should share experiences with Frank or just let him brag? I opted to listen.
"The woman loves sex. Hell, she had me in her bedroom not a half hour after we got there."
"She must have been horny," I commented.
"Definitely! She wanted to be drilled from behind, and really threw it back at me."
l smiled, remembering the same thing.
"And rode me on top, bouncing on my cock, with those great tits flying about."
My smile broadened as I recalled that too. I couldn't just listen any longer.
"Tell me Frank, did she blow you?"
"Oh yeah, like a pro."
"Porn star-like, right? Looking up into your eyes and curling her wrist as she strokes."
"Well... yes."
"And taking your spunk, just like in vids."
"Yes! How do you know?"
"I was with her last week. She held a little birthday party for me and that was my gift."
Frank stopped talking and stared at me in awe before he recovered.
"And you can be near her with your wife around? How do you get away with that, because if Janie finds out...."
"They're lovers, Frank. Right now she's probably in the same bed you had on Thursday night."
He just gazed in disbelief, so I continued.
"For my birthday I got a threesome. Lucky me, eh?"
"A threesome.... omigod, with both of them! You have my greatest respect, man. Both of them!"
"Yeah, both. Now can we get back to the game, even though I'd rather be there right now. Golf, remember?"
"OK, sure.... Both of them.... what I wouldn't give for that."
JANINE
Saturday afternoon with Dani was different this week. She wanted to watch a video, and I agreed, so we snuggled on the sofa to see it.
It started with two beautiful women making love in a bedroom. They both had great bodies and did a whole lot of kissing and touching. I liked it and guessed that my girlfriend was using it to heat me up for some love-making. It was exciting me!
"Love it, Dani. Now let's go to bed."
"Not yet. There's more."
She stayed close to me on the sofa as the video continued. Suddenly a tall man walked on-screen and stripped to join the women in bed. They pulled him close as the three of them hugged and kissed. One lay back and her girlfriend held her legs open, beckoning the stud to take her..
"Oh, is this about you and me with Sebastian?" I remarked.
"Sure. I hope we do it again soon."
"Well, I know he wants to. Now, can we go to your bedroom?"
"Not yet. There's more. You'll like it."
Wow, what a surprise! Another man came onto the bed and pulled one woman away to take her himself! The two couples were going at it side-by-side, one from behind, the other with him on top. My blood was rushing, but I didn't know what to think until Dani whispered in a seductive tone.
"Now that's what I'd like to do."
I didn't say anything, letting the message sink in. She wants two men with us? Then she finally took my hand and led me to her bedroom.
We did all the usual fun things naked. Lots of intimate kissing and erotic touching- you know what I mean- then some serious action building up to orgasm. But we never quite got there because Dani kept wanting to talk.
It was crazy. She had two fingers rolling across my clitoris while she telling me how good Frank is in bed. I told her to concentrate and we began to make love again. This time I was pumping two fingers into her vagina when she commented that it reminded her of Frank's Big Johnson. Yes, that's what he calls it.
"Enough about him for now," I warned her, adding, "Let's try this again. Use your lips on my puss."
"Yes, you like that, I know," she whispered and slid down to my kitty.
This time she stayed with it. Her tongue flicked across my fat lips while she stretched them open to uncover my clit. Then she slathered it with wet, sloppy kisses. My heart was pounding because I knew what was coming next.
I was so ready to orgasm! Her fingers peeled back my pink flesh, leaving my swollen bud totally exposed to stimulation. Then she circled her lips around it and sucked hard. At the same time, she rapidly flicked the tip of her tongue against it.
My lover is so good when she's bad. Her kisses and licks really excited me, but that deep sucking on my clitoris left me writhing in ecstasy. My heat was rising, and I heard myself moaning. Then more sucking... harder licking... louder moaning.... Again and again, until I couldn't take any more teasing!
"Give it too me, Dani! Come on!... Don't stop.... PLEASE!"
Thankfully, this time she kept sucking and flicking and nibbling until I exploded! My whole body lurched up, then jerked and bounced as a huge orgasm grabbed hold of me. I kept on coming until I desperately pushed her away. It was so intense!



