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Before We Begin…

An Invitation To Mia’s Readers Club!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,

[image: Mia Sig copy.jpg]

Now buckle up—it’s going to be a bumpy ride!
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Chapter 1

“Friday night and the strip is hot

Sun’s gone down and they’re about to trot

Spirit’s high and they look hot

Do you wanna get down?”  

— Donna Summer, Bad Girls

Elena adjusted the shoulder strap of her bag hurrying past the construction site. Thankfully it was Friday and most of the workmen had knocked off early for the day, sparing her the normal cacophony of wolf whistles and cat calls. If there was a way of bypassing the site without having to walk an extra five blocks, she would gladly have done it. But after working nine hours in the store, most of the time on her feet, that was a jaunt she’d gladly take a pass on.

She had to admit that as annoying as it sometimes was, it was nice to know she still had it. Imagine, a thirty seven year old, the mother of two kids, almost teenagers, who could still warrant a second look from macho guys, many of them years younger. It helped that she always dressed smartly, from the fine leather knee high boots to the tailored wool jacket, courtesy of the deep discounts at the store, one of the very few perks of working there.

With a sigh, she stopped at the traffic light and waited for it to change. Friday night, date night for Matt and her. At first the idea had been fun, farming the kids out to her parents, getting dolled up and going to dinner, a chance to reconnect as lovers, keeping the spark and romance alive in their marriage. Lately, even that was getting routine.

A car rushed past, the ear splitting blare of music throbbing through her stomach. It was a tune she remembered from college days when they’d gone out dancing and clubbing. Maybe that would change things up. When was the last time they’d been out to a club, dancing?

A gust of wind blew locks of tawny, blond hair across her cheek and her hand rose to tuck it back behind her ear. Autumn was definitely in the air, the cool breeze creating whirlwinds of dried colorful leaves skittering across the sidewalk. She pulled the collar of her coat high and strode forward, the high heels of her boots clacking rhythmically on the hard concrete.

She jumped at the sharp beep of a car horn, prepared to turn and give the driver the finger for scaring her.

“Hey baby, can I give you a lift somewhere? Buy you a drink? Wanna party?”

The deep voice of her husband, heavy dark eyebrows bobbing on his forehead, a sly smile on his face, forced a chuckle from her lips. Leave it to Matt to get a rise out of her, pretending to be some sleazy Lothario, trying to pick her up. Two could play at that game.

“Not sure you can afford me.” She stifled the chuckle and gave him a slow seductive smile, and kept on walking, actually more like strutting.

With his arm resting on the edge of the open window, he chuckled and the truck slowly kept pace with her gait. “Oh, I’m pretty sure I can. What can you do that my wife can’t... or that a porn flick and a jar of Vaseline couldn’t do?”

She came close to stopping and gawking at him. Oh my God! The man was shameless! Her eyes checked out the sidewalk and street trying to see if anyone might have overheard him. Only a couple of teenagers up ahead but they were doing the modern day zombie walk, eyes glued to their cell phones. It took a few seconds to think of a smart ass comeback.

“If you have to ask, then A, you definitely can’t afford me and B, you have no imagination.” She fluffed her hair and crossed the street, so that she walked beside the passenger door of the truck. It was all fun and games, but really she had to live in this town. Black Rapids wasn’t all that big and she knew a lot of people.

Still glancing at the street occasionally he leaned over, eyeing her through the passenger window which was now open. “Hey doll, get in the truck and find out.”

For just a fleeting moment there was a tug low in her tummy at the commanding challenge in his voice. When she looked over at him, his eyes were hooded and there was no smile on his lips anymore. The game had just been ramped up a notch. The pulse of pleasure that flooded through her was immediate.

She resisted the urge to smile and just get in the truck, laughing about their antics. In one way, he challenged her, his face and words serious in this sexual foreplay and she had never shied away from a challenge. But more than that, the titillation of the role she was playing was… kinda cool.

She came to a halt and looked both ways up the street before stepping close to the truck and opening the door. “Two hundred bucks, one hour. Show me the money.” Her face flushed hotly but she maintained eye contact with him.

He never missed a beat, reaching around, his fingers slipping into the back pocket of his jeans and sliding the worn leather wallet out. His dark eyes met hers and he held up two, one hundred dollar bills.

When she reached for them, he snatched his hand away. “You said show you the money. You got to earn it.”

For just a moment, she hesitated. He was too good at this. Had he done this before? She got into the truck, watching him place the bills on the seat between them. His lips twitched in the corners, driving the truck away from the curb into traffic.

Damn, he looked good in the brown suede jacket, open at the front and the blue jean shirt collar underneath. It was probably this game of cat and mouse that made her see him with fresh eyes. She slid the seat belt over her chest and clicked it into the holder, her mind going ninety miles an hour to figure out her next move. There was always....

Her hand slid across the seat and rested on his thigh. She could feel the hard muscle under the coarse fabric of the jeans. Slowly her fingers inched upwards until they curled over the bulge in his crotch. There was a warm feeling in her chest, realizing that he was as turned on by this as she was.

“Like that?” She purred, squeezing and pulling at his shaft.

He smiled and looked over at her. “I hope you can do better than that .” He pushed her hand away and continued driving down the street.

When he came to the corner he turned left, away from the route that would take them home. A half mile ahead was the brightly lit sign of a motel, a low budget place that added to the raunchy seduction. The naughtiness of what they were doing, playing this game made her tingle when he wheeled the truck into the parking lot.

She followed him in the building to the front desk, standing back while he booked a room. When the desk clerk, a middle aged portly man asked when they’d be checking out, Matt replied, “In an hour or so.”

She felt her face become the same shade of red as the paisley wallpaper behind the guy when he leaned to the side to check her out. Subtlety was not in the clerk’s repertoire, his eyes roaming from her head to her toes. That Matt!

Not to be outdone, she stepped close to him and murmured. “One hour, if you last that long.” When he turned and bobbed his eyebrows at her, a confident sneer on his lips, she added, “Same price at any rate.”

He took the room card key from the clerk and grabbed her hand, almost dragging her out of the building and down the walkway. At room seven, he stopped and slid the key into the door latch. It lit up and he pushed inside.


Chapter 2

“I’ll take you to the candy shop,

I’ll let you lick the lollipop”

— 50 Cent, Candy Shop

He had to give her credit. She was giving it back as good as he was dishing it out. But more than that, it was getting to him. When he stepped into the room, his cock was definitely leading the way. He shrugged the jacket off his shoulders and tossed it over the chair that was tucked under a beat up, cheap table.

He stepped over to the queen size bed and sat down, bending over to unlace his heavy work boots. His eyes never left Elena. From the sexy smile on her lips, her chin held high and eyes slits looking down her pert nose, she was giving a great performance. Even though he’d never been with a hooker, he’d seen enough movies to know.

Setting the boots aside, he swung his legs over the side of the bed and sat propped up, his back resting on the wooden headboard, watching her take her coat off. In the black dress, the knit fabric hugging every curve, from her plush high breasts to the tiny waist and swell of her hip, she actually could pass for a high class hooker. His hand drifted down to his crotch, adjusting his cock to a more comfortable spot in the tight jeans.

“Strip.” It came out more hoarse and guttural than he’d intended, betraying his level of arousal.  

There was a fleeting flash of her eyes and then her cheeks became pink. There was a glimpse of the fiery red of her fingernails and then her hands peeled the dress upward, revealing the top of her thigh highs and the creamy flesh above. A ‘V’ of dark lace covered her mons, the dark side panels narrow, pressing into the succulent softness of her hips.

The fabric inched slowly up her body, over the small mound of her belly, the tightness of her midriff where just the hint of her ribcage could be seen. Her breasts were encased in a lacy half cup bra, that did little to cover her nipples or the swell of flesh. When the dress was fully off, she held it to the side and flicked it onto the table top.

Her hands fluffed the waves of hair that fell past her shoulders as she strolled over to the bed, and stood looking down at him with sassy triumph. Despite the fact that his cock was so hard it was oozing pre-cum, he had to regain the upper hand in this pas de deux.

He lowered the zipper in his pants and unsnapped the waistband. In a flash his cock was out, thick and heavy, his thumb and forefinger at the base waggling it suggestively. Their eyes met and she rolled the tip of her tiny tongue over her lips, while her hands slipped the fastener of her bra loose. It slid from her arms and she perched on the side of the bed, bending over to take his cock in her mouth.

Oh God! The hot slickness of her tongue rolling over his knob, darting and teasing every drop of pre-cum from his slit, almost drove him mad. It wasn’t like the usual blowjob she gave him; she seemed more eager or something. Locks of her hair fell forward, shielding his view of her mouth on him.  His hand shot to her cheek, grasping and fisting her hair, pulling it away. Her lips were parted but her tongue extended, flicking softly on the underside of his cock from the tip to where his fingers gripped the base.

Hot jolts of lust shot through his shaft, his hips rocking gently up and down against her mouth. “Suck it, baby.” The words incensed lust to an even hotter level of decadence.

She must have felt it too because her mouth closed on him, sucking, while small moans of pleasure rumbled deep in her throat. Her fingers closed around his shaft, pulling and rolling the skin in her fist, keeping perfect tandem with her mouth.

“Oh yeah, fuck, that’s good.” His other hand pressed on the back of her head, pushing her mouth down harder. It was as if she really was a hooker and he was claiming what he’d paid for, releasing all inhibitions— she’d deep throat him all the way. His hips jerked upward and a spasm of pleasure shot through his core. This was something he’d always wanted but had never had; his cock deep—deeeep in a woman’s throat.

Her fingers teased and softly scratched his balls, while her head rose higher, her lips pulling on his skin. The sensation consumed his senses; everything centered on the pleasure in his cock.

A tear from her watery eyes rolled down her cheek and she gasped a gulp of air before returning to her work. She bobbed her head up and down in a tortuous rhythm, each time going lower and lower on his shaft. Oh shit… he watched as she paused for a moment, her eyes again tearing up. She opened them and as she gazed into his eyes, continued to lower her head inexorably until her nose glanced on his pubic bone.

He sucked air into his lungs, and exhaled with a shaky sigh as she rose and lowered her head repeatedly. Oh Jesus, this was good!

Sliding up his shaft, his wife/slut pulled her mouth from his knob with a soft pop.

She rose to her feet and slipped her panties off. When she placed a knee on the bed and swung her other leg over his hips, facing away from him. His eyes opened wider taking in the sight. The smooth line of her back, the cleft between the pale orbs of her ass, her fingers circling his shaft, aiming and pressing it against her opening was making his ears hum.

Her hot, slick cunt gripped him like a velvet glove when she lowered her body, until her ass rested on his groin. Oh fuck...it felt so good ... the roll of her hips, pulling at his cock. The sight of her perfect body, the tight ass riding him like a rodeo bronco put him over the edge. If she kept doin’ that, he was gonna blow a load...

He could see the back of her arm, the quick movements there as her fingers played with her clit. Her soft cries of pleasure filled his ears, took him to a higher plane where he gripped her ass, thrusting his hips high. “Yeah, baby...that’s it...” His eyes were electric, watching her body jerk up with each thrust.

A tidal wave of pleasure crashed over them in a wave of absolute lust. The creaking of the bed, the headboard banging on the wall went unnoticed, the sound drowned out by their cries of pleasure.

Her muscles clenched like a molten steel vice on his shaft, bathing him in slippery warm wetness, her body hunched forward, legs trembling in her orgasm.

It put him completely over the edge.  His hips jerked hard, almost cruelly as he pounded his cock deep into her...spurting ecstasy...

“Oh fuck...don’t stop!” Elena whimpered. He pulled her hard onto him, his cock thick and shooting another blast of pleasure.

A hiss of air sucked into his lungs and came out with a throaty growl when the final spurt flew from him.

Elena sat up straight and fell back onto his chest, her cunt still filled with his meat. The soft floral scent of her hair filled his nose, as it spilled over his cheek. He strained up to kiss the curve of her neck, his hands lovingly skimming up her tummy to cup her breasts.

“Baby, that was so nice.” His words were muffled against her skin.

She giggled and placed her hands over his. “I earned the money, right?”

“No.” He smiled when she rolled over to lie beside him, the cool air hitting his wet and now limp cock.

Her hand rose and a sharp pain spiked in his nipple between her fingers. “What do you mean, ‘no’? Pay up mister.”

“You should be paying me. You came like thunder too.” It had been hot fun for both of them. He smiled and pulled her hand away. “Some date night, huh?”

Her blue eyes sparkled when she sat up and looked over at him. “Beats flowers and dinner out, that’s for sure.” She smiled and looked down for a moment. When she spoke her voice was low. “That was hot, you treating me like I was some kind of hooker.” Her gaze rose and she looked shy for a moment. “It was like a stranger was fucking me.”

He totally got what she was talking about. Nodding his head, he tucked a stray lock of her hair behind her ear. His beautiful wife of fourteen years, still as pretty as when he’d met her...Who knew she could be so hot, a bit of a ball buster, the way she’d played along and teased him.

He took her in his arms, loving the feel of her warm body next to his. God, he hadn’t even taken his jeans or shirt off and there she was naked except for the stockings and boots... so vulnerable and sexy. “It was crazy good for me, too. Maybe we should try different things, like this for date nights.”

She kissed his jaw and snuggled back into the curve of his neck. “I’d like that.”

He hugged her close and whispered. “Next time though, you come up with a plan. I started this one, so it’s your turn.” Fuck, it had been sexy as hell, something he’d started as a joke. He wasn’t sure if he’d be able to top this one, so it’s best to let Elena come up with something. It might be fun; she’s the one who has the more creative ideas anyway.

She laughed. “It’s a good thing I have a few weeks.” She pulled his head down and kissed him, a deep romantic kiss that held the promise of something wild and erotic the next date night.

A seed had been planted in both of their fertile minds.


Chapter 3

“Green is the color...”

— Pink Floyd, Green is the Color

The weeks flew by for Elena. At work, the store was busy getting out winter inventory and selling off summer and autumn wear. At home, it was a constant job to keep peace between their twelve year old son, Walker, with his ten year old sister, Aria. They were only two years apart but at that age, it could be like ten years.

When bed time rolled in, she could hardly wait to hit the sack for some quiet time. Well, quiet time with her computer, researching and planning the date night that was tomorrow night! She had only a half hour window of time when Matt was in the shower to settle with the laptop and figure it out.

From her reading it was normal that couples married as long as she and Matt were bound to get a little bored sexually. She sighed and adjusted the pillows propped up behind her. The last date night had been spontaneous and wild, happening on a whim. Whatever she came up with was bound to feel contrived and planned and that would just spoil everything.

The idea of going dancing, getting dolled up and really letting loose was still lodged in her brain. Now if she could combine that with something ‘different’ that would be ideal. She looked off into space, not seeing the wardrobe across the room or the window next to it.

What had made the ‘hooker’ scenario hot had been the fact that they had stepped out of their normal lives. They’d become different people, playing a role. She grinned and closed the laptop with a snap.

Matt entered the bedroom wearing only a towel tucked in at the waist. His broad chest showed a damp line of hair dissecting and spreading out to the dark nipples above a washboard hard abdomen. For a guy pushing forty, he had the body of a twenty year old, firm and muscular. But physical labour supervising guys putting on roofs would do that.

But it wasn’t just the body that made him attractive as hell, it was the dark eyes that were crinkled in the corners with deep laugh lines, the strong jaw and the curve of his lips, the lower one slightly fuller and oh so kissable. There was usually a dark shade of beard on his cheeks and upper lip, even though he shaved every day. No doubt about it, he was still a catch.

“Okay. So what have you come up with for tomorrow night?” He grinned and whipped the towel away from his body, standing there naked, his cock slightly chubby.

The sight of his arousal made her smile. But if he thought he was getting any tonight, he had another think coming. No. That would wait and be better for waiting, until tomorrow.

“I’m covering at work tomorrow night for Amanda. When I finish, we can meet up at Brandie’s. I haven’t gone dancing in a long time.” It was hard to suppress the giggle that bubbled in her throat, especially seeing the look of disappointment on his face.

“What? That’s it? Dancing?” He pulled the covers back and climbed in next to her.

The smell of aftershave, a woodsy, masculine aroma filled her nostrils, sparking an urge to snuggle up and kiss him. But she resisted. “I’ll be sitting next to the dance floor, alone. You take a seat at the bar. If you ask me, I might think you’re cute enough to dance with...or maybe go farther if you pick me up.”

His head fell back and a smile flourished on his face as he caught the drift of what she was suggesting. “Kind of like when we first met, right?”

“Kind of.” She settled deeper into the bed and turned the bedside lamp off.

When his hand skimmed over her hip and down to her crotch, she reached for it and removed it firmly. “Save it, Matt. It’ll be worth it...maybe.”

He pulled her into his body, spooning hers close. If he only knew the truth. His thickening cock pressing into the cheek of her ass was tempting her too. But, the last time had been so much fun, it’d be worth the wait.

***

The next evening, she was later leaving the store than she’d intended. She’d closed up and sent the other sales staff home in order to have the place to herself to change into club wear. Looking at her reflection in the change room, she adjusted the shoulder of the red, form fitting dress and reached into her purse to freshen her lip gloss. Perfect. Too much cleavage and thigh for work but absolutely right for going to a bar.

She grabbed her coat and left the store, pausing to lock up the heavy metal door at the rear entrance. Lucky Brandie’s was only a block away the way the stiletto heels felt, pinching her toes, forcing her to take small steps.

The thump of the bass reverberated in her stomach even before she entered the dimly lit bar. Inside the pounding music assaulted her ears as she threaded her way through tables and twenty two year old rockers. There was one table that was vacant and she quickly made her way over to it. From a quick sidelong glance at the bar, she saw the broad back and dark hair of a couple of guys, either one of which could have been Matt.

She slipped the coat off and sat in the chair by the wall, giving her the best view of the dance floor and length of bar. When the song changed to a slower one she saw people; kids really, wander off and take their spots at tables and along the bar. What had happened to Brandie’s? It used to be the only bar in town that catered to an older crowd--older than the college and high school crowd that was there tonight. At thirty six, she felt old.

The waitress, another college aged kid in a short pleated skirt and white blouse appeared at the table, setting a gin and tonic in front of her. Elena’s eyes opened wide looking at the raven haired beauty with the chartreuse bangs. She pointed to the bar, where a blonde haired guy in his thirties, sat smiling at her.

Elena nodded her head in thanks and looked away, her stomach in a total knot. Who was that guy? Sure he was good looking, with a friendly smile and fit looking body, but he wasn’t Matt. She turned her head and scoured the bar with her gaze. Where the heck was he?

Once again her eyes grew wide, seeing the red haired, co-ed standing next to her husband, laughing and flirting with him. Hell, the bitch even had her hand on his shoulder and he was just going along with that, nodding and smiling back at her?

A shadow fell over her and the blonde haired guy loomed large standing at her table. His lips curled in a soft smile and he spoke, “Would you like to dance?”

Normally, she would have politely said ‘no thanks’ but after seeing Matt with the pretty chicklet, she smiled and got to her feet. Blondie stepped back and she eased by him, walking slowly to the dance floor. She’d only dance one dance with him, just enough to maybe get Matt’s attention, if he wasn’t too busy with the little cheerleader. She took a deep breath and turned to her dance partner, just in time for the song to change to another slow one. Great.

Blondie held his hands out and she slipped her hand in his while the other curled and rested lightly on her back. Standing so close to him, his body radiated warmth and a cologne her father used to wear –Old Spice? Unlike the kids on the dance floor, he wore a sports jacket and dark shirt open at the neck.  At least he was dressed nicely.

“I’m Bryon Talbott.” His voice was deep and pleasant sounding.

From the way he dipped his head and his eyebrows rose, she had to respond. “Elena. Thank you for the drink by the way.” She fell into step with him, her hand resting on his shoulder. When he turned she strained to the side to get a peek at Matt.

Fuck! He was still gabbing with the young woman, not even looking for her when he had to know that she was there!

“I’ve never seen you in here before. Believe me, I’d know if I had. Do you live in Black Rapids?” Bryon’s eyes were as blue as window cleaner, and the edges were lined with laughter.

She smiled and leaned closer to speak next to his ear. How would that look if Matt turned around! “Yeah, I live here. I guess I don’t get out much. How about you? You must be a regular here.” From the way the guy danced, he was no stranger to Brandie’s.

“For the past few months, I guess. Getting back into the dating scene.” He smiled and pulled her in tighter with his arm on her back.

Oh no. He was obviously interested and she had to be straight with him. “I’m married, Bryon. I’m kind of waiting for my husband to show up.”

His lips were a straight line and he sighed. “Just my luck. Someone over jailbait and she’s married.”

Her head fell to the side and she smiled up at him. “I’m enjoying the dance. I just didn’t want you to get the wrong impression.”

From the corner of her eye she saw Matt lead the co-ed to the dance floor and start dancing right next to them. He looked over at her and his eyes were narrow and dark.

A flash of anger flared deep inside. He had some nerve, acting like she was doing something wrong when he hadn’t even noticed her come into the bar, when he should have been all over that. When he turned his head, little chicklet’s face was so close to his, they could have been kissing! Her hands rested on his shoulders, gazing into his eyes.

Oh yeah! Elena snuggled closer to Bryon, resting her chin on his shoulder. Her stomach was against his, swaying to the music.

His breath was hot on the fold of her ear. “You and your husband...do you have an open marriage?”

Whether it was the music, her anger or the proximity of Bryon’s body, the tug low in her tummy was a surprise. An open marriage? Oh my God. He thought she was coming onto him and who could blame him for that. It had been a long time since she’d been this close to a man not her husband who made no bones about the fact he wanted to fuck her.

“Ah...no, we don’t.  Actually, my husband is dancing right next to us.” She jerked her head to the side, indicating Matt.

Bryon’s eyebrows drew together, glancing from her to Matt. It was obvious that he had no clue what kind of dynamic was going on. When the song ended, he stepped back and smiled, leaving her on the dance floor.

Matt was just breaking it off from the young woman as Elena took a step to go back to her table. His hand on her arm, fingers tight, stopped her cold.

“We’re leaving.” His voice was hard and icy, eyes narrow in a tight face.

Her back straightened and she looked down her nose at him. “Don’t you want to dance with your little cheerleader again?” There was no way she wanted to stay either with the loud music and young patrons but she wasn’t going to make it easier on him. From the corner of her eye she saw the young woman slink away.

“Fine.” With a flick of his hand he threw her arm away from him and turned, stomping towards the door.

She huffed a loud sigh and scrambled over to the table to get her coat. He better be waiting outside for her! If she had to call a cab, there would really be hell to pay. When she opened the door, he was standing looking into the street smoking a cigarette.

“Didn’t you see me coming in? No! You were too busy chatting up a girl young enough to be your daughter.” She crossed her arms over her chest, glaring at him.

He tossed the cigarette into the street and spun around. “You’re one to talk! Who was that guy you were throwing yourself at?” He looked down at the sidewalk and his fingers threaded through his hair. “I was trying to get away from that chick to ask you to dance. Couldn’t wait five minutes could you?”

Elena took a step closer, already feeling the anger seep out of her chest. “He was the first guy to buy me a drink.” She managed a small smile. “Snooze you lose. At least he didn’t have to get I.D.’d to buy a drink, unlike your little number.” 

“He bought you a drink, huh?” He looked over at her and his lips twitched in the corners. “You weren’t there two minutes but some guy is hitting on you?” His head fell forward and his eyes closed for a moment. “Or did you know him already?”

She reached out and pushed his shoulder. “No!” Her hands were on her hips and she leaned forward, her nose almost touching his. “Did you know the little red head?”

“Yeah right! Like I have so much time to cruise bars.” He jerked his head to the side. “C’mon. The truck’s just on the next block. Let’s go home.”

He started walking away, his hands thrust deep in his pockets.

“Wait up! It’s not easy walking in these heels.” She shook her head and huffed another angry sigh. All the work she put into getting ready for the night out and it had been a total bust. Well… not a total bust. Not having a guy buy her a drink, getting asked to dance, and then hit on her wasn’t flattering.

“Matt?”

He stood a few feet ahead, waiting for her to catch up. He was still a bit pissed off but not nearly as bad as before.

“That guy thought you and I had an open relationship. Can you believe that?” She slipped her hand in the crook of his arm, slowing his walk to her pace.

“What? An open relationship? Why would he think that?” He shook his head. “Are there that many open relationships around that he assumed we had one too?”

She nodded her head and her forehead lined with curiosity. “Yeah. Kind of makes you wonder, doesn’t it?”

He slipped his arm over her shoulders and kissed the top of her head. “Next time, I do the planning for date night.”

“Yeah, Brandie’s was a waste of time, all right. Even without the drama between us, did you notice how many kids were in there? It was almost like being at a high school dance.” She gave a sigh.  “Too bad. I was really looking forward to dancing.”

He nodded and rubbed her arm. “Let’s go home, order a pizza and watch a movie.”

She sighed again. After working ten hours and then going out, she was bushed. The really nice thing about this date night was that the kids were at her parent’s place and they could sleep in. Maybe in the morning....


Chapter 4

“When I say I love you, know I love you more...”

— Miley Cyrus, Adore

It wasn’t exactly a date night, but more like a date weekend the following month. They hadn’t been to New York City since their honeymoon fourteen years ago. It was a bonus that the regional buyers’ meeting was scheduled in November in the Big Apple. Two days of meetings and Elena would be free for the weekend. Even the prospect of a six hour drive didn’t deter Matt from getting away to join Elena there.

He met her at the convention centre on 34th street at six p.m. as planned. With the prices of hotels, now that it was on their dime, they were going to check into a more affordable one, even if it was in Brooklyn. Actually, it would work out better with the subway and bus systems in NYC—no need to worry about parking.

“How were the meetings?” Matt looked over at Elena as he waited for the light to turn.  The city teemed with life; there were so many people hustling on their way home or to wherever.

She grinned and squeezed his hand. “Long and boring. A few of us managed to get away and do a play off Broadway. But overall, I’m beat and glad it’s over.” She looked out the window at a group of black musicians playing on the street. It was interesting seeing that sort of thing, the color and spontaneity of it all. “How was the drive?”

He grinned and glanced over before accelerating with the stream of cars. “Same. Long and boring. I don’t know about you but if we eat and then vedge out in the hotel tonight I’m good with that.”

A sigh of relief went through her chest. That would be just tickety-boo with her. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Twenty minutes later, with the smooth voice of the GPS lady directing them, they parked the truck in front of the hotel that they’d booked. It was a high rise of glass and steel with a green awning over the front entrance. Elena turned to Matt, “I’ll go see about our room and parking. Be right back.”

She got out of the truck and crossed the sidewalk to open the heavy glass door. It had been rated a four star online, but the lobby looked very elegant. Her heels clacked on the marble tiles crossing the floor to stand in front of the high oak counter. Immediately, a barrel-chested man with salt and pepper beard and hair stepped over to help her.

“We have a reservation here. Where's the hotel parking? My husband is parked out front now.” She glanced behind him at the mirrored wall and the lush green plants bordering it. It even smelled expensive. Quite a find on line at the price they’d got.

“The parking entrance is at the back of the hotel. I’ll get a bellhop to help you with your luggage and direct your husband.” The man’s smile was broad, revealing a mouthful of gleaming white teeth and his dark eyes twinkled. “Your first stay at our hotel?”

She nodded and smiled when the young bellhop in a navy uniform appeared at her side. “I’ll be right back.” She led the way to the truck and then went back to the front desk, where the first man waited.

“I’m Beau Claire. Which is French for ‘pretty clear’, or if you prefer ‘Beau Knows’. Anything you need to know, where to shop, dine, sightsee, ask me. I’m here to help. Remember, ‘Beau Knows’.” He punctuated his remarks with a sharp slap of his broad tanned hand on the counter.

“I’m Elena Johnson. We have a reservation for tonight and tomorrow.” She couldn’t help smiling back at Beau. He was so friendly and confident that it would be hard not to like the guy.

He tapped on a keyboard that the high desk hid, the clicking noise fast and sure. “Ah...there you are. Room four o four, overlooking the street. King bed, non smoking with Jacuzzi tub. The street side is the nicest and at that level, the sound is muted.” He grinned and looked over at her. “May I have your credit card please? I’ll only charge it when you check out.”

She fumbled in her purse and produced her wallet. When she slid the card across the smooth surface of the desk, she remarked, “That’s fine. How is the restaurant in the hotel? We’re tired and—”

“It’s excellent. And for a small fee, you can enjoy whatever you’d like in the comfort of your room. Put your jammies on and kick back, just like at home.” He printed the invoice and handed the card back to her.

Matt appeared at her side, looking quizzically at the desk clerk.

Without missing a beat, Beau turned to him and continued talking. “Mr. Johnson, welcome. As I was saying to your lovely wife, if you are tired, we will be happy to bring your dinner to your room. The extra cost is paltry, compared to the added comfort.” He handed an envelope containing the room passes to Matt. With a smile he added, “Beau Claire, Sir. Anything you need to know, remember, ‘Beau Knows’.”

“You know what Beau? After a six hour drive, soaking in the tub and having room service, sounds great. You talked me into it.” Matt slipped the envelope into his pocket and placed his arm over Elena’s shoulder, turning to follow the cart and bellhop to the elevator.

When they stepped inside, there was a quiet comfortable silence going up to their floor. They stepped out and followed the skinny young man down the hall to their room. He opened the door and took the bags inside, while Matt fished in his pocket for a tip.

Elena slipped her high heels off, and basked in the comfort of the plush carpeting under her feet. When the door closed and Matt stepped closer he slid his arms around her, pulling her body into his and planting a kiss on the top of her head.

“Remember the last time we were together in a hotel room?” His voice was a low rumble, she felt and heard. He pulled at the hem of her top, lifting it higher, until it passed over her head and arms.

There was a tug low in her tummy, picturing the last time they’d been alone like this, in a strange room, with a strange bed. It had been decadent fun. She stood in her bra and skirt, pressing into his body, feeling his cock grow firmer. Oh yeah. He was definitely picturing it too.

She stepped back and walked into the bathroom. The ivory whirlpool tub was set in the corner with a marble step leading up to it. She flipped the lever turning the faucet on and went back into the bedroom area. Matt stood looking out the window at the street view while unbuttoning his shirt. When he slipped it off, the wide fullback size shoulders, the muscle definition of his back leading down to a trim waist and hips, made her smile. Standing there the way he was, he could have been a model for a sculptor or painter, a true work of art.

Coming up behind him, her hands slid over the sides of his waist and she kissed his warm flesh, snuggling close. There was a pop of the snap of his jeans opening and then the clicks of his zipper lowering, her fingers already sliding down his firm tummy. His cock was getting harder and thicker with each roll of her hand on the shaft.

“Someone’s pretty horny. I guess you missed me, huh?” His hand closed over hers and he pulled it away. When he turned he kissed her with just the faintest of touches, his tongue skimming the inside of her lips.

There was a quick tug of her bra as he slipped the fasteners and it fell loose over her arms. She shed it quickly and pressed her mouth harder onto his, her hands pushing the jeans lower. He was rock hard now, the tip oozing a dollop of pre-cum that she massed into the satin head, and down the ridged columns of his shaft.

His hands cupped her ass and he squeezed her flesh before applying a sharp slap. “Hey, we have all night, Babe.” He slid his pants down and sat on the edge of the bed, removing his sock and shoes. “I’ll check the bath.” He smiled and got up walking slowly to the bathroom.

She felt a tingle between her legs watching his cock bob and the hollow in the side of his butt cheek. It was difficult to know which was more enticing--that hollow or the muscles in his back. In a flash she was out of the skirt and skimming the stockings down her legs. There was something liberating and erotic about walking around nude, especially in a hotel.

When she entered the bathroom, he lounged casually in the tub, arms splayed casually on the sides. “Before you get in, would you get us a couple beers? I think we could probably use one.”

“Sure.” She turned and went over to the bar fridge against the far wall. It seemed like Matt was purposely drawing this out, making her wait. It was a trick he sometimes used to tease her and amp up the tension, so that when he did fuck her, she’d go off like fireworks, hot and fast.  He didn’t do it often but when he did–look out!

She opened the beer and sauntered back into the bathroom, holding the icy bottles against her nipples. Sure enough, when she handed his to him, his gaze lowered for a moment and he smiled. She set hers on the ledge and climbed in, facing him, her back against the other side. It was hot and delicious, the water swirling over her muscles.

“We should get one of these, or maybe a hot tub.” She slid forward, bending her knees and sinking lower in the water until it lapped at her chin.

“When the kids have left the nest, we’ll get a hot tub.  I can’t see the point if we have to wear bathing suits.” He took a long swig of beer and set it on the ledge.

His fingers caressed her foot, separating and massaging each toe. The warm sensation that flooded from her feet and up her legs was wonderful, so relaxing. But when he lifted her foot and his lips closed over her big toe, his tongue swirling around it, a jolt of lust shot through her pussy. Oh God, he was treating her toe like it was a cock, sucking and licking it. Her breath got slow and ragged through open lips.

He set her foot back in the water and edged closer, his legs intertwined with hers. His fingers skimmed her legs higher and higher until he reached her pussy. She reached for him but he gently pushed her hands away.

“No. Let me do this. I’ve been thinking of this all the way here.” His voice was soft and he looked at her with smouldering eyes.

She sat back, relaxing in the warm water, her legs laying limp and open, and closed her eyes, waiting. His fingers were soft as a feather gliding over her pussy lips...up and down until she ached for him to spread them, touch her clit and fill her.

“Do you like that?” He whispered.

She nodded and her lips parted, curling her pelvic bone up and rolling her pussy harder on his fingers. Her leg lifted out of the water and rested on the side of the tub, opening herself fully to him. Still his fingers caressed just the outer lips. Oh God, she needed more. “Finger me, shove it inside...”  It came out as a hoarse plea, her hips rocking wantonly.

He leaned closer and now both of his hands played on her pussy. With a slow steady pressure his fingers parted her more and his thumb teased her clit softly. A whimper rolled in her throat and she sucked in a gulp of air, almost panting at the thrill of it.

His fingers pushed into her cunt, thrusting in and out a few times. Her eyes opened wide when one of them pushed into her ass. The intrusion of his finger or thumb or whatever caused a burning sensation in her anus, but his other hand continued to tease her clit, sending waves of pleasure there.

After a few moments when the burning eased, there was increased pressure, more going in her ass, splitting her apart. The vulnerability of her pussy to the invasion of his hands incensed her passion to a higher level. “Oh fuck...don’t stop...please…”

It was building. Her heart pounding and the blood racing through her body, greedy hunger  claiming her. She hooked her other leg over the side of the tub, spreading herself wide, opening herself to new heights of pleasure, her cunt and asshole impaled on his hand. Her hands clenched onto the grab rails, her knuckles turning white.

“That’s it, baby! Right there! Let it go!” Matt pushed harder into her openings, his thumb a whir on her clit. 

“Fuuuuuck!” It was a rumbling moan that erupted from her chest, her body quivering in the throes of ecstasy. Her pussy; no, her hot cunt tightened, creaming his fingers, ass hot and filled with him. Another electric wave rolled through her body, spreading from her core. Her hips convulsed in a final jerk riding the wave until it crashed over her.

She gasped, struggling for air, coming down from the hot ride of pleasure. Her eyes blinked wide a few times and she grinned with wonderment. Matt’s hands slipped out of her and he strained forward to kiss her lips. Her fingers ran through his hair, cupping him closer still.

“Oh wow! That was amazing.” She breathed the words into his ear.

“You’re amazing. I love you.” He kissed her neck and her jaw, ending with a deep kiss to her lips.

She giggled for a moment. “What is it about hotel rooms and us? It hasn’t been this intense at home!”

He chuckled and nuzzled her neck again. “Here’s to a great date weekend.”


Chapter 5

“I say black,

You say white.

I say bark,

You say bite...”

—Queen, Bicycle

It was wonderful to be able to sleep in—no ferrying kids to gymnastics, football or swimming. Elena’s parents signed up for that weekend chore, thank God. Matt sat up and enjoyed his second cup of coffee, watching some silly talk show, while the soft hiss of the shower spray drifted from the bathroom.

The night before had been so relaxing. After the Jacuzzi, they’d enjoyed dinner in bed, taking in an old movie, falling asleep well after midnight.

When the shower shut off, he got out of bed and wandered into the bathroom. Elena was towelling off, her hair wet and streaming past her shoulders. Her deep blue eyes met his and for a moment she looked shy, her cheeks pink when she stepped out of the glass enclosure. It reminded him of the time they’d first started dating, that shy look. Despite the fact that she was in her mid thirties, she could still pass as a woman in her twenties. Her skin was smooth with only a few laugh lines at the corners of her eyes and of course, her body was slim from jogging.

“What do you want to do today?” The towel draped around her body, and she tucked the ends between her breasts. “Not shopping. I’ve had enough of that in the last two days, selecting the spring line-up.”

He turned the shower spray on and looked over at her before answering. “You won’t hear me complaining about that. How about doing some touristy things, like a museum or botanical gardens? You decide. I’m having a shower and then taking you some place nice for brunch.”

***

It was a little past six in the evening when Matt and Elena entered the hotel again. He spied Beau at the front desk and touched Elena’s arm. “You go on up to the room. I want to talk to Beau to find a good place for dinner.”

She smiled and stepped away, heading for the elevator. “Okay, see you in a little while.”

Actually, there was one other thing to talk to Beau about that Elena would love. The evening at Brandie’s had been a disaster but Elena had chosen it because of the dancing. It had been awhile and this was a surprise she’d really like. Beau would know, or so he claimed anyway.

When Beau finished checking in the older couple at the desk, he flashed a smile at Matt. “Hey, my man. How was the sight-seeing tour?”

Matt grinned, nodding his head. “You were right, man. We got to see all the touristy sites and didn’t exhaust ourselves walking. That double decker bus is something else. Thanks for that tip. Now for this evening...”

“You want a nice dinner? Greek, Japanese, Italian? What were you thinking?” Beau grinned and leaned forward, his dark eyes twinkling.

“A nice steak, good old USDA prime. But after, I’d like to take the wife out dancing.” Matt shoved his hands in his pockets, jingling some coins in his hands.

“Ah...you got kids, right? A nice romantic weekend away from them, just you and the missus.” Beau kept nodding his head. “I know what that’s like. Got three at home myself. Love them to death but sometimes, having them underfoot all the time’s a drag.”

“Yeah. I hear you, man.  I was thinking of dancing. Someplace that’s not been taken over by the college set, someplace kind of fun and romantic.” He didn’t have to spell out the fiasco at Brandie’s. Beau was a family guy like him, he’d know what he meant.

Beau leaned in closer still and his eyebrows bobbed a couple times. “A place for couples like you and your wife. Someone who’s been married a while and wants to keep the spark alive. Is that it?” Beau’s voice had dropped and he glanced over at the other desk clerk.

“Yeah. A place where people in our age group can kick back and enjoy themselves. Slow dance and—”

“Got it. I know a place that sounds like what you want. You got to dress to impress. The clientele is... mature and open minded. The cover charge is forty dollars a couple.”

Matt’s eyes opened wider for a moment. Wow! That was pretty steep, just to get in! But at those prices, not many college kids would want to go and the price was for couples. What the heck did Beau mean, ‘open minded’? Maybe there was a fair number of gay and lesbian customers. That wasn’t Elena or his gig, but hey! They could be as open minded as anyone else. Beau probably took him for being more of a hick than he was.

“Must be a nice place, huh?” He watched the big grin spreading on Beau’s face in answer to his question.

“Why don’t you start with Benny’s Steakhouse which is a few blocks away, and then call a cab to take you to Eden. That’s the name of the club. It will rekindle...” He laughed and looked down at the counter for a moment. “I don’t have to say more. I know what you want.”

Matt grinned and slipped a ten spot across the counter at Beau. The guy had sure pointed them in the right direction for the afternoon of sightseeing. Hell, Beau was wasted working as a desk clerk. He should be with the chamber of commerce or something. He had the pulse of all the right places. “Thanks, bro. Sounds like a great time tonight.”

Beau nodded and smiled, his hand closing over the bill.


Chapter 6

“Would you like to swing on a star?

Carry moonbeams home in a jar....

--Bing Crosby, Swinging on a Star

Elena held Matt’s hand sitting in the back of the taxi taking them to ‘Eden’. She snuggled closer and looked up at him. “This is so thoughtful of you. You knew I wanted to go dancing and look, here we are.” This was one of the reasons she loved him so much.  She’d heard other women complain about their husbands, about how they took everything for granted. Thank goodness Matt wasn’t like that.

He turned and kissed her forehead. “Beau steered me onto this place.” He turned and peered out the window. “And what the hell, we get to see Brooklyn, too.”

She glanced ahead out the front windshield beside the cab driver. The heavy stone towers of the Brooklyn Bridge passed over them, the support cables for the roadway creating a spider web of steel as their taxi flashed past.

She felt the ‘going out’ anticipation flutter in her stomach. This was going to be fun, getting out and dancing.

The taxi slowed down and pulled up to the curb in front of a brick warehouse with the neon pink sign ‘Eden’ mounted over the door. The driver turned and his gaze roamed over Elena’s face, a small close-lipped smile forming on his lips. “Well, here we are… have a good time!” He then winked at them both.

Elena reached for the door handle and slid over the seat while Matt paid the driver. When she got out, she spied a couple walking towards the club. They looked to be in their early forties, trim and the woman wore impossibly high, spiked heels. From the way they looked, it was a good thing that Beau had advised ‘dress to impress’ and they followed his advice. Better still, if that was the age range of the clientele this would be great—no Brandie’s fiasco with the barely legal age set.

Matt appeared beside her and took her hand leading the way to the front door. From the outside Eden looked as non-descript as a news stand. There were no flashy lights nor outside speakers, just the club’s name in neon and a floodlight over a door that was a plain black metal entrance.

She stepped through the door when Matt held it open for her and saw a high counter with two people standing behind it. The couple she’d noticed on the sidewalk were paying their cover. Music pulsed in the air from a passageway that opened up past the counter. Yes! It was a song popular when she and Matt had first dated and gone to clubs. Her hips began to roll a little in time with the melody and lyrics.

When the first couple were through, she stepped up to the counter beside Matt. The woman behind the counter, her big hooped earrings glinting under a short pixie cut, smiled up at Matt. Her light blue eyes, framed with heavy dark lashes were friendly, and the look she shot Matt bordered on flirty.   

“Welcome to Eden. Do you have a membership?” She glanced over at Elena and her smile widened in welcome, revealing a perfect set of teeth.

Elena’s stomach fell and her eyebrows drew together while Matt answered the woman. “Uh… no, we’re in New York on business and are just looking for a night on the town.”

The young woman shook her head and reached under the counter before sliding a form across the smooth tiled countertop. “Not a problem— we’ll just admit you guys as out of town members then. Just fill out the form, pay the fee and we’ll be all set.”

Elena met Matt’s gaze to see he was as puzzled as she was. “A membership form?” she whispered.

“I dunno, maybe it’s a way to keep the riff raff out.”

She thought for a second and nodded. “Sounds right to me.” In the background the song had changed to another one that Elena loved. “That’s fine. Let’s just do it and go in.” She nudged Matt’s arm, and bobbed in time to the tune, the music already getting to her.

He took the pen and filled in the information and slid forty dollars across the counter.

The woman, smiled and took the paperwork and money. “Have fun and play safe!”

Elena turned to look at the woman and then Matt, her eyebrows pulled together. ‘Play safe?’ What the heck did that mean?  Matt’s hand on her elbow nudged her forward, towards the coat rack. She slipped her coat off and hung it on a wooden hanger.

Beside the coat rack was a sign with a smiley face on it with the words ‘Remember… ‘No Thanks Means NO  and the Uterus Rules!’ She pointed it out to Matt and they had a giggle.

“I never thought of that, but y’know, it’s not a bad idea,” she said.

“Oh, like ‘If Momma ain’t happy, nobody’s happy’, huh?” he smiled as she shook his head.

“Sorta… but more like if you wanna get into me, get me all in first!” She gave his ass a pat and they headed to where the music was coming from.

They held hands walking down the hall and going through the archway to the dance floor. The place was nearly filled with people, sitting on high stools at small round tables, while to the left the brightly lit bar area was almost three deep with people waiting to be served.

A surveillance of the crowd made Elena’s eyes open wider. The couple sitting closest to the entrance were laughing, their heads almost touching. But it was the dress that really caught her eye. What little there was, glittered with the sequins catching the low amber light overhead. The woman was tanned, her shapely legs below the shimmering cloth, while above, a river of cleavage showed in the plunging neckline. Her companion, a guy in his forties was dressed in a dark shirt and black dockers; she wasn’t sure, but his shirt looked like crushed silk. My, my, how casually elegant!

She glanced over at Matt only to find him openly gaping at another group of four people. Her eyes followed his gaze and widened in surprise. Oh my God. The tall brunette woman was kissing the shorter blonde woman and openly fondling her breasts! The two guys looked on smiling.

Okay, this bar served the gay community as well as the straight. Beau wouldn’t have sent them if their own orientation wasn’t okay here. And besides, the dance mix was pretty good!

Her hand squeezed Matt’s and they looked at each other, mouths falling open. He immediately turned once more to the table of four. The women had broken off the kiss and grinned at each other before taking a seat at the table. Their dresses, which barely covered their crotches, let alone legs, clung to them like wetsuits. And like the first woman she’d noticed, the neckline of their dresses took plunging to new depths.

Matt turned to her and smiled before whispering in her ear. “Beau said we need to have an open mind. Mine’s so open, I think my brain just fell out. What do you think?”

“Umm… I think its two gay couples double dating?”

Her eyes flitted over the rest of the patrons and the way they openly eyed each other, all the while laughing and having fun. It was as unreal and fantasy-like as Disneyland but instead of the pristine innocence of Snow White or Sleeping Beauty, the gang here oozed sex appeal. Hell, they flaunted it! It was like nothing she’d ever experienced before.

She glanced at Matt out of the corner of her eye; he was as blown away as she was.

He then looked at her out of the corner of his eye, then turned and faced her. “It looks like this club’s right out there on the edge. You okay with this?”

She turned to him and shrugged her shoulders, a grin spreading on her face. “If you’re not living on the edge, you’re taking up space!” She gave a short laugh. “I don’t know. Let’s stay for a drink and see what happens.” As he was about to join the line-up at the bar, she reached for his arm stopping him. “Make mine a double.” She turned, looking for an empty table.

There was one that bordered the dance floor. She smiled, slipping between two tables where two sets of couples laughed, sharing some sort of joke. Two of the women turned and looked into her eyes, before dropping their gaze to take in her body, from head to toe.

It was a little weird. It wasn’t catty; but she was definitely being checked out. Sort of the way a girl friend would give her a once over before heading out on a date… but… at the same time it had an undertone of attraction. She looked away quickly, her mind a little scrambled from the blended message they were sending. Seeing them with their husbands or lovers or whatever, they weren’t gay. Were they? What the hell?

One of them touched her arm and she turned to face her.

The woman’s eyes were almond shaped and dark, set in flawless skin, high cheekbones and lush full lips. Her ebony hair hung in soft waves over her bare shoulders, almost down to the top of her red sheath dress. “Are you here alone? Would you like to join us?” The warm smile that followed was softly, seductive.

Before Elena had a chance to answer, one of the guys piped up, “Amy! Always looking for the Unicorn! Although...” He leaned closer and he in turn did a once over with his eyes and smiled.

Elena felt her face grow hot but not in an altogether unpleasant way. The way they looked at her was friendly and flattering. She shook her head, “Thanks but I’m here with my husband. He’s just at the bar getting some drinks.”

The woman who’d asked her to join them, sighed and her shoulders fell for a moment. “The more the merrier. If you both want to sit with us, you’re more than welcome. And if not, I’ll see you on the dance floor.”‘

With a weak smile, Elena nodded and continued on her way to the empty table. It was the last one available and she didn’t want to lose it. She set her purse on the chair opposite and took a seat on the high stool, facing the bar. Judging from the line-up, she was glad she told Matt to bring her a double

She glanced down at her silk blouse and toyed with one of the buttons. She was always able to dress fashionably because of the discounts she got at the store, but tonight, she felt out of place. Seeing what the women were wearing at Eden, her outfit was modest. Sure it was a beautiful turquoise silk blouse that was too clingy for work, but she should have worn something sexier. She gave her head a shake. She didn’t own anything as sexy as what these women were wearing! Her blouse, blazer and skirt were definitely too much for work, but here she was, downright dowdy. She undid one of the buttons. Maybe she’d take off her camisole in the bathroom later.

She looked over at the dance floor watching a couple of women dance together. Well at least that much was the same as in Black Rapids—the women leading the way, early in the evening until the men filled up with liquid courage and joined them. But the song was a slow one which was odd. It was usually only fast songs where women danced together. She tried to look nonchalant watching them sway to the music, their hands on each other’s waists. Once more she felt a little démodé noticing the short hemlines and flashy tops.

Her eyes became round when the taller one, a red head edged closer to the short brunette and kissed her lips. Her hands dropped and coiled around the smaller woman’s hips, to palm the cheeks of her ass. The shorter one didn’t seem to mind but replicated the red head’s actions, squeezing the taller one’s ass as well. They swayed and rocked to the beat, caressing each other’s ass. The taller woman bent and began to kiss the shorter one with an ardour Elena had never seen before. Well, not in real life.

The raw intensity of the women caused a flutter between Elena’s legs. She exhaled slowly, barely aware she’d been holding her breath, surprised at the tingle in her clit. Well… it was hot to watch!

Of course, she’d seen porn flicks with Matt, cuddled in bed, a prelude to their lovemaking but this was so much hotter. The deep bass of the music pulsed in her tummy, the women dancing so close she could have reached out and touched them; she was able to smell their perfume. The women had to be gay and deeply in love, from the way they gazed at each other.

Still, it was pretty hot.

She glanced over at the bar to see Matt’s progress. Damn, she could use a drink! He was in the second line, closest to the bar and probably wouldn’t be joining her for another few minutes. She took a deep breath and looked beyond the dance floor to the tables on the other side. She noticed something she missed when she had first entered. In darker shadows beyond the tables, was a line of leather couches, set on low risers. These were pretty well filled too. She peered in, to see most of their occupants were making out, kissing and fondling hotly.