"Your turn now Dani," I eventually managed, but she wasn't really interested in anything more. Just some unusual talk as we lay naked on her bed.
"Did you like what we did with Sebastian at the party, Janie?"
"Yes, though it was a surprise. And you?"
"I definitely want that again. Sebastian is fun. Are you comfortable with that?"
"Well, we all like each other."
Then came the strange part.
"Janie, sometimes I want to be with two men, like in that video. Do you ever think about such things?"
I knew that I'd watched that video with great interest. But could I admit that to her? So I covered how I was really feeling about it.
"No... I couldn't do it. Why are you even wondering?"
"Well, two guys looks really exciting. Thursday night I was with Frank and last week with you and Sebastian. Both times were so good, and I've been considering...."
I interrupted. "Sebastian and Frank in bed with you at the same time? Really?"
"Not necessarily both inside me at once. More like taking turns."
"Ohhh...."
"And you could be there too. You know, watching my turn with Frank while you enjoy your husband."
I found myself breathing harder at the thought of it, but I just couldn't admit it.
"The guys would like that, I'm sure, but..."
"Then maybe you'd let me have Sebastian too, like we did last week?"
"And Frank? What about him?"
"I might take on both, or you could try him. He's really good."
Omigod, this was wild fantasy, something I could barely allow myself to consider. But... wouldn't that be something! After our threesome, my mind was open to new things.
"I hardly know him, Dani!" I protested weakly.
"Hey, it's just fucking, Janie. Sexy fun, that's all. Would you swap partners if Sebastian is fine with it?"
"Maybe I'd watch you with them, but I couldn't do a guy I hardly know. Even just for fun!"
For fun.... The devil in me was all-too-eager to see it that way. Yes, why not experiment even more than we had already done?
"But would you at least try it for me, Baby? And only if Sebastian agreed."
"I don't think he would."
"But if he did?"
"Well... I might watch you with them, but I've never thought about the rest."
Then she stopped pressuring me. But when I left for home, I had a feeling this wouldn't be the last I'd hear about it. Secretly, I wondered if it might actually happen.
DANIELLA
I made progress with my girlfriend this afternoon. She didn't flat out refuse to consider expanding our threesomes to include Frank. He'd fit right in- a guy I've tried and not found lacking.
Janie even agreed to watch me with Frank and Sebastian, if her husband agreed to it. That seems very promising, but sex with Frank is not something she wants- yet. Maybe I could overcome that resistance if she's heated up enough.
I get wet thinking about having two hung guys fucking the Hell out of me. Just like the videos, where one works me over while the other one waits his turn. I wouldn't get a rest the whole time as they screwed me silly. That would be so hot!
Maybe something else too. I like seeing two men on a girl at the same time. One takes her from behind while she's down on all fours. He holds on tight and bangs away without mercy. At the same time, there's a fat cock buried deep in her mouth. Yeah, I want to try that!
And then there's the other way, with both of them inside me at once. I want a real DP. Who would be on the bottom, Frank or Sebastian? Would we stop after a while to rest, then start up again with them switching places?
What would it feel like to have Janie close by watching? I think she'll do it, but would she get right into the scene, loving me while I'm being screwed by the two of them? Or...,
I'd better stop this before I grab that vid to get myself off again. How can I make this happen? Getting the two guys shouldn't be difficult at all, but Janie is a different matter. I don't think she'd join in with Frank there.
Hmm.... I could invite Janie and Sebastian over for another little party. I'm sure they'd come, since we all had a fine time at the birthday party. Before that, I could talk to Sebastian about whether to have Frank show up too, without Janie knowing. I think it's best if he arrives later, after we're loosened up- especially Janie.
Now I'm going to watch that DP video, and picture how it might be with us.
SEBASTIAN
So Janie tells me we're having a party for three at Dani's on Friday. Something about planning a short holiday together. It would be fun to get them all to myself for a getaway weekend.
Janie likes the holiday plan, since we haven't gone anywhere for a while. And she must know that there's more to it than arranging a trip, because she told me she'll be wearing her sexy French lingerie Friday.
I think something else is going on from Dani's end. She phoned to talk about Frank. I mentioned that he'd said how much he liked their time together last week. She confessed to liking him and said they'd be seeing more of each other.
Then Dani surprised me, suggesting that Frank might drop by to say hello on Friday night. He'd be coming later from the pub. Then she laughed and said we were her two favourite guys, and it would be nice to have both of us there.
Now I'm confused. I thought this little party was a thinly veiled ploy to get Janie and me over for a repeat performance. That's fine with us. But where does Frank fit into this? Does it mean no threesome after we plan that weekend vacation?
But what could I say? It's her party, so I told her to invite whoever she wanted. She confirmed that Frank would be coming later, but mysteriously ordered that I wasn't to tell Janie under any circumstances. I asked why.
"Sebastian, I have some plans and they need to be a surprise. Got it?"
I agreed, but I had a some questions.
"Dani, is this going to be like my birthday party? You know...."
"Oh, I hope so, Sebastian. That would be fantastic!"
"Good! But what about Frank?"
"You never know. Just show up with an open mind. And don't tell Janie he's coming by. That might ruin everything."
Then it dawned on me that this could be some kind of group sex set-up.
"Ohh....I think I understand now."
"Maybe you do, Sebastian, and maybe you don't. See you Friday. And bring a big bottle of that white Pinot Grigio she likes."
JANINE
We had a wild little party at Dani's the other night, full of surprises! Some of them were actually fantasies coming true.
First, the three of us talked about a getaway weekend while she kept refilling our drinks. We decided on a cottage by the shore, something basic but comfortable for three. A king size bed for certain, and Sebastian will look check for rental properties.
She filled my glass again before moving into the lounge. There we sunk into the big sofa. Sebastian sat in the middle while we curled up on either side. Dani was wearing a ridiculously short skirt which rode up within inches of her kitty. No surprise there- we were all going to have sex together again.
When she turned slightly and pulled her legs up onto the sofa, I was sure my husband could see right up, and wondered if she'd forgotten to wear panties, like at the birthday party. Sebastian's wandering eyes answered my question. What a slut.
I needed to remind him that I was still there, so I leaned in close to kiss his neck. At the same time, my hand slid up his thigh to cup over his cock. He was already hard. Glancing over at Dani, I saw her gaping, shaved slit between parted legs.
Soon I noticed Sebastian's hand slip under her skirt and watched his fingers find her inviting flesh. She moaned a little. Not to be ignored, I lowered my husband's zipper to push my palm into his boxer shorts.
In moments, I'd freed his fat cock before grasping it firmly at the base. I wanted Dani to see me pleasure him. Meanwhile, she spread her knees wider to offer more of her puss to his probing fingers. Sebastian closed his eyes and lay back his head.
"Suck my cock, Baby, so Dani can watch," he whispered.
It felt so wicked to give my best performance on his hard dick while she watched. This was how far I'd come so fast! I stroked firmly, at the same time licking and sucking the sensitive crown. He was groaning from the intense stimulation as I cradled his balls and rolled them through my fingers.
Looking toward Dani, I saw her staring intently as I worked Sebastian's muscular pole. Her skirt was almost at her waist now, leaving her entirely exposed. She had unbuttoned her blouse and released the front clip on her bra. While my husband played with her clit, she cupped and displayed her big boobs for him.
"Pull those nipples for me now," he told her. "Mmm... such nice tits!"
"Love what you're doing with my clit. Keep going," she murmured.
Sebastian's other arm was around my waist while I leaned across him. My skirt had ridden way up, and I felt his fingers slip between my legs. Then they were under my lacy thong, and inside me, rubbing my wet skin. He was doing the same thing to both of us!
Sometime while we were so aroused, Dani shucked her blouse and bra before resuming her tit show for my husband. We were all caressing each other: I sucked; Sebastian groaned; and Dani moaned softly as he fingered her.