This was some wild dance club! They didn’t have anything close to this back home in Black Rapids. She sort of felt like a hick for that thought, but it was the truth.

She jumped in her seat when someone touched her shoulder. Spinning around, she saw a dark haired woman, her ruby lips parted in a wide smile set in the swarthy skin of someone Hispanic or Mediterranean. Behind her was a man with grey hair at his temples, his eyes crinkled with laughter, handsome and smooth.

“May we join you? There’s hardly any seats and we noticed you’re all alone.” The woman’s voice was soft without any accent. She moved to one of the empty stools, already slipping onto the seat. “I’m Sophia and this is my husband Chris.” In the flaming red dress, the satin catching the light and accentuating a full bust and swell of her hip she was confident and very attractive.

Elena managed a smile, although this wasn’t exactly what she had planned for the evening. This was supposed to be a romantic evening to share with Matt. It was turning out different, although not uninteresting, than what she’d thought it would be. “Hi. I’m Elena. It is pretty busy here.” 

She held out her hand to Chris and he took it in his. But instead of shaking it, he raised it to his lips and kissed her fingers. “Enchanted. You are a lovely lady.”

Elena’s neck felt hot as she watched him take a seat next to his wife. That was kind of smooth— a little over the top, but pretty smooth. “Are you from Brooklyn? This is our first time in this club.” The words rushed out in her nervousness. She sighed inwardly. That sounded so hick. No, worse— ‘touristy’.

Sophia and Chris shared a look and smiled. He spoke first. “Perhaps I’ll get us some drinks, my dear. You probably want to chat with Elena.” She heard a slight European accent in his voice. French? Italian? He glanced at Elena as he got to his feet. There was something odd about his smile, kind of like some secret joke had just passed between them.

Sophia leaned forward and her hand covered Elena’s. “Your first time at this club or your first time at a club like this?”

Elena sat straighter and squared her shoulders. Sure, her opening remark had come off as kind of unsophisticated but what the hell! She and Matt had been to lots of night clubs, especially when they were younger. They weren’t as over the top as this one but still she wasn’t entirely wet behind her ears. “This club. We’ve been to lots of other clubs back home. We’re from out of town. I had meetings for a couple of days and we’re staying over for the weekend.”

“In that case, welcome to New York!” She gave her hand a pat. “I hope Eden’s as much fun for you as the other clubs were!”

Elena looked over the dance floor. Other couples were dancing together. A few female couples but mostly boy/girl pairs. Funny, none of the couples on the floor were guy/guy though.

“Well, this club seems a little more out there, to tell you the truth,” she said, turning back to Sophia.

Sophia nodded and smiled. “Yes, things always get dialled up a little more intensely when you cross the city line.” She sat back and the corners of her lips twitched in a smile. “So what are you and your husband into? What are your limits?” Her fingers rose to fluff her hair and her eyes followed a curvy blonde woman in a mini skirt walking by.

“We like to dance of course,” she turned her head to the side to think. “As far as limits, neither of us are big drinkers and we took a cab anyway.” It was kind of a stupid question; why else would they be here, paying forty dollars cover?

Sophia’s eyes lit up. “Oh...me too. My husband gets really hot when I dirty dance with another woman. I guess yours does too, huh?” She lowered her gaze to Elena’s chest. “God you have such a nice set; I’d love to play with them...”

Elena sat like a deer in the headlights, unable to speak. She was shocked to be openly propositioned by a woman...but what the heck was that jolt of pleasure that made her pussy wet and warm? This was unreal. When had she landed in Oz?

Her mouth was dry and her words came out as a soft croak. “Did you…” she dry swallowed. Where were those damn drinks! “Did you just ask to play with my boobs?”

Sophia’s face took on a hue of a let-down. “Oh no, don’t tell me you’re not bi-friendly.”

“Bi-what?”

Sophia’s expression went from disappointment to confusion. “Bi-friendly. You know—Bi-sexual, Bi-curious, Bi-friendly!” She tilted her head at Elena. “What box did you check on your profile?”

“Profile?”

“Yeah, you know… your Lifestyle profile online!” She held up her hands. “You do have one, right?”

“Lifestyle?” Her voice became a squeak.

“Hold on a second, hon.” Sophie gently leaned in. “You know what I mean, don’t you?” Watching Elena’s eyes and not seeing any comprehension there, she said. “Uh-oh…”

“Uh oh?”

Sophia’s face collapsed into a giggle. “I’m sorry! I’m not laughing at you, but this is too much!” She adjusted her posture at the table and clasped her hands together on its edge. “You really don’t know where you are, do you?”

Oh shit! Elena gritted her teeth together in a smile that was really a grimace. “In a dance club? Right? A dance club?”

Sophie sighed, closed her eyes and dropped her head. “No. This isn’t just a dance club.”

Elena’s voice squeaked again. The clothes, the looks from the other patrons. The crack about the uterus… “Uh oh… Not just a dance club?”

“It’s a Lifestyle club.”

“Lifestyle? Which Lifestyle?”

“Not the Amish lifestyle, I guarantee you that. Swing Lifestyle.”

Oh boy… “And you’re not talking about golf swing or playground swing, are you?” Seeing Sophie shake her head no, she asked, “You’re talking about playing with my boobs.” Sophie nodded. “As in sex? With me?”

Sophie smiled weakly. “And your husband too…”

Oh boy.


Chapter 7 

I can see clearly now the rain is gone

I can see all obstacles in my way

Gone are the dark clouds that had me blind

It’s gonna be a bright (bright)

Bright sunshiny day

—Jimmy Cliff, I Can See Clearly Now

Finally the bartender handed the drinks to Matt. Given that the bar was so busy, he’d ordered four drinks, all doubles that he now had to cram together between his two hands, trying to thread his way through the crowd over to where Elena sat. What a place! It was filled with people who really took their clubbing seriously, dressed to the nine’s in sexy dresses, all having a good time.

He caught sight of Elena and his head jerked back for a moment. Who was the woman sitting across from her? For just a moment his eyebrows drew together and he sighed. This was supposed to be a romantic evening for just the two of them as a couple, not chatting up people they’d never see again. Still, the woman was really pretty and Elena... Oh my God! She looked like she’d seen a ghost or something. 

He set the drinks on the table, glancing at the other woman and back at Elena. “It was so busy at the bar that I got us two drinks each.” He grinned but Elena’s face remained blank and she never said a word.

The other woman extended her hand and smiled. “Hi, I’m Sophia. My husband’s gone to the bar just now. I’m sorry, it was so busy, and we thought well...your wife’s so pretty and well...”

He took her hand, feeling his spidey sense red line as he took in the woman’s words, plus the dazed look on Elena’s face. “I’m Matt. What does the fact that Elena is good looking have to do with anything? It is busy here, but...I’m not following you.” There was no smile on his face now.

Elena turned to face him, her eyes blank. “It’s a swinger’s club, Matt. You brought me to a swinger’s club.” She picked up the vodka tonic and drained half of it in one swallow.

“It’s a what?”

“A swingers club, Matt.”

“A swinger’s club?”

She let out a sigh. “As in a people having sex club, isn’t that right?” She looked over to the other woman who gave a small shrug and nod.

“What?” It was his turn to almost drain his drink, grasping for some kind of response.

Before he got it to his lips, Elena put her hand on top of his. “I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore Toto,” she said, her eyes wide.

He drained the glass and looked at her wild eyed. “Kansas! What are you talking about! We’re from Black Rapids!” She had just said ‘you brought me here’. He put his glass down on the table. “Elena, it’s not my fault! Beau told me we should come here!” He was a dead man, plain and simple.

“Look you want to get outta here, honey? Honest to God, I really didn’t—” he stopped when she held her hand up like a traffic cop.

“You honestly, really didn’t know?”

“No! Are you kidding! You’d kill me!” Oh shit—he was going to die in New York City. He held her gaze, silently pleading to be believed. And for mercy if she didn’t believe him. Maybe she’d make it a quick and painless death. “You gotta believe me!”

Still holding her hand up, Elena’s head swivelled from one side of the dance area to another before returning her gaze to him. She put her hand down and slowly nodded. “I think I do; if I thought this was some kind of a set up, I would kill you.”

“I know! That’s what I’m trying to say!” He held his hands out palms up. “Look; let’s go. I’ll have it out with Beau back at the hotel.”

Sophia leaned over the table looking from Matt to Elena. “Look, no harm no foul, okay? If you aren’t into this, that’s cool. Lots of people come to the club and never play. It’s just a sexy place to be for them. It spices up things...” her voice faded as she looked from Elena to Matt and back again.

He cocked his head at Sophia and wiped his mouth. What the hell was she doing at their table anyway? The realization hit him in the face like a punch from Rocky. Holy God, she and her husband were trying to pick up Elena? Oh my God!

His brain went into overload as his head swivelled from his wife to this other woman. Elena had looked totally hot in her skirt, blouse and blazer back at the hotel, but now, she almost looked like a schoolteacher sitting next to Sophia who was porn star hot in that little red dress and those oh-so-high heeled fuck me shoes. His eyes drank in Sophia’s legs, focusing on how that muscle on her thigh flexed when she adjusted her position in the chair. And she had been hitting on his wife?

Oh my Gaaaawd!

Stop it dude!

But it was the truth! He didn’t know if he was going to crap his pants in fear of Elena’s wrath or pop a hard on thinking of these two women going at it.

He looked at Elena; she was pretty calm; and that frightened him. She was just being polite in public, but when she got him alone he was going to be dead. She felt his eyes on her and tilted her head up at him, her face a blank. He had one last chance, so he sputtered:

“You want to come honey? Shit! I mean go! You want to go now?” His voice hadn’t cracked like that since he was twelve years old.

She gave her head a small shake. “No, we’re staying.”

“What?” His ears began buzzing and his knees got weak. He grasped the edge of the table.

“Why do I have to keep repeating myself? Let’s check this place out a little bit.”

He stared at his wife stupefied. All he could do was open and close his mouth.

Sophie patted Elena’s hand. “Hey, I’m sorry if we came on too strong. Actually, when Chris and I first saw you, we thought you were a Unicorn. And now...” She looked down at the table. “Well, you didn’t even know it was a couples club.”

Elena looked over at Sophia. “That’s the second time I heard that term ‘Unicorn’. Someone else thought that was what I was.” Again, her face was a blank slate, unreadable.

Sophia laughed. “It’s a fantasy for lots of us. Meeting the single woman who’s out for a good time with couples. It’s no wonder that someone else hit on you before me. You’re a beautiful woman.”

“Thanks, I think...?” Elena’s voice was soft and her face grew pinker looking down into her drink.  She looked over and at Matt.

“For real?” he said. “You don’t mind hanging out here?”

“No, I’m good.” Turning back to Sophia, she added, “As long as we don’t have to do anything with anybody...”

“No thanks means No,” she replied with a smile.

Elena smiled. “And the uterus really does rule, huh?”

“Yeah, the women pretty much make all the decisions in the lifestyle when it comes to who plays with who.” She cocked her head at Matt. “Your husband’s probably like most guys—randy and virile. He needs a smart wife to keep him in check.”

“You’ve only just met him and you know him so well!” The two women laughed.

Matt was silent watching their exchange. Elena turned to him and said, “It’s a strange city, no one knows us, so there’s nothing to be embarrassed about. The music is good and we both like to dance, I think I’m okay with staying, at least for a little while.”

Matt nodded his head and looked at his wife with love and admiration. A lot of other wives probably would have stormed out but not Elena. She had guts. Plus she was probably as curious as he was.

A man who looked to be in his late forties but carrying himself in a smooth athletic way approached the table with a couple of drinks. Sophia put her hand on his arm and turned to Matt and Elena. “Chris, this is Elena’s husband Matt.”

He set the drinks down and reached for Matt’s hand, gripping it firmly in his handshake. Before he had a chance to say the usual pleasantries like ‘nice to meet you’ Sophia pulled on his arm, reaching up to speak softly in his ear.

Chris’s eyes ping-ponged from Elena to Matt and he nodded his head. He sat down between the two women and his fingers drummed on the table. “Well...” He looked over at Matt. “I hope you have a good time tonight, even if this isn’t what you had expected.”

He took a long sip of his drink and then exhaled loudly. “I remember my first time coming to a club.” He smiled looking from Elena to Matt and then settled his gaze on Sophia. “Remember sweetie? We were both so nervous, thinking everyone was hitting on us, even though they were just being nice and having a good time.”

She laughed and nodded her head, running her hand up his arm. “Yeah. Even the women were checking me out. I didn’t know what to do, where to look.” She turned to Elena. “Just be friendly and if anyone asks you to do anything you don’t want to, just say no thanks. Believe me, people show respect here.” She leaned closer to Elena and spoke softly, “This is weird I know, but I feel less jealous here than when we go to a straight club and women give Chris the eye. At least here I know, that the woman is happily married and looking for some fun, not an affair.”

Matt thought back to the scene at Brandie’s where they’d both been jealous and pissed off with each other. So, Sophia wasn’t threatened by some woman wanting to fuck her husband? Elena would be fit to be tied if that was the case. And glancing over at the older, yet handsome man, he wasn’t sure he’d like the idea of this guy making out with Elena. To each their own.

That was probably why Beau had said have an open mind. That bastard had probably known about this club and got the wrong idea. He’d have something to say to him the next day...or maybe not, Depended on how the evening went.

Elena finished her drink and reached for the second one. Oh Boy. She’d better slow down if she was going to last the night. But after finding out what this place actually was, how could he blame her?

He looked across the table at Chris. “So, how did you two get into this kind of thing?”

Chris laughed. It was deep and infectious and the look on his face was friendly. “Is that another way of saying ‘What’s a nice couple like you doing in a place like this?’”

Sophia gave his arm a soft swat and looked at Matt, answering the question. “We were experimenting, trying different things out to spice up our sex life. We tried BDSM but it really wasn’t our thing. Some of it is interesting but we’re not into pain, just pleasure. Plus the people there were way too serious for us. It works for them but not us.”

Elena sat forward. “I read a book about that. Interesting but can’t see the point of all that beating and power tripping. So you’ve been doing this a while. Don’t you ever get jealous? I don’t think I could do that.”

Matt looked over at his wife. The double vodka had relaxed her just enough that she wasn’t nervous about asking questions.

Chris’s face was serious, his eyes intent when he fielded that question. “This isn’t something a couple does without talking everything out. You have to be totally dialled in to each other, and respect any, and I mean ANY negative feelings. If Sophia said, ‘let’s go home’. I wouldn’t question her or try to dissuade her, I’d just go.” He brushed his hands together, emphasizing the point.

Sophia laughed and it was like the tinkling of bells. “Actually in this milieu, the women call the shots. I love that.”

Matt sat back, watching Sophia and Chris. The way they were talking, so casual and matter of fact, they could be explaining the rules of a card game.

He looked around at the dance floor where a few more couples had joined the ladies already there. Movement near the back of the floor caught his eyes. A platinum blonde woman in a black bra and mini-skirt was twirling on a gleaming brass pole, the platform under her feet elevated about a foot above the wooden floor. Holy shit! He’d seen strippers of course, and that was definitely a stripper pole.

The woman now wrapped her legs around the pole, falling back at the waist, her long silvery hair swishing the floor behind her. Another woman, a petite Asian joined her, holding the pole in one hand, while extending a fishnet stockinged leg high and to the side. The women were really into treating the long pole as a phallic symbol, rubbing their bodies along it like cats in heat. He blinked a couple of times, hardly believing that he was actually here, at a swinger’s club. 

At Elena’s hand on his leg, Matt turned in time to see Sophia and Chris stand up and make their way to the dance floor. Great. Now he could talk to his wife and take her temperature on being there. “What do you think? Are you still okay with staying for a while?”

From the flush in her cheeks and her smile it was obvious that the vodka was catching up with her. She leaned closer, “Totally. I can’t believe we’re at a club like this. Just don’t get any ideas about fucking anyone else and we’ll be fine. It sure explains the way women are dressed.”

That was the truth. “Don’t worry, we stick together like glue tonight.” He squeezed her hand and nodded his head to the side. “Let’s dance.” Her eyes lit up and she slid from the stool to her feet.

They got to the floor just as one song was ending, and a roar from the crowd exploded at the opening chords of the next number; one he wasn’t familiar with. Judging from the rush of people to the floor, it was a popular one with the crowd. He’d never heard it before, but the primal, basic beat and the almost tinny vocal track was mesmerizing.

Every single person in the bar, the ones on the dance floor, the people standing and sitting around the edge, even the people lined up at the bar all roared out in one voice when the chorus came:

I WANT TO FUCK YOU LIKE AN ANIMAL!

I WANT TO FEEL YOU FROM THE INNN…SIDE!

Whoa… talk about plain speaking soundtrack! He looked into Elena’s eyes.

She licked her lips and he got an instant chubs.

A young woman in a short leather skirt and bustier, dancing next to him turned and thrust her ass into her partner’s groin, bending at the waist while the guy held her hips, jerking his crotch against her butt. He could feel his own cock get thicker watching them pantomime fucking while moving in time to the beat.  And they weren’t the only ones making sexual overtures to the music. It was like a mating call, that song.

He looked to the side where Elena was watching a couple of women, kissing, their hands roaming freely over each other’s bodies from boobs to ass while their partners danced near them, their gaze never wavering from the lesbo scene. Oh fuck! This was unbelievably hot.

When the song ended, Elena laughed and grabbed his hand, leading him back to the table. The DJ, who was stationed above the crowd off to the corner of the room, made an announcement that got whoops and yells from the crowd. It was hard to understand what he had said, but it sure got the crowd even more fired up.

Sophia and Chris were at the table, big grins on their faces watching the dance floor.

Elena took her seat and leaned over the table to be heard above the din. “What’s happening?”

Sophia looked over at her and laughed. “Body shots! One of the bartenders pours booze on whoever volunteers and people lick it off. It’s wild!”

Matt’s eyes were like marbles watching the line-up of people and a vinyl covered gurney being wheeled onto the dance floor. The bartender raised the bottle high and a woman wearing only a G string seemed to come out of nowhere. Her long dark hair swayed from side to side as she scampered over to the table and hopped on. Oh my God, she was totally naked up top, her tea cup sized breasts pert as she lay back.

The crowd of people chanted “Body shot, body shot,” while the bar tender raised the bottle over her and poured liquid over her chest and down to where the G string started. He held up his other hand, motioning with five fingers, the number of people in the line who could come over. Immediately, three women in skimpy dresses and a couple of guys, their shirts splayed open raced over. They took positions on each side of her and dipped their heads, licking the tequila from her body.

It was crazy, the way the crowd cheered and the music soared in the background adding to the noise.

Matt couldn’t help but laugh, caught up in the fun of the spectre. He took a long sip of his drink and glanced over to Elena. She was absolutely mesmerized by the sight on the dance floor.

The young woman’s hands drifted on the heads of the people cleaning her with their tongues. Oh my God. What would that feel like to be centre stage and the focus of so much sexual energy? This place was incredible. 

Elena’s hand was warm on his leg watching the woman get up, to be immediately replaced by a bare-chested thirty something year old guy. He was clean shaven, even to the nakedness of his torso, grinning as he stretched out on the cushioned gurney. This time it was only girls who answered the bar tender’s call for volunteers to lap the liquor off. So, bi-sexuality only applied to women at this club?

He was good with that, if that was the case.

Matt’s head turned at the movement beside him, the platinum pole dancer appearing, leaning down to kiss Sophia’s lips. Behind her, a sandy haired man hovered, reaching across to shake Chris’s hand. When the pole dancer woman pulled back and smiled at him, Matt had a hard time looking into her eyes and avoiding the plush swell of her breasts barely covered in the lacy black bra.

Sophia rose to her feet and whispered something in her girlfriend’s ear. The woman’s eyebrows rose and she nodded a few times. Sophia then sat back down and turned to Matt and Elena. “Eva, this is Matt and Elena.” She turned slightly when Eva’s husband leaned over to kiss her cheek. “And this is Frank, Eva’s husband.”

Elena reached across and shook Eva’s hand. “It’s appropriate I guess, you being here. Eva being in Eden.” She giggled and then took Frank’s hand. “Nice to meetcha.”

No more double vodka’s for Elena. She was definitely feeling the effects, her words a little slurred. 

Eva stood close to him, so close he could feel her body heat and smell the sweet perfume rising from her breasts. He glimpsed sideways while she was taking to Sophia. If they were at a beach or swimming pool he wouldn’t think anything of the fact that she wore a bra, but here, in a dance club it was alluring as hell, especially with the leather mini skirt. Elena’s eyes were wide but she was still smiling watching the new couple.

She leaned across the table speaking to Sophia and Eva. “So, the four of you...” She smiled and paused before continuing, her hands rotating at the end of her wrists. “You...you know?” Even in the low lighting of the bar, her cheeks colored.

Eva’s fingers stroked Sophia’s shoulder and she pulled the dark haired woman closer until her head rested on the side of her breast. “We play together, if that’s what you mean.”

As if to underscore this, Sophia turned her head and nuzzled Eva’s breasts.

Holy fuck! If that’s playing, he couldn’t wait to see them get serious! This was almost too much, especially when Eva’s hip brushed his thigh standing so close. And their husbands smiled softly watching their wives, giving approval with slight nods. Matt squirmed on the stool, easing closer to Elena. The jolt of pleasure in his cock was now constrained by the crease of tight fabric, bordering on uncomfortable.

Elena’s eyes were so big they were almost popping out to her cheekbones. It might be a good idea to get her away from the table for a little while. It probably was for him too. They needed to catch their breath.

And Elena wasn’t going to kill him! Yay!

“Let’s dance, Elena.” He rose and took her hand, leading her to the dance floor. It was funny. It wasn’t as crowded anymore. Even on the dance floor, only four couples swayed seductively to the music.

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her. Not a quick peck, but a long slow kiss, his tongue caressing hers. Their bodies were pressed tightly together, his groin pushing into her tummy. His hands cupped her ass, kneading the flesh in his palms as they moved. Compared to the antics of the other couples on the floor it was tame, but it was something they’d never done in public. Whether it was the vodka or the lusty atmosphere, it didn’t matter. It was wicked fun. Elena moaned her approval.

He glanced over her shoulder and saw Eva and Frank pull up chairs, joining their table.  He smiled and felt another tingle of pleasure fill his cock. There was no way, he and Elena would join the others sexually but it was fun to be near them—find out how the other half lived. Hell, they might never have this chance again.

When they turned in time to the music, Elena rose on her toes to whisper in his ear. “Looks like Eva and Frank are joining us.”

Matt pulled her closer and murmured, “Is that okay with you? We can try to find someplace else to sit if you’d like.” Much as he liked the idea of Eva sitting next to him, if Elena wanted to pull the pin, he’d do it. Had she seen him ogle Eva’s breasts?

She laughed and shook her head. “No. I’m fine. It’s just so crazy being here. Not exactly something I’d share with my BFF though.” She reached up and kissed his lips slowly. “Let’s go back and see what they’re talking about.”

Matt noticed Eva and Sophia getting up and sauntering over to the dance floor. “Not yet.” He jerked his head to the side, indicating the two women. If what they’d done at the table was any sort of warm-up, there was no way he wanted to miss them on the dance floor.


Chapter 8

I kissed a girl and I liked it

The taste of her cherry chapstick

I kissed a girl just to try it

I hope my boyfriend don’t mind

It felt so wrong

It felt so right

Don’t mean I’m in love tonight

I kissed a girl and I liked it (I liked it)

—Katy Perry, I Kissed a Girl

At Matt’s words, Elena turned to watch Eva and Sophia walk onto the dance floor. Another slow song filled the air and the two women moved close together, their arms around each other’s bodies. Elena made no attempt to hide the fact that she was watching them closely. Hell, in that place, it would be weird to NOT look.

Eva’s back was to Elena, her long platinum hair shimmering in the colored prisms of light from the glass ball overhead, flowing over the band of her bra. Her flesh was smooth and taut above the waistband of the black skirt, the edge of hem barely covering the fullness of her ass, revealing the under creases, like the curve of a smile. Her legs were bare, ending in the spiked heels.

They had their hands on each other’s waists, gliding them up and down the sides of their hips as they swayed and thrust in time to the music. The way they moved together was soft and sultry; they were seducing each other as their hands skimmed lightly over flesh. Elena barely breathed watching them, feeling a warmth in her pussy.

This was the second time tonight she’d felt that, being aroused by another woman. Her face became warm and she looked away for a few moments. She’d never had sexual feelings for other women. What was going on tonight? It had to be the uninhibited sexual atmosphere of the place. It would even get to a monk!

When she turned to watch them again, the breath caught in her chest. Sophia’s hands had lifted from Eva’s hips and now cupped the blonde woman’s breasts, her eyes staring down at her partner’s chest. Slowly she kissed Eva’s neck and kept lowering her face until her lips skimmed the swell of Eva’s breast above the lacy edge of the bra.

There was clench of arousal between Elena’s legs when Sophia pushed the cup of the bra down and took the other woman’s nipple in her mouth. From the thickness of Matt’s cock pressing into her stomach, it was obvious he was watching too.

Her knees became weak and she faltered in her step when Sophia’s hand slipped under Eva’s skirt. From the way her wrist moved, she was masturbating Eva right there on the dance floor! Elena’s mouth dropped when Eva looked over and their eyes met. With slow deliberate seduction, Eva’s tongue rolled over her lips, all the while maintaining eye contact with Elena.

Elena’s heart raced in her chest and her face was a burning ember watching the two women, but she couldn’t look away. Thank God Matt was holding her tight or she would have stumbled when Eva’s bra slid down, baring her chest for all the world to see. Her breasts were fleshy and full, topped with stiff nipples, the color of milk-chocolate. Matt was no longer moving, the two of them just swaying slightly watching the women fondle one another.

When the song ended, Eva made no move to pull her bra up but in a flash of her hands removed it completely. Elena gulped when Eva smiled at her and led Sophia off the dance floor. Oh my God, they would have to sit at the table with a topless Eva and...and...Oh my God. It was crazy! Was this even happening?

She took Matt’s hand and this time it was she who led the way back to the table. But instead of letting her husband—he was after all a red blooded male!—sit next to Eva, she took that seat. On the other side Sophia was still caressing Eva, softly rubbing her thigh.

Chris and Frank grinned at each other and took a long sip of their drinks. Holy shit. They were totally okay with this. Frank even looked proud of his wife sitting there topless. Matt would kill her if she even thought of doing that.

Wouldn’t he?

It dawned on her— she didn’t really know. She thought she did… but did she really? Watching Matt steal glances at Eva made her unsure.

Sophia leaned over the table and looked at Elena and Matt. “A lot of people are playing in the back area now. Actually, we’re probably going to go back there soon.”

Elena’s gaze took in the two husbands and Sophia. “The back area?” Her voice came out as a squeak. She cleared her throat and repeated the question. THAT had to be where all of this was leading. The orgy in the back.

“We also call it the playroom, Elena!” Chris laughed and put his arm around his wife. “You’re free to check it out. There’s no obligation to partake, and it’s pretty hot watching. That’s all we did when we first came to the club.”  

“I’m ready if you are.” It was Eva, getting to her feet and polishing off her drink.

Without waiting for anyone to agree, she walked away from the table. Immediately, the other three rose. But before she left, Sophia leaned over the table and smiled at Elena and Matt. “It was nice meeting you. I hope one day, we’ll see you here again.” She slid a card across the table at Elena.

Elena nodded and picked it up. Their full names and phone number met her eyes. She glanced at Matt who was gazing at the three people following Eva down the corridor next to the dance floor and then through an archway. That was where everything happened.

Back there.

In the ‘Play Room’.

Elena turned to look at Matt. From the look on his face, he was only waiting for her to say yes. They’d come to this club not knowing what it was but now that they were here, in another city...Her gut tightened at the thought. Who would know? It would just be her and Matt. From the eagerness in his eyes, he was as curious as she was. 

Matt reached for her hand and held it. “What are you thinking?”


Chapter 9

Breaking all the rules when we get together

Anything at all, are you ready to do

Breaking all the rules we can run away

Just me and you, oh, oh, oh

— Breaking All the Rules, She Moves

Matt could tell by the look in his wife’s eyes that she was sitting on the fence. Just the slightest of nudges and she’d be willing to follow the others into the back to see the action. There was no way they’d participate but hell, now that they were there, they’d be silly not to see everything.

He stood up and looked down at her. “C’mon Babe. You know you want to.” As for him, he’d been thick so many times since they’d got there, it felt like his underwear was sticking to him from all the drizzle. And if he wasn’t mistaken, Elena was feeling it too!

Her eyes twinkled and a small smile twitched in the corners of her lips as she rose to her feet. “Just a quick peek couldn’t hurt.”

Her hand was hot and moist in his as he led the way down the space next to the dance floor. The archway before them was a door to another dimension, where anything could happen. Normally he’d be embarrassed to be hard in public; but here it was totally cool. He led the way, following the compass of his cock.

When he stepped through the archway there was a narrow corridor ahead of them, with the bathrooms. They walked past and through another door to an area lined with metal lockers and low wooden benches. Pristine white towels were draped on the benches at intervals. There was only one more door to go through. He turned to look back at Elena.

“You ready?”

“Yes. Scared to death, but yes!”

He snorted. “You sound like a turned on virgin!” She swatted at him playfully.

“Oh, and you’re not nervous, Matt?”

He snorted again. “You kidding? I’m every bit as antsy as you are!”

“Then let’s go before we lose our nerve.”

He squeezed her hand and they entered. The lighting was low and the air filled with the sounds of lovemaking—soft slapping of flesh on flesh, and murmurs of pleasure. He stopped and gazed around, waiting for his eyes to adjust. 

It was a large room, bordered on three sides with beds and curtained closures. In the center was a low king sized platform where two couples were entangled. Two couples were side by side making love. The two women were laying on their backs, halfway turned to each other, kissing deeply. Their legs were clamped around their partners who were thrusting in and out of them with a steady, relentless rhythm.

Holy fuck! It was totally awesome. They were only a few feet away from Elena and him, so close that you could almost reach out and touch them. It was like stepping onto the set of a porn flick but better because these were real life people, not actors and actresses posing and acting the part.

The couples were probably in their thirties or forties, the women with a little extra steerage and the abs of the men were way past a six pack. But the way they kissed, the guys’ eyes softly hooded as they thrust into their partners, watching the women caress was totally hot. Matt glanced at Elena and smiled seeing her lips part and eyes widen as she took in the tableau before them.

Matt squeezed her hand and led the way past the bed, suddenly conscious that they were openly gaping at the sexual scene. But if they hadn’t wanted to be watched why hadn’t they gone to one of the side areas?

To their left was the startling white hair of a woman who could only be Eva, her back to Matt and Elena. She was squatted down, straddling a man’s legs, and from the way she moved up and down, it was apparent that she was breakin’ eight on his cock. When Matt stepped closer Chris’s face showed he was the bronco with no wish to throw his sexy rider.

Next to them, Frank was sprawled on his back while Sophia’s head covered his crotch. It was mind blowing that the two couples they’d had drinks with were having sex with each other’s partners, so open and free. Frank’s gaze lifted from Sophia and his eyes met Matt’s. From the smile on his lips, Matt could tell that he had no problem with them watching the action. A thrill of pleasure tingled in Matt’s cock watching Sophia suck Frank, her mouth wide, bobbing up and down, while her naked ass was lifted in the air, so ready to be filled.

Holy fuck, this was hot. His cock had become so hard that it was making his pulse pound in his ears. He pulled Elena in front of him so that her back and ass tucked into his body, watching the action on the bed. She must have felt it too, rubbing her ass against his throbbing meat, her breath ragged.

He almost lost it when Sophia rose and swung her leg over Frank, facing Matt and Elena. Her dark locks fell over her shoulders as she fisted Frank’s cock, aiming it into her opening and lowering onto it, impaling herself on his shaft. The flesh of her breasts undulated with each rise and fall of her hips, their sway adding to the intensity of each rolling motion. She bit her lower lip in pleasure when Frank’s hand came around her waist, his fingers stroking the top of her pussy. She leaned her head forward to watch his fingers play and cock stroke in and out of her; her eyes taking on an almost drunken intensity.

Elena sighed and squirmed against him, pressing harder onto his shaft. She began to roll her hips, nuzzling his shaft into the crack of her ass. He circled her with his arms and began to grind firmly into her flesh. Sophie raised her head and focused on them; her mouth curved into a depraved, wicked smile as she watched them watch her get well and truly fucked.

The sounds of pleasure, moans and sighs were definitely getting to Elena as well as Matt. He looked around, anywhere there might be a vacant bed. Spotting one nearby, he pulled Elena to it. She scrambled onto the soft surface and rolled over onto her back. He placed his knee on the edge of the bed and pulled the curtain shut. Their agreement to ‘not do anything’ had been brushed away by the raw desire that had enveloped each of them. 

Elena lifted her ass and tore her panties off, watching his hands loosen his belt and undo his fly. She licked her lips when his cock bobbed heavy and free. Her tongue continued to slide over her lips as she spread her legs wide, opening herself. Oh God, he wanted her, his cock oozing pre-cum, yearning to fuck and get release. Her hips rocked up and down in small thrusts, a cunt aching for cock to fill her. 

With shaking fingers, he held his cock, as he clambered forward between her splayed thighs. Resting it against her opening, he fell forward. Her cunt was hot and slippery on his shaft. He thrust his hips, pounding his rod deep inside, lost in the rut, male claiming female. She too was animal heat, her fingers clawing at his back, the other hand sneaking between their groins to tease her hot button of lust, hips jerking upward at each hard thrust to claim it deep into her belly.

“Fuck! Yeah, yeah..!” His eyes squeezed shut... the first spurt of joy, electric and hot shooting deep. He gulped air and jerked forward again, the only consciousness of being—his cock, thick and pulsing hotness...lost in ecstasy...delirious lust. Again....Again...

A gush of fast breath burst from parted lips, and he gasped again, opening his eyes to adore her. His wife, his mate. “Oh God, baby.” The words were whispered into her neck.

“Fuck Matt.” Her fingers were soft and light on his back. She turned her head and whispered into his ear. “That was so fucking intense.” She sighed and there was a low murmur in her throat, a purr of spent pleasure.

For a few minutes they just laid in each other’s arms, their hearts slowing to a normal rhythm, listening to the sounds of pleasure surrounding them. He kissed her gently and rolled onto his side, his belt buckle tinkling. He hadn’t felt the kind of urgency to fuck her since they’d first dated. It was kind of like being a teenager again, a walking hard-on who could fuck at the drop of a hat...he smiled...or the drop of panties. What the hell was that all about? THIS PLACE!  Hell yes.

She giggled and then whispered into his ear. “We’re coming here again. Forget Florida, I’ll take Eden.”


Chapter 10

She said “Sex me up

And I’ll sex you down

Whatever you want

Is my Command

—Datarock  Sex Me Up

Elena held Matt’s hand in the cab, driving back to the hotel. She was still in a daze at how horny she was after watching people having sex in the club. If Matt hadn’t dragged her off to the bed when he did, she was sure she would have raped him—she wanted sex that much! It had been a long time since she’d felt that kind of hunger. Sex was usually good but that was fucking raw. Scary good. Her pussy was still tingling for more.

When they entered the hotel room, she scrambled out of her coat and dress, kicking her heels off. When she turned, Matt was doing the same, his eyes wandering over her body like he’d never seen her naked before. It was like that for her as well. His cock, which she’d sucked fucked and adored for years was like a new toy at Christmas. She couldn’t take her eyes off it, especially now that it was dark and sooo thick!

She stepped towards him, closing her fingers around his shaft, gently pulling him along as she walked backwards to the side of the bed. His hands cupped her breasts, kneading hard the flesh in his palm, his fingers pinching and pulling at her nipples, causing fresh quivers of lust to tickle warmly in her clit.

The room was softly lit from the streetlights outside, giving it the same ambiance present in the room at the club. Don’t say anything. It was a plea in her mind that on some level he must have intuited. He stayed silent, his face dark, eyes hungry. A fantasy born from the depths of lust at Eden, two strangers coming together to fuck.

His hands pushed her back and down onto the bed before lifting her and throwing her higher on the cushioned surface. He placed his knee on the bed, brushing the inside of her thigh, his gaze focused on her pussy. She rose, propping herself up on an elbow, her other hand reaching out to grasp his shaft. But again he pushed her, until she was forced back, laying sprawled on the bed. His dominance and control released something deep inside her mind... a decadent, delicious, surrender.

He was now crouched between her legs and edging closer, until the satin firmness of his cock slid over her clit. Her arms rose and rested on the bedspread above her head, open like Venus on a half shell to him, this stranger.

At the thrill of pleasure in her clit, his cock vibrating and softly teasing, she sighed. Her eyes closed, obliterating everything but the pleasant sensation sparking in her clit, the muscles in her cunt tightening, yearning for more. A picture of Sophia laying back on Frank, impaled on his cock flitted through her mind, made her ass tighten, rocking her pussy higher. A low moan, a cry for more rumbled in her throat, but still he toyed with her.

He shoved his cock lower to her opening and she thrust her hips, her body begging to be filled, to be fucked but he slid it higher again. The bastard was playing with her, making her legs quiver, her cunt wet with longing. Her hips rocked up and down, her body ravenous for his cock to fuck her...

“Unh...” It escaped her lips, his cock now deep inside, punching her cervix with pain and pleasure. Pain shot through her hips and ass in the hard grip of his fingers, holding her firmly, her cunt a soft wet target for his shaft.

With each pounding thrust the wiry hair of his pubic bone scraped the sensitive nub of her flesh, driving her wild with its teasing pleasure. Unlike the hot urgency of earlier at the club, this time she wanted it to last...to be fucked and fucked until she couldn’t take it anymore. The hard club inside her hole filled and stretched her in wicked new ways. This stranger fucking her blind, his fingers digging into her flesh, claiming his pleasure in her body, making her moan and cry for more.

His hand clamped onto her breast, fingers digging in. Her head flew back at the sharp pain and she gasped. He yanked his hand away; having ratcheted her senses up to an even higher level. The pleasure flowing through her hips intensified from hot slipperiness to a molten flow.  Her body was on fire, craving more, craving harder, craving faster. Her legs curled over his backside, gripping and pulling him deeper into her. Her teeth clenched and relaxed in perfect timing with the spasms in her cunt... those muscles hotly consuming, devouring his cock.... “Oh fuck me...” hissed through her teeth... the first wave of lust gushing slippery over him.

His thrusts became fast, an industrial piston hammering into her, riding the tsunami of pleasure where they joined. The hot incense of their passion filled her nostrils, hips humping up to meet his. Her legs shook, muscles tight and straining as another wave of bliss claimed her soul. She reached for him, her hand slithering around to fondle and cup the tight sack of his balls. With a grunt, he jerked hard high into her, one final thrust shooting his load deep in the slick velvet of her cunt.

His head dropped forward and he sucked in a lungful of air, before smiling looking down at her. “Fuck woman! You’re killin’ me!” He gave a short laugh and eased back, releasing the combined warmth of their lust over her pussy lip and into the hollow where her thigh began.

She snorted and then with a gusty, deep throated laugh, she hugged his body to hers. “Hey Matt...what did you expect? Take me to a swinger’s club and...and...”

“I know. I don’t know whether to kill Beau or kiss him.” He rolled off and lay beside her.

“Do you think he thought we were swingers’ looking for some action?” She rose to prop her upper body on her elbow and grinned at him, her blue eyes twinkling in the low light.

“I don’t know, but you know what?” He reached to caress her cheek.

“What?”

“I think we’ve got to think seriously about going again. I mean...even if all we ever do is this, fuck each other like minx, I’m good.”  His smile was warm, looking intently into her eyes.

“I’m still gob-smacked about all this. I mean, of course I’ve heard of swingers but to actually go to a club where they’re fucking each other and...and...the dancing, the clothes.”

“Or lack thereof.” He chuckled and rose to his feet, tugging at the covers of the bed.

“Next time, I’m wearing something really sexy.” She knee walked up the bed and snuggled under the covers next to him.

He pulled her close to him and caressed her back with his fingers. “Next time? So, you’re really okay with doing this again?”

She pulled back and looked at him. “Aren’t you?”

He grinned and shook his head. “Hey! You heard Sophia. In this game, the women call the shots. If you want to go, I guess I’ll take one for the team.”

The smile left her face and her lips were tight, raising her hand to sock him on the arm. He grabbed her and the two of them hugged, laughing for a few moments.

“You’re such a martyr.” She turned her head and looked up into his eyes once more. “Seriously though...remember what Chris said? We have to be totally onside with each other going there. I know I’m not ready to see you fuck another woman. Maybe I won’t ever be ready.”

When he didn’t answer her, she pulled back and shook his shoulder with her hand. “Hello? Now is not the time to clam up. I need to know what you’re thinking.”

He sighed and turned to her. “I’m conflicted. About you with another guy, I mean. On the one hand, I think it would kill me to see that but on the other...picturing you with some guy we don’t know, some faceless stranger fucking your ass off...” He took a deep breath. “Well...it’s hot.” He took her hand and pulled it to his crotch.

OhmyGod! After getting off twice in the space of as many hours and he was getting hard again? He sure wasn’t lying about what he’d said.

He rubbed his fingers on top of her hand and said quietly “Actually, I think to start, seeing you with another woman would be fine.”

Her eyes went wide staring at him. “Fine? It would be fine with you to start? Do I have any say in this?”

He sat up and placed his hand on her shoulder, rubbing it softly. “Of course you do! I guess I’m being too honest here. It’s a male fantasy, you know that. There’s always girl on girl in porn flicks.” He turned his head and looked her straight in the eye. But listen—if you don’t want to, that’s okay.”

She sighed and looked down at the covers for a moment. “Okay. Since we’re being honest...when Sophia and Eva were dancing, kissing and fondling each other, it was hot for me too.” She looked up into his eyes. “I’ve never thought of being with another woman. Actually I was surprised at how turned I was.”

She settled down into the bed again and snuggled close to his body. If she was going to try it, it would have to be with someone like Eva or Sophia. Someplace way away from home where no one would ever know her. After ten minutes or so, she drifted off to sleep, to thrash and turn in her dreams of Eva.


Chapter 11

Every man has a place

In his heart there’s a space

And the world can’t erase his fantasies

Take a ride in the sky

On our ship, fantasize

All your dreams will come true right away

--Earth, Wind and Fire, Fantasies

Driving home the next day, Matt shifted in the seat every so often. Not that he was complaining. What guy pushing forty would complain that his dick was sore from fucking like a tomcat for the last twenty-four hours? And to think it had been his wife of fourteen years that he’d done it with. He’d woke half-way through the night and they’d had another go at it and then again first thing in the morning. It was a good thing they were due home that day or they’d probably still be in bed, fucking again.

Elena sat as close to him as her seat belt would allow, casually resting her hand on his thigh. “I can see why people go to places like that. Look at how pumped we were, even though we’ve been married so long. It’s a shot of adrenaline in the sex drive.”

“So, just to be clear...you really want to go again?” He glanced over at her and smiled before turning back to the road.

She nodded and grinned at him. “Absolutely. Even if it’s just us, dressing sexy, dirty dancing and then just us together in the play area, I’m totally good with that.” She looked down at her lap and she toyed with a hangnail on her finger, looking so shy all of a sudden. Even her cheeks flushed pink. “Maybe I’ll try dancing with Sophia.” She looked up and smiled. “I have their email and phone number, you know.”

He looked over at her quickly and his lips parted. Holy fuck. She really was serious about this. And Sophia. Oh boy. He’d give his left nut to be able to see Elena and Sophia get it on. It put a whole new spin on Paul McCartney’s song ‘Ebony and Ivory’ with Elena’s fair skin, blonde hair and Sophia being a dusky Latino type with soft brunette curls. “We should send them an email. If we’re going back at that club, I’d like to hook up with them.”

When he saw her head swivel quickly around to watch him, he added, “Not hook up as in fuck them, but you know...have a drink together and chat.”

She nodded and for the next few miles she was quiet. He was going to leave all contact with Sophia and Chris up to Elena. In fact, much as he wanted to go to that club again, he was going to leave that up to her as well. This kind of thing was like playing with dynamite. One wrong move and it could blow up in your face.

He shook his head and grinned thinking of Beau that morning when they’d checked out. That son of a bitch. Beau had been expecting some kind of story, pulling him aside out of earshot of the other desk clerks. But there was no way he’d ever get into that with Beau. ‘Beau Knows’ huh? Beau already knew too much. Did Beau take his wife there? Probably.

At the exit for Black Rapids up ahead, he turned on the signal light and merged into the exit lane. It was such a sleepy Ohio city that probably stuff like swinger’s clubs were unheard of. No. If they were going to do this again, they’d have to go to the big city.

He looked over at Elena and smiled. Seeing her pensive look, her mind a million miles away, he thought once more what a lucky guy he was. Not only was she smart and pretty as hell, she was open minded. He couldn’t imagine any of their friends’ wives being so receptive to going to a club like that.

Certainly not Gwen, Dave’s wife. Sure she was a cute red head with a killer body but she was reserved. Even at the beach, she was modest in a one piece bathing suit that his mother could have sported. She was kind of stoop shouldered as well. It was probably a hangover from when she was a teenager, shielding the massive boobs from being gawked at.

Once more he glanced at Elena waiting for a break in the traffic to turn right onto the road home. Elena always dressed to impress, in the latest styles that were always flattering to her figure. Even at that club, where most of the women were wearing sexy, scanty clothes, Elena in her more conservative outfit had turned heads. She had curves in all the right places, that was for sure.

Ten minutes later he wheeled the truck into the double driveway in front of their two story brick home. The solar lights lining the walkway cast a golden glow from the shrubs they were tucked next to, a reminder of how short the daylight hours were becoming. Another month and it would be Christmas. He turned the engine off and turned to Elena. “You go on in. I’ll get the luggage.”

When he entered the house and set the luggage down on the tiled floor, Aria was walking down the circular staircase. “Hi Dad. How was New York?”

He shrugged the leather jacket off and hung it up in the closet next to him. “Busy. Fun.” He hugged her shoulder and kissed the top of her head as he walked by. “Did you have fun with your grandparents?”

“Yeah. I guess. Grandma taught me how to knit. I helped her make lasagne today.” Her voice drifted over his shoulder as he walked down the hallway to the kitchen. “Oh yeah, Walker had a girl over to watch a movie last night...downstairs...in the rec room...just the two of them.”   

Matt turned to face his daughter. She had dark hair just like his, and that same quirky grin that had always got him into so much trouble in high school. Much as he liked to know what was going on when he wasn’t around, he didn’t like how happy Aria was, taking trying to get Walker into trouble.  “That’s nice. What’d you do? Sit on the stairs and spy on them?”

“Next time you go away, can she stay over at Grandma’s? I can handle the place by myself. Plus, Grandpa’s so deaf you can’t hear yourself think when he watches TV.” Walker emerged from the kitchen holding an apple in his hand. He shoved past Aria, knocking her shoulder on the way by.

Elena appeared in the doorway and the smile she flashed him belied the sarcastic tone. “Home sweet home.” She looked at Aria. “Thanks for helping Mom with the lasagne. It looks pretty good.” She stepped towards Aria and placed her arm over her shoulder, leading her into the family room. “Now what’s this about your brother having a girlfriend?”

Walker shot his father a look, rolling his eyes before going up the stairs.

Matt’s gut tightened and he sighed. He’d known this day was coming, when the kids would start noticing the opposite sex, but twelve seemed too young. Maybe there was something to the thing he’d read about growth hormones in milk. When he was twelve he’d been all about sports, hockey, baseball, you name it, he played it. He’d never noticed girls until he was fifteen. He poured a tall glass of water and chugged it.

Aria’s voice could be heard from the other room. “Yeah. They were sitting really close and he had his arm around her. Grandma had gone up to bed and Grandpa was asleep watching TV. I don’t see how he’s allowed to have friends over when you’re away and I’m not. He’s only two years older than me. It’s not fair.”

Matt set the glass in the dishwasher and stood looking out the patio door leading to the backyard. A pile of leaves had fallen over the weekend. Maybe he’d get Walker to help rake them tomorrow evening. He could have a talk with his son, make sure he wasn’t getting ahead of himself with girls.

He shook his head. Crazy. After the weekend he’d had with Elena and now having to have that talk with his son. But the kid had inherited Elena’s looks with the big baby blue eyes and long eyelashes. His hair was on the longish side but it was the envy of his sister, golden with a slight wave. No doubt about it. The girls would be all over that boy like white on rice.

Better safe than sorry. He wandered into the family room and turned the TV on.


Chapter 12

If I only had one wish

Love would always be like this

Wishin’ on the stars above

Forbidden love

If I only had one dream

This would be more than it seems

Forbidden love (Forbidden love)

--Madonna, Forbidden Love

Elena settled into bed and took the laptop off the night stand, setting it on her lap. The sound of the shower and Matt’s off key voice singing drifted in from their en-suite bathroom.  She listened for a moment and then a soft chuckle erupted in her throat. There was just something totally wrong about a man singing that Madonna song, ‘Poppa Don’t Preach’. He was probably still thinking of Walker having a girl over on the weekend. He was getting way ahead of himself on that one.

She smiled and booted up the computer. Now that they were alone again, she was free to indulge her curiosity. Thank goodness for the internet. She could find everything there was to know about swingers. She typed in the search term ‘swinger sex’ and her head fell back against the head board at the number of hits that filled the screen. Videos? She clicked the link.

Holy fuck! Her jaw dropped at the pictures of naked men and women, amateurs with video links for each one. This was really popular and really out there in Germany! She looked across the room at the closed bedroom door. The kids were in bed and they never came in without knocking. Still....She hit the volume icon and turned it down low. She didn’t need to hear that. Plus it was probably in a foreign language so who cared?

Her finger shook a little as she hit the link opening the first video. It showed a group of six naked people, the women attractive and friendly with a few extra pounds, not fat, more like voluptuous. The guys were about the same, in their forties, some bald, some with a slight paunch but all with healthy sized cocks. It looked like they were in a hotel room or someone’s bedroom, all of them sharing a huge bed.

Her eyes were wide watching one of the women, with long dark hair; sprawl out on her back, legs wide revealing a clean shaven pussy, the lips glistening darkly. Another fair haired woman appeared and knelt on the floor, placing her fingers on the supine woman and spreading her pussy apart. The camera angle changed so that it was a side view of the blonde’s head lowering and her tongue extending to lick the other woman’s clit. Two of the guys knelt next to them, their hands caressing the women’s breasts.

At the warm tug in her pussy, Elena squeezed her legs together, giving in to the pleasure of her kegels tightening. The blonde woman inserted her fingers in the smooth puffy lips and thrust in and out, all the while lapping the brunette’s clit like a kitten at a bowl of cream. Oh fuck. Another tingle of pleasure filled her clit and she could feel herself becoming wet.

Now, one of the men rose and knee walked closer to the brunette’s head, holding his thick shaft in his fist, offering it for the woman to suck. The woman smiled and propped up on one elbow and took him deep into her throat, the other woman still at her pussy, slurping and playing with the budlike clit with her tongue.

Elena jumped when the bed next to her depressed and Matt slid in beside her.

“Mmm...I was hoping you’d do this. It’s pretty hot, isn’t it?”  He pushed the laptop to the side, so that it rested on one knee, while pulling her other knee towards him. He rolled over so that he was on his side, looking at the screen, his head at her elbow.

Oh God. This was naughty—the two of them watching real people having sex at an orgy. She sighed and her eyes closed for a moment when his finger gently stroked her pussy, probing inside to tease her clit. He knew exactly the way she liked to be touched, rubbing the underside of her nub, sending jolts of lust through her.

“Look at that woman’s tongue, licking that clit. It could almost be your clit, couldn’t it?” His whispered words, finger softly tormenting her nub, made her heart thud faster. He dipped his finger lower into the slippery wetness at her opening and returned to her hot spot once more. Faster and faster his finger vibrated her clit, sending fresh waves of lust through her cunt.

All the while the blonde on the screen licked and sucked the woman under her with a vengeance, bobbing her head, her tongue flying. Elena’s leg spread wider apart and Matt shifted and ducked under the covers. The hotness of his tongue on her...finger fucking and stretching her wider...OH FUCK!

The first shudder of ecstasy shot through her.  Hips rocking up and down...her hand pushing the back of his head harder onto her pussy.... Another wave of lust claimed her...eyes soft watching the two women... Her clit sucked into his mouth, tongue a whir...Oh God...She shuddered, her chest arching forward, caught in the throes of ecstasy.

Her hand pushed at his forehead. It was too much...the sensation was starting to border on pain now.

He moved to the side and his head appeared above the covers, his mouth slick and shiny from her juices. She gulped air, still panting to catch her breath. It had been so fast, so intense that it was surprising.   

She leaned over and kissed him, tasting the tingle of her orgasm on his tongue. She pulled back and looked into his eyes, a smile on her lips. “Now you.”

Matt reached over and shut the laptop, setting it on the table beside her. He held her shoulder and shook his head. “No. Tomorrow, but not tonight. You’ve just about wore the skin off it.” He pulled her into his arms and they snuggled close.

“That was nice. Think you could actually do that? Make out with a woman?” He rubbed her back, his voice a rumble against her cheek.

She was silent for a few moments, still coming down from the high where she’d been. When he’d been eating her out, for a few seconds she’d imagined she was the woman in the video, another woman licking her. That thought had been so decadent, it had been the final straw in putting her over the edge. The orgasm had been fast and furious, claiming her body and soul. It would be hot to have a woman lick her clit and finger her, but could she do the same to another woman? It would probably be expected.

“Yeah, if it were a woman doing it to me. I can see me fondling another woman’s boobs, touching her pussy but, going down on her? I’m not sure about that.”

He hugged her tight and kissed the top of her head. “If it were Eva or Sophia? Maybe then?”

She pictured Sophia, her back laying on Frank’s chest, her pussy spread wide with his cock deep inside her. The paler nub of her clit had been visible for a few moments. The woman was so fucking sexy, that with her, it might be possible. She pulled back and smiled at Matt. “It would have to be one of them, I think.”

“Mmm...Maybe you should send her an email.”  

She lay back down, settling into his arms. Maybe she would.


Chapter 13

Tell me what you want to hear

Something that will light those ears

Sick of all the insincere

So I’m gonna give all my secrets away

--OneRepublic,  Secrets

The next day, Matt managed to dodge Dave at work until quitting time. They’d been friends for eight years, ever since he’d taken the job with Warner’s Roofing. It wasn’t that he didn’t like him but he could be nosy. Matt was a terrible liar and Dave would definitely know something had happened on the weekend in the Big Apple.

On the way to the truck, his back stiffened when he heard Dave call out.

“Matt! Wait up!” The lumbering, stout body of his friend appeared at his side. His ham-like fist play punched Matt’s shoulder and Dave’s eyes crinkled in a smile. “So how was the weekend? You and Elena have fun?” He looked to the side and then leaned in to speak like a co-conspirator. “Nothing like hotel sex, is there? Especially with the X-rated movies and all.”

Matt sighed, smiling at his friend. “Is that all you think about? Elena and I took a bus tour of the city.” He reached for the handle of the truck’s door and turned his head. He had to shut this down right away and get the hell home. “It was relaxing, okay?”

“Come on. It’s Davey you’re talkin’ to. I’m sure you did more than just tour around. I remember the last time Gwen and I got away. She couldn’t walk straight for a week.” Dave leaned his back on the fender of the truck, grinning at Matt.

Matt shook his head and laughed. Sometimes the truth could be stranger than fiction. “We went to a swinger’s club and had wild monkey sex in an orgy. My dick’s so raw, it hurts to pee. How’s that?”

“Fuck off. Always the smart ass. Okay. Be like that. It’s the last time I’ll let you in on my love life.” Dave pushed himself off the truck and walked away, his shoulder slumped, shaking his head.

“Promise?” Matt laughed and got into the truck. Twenty minutes later he drove into the driveway of his home.

***

Elena stood outside the large plate glass window looking at the display. Her eyes narrowed and she could feel a gnawing worry in the pit of her stomach. With the economy the way it was, just really getting going again after the recession, the store needed some sparkle in the display to entice women to come in and open their wallets. The mannequins in the smart pencil skirts or slacks and mohair sweaters wasn’t going to do it. Sure Christmas presents were one thing but what about after, on New Year’s Eve?

She walked back inside and approached Amanda.  “I’d like to punch up the display. We can keep two of the mannequins the way they’re dressed but the other two....I think they have to be glitzy with a little sass, with a New Year’s theme.”

Amanda’s head pulled back watching her boss with eyebrows high. “Are you serious? This doesn’t sound like you. You usually cater more to the career woman’s wardrobe.”

Elena gazed at her friend and employee. Amanda had worked there for three years and they’d become friends even though there was at least eight years gap in their ages. Tall, and model thin, Amanda in her mid twenties pushed the envelope when it came to what she wore to work and even in her outlook. Of course she bought her work clothes at the store, she’d have to be a fool to take a pass on the deep discounts but she could take a simple black dress and accessorize it with outlandish scarves and jewellery and it always worked. It was why, when it came to designing the window display, Amanda was always in charge.

“I know. But I think we need to ramp up the sex appeal. Maybe next to the evening gown we display a model in sexy lingerie? Kind of a before and hopefully after...” Elena smiled and felt her face grow warm. The clothes the women at the club had worn had affected her more than she had realized maybe; but hell...why not? And if there could be just a hint that there was something... happening? between the two models, that might jar a woman’s curiosity enough that they’d come in the store, if only on some subliminal level.

Amanda’s dark eyes narrowed and her hand lifted to fluff long, glossy dark hair. Her manicured nails matched the color of full magenta colored lips, her high cheekbones accentuated by the blush of her cheeks. Yeah. No doubt about it. Amanda missed her calling. She should have been a model.

“Let’s try something a little avant-garde for a week or so and see how it goes. Are you giving me free rein with this?” Amanda looked down at her boss and the corners of her mouth curled up.

For a moment Elena was caught off kilter watching the devilry in her friend’s eyes and the twitch of her lips. For the first time she saw her sexually, not just as a friend and co-worker but noticing the cat-like slant of her eyes, the fullness of her lips and luxuriant hair falling over her slender shoulders. She pictured kissing Amanda, running her hands through the silken locks of hair.

She blinked a couple of times and looked down at the counter which they were standing behind. “Sorry, brain fart I guess. Sure. Do your magic and I’ll let you know if you’ve gone too far.” She turned and walked to the back of the store into the small office.

Oh God. She’d better get a grip on herself. Imagine, having sexual thoughts about her friend! It was that damned video last night.


Chapter 14

Gonna find my baby, gonna hold her tight

Gonna grab some afternoon delight

My motto’s always been ‘when it’s right, it’s right’

Why wait until the middle of a cold dark night?

When everything’s a little clearer in the light of day

And we know the night is always gonna be there any way

--Starland Vocal Band, Afternoon Delight

It was the weekend once more and Matt and Elena had the house to themselves. Walker had gone to the movies with his...ahem...friend and Aria was at her friend’s house for a sleep-over. After Matt dropped his daughter off, he parked the truck in the garage. If any of their friends or family drove up to the house, they’d think no one was home. Matt had plans with a capital ‘P’. 

When he walked in from the garage, Elena was nowhere in sight. He shrugged his leather jacket off and removed his shoes before bounding up the winding stair, taking two at a time. A spicy scent filled the air in the hallway outside the closed master bedroom. He opened the door and stepped inside the dimly lit room. The heavy burgundy curtains had been drawn closed and the twinkling glow of candles set about the room, cast a warm glow. He looked about but there was still no sign of his wife.

“Elena?” He unbuttoned the denim shirt and slipped it off, tossing it onto the chair beside the window.

“One minute.” Her voice was musical coming through the closed door of the en-suite bath.

He smiled and pushed the blue jeans off before sitting on the bed and doing the same to his socks. There was a pleasant tingling in his cock when he shifted on the bed, to sit with his back propped up in the multitude of pillows. The laptop was open on her bedside table. Oh boy. They were going to watch some more of the swinger videos that got them totally pumped.

The bathroom door opened slowly and his shaft pulsed into a full blown hard-on at the sight. His eyes widened, mirroring the smile on his lips. He’d never seen her look this hot, a total sex kitten in the garter belt, dark stockings, heels and black demi-cup bra. Her hips swayed from side to side, her legs sauntering slowly, the light flesh above the tops of the stockings smooth and enticing.

Oh my God! But that wasn’t everything! She’d shaved her pussy, exposing two swollen, inviting lips. And her tits, thrust forward, while her hands were behind her back. The flesh seemed to burst above the low half cup, which did nothing to cover her rosy, puckered nipples. Her abdomen was flat, emphasizing the size of her breasts above, while a small mound of tummy was encircled in the dark lace of the garter belt.

When she stood next to the bed, she glanced down at him and licked her lips, eyeing his cock. Holy fuck. She normally only wore a trace of make-up but now, she’d really went to town; her eyes were dark with mascara and her eyelashes were thick and long, while her lips were a lush, candy-apple. It was a new persona she had created; an alluring temptress.

She touched the mouse pad and the screen came to life, filled with naked couples in a large bedroom, the sounds of their pleasure drifting in the air. She turned the volume up; sighs, grunts and low moans filled the air in the room.

She reached over into the drawer of the night table and withdrew a huge rubbery looking cock, the flesh color and ridged column on the underside very life-like. There was a small protrusion sticking out towards the bottom with two small flaps of silicone at its end. Holding the vibrator up by the base, she looked to him sideways and rested it against her cheek with a devious smile. It was a longer and thicker cock than his own but for some reason that wasn’t threatening. It just added to the illusion that somehow they were part of the scene on the screen.

She turned to face him and lifted her leg until her high heeled foot rested on the bed next to him. With tantalizing, slow deliberation, her knee pulled back, exposing her naked pussy, the darker folds of her skin and the slight protrusion of her clit.

Matt’s breath hitched in his throat while his hand slid over his thigh to grip his cock softly, rolling up and down as his gaze never wavered from her cunt. This was different--even stroking himself watching her was something they’d never done before.

Her finger clicked a button on the base and the cock began to swivel in a small circle, The two silicone flaps began to vibrate with blur. With a dream-like, slow move, she caressed her nipples with it, watching herself while her tongue slid over her lower lip. Down...lower...the thick knob of the cock covered her clit while she gazed with longing at his. It was only for a few moments but felt like an hour, watching her lascivious tease, desperate to touch her, feel her mouth on his shaft.  

She lifted the cock from her pussy and then eased down onto the bed, laying on her side with her hip next to his. Again she licked her lips and her other hand reached for his cock, putting her fingers over his own. Their eyes met and he slithered lower on the bed, until his face was close to her mons.

Oh God! This was something that they didn’t do near enough for his liking—sixty-nine. He glanced at the screen where a woman was getting eaten out while she gave head to another guy. Matt reached for the dildo in Elena’s hand and took it. Her pussy was slick and slippery under his fingers; he parted her lips and placed the head of the dildo against her opening.

Hot wetness closed over his knob, the drop of pre-cum teased and probed from the slit by her tongue before swirling in a white hot rush of lust over the head. Fuck, when she did that, it was all he could do to not thrust deep into her and lose himself in the rush of pleasure.

He pushed steadily on the dildo until only the hard plastic handle and the vibrating flaps were outside. Her flesh was stretched taut, closing around the shaft, taking it inside. It could have been any guy’s cock, fucking this hungry cunt before him. He edged closer, extending his tongue to lick the small protrusion, her clit.

The velvet warmth of her tongue flicking the underside of his own cock, inching ever downward so that the head brushed against the opening of her throat...her fingers lightly massaging his balls...oh fuck, it felt good. He pressed his lips against her pussy, sucking her clit into his mouth, whirring it with his tongue. She moaned and rocked into him, a sensation that rumbled in his cock.

He wanted to claim all of her, the same way she claimed him. His other hand skimmed over the cheek of her ass and dove into the crevice, searching, probing at the firm rim of her asshole. The tightness there incensed his lust to a new level. Little by little he pushed deeper, his other hand holding the dildo hard pushing all of it inside her cunt.

At her fingers lowering to press and caress the spot behind his balls he paused for a moment, caught up in the raw pleasure. The sounds of the people on the screen added to the eroticism. For a moment it was as if he was back at Eden, eating pussy while someone, anyone was sucking him off.

He pushed forward deeper into her ass until his finger was buried to the knuckle, his tongue still teasing her clit. From the way she moved, her hips rocking, soft moans coming from her throat, she was close. He forced himself to focus on her, to make her come, pushing the dildo in and out while he finger fucked her ass, suckled her clit like it was a candy.

Her hands on his cock and perineum ceased to move, her mouth eased off his cock while her hips took on a life of their own...her cunt wet and slippery, drooling onto his hand.

“Don’t stop! Keep fucking me... just...like...that....” Her words were a guttural command, legs trembling, lost in decadent lust. Still he licked and sucked and fucked and probed, mastering her body. Oh fuck, he loved her. Loved the taste, the musky woman smell, her wet silky flesh. Her legs stiffened one last time and then grew slack, her hips twisting away from the caress of his tongue.

“Oh fuck...” She was gasping, panting for air, her body now soft and supple.

He slid his tongue over the inside of her thigh and kissed it with a loud smack. On the screen, a dark haired woman was sitting on the thick torso of a man, his chest dark and hair matted, her hands and mouth filled with a circle of cocks, while she rode, impaled on the man beneath her. Fuck. That was hot. He thrust gently against Elena’s cheek, his wet cock sliding over her lips.

Immediately she responded, taking him in her hand, guiding his knob into her mouth. All the while the dildo and finger was still inside her, adding to the earthy thrill. His eyes closed for a moment as her satin lips slid lower on his shaft, her nose pushing into his groin. The pleasure of her fingers once more on his balls and the flesh behind, her hot breath caressing his skin...oh fuck, fuck, fuck, so good.

The woman on the screen smiled when the guy before her shot cum all over her mouth and chin, her hands still jerking off the other two guys while the white semen oozed down her face. She wore a smile of victory. Fuck it was hot.

He pumped his cock harder into her throat, feeling the tightness of her mouth pressing his cock. He sucked in air when his first spurt jetted out. Easing back and once more, now fucking her mouth, the second ricocheted against her flesh...blinding white hot lust... “Oh FUCK!” It came out a grunting gasp, the last of his pleasure spilling forth.

His eyes closed and he gulped air for a moment as she eased back, freeing his cock. Her hand slid over her tummy and fingers closed over hers, pulling the dildo out and then pushing his other hand away. She sat up and looked down at him, a soft smile on her lips. “I love you Matt.” She bent over and kissed his neck. “Let’s go take a shower together.”

She stood up and closed the laptop before sauntering slowly to the bathroom. The cheeks of her ass with the crease like a smiley face seemed to tease and taunt him, even though he’d just blown a load. God she was a hot woman. He was a lucky man.

***

When they emerged from the bathroom, they threw on sweat pants and fleece shirts and sat facing each other on the bed, both of them wearing soft relaxed smiles.

“I think I’m ready to dip my toe in. What about you?” Elena caressed his thigh and looked up at him through thick dark lashes.

“You’re absolutely sure? Remember what Chris said, we’ve got to be on the same page with this.” He reached over and tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear. They’d been fired up all week watching the swinger videos but actually doing it was another story. He was okay with it but Elena? He loved her too much to ever have anything like this come between them.

She reached for the laptop and shifted on the bed so that she was sitting next to him, the laptop visible to both. “Let’s send them an email. That’s a start I’d say.” She opened up her email and brought up a blank message and began to type:

DEAR ‘YODA’, AKA SOPHIA AND CHRIS ,

REMEMBER US? WE SAT WITH YOU LAST WEEK AT EDEN, THE NEWBIES WHO CAME TO THE CLUB NOT KNOWING WHAT IT WAS.

WE’RE INTERESTED IN GOING TO THE CLUB AGAIN. EVER SINCE THAT NIGHT, WE’VE BEEN FUCKING LIKE RABBITS, EVEN WATCHING SWINGER PORN.

ACTUALLY, YOU PROBABLY SAW US AT THE CLUB SNEAKING OFF TO A PRIVATE BED, SO TURNED ON WE COULDN’T WAIT TO GET BACK TO THE HOTEL AFTER SEEING THE FOUR OF YOU MAKING OUT. LOL.

WE WERE HOPING TO GET AWAY AFTER CHRISTMAS. GO TO THE CLUB FOR NEW YEAR’S EVE. WE’RE NOT SURE WE’D HAVE THE NERVE TO ACTUALLY ‘PLAY’ WITH ANYONE ELSE BUT WE’D LIKE TO BE THERE, FOR THE SEXY ATMOSPHERE AND DANCING IF NOTHING ELSE.

I WANT TO BE HONEST. I’M TEMPTED TO TRY A BI EXPERIENCE. IT SEEMS LIKE A GOOD STARTING POINT. AND TO BE TRUTHFUL, I’VE FANTASIZED ABOUT YOU AND EVA. IS THAT TOO HONEST? I’M FLOUNDERING A BIT HERE AND MATT, SITTING BESIDE ME AS I WRITE IS NO HELP. HE’S GETTING HARD AT THE THOUGHT.

PLEASE WRITE US BACK AND TELL US WHAT YOU THINK.

HOPEFULLY YOURS,

ELENA AND MATT

“That sounds great. Honest and promising. I guess we’ll just have to wait and see. We probably won’t hear back from them until tomorrow.” Matt got up and retrieved Elena’s purse from the floor. He fished inside and handed her the card they had gotten from Sophia and handed it to her.

Elena took a deep breath and proceeded to type the email address. She grinned at him and then clicked the ‘send’ icon.

“We’d better get up and start dinner. Walker will be back from the movies soon.” She clapped the laptop shut and set it on the night stand.


Chapter 15

Who’s watching me?

I don’t know anymore

Are the neighbours watching?

Who’s watching?

—Rockwell, Watching me

Later that night, Elena finished in the bathroom and walked into the bedroom. Matt was already in bed with the laptop open resting on his knees. He looked up at her and grinned. “Guess what?”

She paused mid-step and her eyes lit up wide. From the look on his face it could only mean one thing! “They got back to us?”

“Did they ever! This is one email you’d better put in a private folder. X-rated for sure.” He threw back the covers so that she could climb in next to him.

She snuggled close watching the screen and feeling a sharp gasp for air at the sight. Holy cow! They sure weren’t shy. Sophia was sprawled across a red bedspread: she wore a smile and practically nothing else.

She wore a red Santa hat and the dark hair below flowed over the bed, while her arms were crossed above her head. Her breasts were full, the nipples puckered and erect above a flat stomach and narrow waist. She wasn’t completely immodest the way her legs were crossed, and her mons was covered by a gold bell ornament.

“Look at the inscription! Ring her bell?  Oh my God, she’s crazy. Crazy fun.” Matt turned to her and continued. “Are you ready for the video link or do you want to read the rest of the email first?”

“Video link?”

“Yeah, she attached a video to the email.”

“Have you watched already?”

He shook his head. “Nope; we’ll watch it together. Read the email, then we’ll be both up to speed.”

Elena’s mouth was wide, barely containing the laugh that bubbled in her chest. This was incredible! She had the feeling that the video was going to be pretty hot. “Yeah, save the best for last.” She snuggled closer to her husband.

MERRY CHRISTMAS MATT AND ELENA!

I’M LOOKING FORWARD TO ELENA RINGING MY BELL AND I’D SURE LIKE TO TINKLE HERS. LOL CHRIS TOO...BUT THAT’S FOR A LATER TIME, I’M SURE.

HOW COULD WE FORGET YOU? ARE YOU KIDDING? AND YES, WE SAW YOU SNEAK OFF AND GET IT ON. I TOLD CHRIS, WE’D BE HEARING FROM YOU. THAT BET COST HIM. AS I WRITE HE’S EATING MY PUSSY, NOT THAT IT’S A LOSS FOR HIM. LOL

WE’D LOVE TO SEE YOU AT THE CLUB AT NEW YEAR’S. CHRIS HAS MADE THE BOOKING. IT’S A LITTLE MORE EXPENSIVE BUT THEY SERVE A BUFFET LATER IN THE EVENING. AND WE PROMISE TO RESPECT YOUR LIMITS. EVA AND FRANK WILL SIT WITH US. GLAD YOU LIKE THEM. THEY’RE A TON OF FUN.

YOU’RE WELCOME TO SPEND THE NIGHT AT OUR HOUSE. THERE’S JUST US. OUR SON WILL BE BACK AT COLLEGE AND OUR DAUGHTER AND HER FAMILY LIVE IN ANOTHER CITY. DON’T WORRY, WE WON’T MAKE YOU SLEEP WITH US. LOL WELL, ONLY IF YOU WANT TO....

EVA AND I ARE GOING SHOPPING FOR OUR DRESSES THIS WEEK. I’LL SEND YOU PICS, ELENA.

I HOPE YOU ENJOY THE VIDEO. EVA AND FRANK WERE WITH US IN HEDONISM AND DON’T MIND IF WE SHARE WITH YOU.

CAN’T WAIT TO SEE YOU TWO!

HUGS, KISSES, FONDLING, ORGASMS ETC,

SOPHIA AND CHRIS

P.S. IF YOU AREN’T TOO SHY, WE’D LOVE TO SEE SOME NAUGHTY PICS OF YOU. OUR HOT TODDY ON A COLD WINTER’S NIGHT, SO TO SPEAK.

Matt turned to her and laughed shaking his head. “Oh my God, the way she writes, it’s like we’ve known them forever!”

Elena felt like her chest was ready to burst. This was unbelievable! They were so kind to offer their place to stay...but for this time, probably not. “Look, I know a trip to New York City isn’t cheap but we can’t stay at their place....not yet. Why don’t we make this our Christmas present to each other? I don’t need another sweater or piece of jewellery and you certainly don’t need any tools or boy toys.”

Matt pulled her close and kissed the top of her head. “You’re my toy. The best toy ever and speaking of ringing ding a lings....” He pulled her hand onto his crotch.

Oh my God. He was getting a chubby from all of this. She grinned and gave him a squeeze. He had it wrong. He was her boy toy. “Let’s open that video. I can’t wait to see it.”

He adjusted the volume down before clicking the icon.

The scene opened showing a broad sidewalk bordered by lush green vegetation. There was a jiggling as the door to a hotel room came into sight, like whoever was filming was doing it walking. The door opened and inside the room the light was dimmer. As the camera and film maker advanced into the large bedroom, more brightly lit, Sophia, Chris and Eva, naked bodies entwined, filled the screen. Well that explained who the film maker was—Frank.

Sophia sat in the middle of the flowered bedspread, one leg bent at the knee while the other sprawled straight and wide, her arms around Eva kissing her. Chris knelt on the bed behind Eva, holding her opulent breasts in his hand while kissing her neck. Eva was sandwiched between the couple, the focus of their attention, while her husband walked around the bed, filming the scene from different angles.

Elena’s gaze was soft and she squirmed lower on the bed. Watching the two women’s ardour caused a tingle in Elena’s pussy. Eva was like a silver haired angel between the deeply tanned couple, her breasts rolling in Chris’s grasp. She eased back from Sophia and turned to Chris, kissing him while her hand slid up his thigh, fingers curling around a cock that was like a flagpole, stiff and pointing straight up.

Sitting beside her, Matt’s eyes were wide and his lips parted gazing at the threesome. There was no doubt if she slipped her hand under the laptop, he’d be hard as a rock. But that would have to wait. Right now, she wanted to see the video, especially considering she actually knew the people in it.

Chris was leaning to the side, kissing Eva while settling her so that she lay on her back. Sophia flashed a smile at the camera and then turned to Eva, pulling her leg to the side, exposing Eva’s smooth pussy lips. The camera zoomed in on that area for a few moments, so that the silky burgundy skin in her inner lips and the lighter color of her clit filled the screen. It was the closest Elena had ever been to another woman’s pussy. What would it be like to run her tongue over that sensual bud? Could she do that? At the warm flutter in her clit, she knew she’d like to try.

The camera panned out to reveal Eva, propped on her elbow sucking Chris’s cock to beat the band. Wow! He was no light weight when it came to the size of his cock, thick and long as a kielbasa that she was gobbling right down to his nuts. His fingers threaded through her light blonde hair and his head turned to grin at the camera.

Sophia wasted no time in kneeling on the floor between Eva’s legs and separating the plump lips of the other woman’s pussy with her fingers. The view shifted so that the main focus was on Sophia’s tongue, extended and swirling over Eva’s clit. At the same time, she had several fingers up inside the woman, almost fisting her twat.

Oh God...Elena’s kegels squeezed, adding to the pleasure flooding through her body. Matt must have noticed her change in breathing because he placed the laptop on her other side and pulled her close, so that they spooned while watching the screen. He lifted her upper leg and thrust his hips forward. She purred loving the hotness of his cock sliding over her sensitive bud. When he pulled back, there was pressure as his fingers guided his rod into her slick cunt. Oh God. How deliciously decadent; being fucked while watching porn.

The scene on the screen was steadier now, taking in all of the bed and then Frank stepped into the scene. He must have set the camera down on a tripod or something. He stood behind Sophia, and placed his hands under her tummy, signally for her to rise. She turned her head, smiled at him and stood up, only to bend at the waist once more and go back to adoring Eva’s pussy with her mouth.

Frank held his thick shaft, the mushroom-like knob straining above his fingers, probing between the cheeks of Sophia’s ass. The profile of his body, showed broad shoulders and the slight swell of his belly above muscular thighs and a tight ass. He looked down at Sophia’s butt, pulling her cheek while guiding his cock into her cunt.

Her breasts hung and jostled up and down when Frank thrust into her, a move that Eva with Sophia’s tongue licking her clit must have felt.  

It was a daisy chain of naked, voluptuous women and well hung guys, connected by their mouths and cocks, total delightful debauchery. Elena’s breath was ragged watching them, her own pussy full of Matt’s manhood. The glistening of Chris’s thick shaft each time Eva’s mouth eased away, revealing a thick pulpy head caused a fresh jolt of pleasure to flood through her pussy. That cock pounding deep into her...oh God, that would be nice. 

The women with their smooth bodies, breasts heavy, nipples dark and firm, pussies spread and filled with cock or fingers...Fuck, if she were a man she’d want to fuck them. For sure, Matt was picturing it, his cock hard and grinding slowly into her cunt. She tried to picture her husband kneeling before Eva, her mouth on his cock sucking him off. It was a hot but...

Eva’s mouth fell away from Chris and her face scrunched tight, looking down at Sophia between her legs. Soft moans and whimpers filled the air and her hand reached to rub Sophia’s head. Her orgasm went on for a few moments, amping up everyone else on the screen. Chris stroked his cock, totally uninhibited in his response to Eva.

Matt pumped harder and faster into her, his fingers teasing her clit. Oh fuck. She was close. She bucked back against him. driving him harder and deeper into her cunt, clamping her muscles tight on his shaft.  It started as a quick burst of lust...

“Oh yeah...harder...oh fuck...” The ecstasy kept building...higher...her hand fisting the bed sheet...tits bouncing up and down with each hard thrust.

“Yeah baby...that’s it....OH FUCK!” Matt sucked in air, his body became stiff...

Elena’s legs trembled from the force of her orgasm...Still jolting through her body but softer now.

She closed her eyes for a moment and a rush of air left her parted lips. The sounds of the other three people, their moans, the slapping of flesh against flesh brought a smile to her lips. They may not be physically with their swinger friends, but she and Matt sure were mentally. Holy fuck, that had been hot.

Matt’s lips were on her neck and ear. “I think we’re going to like this Christmas present to each other, this year.” A small chuckle left his throat and he fell back against his pillow, his softened dick slipping out and trailing a line of cum over her thigh.

She grinned and closed the lid of the laptop, seeing that the video had ended as well. After setting it on her night stand, she rolled over and snuggled into him. “I tried to picture you with those two women.”

Matt stayed silent, his body still as stone.

She rose to look into his eyes, her fingers toying with his chest hair. “I might be okay with you and Sophia but I’m not sure about Eva.”

His eyebrows drew together and he stroked her hair. “Elena, remember what we read this week. Baby steps. Just a little at a time until we’re ready. And if we’re never ready, that’s cool too. I wouldn’t want to do anything that would hurt you.” He grinned. “However much I want to fuck Sophia.”

Her lips drew tight together and she gave a sharp tug to the hair between her fingers.

“Ow! What the hell?” His hand clamped over hers and he pulled away.

“That’s for admitting it, smartass!” She smiled and nestled against him once more. “Baby steps. For now.”


Chapter 16

Come on, vogue

Let your body move to the music (move to the music)

Hey, hey, hey,

Come on, vogue

Let your body go with the flow (go with the flow)

You know you can do it

—Madonna, Vogue

The following evening, Matt helped Elena clear the table and load the dishwasher. The kids were gone with her parents to the mall to shop for Christmas presents and they had the house to themselves for a few hours. He put the last dish into the machine and then scooped her into his arms.

“What do you think about sending Sophia and Chris an email tonight?” He nuzzled into her neck, his mouth pressing into that spot she loved, sending shivers down her spine.

“I know. They’re still waiting for the naughty pics. But I think they understand it isn’t easy when you have kids at home. At least that’s what it sounded like in their last email.” She let her hands drift over his back, relishing the feel of his muscles and the warmth of his body.

He grasped her hands in his and smiled looking into her eyes.”How about you wear the garter belt and stockings with that little black bra. I’ll get the camera and a couple glasses of wine and be right with you.”

She took a deep breath, her eyes glinting with excitement, smiling at him. “Ooo...I’m about to be a porn model. How dirty are we going to make this? Should I wear panties?” She jerked up, almost bouncing on her toes. “What about you?” Her fingers left his and she slid them down to fondle his crotch. “Is Mr. Johnson making an appearance?”

Matt’s eyebrows drew together and he turned his head looking away for a few moments. “I hadn’t thought of that...but sure. I guess that would be expected wouldn’t it?” He turned back to her and smiled. “But you’ve got to go first if we want to have him standing at attention.”

Elena’s chest was full and there was a flutter of excitement in her tummy when she turned to leave the kitchen. “Ow!” The sound of his hand slapping her bottom followed the sharp pain.

“Chop chop! We’ve only got a few hours for this.”

There was a wide grin on her face when she turned to face him. “Hey! This isn’t Fifty Shades is it?” She laughed, continuing down the hall and scampered up the stairs.

They’d never done this before, taken sexy pictures that they’d send to people who were almost strangers. It scared the hell out of her, and at the same time was arousing as hell!

She raced into her bedroom and stripped off her clothes. The sexy lingerie was tucked in a box all the way back on the top shelf of her closet. She rose high on her toes, fingers clawing the lid and pulling it forward.

She set it on her bureau and glanced at her reflection in the mirror, trying to envision herself as Sophia and Chris would see her. Her hands cupped the underside of her breasts, lifting them a little higher. There was a slight sag there, but what could you expect after two kids and the laws of gravity? She didn’t have the rack that Eva did but she wasn’t exactly small either. As Matt had always said ‘more than a handful is a waste’. He’d also always loved her nipples, ‘small dark top hats’, he called them. 

Thanks to the running that she did a few times a week, her tummy and hips were trim, and she had great legs. She turned to the side eyeing her butt. With the high curve, she was definitely a bubble butt, something that was really hot with a garter belt. Hell, Matt wasn’t the only guy who’d she caught eyeing her ass. It happened all the time when she walked home.

She turned at the sound of his footsteps on the stairs. When he stepped into the room, two glasses of wine in his hands, the Nikon camera slung over his neck, she grinned. “I’m glad you thought of wine. I think I’ll feel more relaxed posing with a glass or two in me.”

His head pulled back and he affected a snooty voice, “Call me Oliver Stone or Scorsese...these aren’t just for drinking baby, these are props.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Make yours a prop. I’m drinking mine.” She drained half a glass before taking the garter belt out of the box and putting it around her hips.

The bedside lamps cast a warm golden glow in the room when he turned off the overhead fixture. She fumbled a bit with the hooks of the garter belt but finally got it. Next the bra and stocking. She sat on the bed, rolling the silk up her legs and looked over at her husband. He had stripped his shirt off and was walking around the room, eyeing different angles and lighting, taking the odd sip of wine.

She dodged into her closet and took the high heeled shoes from her shoe bag. When she returned to the bedroom she stood in the centre, next to the bed, striking a vogue pose, her head turned looking at him over her shoulder. “How’s this?”

His eyes widened and he grinned. “Wow! That’s sexy! You could be on the cover of Maxim!” He set the wine down and lifted the camera, aiming the lens at her while moving to the side to get a better angle. “Honestly Elena, in that outfit, your legs look so long... and how just the underside of your ass cheek showing...” There were a series of flashes before he lowered the camera. “Oh man... my wife is industrial strength hawt!”

The first pose had been playful, acting a silly part but she stood for a moment considering the next one. She turned to face him, straight on, lifted her hands to her hair, pushing it up as a seductive smile formed on her lips. Her hip thrust to the side as she shifted her weight, once more vamping.  She’d always wondered what it would be like to be a model, never guessing that one day she’d be posing like that. Channelling her inner Jennifer Lopez, every gesture and mannerism oozed an air of sensuality. She wanted to fuck, and was showing it.

Matt laughed and once more aimed the camera lens at her. “You’re such a natural at this. The camera loves you Elena. Just keep moving and I’ll keep clicking.”

She moved slowly, holding a pose for a few moments before once more changing position. Her pussy tingled knowing she was wantonly porn star hot. She’d been nice all her life; nice was overrated. She leaned over, placing her elbows on the bed, looking over her shoulder at the camera. There was coolness on her pussy lips when she bent over, her ass high and exposed to the camera. She knew this was a hot pose from the bulge in Matt’s crotch.  

There was a soft smile on her lips when she moved onto the bed and laid down on her back. Oh my. There was a thrilling fullness in her pussy lying there, with her knee bent and falling to the side, exposing the bareness between her legs.

“You look oh so fuckable. Sophia and Chris are going to love you.” Matt stood at the foot of the bed clicking and moving closer.

“I think it’s time that we switched roles.” She sat up and reached for his waist, flipping the button and lowering the zipper slowly. His cock popped out, hanging thick and heavy in her palm.

She glanced up and saw the camera pointing down, taking a picture of it. Oh God. She could hardly wait to see these!

She stood up and placed the strap of the camera around her neck. “Let’s finish our glass of wine before we start doing you.”

Matt nodded and slid his pants and shorts down in one full sweep. Elena turned and walked across the room, picking up the glasses of wine. She handed his to him and took a long sip before speaking. “If Sophia is anything like me, and I think she is, she’ll like some shots of you standing with your back to the camera. There’s something incredibly sexy about the line of a man’s back, the muscles there above a firm ass. And then there’s that hollow in the cheek of your ass, that drives me crazy.”

She stepped closer and her fingers closed around his cock. “This is a given. For sure she’ll like to see that but it’s the other stuff too, that she’ll like. And a man holding his cock, slowly stroking it is hot too.”

“Holy fuck! I thought I was being creative, planning these shots...You’ve left me in the dust Elena. I seriously think you missed your calling.” Matt gulped the wine and set the glass on the night stand.

She grinned and lifted the camera higher, checking the light level in the frame. “Go over and stand in front of the drapes, your back to me.”

He walked across the room and stood in the centre of the curtained window. His hand rose and he slipped the curtain aside, just a fraction, like he was peeking outside. Oh fuck, it was hot, just the way she’d thought it would be. He could have been Adonis, the way the light played on his back, defining his muscles.

He shifted so that he was three quarters to the camera. Her breath caught in her throat looking at him. It was perfect! His ass was hard, the hollow pronounced in the light...so masculine. “Did I ever tell you, you’re jacked?”

His head turned and he grinned. “Not often enough.”

“Turn a little bit more so that I see your profile...” She stepped a few feet closer. “...and that gorgeous shlong.” She clicked a few shots. “Oh yeah baby, that’s nice.” The camera lens showed the thickness of his thigh, his cock jutting out almost fully horizontal.

She moved in closer and pressed a button to zoom the lens. The frame showed his body from his navel down to the mid-point of his thigh, the central focus being his shaft, thrusting out from the nest of coarse dark hair at the base. The skin was dark and smooth, the ridge at the underside showing faintly while, the knob was fleshy, a thick helmet topping eight inches of shaft. Even with the camera the thickness and length could be seen. “Oh yeah. Sophia will be drooling when she sees that.” 

She stepped back and raised her hand, beckoning him over to the bed. “Now, we’re going to get down and dirty, less artistic. Put your foot on the bed and angle your body so that you face me.”

Matt followed her and did what she instructed. He stood for a moment, looking a little confused.

“Play with it. Pretend that you’re getting it ready for Sophia to suck. Think of her sucking you off.” Oh God. Saying that...It was dirty and sexy to her own ears. She could feel her pussy get wetter and her clit ache for more.

Matt’s hand slowly stroked his shaft, twisting his wrist with each upward stroke. The look in his eyes, heavy lidded and sultry showed that he was close to orgasm. Hell why not? That would really be sexy.

She continued clicking, aiming the camera at his cock, all the while her words continued. “That’s it baby. Show me. Sophia is gonna love giving you head. Taking that thick cock deep in her throat, licking your balls, sucking you.”

Matt’s hand had sped up with her words and his grip tightened. Even his hips were rocking back and forth. A pearl of pre-cum oozed from the slit and was quickly spread by the side of his fist. This was so hot! She could count on one hand the number of times she’d ever seen him do this.

A spurt of cum shot out, catching her on the thigh. She kept clicking the camera. The second surge ran over his hand, glistening on his cock as he continued to stroke. She zoomed out to catch the expression on his face, his eyes squeezed shut, while his lips were loose, panting for air. Oh God. This was perfect! Not only that but it made her hot too. She zoomed in again on his cock, caught the last drizzle of cum seeping out. His eyes opened and he smiled at her.

“You’re wearing me out woman.” He gasped and took a few more deep breaths.

“Oh God. I can’t wait for you to see this but I’ve got another idea.” She took a step towards the bed and sat on the edge, spreading her legs wide. “Eat me out. I’m going to video it.”  She smiled at him and when he knelt on the floor before her, she ran her fingers through his hair. “That is...until I can’t hold the camera steady.”

Matt’s fingers spread her labia and he leaned closer, the tip of his tongue resting on his lower lip. His desire for her pussy, on his mouth was obvious in the heated look on his face. She clicked the camera, recording every movement as he licked and toyed with her clit. Too soon, the jolts shooting through her pussy was too much. She set the camera aside and lay back, rocking her cunt up and down on his mouth.

She spread her legs wider still, tilting her pelvic bone as high as possible to afford his mouth, tongue and fingers as much access as she could. Her eyes closed and she gave herself over to his touch...his fingers pumping into her, curling up to rub the G spot. It felt like she had to pee but she knew this was part of it. To ride past that urge and let go...give in to the sensation deep inside, while her clit was suckled and licked.

Every nerve cell in her body came alive under his touch. Her hands rose and she rubbed her nipples between her thumb and forefinger, adding fuel to the fire in her cunt.  It was building, lust and pleasure spreading out from her core, her toes curling inside her heels. Her hips rocked up and down, pushing against his mouth.

Oh God, so close now...the only sensation in the world was the pleasure in her pussy. Her hand fell to grasp his hair, she formed a fist in it and pulled his mouth and tongue harder on her clit. “Suck me. Oh yeah baby, just like that....don’t stop...”

“Oh...oh..!” Her eyes squeezed tight, mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy...wave after wave of pleasure spreading out from her core to her very fingertips. It consumed her. There was nothing in the world except this glorious feeling in her pussy...her cunt. On and on. Wave after wave of pleasure.

She sighed a gust of air and her hips fell back to the surface of the bed. “Oh fuck me. That was good.”

He lifted his head and smiled at her, his lips and cheeks gleaming from the slickness of her cum. “Can’t fuck you. I told you. You’re killing me woman.”

As he rose and bent to kiss her, she clung to him. “But what a way to go!”


Chapter 17

Let’s give ‘em somethin’ to talk about

(Something to talk about)

A little mystery to figure out

(something to talk about)

Let’s give ‘em somethin’ to talk about

How about love?

—Bonnie Raitt, Somethin’ To talk About

It was the week before Christmas, Matt’s boss, Robin Grey, was hosting a party for his employees. Matt and Elena stood at the front door of the two story Tudor styled home, a light sprinkling of snow dusting their heads and shoulders.

“Thank goodness. A white Christmas.” Elena forced a smile waiting for Mr. Grey to answer the door. This was hopefully the last of the holiday parties, a fact that she felt in her weary bones. They’d stay the obligatory ninety minutes and then home to a hot bath and early night.

Matt glanced over at her and smiled. “Might make the roads a bit slippery but yeah, it’s nice.”

The door opened and Robin filled the frame, his white teeth gleaming, a break in the heavy dark beard, while his eyes were narrow with laughter and too much alcohol. His belly protruded before him, the ninth stage of pregnancy from too much hops and barley, yet like most men, his hips were narrow. He probably still boasted that he could fit into pants that he’d worn as a teenager.

“Matt! Elena! Merry Christmas! Come in.” He stepped back, extending his arm and giving a short bow.

“Hey Robin. Sorry we’re late. Elena had to stay until the store was closed.”

Matt’s words drifted over her shoulder as she stepped in. Immediately Robin’s beefy arms pulled her into a hug, and her nostrils filled with the aroma of beer and English Leather. “Merry Christmas Robin. It’s good to see you again.” She gave his cheek a kiss, aiming for the bare spot above the furry growth.

Robin’s wife Mary appeared at his side and smiled taking Elena’s coat. She was bird-like, the collar bones under her thin neck pronounced in the blue dress. “So nice to see you and Matt. Merry Christmas.” She turned and strained forward to kiss Matt’s cheek and then took his coat from him.

“Come on and I’ll get you two a drink.” Robin led the way across the room, threading through small clusters of people laughing and chatting. Christmas music was layered on top of the hub bub of conversation.

Elena brushed by Dave and Gwen, grasping the younger woman’s hand and mouthing ‘We’ll be right back’ before she stepped up to the make-shift bar in the corner of the room. Even though she’d been to many of these Christmas parties, the only people they saw outside of there, were Dave and Gwen. Thank goodness, they were there.

“Name your poison? Wine, beer, eggnog, whatever liquor...” Robin grinned at her, his blue eyes twinkling and bloodshot.

“Eggnog, please.” Elena flashed a warm smile and watched as he ladled out a glass cup of the creamy liquid.

“Beer for me. Thanks.” Matt’s arm brushed hers when he stepped closer. “The place looks great Robin. Beautiful tree.”

Elena glanced to the front window where a tall spruce was decked out with twinkling colored lights, bows and sliver ornaments. It had to be seven feet tall, but in a room that size, it wasn’t overpowering. She took the glass from Robin and took a small sip. The alcohol tingled on her tongue and was warm going down her throat. He’d really poured the rum to it.

After handing Matt the beer, he spoke, “Mary and I are leaving for Jamaica in a couple of days. We’ve never done Christmas in the Caribbean but we’re looking forward to it.” He looked past Elena’s shoulder and nodded. “Sorry. You’ll have to excuse me. I think Mary needs my help in the kitchen.”

He smiled and left them standing at the bar. Elena tapped Matt’s arm and nodded to the side, indicating Gwen and Dave. She wandered over and inserted herself into the small group of people. Gwen looked relieved to see her, her lips twitching in a smile.

“All set for Christmas?” Elena turned to gaze into her friend’s wide green eyes. Her face was round with a smattering of freckles across the bridge of her nose. With her cropped curly red hair and her short height, the young woman could have been a Santa Elf, especially in the green dress.

Gwen nodded and took a long sip of her wine. “How about you? It must be really crazy in the store.”

Before she had a chance to speak, Dave spoke up, grinning at Matt. “So any big plans for New Year’s Eve? Maybe we can get together and play some cards, watch the ball drop in Times Square.”

Elena’s mouth clamped shut and she eyed her husband.

“We’re going away for New Year’s. Actually, we’ll be in New York City. Too bad, that would have been fun getting together with you guys.” He shot a smile to Elena and then looked from Dave to Gwen.

“My God, getting a hotel in New York must have cost a fortune.” Dave’s eyes were wide and he shook his head. He rocked back and forth on his heels and toes and looked down at the floor for a moment.

“Not really. It’s not downtown....more like Brooklyn.” Matt’s eyebrows drew together but he maintained his smile.

“Oh yeah? How about if Gwen and I go with you? We didn’t have anything on and that could be fun.”

Elena’s stomach clamped into a vice watching her husband and then seeing the smile flare on Gwen’s face.

“I’m afraid we just snuck in under the wire. Every hotel was booked but there was a last minute cancellation and they emailed us.” Matt’s smile had faded and his eyes flitted off to the left.

Her shoulders sagged. He was such a bad liar. “Maybe we’ll get together early in the New Year. Too bad, we hadn’t known you were interested. It would have been fun. The hotel is really nice. We stayed there the last time we were in New York. If we hadn’t made friends with the guy at the front desk, I don’t think we would have got in.”

Her mouth clamped shut again and she took a sip of the eggnog. Maybe she was laying it on too thick....

Dave nudged Matt’s arm with his elbow and he grinned, the folds of his chin close to his chest. “Probably going to that swinger club again and doing the whole orgy thing, eh Matt?”

Elena’s eyes flashed wide and the liquid took a detour down her windpipe. She started to cough, feeling her cheeks glow like burning embers and her eyes water. What the fuck? Matt had told him? The guy was like an Irish washerwoman, gossiping and making innuendos. She liked Dave but that didn’t mean, she’d tell him anything like that!

“What? Dave!” Gwen spoke up. Her cheeks were almost as scarlet as Elena’s.

“Hey! I’m not making this up. That’s what Mat told me they did the last trip to the Big Apple.” He started to laugh and gave Matt a look, one upping him.

Meanwhile Matt’s jaw had dropped and his eyes flitted over the group of people. Finally he forced a laugh and spoke, “Jeeze Dave. Tell the world why don’t you? I guess sarcasm is lost on you, eh buddy?”

Elena looked at Dave watching Matt. There was a peculiar glint in his narrow eyes and his smile dropped. Oh shit.

She turned to Gwen and shook her head, making a show of the roll of her eyes. “Yes, it’s crazy busy at the store. I’ve been working fourteen hours a day with the Christmas rush. Now with the snow, it’ll get even crazier.”

Gwen smiled and nodded. She started to tell Elena of their plans for Christmas the visits to relatives and such. But Elena’s mind was fixed on later. On the drive home. she was going to kill that crazy husband of hers.


Chapter 18

The best thing about being a woman

Is the prerogative to have a little fun!

—Shania Twain, Man I Feel Like a Woman

Elena waited to the very last minute at the end of the day to bring the dress to the counter and ask Amanda to ring it through. Mila was at the front door of the store, locking up after the last customer left. It was bad enough that Amanda might wonder at her buying suck a sexy dress, let alone Mila and her comments. It was the first time Elena disliked the store policy that staff purchases required another staff member to ring it in and initial the sale.

She pushed the fire engine red sequinned dress across the counter and tried her best to look casual. Usually the clothes she bought were more conservative, more suited for work or refined casual, nothing like the glittering scrap of cloth on the counter.

Amanda picked it up and did a once over with wide eyes. “Wow. This is more my style than yours. Your New Year’s Eve dress, I take it? I’d love to be going to that party. “

Elena could feel her cheeks become warm and she shrugged. “Well, it is New York City and I don’t want to be the country mouse.”

Amanda laughed and folded the dress, setting it on the counter. “So what is Matt wearing? Hopefully a tux...” Her eyes flashed over at Elena and she smiled. “You two will look like something out of a James Bond movie. What is this place you’re going to?”

Elena could hear Mila walking back to the counter and she grabbed a bag to set the dress inside. “It’s a party at the hotel. They’ve got a band for dancing and a buffet at midnight.” She smiled over at her friend. “I thought it’d be nice to get dolled up and go out for New Year’s. Christmas is about the kids but New Years is for adults.”  Just hurry up and ring it through. For once she regretted her frugal nature, tempted by the staff discount, rather than buying at another store, where she wouldn’t be known.