Suddenly, there was a tap from outside the apartment. We listened for a moment, then came another. Dani got up quickly, and went to the door half naked. Someone whispered from the other side, then a man slipped in. He hugged her bare breasts and they kissed like lovers.
It was Frank Johnson. And she must have known he was coming!
FRANK
"Party in progress, I see. Don't stop anything on account of me."
"Come into the kitchen and I'll get you a drink," Dani offered.
"I'd rather have you. Come here," I laughed, and she was in my arms again.
In the dim light I saw Sebastian stretched out with his wife's face in his lap. Evidently she was giving head, and he was pressing her down for more. His other arm looped around her, probably fingering from behind. Dani pulled me against the wall and clutched for my belt.
Within minutes she had my trousers down and my throbbing dick in her mouth. We stood in side profile, giving my friend a clear view. He watched us while his pretty wife's head bobbed up and down on his cock. She squirmed as his hand moved between her legs.
I was hard as a rock when Dani whispered:
"Now lean me over the back of the sofa, Frank. Right beside him."
She seemed all sexed up and wanting to show off. But it was more than that. She leaned over the sofa and looped her arms around Sebastian's neck. I lifted her short skirt and slid into her juicy pussy from behind, while she kissed my friend's neck and cheek. He told his wife to keep sucking.
Things kept on like that until Dani took charge.
"Everybody into the bedroom now," she ordered, before grabbing my hand.
Sebastian shifted from under Janie before pulling her up and leading her to the room behind us. The big bed was already turned down, and there was a plush bedroom chair pulled close beside it.
"Janie, you know what I want," Dani said, and her tipsy friend nodded. They must have talked about this already. She continued:
"I'm going to borrow your husband while you sit and watch. I need you too, Frank."
This was incredible! I knew Dani was hot stuff, but now she wanted us to double team her! And, with her girlfriend watching! Neither of us had to be told twice to take care of the lady.
We piled onto her, touching and kissing every part of her fine body while she grabbed for our cocks. Sebastian was at her tits, while I spread her legs to taste her sopping pink. Meanwhile, Janie undressed before sitting close by in the chair to watch. Her hand went between her thighs.
Everyone was breathing hard with this sport. My heart was almost leaping as I lapped at Dani's honeypot, savouring the flesh and flavour. Her swollen clit stood proudly above the folds, and her hips were raised so I could have it all. I sucked greedily.
Then Sebastian pulled Dani to her knees on the bed before bending her over to fuck from behind. She motioned to me to stand right in front of her face. In a flash, my stiff cock was at her red lips, then in her mouth. My friend grasped her hips firmly, as we set up a thrusting rhythm from both ends.
Dani was rocking in time between us, gobbling down my Johnson while pushing back against Sebastian's jabs. My cock was right to the back of her throat, almost gagging her, but she kept on drooling all over it. The little slut loved being spit roasted on our plunging dicks!
Suddenly, I saw Janie move to the bed behind her husband.
JANINE
I couldn't sit just watching this scene any longer. Oh the temptation! Breath came hard because I had three fingers buried in my soaking kitty! Watching was incredible- I'd never seen anything like this before, so I couldn't resist.
Dani was obviously enjoying herself with two men, so why shouldn't I? After all, one of them was my husband. So, I came behind Sebastian, wrapping my arms around him to push my naked boobs into his back. He was surprised and turned as I spoke..
"Honey, can I play too?"
Then I reached down to cup his balls while his dick slipped out of Dani. Meanwhile, Frank kept pushing into her sucking mouth, smiling at me. Evidently this was no surprise to him, and I wondered if they had planned this scene.
"Oh yeah!" Frank exulted. "Let's all fuck now."
Sebastian heard this and bobbed his head in agreement. My husband was giving this guy permission to have me! There was no doubting the fact. I was torn- for a moment.
"Well, alright," I thought. "After all, you're having sex with Dani while I watch. Why should I pass this up?"