“Like I said. It sure beats the house party I’m going to.” She sniffed and her lips pulled to the side.

“What’s that?” Mila came in on the tail end of the conversation. “You’re going out for New Years Elena? Where to?” She started to peek inside the bag, but Elena pulled it away sharply.

God, there was no privacy to be had in the store. She slipped her bank card into the small machine that Amanda slid closer. “Matt and I are going to New York. There’s a big party at the hotel and we’re celebrating the New Year in style.” She punched in the code, watching the screen change.

Like Amanda, Mila was in her mid twenties but she was the total opposite of her otherwise. Whereas Amanda was tall, with a lithe model’s body, Mila was from the Philippines, short and curvy with ruby full lips and almond shaped eyes. She was also a bit of a player, making no bones about the fact that her bed was a revolving door for men and women.

She nudged Elena with her shoulder, standing so close that Elena could feel the heat of her body and smell the savoury perfume.

“Have fun and don’t do anything, I wouldn’t do.”

Amanda’s eyes met Elena’s and she smiled. “Well, that leaves it pretty much wide open, unless you’re going to an orgy or something.”

Elena’s hand faltered for a moment, passing the machine back to her friend. My God. Was she wearing a sign on her back or something? First Dave making that crack at the staff party and now Amanda?

“Very funny.” Mila’s eyes narrowed and there was a small smile on her lips. “What makes you think I haven’t done that? Turns out, Brad and I are away for New Years Eve too. It was my Christmas surprise.”

“You’re back together again? Thought it was really over this time.” Amanda gave the printed receipt to Elena and her eyebrows drew together watching Mila.

The smaller woman’s hand waved in the air and she closed her eyes for a second. “It is and it isn’t. It’s just shits and giggles and the sex is awesome.”

Elena’s stomach twisted in a knot as she silently listened. Now she knew why Mila had asked for the afternoon off on New Year’s Eve. And she hadn’t said where she was going. It could be anywhere. But the fact that it had followed the crack about going to an orgy was unsettling.

Before she had a chance to ask Mila, the young woman left the counter to duck into the back room for her coat. Her voice rang through the air “Good night. Happy New Year Elena!’ A thud of the back door closing behind her, followed.

Amanda shook her head, and smiled as she left the cash register. “First you, then Mila...all going out leaving poor old me behind in Black Rapids.”

Elena walked beside her friend to the back of the store. “Thanks Amanda. If you weren’t looking after the store tomorrow, I probably couldn’t go. Next year. It’ll be your turn, maybe.”

Still, some of the excitement of going to Eden with Matt, meeting their new friends had faded. To be replaced by anxiety.

What if Mila was there?


Chapter 19

The lady in red is dancing with me cheek to cheek

There’s nobody here, it’s just you and me, it’s where I wanna be

But I hardly know this beauty by my side

I’ll never forget the way you look tonight

—Chris de Burgh, Lady in Red

When Matt followed Elena into the hotel he smiled seeing Beau behind the front desk. If not for Beau, they would never have gone to a swinger’s club, never have known how much fun it could be. Beau must have sensed his gaze because he looked up and grinned watching them walk over to the desk.

“Matt! Elena! How are you?” He extended his hand and shook Matt’s in a firm and warm grip. “Nice to see you again.”

Matt set the suitcase down and tapped the worn wooden counter. “Thanks for letting us know about that cancellation. I had no idea New Year’s booked up so fast.”

“Yes, thanks Beau.” Elena took her leather gloves off and smiled at the older man.

“I even got the same room for you, with a little juggling of course. Going dancing tonight?” Beau turned to the computer screen but not before he flashed a look at Matt.

Matt could only smile, while Elena’s cheeks became pinker. “For sure. Ringing the New Year in, in style.” He slipped his credit card from his wallet and handed it to Beau. They’d made good time on the drive, with good roads and little traffic. But still, it’d be nice to send Sophia and Chris a text and then have a nap before they went out.

Beau finished with their booking and handed Matt an envelope with their room card. “Four oh four. “ He flashed a wide grin and winked his eye. “Have a wonderful time and if I don’t see you before you leave, have a happy New Year.”

Elena turned to walk to the elevator while Matt plucked a ten dollar bill from his wallet and slid it under his palm across the desk to Beau. “Have a Happy New Year yourself.”

As they rode the elevator to their floor, Elena’s cell phone dinged with a text message. She pulled it from her purse and held it so that they could both read it.

LET US KNOW WHEN YOU ARRIVE. WE’LL SWING BY THE HOTEL AND PICK YOU UP.

SOPHIA

Elena turned and smiled up at him. “That was nice. I hope they’re not put out with us not staying at their house.”

The elevator bell rang and the doors slid open. He picked up their bag and smiled at her, gesturing with his hand for her to go ahead. “I don’t think so. Much as it will be fun seeing them again, I’m not sure I’d want to make that kind of a commitment, not at this point.” He laughed as he walked down the hallway, his feet silent in the plush carpeting. “After all the emails and exchanging photos, it may sound strange, but I’m a little nervous about seeing them again.”

He slid the card into the reader beside the door to their room and opened it for her to go ahead. Her eyes narrowed as she passed him. “I know what you mean. It was all fun and games sending dirty pictures and emails but now we’re here. It’s exciting and a little bit scary.”

He took her coat and hung it up beside his own. When he turned he stepped into her and folded her into his arms. “Remember, we set our limits. If either of us has second thoughts about joining them in the playroom, we stop. Agreed?” She felt so good, her body warm snuggled against his. This was the most important thing right then. The two of them communicating and still so very much in love. “If all we do is dance, I’m good.”

She pulled back and grinned. “I can’t wait to see some of the get ups. Considering its New Years, it should be something else. I can’t wait to show you what I’m wearing. But I should send Sophia a message first.”

He smiled, picturing Sophia and Chris, such a fun and sexy couple. How would the evening turn out? They’d come a long way since going to the club but now that they knew what they were getting into, actually going and possibly getting down and dirty with these people, he couldn’t help the nervous excitement that filled his body. He was like a virgin bride on her wedding night. You know it's coming, and you can’t wait but you’re still nervous.

Elena sat on the corner of the bed holding her cell phone thumbs flying on the keypad:

SOPHIA:

WE’RE HERE NOW AND PLANNING TO REST UP A BIT FOR TONIGHT. HOW DOES 9:00 SOUND FOR US TO LEAVE? CAN’T WAIT TO SEE YOU AND CHRIS.

Matt sat down beside her and waited for the return message. In all the emailing back and forth Eva and Frank had never joined in. It was kind of like Sophia and Chris had taken him and Elena under their wing as they got into this lifestyle. If that was the case, then he was perfectly fine with it. Eva and Frank looked like they were fun, at least the video of their trip to hedonism sure looked like it. They’d get to know them better tonight.

There was a tug low in his stomach at the thought. Yeah, getting to know them in that milieu sure would be exciting.

***

Matt looked at his watch and shook his head. It was ten minutes before nine o’clock. “Elena? Are you just about ready? “

In reply the bathroom door opened and she appeared before him. His eyes opened wide and he smiled stepping forward to circle around her. Holy cow, she was a vision in the glittering red dress, cut low in a ‘V’ that ended just above her midriff, barely containing the plush mounds of her breasts. The light caught her movement, creating flashes of sparkles over the curve of her hip. Her spike heels set off her bare legs perfectly.

She reached for his necktie and straightened it, the scent that rose from her neck and shoulders, a blend of fresh apples and cinnamon infused his senses, while the beauty of her face, took his breath away. Her blue eyes were soft, framed with long lashes above cheekbones finely sculpted .

“There.” Her eyes flashed up at him and she smiled. “You look handsome.”

His hand closed over hers and he leaned closer, planting a kiss on her cheek. “Look who’s talking, You’re absolutely gorgeous.”

He walked to the entranceway and pulled her coat from the hanger, holding it while she slipped her arms into the sleeves. “Do you think we need some sort of signal if things get out of hand and one of us isn’t comfortable? It might be better than just blurting it out.”

Elena looked at him and her smile dropped. “Yeah. Maybe. What about if I ask you for a screwdriver or a Bloody Mary?”

He took his own coat from the rack and slipped it on. “Screwdriver. I don’t like the connotations of Bloody Mary.”  He saw her grin at him and knew what she was thinking. Her cycle was right in sync, along with everything else.

When they walked out of the hotel and stood under the bright red awning, a black SUV was parked at the curb. The driver’s door opened and Chris stepped out. “Matt! Elena. Right on time.”

“Hi guys!” Matt stepped forward to open the back door for Elena to climb in. She slid to the far side making room for him beside her. Meanwhile Sophia had turned watching them, with a wide smile on her face. Her dark hair was piled in loose curls on her head, while diamond earrings dangled above the collar of her coat.

“How are you doing? Did you get a nap in this afternoon? Chris and I had a little lay down. It was hard to keep our hands off each other thinking of tonight and seeing you two again.” Her laugh that followed was like the tinkling of bells.

“Us too! But we wanted to save it for tonight.” Elena slipped her hand over and squeezed his.

His chest was light, as he leaned forward watching Chris and Sophia. It was hard to believe the night had finally arrived and they were talking so casually about what was about, or hopefully about, to happen later.

“Eva and Frank are already at the club. They went a little early to save a table for us. New Year’s is pretty busy at Eden. It’s a masquerade theme. There’ll be decorative masks for us there.” Sophia looked over at Chris as he wheeled the vehicle out into traffic.

“Masks? Are you serious? That’s going to be fun. If I’d known I’d have bought one to go with my dress.” Elena leaned forward and her words were rushed through smiling lips.

Chris turned slightly and spoke over his shoulder keeping his eyes on the traffic before him. “There’s something liberating about wearing a mask. There’ll be people, well mostly women, who’ll only be wearing a mask on the dance floor, later in the evening. Although most people don’t begin to party in the back until after the ball drops at midnight.”

Matt leaned forward. “When you say ‘only be wearing a mask’, you mean nothing else?”

Chris and Sophia burst out laughing. “Well... the girls will probably keep their dancing shoes on!” Sophie said.

Matt’s tummy began to flutter picturing that scene, naked or scantily clad women in sexy masks, dancing and grinding to the music. And he thought the women were decadent the last time! Looking over to Elena, he squeezed her hand and returned her wicked grin with one of his own.


Chapter 20

Hit me you can’t hurt me suck my kiss

Kiss me please pervert me stick with this

Is she talking dirty

Give to me sweet sacred bliss

Your mouth was made to suck my kiss

—Red Hot Chili Peppers, Suck My Kiss

Elena followed Sophia over to the coat rack while Matt and Chris looked after the payment at the front desk. When the other woman took her coat off, Elena took it all in from head to toe. Whoa! Even though she’d seen a picture of the shimmering silver dress, seeing it drape over Sophia was amazing. It was low cut, clinging to the swell of her breasts while the skirt hugged her hips like a lover, the scalloped hem ending just below her crotch.  The silver color accentuated her tanned skin and dark hair.

“Wow! That’s one beautiful dress.” Elena slipped her coat off, still mesmerized by the seductive appeal of Sophia’s outfit.

Meanwhile Sophia wasted no time in appraising Elena’s dress. The back of her fingers lightly caressed the curve of her bustling; her voice was a soft purr, gazing at Elena. “Very nice.”

Elena’s breath caught in her throat at the other woman’s touch. It was electric, creating a jolt of pleasure to shoot through her tummy, down to the already soft moistness of her pussy. The fantasies she’d had about kissing another woman, exploring her body were about to happen tonight. And for it to be with a woman so beautiful and bewitching was amazing.

Sophia smiled and led the way to the entrance where a young man in a tuxedo sat behind a table. An assortment of feathered, jeweled masks lay next to plain black ones. Elena selected a red one, with feathers arching up at the sides. She slipped it over her head and took a black one for Matt.

Watching the people in the room beyond the archway, in their glittering, beguiling costumes and colorful masks sparked a thrill of anticipation that swept over her, and stayed. Getting dolled up for New Year’s was always fun but this atmosphere of ribald celebration was downright exciting.

Sophia touched her arm and leaned in to be heard above the laughter and music drifting in from the other room. “I’m going ahead to find Eva and Frank. See you in there.”

Elena watched the other woman walk away, her gaze following the line of her spine, until it met the silver fabric clasping the round orbs of her ass, ending a few inches lower where shimmering thighs flashed. No doubt about it, Sophia was gorgeous from head to toe. Elena smiled. The mask covering part of her face was liberating in the anonymity it gave, but it was more than that. Only at a place like Eden, would a woman be absolutely free to ogle and admire another woman’s ass. The petty envy and comparison to her own assets present in a straight club, never entered her mind at Eden. That too, was liberating.

Chris and Matt appeared by her side, wearing wide smiles, their eyes taking everything in.

“Red is definitely your color.” Chris put his hand on her shoulder and leaned in to kiss her cheek. “Totally hot, Elena.”

His whispered words, warm in her ear caused a delicious shiver to skitter up her spine. “Thank you. You’re pretty handsome yourself in that tux.” She glanced over at Matt to gauge his reaction.  There was only pride in his eyes, his chin held high. Even though he was dressed in just a suit, not a tux like some of the other men, with his body and athletic good looks, he turned heads.

Chris turned to her husband. “I was going to get a magnum of champagne for the table, or would you prefer something else to drink?”

Matt glanced over at her and she nodded . “That sounds great. Do you need any help with getting that?”

Chris grinned. “You two find the others and get settled. I’ve got this covered.” He stepped away, slipping through the throng of people standing near the bar.

Matt leaned closer and whispered close to her ear. “Ready?” He took her hand in his and led the way, much more practiced with his six feet two body at separating the crowd and spying their table.

Just like during the first time she’d been there, men and women openly eyed her as she skimmed by them. But this time, she smiled and reciprocated, looking forward to seeing them later on the dance floor and possibly the play room. One couple, their skin ebony, flashed wide smiles. He was even taller than Matt and from the way he was built; he looked like he could have been a football player, with the wide shoulders and thick neck. What would being with a black guy be like? Were the rumors true, once you went black...?

“There you are!” Sophia patted the chair next to her, signaling for Elena to sit next to her.

Frank rose and leaned over the table to shake her hand, while Eva smiled up at her from her place on Sophia’s other side. Elena shook Frank’s hand and then smiled down at the silver haired beauty. “Hi.”

Eva leaned across Sophia and her eyes drank in Elena’s dress. “I was so happy when Sophia told us you and Matt were coming tonight. It sounds like you’ve come a long way from your first accidental encounter of the lifestyle.”

Sophia put her hand over Elena’s and she squeezed. “I hope you don’t mind. I told Eva about our emails and your curiosity.” She flashed a smile at her friend.

Elena’s face flushed warmly and she shook her head from side to side. Of course they would have talked. They were friends after all and it was plain that Eva knew about her bi sexual curiosity, the way her eyes kept dropping to her chest and cleavage. It might have been easier if she’d had a glass of champagne to ease her into this conversation though.

Frank cleared his throat and stood up. “Would you like to dance Sophia?” He wasn’t as tall as Matt or Chris but his tuxedo tugged across a muscular chest and shoulders as wide as any hockey player. His ruddy face was lined with laugh lines, blue eyes crinkled in the corners, grinning and reaching for Sophia’s hand.

They were quite a contrast, his complexion fair, while hers was a rich olive, her dark hair thick and glossy. Movement beside her made Elena turn to face Eva who had slid into the chair that Sophia left empty.

Now that she was next to her, Elena could see the dark dress, the fine opaque netting dissecting her breasts, slithering down over her tummy and then cutting sharply to the side to reveal the curve of her bare hip underneath. The velvet dress, with the cutaway netting and naked skin below was provocative, yet elegant.

Eva’s hand rested on Elena’s thigh when she leaned close. Her light blue eyes seemed to glitter behind the dark jewelled mask. “I remember my first bi scene. It was with Sophia.”

The hotness of Eva’s hand on her thigh distracted her for a moment, but the words tugged low in her stomach. She barely dared to breathe; her lips parted gazing into Eva’s eyes. This was actually happening! Discussing a sexual experience like it was the first time waterskiing or playing golf! Would she ever get used to that, the casualness of it?

Matt slid into the seat next to her, setting six fluted glasses on the table while Chris poured the bubbly. Elena breathed a small sigh of relief. She wanted to talk more to Eva but needed some liquid courage first. She picked up the glass, feeling the tingling of the effervescent in her nostrils and tasting the smooth cold wine.

Matt leaned over and smiled at Eva. “Hi Eva. You look nice. Think you’ll treat us to a pole dance tonight?”

As Elena sipped at her glass it occurred to her that she wasn’t jealous Matt had paid Eva a sexy compliment. The only emotion had been an eager curiosity to hear her answer. She hoped the platinum haired temptress would say yes. It had been sexy and new, the first time she’d seen her do that.

Eva gazed at her, sliding her hand higher on Elena’s thigh before she answered. “Only if your wife will join me.”

The wine seemed to go down the wrong pipe and Elena coughed, setting it down quickly to cover her mouth. Pole dance? She grinned at Eva and shook her head. “I’ve never done that before. I don’t know how.”

Eva’s eyebrows bobbed and her smile was slow and seductive. “There’s a lot of things you haven’t done. This is just the first. Come on. No time like the present.”

Elena’s eyes flashed wide looking from Matt to Chris to Eva. From their smiles, nodding their heads in encouragement, there was no way she could dodge this one. She glanced over at the dance floor which was filled with couples, their swaying bodies moving against one another. The stripper pole gleamed in the myriad of small colored lights cast over the area from the glass ball above.

“Why not?” She stood up and grinned and Matt before threading through the tables and the scores of people standing at the edge of the dance floor, watching.

As she neared the brass pole, a hand skimmed across her back and down her arm to grasp her fingers, pulling her onto the step surrounding the pole. Eva’s mane of blonde hair swept back as Eva’s other hand circled the pole and she looped to the side.

Elena’s eyes were bright with laughter as she stepped up, the only thing separating her from Eva was the shining pole. It was warm under her hand, her fingers spread wide gripping it, her tiny footsteps circling the floor mimicking Eva. The other woman nodded and her smile was wide, leading the movements. The music pulsed through Elena’s body and the crowd on the dance floor faded into a blur, and her eyes locked with Eva’s.

Eva’s other hand reached as her body moved forward to hug the pole, her leg curled around it. Elena felt herself pulled into Eva, the other woman’s gaze fixed on her lips like a magnet drawing her closer...the gentle touch of their mouths meeting...oh fuck, it was hot and sensual. Elena’s hands cupped Eva’s cheeks, so soft and smooth like her own.  The tiny tip of Eva’s tongue slid over her bottom lips and then was gone.

It was as if someone tapped her libido with a cattle prod.

The jolt of pleasure of the kiss took Elena by surprise. Her eyes grew wide, gazing at Eva’s smile and the way she fell back, swaying from the pole, hair wild and free falling behind her. It was infectious, this uninhibited dance, swaying and swirling around the pole. Elena turned so that her back rested on the hard metal, her arms high and hands gripping the pole. Slowly she lowered, all the while her hips swaying from side to side along the length of the erect shaft. The bass notes from the song playing drove through her; its throbbing rhythm lifting her senses to new heights as she worked the pole.

When Eva’s hands cupped her breasts, her body also low behind her, her eyes slowly closed, relishing the sensation, the warmth of fingers kneading and pulling. At the tug of Eva’s hands, with an easy dreamy movement, her hips still caressing the pole, Elena rose higher. Her eyes opened and she smiled seeing Sophia and Frank swaying to the music, their gaze riveted to the pole dance. The suggestiveness of the dance, the smiling approval of the people watching, was intoxicating.

With slow feline grace, she turned to face Eva, and tilted to the side to kiss the other woman’s neck, the flesh soft and warm, the scent of pears with an undertone of musk infusing her nostrils. Her hands skimmed down Eva’s velvet back and cupped her ass. Oh God. She had never touched another woman like this! It was shameless and forbidden pleasure that the people watching silently applauded with approval in their gaze.

Eva’s fingers laced through her hair and lifted her face. When their eyes met, with a smoky voice she said, “I can’t wait to lick your pussy.”


Chapter 21

I want to fuck you like an animal

I want to feel you from the inside

I want to fuck you like an animal

My whole existence is flawed

You get me closer to god

—Nine Inch Nails, Fuck You Like An Animal

Matt turned in his chair watching Elena and Eva across the crowded floor. Holy fuck, the way Elena moved, you’d think she’d done this a hundred times! She was syncing her every movement to Eva’s. His mouth fell open when Elena and Eva kissed. There was thickness in his cock, pulling the fabric of his pants tight. He shifted in the chair to ease the pressure.

Chris chuckled and leaned closer, to be heard above the music. “Sophia’s going to be pissed. She wanted to be the one to bust Elena’s girl cherry.”

Mat spun to face him.

Chris jerked back and the smile faded from his lips. “I mean if, you and Elena want that. No rush, baby steps and all that.” He turned to watch the action on the pole. “But it sure looks like Elena is enjoying this.”

Matt turned once more and his breath caught in his throat. Elena was caressing the other woman, even kissing her neck. Yes. She sure looked like she was eager to try this ‘bi’ thing. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the pole. He sighed when the song ended and the women stepped away, walking hand in hand back to the table.

But it was Frank and Sophia who got there first. Sophia laughed and took a seat next to him, her hand rubbing his thigh. “I take it you liked watching that?” Her chin dropped and she looked up at him, her eyelashes fluttering.

“Are you kidding? Wow! That’s hot.” Her hand on his thigh was also hot. Just a couple inches from where it would be nice to have it.

Frank sat next to Chris and leaned over the table to shake his head slowly at Sophia. “Are you corrupting this poor boy?”

Matt’s eyes flashed wide when her hand slowly rose and cupped the bulge in his pants. His cock pulsed in response to her caress and then he slowly exhaled when she lifted her hand away. He glanced at Chris and saw the twinkling of his eye, smiling at his wife.

“Don’t be naughty Sophia. I don’t believe you had Matt’s permission. I know what you did.”

Matt looked from one to the other, unsure of what to say. She hadn’t asked but he sure as hell hadn’t minded. “I’m good!” he said, proud his voice hadn’t cracked.

Eva slipped by him and took her seat next to her friend and he could feel Elena’s hand skim his shoulder taking a seat next to him. He smiled at her, noticing the flush of her cheeks, how bright her eyes were casting furtive glances at Eva. He leaned close and kissed her cheek before whispering into her ear. “You two on the stripper pole was so fucking hot!”

She smiled and nodded before lifting her glass and draining half of it in one swallow. He’d known her too long not to know that look on her face. She was probably wet as hell and eager for more of that action.

When she set the glass down, Chris picked up the bottle to top it up again. Her gaze shifted to Chris and her smile was shy. “Liquid courage, bring it on.”

He laughed and winked at her. “You’re a natural on the pole. I can’t believe you’ve never done that before.”

Eva leaned over, her hands cupping the glass of champagne. “She sure surprised me. I’m waiting for the dress to come off and see her really do a number at the pole.”

“Speaking of which...” Sophia’s head jerked to the side, indicating the dance floor.

Matt turned to follow her gaze. Hole-Lee SHIIIIT! A woman in a dark mask, her copper hair swooping to the side swung around the pole, breasts and body bare except for a black G string.  She turned and the pole dissected her body, breasts heavy and full on either side while her legs were curled around it, gripping it tight to her pussy. Slowly she lowered, rocking her pelvis against it, totally treating it like a giant phallus.

On the dance floor, it wasn’t only couples dancing together, but threesomes and more-somes, swaying seductively, hands wandering over bodies, while sharing sensuous kisses. He grinned and shook his head slightly, in a state of blissful disbelief. And this was only the warm-up!

When the song changed, there was a chorus of shouting and people rushing to the dance floor. His mouth dropped and he caught a few of the lyrics of the ‘Closer’, everyone yelling out the chorus ‘I Want to fuck you like an animal’. Oh my God, what was it? The anthem of this place?

“C’mon!” Sophia and Chris were already on their feet, beckoning for he and Elena to join them on the dance floor.

Elena popped to her feet and he held her hand threading a way over. There was a little room at the edge, next to Sophia and Chris. When the popular chorus sounded again, Sophia was spooned with Chris, her backside pressed into his groin while his pelvis did a bump and grind into her. Actually everyone was doing a variation on the move.

He twirled Elena and held her against him body, his hands roaming at will on her torso, from her breasts to her ass. She was really getting into it as well, lifting her hands and fluffing her hair, while shimmying her breasts and ending with a roll of her hips. If the alcohol was intoxicating, the charged atmosphere was doubly so, releasing any inhibitions.

Sophia appeared on the other side of Elena, Chris’s face and smile over her shoulder. She draped her arms on top of Elena’s and moved slowly forward, her eyes focused on his wife’s lips. Elena was sandwiched between them, and Sophia’s hands skimmed over his arms as she kissed her. Oh my God. His gaze lifted and his eyes met Chris’s. He smiled and caressed Sophia’s back and ass while the women kissed.

Elena made no move to stop it but instead let her hands roam over Sophia’s shoulders and neck. It was plain that this was something that was not only desired but was inevitable...totally cool with him. Wow. He could feel the tug in his belly, his cock responding to the lascivious behaviour of his wife. His Elena. Fuck! His chest expanded with love and pride watching her.

The song ended and another slower one started. He watched a lot of the younger people drift back to their tables but still Elena and the tanned beauty kissed. When they broke off, Sophia whispered something into his wife’s ear, still holding her close. Elena smiled and nodded.

The next thing he knew, Sophia stepped into him, her arms high on his shoulders. Of course at parties and weddings he’d danced with friends’ wives but here...in the bawdy atmosphere, it would be totally different from that. No wonder, Sophia wanted to clear it with Elena before they switched partners.

She was a couple inches shorter than his wife, but her body was soft and cuddly, her breasts pressing against his chest, while her stomach caressed his cock.

She looked up at him and smiled, her eyes soft and sultry. “Having a good time?”

His hands rested low on her back and he slid them gently up and down feeling the swell where her curvy ass began. “I’m smoked. This is totally awesome.”

He glanced to the side where Elena danced with Chris. Like them, she was tucked tight to the older man’s body and their faces were close enough that they were almost kissing, speaking together, a smile on her face. His eyebrows drew together and his lips fell open. If this was anywhere but here, he might have been jealous but...funny thing was...he wasn’t.

She must have felt his eyes on her, because her head turned and their eyes locked. It was like Chris had advised—baby steps and checking in with each other, taking each other’s temperatures.

From the soft smile and relaxed easy look in her eyes, it looked like she was completely comfortable with this. It was small, just a slight nod of her head before turning back to Chris. This time, she strained up and her lips met his, no deep throated kiss, just a brush of their lips. His eyes narrowed for a moment and he inhaled slowly.

Hmm...Still no jealousy. If anything, it was nice. Elena was nice. Chris was nice. Why the hell shouldn’t she kiss him?  Elena liked Chris, but she loved her husband.

Sophia’s fingers played on the nape of his neck and he lowered his head to gaze into her eyes. His hands drifted lower over the supple flesh of her ass. This was all she needed. Her hands tugged at his neck, pulling his face lower and her lips met his. Her body was soft and warm in his arms, incredibly sexy and open to his caresses. And there on the dance floor, it was so right.

Her hips rolled from side to side, massaging her tummy over his cock. That was all it took. Her sultry seduction had his shaft hard and he flexed his hips, pressing it firmly into her body.

Her lips left his and she murmured her breath hot on the folds of his ear. “I can’t wait to fuck you.” Her breath was faster and its hotness on his skin sent a rush of lust straight to his cock.

He glanced over at Elena. Oh fuck. Chris’s hands cupped the underside of her ass, the dress lifted to show creamy smooth flesh above the top of her stocking. It was incredibly erotic, watching his wife being fondled by the handsome older man.

And Sophia. Oh my Lord. She had to be eight years older but damned if that didn’t make it even more irresistible. His fingers dug into the orbs of her ass and his other hand slithered between them, up to cup her breast. It was like he was a teenager again, alone with his first girlfriend on his parents sofa, the only thing separating them was the thinnest of fabric—his cock ready to dive deep into her depths while feeling her up.

The song ended and his breath came out in a whoosh. Fuck.

Sophia pulled his head down once more and her words were a fast rush. “I meant what I said, but you and Elena have to be okay with it. We’ll never push you but it doesn’t mean I don’t want to fuck you so bad I want to scream.”

When she pulled away, their eyes met and he grinned at her. “Ditto.”

She stepped back and her hand slid over Elena’s shoulder as she sidled up to her husband.

Elena turned to him and took his hand. They stood on the dance floor watching Sophia and Chris walk back to the table. Another slow song started which was just perfect. Now they could talk...see how much farther they wanted to take this.


Chapter 22

Don't say a word my virgin child

Just let your inhibitions run wild

The secret is about to unfold

Upstairs before the night's too old

—Rob Stewart, Tonight’s the Night

His arms went around her waist and they snuggled close swaying to the music. She could feel his cock still thick after dancing with Sophia. Not that she blamed him. Hell, when Sophia had kissed her and they’d been pressed close together, she’d gotten even wetter than when she’d been on the stripper pole. Add Chris to the equation, his hands caressing her ass, and all she could think about was how much she wanted his fingers inside her cunt.

She looked up at Matt, “You’re okay with everything so far?”

He nodded. “Absolutely. You?” His eyes were narrow, straining to see the truth in her face.

“Oh my God, yes. I can’t believe this place. I’ve never felt this horny or had this much fun doing it in public before.” She smiled and looked away for a moment before once more looking up at him. “I saw you with Sophia. At first I was taken back but then I was fine.”

She shook her head. “No. I was more than fine. It was hot. I don’t think I would mind getting together with them later.” She sighed and her smile faded. “I’m not sure about you and Eva but Sophia is cool.”

She stifled a giggle at how wide Matt’s eyes had grown and the grin on his face. After emailing Sophia and Chris, sharing photos, a friendship had formed. Eva and Frank were nice, sexy as hell but...she wasn’t sure about Matt being with Eva. Was it the fact that Sophia and Chris were older? Sure. That had something to do with it. But Eva was flaming hot. Maybe she’d spoil Matt with how hot she was and he wouldn’t feel the same about his wife after that.

“Look. We don’t have to do anything.” His eyes closed for a moment and then his lips formed a small smile. “That’s not true. I’d really like to see you and Sophia together. When you kissed earlier, it was smokin’ hot.”

Her pussy took on a life of its own and pulsed at her remembering Sophia’s embrace, her curvy body pressed against hers. She nodded, feeling her cheeks grow hot with the sheer pleasure of anticipation. Matt’s head dropped and he kissed her lips, his tongue meeting hers while he pressed his groin into her tummy. Oh yeah. He wasn’t lying about that—how turned on seeing the girl on girl.

She pulled back and her teeth rested on her lower lip. How could this play out? What about Eva and Frank? Would they be hurt or angry about being rejected? She sighed and rested her cheek against Matt’s chest. She liked them but there was no way she was ready to do anything sexually with them.

Oh God. Listen to her. She was deliberating on having sex with another couple and how to reject a second one so that they wouldn’t be hurt.  What kind of a woman, or a wife was she becoming?

She smiled to herself: a hedonistic, fun loving one.

Once more she pulled back and spoke, looking up into Matt’s eyes. “How do we arrange this? I mean, just get together with Sophia and Chris? And are you okay with me fucking him?”

Matt’s eyebrows rose and he closed his eyes. A wide smile formed on his lips and he spoke. “I think so. Sure! Did I just die and go to heaven? Don’t worry about Frank and Eva. They probably know other people here to get together with.”

“I know! I’ll talk to Sophia. She’ll know how this is done. She knows Eva, they’re friends.” She smiled and kissed his cheek. “I like this. The women making the decisions.” Her stomach was tingling with the excitement of it all. This was actually going to happen? Oh God! This was actually going to happen!

“Okay boss.” He took her by the hand and led the way back to the table.

Elena’s eyes narrowed seeing Sophia and Eva sitting close together, while Frank and Chris seemed to be sharing a joke, laughing and having a good time.  Her smile faded. Maybe she was being unfair and managing this would be impossible.

She took a seat at Sophia’s side and smiled glancing over at Eva.

“Another twenty minutes till midnight.  Frank and I are going into the play area to save a spot. It’ll be busy after the ball drops.” Eva looked at Sophia and squeezed her hand. “We’ll see you back there.” She rose and skimmed by her friend, sliding her hand along Elena’s cheek. She leaned over and whispered in her ear. “Can you go to the bathroom with me?”

Elena’s mouth went suddenly dry and her eyes were wide looking up into Eva’s. What was up? She nodded and rose to her feet.

When Sophia rose as well, she sighed with relief. This was probably how things went. The women, knowing their partners’ limits and setting them out with the other gals. At the bathroom door, there was a small line-up.

Eva turned and rested her hand on Elena’s arm. “Let’s duck into this room for a minute.”

She led the way through an archway, to a small area with a few chairs and a sofa. She took a seat and patted the cushion next to her, smiling at Elena.

Oh God. Here it comes. Elena forced a smile and sat down.

“Sophia and I were talking back at the table.” Eva placed her hand high on Elena’s thigh, her fingers softly rolling over her silken leg. “We’d really like to get it on with you, Elena. You and Matt don’t have to swap partners or anything. It would just be the three of us gals for that part.”

Sophia stepped closer and her hand pulled a lock of hair from Elena’s cheek. “I kind of got the impression that you’d like that too. Believe me, Eva and I almost arm wrestled for the chance to bust your girl cherry. But since we’re good friends, we decided to share. How does that sound? Are you okay with it?”

So this was what ‘conflicted’ really felt like. On the one hand she was practically salivating at the chance of this actually happening, and for it to be with two women as gorgeous as Eva and Sophia....well that was a fantasy come true.

But what about the other part? She could agree and just leave the partner swapping out of it. But what about Matt?

“Oh God. I’m so wet at the thought of this. Matt is totally on side of course.” She looked down at her lap while Eva shifted closer, her fingers sliding down into her inner thigh. “Sex with the guys...”

Eva’s head jerked up and she smiled at Sophia. “Yes?” It came out a yearning purr.

Elena sighed and she looked into Eva’s eyes. “You’re too...” She took a deep breath watching Eva’s eyebrows draw together.

“You’re not comfortable with Matt fucking Eva.” Sophia’s forefinger went under Elena’s chin and she tilted her head up so that Elena met her gaze.

She didn’t have to answer. Sophia nodded and then huffed a fast sigh. “It’s because, you kind of know Chris and me, right? And the fact we’re older doesn’t hurt, right?”

Elena’s head turned to face Eva and her words were fast. “Yeah. This is a big step for us. I can’t wait to get next to you but I’m not comfortable—”

Eva leaned forward and kissed her lips, silencing the rest of her words. She pulled back and smiled. “I get it. Don’t worry. Sophia and Chris were our first. I think it’s fitting they should be yours. If a couple as hot as you and your husband had approached us the first time, I’m sure I would have felt uncomfortable too.” She smiled. “Hell, Elena! I totally get it. You might not realize it right now, but you know, it might be hard for me seeing you with my husband. When we get to know you better...well who knows?”

She stood up and looked through the archway. As the line-up had evaporated, she walked over to the ladies room.

Sophia took a seat next to her on the sofa. “Don’t worry about Eva and Frank. They are totally cool with this.” She took Elena’s hands in hers and leaned closer. “In this lifestyle, you do what works for you and your husband, as a couple. You’re comfortable with me and Chris, but not Eva and Frank. She knows it’s nothing personal. It’s just the way it is...for now.”

She looked over at the bathroom door. “Believe me when you’re ready, you’ll enjoy them.” She rose to her feet and tugged at Elena’s hand. “Let’s hit the bathroom and go back to the table. We don’t want to miss the New Year’s toast!”


Chapter 23

Come into my arms

Let me know the wonder of all of you

And baby, I want you now, now

Oh now, oh now, and hold on fast

Could this be the magic at last

—Donna Summer, Could It Be Magic

“You go ahead. We’ll be there in a few minutes.” Matt smiled at Sophia and Chris and turned to his wife. It was probably not necessary but one last check to make sure she hadn’t changed her mind wouldn’t hurt. Since she’d returned from the ladies room, she had been quiet, downing a couple of glasses of champagne.

“No second thoughts? It’s not too late you know.”

She smiled and leaned over to kiss his lips. “We’re good. But I appreciate you asking again.” She looked down at the table for a moment. “I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t.” Her lips twitched in a smile. “Nervous, but wild horses couldn’t keep me away.”

There were still a dozen or so couples in the main bar area, some dancing, some still at tables or sprawled necking on sofas. Elena took a deep breath and stood up, her eyes already at the back of the room where the entrance to the washrooms and play area was. “Ready?”

Matt bounced to his feet so fast his chair almost fell over. His heart was galloping in a chest full and light. This was it. The moment they’d fantasized about was just through the door ahead of them.  It was as if his feet barely touched the floor.

The lighting was dimmer in the long room lined with lockers and benches. Sophia and Chris had wasted no time in shedding their clothes and getting into the play room. Matt sipped his jacket off and found an empty one. He slipped it onto the hook and beckoned to Elena to join him there.

She shimmied out of the red frock and stood porn star hot in silky thigh high stockings, a G string and lacy bra. He smiled down at her when she stepped close to him and unzipped his fly and flipped the button on his trousers.  His fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, while hers pushed at his pants, releasing his cock from the damp constraining cloth. His breath was ragged feeling her fingers curl around his shaft, but he placed his hands over hers, stopping her.

“Oh God, let me get my shoes off will you? This is...” He chuckled and shook his head, “...difficult. After a night like tonight.”

She smiled and sat down on the bench to slip her shoes and stockings off. Next the bra and panties were whisked away.

He set his shoes in the bottom of the locker and watched as his wife spread the white towel that had been laying on the bench, and wrapped it around her body. Oh God, his movements were faster getting the rest of his clothes off, put away and wrapping the towel over his hips.

Their eyes met for a moment before he stepped over to the door and held it for her to enter. They walked slowly, with small steps into the centre of the room as their eyes became adjusted to the lower lighting.

The central bed was occupied with three people this time, two women and a guy. Judging by the age of two of the set, the blonde haired woman and dark haired man, mid forties, they appeared to be a couple, while the other woman was probably thirty, with short pixie -like dark hair and an athletic lean body.

Matt stood still for a moment watching them. The man was on his knees behind the slender woman’s ass, grinding his cock deep into her while she was leaned over to lick between the wide spread legs of his wife. Each thrust pushed her mouth harder onto the other woman’s pussy and caused her pendulous tits to rock up and down.

Holy fuck it was hot watching them! He could tell they were all close to coming from the sound of their moans and the slapping of flesh against flesh. Matt’s cock was at full mast now, tenting the front of the towel.

Elena reached for his hand and tugged, jerking her head to the back wall of the room. Eva and Sophia lifted their hands and waved, beckoning them over. They sat together on a king sized white spread, while Frank and Chris sat on each side of them. Matt’s eyes were drawn to Eva and Sophia’s naked bodies, the ivory hue of Eva’s breasts next to the almond shade of Sophia’s skin, her apple sized breasts topped with dark chocolate tips.

When they were close enough Matt could see their eyes focused on Elena, but Sophia glanced up into his face and smiled, reminding him of her words on the dance floor. Seeing her naked body, the curve of her ass, legs casually parted to reveal a smooth dark mound and the beginning of her pussy...oh God, she wasn’t the only one lusting to be fucked.

Elena’s hand left his and she stepped between the other two women, her arms circling their heads. Immediately their hands slipped along her waist and back, while she bent lower to kiss Sophia. It was a long, slow kiss, and when Matt stepped closer and to the side, Eva’s head could be seen at Elena’s breast, her tongue circling the nipple alternating with lips closing over it.

He glanced at Chris and Frank for a moment and then his fingers plucked the ends of the towel loose, to be naked like them. Their eyes never left the women, even as both men rose from the bed to take a place next to him, their cocks as heavy and thick as Matt’s own.  Their breathing was faster and more raspy, each of them caught up in lustful voyeurism, watching their women make love. Matt smiled but remained silent. It gave new meaning to male bonding. Keep your deer hunting. He’d stick with group sex.

Eva pulled back and rose a little to shift up to the top of the bed, making room for Elena to lay flat on her back, next to Sophia. It was hard to know where to look. Eva was sexy as hell, the smooth line of her back spreading to the firm orbs of her ass, with just a flash of plump pussy before she lay on her side next to Elena.

Sophia now took her turn at Elena’s breast, her hand kneading the flesh while her tongue flicked across the firm protruding nipple. All the while, her other hand skimmed lightly over his wife’s stomach, ending with her fingers on Elena’s pussy. When she pulled Elena’s on thigh, opening her more to her touch, his eyes were filled with a vision he’d seen many times--the full pussy lips, soft dark folds of skin that glistened in the low lighting.

Matt could feel his cock pulse and a drop of pre-cum ooze from his cock, watching Sophia’s fingers slip through the dark furrow. Frank and Chris were standing so close to him, he could feel their body heat, smell their cologne and hear their breathing as they watched his wife’s pussy. Instead of feeling jealous or threatened, he was surprised at the warmth in his chest. Elena was perfect, a wanton gorgeous woman that no doubt his companions were dying to fuck. He risked a sideways glimpse of Chris, saw the thickness at the base of his cock, tapering to a pointed knob, like a spear. Yeah. His pounding heart echoed the thrill of picturing it pounding deep into Elena’s cunt.

Sophia rose up to her knees and turned leaning over Elena’s tummy, her hanging breasts brushing his wife’s midriff before pressing there while her face dipped lower to kiss Elena’s mons. She parted the plump pussy lips and for a fraction of a second the small pearl of ecstasy flashed before being covered with Sophia’s dark, flicking tongue.

From the soft sigh and rocking of Elena’s hips up and down against Sophia’s mouth, the touch of her tongue was driving his wife crazy with pleasure. From the movement of Sophia’s fingers, the back of her hand jerking back and forth, Elena was getting finger fucked to beat the band and loving it. Jesus, this was fucking hot to watch. Matt’s cock was so hard, his balls so tight, it was painful in a delicious way.

Eva broke off the kiss and rose to her knees, leaning across Elena to fondle Sophia’s ass with her hands. Elena’s face could no longer be seen but her hand skimmed over Eva’s thigh and lowered to finger Eva’s pussy.

Oh fuck. This was the first time she’d ever touched a woman! It was one of the most erotic things Matt had ever seen—his wife playing with a gorgeous woman’s twat while another dark haired beauty was sucking and fucking her cunt. His cock felt like a tap had been turned on, as another drip of slippery pre-cum slid from his slit. There was no way he’d be able to watch much more before he’d have to join them.

At Chris’s nudge on his arm he turned his head to face him.  His dark eyes flicked to the bed and he jerked his head, indicating Sophia. Oh my God. She had moved from Elena’s pussy and was now propped up by her arms, her tongue rolling over her lips while, she eyed his cock. He didn’t have to be asked twice, that was for sure. He stepped by Chris and was next to the bed, his thigh grazing against Elena’s, stopping by Sophia’s shoulder.

Reaching up with one hand, her fingertip played in the slit and then slowly spread the slippery cum over his knob. Her eyes were halfway closed while her lips were parted and coming closer.

“Ohgod.” His entire cock spasmed when her tongue rolled over his knob. His hand reached to her hair, lifting it away, so that he could see all of her mouth closing over his shaft, sliding lower, a molten cavern of velvet clinging to his flesh.

At Elena’s grunt of pleasure and movement beside him, he glanced over to see Chris between his wife’s thighs, his fingers spread and lifting her ass higher onto his cock. FUCK! Chris’ cock glistened with Elena’s cream as it stroked her pussy. Watching the older man, the strength of his arms, his thighs thick and muscular, pounding his shaft deep inside Elena while getting expert head from Sophia was a fantasy come true. 

His head fell back and he hissed fast air between clenched teeth. He couldn’t do this much longer, not with her tongue and lips sucking the underside of his cock--not without blowing a load and ending this way too soon. Grasping her by the hair he pulled her head back. Her eyes were wide and full of questions when he looked down at her.

His other hand cupped her cheek. “No. Not like this. I got to fuck you.”

A wide grin flashed on her mouth and she clapped her hands together. “Oh goody!” She fell to the side and flipped around so that her ass was before him. His gaze rose to the top of the bed, where Frank loomed above Eva’s ass, his hands holding the sides of her hips while he thrust deep into her.

He gripped the base of his cock, aiming it between Sophia’s ass cheeks, sliding lower till the slipperiness of her cunt claimed him. Slowly, relishing every inch of her tight hole, until his balls pressed into the slippery slit. He slid in and out, feeling her hot flesh grip his meat while all around him, naked bodies fucked and kissed, licked and stroked. The sight of all this, the soft moans of arousal, the musky smell of sex infused all his senses. He became lost in this sea of unsurpassed pleasure.

Sophia’s ass pushed back against him, matching every thrust, the kiss with Eva abandoned as her body succumbed to the pleasure in her cunt. Her muscles clamped tight, thighs trembling, hips rocking like a piston.

“Oh yeah....yeah....don’t stop baby,” she groaned. His cock was rock hard; he was balancing on the cusp of shooting a hot load deep inside her, his balls hard against her pussy. 

Her hand shot down and fingernails scraped the ridges of his balls.

That did it! He was flung over the edge. “Oh Jesus...!” His entire existence collapsed into the first glop of cum bursting down the length of his cock, shooting from its tip up inside Sophia’s pussy. In his mind’s eye he saw his seed dripping down her pussy walls as he thrust in again. His ass clenched, the muscles like ropes of iron. His hips jerked deeper still as another spasm of cum pulsed from his cock.

The sounds of Elena and Sophia’s cries of pleasure drifted in his ears, amping up the final wave that shot from the root of his essence.

He gasped and felt her body soften under him...her fingers falling away from his groin. Ohmygod. Ohmygod. Ohmygod!  His whole body started humming from the sheer pleasure of it all, his gaze falling over the others as they fell into bliss.

Sophia fell forward, leaving a trail of slippery cum on her thigh, his cock now softening. She rolled over onto her back, lying next to Elena. The sight of the two women, and Eva above them was a picture of beautiful, spent bliss. They looked like three satiated cats as they undulated on the bed.

Chris slapped his shoulder lightly and then sat on the bed next to Elena and Eva, Frank on her other side. “Welcome to the Lifestyle. What do you think?” His eyes were crinkled and a smile played on his lips.

Before Matt had a chance to answer, Elena spoke. “Please Sir, I want some more.”


Chapter 24

And we all had a real good time

Somebody told me I was out of my mind

And we all had a real good time

I couldn't stop myself from feelin' fine

--Edgar Winter Group, We All Had a Real Good Time

Elena smiled, locking eyes with Matt. It was plain from the look in his eyes that he was as smoked by everything that had just happened as she was.

Chris chuckled. “Not for a little while, my dear. When you get to be my age, you trade quantity for quality.” He leaned over her body and kissed Sophia. “Happy New Year, babe.”

Beside her, Eva had shifted to sit with her back against her husband’s tummy, his arms casually draped around her body. The love that their new friends showed their spouses was palpable, filling Elena’s chest with warmth. When Chris sat up again, she turned to face Sophia.  “That was awesome.”

Eva’s hand skimmed lightly over her head and when she turned, her eyes were sparkling in the low light. “And you were worried about Frank and me, that we’d feel left out. Believe me, being next to you and being part of this was more than enough.”

The friendliness in her eyes and kindness of her words touched Elena’s heart. Behind Eva, Frank’s smile was warm. Elena sat up and tucked her legs under her, making room on the bed for Matt.

She leaned close to Eva and kissed her cheek. “Now that I’m here, and having experienced this, I get it.” She fluttered her hands. “It’s hard to take it all in... but...” she reached out and took Matt’s hand. “And even harder to put it into words... but I’m so glad we did this!” She looked back to Frank and Eva. “You guys really were okay with how I needed it to go!”

“Exactly.” Frank’s deep voice was low and hushed. “It was enough for us to be next to all of you.” He grinned and he reached to stroke Elena’s head. “I have to admit that seeing newbies get into this is a kick as well.”

Matt let out a soft chuckle. “I think I can speak for Elena as well as me, that it won’t be the last time.”

Sophia rose and her arm went around Matt, leaning in to kiss his cheek. “I sure hope not.”

It was Chris, who rose first from the bed and leaned over to whisper, “On that note, maybe we should get up and go back to the bar. Give other people a chance to come in here. We can talk about the next time over some drinks.”

Elena sighed and turned to Eva. “Next time, I won’t be as insecure, no restrictions as far as you’re concerned.” She leaned in and kissed Eva, just the faintest of brushes of her lips against the other woman’s. “Being with you and Sophia was awesome. Why shouldn’t Matt enjoy it too?”

Eva’s eyes danced. “I can’t wait.”

***

Ten minutes later, they were back at the table, the music in the bar still playing but only two couples were dancing. People had either left or were still enjoying the play rooms.

Matt and Frank had gone to the bar to get a round of drinks, and Elena watched as the handsome young bartender served them. All of the staff working were attractive. It was almost a requisite of being hired. Even so, the people who’d she seen earlier, the patrons were an eclectic mix of ages. body sizes and races.

She smiled seeing Matt’s hands curl around three glasses of wine, balancing them as he walked back to the table. Like the other men, his shirt was open collared and his tie loose. His eyes twinkled when their eyes met and he returned her smile before setting the drinks down.

“Now that you’re back, let’s talk about when we can do this again.” Chris took two glasses and set one before Sophia and Elena.

Elena leaned forward, looking around the table at her new friends. She couldn’t wait to do this again!

Eva grinned, her candy apple lips wide. “Valentine’s Day is great at the club. Lots of red corsets and lace.” She picked up the glass and took a sip, her gaze flitting between Chris and Sophia.

Sophia’s eyes rolled and her shoulders slumped. “Six more weeks...” Her voice trailed off.

Matt’s hand drifted to Elena’s thigh and he gave a little squeeze. She didn’t need him to say it. It was hard to get away for a weekend like this and then there was the expense. Sure they weren’t going on a southern vacation this year, but still...

Frank cleared his throat and leaned his massive chest over the table. “Why does it have to be here?” His eyebrows shot up above deep blue eyes. “I like to keep this place kind of special, only come...” He grinned and his eyes flitted over the table, “No pun intended... only come for special events, keep it kind of special you know? How about if we got together at our place? We’ve got plenty of room and a hot tub...”

Sophia’s eyes lit up and she reached across the table to pat Frank’s hand. “Great idea.” She turned to Elena and Matt. “We’ve been to their house and it’s huge.”

Eva’s head jerked up and she squirmed in her seat barely able to contain herself. “Absolutely! We’ll have dinner, play, hot tub and play some more.” She fished in her purse and took a small pink notebook out. “We could do it the weekend of the 16th or 30th.” She smiled looking from Sophia to Elena.

“Either works for us.” Sophia laughed. “We’re not that busy that I need to consult my calendar.”

Elena looked over at Matt. He was grinning and nodding his head, totally on-side with it. It solved the money issue but it’d be better not to abuse the freedom that her parent’s babysitting allowed them. She turned to Eva. “How about the 30th? It’s going to be crazy busy at work the first part of the month and then there’s childcare, so the 30th would be wonderful.”

Chris held the glass of wine before his chest and laughed. “Oh boy. I remember those days. When the kids leave to go to university, it’s a whole new freedom!”

Sophia let out a snort. “Except for the cost of tuition!”

Elena laughed and squeezed Matt’s hand. This was wonderful. Their new friends were just like them with cares and money concerns. But there was an added element in this friendship, something totally open and warm because of the intimacy shared. “I’ll be counting the days. You’ll have to let us know what we can bring.”

Eva turned her smile seductive gazing at both of them. “Just your naked horny selves.”


Chapter 25

Baby the minute I feel your energy

The vibe’s just taken over me

Start feelin’ so crazy babe

Lately, I feel the funk coming over me

I don’t know what’s gotten into me

The rythm’s got me feelin’ so crazy babe

--Beyonce, Naughty Girl

There was a spring in Elena’s step when she walked into the store the following Monday. Of course Amanda picked up on it right away.

“Hey girlfriend! Happy New Year.” She leaned her bum against the glass counter top, folding her arms across her chest while a puzzled look flashed in her eyes and warm smile. “How was the Big Apple? You look pretty refreshed.”

Elena stopped and loosened the buttons on her wool coat. She had to hide the smile that twitched in the corners of her lips, thinking, ‘if you only knew Amanda’. She looked up at her friend and nodded. “It was good. Matt and I had a great time in the glitz and glitter.”

Mila, coming into the main area from the back office was humming a tune and stopped when she saw Elena. “Happy New Year to you too!” When she sauntered over with hips swaying from side to side.

When she stood next to Amanda, her hand rose to fluff the dark hair over her shoulder. For a moment Elena thought of Sophia, the same swarthy skin and dark almond eyes above full lips. With the tight skirt hugging round hips and low neck top where a line of cleavage teased above full breasts, Elena felt her cheeks flush warmly. Of course she’d always noticed that Mila had a great body, but today, there was something novel in the way she saw her. Something raw and sexual, like a man would gaze on her.

She smiled and looked into Mila’s eyes. “Happy New Year to you too. Did you have fun in New York?”

Mila’s head fell to the side and the smile vanished from her lips. “We didn’t end up going. The car broke down and we took a pass.” She grinned looking at Amanda. “We ended up crashing Amanda’s night.” Her arm circled Amanda’s waist and she hugged her for a moment, smiling up at her. “It was fun though, wasn’t it?”

Now it was Amanda’s turn to flush pink. Her smile was close lipped and her eyes wandered over the petite, exotic woman beside her. “Yeah. Sure beat watching movies with my cat.”

“Great.” Elena walked to the back of the store to hang up her coat and remove her boots. There was something going on there between the two of them. Or was she just being sensitive now that she had indulged her bi-sexual fantasy with Sophia and Eva? Oh God. Four more weeks until she’d see them again to relive it. How was she going to manage?

One thing she knew. Whatever had gone on between Amanda and Mila, and she was pretty sure that it’d been sexual, she had to keep her work life, even her regular life in Black Rapids separate from the crazy fun she’d discovered at Eden.

As she went to the sales floor to take down the party dresses and make room for the new stock of red, valentine wear, she wondered if she and Matt were the only couple in Black Rapids to partake in the swinging lifestyle. It was a small town, only forty thousand people or so. Probably they were.

The front door opened and a blonde haired woman wearing a silver fox fur coat sashayed over to the rack of clothes. Even though it was Monday morning, the woman carried herself with an air of confidence, her hair and make-up absolutely immaculate, that it was hard not to take notice. As she sidled up next to Elena, her fingers flying through the racks of hangers, she exuded a sultry aura that grabbed Elena’s attention.

Elena turned and smiled. “May I help you find something?”

The woman flashed aqua blue eyes above sculpted cheekbones and a wide smile. “I hope so. I’m looking for a dress for Valentine’s. Something low cut and totally sexy for a party I’m giving.” She winked her eye and gave Elena the once over. “Do you carry corsets?”

Elena’s mouth went dry and her eyes widened. Corsets? That’s what Eva had said about the club at Valentine’s. Could this woman be getting ready for some kind of swinger party? She decided to go out on a limb. “I’ve ordered a shipment that will be here later in the week. Your husband likes corsets does he?”

The woman’s laugh was like the tinkling of bells before she answered. “Him and the rest of the guests.” She looked away for a moment and then her smile was wider still. “There’s nothing quite as sexy as a bustier or corset with dark stockings.” Once more her gaze slowly dropped and gave Elena’s body the once over. “You’d look great in a corset. You must own a dozen, working here.”

Elena glanced over at Amanda and Mila who were laughing, their heads close together as they stood next to the counter. She felt her hands get clammy. In a good way. She turned back to the gorgeous blond woman. “Actually, I don’t. But I’ve been told that it’s almost a uniform at—”

“Certain parties, or certain kinds of clubs?” The woman’s fingers halted and she peered into Elena’s eyes.

Elena’s eyes were wide and her lips fell open. Oh my God. “Ummm... couples clubs?”

The woman nodded slowly. “Yes... sometimes they’re called that... or even ‘adult clubs’...” She tilted her head at Elena and dropped her voice. “I like the term ‘Lifestyle Club’. Do you?”

Elena chewed her lower lip as she gave the woman a once over in the same slow, intent manner she had just been examined. “Yes, that works for me. I’ve had some wonderful times at one in New York City on New Year’s Eve.” She kept her voice low so the girls at the cash counter couldn’t overhear.

The customer’s eyes sparkled and her smile became friendly. “Oh really? Which one?”

“Eden.”

“In Brooklyn? Just over the bridge? I love Eden!”

Elena nodded, wondering if this woman was undressing her in her mind’s eye; she was making no bones about checking her body out, that was for sure. Keeping her voice low, she said with just a slight tremor in her voice, “Do you live in Black Rapids?” She couldn’t believe it! Was she hitting on this woman? Or was she being hit on? Either way, she didn’t care who was doing what to whom.

“All my life. Actually, I may have sold you your house. You look kind of familiar. I’m Sylvia.”  She glanced over at the counter now too, and kept her own voice down. “My husband Bryon and I like to entertain. You know, parties like you’d find at Eden’s.”

Elena was hardly able to breathe, her heart pounding hard in her chest, gazing into the other woman’s eyes. What were the chances of meeting someone in the lifestyle right there in Black Rapids and after wondering about it a few moments before? She nodded her head. “New Year’s Eve was our first time...” She shook her head and looked down at the floor, now stammering, “that’s not right. We were there last month but we didn’t know what it was. We kind of stumbled upon it.”

She shifted so that her face was only inches away. Her voice was a soft purr. “But you liked it. Enough that you went back for New Year’s Eve. I bet that was fun.”

Elena grinned. “Totally.” She took a breath and continued. Might as well be hung for a sheep as well as a lamb. “Do you go there often?”

The woman laughed again. “Not often enough for my liking. But Bryon doesn’t like long distance driving in the winter. We compensate with parties at home. Maybe you and your husband will join us sometime.”

This was incredible. “How about if I call you when the corsets arrive?”

She opened her leather handbag and smooth as silk, slipped a business card into Elena’s hand. “Better yet. Why don’t you and your husband come over for drinks next Saturday night? If the corsets are in stock, you could bring some along in a size ten. We could try them on in the comfort of my home. That could be fun.”

The notes of a fast paced ring tone played and she reached into her purse and frowned looking at the face of her cell phone. “Darn. I’d love to stay and chat Elena, but I’ve got to meet a client in ten minutes.”

Elena’s head jerked up and her eyebrows drew together. “How’d you know my name?”

Sylvia smiled and her finger slid over the name tag on above Elena’s breast, and down. There was a tug low in Elena’s tummy at the light touch on her nipple.

“My name’s Sylvia. Call me.” Sylvia slipped her phone back into her purse and turned to leave the store.

Elena watched silently, a smile curling her lips. Oh my God. She could hardly wait to tell Matt. Now that they’d been introduced to this lifestyle, it was popping up all over, even in sleepy little Black Rapids.

She rifled through the dresses on the rack and held a low cut sequinned frock against her body, feeling suddenly sexy and vibrating with happiness.

And it had all started with that accidental evening at Eden’s.

The End

of Accidental Swingers

There’s PLENTY more to come!
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About This Book…

After taking their first bite while in The Big Apple, all they want is MORE!

Blacks Rapids is a dirty town… in a good way!

Coming back home from their incredible New Year’s Eve trip, Elena is astonished to find out that their own town has a vibrant Swinger community. She’s surprised and Matt’s pleased as punch!

The alluring flirt she received from Sylvia in the store is quickly fanned into a flame. Not only is Sylvia confident and successful, her scrumptious figure is burned into Elena's mind. What would it be like to stroke her back, caress her arms… What would Sylvia taste like? Yes, Sylvia’s older… and like a matured wine, her ripeness is intoxicating.

Matt’s as enthusiastic as she is to accept Sylvia and Byron’s invitation to a meet and greet. From the moment the first glass of wine is poured the evening surges into a rollicking revelry of earthly delights. Elena indulges her new found fascination as she traces the form and warmth of Sylvia’s body. Elena and Sylvia bring new meaning to wanton hunger. Watching them together thrills Matt down to his core.

But…

When Elena tells Matt that she would like to be as thrilled by watching him and Byron play, he freezes. This wasn’t in any game plan of his! He shuts the door on that idea with a definitive slam. It’s just not for him, okay?

But… why then is he having such raunchy dreams? What’s happening here? This isn’t what he expected?

Is this new Lifestyle really for them after all?


Chapter 1

Elena walked to the store entrance and watched Sylvia walk down the corridor in the brightly lit mall. A small smile played on her lips as she admired the confident, sexuality Sylvia flaunted striding forward in the dark leather boots, the hem of the fox fur coat swaying luxuriously. In her mind’s eyes she saw the woman’s thigh extend and contract lusciously with each step. She wondered— was Sylvia wearing stockings with garters, thigh highs or panty hose? The successful realtor would turn heads wherever she went, but now, after Elena’s foray into the Swinger Lifestyle, her appraisal of the older woman held more than a hint of lust.

It was amazing that they’d met right there in the store she managed. It was almost as if there was some secret pheromone oozing from her pores that attracted sexual soul-mates. When she and Matt had returned from their wild night at Eden, the posh swinger club in Brooklyn, they’d been convinced something like that would never be possible in small town Black Rapids.  Yet, Sylvia had made it clear that she and her husband were in the Lifestyle. She’d even extended an invitation to their home!

“Elena?” Amanda appeared at her side. Her fingers grazed Elena’s arm and she leaned closer, lowering her voice. “Do you know that woman?”

Elena felt her cheeks grow warm as she turned and smiled at her co-worker and friend. Even though they’d been friends for years, there was no way she’d ever be able to tell her. Amanda might be liberal minded but there were boundaries that Elena would never cross in their friendship. Telling her anything about what had happened on New Year’s Eve was definitely out of bounds.

“Yeah. She sells real estate. Sylvia. She was looking for corsets. That shipment from Yandi’s is coming in this week, I hope. Valentine’s day isn’t that far off.” Elena led the way back into the store.

Mila looked over from across the room where she was pricing dresses and hanging them on the rack. “Valentine’s day falls on a Friday this year. If it’s no problem with you, I’d like the night off.” Her plump ruby lips spread, revealing a set of perfect white teeth that made her almond skin seem darker still.

It was no surprise that Mila spoke up, asking for time off. She was pixie doll cute and curvy, with a raft of admirers both male and female. Add that to the fact that she made no bones about sleeping around—of course she’d be busy on such a romantic night.

Elena glanced over at Amanda before answering. Amanda had more seniority and had stayed to close the store on New Year’s enabling the others to get away early. She nodded her head slightly and her eyebrows rose in silent answer to Elena’s question.

“Sure. I don’t see a problem with that. Got big plans for the night?” Elena walked over to help with the pricing and sorting of the rack of clothes. When Mila grinned and flipped her long lustrous mane of hair, she couldn’t help smiling in return. Mila had to be twelve years younger than Elena but that twelve years was like another generation. There was absolutely no shame in the young woman, bragging about her sexual exploits.

“A friend of mine is having a party. It’s a theme, costume thing, all about romance! But she’s claiming Cupid. Too bad. I would look better in a set of wings and loin cloth than her.”  She pouted and then like a chameleon her face changed to a wide smile, holding a dress against her body, gazing down at the silky red fabric. “This is kind of nice, don’t you think?”

Amanda and Elena exchanged a look and Elena spoke first. “You could wear that. Be the Lady in Red like that Chris De Burgh song. That color suits you.”

“Who’s Chris De Burgh?”

Elena chuckled. “Google it; it’s a great song.”

“Oh, an oldie, huh?” Mila grinned and gave a small wave with her hand. “Not important anyway. I was thinking maybe I’d go as Betty Boop. Remember that cartoon character with the little mini dress and dark curly hair? I’d make a good Betty Boop.”

Amanda laughed and shook her head. “But that’s not romantic. She was just a cartoon.”

“Wrong! Name me one guy that didn’t secretly want to fuck her. She was a hot little number, that one. I’m picturing a short dress that barely covers my ass and no panties. Trust me if I show up in that, no one’s gonna notice Gina in the Cupid’s costume.” She fluffed her hair and struck a pose before going back to tagging the dresses.

Elena felt her neck grow warm watching Mila. The dress she’d described could have been worn in Eden and not look out of place at all. Her own dress on New Year’s had hardly covered her ass but she had worn a thong. So, she wasn’t as out there as Mila. She’d love to be a fly on the wall at the party Mila was going to. How far did it go? Were they swingers as well?

Mila turned to Amanda and her smile was flirty. “You should come with me. With your height and body, you’d look great in an Aphrodite costume. A Greek goddess, for sure.”

Elena watched the interplay, wondering once more what had happened between the two of them at New Year’s. Mila and her boyfriend of the week had crashed at Amanda’s. Had they all ended up in Amanda’s bed? She wouldn’t put it past Mila, but Amanda?  Amanda had always been more conservative, less of a serial dater than Mila. Why not put it out there and see...

“I think you should go, Amanda. But go as Venus, the Roman goddess.” Elena affected a casual chuckle. “From the sounds of it, it could become a Roman orgy or romance orgy...whatever.” She held her breath waiting for a reply. Now that her own bi-sexual side had been unleashed she was curious about her co-workers... hell, and these girls were just the start! She was curious about everybody now!

“Good one Elena! I like the sounds of that.” Mila held her hand up for a high five. When Elena grinned and raised her hand, Mila continued. “Too bad you’re married with a family, Elena. Look at all the fun you’re missing out on!”

It was all Elena could do not to laugh out loud. After, being part of the six people having wild, uninhibited sex at Eden, there wasn’t anything that she was missing out on. True, she hadn’t started in her twenties like Mila, but she wasn’t exactly over the hill at thirty five. She smiled, looking from Mila to Amanda. “Just let me in on all the details. It sounds like a great time all right.”

At the sound of her cell phone ringing, she walked to the back room of the store. She picked her purse up and fished the phone from the front flap. It was a text message from Matt.

HEY BABE! I MISS YOU. IT’S A DRAG BEING BACK AT WORK AFTER BEING OFF FOR CHRISTMAS AND (PANT, PANT) NEW YEAR’S EVE. HARD TO CONCENTRATE HERE, IF YOU KNOW WHAT I MEAN. :)

She slipped down into the chair and typed a reply, feeling a pleasant warmth between her legs. She knew exactly what he meant!

YOU’RE NOT GOING TO BELIEVE WHO I MET THIS MORNING! A SEXY REAL ESTATE LADY WHO MADE IT PRETTY CLEAR SHE’S IN THE LIFESTYLE. SHE AND HER HUSBAND WANT US TO GO OVER TO THEIR HOUSE ON SATURDAY. AND I THINK SOMETHING’S GOING ON BETWEEN AMANDA AND MILA! SMALL WORLD!

Immediately her phone flashed with his reply.

HOLY SHIT! THAT’S INCREDIBLE! CAN’T WAIT TO SEE YOU TONIGHT!

Elena clicked the phone off and smiled.


Chapter 2

Later that night, Matt striped off his shirt and stood at the foot of the bed smiling up at Elena. Even with the make-up scrubbed off, her face was gorgeous, her blue eyes wide above perfectly sculpted cheekbones and full pink lips. She sat in bed, the floral cover tucked over her hips while the navy lace of her nightgown barely contained her breasts. But it was the eager look in her eyes, her lips twitching in a smile that played on his heart strings. She was dying to tell him about her day, meeting the realtor and about Amanda and Mila. This was their first time alone all week. The kids were each doing a school week sleep over.

He undid the snap of his jeans and pushed them down, gathering his boxers in the process. Immediately his cock hung heavy, brushing the top of his thigh. It was crazy but ever since they’d gone to that swinger club in New York City, he had a perpetual hard-on. The night had been expensive but considering the residual benefits that lingered on and on, it was well worth the price.

They’d made tentative plans to go back to New York and visit Sophia and Chris on Valentine’s weekend and he couldn’t wait. But now that Elena had met this real estate woman...well, it sure would be more convenient to get together with couples in Black Rapids. If they could have as much fun in their home town, instead of the long drive to New York City, that’s a bonus.

Her gaze was riveted on his groin as he rounded the bed and climbed in beside her. “Somebody’s in the mood tonight,” she purred as he settled in. She grinned and snuggled into his body, curling her fingers around his dick. A thrill of pleasure pulsed in his cock at the warmth and sensuous roll of her hand.

“So what is this about the real estate woman? What company does she work for? Is there a picture of her on-line?” He laid back and closed his eyes for a moment, enjoying the loving attention of her hand.

“Wow! You’re certainly interested in this. Should I be worried?” She laughed and sat up, rolling to the side to grab the laptop from the bedside table.

“Hey! Look who’s talking. You’re the one scrambling for the computer! You couldn’t wait to tell me all about her. “He grinned, teasing her with his words. Actually since she’d texted him earlier that day, it was all he thought about. Another couple, close to home?

He pulled his body higher up on the bed till he sat next to her. The aroma of her shampoo and perfume drifted into his nostrils when he leaned closer. Her fingers were flying on the laptop and the logo of a local real estate office filled the screen. She scrolled down to the photos of the six agents who worked there. Her finger tapped the screen under the picture of a pretty blonde woman with a warm smile. 

“That’s her. Sylvia Blackmore. I know you can’t tell from the photo but she’s about my height and she’s got a sexy body. Well at least her legs are shapely. It was hard to tell with the fur coat. But she asked for a corset in my size.”

Matt continued staring at the photo. There was a confident, saucy look in the woman’s eyes. Sylvia looked a bit older than him and Elena but at Club Eden Sophia was in her forties and she’d been totally hot. Actually, the fact that she was older added to the appeal for him. And from the way Elena talked about Sylvia, she was attracted to her as well. That was half the equation solved.

“So she asked us to their house this weekend? What if...well, what if you don’t like her husband? It’s not like we’re at a club and we can just say no thanks and sit at another table. I mean...we’re at their house.  What’s the protocol here if we, I mean you primarily, want to take a pass? We both think she’s hot but what about him?” He turned to Elena, hoping she’d know the right thing to do.

Her eyebrows drew together and she bit down on her lower lip gazing at him. It was plain she was no wiser on this than he was.

“She gave you her card, right? Maybe you should call her. Have a coffee with her and somehow get her to show you a picture of her husband.” He tapped the side of his head. “I know! You can show her mine to start with.” This was trickier than he’d thought at first. You weren’t just trying to get two people to agree, you were trying to get four people on the same page. He could understand now why clubs were so popular. It was an easier way to blow off rejections.

Elena’s head dipped to the side and she nodded. “Yeah that could work. She knows we’re pretty new at this. Although something tells me, that her husband is probably attractive too.”

“Yeah, well...maybe. But I’d feel better if you had some idea of what he looks like. I know it’s shallow but there it is. I just don’t want you to feel any pressure or anything when we’re there. Actually, we probably should set the boundaries even before we go. Let’s just meet them and talk about it later. If we both agree, then maybe the next time...” The knot that had formed in his gut began to loosen.

“Totally. That’s the way to handle this. I’ll call her and let her know that. If they don’t like it, then it’s their loss.” She snapped the laptop shut and set it back on the table.

When she turned to him, her eyes lit up. “Wait till I tell you about Amanda and Mila. You know Mila...She’s trying to talk Amanda into going to this sexy costume party on Valentine’s Day.” She laughed and shook her head. “When you were a kid, did you ever fantasize about Betty Boop?”

He blinked a couple of times and then stared at her, shaking his head. “Well yeah. Her and Jessica Rabbitt, Daisy Duck...never Minnie Mouse...that’s weird huh?”

Elena’s hands shot over and she tickled his waist. “Daisy Duck? Are you serious? That’s just sick, Matt.”

He grabbed her hands and pinned them above her head, rolling over and shoving her thighs apart with his knee. “That’s a normal, horny as fuck boy, honey.” He leaned into her and kissed her neck, “So what’s Betty Boop got to do with Mila and Amanda? You think there’s something going on between the two of them?”

He’d met both of them of course, when he’d picked up Elena from the store and Amanda had been over to their house a couple of times. They were both gorgeous young women in totally different ways. Amanda was tall and lithe like a model whereas, Mila was a tiny bombshell. Cute and cuddly as hell. The funny thing was, if he was single they’d probably never register on his radar. They were waaay too young. What would he ever talk to them about? Nevermind... he went back to sucking on Elena’s neck.

Elena squirmed under him, rubbing her pelvis against his thigh. “Mila is going as Betty Boop. She’s not going to wear panties. She wants Amanda to be a Greek goddess. No doubt, wearing a toga that leaves one boob bare.”

Matt’s grip on Elena’s hands loosened and he fondled her breast, trying to focus on the moment. But the image of Amanda and Mila in their costumes was like an ear worm. From the way Elena was humping his thigh, her heart beating hard under his hand, she was probably picturing it as well. He slid lower on the bed and his lips traced a trail down Elena’s throat, down to her chest until his mouth was on her nipple.

She moaned and her fingers threaded through his hair pulling him tighter onto her breast. The lacy nightgown had shifted to the side, leaving it exposed and nipple puckered, firm between his lips. Was she picturing Amanda in the goddess costume?

His hand slid over her body until he cupped her mons, his fingers gently parting her already moist lips. She gasped when he touched her clit, rolling it gently under the pad of his finger. “So Mila won’t be wearing panties? This is probably what she wants.” He dipped his fingers into her slippery hole, wetting them and flicking them quickly over her clit.

Elena gasped and spread her legs wider, arching her pussy up for more. It was all the signal he needed. He lowered on the bed and lay between her thighs, his mouth brushing her pussy gently. Her pelvis rocked up, seeking his tongue, soft whimpering cries rumbling in her throat.

This was something that he never got tired of—making her writhe with pleasure with just the touch of his tongue. And since they’d delved deeper into their sexuality, living fantasies they’d never dared to even give words to before, their love for each other was intoxicating. He sucked her clit inside his lips, whirring his tongue over the sensitive underside, rewarded by the sound of her breath getting ragged. His fingers slid inside her slippery hot flesh, pumping and curling to touch her G spot.

At her cry of pleasure he looked up at the heaving mound of her tummy, her hands squeezing over her breasts, fingers rolling the tip of her nipples while her teeth were bared, gasping gulps of frenzied air. She was close. The sight caused a pulse of pleasure to fill his cock, oozing a drop of pre-cum onto his thigh.

At the gush of wetness that spread over his fingers and onto his wrist, he almost lost it. Elena whimpered and gasped while her cunt clamped onto his fingers, her thighs quivering and shaking the bed. She squirmed to the side but he held her tight, determined to ride with her through the intensity of her orgasm.

“Oh God...” Her head arched back, her fingers fisting in his hair. She grunted her pleasure, holding his mouth hard onto her cunt, the musky scent of her orgasm infusing his senses.

Suddenly, it was as if she melted, her thighs falling loose and her death grip of his hair easing. He could stand it no more. He rose and kissed her mouth, the wetness of her ecstasy mingling as their tongues danced. Her fingers curled around his cock, pulling it to her opening.

He thrust his hips hard, burying his shaft deep in the tight heat of her flesh...claiming her lush body...Her thighs clamped tight around his waist, heels digging into his ass, every thrust of his groin banging hard against her pelvic bone. She snaked her hand between his legs, her fingers tickling the tight ridges of his sack, striving for more. The sensation was hot, driving him mad with lust. His hips were like a jack hammer, driving his cock deep and fast inside, his universe centered there.

“Ungh....” His eyes squeezed shut as the first jolt of his orgasm pulsed deep inside her. The sensation was surprising in its intensity and urgency. Again his body stiffened, his face contorted as he became lost in the moment of pleasure. Her fingers pressed behind his balls, and another spasm of hot release burst from his shaft.

“Matt...oh Matt.” Her whispered words drove him deeper still, till her tight flesh pressed against his groin. Oh fuck, the sensation was wickedly good...on and on till he arched forward, collapsing onto her chest.

For a few moments, they laid still, their hearts pounding fast against one another, their breath becoming slower. He smiled and once more their lips met in a slow, languid kiss. He rolled to the side, still kissing her and pulling her body close. He loved her so much. This, their fevered love-making was just one part of it.

She broke the kiss and snuggled into his neck, her breath warm on his neck and ear. “This just keeps getting better and better. How is that possible?”

He held her close and kissed the top of her head. “I don’t know but I hope it never stops.”


Chapter 3

Later that week, when the shipment of corsets arrived in the morning, Elena had a good excuse to call Sylvia. She was alone in the back room of the store, punching in the numbers on her cell phone. Her tummy was filled with butterflies. Her fingers shook a little as she clutched the phone, listening to it ring through.

“Hello?”

She took a deep breath. “Hi Sylvia. This is Elena from ‘The Clothes Rack’. Remember when you were in—”

“Yes! Yes of course! How are you Elena?” Sylvia’s voice was musical and light.

“Fine. I just wanted to let you know that the corsets arrived.” She glanced at the doorway, checking that Amanda and Mila were still out in the main area and she had privacy.

“Great! I told Bryon about meeting you. He’s looking forward to you and your husband coming over on Saturday. He thinks we’re doing a fashion show of lingerie and corsets.” She laughed. “You’re still up for that, right?”

Elena was silent for a moment. “Yes. But, Matt and I are kind of new to this. Actually, we’ve never been to anyone’s home before...I mean—”

“Don’t worry. I totally get what you’re saying. Don’t worry. Bryon and I never pressure anyone. Come over for drinks around eight, and we’ll see where it goes. I think you’ll like Bryon by the way. If I had to describe him, I’d say he looks a lot like Antonio Banderas. How about your husband?”

Elena smiled. Antonio Banderas was one of the sexiest actors she’d ever seen. If Bryon was like him...well it could prove pretty interesting. “Matt? Hmm...He’s in awesome shape. I can’t think of an actor but he’s pretty good looking.”

Sylvia laughed again. “If he’s your husband, he’s got to be pretty hot. I mean, look at you.”

Elena could feel her cheeks getting warm at Sylvia’s flirty tone. It was one of the best things about the Swinger Lifestyle–the fact that you could flirt with another woman, and compliment them without feeling in any way threatened or jealous. “Thanks. You’re pretty hot yourself. I’m looking forward to seeing you model a corset.”

At the warmth that pulsed between her legs, she squeezed her kegel muscles tight, increasing the pleasure. This was fun to tease and flirt with Sylvia!

“Oh boy. This is going to be torture waiting till Saturday. Why don’t we meet up for lunch today? I’m going to be in the area. What do you say?” Her voice sounded a little throaty and eager.

Elena’s eyes popped wide and a smile curled her lips.  She’d been thinking of Sylvia and her husband since she’d met her. Matt was keen to get together with them too. Why not? It was only lunch, even though the thought of seeing Sylvia was making her panties damp. “Sure. I usually brown bag it so going out for lunch would be a nice treat. There’s a restaurant in the mall—”

“No. I’ll pick you up at the mall entrance at one. There’s a cozy Italian restaurant not far from there. My treat.”

Elena’s breath caught in her throat at Sylvia’s words. The fact that Sylvia wanted to take her to a restaurant far from the familiarity of the mall, made it kind of...kind of risqué. Almost like a date? “Sounds great! I’ll show you a pic of Matt.”

“Wonderful! See you soon.”

The phone clicked off and Elena glanced up just as Mila entered the room.

“A picture of Matt? What’s that all about?” Mila stopped and looked down at Elena, a smile playing on her lips.

Oh God! Elena’s neck flamed and she slipped the phone into her purse. Shit. She had meant to send a text to Matt to let him know about lunch but Mila had shown up. “Oh it’s nothing. I’m meeting a friend for lunch. She hasn’t seen us in a while and I’m just bringing her up to date.” She stood up and walked to the door. “Can you take an early lunch today? I’m leaving at one and probably won’t be back until after two.”

Mila nodded but the look on her face was full of curiosity.

Just another couple hours to go. Nervousness battled with excitement in her stomach.

***

It was a crisp, startling bright February day standing in the mall entrance waiting for Sylvia. A grey BMW pulled up to the curb and tooted its horn. Elena grinned, and stepped forward seeing Sylvia at the wheel. She opened the door and slipped inside.

“I’m glad you could join me for lunch. It’d be nice to chat and get to know each other better before Saturday.” Sylvia grinned and glanced in the rear view mirror before pulling away from the sidewalk.

Elena was speechless for a moment. The expensive car, the fur coat and perfect grooming were a little intimidating at first. But Sylvia smiled and continued talking, putting her at ease.

“I hope you like Italian. Silly me. I never asked, just assumed you’re like me and like pasta.”

“I love pasta, no worries. I’m still a little gob smacked meeting you. I mean, Matt and I never would have dreamed that there were people like us in Black Rapids. And yet, here we are.” Elena buckled the seat belt and smiled over at Sylvia. The woman’s hair and make-up were perfect. She looked like she should be in Hollywood not a sleepy little Ohio town.

“You’d be surprised. We’ve had parties with twenty or so couples. Normal people, like you and me. I can’t wait for you to meet our friends.” Sylvia pulled onto the main road, smiling over at her a few times as she drove along.

“It was so crazy how we stumbled on the club in Brooklyn. We were looking for a dance club and the hotel concierge recommended it. You could have knocked me over with a feather when we found out it was as Swingers Club!” Elena grinned remembering how shocked she’d been at first, which gave way to curiosity and then to outright arousal.

“That must have been wild.”

“It was a whole other world. We just watched the first time but the sex afterwards was crazy good. So we decided to go again and give it a try. I’d never thought I was bi-sexual until that first night.” Elena blushed and smiled shyly at Sylvia. She’d had more than a few fantasies about her new friend.

“I think there’s a bit of lesbian in every woman.” She smiled as she parked the car in front of the restaurant.

Elena looked out the window. It was one she’d never visited before. Between two wide windows, under a bright red awning with ‘Gaetano’s’ inscribed in white lettering was a black door. She opened the door and joined Sylvia in entering the building. Immediately the warmth and smell of fresh bread and garlic infused her senses.

Sylvia smiled at the Maitre ‘d and followed him to a cozy table for two at the back of the restaurant. Even though there were many people seated there, the nook where she and Sylvia sat was private.

Sylvia took a seat and slipped her coat off, setting it beside her. “I love Gaetano’s. Their lasagne is to die for.”

Elena put her coat over the back of her chair and sat across from Sylvia. Soft music played in the background and looking across at Sylvia, she couldn’t help but compare the setting and atmosphere to being on a date.

Sylvia sat forward and placed her hands over Elena’s. “You don’t have to rush back do you? Why don’t we start with a carafe of wine?”

Before she had a chance to answer, the waiter appeared to take their order. Sylvia went ahead ordering the wine. Her experience and confidence clearly shone through and Elena let herself relax in her seat.

“I want to hear all about Eden. It’s been a couple of years since Bryon and I were there. Do they still have the stripper pole? Actually, I have one in our rec room. It’s good exercise dancing on the pole, and at parties it’s a blast.” Sylvia’s blue eyes twinkled and she reached across and gave Elena’s hand a squeeze.

She was so warm and friendly that any shyness Elena felt dissipated quickly. The wine that the waiter brought didn’t hurt either.  “I had fun trying it. Well, actually more because of the two women I was dancing with.” She pictured Eve and Sophia and smiled.

“I know. There’s something erotic about pole dancing with another woman. It’s a great warm-up at parties.” Sylvia took a sip of wine eyeing Elena over the rim of the glass. “So that was your first bi experience? At Eden’s?”

Elena felt a soft tug low in her tummy gazing across the table at Sylvia. From the look in the older woman’s eyes, she was looking forward to that as well. “Yes. It certainly won’t be my last.” She reached over and placed her hand on Sylvia’s.

She was totally on-side with anything Sylvia proposed. Now if Bryon...

She pulled her hand back and picked her purse from the floor. “I have a photo of Matt in my wallet. Do you have one of Bryon?” She laughed, sliding the photo across the table and watching Sylvia reach into her purse. “Look at us...I mean that is one thing I really like about this lifestyle, is the women calling the shots. After all, you were the one to set this up for Saturday night.”

Her eyebrows shot up when she looked at the photo of Sylvia’s husband. Holy shit! Sylvia hadn’t been kidding when she said Bryon looked like Antonio Banderas. His hooded bedroom eyes glinted out from a swarthy complexion, and his hair was dark, except for a little bit of grey at the temples. His smile bordered on a sexy smirk, the lips full and a dimple showing in his cheek.

“Wow. Very handsome.” Elena glanced over at Sylvia, anxious to read her expression after seeing Matt.

Sylvia’s blue eyes were narrow with mirth when she looked up from the photo. “Yeah. I’d totally fuck him. He looks like he’d be fun and he’s cute as hell.”

Elena handed the photo back and her fingers grazed Sylvia’s hand. “Let me tell you, when he saw your real estate photo, he was pretty impressed.”

Sylvia looked down at the table for a moment and bit her lip. “That photo is almost five years old. I hope he won’t be too disappointed that I’m so much older than him.” Her eyes crinkled and she laughed. “It’s kind of fun playing a cougar though.”

Elena shook her head and grinned. “He’s all over that. The couples we hooked up with at Eden were older than us. He told me that their age was a turn on. You probably will meet your match in him.” She took a deep breath and looked down at the table. “Although we probably won’t play or anything on Saturday. This is new territory for us.”

The waiter appeared and Sylvia smiled up at him. “I’ll have the half order of lasagne and a garden salad.”  She looked over at Elena.

Elena nodded and handed the menu back to the young man. “Make that two.” When he left she turned back to Sylvia. “So how long have you and Bryon been married? How did you get into the swinger thing?”

Sylvia fluffed her hair back from her shoulder and leaned over the table. “We’ve been together twenty years. We were both married before but it didn’t work out. I had started selling real estate and met him when he was looking for a condo. It was love at first sight.”

“Any children?”

Sylvia shook her head and looked down into her wine. “No that wasn’t in the cards for us. We have nieces and nephews that we spoil to pieces but no kids of our own.” She took a long swallow and smiled placing the glass back on the table. “As far as the lifestyle...we’ve been doing this for about eight or nine years. It was something that just kind of evolved for us.”

Elena’s eyes flashed wide and her head jerked back. “Wow! That long? And it works for you, obviously. No jealousy or problems.”

Sylvia was silent for a few moments smiling at Elena. “We always play together.  Sex with other people is fun but Bryon and I love each other. If it ever became a problem, we’d stop in a heartbeat. We celebrate our sexuality with each other and…” she arched and eyebrow, “with our friends… men and women.”

Elena looked into Sylvia’s eyes. “One thing we noticed at Eden’s...bi-sexuality was just with the women there. I guess, in the Swinger Lifestyle men don’t go there?”

Sylvia did an exaggerated roll of her eyes and huffed a sigh. “At the clubs, that’s the way it is. But at private parties, anything goes, as long as everyone consents.”

Elena’s mouth dropped open. That was surprising. What would Matt think about that?

Her mouth dropped even further. What did she think about that?

Hmmm…


Chapter 4

Matt hunched over the steering wheel trying to see over the snow bank lining the road. It had snowed all day. Not only had the banks grown, but the roads still had some sloppy patches that made for a tough drive. It was just their luck that the weather hadn’t cooperated for the night out at Sylvia and her husband’s. Elena and he had been keyed up about it all day.

Elena strained forward and her hand rose pointing to a large house. “That’s it! Number 46.”

Matt eased off on the gas pedal and his head turned to look where she indicated. There was a long double driveway next to the stately brick home, and golden lights highlighted the entranceway and walk. He turned in and parked the truck next to a grey BMW, Sylvia’s car from what Elena had told him.

He rounded the front of the truck and glanced at the house, snuggled cozy in the winter wonderland. His eyes took everything in and a smile formed on his face as he opened the door for Elena. This was going to be fun, meeting other people and from what Elena had said, Sylvia and her husband were nice. He held Elena’s hand, helping her alight from the high seat of the truck. She was wearing knee length leather boots with a four inch ‘come fuck me’ heel.

She reached back into the truck and lifted the plastic bag from the seat. Inside were an assortment of corsets in various colors. If the women tried them on and put on any kind of fashion show, it would be difficult to stick with the boundary that he and Elena had agreed on for the evening–getting to know Sylvia and Bryon and no playing around on what for all intents and purposes was beginning to feel like a first date.

Hell, they’d even dressed like it was a date, Elena in a body hugging short dress while he was in a button down shirt and dress pants. If anyone had ever told him, he’d be going out with his wife to meet another couple to eventually have sex with, he’d have told that person, they were doing cheap drugs.

It sure gave a whole new meaning to ‘date night’.

He held her hand as they went along the interlock brick walkway. Even before they got to the door, it opened and Sylvia stood framed in the warm glow of the house. She looked exactly like her picture online, the shoulder length blond locks, the vivid blue eyes and friendly smile. In the little black dress that hugged every curve, low cut at the neck-line revealing a tantalizing view of cleavage and ivory flesh, she was a sex goddess.

“Hi Elena. Come in out of the snow!” She reached forward and her arm went over Elena’s shoulder, tugging her inside the entrance.

Matt stepped through the doorway watching Sylvia help his wife from her coat, her eyes darting to meet his while maintaining a flirty smile. Elena shrugged the coat off, murmuring thanks and all the right pleasantries.

It was then that Sylvia’s husband appeared. He was just a couple inches shorter than Matt and more than a few years older. His face showed wear and tear but carved cheekbones topped lean bronzed cheeks and a firm jaw line. His full lips were pulled to the side in a lop-sided grin and perfect white teeth showed.

He stepped forward extending his hand, “Hi. You must be Matt. I’m Bryon. Let me take your coat. How’s the driving?”

Matt slipped the leather topcoat off and handed it to his host. “It’s a bit slippery in spots.”

Sylvia stepped closer to him and placed her hand on his arm. “Kind of like me. A bit slippery in spots.” She smiled up at him and laughed.

Bryon stepped close to Elena and he leaned in to kiss her cheek. “Welcome. What a lovely dress.”

Matt’s senses were on high alert from Sylvia’s flirty greeting and seeing Bryon hold Elena’s hand next to his chest, while gazing into her eyes for a beat or two. This was a lusty couple who didn’t mind flaunting that fact.  

He leaned into Sylvia, and his eyes were hooded gazing into hers. “Yes. The driving was quite hard, literally ploughing through...well you get the idea.”

With a chuckle she curled her hand around his elbow, smiling as she led the way into the large modern kitchen. “I’m getting lots of ideas, believe me.” She stepped away from him and walked behind the island counter, stopping at the fridge. “Bryon and I were having a glass of wine but if you’d rather have something else...” At the look that flashed on his face, she wagged her finger in the air, “Not that. Well at least not yet.”

“Wine is fine with us.” Elena laughed and stepped over to stand next to him. “Sylvia, I brought some corsets.”

Bryon took a couple of wine glasses from the cabinet and set them on the granite countertop of the island. “I hope you brought a black lace one for Sylvia. With her hair and coloring, it’s the most sexy on her. You are going to try them on and get our opinions aren’t you?”

His voice was light but the look in his dark eyes smoldered, focusing mainly on Elena. “We’re having a Valentine’s party. I hope you’ll be able to come.”

Sylvia poured wine into the glasses and smiled at her husband. “Double entendre, dear?”

He smiled and handed the wine glasses to Elena and Matt. “We’re shameless flirts. You’ll have to excuse us.”

Matt took a deep breath and smiled. “Actually, we’re getting together with our new friends at their house, in Brooklyn. Another time, we’d love to come...to one of your parties.” He winked at Sylvia to let her know he found the flirting kind of fun.

“Well, that’s still a few weeks out. Come on. Let’s sit in the family room and get comfortable.” Bryon led the way out of the room and into another cozy room with plush leather sofas bordering a cracking fireplace and long wooden coffee table.

Matt looked around the room, at the tasteful furnishings, the abstract prints on the wall. He ventured, “Your home is lovely.” but he was actually waiting to take his cue from Bryon as to where he and Elena should sit. If this were a vanilla evening with Rob and Gwen, there would be no question that he would sit next to Elena. But tonight, knowing where eventually everything would end up, should he sit next to Sylvia?

Bryon sat in the far sofa and Sylvia moved to sit by his side. For just a moment, Matt’s felt a twinge of disappointment but his fingers curled in Elena’s and he stepped over to the opposite sofa to sit next to her.

“So Matt, Sylvia told me that you and Elena kind of stumbled into Eden’s the first time.” When they nodded, he continued. “I would have loved to have seen the look on your face when you realized where you were! How the heck did you find the place? It’s kind of out of the way.”

Matt grinned. “The concierge steered us onto it when I asked about an adult dance club. I think he probably only heard ‘adult’ and ‘club’.”

Elena leaned forward. “At first, when I saw women kissing openly and the sexy way they were dressed, I thought that it might have been a gay bar.” She took a sip of wine. “When Matt left me to get drinks at the bar, a couple people tried to entice me to join their tables. They thought I was a unicorn.”

“The elusive unicorn. Yeah, I can see how that could happen. In all our time in the lifestyle, we’ve only hooked up with a unicorn a few times.” Sylvia smiled and looked over at Bryon, her hand drifting along his thigh.

Bryon shifted on the seat, sitting back and spreading his legs wider while flashing a small smile at Sylvia. Her fingers crept higher, almost on his crotch—exactly what he’d intended with that little move. 

Matt eyes were fixated on Sylvia’s hand, watching the other couple over the rim of his glass when he took a sip of wine. In his peripheral vision, he caught Elena’s quick glance at him. There was a tug of lust in his cock when Sylvia’s fingers curled over the bulge in Bryon’s crotch. They’d only just met the other couple! Was it always this sexual, this soon?

Sylvia smiled and her tongue licked her lower lip, gazing over at Elena and Matt. “Erica was the last time. Now that was a hot time!”

Bryon chuckled and his hand rose to cup Sylvia’s breast. “For sure.”

Matt smiled but his mind was going a mile a minute. At Eden, it was usual to see sexual affection displayed openly with women and even between a set of girls...but this, sitting across from a couple he’d just met, in their home was waaay more personal and intimate. He took another sip of wine, forcing his breathing to even out. It might even help his chubby calm down a bit. He squeezed Elena’s hand when she slipped hers into his.

Bryon sat forward and stood to his feet. It was obvious from the bulge in his crotch that Sylvia’s touch and their shared memory had started something big down there. “Let me get you more wine. I’ll bring the bottle in.”

Matt glanced to the side to check Elena. Sure enough, her eyes immediately shifted and she looked down at her lap. Of course, she’d noticed Bryon’s junk as well. They’d promised each other that there’d be no playing around, not on the first date. But, he’d stake his life on the fact that she would definitely be up for getting it on with both Sylvia and Bryon.

Sylvia leaned forward, exposing enough cleavage that it was a wonder that the bra and dress contained her boobs. “Do you work out at the gym, Matt? You sure look like you do.” She held her wine glass casually near her face, flashing manicured ruby nails.

Matt felt his chest grow light and he sat straighter, smiling over at her. “No. I run the odd time with Elena but I work construction, so I get lots of exercise.” There was no doubt in the way Sylvia’s gaze roamed over his body that she’d love to check it out more closely. The woman was a total flirt!

Elena laughed and her fingers rolled up his forearm to his shoulder. “Matt is in incredible shape. He could pose for a men’s underwear ad with the six pack he sports.”

Sylvia stood up and she moved to his other side, her fingers tracing the muscle in his biceps. Her voice was a soft purr, “Ripped or is the current word, jacked?”

Bryon slid by her and poured wine into all the glasses, topping them up. “I like the term jacked. It sounds dangerous and dirty.” He turned to Sylvia, the corners of his mouth twitching in a slow smile. “Why don’t you try on one of the corsets Elena brought? Maybe after you start the ball rolling and she has some more wine, she’ll join you.”

Sylvia stepped into her husband, kissing his lips, while his hand slithered down her back to palm her ass.

Oh God. Matt’s dick was getting pretty thick. This was such a totally hot, sensuous couple. They knew what they wanted and they were experts in steering the action to that end. It was great! He looked over at Elena to see how she was doing with all of this. There was a soft look in her eyes and her cheeks were flushed pink. Somehow, he didn’t think it was the wine causing that look. Fuck! She was as turned on as he was.

Sylvia turned and her hand drifted over Elena’s shoulder and then onto Matt’s. The look in her eyes was smoldering hot before she continued on, leaving the room.

Bryon sat down and lifted his glass, taking a long sip, his eyes meeting both Elena’s and Matt’s. He held the glass on his lap. “One of my favourite things is seeing Sylvia look red hot. Watching her strut her stuff knowing that everyone here would like to fuck her.” He grinned and turned his gaze to Elena. “Well, with you, it would be more kissing and licking her everywhere...but you get my meaning.”

Elena laughed nervously and then her words rushed out. “I can’t wait. She’s probably the most gorgeous, and one of the nicest women I’ve ever met.” Her hand flew to her face and she blushed. “I can’t believe I just said that!”

Both men burst out laughing. “I’m glad you did!” said Bryon. He then looked over to Matt. “It’s funny isn’t it? Rather than be jealous or threatened by the fact that you would want to fuck Sylvia, I’m flattered. Frankly, I can’t wait to see her get royally fucked by you.” Tilting his head, he continued, “Let me ask you—were you jealous the first time you saw Elena with another guy?”

Matt took a long drink, thinking of the first time. “I think at first, it was the thought of it I couldn’t handle. Seeing the two guys we met at the club and picturing them fucking my wife. Of course, we didn’t play with anyone our first visit. After though, we talked, fantasized, talked lots more and when we were in the playroom with the other couples...well it was fine.” He laughed and looked over at Elena. “More than fine. It was fucking hot.”

“For me too!” She sipped her wine and shifted in the seat to sit closer to him. “Actually watching you with Sophia was awesome! I just wanted you to have a really good time.”

“Yeah. It’s amazing isn’t it? How this works...you fuck other people while your partner watches and she’s totally involved and happy for you.” Bryon looked over at the doorway and grinned. “Speaking of partners...”

Matt turned and watched Sylvia make her entrance. His cock got hard so fast it was like a punch in his belly. It wasn’t just the fact that the cinched waist of the corset made her boobs pop lusciously up, threatening to spill out the top, or the swell of her hip below the tiny waist...it was the look in her eyes—the total lusty confidence. A ‘come fuck me’ look if ever he’d seen one.

Her legs were shapely in the dark thigh-length, stockings, the black lace garter accentuating the ivory smoothness of her thigh before the triangle of her pussy and the corset. In the high heel, stiletto shoes, she was leggy, sashaying by him, her hips swaying and the curve of her bare ass taunting his fingertips.

“Wow!” Elena breathed softly next to him.

“You like?” Sylvia spun on the toe of her shoe, revealing the full effect of the curvy costume.

“Unh, unh. Sylvia, you know I don’t like the panties.” Bryon crooked his finger, beckoning her over. She stepped between his sprawled legs and looked down at him. He edged forward and his fingers hooked in the thin fabric, tugging them down until she stepped out, kicking them to the side.

Matt forgot to breathe watching Sylvia’s bare ass and the ends of Bryon’s fingers appearing in the two hollows where her pussy met her thighs.  His fingers slid between her dark lips and then disappeared inside her.

Holy shit! He was finger fucking his wife right there in the living room, as casual as if he was stroking her arm. When Sylvia moaned and slid her leg to the side, opening herself further and bending forward slightly to give him and Elena a better view, Matt felt his cock ooze with lust.

He glanced at his wife to see how she was taking this. She smiled and then lifted her wine glass, chugging the rest of it.

“I think I’d like to try one of the corsets on.” With a broad smile and cheeks that were glowing pink, she stood up.

Sylvia’s head turned and she shifted her body to the side. “There’s a powder room off the kitchen. Do you need my help or—”

Elena’s hand rose and she waved her off. “I’m fine. I’ll be right back.” She leaned over and whispered in Matt’s ear. “Are you okay with this? Sorry, I should have checked with you first.”

Matt grinned and kissed her lips. “Are you kidding? I think I died and went to heaven.” He watched her leave the room and then he turned back to Sylvia and Bryon. She had turned completely around, facing Matt while she took a sip of the red wine. Bryon stroked her thigh and smiled over at Matt.