So I pulled Sebastian back from Dani and turned him to offer my tits. His lips went straight for my stiff nipples, which he began to suck hard. This whole scene was so hedonistic! I grabbed for his wet cock and stroked it. Then he pushed me back onto the bed before coming down above me. I was consumed with lust!
We clutched tight, kissing and grasping each others' bodies. His fingers curled inside me while I pulled at his fat cock. In the heat of passion, I forgot that Frank was close by with my girlfriend. Then they were bouncing on the bed, hard at it right beside us.
There we were, two girlfriends on our backs side-by-side, filled with big dicks. Frank stuffed Dani, while Sebastian drilled me. I clung tight around his neck, and met him thrust for thrust. Meanwhile, my friend started moaning loudly as Frank pounded into her over and over.
I felt no shame, only a screaming level of sensual pleasure. It was incredibly exciting... but tiring. We stopped briefly to rest.
"Let's switch!" Dani gasped, and again my husband nodded approval.
I only hesitated for an instant before eagerly spreading for this guy, right there beside my husband! I never thought I would do such a thing but I was completely willing! Without so much as a kiss, he came between my open knees and gently pushed into my waiting velvet.
Frank was so good! He must have had plenty of practice. I hung on tight and gave it back as hard as I could, listening to my husband doing my girlfriend beside us. The room was alive with our cries and groans. Yes, I was loving this, though it's embarrassing to admit that now.
The four of us played until we were too tired to continue. Then Dani went nude into the kitchen while the two men caressed my naked body. She returned with a tray laden with glasses and bottles.
"Cool drinks everybody. This party is just getting started!" she enthused.
Frank agreed. "Oh yeah? So what comes next, Dani?" he asked.
"I'm going to watch you two with her, that's what."
I was already on the bed with the two guys. There was no stopping them after hearing that. Not that I even wanted to try at this point.
SEBASTIAN
I never saw Janie so wound up before.
As soon as Dani said she wanted to watch, my wife gave me a crushing embrace and said to fuck her right now. But, what about Frank? No sooner was she on all fours, before he came in front, dangling his big cock by her face. I wasn't sure if she'd do it, until she reached out and stroked. Then she took him between her lips.
We got rocking, with Janie grinding against me, while she sucked Frank. Dani moved over to the chair by the bed to 'coach' her with filthy comments. Soon Dani was leaning in to kiss my wife's face while urging Frank to go deeper, right to her throat. Gurgling sounds told me she was trying.
It just got wilder from there! Dani slid beneath my wife, as I banged away from behind. Her head came right under my balls, and she began to lick.
Next thing I knew, she pulled my cock into her mouth for a while before pushing it back into Janie. Then she strained upward to lap at my wife's rigid clit.
Meanwhile, I could hear Frank groaning with pleasure as he held on, fucking my wife's eager mouth. Both of us guys were getting pretty close. Janie ground back hard, while Dani chanted from below. "Fuck... fuck... fuck... fuck... "
Something had to give, and soon!
All at once Frank lost it, thrusting uncontrollably. I watched as he grabbed Johnson and drained his balls, before sinking back into the chair. That set me off too, but at the last moment, Dani yanked me out to jerk me off all over her tits.
I lost my balance, sending the three of us into a sweating heap. We gasped for breath as we went about untangling ourselves.
DANIELLE
The next day Janie and I talked on the phone. We were both recuperating from the wild night at my apartment. I knew my girlfriend loved our party, but I ask anyway.
"So Janie, what do you think? Your first foursome."
"So hot!" she admited. "I felt totally stuffed!"
"Which part was best?" I laughed. "Swapping partners or doing two guys at once?"
"Mmm... do I have to choose?"
"So you liked it all?"
"Oh yes. Incredible! I never would have guessed how I could just let loose."
Hmm, so my lover had no regrets about falling to temptation. Now I know that we'll do this again, and that there might be more exciting First Times ahead for Janie.
Yes, I'm going to work on it with Frank and Sebastian.
Let's see what she can be tempted to do next.
****
Next time: Frank leads them all deeper into lust. Please rate or comment. Thanks.
"



            