Matt tried not to look at Sylvia’s pussy but it was impossible. Especially with Bryon smiling like the Cheshire cat, as if he was inviting Matt’s gaze there. He’d said that he liked guys ogling his wife...so why the hell not?

His heart beat faster in his chest as he gazed at her crotch—shaven and smooth with just the beginning of her cleft showing. Under the darkness of the lace corset, it looked lewd and inviting. He glanced up to her face and caught her smiling at him, watching him check her out.

A trickle of sweat rolled down the centre of his back and he swallowed hard. It was a game of cat and mouse at this stage and he was playing with a couple of experienced hunters. Sylvia stepped closer and bent to pick up the bottle of wine, extending her hand to top his glass up. Fuck! She was so close to him that he could feel the heat of her body, smell her perfume.

His hand trembled a bit when he held the glass up and the bottle tinkled on the rim. All the while, she smiled and her eyes were half closed as she watched him. It was sweet torture, being so close to her like this, both of them wanting to fuck each other’s brains out. But there was no way that would happen; not without Elena being there.

Sylvia set the bottle down and then stepped away, taking her place next to Bryon on the leather sofa.  She made no effort to cross her legs or shield her naked pussy from view, but instead sat back on the sofa, casually draping one leg over Bryon’s lap.  Matt’s hand pushed at his cock, adjusting the hard shaft that was constrained in the crotch of his pants.  Sylvia didn’t miss the sweet torture happening to him. There was a small smile on her lips watching him before she took a sip of wine.

Bryon turned slightly in his seat and his hand slid softly up Sylvia’s thigh. “I like this corset. Do you like this corset Matt?”

Matt’s voice was a raspy mumble and he cleared his throat. “Yes. It’s very sexy. I can’t wait to see the one Elena picks out.”

His eyes opened wider. Oh my God. Bryon’s finger played softly on Sylvia’s clit. She sighed with pleasure and licked her lower lip, her gaze fixated on Matt.

“I can’t wait either.” Sylvia’s voice was a husky purr, rocking her hips up and down.

And from the look on Bryon’s face, the healthy bulge in his crotch, everything was going exactly right. He’d said he got off on guys wanting to fuck Sylvia....well, Matt was totally sold on that idea.

At the clack of heels on the hardwood floor, Matt turned and his jaw completely dropped. Elena?


Chapter 5

Elena stood in front of the bathroom mirror, adjusting the waist of the red corset. Even though she’d packed it, she’d really never expected to wear it. She’d thought it would be too daring. The corset actually only covered her midriff and hips. Her breasts were exposed, except for a small ruby pasty on the nipple. But after seeing Sylvia in the black corset and Bryon practically ripping the panties off, the red cut-away corset would be just right.

As far as wearing the red, thong panties, she’d had enough wine to drink that she wouldn’t even bother trying them on. Instead of stockings, she opted for a pair of thigh high red vinyl boots, with a four inch, spiked heel. She turned to the side, checking the effect of the tiny costume. Wow! She looked hot and couldn’t wait to show them.

She left the small powder room and took a deep breath before entering the living room. Her eyes flashed wide at the sight in front of her. Bryon was masturbating his wife, while Matt sat across from them on the other sofa. Holy fuck! The strained look on Sylvia’s face, her eyes half closed while her hips rolled under Bryon’s touch was pure lust. She was gazing at Matt, who was getting hornier and hornier by the second.

When Matt turned to look at her, Elena couldn’t help but smile. It was like he’d never seen her before, his eyes wide and jaw spanning open. Her gaze flitted to Bryon and Sylvia. It was obvious from the look on their faces that she’d picked a winner with the red corset. They both looked gobsmacked, their smiles wide.

Sylvia rose to her feet and walked over to where Elena stood. She circled her, taking in the full effect of the outfit. Elena’s heart beat faster and she hardly dared to breathe. When Sylvia stopped, standing a foot away, her gaze slowly dropping from her face to her toes and then back up, Elena’s knees trembled.

At the touch of Sylvia’s lips on hers, she reached for her, drew her close, the tips of her nipples pressing into Sylvia’s breasts. A jolt of pleasure shot through her pussy, tingling and making her wetter still. They were evenly matched in height, their tummies grinding tight, pushing their hips and mons as close as they could.

“Oh baby, you’re beautiful. I love this outfit....your breasts.” Sylvia breathed the words as her hands cupped Elena’s breasts.

The sensation of the other woman’s hands on her boobs, breathing in Sylvia’s perfume, made her tremble and strain forward, her hands dropping to maul the older woman’s bare ass. Her flesh was soft and warm filling her palms. At Sylvia’s soft moan, Elena’s hand skimmed around, to dive into Sylvia’s pussy. Oh God, she was slippery and wet, her woman lips full while the bud of her clit protruded a little, firm under Elena’s finger.

“Oh God.” Sylvia’s hips humped back and forth on Elena’s finger. Her hand thrust down, pulling Elena’s hand tighter onto her flesh.

The woman’s lusty movements, her breath fast and raspy was intoxicating to Elena. She lowered herself down to her knees, kissing Sylvia’s mound, straining forward to lick her, suck her clit, push her fingers deep inside her cunt. Sylvia moaned and stumbled back, but Elena’s lips clung to her. She glanced up and saw Bryon standing behind Sylvia, supporting her in her ecstasy.

Movement beside her caught her attention for a moment. Matt leaned over the side of the sofa, his hand on her head, stroking her hair. “Oh fuck, Elena. That’s so fucking hot.”

Sylvia’s cunt tightened on her fingers, sending a trickle of slippery pleasure over Elena’s hand. She tasted sweet, a hint of soap amid the musky scent. Elena sucked the hot bud of pleasure into her mouth, her tongue a whirring buzz against the nub...rewarded instantly by Sylvia’s low whimpering. Elena had her. She continued sucking, licking and finger fucking Sylvia till the woman let out a scream.

Her fingernails raked and dug into Elena’s scalp, pushing her head away. Sylvia’s face was soft, her eyes mere slits while her lips hung loose, gasping for air. She was the picture of satiation.

Elena started to rise and Matt’s hands gripped her arm. He pulled her close, kissed her slippery lips, licking Sylvia’s lust from her face. He murmured in her ear “I love you so much, my hot little wife.”

Her chest was light and full, a smile on her lips as she rose to kiss Sylvia. Knowing she’d made the other woman cum like thunder was wonderful, a stroke to her ego. She might not have a lot of experience in making love to another woman, but it was intuitive, doing the things she liked herself.

Sylvia’s hands cupped her cheeks and she leaned in to kiss her lips. “That was incredible, Elena.” When Sylvia pulled away, her head turned to smile at Bryon who stood next to her. “She’s amazing, dear. You are going to totally love fucking her.”

His eyes met Elena’s and he smiled. “I can’t wait.” He tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, letting his finger trail down her jaw, her neck until he reached the ruby pasty on her nipple. He tugged gently and the adhesive backing gave way. Her clit pulsed with yearning as Bryon’s finger grazed her nipple, his fingernail scraping it softly.

Elena tingled, her skin alive while her breath was ragged in her throat. Lust raced through her body with each beat of her heart. Her pussy literally ached to be touched, licked, filled with hard pounding cock. She turned to Matt. “I need you—”

“Wait.” Sylvia reached for her hand and pulled her close. “Let’s do this together. I know we aren’t swapping but I want to be part of you and Matt fucking.”

Bryon stepped back to the sofa where he’s been sitting, picking his glass of wine up on the way. “Oh boy. I love watching this.”

Elena’s eyes lowered to the swell of Sylvia’s breast. Her fingers rose to tug the cups of the corset down, and lifted them free. Her forefinger and thumb rolled the dark nipple, feeling the small puckered bumps of her skin. There was something so erotic seeing Sylvia’s bare breasts, feeling them against her own.

Matt stood up beside them and his hands drifted over their backs, smiling at each of them in turn. Elena turned to him and kissed his lips, her hand falling from Sylvia’s breast to slide the tab of Matt’s zipper down and pop the buckle of his pants open. Her fingers closed around his cock, spreading the dollop of pre-cum over the satin knob. Gripping him firmly she steered him back and pushed until he sat on the sofa again, settling back into the cushioned depths of it. She turned and swung her leg out and over his, lowering her body an inch at a time, until the tip of his cock pressed her opening.

Sylvia pulled the coffee table away and then took her position, kneeling on the floor between Matt’s legs. Her fingers were gentle, separating Elena’s lips. Oh God, her touch, Matt’s cock and Bryon sitting across watching them were too much. Elena dropped suddenly, impaling herself on Matt’s cock, loving how the thick hardness suddenly filled her up. She eased back, raising her knees until the heels of her boots were on Matt’s thighs. Her eyes was soft slits, her breath fast and uneven watching Sylvia lick her lips and edge forward.

“Ahhh...” Elena sucked air, gasping at the jolt of hot pleasure in her clit, Sylvia’s tongue flicking fast over it.

The thought crashed into her mind: ‘This is the first time I’ve been eaten out and fucked at the same time! Another thought right behind it: ‘I love it!’ She gave a small grunt as her first orgasm hummed through her.

Matt’s fingers dug into the sides of her hips, rocking her back and forth on his cock, punching places deep inside that he’d never touched before. All the while, Sylvia’s mouth covered her clit, ravishing it with her tongue.

The sensation in her cunt and clit rose to a higher level, triggered by her mini cum. “Oh yeah, don’t stop! Make me come! Fuck me hard!” She was so close, her muscles tight, squeezing the cock inside her with every ounce of strength, milking it while Sylvia moaned, lapping her clit.

When Bryon stood up, his hand rubbing and pulling at his cock, stepping closer, the lascivious sight, his eyes half closed watching her pushed her over the edge. “Fuckmefuckmefuckme!” the first wave of lust, made her thighs quiver. Bryon’s cock brushed her cheek, his hand jerking it like a piston. She turned and her lips closed over the knob...Another jolt of ecstasy filled her pussy.  It was like being in a porn movie—a cock in her cunt, in her mouth, and a woman eating her out!

Her head jerked to the side at the last wave of glory spreading out from her cunt. A spurt of cum pulsed into her mouth she swallowed it down; it was followed by a second and third. She loved the taste of Bryon! Below her, Matt was sucking air through gritted teeth as his cock shot a load hot cum up inside her.

She leaned back onto Matt’s chest, feeling his cock surge inside her box. She held onto Bryon’s cock with one hand, not letting him slip it out of her mouth. With the other, she caressed Sylvia’s head as she lapped at Matt’s semen oozing out of her cleft. Oh shit, this was so filthy! Stuffed full of oozing cocks, and a beautiful woman eating her out. She slurped at Bryon’s knob, feeling him tremble as Matt pinched her nipples. She was a cum slut… it was sooo good!

If Sylvia and Bryon’s swinger friends were this hot, she couldn’t wait to meet them!


Chapter 6

A few days after the evening with Sylvia and Bryon, Matt and Elena were still feeling the after effects of the succulent tryst between the four of them. Every night since then, they’d gone to bed early, but not to sleep. Afterwards, they would lay in bed next to each other, their hearts still pounding, catching their breath after another round of wild monkey sex.

“You know, it’s a long drive to go to Brooklyn for Valentine’s Day. I mean, Sophia and Chris are nice and it would be a blast to get together with them, but Sylvia and Bryon are right here. We’d have fun at their party.” Matt rolled over on his side, facing Elena. He’d been thinking this for the last couple days and was now taking a chance bringing it up.

She sighed. “I know what you mean. It’s a six hour drive and it’s still February. Not exactly the best time of year for a road trip. I wonder if we could postpone it until the spring? I still want to see them but we’d have fun at Sylvia’s party.”

Matt leaned close and kissed Elena softly. “Look at us. We’ve turned into swinger social butterflies, turning down invitations. Never would have guessed that would happen.” He pulled her closer and nuzzled into her neck. “But seeing you and Sylvia on Saturday was so hot.”

Elena chuckled. “I know. That whole bi-sexual thing is exciting. I can’t wait to see you and Bryon together.”

Matt’s eyes opened wide and he jerked back. “What?”

“Yeah. Sylvia told me that male bi-sexuality doesn’t happen at clubs but at house parties, it’s okay.” Her eyes narrowed and she pulled back staring at him.

He shook his head. “Not going to happen. Not with me at least. If Bryon and whoever want to get it on, fine, but I’m really not interested in anything bi-sexual for me.” He couldn’t imagine himself with any guy, doing anything sexual. Maybe sharing Elena...but there’d be no touching or anything sexual between him and another guy.

“Why? I’d like to see it. It’s hot for you watching me with another woman...don’t you think I’d like to experience that watching you and another guy? It’s just another aspect of your sexuality...doesn’t mean more than that.” Elena leaned in and her fingers played with the hair on his chest.

His stomach tightened and he swallowed hard. “I don’t think I could get hard. It just doesn’t do anything for me. Seriously. I could watch two guys going at it, but I’d feel nothing, one way or another.” He held her hand still and looked into her eyes. How important was this to her?

She huffed a sigh. “You’re not even the least bit curious? Let’s face it...a guy would touch you exactly right, whether he’s giving you a blow job or just using his hand. You wouldn’t even try it just once?”

“No.” The answer came out fast. He saw the look of surprise that showed in her eyes. “If you felt that way about women, I’d respect that. So what’s the big deal here?” His jaw clenched tight and he exhaled with slow purpose.

“It’s no big deal.” Elena snuggled into him and stroked his arm. “If it’s off the table, that’s fine. We have to respect each other’s limits. I get that.”

Matt pictured Bryon when the four of them had had sex together. He was sexy as hell and Elena had been attracted to him but that didn’t mean HE was. Was this something that Bryon would expect from him? It had never come up with Phil or Chris...but they’d been at a club.

Was this the way it was at house parties? Surely there were lots of guys who felt the same way as him, just like there were bound to be women who didn’t share bi-sexual fantasies. He’d just have to make that perfectly clear, that he was fine with it, as long as he didn’t have to participate.

***

He woke with a start the next morning, well before the alarm clock went off. His heart beat hard and there was a sheen of sweat on his forehead. What the fuck was with that dream? And why the hell was his dick hard? Oh my God.

He shook his head and his hand fell back on his forehead, remembering the dream. Fuck! Bryon had been in it...but not just him but Phil and Chris as well. They were at some kind of spa or exercise club and they’d all been in the sauna.

Right out of the blue, Bryon and Chris had started playing with each other’s cocks, turning to face one another while they kissed.  Their arm muscles gleamed in the low light over the door, each of them jerking and pulling on cocks that were huge, totally out of proportion.

When he turned to look at Phil sitting next to him, to make a comment about the size, Phil was also jerking off. It was crazy. What was in the steam in that room? He slid off the bench and stepped to the door. When he pulled the wooden handle, it wouldn’t budge. He pulled again, bracing his feet on the hot wooden floor. Still nothing.

He jumped when their hands slid over his shoulders and gripped his arms, pulling him back to the bench. He caught just a glimpse of Chris’s smile, his body sitting on the bench before the other guys spun him around, their hands holding his arms in a vice-like grip. They pushed and manoeuvred him until he was bent, his legs straddling Chris’s, shoving him lower till there was a slippery burning in his ass. 

Their hands rubbed his cock, getting him harder....the rod of steel in his ass going deeper. He didn’t want to do this but they made him...kept playing with his cock...he was powerless to resist. Their hands no longer held him… they longer had to…

One of them lowered and there was hot wetness on his cock, his balls massaged while his ass was filled. Then Bryon’s cock pressed into his cheek, the way that it had touched Elena. Turning his head, his lips parted and he took it into his mouth, his jaw aching from the effort.

He was pushed, prodded, every orifice filled...used like a sex toy by these naked men. Oh God. He’d liked it! He was still hard.

He threw the comforter back and strode through the bedroom. It was still dark out, thank God. He made his way to the bathroom and turned the shower on.

What the hell was that dream about? No. He knew why he’d had it. It was all that talk with Elena before he fell asleep. But what didn’t compute was his body’s reaction. A gang bang with the boys had him hard as iron?

He stepped into the shower, wincing at the icy blast of water. No. This couldn’t be. The thought of having sex with men had never appealed to him. And it still didn’t.


Chapter 7

The next night, Matt stayed up watching the news after the rest of the family had retired to their beds. He was still trying to figure out the dream he’d had. All day long it had unsettled him to the point that Dave had pestered the shit out of him, trying to find out what was wrong.  Of course, there was no way he was ever going to discuss this with Dave. He wasn’t even sure about talking to Elena about it.

A big part of the dream had been the element of powerlessness. It was something that he’d been made to do. Because he’d had to submit to it, he’d relinquished control. If he’d had control, like early in the dream when he’d tried the door, he would have left.  But because he had to stay, he had been surprised at how turned on he had become. 

This was weird. His head hurt from trying to untangle all of this mess. He clicked the remote control and stood up to leave the room.

When he entered the bedroom, Elena was reading something on the laptop, propped up in bed.

She looked up and smiled. “Sophia and Chris are fine with us baling on Valentine’s. But they want to visit us the end of March. They want to stay in a hotel and get together with us for diner and play in their room. They want to know if we’re okay if they ask Eve and Phil along?”

Matt nodded and peeled his sweatshirt over his head. “So they understand, it’s the weather and not them or the fact we have new swinger friends?”

Elena took a deep breath. “Well, I didn’t get into that with them. The next time I email Sophia, I’ll tell her about Sylvia and Bryon. One thing at a time.” She watched him take his pants off and get into bed next to her. “I’ll call Sylvia about going to their party on Valentine’s.”

He turned off the lamp next to his side and turned to snuggle into her. “It’ll be fun to go to that. I wonder if we’ll run into anyone we know? I mean Black Rapids isn’t that big and we’ve lived here all our lives.”

Her hand which had been skimming affectionately over his back stopped. “What if we do? That could be pretty awkward. What if I see Mila there? I wouldn’t put it past her.”

He chuckled. “She might say the same thing about you, you know.” He pulled her close, both of them silent, lost in their own thoughts for a few moments.

Finally, he couldn’t hold it in any longer. “This thing with the guys... the bi-sexual thing. Do you suppose that will happen at the Valentine’s party?”

She pulled back and looked at him. The streetlight outside their bedroom cast just enough light that he could see her eyebrows draw together.

“Are you worried about that? Personally, I would think that Valentine’s would be the last kind of party that you’d see that, but then again, who knows?” 

He felt a little better but still was reluctant to share the dream and more importantly the fact that he’d been so strongly aroused. He still had to do some more heavy thinking on that one.


Chapter 8

The next day, Elena waited till Mila had gone for lunch before calling Sylvia. When she came on the line, Elena felt a surge of warmth in her chest. It wasn’t just that Sylvia was sexy as hell, she was actually quite nice—the kind of woman you could hang with even if it was just shopping or going to the movies.

“Hi Sylvia. How are you?”

Sylvia laughed and her voice was a low purr. “Better now that you’re calling. Did you change your mind on the party?”

“You must be clairvoyant or something—”

“No. Just warm for your form.” Again the laugh.

“Ditto for me. Actually, we’ve changed our mind about going to Brooklyn on Valentine’s. We’d rather go to your party. We’d love to see you guys again, and not having to drive for six hours in February makes it even sweeter! How many people are you expecting?” Elena gripped the phone tightly. She still couldn’t picture that many swingers living in Black Rapids.

“Probably twenty or so. Why? Does that make you nervous? Maybe we can introduce you to another couple before the party.  Why don’t you and Matt come over this Saturday again? We can do dinner and I’ll introduce you to Josh and Carrie. You’ll like them.”

Elena’s eyes went wide and she glanced out to the main showroom of the store to make sure that Amanda was still busy out there and not about to barge in. “Sure. That sounds great! Can we bring anything?”

“Just your sweet selves. See you at seven.”

Elena clicked the phone off and sat smiling for a few moments. Matt would be happy to be visiting Sylvia’s house again after the last time. Plus, they’d meet another couple!

When her cell phone lit up and dinged with an incoming text, she flipped the phone over. The smile fell from her lips as she read. Oh no. Matt had invited Dave and Gwen over to play cards on Saturday night. It was probably more like Dave invited himself.

Her fingers flew on the phone’s keyboard.

“I JUST ACCEPTED A DINNER INVITATION AT SYLVIA’S ON SATURDAY. CAN YOU APOLOGIZE AND SWITCH DAVE AND GWEN TO FRIDAY NIGHT?”

She bit her lower lip waiting for his response. Finally it came.

“NP”

She put the phone back in her purse and rose to go back to the main part of the store.  Great. Matt would smooth things over with Dave and they’d still be able to see them. 

It was fun getting together with Sylvia and Bryon and meeting new people but she didn’t want to lose touch with their other friends. She suppressed a chuckle. If Dave and Gwen knew they’d be totally shocked. And there was no way she’d ever tell them.

It was like living a double life.

***

After work, making dinner at home, Elena stood at the kitchen sink rinsing vegetables. She didn’t hear Matt come in the door and when he touched her, putting his arms around her waist and kissing her neck she jumped.

“Hey! You’re home early.” She turned her head to kiss his cheek. His face was scratchy with stubble, but his dark eyes were crinkled with laughter.

“Where’re the kids?” He moved to the fridge and popped the top of a can of beer. He watched her as he lifted the can to swallow a long mouthful.

“Walker’s downstairs with a friend playing video games and Aria had a basketball practise after school. She’s catching a ride home with Nicole.” She placed the pot of broccoli on the stove and then checked the chicken in the oven. It was nice when she had the evening off, to be able to cook dinner and eat with the family.

Her eyebrows rose and she looked over at Matt. “Oh! How did you make out with Dave, changing the night they come over for cards?”

He held the beer in front of his tummy and grinned. “No problem. They’re coming over on Sunday. It’ll be an early evening I think. I asked them for dinner. Hope that was okay.”

Elena nodded. It wasn’t ideal but it was do-able. She and Matt would probably be tired from being out the night before, plus the excitement of being with their new friends but they’d manage dinner with Dave and Gwen. They had to cook anyway so what was a couple extra place settings?

She walked over to Matt and placed her arms around his neck, leaning in to kiss him lightly. “I love you. Everything is working out so well...don’t you think?”


Chapter 9

Saturday finally arrived. Aria was at Elena’s parents’ place and Walker was spending the night with a couple of school friends. Matt was dressed in black wool trousers with a white button down shirt and leather vest.

He smiled sitting on the bed watching Elena apply the finishing touches to her appearance. Her hair was loosely piled on her head, with a few stray tendrils falling over her neck and shoulders. The dress wasn’t new. It was a bright red form fitting, square necked dress with long sleeves. What was new was the fact that she had shortened the hem until it was barely an inch below the crease of her bum. In the high heels and dark stockings, her legs looked good enough to belong on a model. It never ceased to amaze him that a gorgeous woman like Elena had picked him to marry.

“I can’t wait to meet Josh and Carrie. Sylvia said we’ll like them.” Elena turned and the light caught the sparkle of her dangling earring.

Matt’s gut tightened for a few moments. This was going to be fun, being with Sylvia ad Bryon and even meeting the new couple, but any move towards guy on guy....no way. He couldn’t handle that. It didn’t mean he’d be rude, but he’d say it wasn’t for him. From what he’d read, people never pushed in the Lifestyle; respecting someone’s limits was an important thing in this game.

“I hope so. If they’re anything like Sylvia and Bryon, we will.” He glanced at his watch and rose to his feet. “We’d better get going. It’s six forty-five.”  He led the way down the stairs and reached into the closet for their coats.

The doorbell rang and his heart stopped. Who the heck could it be? Elena’s hands flew out and she scampered like a scared rabbit up the stairs, long legs flashing under the ivory curve of her ass and red panties.

When she was out of sight, Matt turned to open the door. Oh God. His stomach fell through the floor. It was Dave and Gwen, grinning, while he held a case of beer up.

“Hi. Sorry, we’re a little late.” Dave’s eyes travelled from Matt’s polished dark loafers, to the dress pants and vest. “Hey. You didn’t have to dress up for us. Looks good though buddy.” He started to step into the house.

“You’re not supposed to be here. It’s tomorrow, you’re coming for dinner.” The words rushed from Matt’s mouth and seeing the look of horror on Gwen’s face, he immediately felt bad.

“What?” Dave’s head jerked back.

“Oh no. Dave!” Gwen shot daggers at Dave with her gaze. He face was flushed almost as deep a red as her hair.

“Jeeze Dave. Don’t you remember? Elena made plans to go out for dinner at her new friends and we were just on the way out.” Matt shook his head and tried to cover the irritation on his face.

Dave looked up the stairs and then down the hall. “Where is she? You said you were just going out...I don’t see her.”

Matt looked at his watch again. “She’s just finishing up getting dressed.”

“Come on Dave. Sorry about this Matt. Honestly, I tell him he needs to write things down.” Gwen put her hand on Dave’s arm, tugging him away.

“Hang on. I just want to say hi to Elena. They can’t go until she gets down can they?” Dave shrugged her hand away.

Matt took a deep breath, counting to ten. Elena would never come down, not dressed the way she was. But what could he say? Dave had a point. He slipped his arms into his coat, wondering if he should take Elena’s upstairs to her.

“There she is!”

His gaze flew to the stairs where Elena was walking down. She had slipped a longer black work skirt over the dress and looked much more conservative.

“Hi Dave, Gwen. What are you guys doing here?” Elena managed to smile graciously.

Gwen stepped forward. “Hi Elena. Dave screwed up. Sorry about that. We’ll get going and leave you guys to your plans.” She jerked Dave’s arm firmly this time. “Have fun!”

“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” Dave called over his shoulder, being marched down the walk by Gwen.

Elena turned to Matt and her hands rose to cover her mouth, laughing and shaking her head. “Can you believe that?” Her hands rose to unzip the zipper at the back of the black skirt.

Matt held her coat while she stepped out of the skirt. “That Dave. I swear, I told him and he heard me—Sunday dinner. Honest.”

Elena laughed as she slipped her arms into the coat. “I think he knew. I also think he’s curious about us. Remember, we used to spend a lot of time with them but since Christmas...not so much. And remember that remark at your boss’s Christmas party, kidding around about us going to an orgy. Probably the wrong thing to say to a guy like Dave.”

Matt nodded and held the door for her. “Yeah. He is obsessed with his sex life; he’s always talking about what him and Gwen are doing.” He shook his head. “Then he expects me to give him a blow by blow account of what you and I do.”

Elena stopped in her tracks. “And what have you discussed with him?”

Matt laughed. “I’ve known the guy for years, I can tell you what Gwen looks like naked, and I’ve never told him a damn thing about us.” He crossed his heart. “Honest! I’m not in high school, you know.”

“Good.” Elena giggled. “If he had the slightest idea he’d have a heart attack!”

“Yeah. Even so, I guarantee you that I’ll be getting the third degree from him next week.”


Chapter 10

Elena’s head drew back and a grin flashed on her lips when Sylvia answered the door. Once more her new friend surprised her in the dress and hair that she flaunted. With the blonde curls trailing carelessly over her neck and shoulders and the tight and outrageously low-cut dress, she could have been a Dolly Parton stand-in. Even the warm smile and hint of laughter in her blue eyes was like the famed country music star.

“Hi you two! Come in.” Sylvia reached for Elena and drew her close to kiss her cheek.

“Hi Sylvia. Sorry we’re a bit late.” Elena murmured into Sylvia’s ear. The light floral scent of her perfume combined with the heat of her body drifted into Elena’s nostrils, and she breathed deeply.

“You’re right on time.” Sylvia’s words hung in the air behind her as Elena stepped forward to kiss Bryon. Instead of letting her kiss his cheek he turned and their lips met, softly. He was every bit as gorgeous as she remembered from the previous weekend. Her neck became warm and there was a tug low in her tummy, remembering how the night had ended.

When she slipped out of the winter coat, Bryon’s eyes widened and he checked her out from head to toe. “Wow! I thought you looked great last weekend, but this dress is wicked.”

Her shoulders drew back and her chin tilted high, pirouetting and basking in the compliment. “Thanks!”

Behind her Sylvia was murmuring something to Matt, helping him with his coat. The air was electric with a sexual charge. She felt it in the lightness in her chest, and the moist heat between her legs.

Sylvia stepped close and placed her hand on Elena’s arm, leading the way to the kitchen. “That is definitely your color Elena. Lady in Red.”

Standing next to the island counter was a couple a few years younger than she and Matt. The woman was petite, with short auburn hair and with the splash of freckles across the bridge of her nose; she was like the girl next door—very fresh and friendly.

Her husband was tall, dark and totally jacked. His eyes twinkled and there was a friendly grin, revealing perfect white teeth.

Sylvia extended her hand introducing the four of them. “Elena and Matt, this is Josh and Carrie.” She turned to Elena. “We’ve known Josh and Carrie for a few years. I sold them their house and then sold them on swinging.”

Bryon eased closer and laughed. “That’s a whole other story. Before we get into it, can I get you some wine?”

Elena nodded and she glanced at Matt. He looked pretty comfortable with the new couple. “Yes to the wine and yes to the story.  I’m dying to hear it.”

It was Carrie who spoke first. “At first I was shocked. Josh had come ahead to finish the deal, while I was still packing up the old house. Sylvia of course had met both of us and she suggested a threesome.” 

Sylvia glanced over at Bryon and she giggled. “I don’t do that very often. Bryon and I like to play together, but I couldn’t resist. Besides, it did work in getting the ball rolling, so to speak.” She stepped into Carrie and her hands rested on the smaller woman’s shoulders. “Actually we’ve never had that threesome.”

Carrie leaned in and kissed Sylvia, running her hands over Sylvia’s back and down to give her ass a friendly squeeze. “No threesome, but plenty of foursomes, six-somes, eight-somes...Oh hell, we’ve fucked practically everyone at your parties.”

Elena’s eyes were wide and her jaw dropped watching the younger woman talk. She startled at Matt’s hand, slipping over hers and squeezing it.

Bryon appeared before them, and handed them their wine goblets. “I’m so glad you are joining us for Valentine’s.”

Matt chuckled and looked down at Elena. “From the way Carrie’s talking, it sounds like it’ll be a pretty wild time.”

Josh cleared his throat and looked over at Elena and then at Matt. “Look, there’s never any pressure. I understand this is still pretty new to you. Bryon and Sylvia are great hosts. They keep an eye on things too.”

Carrie stepped over and put her arm around Josh’s waist. “I must sound like a total slut—”

“I love sluts!” Sylvia laughed. “Sexy Lovers Unite Tonight!”

“As I was saying...” Carrie grinned and continued, “I’m totally nuts about my husband. This works for us. Our sex life is wicked good and we owe a lot of that to this, playing with Bryon and Sylvia.  We’ve discovered things about ourselves that we never would have known if not for this.”

Elena nodded, warming up to Carrie immediately. She was honest and fun. Not only that but, she was attractive as hell. In the green dress with the short flirty hem, her legs curvy and toned, she was a nymph. She wasn’t the voluptuous busty woman that Sylvia was but her body was vibrant with energy. Yeah, she could see herself kissing her plump lips and exploring that vitality.

Sylvia busied herself at the built in oven, opening the door and filling the room with the aroma of lasagna and fresh bread. She winked at Elena and slid the tray of pasta on the counter. “Told you I love this dish. Probably more than I should, if you know what I mean.”

Bryon slapped her ass on the way by, opening the fridge to get a heaping bowl of salad out. “Sylvia’s always thinking her ass is too big. I love it just the way it is, don’t you?”

It was impossible after that remark not to glance at Sylvia’s bottom. Sure, it was curvy and full, the crease of her butt cheek peeking out under the short black dress, like a taunting smile.  Elena turned to Matt when he spoke.

“For sure.” His voice was hoarse, betraying his arousal.

Josh laughed and his hand rose to give Matt’s arm a light punch. “Totally get that, Dude. Reminds me of when we first came over here for drinks around the pool. As I recall, it was a discussion and subsequent appraisal of Sylvia’s lower assets that got things heated up.”

“Cute pun.” Sylvia turned to Josh and shook her head. “Why don’t the four of you take a seat in the dining room? Bryon and I have things underway here.”

***

The dinner was delicious, the conversation about work, their families could have happened in any dining room where three couples were getting to know each other better.

Elena felt a pleasant warmth in her body sitting at the table with her new friends. The glasses of wine probably had something to do with it as well. Now that the meal was over, would things get under way? Her gaze flitted to Sylvia and Bryon.

“Would you like to see our playroom downstairs, Elena? It’s where the parties are...well, other than in summer.” Sylvia got to her feet and extended her hand to Elena. “You said you like the stripper pole.”

Elena smiled, feeling the flutter between her legs as she stood up. “Your house is amazing Sylvia. I can only imagine what your playroom is like.”

“It’s beyond decadent. I love it!” Carrie stood up and walked behind them, heading through the kitchen to the entrance to the downstairs.

Sylvia led the way down the set of stairs. The guys were on their heels and Elena, practically quivered with anticipation. The previous Saturday had been a soft warm-up for what would follow that night. She just knew it in her bones.   

When her foot landed on the last step she looked around, and her jaw fell open. It was a large room with a wall of mirrors on one side. In front of them, a gleaming brass pole on an elevated dais was illuminated by recessed spotlights. Around the dance pole, the floor was padded with dark vinyl mats. On the opposite wall was a fireplace that was flanked by leather sofas. The adjoining wall was taken up by a dark wooden bar with twinkling lights sparkling on the rows of liquor bottles.

Their playroom had it all. There was a dance area, a cozy chatting area, a snuggling up to the bar area and of course a comfy area for erotic play.

“Wow.” She let herself be led to the stripper pole, hand in hand with Carrie and Sylvia.

Music began to play, a raunchy song with a throbbing beat. Between the lighting and the music, she could have been at Eden. It was perfect.

She stepped up onto the platform and her hands gripped the cool pole. Carrie smiled and her hand slid up Elena’s arm, swaying forward until their lips brushed softly against each other’s. It was just the faintest of touches, their mouths open and breath mingling, yet it sent a thrill of excitement down her body to spark in her pussy.

A sigh escaped her lips when Sylvia stepped behind her and put her hands inside the neckline of her dress to fondle her nipple. She was sandwiched between the women, the three of them pressing and pulsing into one another in time to the music’s rhythm.

There was a tug on the bottom of her dress and she breathed a soft moan when it slipped up and over her head. She glanced over to where the guys stood, their eyes soft and hooded. Covered only by a G string and stockings, Elena licked her lower lip and raised her hands to Sylvia’s chest. She filled her hands with the older woman’s luscious full breasts, rolling and kneading the supple flesh through the fabric of the woman’s dress.

She pulled on Sylvia’s dress, lifting it off her body, her fingers scrambling to free her breasts from the lacy bra. Elena bent lower and flicked her tongue over the firm tip of her nipple. Sylvia moaned and her hand clutched Elena’s head, pulling her in firmly.

In time to the music, Carrie’s hands caressed Elena’s ass as she rocked her pelvis back and forth against her butt, like she was fucking her.

“Oh God, that’s hot.” It was Matt’s voice.

Elena pulled back from Sylvia’s breast and she looked down at him. He was still fully dressed but Bryon and Josh had slipped their shirts off and were working at the buckles of their pants. She licked her lips and then turned away from Sylvia, to face Carrie. It was time that little green dress came off. For whatever reason, the music, the wine, being there....a side of her was unleashed. An assertive, sexual side demanding attention.

She pulled Carrie closer and her finger unzipped the dress and pushed it off the tiny woman’s body. Her breasts were pert and full, the nipples cone shape betraying her arousal. Their puffy shape was  mouth wateringly teasing. She bent to take one between her lips. At that same moment, Sylvia’s hand cupped her pussy from behind, spreading her slippery lips and teasing her clit gently.

Oh God. The thrill of Sylvia’s finger, as she laved Carrie’s nipple made her cream again. She was so horny she could scream. But it was sweet torture that she didn’t want to ever end.

Her hand was caught in a firm grip and she was pulled to the side. When she opened her eyes, it was Bryon pulling her down from the platform. He was completely naked, his cock thick and pressing into her tummy. Another hand, smaller and softer caressed her back, warm lips on her neck.

Carrie’s voice whispered into her ear, “You’re going to love what we do to you.”

A thrill of wanton craving made her shudder and half stumble into Bryon as he led the way to the thick mats. She lowered herself down onto the cool surface and watched as Carrie knelt before Bryon and took his cock into her mouth, her hands rolling over it, adoring it with every fibre of her being. Bryon’s hips rocked back and forth into her mouth but his eyes were on Elena.

Behind them, Sylvia was stripping Matt’s shirt off and then kneeling to unzip his pants. She proceeded to pull his cock out and lick the length of it. At the same time, her hand stroked Josh who was standing next to Matt. She had her hands and mouth full with the two of them, working both of their thick cocks.

Carrie eased back from Bryon and turning towards Elena, she crawled over and straddled her body. She leaned forward to kiss her, her tongue darting and exploring. Her tongue was a weapon inside Elena’s mouth; a firm spear, then soft pillow, prodding her to even higher arousal.

When Carrie’s hand teased between her pussy lips, Elena cried out. “Yeah...oh yeah!”

“Hang on sweetie.” Carrie continued to tease her hot nub softly.

Bryon shifted so that he lay next to the women. Carrie knelt back onto her haunches pulled Elena to a sitting position, then guiding her to straddle Bryon. His bloated cock looked massive, like the trunk of a tree, sticking straight up above a firm abdomen. His hands rolled over her hips as she climbed on top, guiding her to straddle him, facing Carrie. Oh God, her fingers closed over the knob of his cock, slippery from Carrie’s mouth and the dollop of pre-cum that oozed from the tip. She pulled it to her opening, and slowly lowered her ass, taking it in a bit at a time. Fuck! He felt huge, the way it was going in—stretching and filling every bit of her.

It pushed hard on her cervix, the small pain adding to the pleasure of being fucked by him. Carrie leaned in and kissed her softly, pushing gently on her shoulders until they parted and Elena was laying back on top of Bryon. The angle of his cock inside her, pulled on her flesh.

“Oh fuck, yeah...” Carrie’s tongue lapped the underside of her clit. It was as if everything in the room dimmed, the only thing that she was conscious of was her cunt, the hot slickness of Carrie’s tongue licking and sucking her clit for all she was worth as Bryon’s meat stuffed it.

There was a sharp jab of pain in her nipples from Bryon’s fingers pulling and pinching; but that only made it hotter.

And then Carrie’s mouth was gone. Elena’s eyes flew open and she saw Carrie standing above her smiling. She stepped over Elena’s head and bending her knees, slowly lowered her crotch down to her mouth. Elena watched Carrie’s pussy was get closer, the lips slick and smooth with her arousal. The tiny dark nub of her clit peeked out from the folds of purple skin. Elena strained upward, her tongue extended to pay homage to the other woman’s cunt.

Her scent was a mix of soap and musk, the taste sweet on her tongue when she licked the firmness of her clit. Elena had only done this once before but she’d gotten a taste for pussy. Bringing up a hand, she squeezed her fingers together and thrust them deep into Carrie’s cunt, rewarded by a fresh gush of hot wetness.

Bryon was not immune to what the women were doing. He rocked back and forth, curling his hips in an arch to shove his cock deeper into Elena, sending new waves of pleasure deep inside her.

Movement beside them caused her to pause. She pulled back for a moment and looked over to where Sylvia was her hands and knees, her mouth filled with Josh’s cock while Matt pounded hard into her cunt. Her gaze met those of her husband’s and Elena smiled. He was loving every minute of this, from fucking Sylvia to watching Elena with Carrie and Bryon. Even seeing Josh get head, had to be nice for him.

And it was the same with Elena. Knowing he was getting off, just made her own sensations hotter, if that was even possible. She turned back to Carrie, her tongue flicking quickly over the woman’s clit. The sensation in her cunt was building, the orgasm close. Part of her wanted to hold off, to do this forever; rolling in the thickening clouds of bliss.

Under her, Bryon’s breath was a fast pant, his hands pulling at her tits, cock pounding hard into her like a piston. He took one hand from her nipple and lowered it to her clit and began to massage it.

Oh God. As the first shock of her climax burst through her,  she clamped her mouth down on Carrie’s mons, eliciting a cry of pleasure from the woman above her as she rocked her mouth into her pelvis.

When the second shock took her, Elena gasped and pulled her head back, unable to minister to Carrie’s clit as her body began to tremble from the exquisite edge of pleasure coursing through her. It was a total body shudder; he limbs stiffened like tree branches as the waves of pleasure cascaded through her.

When they passed over her, she relaxed down on top of Bryon. He wrapped her in his arms and rocked her softly, murmuring into her ear as his thrusts eased off.

Squatting down beside them, Carrie said, “Can we switch places now? I need a big cock inside me to be able to come.” She smiled devilishly at Elena.

Still a little wobbly from the force of her orgasm, Elena rolled off of Bryon, feeling his still thick cock slide out of her. “My pleasure!” she said brightly.

Carrie wasted no time in climbing onto Bryon. She was so tiny, her body looked almost too small to take the thick length of his shaft inside. Elena watched Carrie’s eyes close and her shudder of ecstasy as she slowly impaled herself on Bryon’s shaft. And just like how she’d laid back on Bryon’s chest, Carrie did the same. Her eyes opened and she licked her lower lip, signaling what she wanted from Elena.

Elena knelt between Carrie’s legs, and leaned forward. Carrie’s pussy lips were stretched tight, her small clit peeking out. Her fingers, toyed with the tight ridges of Bryon’s balls, as she began to lick and gently suck on Carrie’s nub. From the sounds of her breathing, the small whimpers, she was close to coming. She had to bob her head about to stay on top of Carrie’s pussy; the woman was writhing in pleasure as she approached orgasm. Both of them, Bryon and Carrie were getting closer and closer to the edge and she wanted to be the one to shove them over.

At Carrie’s sudden cry and the low guttural grunts from Bryon, it was happening. Elena grasped at Carrie’s hips and licked and flicked her tongue riding pussy like a bronco buster breakin’ eight. Carrie’s hips thrust up into her mouth and back down onto Bryon’s shaft as he filled her pussy with his thick load. She bucked and heaved and Elena stayed with her, urging her to higher realms of pleasure. Again and again, they quaked in orgasm, Elena’s nostrils filling with the aroma of their mingling juices.  After one final gasping cry, Carrie’s hands cupped her head, pushing her away.

Elena rose and turned to Matt. He had just completed his own orgasm. His eyes were half closed and his lips were loose, hunched behind Sylvia, straining to catch his breath. She knee walked over to him and kissed him. They’d both had a wild ride tonight; life was good.


Chapter 11

Kissing her, Matt could taste and smell Carrie on his wife’s mouth. He had just drained his nuts into Sylvia’s pussy, and yet he could feel a slight throb in his cock already. It was only a light kiss Elena planted on him; but when she pulled away, he clutched at her, holding her close.

Smiling at him, she said, “Hey big boy… you liked that, huh?” She caressed the side of his face.

Glancing around, Matt watched each of the other couples, touching base with each other too. Josh and Carrie were cuddling, and Sylvia and Bryon were at the bar, holding hands as they poured out another round of wine.

He gazed into her eyes. “Are you kidding? I’m fucking Sylvia doggie style watching you go totally gonzo next to me? What’s not to love?” He gave his head a small shake. “This is…”

Elena’s mouth gave a small smirk. “This is kinda hard to put into words, huh?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I mean… it doesn’t make a lot of sense, but honey, I felt so… so damn proud of you!” He kept his voice low, barely above a whisper.

“Proud of me?” Her eyebrows knitted in curiosity.

He chuckled. “The look on your face is exactly how I feel.” He stuck his hand out, palm up. “It’s weird, but there it is.”

“But what do you mean?”

“I’m not sure, exactly. I think part of it is that you’re so hot physically, you turn on Carrie, and Bryon… but when you looked over at me as I was doing Sylvia and gave me that look of approval… that you were totally okay with it…” His voice drifted off and he chewed his lower lip for a second, looking aside. Then his eyes snapped back to Elena. “I got it!” he snapped his fingers.

“Go ahead! I’m on pins and needles!”

He held his wife… his beautiful, sexy wife who would one day become old and grey… by the shoulders. His heart was full to bursting as he said, feeling a tiny catch in his voice. “As we watched other people fuck us… we were totally cool with it. I was thrilled that you were getting off on it… and you were thrilled that I was getting off. You were happy for me, and I was happy for you.” His eyebrows arched. “We love each other… we’re that secure in each other… we love each other that much!”

She was nodding as he prattled on, watching him. When he stopped yammering, she smiled at him. “Yeah… we do, don’t we?” She put her arms around his neck and pulled him to her with a firm hug that lasted forever.

“I love you,” they both said in unison.

Next to them, Carrie let out a loud gust of air and she chuckled. “Wow.” She sat up and rolled off Bryon, squatting between Sylvia and Josh. “It never ceases to amaze me how good this is. And now, meeting Elena and Matt, it just keeps getting better.”

Matt watched the other two couples and smiled. From the dewy eyes and soft looks on everyone’s faces, the golden afterglow of good sex shone through. Normally it was something that he and Elena experienced together, that mellow, loving spent comfort. It was cool to see it on the other couples, the six of them floating on the same cloud.

But what really was amazing was the closeness he felt to the others. Lounging there naked after the shared intimacy was so natural and real. It didn’t matter what job anyone did, what kind of car they drove, they were equal with no hidden agendas, each of them deeply committed as a couple and enjoying sexual fun together.  

Bryon rose to his feet and smiled down looking around at the group. “Anyone up for the hot tub? We could have a glass of wine, sit under the stars and tell each other how wonderful we are.”

Matt grinned watching Bryon. He had to be pushing fifty yet he had the body of a much younger man. And from what he knew about him, he worked from home, handling investment portfolios, not exactly physically challenging. “Sounds good to me. You must work out at the gym Bryon, do you?”

Bryon laughed and he took a step closer to Matt, so that his junk was at eye level. Matt eased back and looked over at Elena. After the dream he’d had that night, he wasn’t sure he wanted to be that close to the other man. The scene in the sauna flashed in his mind and he felt his neck grow warm. Why’d he have to ask Bryon about the gym?

“Actually I do. Maybe sometime you’ll come with us for a game of squash or racket ball. Josh is a member there too. It wouldn’t be hard to set up a foursome.” Bryon turned and walked over to the side of the room where there was a small door and a closet.

Matt gulped watching him reach inside and grab a heaping stack of towels. A foursome at the gym? Not going to happen. “Sure. Maybe sometime I will.” He glanced over at Josh. It was hard to read his expression. He smiled yet there was a questioning look in his eyes.

Sylvia stood up and extended her hands to each of the other women, tugging them to their feet. Now this was more like it. Carrie was spritely, her boobs and ass perky as she got to her feet. Seeing her and Elena playing had been hot as hell. Sylvia turned her head and winked at him. She knew exactly what he was thinking checking them out.

“I think I’d rather work out here, like this.” She winked as she passed by him, and her fingers drifted through his hair.

Josh stood up and stepped towards him, smiling while Matt got to his feet. “She’s something else isn’t she?” He nodded towards Sylvia. “And Bryon is no slouch himself. He’s given me the best blowjob, I’ve ever had, but don’t tell Carrie.”

Matt gulped and his gut tightened. Well there it was. Out in the open–his fear that the bi-sexuality wasn’t limited to the women. “Ah...Josh? I’m not really into male bi-action.” He looked over at Josh to gauge his reaction.

There it was again, the enigmatic smile that was so hard to decipher.

“No problem, Matt. Neither was I… well, at first. Don’t worry; there are other guys who come to these parties who aren’t into it either. You’re not alone. And you know– no one would ever force the issue.” Josh hung back, walking slowly beside him to the other side of the room.

Matt’s stomach lightened and he chuckled. “So I don’t have to suck your cock?” He grinned looking over at Josh and added. “Just kidding. I kind of thought it’d be that way. But it’s good to get that out in the open.”

“Yeah. Sure.” Josh’s eyebrows rose and he shook his head. “I understand. I never thought I’d ever do anything bi; but as they say, never say never.” 

Matt decided to let it drop. He continued walking over to Elena and took the towel she held out. Sylvia, Carrie and Bryon were almost at the top of the staircase. He tucked the towel around his waist and followed her up.

The hot tub was just outside the patio doors leading off the kitchen. Sylvia and Carrie became a steamy blur as they stepped down into the bubbling water. It was a perfect night for it, the sky clear, speckled with stars while the crescent of the moon shone down on the snowy landscape. The cold air had Elena and Matt scurrying to join the others in the tub.

Sylvia pointed to the spot between her and Carrie.”Here. Matt, take this seat. It’s the lowest one. Josh usually gets it but since this is your first time here, you should give it a try.”

He didn’t have to be asked twice on that. His legs brushed hers as he stepped by and slid lower into the water. It was heavenly after the crisp, winter air. “Oh man.” He looked across at Elena who was laying back next to Bryon and Josh. “We have got to get one of these.”

“You’re welcome to come over anytime and use ours. It’s funny but we never seem to use it unless we have company.” Sylvia turned and flashed a warm smile at him while her hand floated in the water over to his thigh. The tops of her breasts floated on the surface amid the roiling bubbles. If she kept this up, he’d be ready again, even though he’d just had a mind blowing orgasm.

Josh chuckled. “Any excuse to get naked with you guys, works for me too.”  His head turned and there was surprise, followed by a sly smile watching Bryon. His voice was soft. “Mmm, yeah that’s nice.” His head fell back against the lip of the tub and his eyes closed.

The breath caught in Matt’s throat as he watched Bryon and Josh. From the way Bryon’s arm moved, the muscle flexing, glistening from the submersed golden glow of the tub’s lights, it was apparent that Bryon was manhandling Josh’s cock. He glanced at Elena. She had caught the action too, a smiling, bemused look in her eyes.

Matt stood up, glancing at Sylvia and Carrie. “Sorry. I should have visited the little boys’ room before we came out.” Even to his own ears the words sounded hollow. He stepped quickly out of the tub, grabbed his towel, and in a flash he crossed the patio to enter the house.

His heart was pounding and he gasped for breath. Why did that have to happen right then? Everything had been perfect up until that moment when Bryon started that. And he’d told Josh that he wasn’t into any bi stuff. Josh probably thought he was disgusted, stomping off into the house to avoid watching it.

He sighed and crossed the kitchen floor to enter the darkness of the living room. It was true that he’d left rather abruptly but if he was honest with himself, it hadn’t been shock or disgust that propelled him out of the tub. It was something else. Something deeper within him—fear. What if he got aroused? He couldn’t let that happen and wasn’t taking any chances.

His hand rose and he parted the curtain, leaning forward to peer outside at the scene in the hot tub. Was it over? He gulped watching Josh standing in the tub, Bryon’s head covering his groin. His mouth fell open and he stood riveted to the spot, unable to turn away, even though that small voice inside his head screamed at him to do so.

There was no denying the pulse of lust that flitted to his dick, getting him hard again. Bryon’s head and hands moved rhythmically on Josh’s cock. Even though the scene was from behind, he could see that. And Josh...He smiled looking down and his hand drifted over the older man’s head.

Matt spun on his heel and went into the kitchen. He turned the tap on and rummaged in the cabinet for a glass. He needed to collect himself. He gulped water and his cool hand skimmed over his abdomen to his groin. The chill on his fingers along with the cold water pouring down his throat helped. Still, he stood for a couple minutes longer, focusing his thoughts on the dark granite counter, the gleaming sink...anything else but what was happening outside. 

He took a deep breath and set the glass down. Squaring his shoulders, he stepped away from the sink and crossed the room to join the others. It was probably over now. Nothing to worry or think about.


Chapter 12

“We saved your spot.” Sylvia beckoned to him and grinned.

Matt smiled crossing the patio and stepped into the hot water. He took his place next to her and glanced over at Carrie.

Her body floated up and out, hands gripping the sides of the tub. Her toes grazed against her husband’s shoulders, while the smooth skin of her thighs and breasts broke the bubbling surface. The languid eroticism of her movements was mesmerizing. Matt’s breath was soft between parted lips watching her. He glanced across at Elena, finding her as entranced as he was.

“Carrie’s a water baby. She loves it.” Josh kissed her ankles and moved closer, his fingers sliding up her thigh and coming to rest on her pussy.

Matt’s cock responded immediately and a slow smile formed on his lips. Now this was more like it. Watching the two of them...Josh fingering his wife, her slow gasp of aroused response, only inches from where he sat was electric. The same thing had happened the first night with Sylvia and Bryon and now it was happening again.

Bryon cleared his throat and spoke. “Actually, one of Carrie’s big turn ons is being caressed by a group of people.” His eyes crinkled in a smile. “The night we did it, we blind-folded her. She didn’t know whose hands or mouths were touching her.” He rose, flipped a switch to silence the jets and looked down at Carrie. “Close your eyes, Babe.”

Matt could hardly believe his ears or eyes. When Elena shifted so that she was next to Carrie’s hip, her fingers skimming the petite woman’s thigh, his heart skipped a beat.

At the soft hand stroking his cock, he turned to see Sylvia nod her head in Carrie’s direction. “Go on; She really, really gets a charge out of it.” Her words were a soft whisper. “You’ll see,” she added with an evil grin.

Josh and Bryon stroked Carrie’s breasts and her arms, loosening her grip on the tub. Inch by inch her body turned in the water until the pink pads of her feet faced Matt. Her legs were spread, the dark lips of her labia rising and falling in the warm water.

Matt looked at Elena. Oh God, she was totally into this. Her eyes were half closed and lips parted when she nodded giving her consent.

He rose higher and edged close to her body. With his bone hard cock in hand he inched higher and rubbed the knob along her slit. Oh fuck, the intake of her breath, her head rising slightly made his blood heat up...heat up more than even the hot water of the tub had done. Heat up more than earlier, watching Josh and Bryon, thank God.

Josh held Carrie’s shoulders, making sure her head was out of the water. He glanced over at Matt and nodded.

This time when Matt slid his cock through Carrie’s slippery folds, he held it at her opening for a moment. Bryon was next to Carrie’s face, his cock sliding over her lips. Sylvia and Elena were on each side of the tiny woman, their hands roaming over her breasts, her ass and pussy.

Oh fuck! Matt thrust deep inside her, his hand gripping her hips, holding her steady. The slick tightness of her cunt, pulled at his flesh, driving him mad with desire. Carrie’s mouth opened and she licked at Bryon’s cock. Her breasts heaved, sucking air and the hot shaft into her mouth.

Oh my God! He punched into her flesh again, pulling her ass hard onto him. It was incredible...the sight of her body, Bryon’s cock and the women kissing and fondling her was too much. He could feel the wave of lust consume him, filling his body with a pulsing heat. He thrust into her and felt his wad of cum pulse out in up inside her. At that moment, her thighs stiffened as she felt his first spurt, the muscles firm above the water, twitching. Oh fuck...Another gush of raw pleasure jerked out of his meat.

He gritted his teeth. “Oh...oh...” The last shot of cum left him breathless, his heart pounding in his chest.

He hunched forward, easing his cock out and slipping back into the water. Carrie’s eyes opened and she smiled at him. It was obvious that she had come like thunder too.

He gasped at the moist cold air, watching Josh pull Carrie’s head closer and then bend to kiss her.

When they finished, Carrie glanced around at everyone. “That. Was. Awesome.” She shifted in the tub to slide into the seat next to Matt. He wasn’t surprised when she leaned over and kissed his lips.


Chapter 13

Elena smiled watching Matt finish the scene with Carrie and kiss her lips. It was good that everything had gotten back to hetero action. Matt had left the tub so quickly when Bryon and Josh were messing around that, she’d been a little worried that he was really upset. Not anymore, after watching him partaking in Carrie’s fantasy.

Oh God! When she’d first got in the hot tub, she had been wrung out, sexually. But the scene with Carrie awakened a dream that she hardly dared to admit to herself. All the while her hands and mouth explored Carrie, amping up the experience up for the gorgeous young woman, it was doing the same for her.

At Bryon’s touch on her shoulder she turned to him. 

His eyes were soft slits and there was a small smile on his lips. “Would you like to try it?”

“Oh yeah!” She grinned. The guy was a mind reader! But not only that, he was still rock hard.

She laid back in the water and closed her eyes, feeling the cold air hit her breasts and thighs when her body floated upward. For what seemed like a long time, probably because her pussy was now yearning  and oh so ready, she waited. She could feel movement in the water and the faint sounds of feet and bodies on the hard shell of the tub.

Hands rested under her shoulders, keeping her afloat. Other hands caressed her breasts, fingers rolling her nipples sending fresh jolts of pleasure straight to her clit. Oh yeah. Come on. Who would be the one to fuck her? Would she be able to tell?

Bryon’s cock was thick and the knob at the end was big and pulpy. It had filled every millimeter of her cunt. And from what she’s seen of Josh’s; long with a wicked curve upward, it would be nice too. There’d be no way for Matt. Carrie had taken it out of him.

There was pressure on her ass and her hips were lifted above the surface of the water. She jerked when hot slipperiness sent a rush of pleasure in her clit. And then the decadent thrill of something pushing against her asshole...oh fuck, someone was also finger fucking her ass! Her body reveled in the debauched caresses. Keeping her eyes tightly shut, she opened her legs wider.

Her lips parted and her tongue rolled over them, wetting them slowly, invitingly. Oh yeah, Give her a hot cock to suck. Almost immediately, her mouth was filled with a thick hard shaft. She strained upward, filling her hand with the base, pulling it deeper into her mouth.

She moaned when the hands in her pussy and asshole pulled away. Oh fuck. It’s had been so good!

Again she jerked, sucking in air at the sharp stab in her cunt, so thick and hard, it felt she was being split apart. 

The movement in her mouth started again, a hand on the back of her head pulling her forward. Oh fuck. It was porn star hot, being fucked and fondled like this. Again, her clit was softly stroked, her asshole penetrated and entered. Her head was out of the water, striving to take all of that hot cock inside. The moans followed by ‘Suck it baby’ inflamed her mind and body.

Whoever was fucking her was ramming her like a jackhammer. Pounding into spots she’d never known existed. Oh fuck. So good. The burning in her asshole returned as someone’s fingers invaded her again. The realization that she had never been doubly penetrated before, and now with her mouth also filled with cock tumbled her over a new border of ecstasy. She writhed and squirmed like a wild animal, sucking and getting royally fucked. Her mouth fell away for a moment when the first tsunami of her climax cascaded through her.

Pulling her mouth off the shaft, she moaned “Oh yeah! Fuck me!” It was a gasping cry before she dove once more onto the hot cock pressing into her lips.

Her nipples were pinched hard, clit was whirred under a fingerpad, “Oh yeah... “ It was a rumble in her throat as another wave of pleasure filled her. Again. Again. The orgasm went on and on. Deep masculine grunts punctuating the night air.

A stream of thick, cum shot into the back of her throat. Another spurt, tingling her tongue. Her hair was fisted and she was pulled forward, almost gagging when the thickness pushed deeper.  And then it was gone. Her cunt now tender and raw.

She opened her eyes and looked up into Bryon’s swarthy smile.  Turning her gaze away to see Josh panting for air, his groin pressed against hers. And on each side of her were Carrie and Sylvia. She lifted her head higher and there was Josh, standing behind Sylvia.

It was a golden moment except for one thing... one other woman needed attention.

“Sylvia; you’re next.” She shifted so that Josh slipped out of her and she was able to sit in the hot water.

Sylvia’s eyes went wide and she grinned. “Are you kidding?” She glanced back and Matt and kissed his lips. “This man is wicked good with his hands. I came waaay before you did.”

Elena laughed. “I could have told you that. He is good.” She rose and kissed Bryon and Josh before once more turning to Carrie. “I love your fantasy! Do the guys ever get to do this?”

She didn’t see Matt’s eyes grow wide like a deer in the headlights.


Chapter 14

Elena talked a mile a minute all the way home in the truck. “I can’t decide which I liked better tonight—the downstairs play or the hot tub.” She grinned and rubbed her hand along his thigh. “Doing Carrie’s hot tub fantasy was amazing. And it happened so naturally.”

“Totally mind blowing.” Matt smiled and squeezed her hand. “They take swinging to a new level. This isn’t just swapping, but making fantasies come true.”

Watching Elena with the four other people had been incredible. What woman wouldn’t like being the centre of such sexual attention? If he could be assured that only women would partake in a scene like that with him, he’d love it too.

“Exactly.” She turned to him and there was a shy smile in her eyes. “So, what would your fantasy be if they ask?”

For a few moments he was silent. “I couldn’t close my eyes and just let things happen. Not the way you and Carrie did. But that’s a guy thing, I guess. The visual is really important, not just the sensation, but watching it.”

There was no way he was going to get into the fact that part of that was making sure that only women would be involved with him. “Other than that, it would rock to be with three beautiful women.”

He flipped the turn signal on and wheeled the truck into their driveway. “Actually, I thought that the scene with you, Carrie and Bryon was pretty hot. I’d like to be that guy, next time.”

Elena inhaled deeply and grinned. “Oh yeah. It was good.”

Matt got out of the truck and went around to open the passenger door. Elena’s leg swung out and she reached for his hand. Even after a night of raucous sex and being in the hot tub, her hair and make-up were still perfect. He felt worn out, totally drained from the big meal, all the sex and the heat of the tub. Unlike the other times when they’d played with other people, and had wild monkey sex after, this time he was bushed.

***

He startled awake. Oh God, not again! That same dream of the sauna, only this time it was Bryon instead of Phil sucking his cock. Josh’s words echoed in his head—’Bryon gave me the best blowjob I ever had’. His fingers drifted down his abdomen to curl around his shaft, still hard as a rock from the dream. He took a deep breath and settled deeper into the pillows.

Why did the dream excite him? When he was awake, going about his day, he never looked at guys that way! He never any kind of sexual thoughts about guys! But on a subconscious level, the state he visited while asleep, there had to be something there. Hell, it was still there, judging from the woody in his hand. And that scene in the hot tub, between Josh and Bryon. No! He couldn’t think about that!

He wasn’t homophobic! He didn’t hate gay guys or anything! It just wasn’t something that he’d ever thought about for himself. There was no doubt about the fact that Josh’s words had touched a nerve that his subconscious responded to. Hell, he couldn’t deny the fact that when he ran from the hot tub he had been turned on.

Damn.

It was still dark outside and Elena was sound asleep, curled into a ball next to him. His eyes closed and the muscles in his ass tightened, pulsing his pelvis forward. The images in the dream filled his head while his hand rolled up and down on his cock. In the dream, he’d been overpowered, their hands rough dragging him back from the door when he’d tried to escape.

His thigh pushed higher to the side, mentally putting himself in the sauna, his ass being forced down, the white hot burn in his ass when Chris’ knob pressed inside of him. His sphincter muscles tightened sending a thrill through his groin. The grip of his hand on his shaft became softer, moving faster up and down, imagining Bryon’s mouth. This time when the fantasy cock pressed into his jaw, he turned his head. His mouth fell open, gasping for air before that wickedly curled cock met his tongue.

His eyes opened and he glanced over at his wife. Elena’s breathing was slow and steady, the hiss of air through her nostrils bordering on a snore.

Fuck he was so horny! He could wake her up, spoon into her backside and finish this...But he still hovered in that grey area between sleep and being fully awake—that dreamy, anything is possible area.

His hand stroked faster and faster, his asshole tight and full. The sauna was filled with the scent of testosterone and sweat; man smell. He could almost feel the iron grip on his biceps, forcing him lower, fingers pressing the back of his head onto Josh’s cock while his own meat was suckled like a teat.

Oh fuck! The first spurt of cum filled his palm, spread over his fingers, creaming his shaft. It was so hard and fast that it balanced on the cusp of pain. The next one was longer, filling his body with pure ecstasy. Oh God, this was decadent. Another shot, his hips jerking forward, ass squeezing hard. His chest arched up at the final gasp and gush of lust.

He lay back flat, gasping for air, willing his heart to slow from the fast thundering. His hand was still, fingers slippery with cum. It had happened so quickly. Normally he wouldn’t orgasm this soon. But, it was the first time he’d allowed himself to indulge deeply into this dirty fantasy.

It was something that no one need ever know. A one off, that’s all. Now that it was done, wouldn’t happen again. Well, not if he was wide awake at least. Who could control the weird thoughts and fantasies while half asleep? It didn’t mean he was homosexual or homophobic or homo anything. It was an odd quirk that would never have happened if not for Elena mentioning the male bi stuff at house parties. And Josh’s comment and actions in the hot tub hadn’t helped.

The only thing he needed to do now was work on accepting any homosexual action he’d see at Sylvia and Bryon’s. He wouldn’t be able to always clear out by pretending to run to the bathroom. Elena and Josh hadn’t said anything earlier, but they probably suspected.

After wiping himself off with a Kleenex, he snuggled into the curve of Elena’s body and closed his eyes. He’d figure this out. In the meantime, what had just happened would never happen again. He was straight, God damn it!


Chapter 15

A couple of days later...

“I hope you didn’t pick this up being in the hot tub, in the middle of winter.” Elena held her palm out handing him the cold pills.

He picked up the glass of orange juice and reached for the pills, tossing them into his mouth. He swallowed them back and shook his head. “No. A few guys at work have been sick with this. That’s where I caught this cold.” He sat at the kitchen table in his robe and pyjama pants. As soon as Elena left for work he’d high tail it up to bed. His nose was running like a tap and his sinuses hurt.

She smiled and plucked her lunch bag from the counter. “Just rest today. No using this as an excuse to catch up on anything in the basement or garage.” She walked over and kissed his forehead. “Call me if there’s anything you need me to pick up on the way home.”

“Don’t worry. I’m hitting the hay. I hope the kids don’t catch this. They’ve got mid terms coming up.” He rose and followed her out to the front hall, watching as she slipped her boots and coat on.

“Me too. I can’t believe you’re sick. You never get sick.” She put her hand on the door handle and turned once more to smile at him. “Remember. Call me if you need something.”

With that she was gone.

Matt turned and trudged up the spiral staircase. The house was so quiet with the kids and Elena gone. He climbed into bed and picked up the remote control. He’d watch some TV while he waited for the medicine to kick in. Daytime TV was boring enough to put anyone to sleep.

A couple hours later he opened his eyes and sat up. His head felt much better. On the television, some kind of western movie was playing. He was about to change the channel but something caught his eye. Two guys having a fight in a tent? But not a knock down drag ‘em out fight. No. This was a violent act that became intimate.

Matt’s eyes opened wide and he sat back. Holy shit. It was apparent that one of the guys was getting fucked up the ass. It was rough man-love. He reached for the remote and turned the TV off.

He closed his eyes and laid back into the pillows, trying once more to fall asleep. But it was no use. The scene in the tent kept looping in his brain.

What would that be like? In the sauna dream, getting fucked in the ass had been part of it. He felt his cock thicken, picturing the sauna scene once more. His fingers rolled over his stomach and into the pyjama bottoms, curling around his dick. The silence in the house was a rare gift. He was totally alone and would be for the rest of the day.

Once more his mind’s eye fell into the dream sequence as he began to fist his cock slowly up and down. It felt good, picturing Bryon’s mouth rising and falling on his shaft. Josh had said he gave a mean blow-job. And he’d seen it that night in the hot tub. Why not Bryon?

In the dream, he was forced to sit on another man’s cock, his asshole filled with thick man-meat. His other hand slipped down his body, fingers straining to reach his rectum. He curled his abdomen and felt the burning invasion in the tight ring of muscle, his finger pressing in. Oh God, it was hot...but it wasn’t big enough.

He shifted in the bed, reaching to the other side, into the drawer of Elena’s night table. Yes. It was there at the back of the drawer, hidden behind a book. Elena’s vibrator, which they’d used many times. For an instant he hesitated. This was hers.

But the throbbing pleasure in his cock, his asshole still warm and tingly over-rode any guilt. He took the hard dildo and settled back into the bed, and shoved his p.j. pants off. He spat into his palm and rubbed it over the head of the vibrator. His breath was a fast rasp in his throat when he lowered the tool, pressing it between the cheeks of his ass.

Once more his eyes closed and he lost himself in the fantasy. The hardness pushing into him was Josh’s cock. The stroking sensation on his shaft, Bryon’s mouth and tongue. It was initiation time. No choice but to submit to the pleasure.

Oh fuck, the sensation, the burning fullness in his ass was good. So good. His cock, hard and oozing pre-cum. It went on and on, the pleasure mounting.

“Yeah! Do me!” His words were a harsh hiss...Cock erupting thick and fast. “Oh God.” Another hard spurt of lust, higher still. And another.

His eyes flared wide and he sucked air. It had happened so fast. It was so fucking intense! His breath was ragged, like he had just ran the hundred yard dash. He squeezed one last dollop of pleasure from the end of his cock and sighed. Slowly, he pulled the vibrator out.

Oh my God. Where had that come from, the intensity? He couldn’t remember ever being that jacked.

He rose from the bed and went into the bathroom off their bedroom. He rinsed the vibrator and poured liquid soap over it, washing it in the hot water. He’d put it back and never say a word to Elena.

What would she think of him if he did? Sure, she said it would be erotic to see him with another guy but he didn’t believe her. It would diminish him in her eyes. He was sure of it.

Who was he trying to kid? If he couldn’t admit how much this turned him on… he felt like a phony… or something, anyway. He could barely admit to himself what had just happened; how would she ever handle it? It was one thing to talk about it, even fantasize about it. But reality was quite another.


Chapter 16

It was like telling someone to not think of the color blue. Try as he might to avoid anything that might trigger this bi curiosity, it seemed to be everywhere. Or, like the color blue, it colored all his perceptions. Fuck! It might as well be a rainbow as far as he was concerned.

He needed a break.

His daughter’s and Elena’s eyes shifted from the TV when Matt jumped up and out of his chair.

“I’m going to the gym. I feel like I’ve been cooped up in here for months, instead of days.” He stomped down the hall and grabbed his gym bag from the laundry room. He’d spent the last two days at home but now, he was better, not so much as a sniffle.

Elena appeared next to him and he looked away. A part of him resented her. Everything was perfect in her world. She could be who she wanted, as free as a breeze knowing that no matter what she did, he would always support her.

“Drive carefully. The Weather Network is predicting freezing rain around midnight.” Her blue eyes were wide with worry.

“I’ll be home long before then. I just need to do something.” He grabbed his coat and shoved his feet into winter boots. “See ya later.” With that he was out the door, his breath pluming white mists as he strode to the truck.

He started the engine and wheeled the truck out of the driveway, already feeling some tension ease from his shoulders. He hadn’t been to the gym in over a month. After he had that dream the first time, he’d been avoiding it. It was time to get on with his routine.

Ten minutes later he was in the locker room, changing into shorts and a T shirt. He glanced around at the row of lockers, the smell of sweat wafting in the air. Aside from a couple of guys, one older fellow in his sixties and a beefcake in his twenties the place was empty. Probably the threat of bad weather and the fact it was Thursday night, one of the better TV nights, was keeping people away.

He grabbed a towel from the bag before tossing it into the locker and slamming the door. Feeling eyes upon him, he glanced down the row of lockers only to find the surprised look on the old guy and the handsome young stud. He huffed a sigh and yanked the gym door open, pushing ear buds into his ears and adjusting the cell phone on his arm band.

Bright lights, a gleaming hardwood floor and set of weights reflected in the mirrored wall opposite him, met his eyes. Good. The gym was empty too, no waiting for any of the equipment. He stepped up onto the treadmill and set the speed and time. The machine hummed to life and he began a steady, brisk walking pace.

After a few minutes the machine’s program switched to a slow jog. He could feel his heart beat harder while his breath puffed quicker. His gaze flitted to the door which had opened, revealing the young guy he’d seen in the locker room. For a moment their eyes locked, each of them sizing the other up.

The guy was actually a bit older than he’d thought on first glance, closer to thirty than twenty. He had a shank of blonde hair that fell forward almost covering his one eye as he ambled to the treadmill next to Matt. He’d never noticed him before in the gym. Must be a new member. One look at his arms and legs, it was obvious he worked out on a regular basis.

Matt looked down at the control panel, checking his speed and the distance he’d run. Not much longer to go. When he glanced over at the young man, the guy was still looking at him, a small smirk on his face.

“Hey! Pretty quiet tonight.”

Matt pulled an ear bud free and nodded. “Yeah. Must be the weather.” His feet were a steady beat on the moving platform.

“I’m Gary. I don’t think I’ve seen you in here before.” Gary smiled and then turned to set the time and speed of his machine.

Matt smiled and gasped his answer. “Haven’t been for a few weeks. I’m Matt.” He coughed a few times and shook his head. “Believe me, I’m feeling it now.”

When Gary grinned, a small dimple flashed in his cheek. Even his eyes were narrow with mirth. “Pleased to meet you, Matt. That explains why I’ve never seen you here. I’m new. I’m working on a project in Black Rapids for a few months and took out a short term membership.”

He winked his eye at Matt. “But, just so you know...I think you’re in better shape than you’re letting on. You probably work construction while I’m a computer geek. I have to come here. Not that I mind. I meet some nice guys at the gym.”

Matt’s heart skipped a beat. What the hell was that remark about? Meet nice guys? He glanced over at Gary. The guy was smiling at him, almost flirting. What’s more, no matter what he said about working on computers, the guy was buff. His shoulders were wide and beefy with muscle.

“Can I buy you a drink after we work out?” Gary’s gaze drifted down Matt’s body.

Matt’s mouth went suddenly dry. Hell! He’d used that line when he was dating, way before he took up with Elena. And the overt way Gary checked him out, left no doubt that he was hitting on him.

“Sure.” The answer was out of Matt’s mouth before he had a chance to think. His face and neck heated up. It had nothing to do with the exercise. What’s more, his cock was warming up too? He felt it thicken in his shorts.

What the hell? He adjusted the speed and now was running full out. This was crazy! Why had he said yes? Gary continued smiling, glancing over at him a few times.

After another ten minutes the setting changed, slowing the moving platform down to a cool down speed. Matt grabbed the towel and wiped his face and neck. When he set it back on the handle, Gary stepped off his machine and stood watching him.

“I’m ready anytime you are.” Gary raised his arms, stretching and twisting at the waist.

If Matt didn’t know any better, he would have sworn that Gary was preening, showing off his muscles and trying to entice him. Even his words ‘I’m ready...’

This was it. He could stop this right here and now, just politely decline and keep working out. The sauna scene from his dream flashed like a neon light in his brain. His body tingled. The physical response was drowning out the niggling voice of fear. It wasn’t like the guy lived in Black Rapids. He was only there for a short time. He’d never see him again if he didn’t want to. 

Matt stepped off the machine, and closed the distance between them. It might only be a matter of an inch or two but, it was close enough that the signal was sent and received. “How about if we hit the sauna first?” His words were soft and insinuating, his smile inviting.

A thrill of excitement flushed through Matt’s body. He was taking a walk on the wild side, but the tension he’d been living with for the last couple of weeks was gone.

“Let’s go, big boy.” Gary nudged him with his shoulder, lingering there while his gaze drifted slowly down Matt’s body.

The gasp of air from Matt was soft but what was happening in his crotch wasn’t. When Gary turned and walked across the room to the door, Matt’s eyes wandered from the man’s back down to his muscular thighs. His heart was pounding hard, his palms sweaty, following Gary.

He stopped at his locker and peeled his T-shirt up and off, his eyes never leaving the other man. Gary smiled standing about ten feet away at his own locker. He opened the locker and tossed his damp muscle shirt inside. The two men were bare-chested, watching each other.

It was Matt’s turn. There would never be a better opportunity to do this. The place was a tomb. They had the room and sauna all to themselves.

Matt’s lifted one foot and then the other, unlacing his sneakers and sliding his socks off. Again, his gaze was focused on Gary, watching him do the same. It was a slow, mutual strip tease that was seriously hot.

Matt peeled his shorts down over his hips and let go. He locked eyes with Gary as they dropped down to his ankles. He stepped out of them, his thickening cock brushing his thigh. He walked over to Gary, feeling  his cock bob and throb with each step.

Oh God. Gary was naked now. His cock had a wicked curve to it, the knob torpedo-like, the shaft as stiff as his own. Wordlessly, the two men frankly appraised each others’ junk, and looked into each others’ eyes. Gary picked up a towel, turned and walked away, heading for the sauna room. His ass was tight, the hollows at the side of his cheeks deep.

Matt barely breathed as he followed Gary into the steamy room. Gary stopped at the lowest bench, farthest from the rocks and heat, and spread the towel out before turning to wait for him. It was like his dream, the steamy heat caressing his body as he stepped closer.

Without a word passing between them, they gazed into each other’s eyes. Matt gasped and his body jerked slightly when Gary’s fingers curled around his cock. The sensation was intense. At his movement, Gary’s grip tightened, pulling him forward. Matt’s eyes closed and his head fell to the side. Again, it was a signal sent that the young experienced man picked up on right away.

Gary took Matt’s hand and placed it on his cock. All the while, his other hand sent sweet torture through Matt’s dick.

It was the first time that Matt had ever touched a cock other than his own. The knob pressed and slipped over his palm, his fingers feeling the columns pulsing in the shaft. It was decadent to be doing this, so wickedly erotic.

Gary’s hand was on his shoulder, pushing him lower, to his knees. His fist tightened around Gary’s shaft and his head fell forward, lips parted. Oh God, the bead of pre-cum in the slit was salty on his tongue. He pulled on the shaft, his mouth opening wider taking it in, tongue swirling. The fingers of his other hand cupped Gary’s balls, rolling them softly.

Above him, Gary hissed a gulp of air, jerking his groin forward. He pumped his cock hard a few times into Matt’s mouth, the knob pressing the back of his throat. Then, his fingers gripped Matt’s hair pulling him away.

“Not like this.” The hoarse words and the strength of his hands pulling Matt up and spinning him around, was intoxicating. With a gleam in his eye, he held up a tube of lube and a condom. “Bend over, bitch,” he said, his voice husky.

Matt was drunk with lust. He scrambled to bend over the bench. His hands snaked behind him to spread his cheeks. He heard the foil wrapper tear and held his breath.

This wasn’t any slow and sure descent the way it had been when he fucked Elena up the ass. No, Gary was a brute. He shoved the nozzle of the tube into his asshole, greasing the sphincter muscle, and tossed the tube aside. He put one hand on the back of Matt’s pelvis and with his other, guided his cock into Matt’s asshole with a single, relentless thrust.

Matt gasped and tried to jerk away. Gary’s cock was a red hot poker invading his asshole but it was no use. Gary’s hands gripped him hard, slithering around his hip and clinging to Matt’s cock. His fingers stroked Matt’s shaft fast and furious even as he thrust deeper, sending fresh jolts of excruciating pleasure straight to Matt’s core.

The urgent violence of Gary’s body and hands touched a raw need deep inside—a need he now dared to acknowledge. The power of the other man was an aphrodisiac to his senses. He pushed back, willing more of the other man’s meat inside. The pain added to the pleasure, intensified it. The fist on his cock was aggressive, commanding.

The two men slammed at each other, impaled and impaling. The cedar benches in the sauna room creaked and stuttered under their assault. The sensation of Gary’s hips slamming into his ass cheeks was something he’d never felt before. And he fucking loved it. He braced his arms against the bench under him, leveraging on it to thrust as hard as possible to get that man meat as deep… as deep inside as he could.

He turned his head, stretching his neck to see Gary’s eyes shining as he was watching his cock bury itself into his asshole. Gary’s teeth were as clenched as his own.

“Oh yeah, man! Just fucking DO me!” Matt’s words were guttural and low, rumbling in his throat. It was a release. Freedom. Opening himself to a primal need for satisfaction in a way only another man could give him.

The pain of Gary’s final deep thrust did it. Matt’s cock exploded, the cum shooting hard and fast. And it kept coming. Another glorious shot. It was achingly beautiful. It hurt so fucking much! It hurt so fucking good! Gary’s grunts at each thrust just added to the pleasure. A final jolt of lust spilled out, leaving Matt totally breathless.

He knelt on the bench, his thighs quivering from the force of the orgasm. Above him, Gary hunched over, his head on Matt’s shoulder.

“Fuck man...that was good. Your ass is so fucking tight!” Gary’s hand fell away from Matt’s cock and plucked at the towel. Already, his cock was softening and slipped out.

Matt felt Gary dab and wipe the towel across his asshole. He felt a twitch of emptiness now that Gary’s cock had slid out. The emptiness was accompanied by a low burning sensation as his asshole contracted back. He sucked in a deep breath. He’d just done what he hadn’t dared to dream, and it was awesome. It had been white hot sex. He was still in a state of pleasant shock.

“I’ve never done this before. My ass was virgin.” Matt chuckled and stood to his feet.

Gary’s hand rose to cup Matt’s cheek. He leaned closer and Matt turned his head away.

“Fucked and don’t want to be kissed.” He laughed and turned to look into Gary’s eyes. “I got a wife, you know. I was curious.”

Gary’s smile fell from his face. “So that’s it? I won’t see you again before I leave town?”

Matt was silent for a few moments. “I don’t know. I need to talk to my wife.” He’d crossed a barrier tonight. A weight had been lifted from his mind. He’d tried a bi scene and the world hadn’t ended. He still loved Elena. He’d always prefer sex with her but this bi stuff wasn’t off the table anymore. He couldn’t wait to tell Elena.


Chapter 17

Elena glanced over at the clock radio. It was almost eleven and Matt still wasn’t home. She turned back to the book in her hand, reading the same few paragraphs for the third time. Just five more minutes and she’d try calling his cell phone. Hopefully he was just late from a good work-out and not off the road from the freezing rain.

Her ears cocked at the low rumble outside. When the downstairs door thudded close, she breathed a sigh of relief. He was home.

A few minutes later she looked up to see him walking through the bedroom door. His face was flushed and there was a small smile on his lips. She knew that look. He was like a kid with a secret to tell, just waiting to be begged.

“How was the work-out? Has the rain started yet?” She closed the book and set it next to the bed.

“Not yet.” He lifted the sweatshirt over his head and tossed it into the hamper. His eyes were bright and excited gazing over at her. “Elena. Something happened tonight.”

She couldn’t help the smile that curled her lips. Whatever it was, he had to tell her had to be good news from the way he was acting. She watched him slide the jeans and socks off before lifting the covers to slide in next to her. “Okay. I give. What happened?”

His hand rested on her tummy and his eyes were wide gazing into hers. “Remember you asked me about trying bi stuff? I was nervous about it but it’s been playing on my mind. A lot. Hell, I was even dreaming about it.” He propped himself up on his elbow and grinned. “Tonight, I tried it.”

Elena had been watching him closely as he spoke. With each word her lips had parted farther and farther. At the last statement, she blinked wide. For a few moments she could only stare at him, his next words not even registering in her brain.

He had a homosexual experience when he’d said he was going to the gym? Had that all been set up before hand? What the hell was going on?

His fingers gripped hers and he shook her hand to get her attention. “Elena?”

“You had sex with another man.” She puffed a gust of air through her nostrils and her eyes narrowed.

“Yeah. It was awesome. I think that—”

“Matt! You cheated on me!” She sat straight and knocked his hand away from hers.

The look in his eyes was confusion personified. He shook his head. “No. I wasn’t with another woman. It was a guy! I thought you would—”

“Shit Matt! You went behind my back and did this. I wasn’t there! How can you not see that this is cheating?” Her jaw clenched tight watching him. And to think he looked so proud of himself coming home with that piece of news!

“Hey if you and Sylvia, or Carrie or Sophia got together and did something like this, I’d think it was hot! I was curious! It wasn’t planned. It just sort of happened.” Matt gripped her arm, forcing her to look into his eyes.

She pushed him away once more. “Matt! I wouldn’t do that! When we are with other people sexually, we need to be together. This is swinging. Something we share. It’s not an open marriage where we go off and do our own thing!”

At the look of remorse in his eyes, her voice became softer. “Look. It only happened once. I’m hurt that we didn’t talk about this first. That you couldn’t share this with me.”

Matt looked down at the bed, silent for a few moments.

She took a deep breath trying to keep the tears at bay. The next move was his to make. If he couldn’t see that what he’d done was wrong, then she’d have to re-think this whole lifestyle. He had taken the first step on a slippery slope. Their marriage was too important to stay on this course.

He finally looked over at her. “I’m sorry, Elena. I never thought of it like that.” His hand rose to cup her cheek. “I love you. I never meant to hurt you.” He took a deep breath and rolled his eyes. “Honestly, I wasn’t thinking. I guess I got a little obsessed with the whole bi thing.”

Her heart softened watching him. She could see how sorry he was and the truth in his eyes. “It was okay with me, you know, the fact you didn’t want to do it. I hope you didn’t feel pressure because—”

“No! Believe me, the pressure came from me.” He pulled her into him and kissed the top of her head. “Maybe it was the way I was raised. Even though my parents were accepting of gays, it was always an unspoken thing. You couldn’t be gay and be a man.”

Elena pulled back from him and looked into his eyes. “You couldn’t be more manly than you are right now.”  She could easily see how his parents could have shaped his thoughts about this. His Dad prided himself on being a guy’s guy. She had never seen him buy flowers for his wife or say I love you to her.

Matt smiled and kissed her forehead. “I know that now. You could hardly call Bryon or Josh effeminate, either.” He pulled her close and continued. “I was totally fucked up about this. My dreams and the way my body responded showed I wanted to give it a try but on a different level...I couldn’t.” He chuckled. “Tonight blew that (pardon the pun) out of the water.”

Elena smiled and rubbed her hand along his back. “So tonight? Tell me, what happened?”

“First off, it’ll never happen again without you being there.”

She gave his waist a hard pinch. “Better not.”

He jerked and gripped her hand in his. “Ouch!”

She smiled wickedly. “You deserved it, buster. Never again without us being together, right?”

He nodded quickly. “Okay, okay! Look, don’t worry it won’t. But tonight, this guy was at the gym. There was nobody there hardly, not with the weather advisory.”

“What’d he look like? How old was he?” She cuddled closer, trying to picture the guy in her mind.

“Thirtyish, blonde, buff. He’s not in town long...on some sort of project. I think that helped make up my mind.” He took a deep breath and continued. “He hit on me and we ended up together in the sauna.”

Elena’s hand paused and she pulled back to look up at him. “Did you kiss him?” Somehow, that was something that would bother her. Why, she had no idea.

“Of course not. This was sex, that’s all.” He snorted. “Weird huh? Having a guy’s cock in my mouth is one thing but kissing’s off the table.”

Elena’s eyes went wide and she pulled back. The picture of Matt sucking another guy’s cock, flashed in her mind. “Was it big? Did he suck yours?” She hardly dared to breathe watching him while her mind was going ninety miles an hour. This was exciting.

Matt grinned and his cheeks flushed. “He had this torpedo dick. Long and kind of pointy. Yeah, I gave him head. But...” He looked away for a moment. “He fucked me in the ass while jerking me off. It was fast and hot.” Again, there was a nervous laugh. “He used a rubber in case you’re wondering. I probably won’t be able to sit down for a few days, but it was good.”

Holy cow! Elena’s mouth had fallen open and she smiled when he stopped talking. “God, I wish I’d seen that! It sounds hot as hell! Will you do this again, do you think?”

He took her into his arms and they snuggled close together in their bed. “Only if you’re there.”

Chapter 18

Matt handed Elena the dozen red roses. Seeing her eyes light up and her hands fly up to cup her cheeks was worth the fifty bucks.

“They’re beautiful! You shouldn’t have!” Still, she held the bouquet close, inhaling deeply and closing her eyes. “We’re going out tonight, that’s enough Valentine’s present for me.”

“I know. But you deserve these. I can’t remember the last time I bought you flowers and if I can’t remember then that’s too long.” He watched her bend to get a vase from the cabinet and then place it under the tap.

As the vase filled she leaned over and kissed his lips quickly. “You’re sweet. We’ll have to get dressed soon.”

He smiled as he took a seat at the island. Sylvia’s Valentine party. Finally the night had arrived. “What time should we be there?”

Elena started arranging the flowers in the tall vase. “In about an hour. Just enough time for you to take a shower and me to finish getting dressed.” She smiled glancing over at him. “The kids won’t be back till lunchtime tomorrow. We can sleep in.”

He got up and put his arms around her waist, kissing the side of her neck as he snuggled his crotch into her backside. “I can’t wait to see you in that corset again.”

She laughed and finished putting the roses into the water. “And if Josh or Bryon...”

He pressed his groin into the softness of her ass, feeling his cock get stiffer still. “Yeah. I’ll let them know that my limits have changed. So, if that is the way it goes tonight, then I’m in.”

Elena set the vase aside and turned around. She placed her hands on his shoulders and her voice was low. “Well, you know how turned on you were at the thought of seeing me with other women...well, that’s reciprocal.  I think seeing you with Bryon would be hot as hell.”

He laughed. “What? Not Josh?”

She pinched his cheek and grinned. “Why not both?”

***

When the door opened, laughter and music met Matt’s ears, while Sylvia stood framed in soft lighting, a vision in the black corset and fishnet stockings.

“Elena! Matt! Come in!” She opened the door wider and stepped back, a warm smile on her ruby lips.

Once more he was struck by her beauty, the elegant way she carried herself as she leaned in to kiss Elena’s lips. In the high heels she was just a little taller than his wife. Both women were blonde, but Sylvia’s hair was lighter, more of a platinum, piled high with loose tendrils curling over her graceful neck.

When she turned to him, her blue eyes were flirty and the welcoming kiss was a beat longer than normal. Her lips brushed the fold of his ear. “You look good enough to eat.”

His chest warmed at her compliment. He slipped the leather jacket off and handed it to her. “Is that a proposition? I sure hope so.”

Sylvia hung his coat up and turned to face him. “Let’s just say, I want a place on your dance card tonight.”

Bryon appeared and shook his hand, leaning in as well to give him a one-armed hug. “So glad you and Elena were able to come tonight.”

Matt laughed. “Come, in more ways than one.” He watched Bryon wink and turn to give Elena a big kiss and hug.

Gazing past Bryon, he saw a few clusters of people sipping drinks and chatting. In one group he noticed Carrie, wearing a hot pink sequinned dress. She spied him and fluttered her fingers, grinning at him. Next to her was a tall, red haired woman and a burly guy who could have been a fullback football player.

Matt’s body was fairly tingling with anticipation of the fun he and Elena would have. Sylvia took his hand and led him to the kitchen. He could hear Bryon speaking to Elena, following them.

“Wine, beer or would you like something stronger? Once I get you and Elena fortified, I’ll introduce you to everyone.” Sylvia stepped behind the island, looking from Elena to Matt.

“I’ll have wine, please.” Elena stepped forward, lacing her fingers through his.

He looked down at her and felt his chest expand. She was absolutely gorgeous in the back satin bolero jacket, framing the swell of her breasts above the red corset. She wore a short leather skirt and when she moved a flash of ivory thigh showed above the dark stockings.

He noticed Bryon checking her out and smiled over at him. This was an aspect of living sexy that he totally got—seeing his wife, porn star, hot being openly ogled by other people. And from the smile on Elena’s face, she was enjoying it as well.

“I’ll have a vodka and tonic, if you don’t mind Sylvia.” He grinned at her. “You weren’t kidding about this party. There’s quite a crowd here.”

Sylvia fixed the drinks and looked over at them. “There’re more people downstairs.” She handed the drinks to them and nodded her head to the side, signalling for them to follow. She entered the living room and it was all Matt could do to keep his jaw from falling open.

The blonde woman talking casually with two guys was naked except for a ruby G string. She could have passed for Sylvia’s sister except that her boobs were even bigger, the nipples rouged to form red hearts. She was curvy as hell, her legs long and shapely above the red heels.

Beside her, the guys, one with his back to them, tall and dark haired, while the other one’s teeth sparkled white in an ebony face, acted nonchalant like this was an everyday thing. Matt’s cock was anything but nonchalant.

Sylvia stepped close to the woman and smiled. “Dani, this is Matt and Elena.” She turned to the guys, first the black man, “Barry, I’d like you to meet Matt and Elena.”

The second guy turned and reached for Matt’s hand, while Sylvia spoke, “Keith, may I introduce Matt and Elena. They’re kind of new to the lifestyle.” She glanced over at Elena. “Keith is Dani’s husband.”

Keith’s grip was firm and dry, his voice deep muttering the normal pleasantries. Matt smiled, “Nice to meet you.” When he turned to grip Barry’s hand, the man was just breaking away from hugging Elena.

The guy was even taller than Matt. He had to be six four at least and his shoulders filled the sports coat out quite nicely. He had a nice smile and friendly eyes, shaking his hand hard.

“So nice to meet you.” Dani stepped into Elena and gave her a hug and kiss on the cheek before turning to him.

He gulped, trying hard to focus on her face while she leaned into his chest. Focus on the sweet scent of her perfume radiating into his nostrils, the strand of hair brushing his cheek and not the soft pressure of her bare breasts against his chest.

Her soft giggle tinkled into his ear. “It’s okay to peek. They don’t bite.”

When she pulled back he risked a sideways glance at Elena. What was she thinking? But from the grin on her face, she was enjoying his discomfiture.  He turned to face Dani, slowly lowering his eyes to take in her grapefruit sized breasts. Holy Hannah! There was a jiggle and they drooped a little. Oh my God. They were actually real.

“Very nice hearts.” He grinned. Not his most witty remark but it wasn’t often that he met a nearly naked beautiful stranger.

Keith grinned over at him. “Thanks. That’s my handi-work.”

Sylvia smiled and leaned forward to kiss Dani, while her hand rose to cup a bare breast. “Love the outfit.”

Matt’s eyes opened wider, his gaze on the two women infusing his senses. Elena stepped closer and her hand slipped around his waist. She looked up at him and there was a familiar smokiness in her eyes. She was every bit as turned on by the atmosphere as he was.

Sylvia eased back and her hand slid over Barry’s shoulder before turning to face Matt and Elena. “Come on. I want to show you off to the others.”

He fell into step behind Elena, following Sylvia to the other side of the room, where Carrie stood with two other people. The red haired woman next to Carrie turned and her heavily made-up eyes met his. For a moment he felt the challenge in her gaze, her chin tilted high above a long slender neck. Her whole body was rail thin, sheathed in a black lace dress that ended just below her crotch, making her legs seem long and coltish.

Once more Sylvia pivoted on her high heel and smiled over at Elena. “Of course, you already know Carrie.”

Carrie leaned forward and hugged Elena. “Nice bustier and skirt. Very sexy.” She turned to kiss Matt’s cheek. “Hey handsome.”

“Elena, Matt, this is Joan and her husband Mark.” Sylvia smiled looking from Elena to Joan.

Elena extended her hand to shake Joan’s. “Nice to meet you.”

Joan glanced at her hand before extending her own. “Enchanted, I’m sure.”

Her husband Mark’s shake and greeting was much more friendly than his wife’s. He pulled Elena into a big hug, dwarfing her in his burly arms. When he let her go, he shook hands with Matt and clapped him on the back. “Pleased to meet you, Matt. It’s always nice to see new faces at Sylvia’s parties.”

Matt smiled and his eyes were drawn to Joan, who was smiling and openly gaping at him. It was funny. Of all the people he’d met at Sylvia’s, she was the only one who he’d definitely take a pass on fucking. There was something cold and haughty about her that didn’t appeal to him.

He looked over at Elena. She was wearing a smile that didn’t extend to her eyes.

The moment passed when Josh appeared next to Carrie. “Hey guys!” He turned to Sylvia. “There’re some folks I want Matt and Elena to meet downstairs. You don’t mind if I take them down, do you?”

Sylvia smiled and placed her hand on Josh’s arm. “No. Go ahead. We’re probably going to be down shortly anyway.”

Matt exhaled slowly. He turned to Josh and smiled. He’d shown up at just the right moment and besides, he wanted to talk to Josh alone anyway. “Lead on MacDuff.”

Josh nodded and extended his hand inviting Elena to go ahead of him across the room and down the stairs. He fell into step beside Matt. “Joan and Mark are nice once you get to know them. She’s a handful. Carrie wasn’t fussy on her when we first met them, but they get along fine now.” He grinned. “I think you and Elena will have more fun with Dani and Keith tonight. At least until you get to know Joan better.”

Elena walked down the stairs and Josh was a few steps behind her. Matt reached out and put his hand on Josh’s shoulder, urging him to stop for a moment. When Josh turned to face him Matt’s stomach tightened for a moment.

“Josh...Before anything starts tonight, I wanted to let you know that the hard limit I had on bi stuff, is gone.” He could feel his neck grow warm but he continued anyway. “I mean, if it comes up tonight...I just thought you should know.”

Josh’s eyes and grin grew wider as he listened to Matt. “Wow! That’s a sea change. I’d love to hear the story on that one.” He clapped Matt’s shoulder a couple times with his hand. “I’m getting a woody just thinking about it.”

Josh wasn’t the only one. Matt smiled and looked around the large recreation room. The lighting was low but even so he could see that a few people were already on the mats in the corner of the room, kissing and caressing, while a few others sipped drinks next to the fireplace. The atmosphere was warm and sexy, the jazz music playing in the background just adding to the ambiance.

Bryon was standing behind the high oak bar, shaking a silver canister while chatting with a gorgeous black woman. When her head turned to look at him, Matt’s breath hitched in his throat. Her skin was a mocha shade, and deep set dark eyes were almond shaped. Her cheekbones and full lips were perfection, perfectly displayed with her hair pulled back and secured under a wide red head band.

Elena stepped close to him and squeezed his hand. She leaned into him and rose to her toes to whisper in his ear. “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”

Matt looked down at his wife. Was she thinking of herself or him? Either way...Hell! Anyway would be wonderful.


Chapter 19

“Can I freshen your drinks?” Bryon called as they walked over to the bar.

Elena smiled and slid onto a high stool. “Sure. I wondered where you had disappeared Bryon.” She glanced over at the woman next to her.

Bryon took the empty glass from her hand and smiled. “Elena and Matt, this is Naomi. You probably met her husband Barry upstairs. And next to her is Mila.”

Elena’s eyes went wide with shock and her mouth fell open. Oh my God. It was Mila from the store. The only consolation in the situation was the fact that Mila had that deer in the headlights look too.

Naomi’s eyebrows pulled together and she looked from Elena to Mila before extending her hand. “Pleased to meet you Elena.” She turned to Matt leaving Elena and Mila still staring at each other.

“You two know each other?” Bryon’s voice broke the silence.

“Hi Mila. Are you here by yourself or is Amanda with you?” Elena’s heart was going a mile a minute and her hand shook when she took the drink from Bryon.

“Are you kidding? No! I came with Naomi and Barry!” Mila’s head dropped a bit and she gave a short nervous laugh. “What are you doing here?”

Matt stepped closer, watching the two women, while Bryon filled his glass. Elena glanced up at him. “Matt, you remember Mila, don’t you? From the store?”

Bryon cleared his throat and looked at Elena. “This doesn’t happen often but sometimes it does. Confidentiality is a pretty firm rule. At first it’s awkward, sure; but look...you’re both here. You both like sex with different partners.” He watched both women carefully for a moment. “Look, if you can agree that what happens here stays here, it should be okay, right?”

Elena gave a small nod and shrug. “Well, yeah, sure…” her eyes darted to Mila. “But she works for me!”

“You already gave me my raise,” Mila piped in with a giggle.

Elena leaned forward and her eyes were narrow. “But this is a couples thing. Couples having sex with other couples.”

“That’s exactly what I’m planning on doing,” Mila quipped. “Having sex with some couples!” Her eyes danced merrily. “Look, Elena,this isn’t the first time I’ve met people from my vanilla life at a Lifestyle event—”

“Who!” As soon as the word was out of her mouth, Elena regretted it, and her hand flew to her lips. “I mean… uhhh…”

“Forget it,” said Mila with a small wave of her hand. “It doesn’t matter, right? We’re both adult enough to know that discretion’s important.”

“But… but… who did you come with then?”

Naomi stepped behind Mila and her fingers lifted the long ringlets of hair back from Mila’s shoulders. “Mila’s with us. She’s our unicorn tonight.” Her hands skimmed affectionately along Mila’s bare arms.

The petite Filipino woman, turned to Elena. “Don’t worry. Amada will never hear it from me. I had no idea you guys were in the lifestyle.” Again, her eyes danced with mirth. “I think it’s kind of cool, though!”

It was a truth or dare moment for Elena. She glanced over at Matt and then back to Mila. “We haven’t been for very long. It’s something we stumbled into and now we like it. It’s really heated up our love life.”

Mila laughed. “Well, you know me. I love sex. I’ve finally found my calling.” Her eyes lit up and she turned slightly on the stool to smile up into Naomi’s eyes. “Unicorn. All I can eat sex.”

Naomi’s hands cupped Mila’s cheeks and she bent lower to kiss her softly. Elena watched them. Even though there was an infusion of warmth between her legs, there was no way she’d consider playing with Mila, not at this stage anyway. It might be weird seeing her at work, especially since she was Mila’s boss. As for the confidentiality, she’d just have to trust her.

Elena stood up and slipped the bolero jacket off. Seeing the guys check out her breasts, the flesh popping up and nipples threatening to peak over the top of the bustier, caused her lips to curl in a smile. Even Naomi and Mila were giving her the once over.

Movement on the stairs and a woman’s light musical laugh caught her attention. It was Dani, followed by Sylvia and Keith.

“Aha! There you are. Sylvia’s been telling me that you put on quite a show on the pole the last time you were here.” Dani grinned and strutted over to where Elena stood. “Dance with me, doll.”

“C’mon! Go for it Elena!” Matt’s eyes were round, staring into hers.

“Hey, I’ll change the song. Anything you want Elena.” Bryon stepped back, pressed something and the music stopped.

Dani took Elena’s hand, leading the way to the gleaming pole. “How ‘bout ‘Cherry Pie’? She’s not really cherry but she’s almost, I’d say.”

Elena laughed and scampered along behind Dani. Aside from the G string and painted nipples, Dani was naked, the full cheeks of her ass jiggling slightly as she vamped in the high heels to the pole.

The deep throbbing beat of the song filled the air while the lights dimmed slightly. A couple of amber colored spotlights shone down on the pole and the small round platform. Dani stepped up into the light, one hand curled around the pole while her other hand tugged Elena’s arm.

If not for the glasses of wine that she’d had, Elena knew she would probably have been blushing and doing practically anything else than dancing with a naked woman at a party where she knew so few people. But the hedonistic atmosphere and the cheers from the crowd gathering around the platform was intoxicating. She stepped up and twirled into Dani’s body, turning her head to kiss Dani’s lips.

A jolt of excitement flooded low in her tummy at the sensuous way Dani’s tongue slipped between her lips. It was so suggestive and naughty. Suggestive? Yeah, sure… more like a promise! Elena smiled and stepped slowly to the side, her hand slipping from Dani’s and gliding across the other woman’s breasts. All the while, her hips swayed and her eyes never left Dani’s. It was her turn to tease and taunt.

At the small smile and narrowed eyes, Dani showed she knew what Elena was up to. In a flash, Dani’s fingers hooked into the waistband of Elena’s leather skirt, pulling her close. Elena’s hands rose to push her hair higher on her head, her eyes closed, waiting for the other woman to take her skirt off.

“Oh yeah!”

“Strip, strip, strip!” rose the chant from the crowd.

There was a small tug and then the skirt was pushed over her hips, When it swished by her calves, Elena stepped out and kicked it off the platform. Now aside from the bustier, there was only a G string covering her body.

Matt, Josh and Sylvia stood together directly in front of the small stage, while Keith, Naomi and Mila stood rooting from the sideline. For a moment, Elena paused. Mila was right there watching.

As if she sensed the reason for Elena’s reticence, Mila’s hands rose to cup her mouth and she yelled, “You go girl! C’mon!”

Oh what the hell. Elena spun around to face Dani, filling her hands with the older woman’s breasts. She’d wanted to do that since she’d first seen her in the living room. My God. They were soft and natural, overflowing her fingertips.

Meanwhile Dani wasn’t idle either. Her fingers were on the zipper at the back of the bustier, lowering it a little at a time to the hoots of the crowd. Elena smiled, feeling her chest grow lighter, her breasts suddenly free from the snugness of the lacy bustier. She could only imagine the sight of the two of them dancing and swaying seductively on the platform¬—both of them naked except for the G strings on their bodies.

Dani spun Elena around so that her back was pressed against the pole. With a glint in her eye, the older woman stepped into her and kissed her lips, just the faintest of touches before she started lowering herself, lips trailing her skin. Elena’s arms rose to clasp the pole high above her head. She was an eager target for the other woman’s tongue and fingers. Her pussy was wet, eager for more.

She gasped when Dani sucked her nipple into her mouth, the sharp edge of her teeth nibbling lightly. Fuck it was good. She lost herself in the sensation, in the words of the song. Yeah, she’d be a sweet cherry pie.

Dani’s hand was now on her thigh, pushing it to the side, opening and exposing her flesh. The touch of her fingers on her pussy was gentle, a feather light tease that ended waaay too soon.

A slow smile spread on Elena’s face when Carrie stepped up on the platform to join them. She had shed her alluring dress, naked now, except for a garter belt and black stockings. She strutted around the pole, her hips rolling from side to side in time with the heavy bass throb of the song. Her hands gripped the pole high and she pulled herself close to it, gripping the hard metal in the bend of her knee. Her pelvis rolled up and down against the pole, treating it like a giant cock.

The song ended and another faster song began to play. Elena noticed Mila and Naomi approach the small platform. She glanced at Dani and her fingers fluttered, indicating she’d had enough. Time to let others enjoy the pole. She stepped down and into Matt’s arms.

“Wow! That was really hot.” His lips brushed the fold of her ear.

Her hand skimmed across his abdomen and down to cup his crotch, feel the thickness there. “Totally.” She felt a spike of pleasure tingle in her clit. Yeah. The dance with Dani and now standing there with Matt was making her horny. Yet, as much as she wanted to get her cookies, the excitement of the evening, feeling the anticipation build was too much fun.

She turned and pressed her back and ass against Matt’s body, inhaling deeply as his arm went around her waist, the two of them watching the dancing on the pole. Naomi and Mila kissed, their bodies swaying and hands exploring, while next to them, Carrie was like a gymnast. Carrie’s legs gripped the pole, supporting her weight while her torso and head fell backward. It was hard to say which was sexier, the two women or Carrie’s athletically sensuous moves.

Thankfully she didn’t have to make that decision. Dani stepped in front of her and leaned in to kiss her lips. Next to her was her big, burly husband, Keith. There was a tug low in Elena’s tummy. This was it. The moment she’d been waiting for.

“Keith and I are going over to the mat. Would you and Matt like to join us?” Dani’s breath was minty and warm in her nostrils.


Chapter 20

Matt watched Dani kiss Elena. He barely dared to breathe, knowing that soon he and Elena would be with the gorgeous blonde and her ripped husband. Ever since Josh had suggested they play with Dani rather than Joan, he’d been watching her closely. On the pole with Elena, she’d shown her experience in this milieu, taking the lead to first charm, then seduce his wife. Well, wouldn’t mind sampling her charms himself.

Keith tapped his arm. “I’m heading to the change room. We’re a little over-dressed for the next part, don’t you think?”

The guy’s grin was wide, almost boyish despite the fact that his face was lined and rugged. Matt knew this was a guy he could relate to, sit down and have a beer with. And if it went somewhere else, so much the better.

“Lead the way. But can we give the dance platform a wide berth? I’m not sure I trust Carrie not to drag me up there.” Matt smiled.

“Oh, I guess you know her.” Keith chuckled. “She’s pretty good on that pole. Josh put one up in their house and she uses it to stay in shape.” He elbowed Matt, watching Dani and Elena saunter arm in arm over to the mats. “We’d better get going.”

He walked by the dancers at the pole to a door behind the platform. There were still lots of people standing watching the action at the pole, but a glance to the side showed that the play area was also being used. The red head, her husband and another couple he didn’t recognize were already there.

When he stepped through the door, it was to a small room with rows of coat hooks along three of the walls. A couple of benches were there as well.

Keith peeled his shirt off, revealing a muscled chest, covered by fine brown hair. Even though they were probably the same height, Keith had at least thirty pounds on him. He was a big guy, but totally ripped. The guy either worked heavy construction or he lived at the gym doing weights.

Matt’s gaze drifted over Keith’s body, while he unbuttoned his shirt and peeled it off. Was Keith into the bi-sexual stuff? He wasn’t giving off any vibes that he was. And Josh had said that not all the guys were into that. Matt loosened his belt and the waistband of his trousers, looking away from Keith as he slipped them off. No. If anything bi was going to happen, he’d better let Keith initiate it.

“See you out there, mate.” Keith slipped by him and opened the door to leave.

In that brief glance, Matt had seen how amped up he was, sporting a woody that would put a horny teenage boy to shame. And his thighs were like sturdy tree trunks, holding up a tight ass and trim waist.

Matt smiled. Even if he wasn’t going to sample that body, he would love Elena getting the opportunity. He had to give his head a shake. Once more, he was struck by the level they’d reached in their marriage and sex life. Imagine. He was happy for his wife if she got totally nailed by a stud like Keith. And if she was really lucky, Josh would be part of that too.

He walked out the door and glanced up at the stripper pole. Holy fuck! Carrie was upside down, holding her body against the pole while her legs above were spread wide in the splits. He’d known she was athletic but this was totally wild. The splits! That was every guy’s fantasy.

He stood riveted to the floor as he watched Mila and Naomi stop dancing around the pole. Instead, holding hands, they each bent over one at a time to lap at Carrie’s wide open crotch. Oh my God. If he didn’t have two hot blonde’s waiting he’d stay there all night watching the pole.

He turned to walk over to the mat, his cock once more leading the way. And why not? Elena and Dani were laying on their sides facing each other, kissing, their hands skimming lightly over each other’s asses. Keith was right behind Elena, his hand stroking her thigh.

He cock throbbed as he lowered his body to take a place behind Dani. Even from behind, she was gorgeous. Her skin was smooth ivory, her upper body curving gently to a tiny waist and then blossoming to the orbs of her ass. He touched the back of her thigh, watching her ass as his hand skimmed higher, the skin under his fingertips, like silk.

She turned her head and there was an inviting soft smile on her face. He strained forward and kissed her lips. When her body rolled slightly, and her arm curled around his neck pulling him closer, he couldn’t stop himself. His hand flashed up her hip and onto her breast, his hand kneading the flesh rhythmically.  His pelvis arched forward, pressing his cock into the furrow of her ass.

Her head drew back and a low giggle erupted in her throat. “Not so fast, handsome.” She turned into him and rose higher, pushing him onto his back.

His gaze swept over her body as she shifted on the mat, her breasts huge and heaving above him, while her knee pressed into the mat beside his shoulder. Her other leg swung over his chest and her pussy was only a few inches from his face. He glanced up and saw her tongue slip over her bottom lip before her top teeth gently bit into it.

The pumping of her hips, rocking her pussy as she lowered her ass caught his attention. Closer and closer until the plump moist lips, pushed onto his mouth. He inhaled deeply her musky scent tinged with perfume as she rested her cleft on top of his mouth. He strained upward, his tongue invading her furrow, tasting her arousal, feeling the swollen nub of her clit.

Beside him, the soft moans and slapping of flesh against flesh added to his pleasure. He lapped and sucked on the beautiful pussy like his life depended on it, rewarded by Danni’s sighs and movements.

He gasped and his head drew back for a moment at the sensation in his cock. Oh my God. Someone’s hands rubbed and pulled on his flesh sending a jolt of pleasure through his groin. When hot wetness covered his knob, taking the length of it deep inside, he moaned. His testicles tight, his pelvis began thrusting up and down slowly.

Dani’s fingers grasped his hair, pulling him harder onto to her cunt as she began driving her pelvis into his mouth. His cheeks and chin were wet from her arousal. His hand slithered under her ass, fingers seeking her opening. She was slippery, and he slid his fingers inside, felt her hot tightness.

Oh God. All the while, someone was driving him crazy, their hands and mouth on his cock felt so good.

Dani’s hands fisted in his hair and she pulled back, leaving him staring at her pussy with slack, glistening lips. He looked up and she was smiling staring down at him. Once more she swung her leg over and off of him.

Now he could see who was sucking his cock. Oh God. It was Sylvia, on all fours, her wide blue eyes staring up at him, her mouth filled with his meat. Her breasts swayed back and forth with each movement of her head bobbing up and down, swallowing his cock.

When Dani knee walked down close to Sylvia, he was able to see to the side, where Elena lay. He almost came right there and then and had to hold Sylvia’s head and mouth still. Elena was also propped on her hands and knees, Keith kneeling on one leg, his other crooked and spread while Elena’s sucked his cock.

He looked down over her body and his eyes met Bryon’s. He was behind Elena, his hand on her ass, gripping her hard while he thrust his cock into her. Elena’s breasts hung low, bouncing with each thrust of a cock in both ends. Fuck, he wished he’s kept his cell phone with him. To get a picture of Elena being serviced by two guys, would blow his and her mind.

Hardly had that thought faded when once more, his cock was set upon by a new set of hands. Dani had joined Sylvia at his groin, also propped on hands and knees. It was incredible! Watching the two busty blondes take turns sucking his cock. Another Kodak moment if ever there was one. He made a mental note to find out what were the rules about pictures at parties like this.

The funny thing was, that watching them, feeling their hot wet mouths sucking on his flesh was awesome, but he’d never come from this. He could do it for hours but the urgency of an orgasm wasn’t there. What the fuck had happened he couldn’t tell but it was goddamned awesome! It was like being on Viagra but without the chemicals.

Sylvia was the first to rise. She pulled Dani away and kissed her. Matt sat up and put his arm over Sylvia’s shoulder, and leaned in to whisper in her ear. “I want to fuck you.” She’d asked to be first on his dance card that night, and he was granting her wish.

She turned to him and kissed his lips, all the while leaning forward, forcing him to lay down again. Her leg swung over his hips and she was poised high, her knees resting on each side of his body. Her gaze lowered to watch as she took his cock in hand, sliding it through her velvet furrow. When the tip grazed against her clit there was a sharp intake of air and her eyes closed for a moment.

Sylvia was porn star hot playing with his cock. He reached for her breasts, teasing the nipples between his thumb and forefinger.

Matt’s head fell back at the hot slippery tightness of her cunt when she lowered her body slowly. Dani moved in once more, kissing Sylvia while her finger played on her clit. Fuck! It was so hot watching them pleasure each other, all the while his cock was squeezed and pulled deeper into Sylvia.

At Elena’s moans of ecstasy, his head turned to watch. A smile formed on his lips watching her mouth fall away from Bryon, her eyes squeezed tight as whimpers of pleasure bubbled in her throat. Keith was really pounding into her, fast and deep like a jackhammer.

The sight of them, so close to orgasm had an effect on all of them. Matt’s hands gripped Sylvia’s hips, holding her still while his pelvis jerked up, burying his shaft to the hilt in her. He glanced at Bryon who was still kneeling on one leg before Elena’s face, his hand rolling over his cock while he watched Keith fucking her.

When Elena practically screamed with pleasure, Matt almost lost it....almost shot a load in Sylvia. He held her body still and closed his eyes. No. He wanted this to continue. Riding that thin line, the pleasure redline intense but not quite reaching orgasm; that was where he wanted to stay.

Elena sank lower, her ass jerking higher with each hard thrust from Keith. She was there. Lost in ecstasy. Matt smiled. He knew Keith would get her there and it was beautiful to see.


Chapter 21

Elena’s heartbeat thundered in her ears and she gasped for breath. Her legs quivered from the force of the orgasm and she fell forward onto the mat. She could still feel Keith’s cock deep inside her but the pressure was easing off.

OhmyGod she’d come like thunder! When a light touch grazed through her hair she lifted her head and looked up. It was Bryon, his eyes dark slits, smiling down at her. Next to him Matt’s gaze locked with hers. He mouthed the words, ‘I love you’.

The thick cock that had given her so much pleasure slipped out and then Keith knelt beside her.

“Awesome.” His fingers traced a soft path across her cheek.

She smiled and then pushed herself higher, sitting on the mat next to him. Matt and Sylvia were still going at it, with her riding him like she was breakin’ eight. She’d been dying to do that since the first night she’d met him. God, it was so wicked watching them together. Mat’s hands cupped Sylvia’s breasts while she rocked on top, her slack lips and half closed eyes showing how turned on she was.

Elena felt Keith nudge her shoulder and nod his head, indicating the far side of the mat. Holy fuck! Carrie and Josh were part of an oral daisy chain with that red head...Joan? and her husband. Beside them, closer to where Elena sat, Mila was the human connection between Naomi and her husband Barry.

Despite the fact she’d just had a mind blowing orgasm, Elena felt a resurgence of warmth low in her tummy. Naomi’s teeth were pulled back from her lips in a snarl of arousal and her eyes were focused on Mila’s head that was buried between the woman’s long dark legs. Naomi’s breasts were topped with cone shaped nipples and her fingers twisted and pinched the tip. She looked like she was ready to come any second.

Every time that Barry thrust into Mila’s ass, she was pushed forward, her mouth pressing harder into Naomi’s pussy. For Barry’s part, his back was broad, a light sheen of sweat gleaming in the low lighting. His ass was tight with that exquisite hollow showing deep with each thrust of his cock into Mila.

Oh fuck, how Elena loved the hollow in the side of a man’s ass cheek. You can have the ripped biceps, the slabby pectorals… give her a tight butt with a recess in the side of the cheek and she starts drooling from both sets of lips.

The sex sounds in the room caused her to pivot her head to take it all in. The slapping of flesh on flesh from over there, the slurpy sucking sounds from over here, and the groans, some soft, others guttural and deep as climaxes were reached; all these resonated over the pulsating music tracks their hosts had put on.

Her senses were awash as she looked, listened and could even smell a fragrance of perfumes and colognes blending with sultry body heat. God this was a garden of such sublime warm pleasure. Elena smiled and turned once more towards Sylvia with Matt.

Dani had joined them, kneeling beside Sylvia, her fingers a blur rubbing Sylvia’s clit, her other hand between the cheeks of Sylvia’s ass. All the while Sylvia’s hips rocked back and forth taking every inch of Matt’s cock deep inside. She began a husky, throaty babble as she came. Elena watched the woman’s belly and thighs tense and release as the waves of pleasure washed through her, pushed on by Matt’s cock and Dani’s strokes. 

Sylvia slumped to the side, into Dani’s arms. The two women kissed softly lowering to the floor to lay in each other’s arms.

Elena’s eyes opened wider seeing Matt’s still erect and glistening cock. He hadn’t come? After all that?


Chapter 22

Matt looked over at Elena, noticing the surprise in her eyes. He sat up and glanced over at Bryon. He had kind of faded into the background kneeling behind Keith and Elena. Their eyes met and Bryon’s head nodded to the side, indicating the bar.

Matt turned back to face Elena. “I’ve got to get a drink. Can I get you something?”

“No. I’m good.”

He got to his feet. The heat in his groin was palpable, feeling Bryon’s gaze on his body. From the corner of his eye, he noticed Bryon also get up and step closer, following him to the other side of the room. This was it. Somehow, he knew it. Josh must have said something to Bryon and now it was about to happen.

“He gave me the best blowjob I’ve ever had.” Josh’s words played in his brain like a mantra, adding to the hardness in his cock. Matt stepped behind the oak bar, reaching for a bottle of water in the silver bucket of ice on the counter.

A shiver skittered down his spine at Bryon’s light touch on his shoulder, his body heat radiating onto Matt’s back and ass.

“Josh told me you’re open to exploring your bi side.” His words and breath was hot in Matt’s ear and he could feel Bryon’s cock brush across his ass. A dollop of pre-cum oozed from the slit of Matt’s cock and his balls became tight.

“Yeah, I am. But I need guidance. Someone to make it happen. I don’t think I—”

“I can make that happen.” Bryon’s words were low and sensual as he reached out his hand. 

At the strong grip on his cock, Matt jerked and gulped air. Oh fuck this was perfect. Everything he’d ever fantasized. Especially with Bryon, an older guy. For once, it was nice to let someone else take the lead.

“Turn around.” It was a command.

Matt’s eyes closed for a moment and his knees became rubbery. Slowly he turned to face the older man. There was a small smile on Bryon’s lips and his chin dropped to his chest, his eyes taking in Matt’s meat. Standing there, before Bryon, the force of the other man’s wanton desire made Matt feel vulnerable and at the same time oh so fucking turned on! He leaned back against the bar and spread his legs opening himself up.

Bryon reached behind Matt and took something from the counter. Matt’s breath caught in his throat when he saw what it was. A vinyl glove. Oh God. In a flash it was on Bryon’s hand.

His other hand dropped to Matt’s shaft, pulling and rolling the skin in a way that only another guy could know how to do. Matt’s thighs trembled and his breath was a fast hoarse pant.

Bryon’s face was close to his, his eyes boring into Matt’s. There was confidence and control in his eyes, a force that made Matt hunger for more. “What do you want?”

“Suck it.”

“What’s the magic word?”

Oh fuck, this was perfect! “Please.” Oh God. Saying the words, amped Matt’s arousal to the stratosphere.

Bryon nodded and he dropped to his knees still massaging Matt’s cock in his fist.

The hot slippery suction of his mouth made Matt gasp and his head fall forward. It was so fucking good. At movement to the side, Matt’s head turned.

Elena and Sylvia stood together, their arms around each other’s waists watching, Bryon give him head. From the small smiles and the arousal in their eyes, it was plain this was something they enjoyed seeing. Fuck, why not? He loved watching them together.

He looked down at Bryon, slid his hand over the back of Bryon’s head. Bryon’s dark eyes looked up, locked with Matt’s. The sight of his cock sliding in and out of Bryon’s mouth...the flick of his tongue was something else.

He gasped when there was pressure on his balls and then behind them to that thick muscle of his asshole. It was incredible. His eyes closed slowly feeling Bryon’s finger slide lower, between the cheeks of his ass. The slippery gloved finger toyed at his ass...the mouth pulling and sucking his cock deeper and deeper.

At the stretching warmth, bordering on burning in his asshole, the sensation of fullness, Matt thought he’d come for sure but Bryon’s other hand gripped the base of his cock, holding it hard. He wasn’t allowing Matt to orgasm yet. Jesus! He was sliding right across the thin razor line, almost there but not quite.

Bryon pushed deeper into his ass, the warmth getting hotter, almost, but not yet painful. He shoved his hips back onto Bryon’s hand, impaling himself deeper. Oh shit, he was so full.

Matt couldn’t hold back any longer. His hips rocked back and forth, fucking Bryon’s mouth with his cock. His fingers fisted Bryon’s hair. It was a hot stream of ecstasy that burst from his cock, his knob pulsing against Bryon’s throat.

Bryon pushed deeper into his ass, finger fucking him harder now. His head bobbed up and down on Matt’s cock in tandem. The thrill of it coursed through Matt’s cock in a tsunami of cum. Again....A final burst of pleasure.

Matt gasped and his chest fell forward, hands sliding through Bryon’s hair and onto his back. Oh fuck, what a ride!

Elena was next to him, her hand circling his shoulders, leaning in to kiss his ear. “That was fucking hot.”

He didn’t need her to tell him that. He turned and kissed her lips, feeling Bryon slip away from him and rise to his feet. Their eyes met and the older man grinned, wiping his mouth before turning to Sylvia.

“Matt.” Sylvia leaned in and kissed Matt’s cheek, her arms around Bryon and Elena. “Welcome to the inner circle. Not all the guys are bi. Just Bryon and Josh. It’s something that’s pretty special to me.”

Matt smiled and he turned to Elena. “Like you just said baby, it’s pretty fucking hot.”


Chapter 23

Monday morning Elena unlocked the back door of the store and went inside. It was earlier than she’d normally get there but she couldn’t sit still at home. She’d even taken a pass on reading the news online, something she normally liked to start the day with. She didn’t know whether she wanted to see Mila or whether she was dreading it. Actually, both emotions were at war with each other and her stomach was the battleground.

She had just removed her winter boots and coat when the back door opened and a blast of chilly air blew Mila in. For a moment, they just looked at each other silently, their eyes wide and trying desperately to read the other’s face. One good thing about the morning was that they had it to themselves. Amanda wasn’t due in until noon.

“Hey. How are you doing?” Elena forced a smile, bending casually over to slip her pumps onto her feet.

Mila unbuttoned her coat, watching Elena the whole time. “I’m fine. Saturday was fun, wasn’t it?”  She hung the red wool coat on the hanger and turned to Elena. “Look. Let’s both admit that this is  awkward. Probably more for you than me but, it’s something we have to get past.”

Elena’s eyebrows drew together. “Why more for me than you? Because I’m your boss?”

“Yeah that and let’s face it...you’re way more conventional than me. I mean, everyone knows I sleep around, that I like sex. I don’t make any apologies for that.” She kicked off her boots and slipped into her high heels.

Elena nodded and shrugged her shoulders. The way Mila was dressed in the white linen tunic and dark leggings, it was hard to reconcile the innocent chic with how she’d been dressed on Saturday. But that was a good thing. Mila was able to keep her personal and business lives separate.

“Well, now you know. You’re not the only one who likes sex. Even conservatives like me and my husband.” Elena smiled feeling like she could trust Mila with this. She walked out to the front of the store to open the main doors.

Mila followed and reached out to stop Elena’s hand before she was able to flip the deadbolt lock. “Will you tell me? I mean how did you and Matt get into this? It wasn’t when Sylvia came into the store was it?”

“No.” Elena closed her eyes and a chuckle burbled from her lips. “We stumbled into a swingers club in Brooklyn. Remember the buyers’ convention that I went to in New York?”

“Oh my God.” Mila’s hands went to her mouth and her eyes were wide. She clutched Elena’s arm and tugged it. “What the hell did you do when you found out it was a swingers’ club?”

Elena laughed. “Duh! What do you think we did? We were there on Saturday night weren’t we?” Her hand rose to flip the latch and stayed there for a moment. She looked down at the carpet and then back to Mila. “Mila, you’re a beautiful girl and sexy as hell...but that’s where it ends for us. You play with your friends, I’ll play with mine. Neither one of us will ever say a word about this to Amanda.”

Nodding, Mila’s face became serious. “Got it. Like I said at the party, don’t worry about me. I’m not saying I wouldn’t want to be with you and your husband but it’s not a good idea.” She smiled and turned to walk back through the store.

She stepped behind the counter, opening the cash and setting up for the day. “You know, Amanda’s not the innocent you think she is.”

Elena stopped mid-step and looked over at her. She wasn’t sure she’d be able to handle it if Amanda showed up at one of these parties. Mila, maybe but not Amanda too! “You don’t mean—”

“No!”Mila laughed. “She’s not a swinger....yet.”

She winked and Elena let out a breath she hadn’t been aware she was holding.

“I just meant she’s pretty open minded about sex. She comes off as kind of a prude but there’s a whole other side to her.” Mila grinned and walked into the back storeroom.

Elena watched her go. That kind of confirmed her earlier suspicions. Mila and Amanda had been together sexually at New Year’s Eve. She sighed. Whatever. But knowing Mila the way she did, it wouldn’t surprise her if one day, she saw Amanda show up at one of Sylvia’s parties.

At one time that might have shocked her or she might have felt protective of Amanda. But not now. The couples she’d met at Sylvia’s and even in Brooklyn had all been really nice. This was an aspect of their personalities, hell even of their physical need that they celebrated. It wasn’t sleazy sneaking around, cheating on each other but something they did together—something that enhanced their relationship.

And if Mila or Amanda chose to get their sexual kicks at a swinger’s club, at least it was a safe venue.

Elena smiled. It’d be kind of exciting to see Amanda there. The image of the outwardly prim, almost demure Amanda naked and sweaty in a ménage made Elena’s tummy flutter in a nice way.


Chapter 24

Elena reached for her cell phone that was chiming a text message. She looked across the bedroom and smiled at Matt in the shower, his voice sounding through the door, singing a Sheryl Crowe song, “All I want to do is have some fun” came out over the sound of the shower spray. Oh God he was totally murdering it. He may be handsome as hell, a real hot guy, but singing was not his forte.

She grinned seeing Sylvia’s name appear on the small screen.

HEY ELENA! IF YOU HAVEN’T GOT ANY PLANS FOR THIS SATURDAY NIGHT, WOULD YOU AND MATT LIKE TO COME OVER FOR DINNER? IT’S THE INNER CIRCLE CROWD, IF YOU GET WHAT I MEAN! ;)

The hiss of the shower stopped and quiet descended in the room. Elena waited for Matt to appear before she typed an answer. For sure, he’d be up for it but better to run it by him first.

With a white towel draped over his hips, and another over his neck Matt stepped into the room. His wet hair glistened in the soft lighting and there was a smile on his face. “What’s up? Did I hear your cell phone go off?”

“It’s Sylvia. They’re having a dinner party on Saturday.” She wagged her eyebrows. “The inner circle.” Her cheeks rose from the broad smile and her eyes were bright watching him. They’d talked about Matt’s experience with Bryon, how hot it had been. Elena couldn’t wait to see more.

Matt tossed the towels into the hamper and when he turned it was obvious what his answer would be from the way his cock had already thickened. He pulled the comforter back and sank into the soft mattress beside her.

She reached down and her hand curled around his shaft. “So I take that as a yes?” She giggled and released him to type the text.

He rolled onto his side and pressed his groin into her hip.

For a moment she was tempted to set the phone down and follow his train of thought. Instead she typed an answer.

WE WOULD LOVE TO COME! IF YOU GET WHAT I MEAN, LOL. WE’LL BRING A SALAD AND WE’RE LOOKING FORWARD TO CARRIE AND JOSH’S DESSERT. CREAM PIE? LOL

She hit send and set the phone on her night table. She snuggled into Matt and once more filled her hand with his stiff shaft.

Her lips brushed the fold of his ear and her voice was soft. “You know what I’d like to see on Saturday?” Her hand continued to stroke his cock.

“Mmm? What? Tell me.” Matt’s voice was a low rumble in his chest, his hips rocking back and forth in tandem with her hand.

“I’d like to see you three guys really getting it on. I mean everything. Sucking and fucking...a real daisy chain.” That thought, plus his hand sliding down her side and between her legs were making her wet. Her eyes closed and her breath was raspy against his ear.

“And you? What will you be doing while that’s going on?” He rolled over, tugging her legs up to straddle his hips.

She gasped when he thrust his cock forcefully high into her. Oh God, the thick, hardness stretched and filled her as only Matt could do. Much as it was fun getting fucked by other guys, this was the cock that she absolutely loved inside her. Every time he moved, arching deeper into her, his groin pressed into her clit, driving her wild.

Her fingers dug into the firm muscle of his ass cheeks, pulling him harder against her. “Oh fuck! This is good. I love your cock.” Her lips brushed his ear. “I loved watching Bryon suck it.”

At her words, Matt’s hips moved faster. The sensation in her pussy consumed her. There was nothing but hot lust where their bodies met, lust that pulsed rapidly through their swollen, slippery flesh. 

The first spasm of climax took Elena by surprise. Her mouth fell open and she gasped with the intensity. In Matt’s eyes was a raw craving that matched her own. His hips became frenzied, his cock a piston driving deep. Her fingernails clawed at him, holding him against her, holding him deep within. Oh fuck! The pleasure rippled through her cunt in waves of ecstasy. On and on until, still gasping for breath, she collapsed onto the bed.

And from the way Matt fell forward, his own sharply drawn breaths warm against her neck, he had a mind blowing orgasm as well. Her hand rose, skittered up his back to cup his neck. It was in this moment that she knew how much she loved him. How he was the ying to her yang.

Their hearts thudded hard and fast against each other where their chests met. His head lifted and he kissed her lips softly. “Wow! Just when you think it can’t get better, it does.”

Elena giggled. “Remember how we used to schedule romantic date nights to spice things up in the bedroom?”

He grinned. “Every night is date night now. We’re either amped up looking forward to a night out with our swinger friends or we’re still in the sexy afterglow.”

“Yeah.” She smiled and turned to face him when he rolled off. “I can’t wait till Saturday.”


Chapter 25

Matt walked down the stairs in Sylvia and Bryon’s house the following Saturday. The three couples had enjoyed a wonderful meal and now it was time for after dinner fun. From the sly looks he’d caught Bryon and Josh exchanging at dinner there was something up their sleeve.

It seemed like every cell in his body tingled, alert and eager. For the past few days it seemed that his mind was obsessed with what Elena had mentioned—the daisy chain. With his laptop, he’d even pulled up some pretty racy images of guys doing it.

Sylvia and Carrie were curled up in front of the fireplace when Elena came out the door of the change room, wearing only a smile. She walked over to the bar where Bryon and Josh were standing, and hopped up onto one of the raised bar stools between them. She draped her arms casually over their shoulders her full breasts at eye level. The sight of her naked body between the fully clothed men was erotic as hell.

Matt took a few steps closer but he was unable to hear what she said to them. Bryon and Josh nodded and then turned to smile at him. For just a few seconds, there were butterflies swooping in his gut but that was soon replaced by a chubby in his cock.

Elena turned and as she passed by him, her hand drifted to his crotch to give him a friendly squeeze. “He’s all yours guys.”

His eyes followed her for a few moments, taking in the slight jiggle in her ass and the taunting sway of her hips. The little vixen! She’d set something up with the guys. He couldn’t wait to find out what.

Suddenly both of his arms were grasped tightly. Bryon and Josh gripped him on each side, pushing and pulling him along to the large floor mat in the corner of the room. Oh my God! It was like his sauna dream! Elena had let them in on his fantasy; that had to be it.

Sylvia sat between the two younger women, like a blonde sex queen with her bawdy handmaidens. There were smiles on their faces, as they leaned in watching, eager to see the show. He could identify. How many times had he and the guys done exactly the same thing, getting turned on by the girl on girl stuff. Now it was their turn. 

When they stepped onto the mat, Josh spun him around and his fingers tugged at the hem of Matt’s shirt, lifting it high and over his head. In his peripheral vision, he sawBryon was already bare-chested and was now flipping his belt buckle loose. It was like a switch in his brain was turned on. He turned back to Josh and tore at his shirt, his fingers flying down the row of buttons and pushing it off and away from Josh’s shoulders.

Josh smiled at the urgency and roughness of his actions. He grabbed at Matt’s waistband, shoving his pants lower. The suddenness of it all and the rawness of their desires caused his cock to throb already.  He looked down at Josh’s crotch. It was tented as hard as his own.

When his pants dropped past his crotch, Matt’s cock sprang forth, bobbing heavily. It was a lewd and forbidden feeling that filled his chest, from his shaft hungering for more, aching for Bryon or Josh to manhandle it. And as much as he wanted them to manhandle him, he ached to grasp, and pull and feed on their flesh too.

What felt like a rod of iron pressed into the cheek of his ass and Bryon’s hand slid down his stomach to grasp his cock. Matt gasped at the thrill of Bryon’s fingers rolling the skin up and down his meat. His eyes closed for a few moments and he stepped out of the pants.

“Fuck that’s hot.”

At Elena’s soft voice, his eyes opened and he looked across the room. Even though the women were watching the action on the mat, their hands were busy playing in each other’s pussies. Sylvia still sat between Carrie and Elena, but her legs were spread, intertwining with the others. It was Carrie’s hand that pleasured Sylvia. Watching them for a few moments, was like adding gasoline to the fire.

When he turned back, Josh stood before him, his cock already oozing pre-cum; a thick pearl on his knob like a teardrop. In his hands was a foil packet. Matt’s breath caught in his throat when Josh took the condom out. Bryon’s fingers gripped the base of Matt’s cock, while Josh slid the thin sheath over the knob and down. The two men were directing the action up to this point but now a primal macho urge rose in Matt.

He grabbed Josh’s torso and spun him around, facing him away. His fingers dug into the cheeks of Josh’s ass, spreading them. He was hardly aware of Bryon stepping away, his hand leaving his cock. All that mattered was the tight ass before him, the dark ring of his asshole taunting and driving him mad with lust.

He was going to fuck a man’s ass for the first time! The excitement of the prospect made his knee shiver a bit.

A glistening stream of gel fell onto his hands and into the groove of Josh’s ass. Bryon’s dark eyes met his and he smiled before stepping to the side. Matt didn’t need to see Bryon’s nod. Already his hand pushed on Josh’s shoulder, forcing him down. He watched Josh fall to his knees and his shoulders lower until they pressed into the mat. Oh God. His hands reached behind him to spread his ass cheeks, making a target for Matt’s shaft. Matt dropped to kneel behind him, his fingers on the base of his cock, aiming.

“I’m gonna punch your ass with this, bitch,” he growled.

Josh turned he head as far over his shoulder as he could. His face was tight, his teeth clenched. “Show me, you fuck!”

He gasped at the tightness on his knob when it entered Josh. So hot and tight....He pushed forward, caught in the lust and need to be inside. Josh jerked back against him, so that Matt’s cock was almost buried to the hilt. His fingers strained into the firm muscle of Josh’s hips, pulling him harder still. Raw, masculine power and muscle. It was intoxicating.

Matt’s mouth fell open and his eyes were wide watching Bryon swing his leg over Josh’s waist to face him. Bryon’s eyes were soft slits, his fingers gripping the base of his thick cock, twisting to bob it slightly in front of Matt’s lips. Of fuck...It was the daisy chain and Matt was the middle link. How fucking awesome.

Bryon leaned forward and his hand rose to fist Matt’s hair. He pulled him onto his meat, thrusting so deep that Matt felt like he’d choke. He tried to pull back but Bryon’s grip was too strong. He inhaled deeply, willing his throat to relax. The musky smell of Bryon’s groin filled his nostrils even as his shaft filled his mouth, pushing deep down his throat.

At Josh’s jerk and push against his groin, he moaned. The sensation in his cock, the hot tightness was incredible. The three of them linked by cock meat was making his head spin. He’d never done anything as decadent as this.

Bryon pumped into his mouth, holding his head still. His eyes watered from the force of it.

“Atta boy, take it.” Again and again he pumped, his thigh muscles firm and bulging from the effort.

Matt was caught up in Bryon’s lust, one hand rising to fondle the tight balls, the hard ridge of muscle behind them. His eyes opened wide at the spurt of cum filling his mouth, shooting into his throat.

It was contagious! Especially with Josh jerking under him. He couldn’t hold back as a tsunami of pleasure pulsed in his cock. It was so intense that his eyes squeezed shut and his mouth became slack, a hole for Bryon to finish emptying himself. Just like Josh below him was a hole for his own cock. Hot thick cum spilled forth onto his tongue.

“Oh yeah, suck me!” Bryon’s voice was a rough rasp in his ears.

Another jolt of bliss filled Matt’s cock, shooting hard, filling Josh’s rectum.

Josh folded down supine onto the floor and Matt followed, laying on top of him. Josh kept wriggling his ass, coaxing as much cum from Matt as he could, clenching and squeezing down on Josh’s cock. When Matt felt his cock slip out, he rolled to his side, pulling Josh with him.

Bryon squatted down between Josh’s legs and began to lick at his balls and hard shaft. He cocked an eyebrow at Matt. “Let’s get him off now, bro,” he said.

Matt scooted around and the two men bent at Josh’s crotch, sucking and licking his meat until he too exploded in a thick orgasm. They pulled on his cock, letting the first spurt stream up into the air before bending their mouths down to swallow and suck him dry.

As Josh came down from his orgasm, practically on cue, the three men rolled onto their backs breathing deeply.

“Oh fuck, that is so hot!” said Elena. “You guys are so rough!” Elena’s voice was next to him. He opened

Matt huffed another deep breath, and clambered to his feet, and headed to the bathroom. Shit, his knees still felt weak!

Entering the bathroom, his fingers pulled on the condom and it slid off, tossing it into the waste basket. When he stood before the sink, washing his hands he gazed into the mirror. He smiled and wiped a trickle of cum from the corner of his lips. He’d done it. He’d gone full circle now. From the episode in the sauna at the gym to tonight, he’d lived out all of the filthy fantasies he’d been having.

It was awesome.

When he opened the door and walked across the room to join the others, they looked up at him and each one smiled. Josh and Bryon were sitting on the couch on top of towels with Carrie and Sylvia on the floor at their feet. He plopped down in an spent huff next to Elena on the love seat opposite them.

“I am totally drained,” he said.

Elena smirked. “I saw.” Giving her head a small shake, she said, “You came like a fire hose!” and giggled when Matt rolled his eyes and smiled as he nodded.

“Yeah… all three of us are out of commission for a while,” said Bryon.

“Don’t worry, hon, we gals can figure something out,” said Sylvia. She held up a vibrator. “Maybe we can put on a show for you guys next?” Matt watched as both Carrie and Elena nodded their own assent.

“So you’re okay, honey?” asked Elena.

“Yeah, sure.” He turned his head looking in her eyes. “Why shouldn’t I be?”

“I’m just touching base, babe,” she said, patting his thigh. “Going over the line and playing bi games is kind of a mind bender is all, you know?”

“Sure was for me the first time,” said Josh.

“Well, not for me,” said Bryon. He rubbed Sylvia’s chest. “I looove women, sure; but a good hard cock has its own unique pleasures.”

“You mean you love me,” said Sylvia. She leaned her head onto his shoulder.

“Damn right,” he said, putting his arm around her. “Because of you, I get to play on both sides of the street and have a blast!” He kissed the top of her head. “Best of both worlds!” Murmurs of agreement floated in the air from the others.

Matt nodded along with the others, but Elena was keeping a questioning eye on him.

“It’s more than just the fun and games though, isn’t it?” he said, watching his wife.

“Whaddya mean, buddy?” asked Bryon.

Matt didn’t take his eyes from Elena. “It’s… I don’t know…” He kept watching Elena. Taking a deep breath, he said, “When you asked me hon if I wanted to try playing just with guys, I sorta freaked out.” She nodded silently, and he went on. “But you planted a seed.” He looked away from her to the others. “I had wet dreams night after night about sucking cock, getting fucked up the ass, and nailing a guy’s asshole!” He shook his head. “They were so damn hot they scared me!”

Carrie shrugged. “You body was telling you it was okay with it, then.”

“Yeah, maybe,” nodded Matt. He turned back to Elena. “And I know you said you were okay with it too…” his face screwed up. “But here’s the thing. I wasn’t sure if you were really okay with it.”

“You thought I was lying?” she said, eyebrows arching.

“No… not lying…” He grew quiet and his mouth became a thin line. “I didn’t think you were lying… I… I didn’t know if I could trust you that much.” He held his hand up. “It’s more along the line of me trusting you than anything you said or did.”

Elena giggled. “Oh! That one!” She deepened her voice parodying a guy’s. “It ain’t you, baby, it’s me,” she said. The other women chuckled.

“But it’s the truth! And I’m just realizing it!” Matt said in protest.

“Sooo…” she said.

“This is so fucked up.” Matt said with a laugh. He waved a finger at the other men. “By sucking your cocks,” he turned back and pointed to Elena, “I have a deeper trust in you and our marriage than I ever did before!” He shook his head. “I told you it’s fucked up, but that’s how it is for me…” his voice trailed off.

“No, Matt, it’s not fucked up,” said Sylvia.

In one voice they all said, “It’s Swinging!”

The End of Accidental Swingers 2: More Please!
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Accidental Swingers 3: The Accidental Virgin

About this book

From Mia Moore, Amazon Best Selling Author!

If you look at Amanda Bailey from the outside, you’ll be pretty impressed. She’s attractive, independent and as an assistant manager at LeMonde has a bright future in business and she’s only 24.

BUT…

If you saw the way she sees herself, you’d see one hot mess. Unlike her happily hedonistic co-worker Mila, Amanda’s never had sex. She wants to, but now, at her age, she’s scared to even try.

When her employer Elena jumps into the Swinger Lifestyle, things go haywire for Amanda. Her ways of coping with ‘her condition’ no longer work, but she’s terrified of changing. What if she gets it wrong?

A sensual and provocative novel sprinkled with laugh out louds and tender moments of friendship and love.


Chapter 1: Karma Blessings

Frank was a little tipsy getting out of the cab, but sober enough to pay the driver.

“Here ya go, buddy!” he said, “keep the change.” He handed the driver a twenty for a $12.00 fare. The cabby gave him a ‘you sure about this?’ look and Frank waved him away.

He was showing off a little, thought Amanda. An eight dollar tip? That was just too damn much. Even five dollars would have been stretching the limit as far as she was concerned. Fifteen percent tip on twelve dollars was less than two dollars. A three dollar tip would have been generous. She shook her head, well, it’s his money.

She slid out across the back seat and got out next to Frank. He took her hand and craned his neck around. “Well? Your place or mine?” he said with a smile.

He did have a nice smile. It was genuine, and not too big. It was pretty much just right. She gave him a quick smile back.

“Couldn’t we just say good night right here?” she asked. “I’m right over there,” she said, pointing to her building, “and you’re right here.” Her finger pointed behind Frank to his high rise.

His face fell. “You’re not coming up?” When she shook her head, he added, “And I suppose you’re not inviting me up to your place…” He took her hand. “Hey, Amanda, it’s our third date…”

She nodded. “I know, but it’s late and I’d rather go home.” She bit her lower lip a little. She hated the third date pressure.

“Yeah… but…”

She knew all about the ‘yeah, buts’. In her 24 years, this was the twelfth ‘yeah but’. There were other whining statements: six ‘awww c’mon!’, four ‘you gonna leave me like this?’ and, thankfully only two ‘fucking cock teaser!’. Those guys got their faces slapped.

She sighed. “Yes, Frank, that’s what I want to do.” She didn’t feel guilty in the slightest. On each and every date, she made damn sure that they went Dutch. The only thing that he had paid for out of his pocket was the cab ride home. No problem. She had a ten dollar bill in her pocket if he had the nerve to bring that up. She’d throw it in his face if it came to that.

It didn’t. Frank shoved his hands in his pockets, tilted his head at her and said, “What’s going on?”

She gave him a look of innocence. “I just want to go home.”

“I see.” He pursed his lips for a second. “I’ll walk you to your door then.”

Well, that was a little different. He was still trying to stay on the Gentleman side of the line despite the drinks they had at the club that night. She loved to dance, and Frank was a good dancer too. The DJ at Brandie’s played a great mix of Hip-Hop, rock and roll and even some old school Swing tunes.  They had been on the floor more than at their table.

They crossed the tree lined street side by side and up the walkway to her building. As she rustled in her purse for her keys, Frank fiddled with his phone.

She put the key in the front door lock and turned to him. Time for the ‘last ditch goodnight kiss move’ on his part no doubt. They were standing close together, and she raised her eyes to his. No mean feat that, in her heels she was almost six feet tall.

“Goodnight Frank. I did have a good time.”

He smiled warmly. “Goodnight, Amanda.” Giving a small wave, he turned on his heel and headed back to his own building.

She stood and watched as he went up the walkway and entered his building without even a single look back.

She let out a huff of air; it sounded like an unspoken question mark. In the elevator, she fished out her phone and sent a text:

NOT EVEN A GOOD NIGHT KISS?

As soon as she pressed the send button, it fired back a response:

YOUR NUMBER HAS BEEN BLOCKED

She stared at the phone, her mouth hanging open. WhatTheFuck? Tapping a few buttons, she called him. After a single ring, she got voicemail.

“What The Fuck?” she said out loud. This is crazy.

Entering her apartment, she woke her computer and went to Facebook. She pulled up Frank’s profile to see that he had defriended her. And just like her own account, his privacy settings were set to the highest levels, so she couldn’t see anything he posted.

She sat back in her chair and let out another huff. That guy didn’t waste any time at all. Let’s see… blocked her phone, defriended on Facebook, yep—he just ghosted her. Sure they made out at the bar, and she let him cop some feels, but that was where she wanted it to end. Even so, that was pretty damn cold. He could have asked her why she didn’t want him to come upstairs, or go up to his place, couldn’t he?

Except none of them—not one guy who she had given the ‘third date letdown’ ever, ever asked ‘Why’.

“Skip it,” she said aloud. It had always been this way, what the hell did she expect? Look on the bright side; she really did enjoy the dancing. He showed his hand early enough, right? She gave her head a small shake. Who was she trying to kid? Even if they had tried to talk it out, if the past was any indication, they would have broken up anyway. At least he saved her (kinda) from that pain in the ass.

Still, it stung. Damn it.

Life was so unfair sometimes! The dancing did get her juices flowing as it always did. She was horny as hell. She always got aroused by physical activity. Going out for a jog, doing a workout at the gym, even kayaking on the lake in the summertime made her horny.

She had long ago reconciled herself to the irony that she would go out dancing, get all worked up, and come home to masturbate. Yeah, she knew it was weird.

Weird or not, that’s just the way she was. And in the long run, that’s all that mattered.

And she had the best way, the best way to take care of business!

She went into her bedroom and got undressed. Going to her closet, she took out her ‘play clothes’. She pulled the black satin camisole over her head and stepped into the lacy thong. On the shelf next to her play clothes was a Bluetooth headset with a microphone. She climbed into bed and adjusted her laptop.

She doodled around on the computer until she was at the website 3DXPLAY and logged in under her username ‘Venus’. She saw that she had sixty messages in her inbox and deleted them all. She wasn’t here to ‘meet’ someone. She was here to take care of business.

Her business. She loved this online game. You set up an online character, made them look as hot as you wanted, and went prowling for someone to have virtual sex with. Someone to fuck, but without all the complications. After she would get off, instead of all the other stuff you have to do regarding sex, she could just roll over and go to sleep. No disease risk, no complications, and most of all no heartbreak. What was not to love?

Okay, maybe it wasn’t really real sex… but the tradeoffs were worth it.

She checked out her online persona. ‘Venus’ was as close to her own appearance as she could make her. Long, dark brown hair, brown eyes on a creamy white complexion. At work, Mila told her that she was the spitting image of an Irish milkmaid; pale skin and dark hair.

Online she was wearing a micro miniskirt, black thong, and a white camisole that was tight enough to show her nipples. She also was wearing outrageously high heels. In the real world, she would never leave the house looking so slutty; but here…

Venus tossed her hair behind her head and walked right up to the front doors of the club. As she grew closer, the throbbing rhythm of the techno funk music grew louder. She tilted her head from side to side checking out the guys standing out front as she watched them size her up.

Her chat window pinged with two messages already, and she hadn’t even gotten in the door.

“Delete chat requests,” Amanda said out loud. The computer obeyed instantly. With the mouse, she navigated inside the club, and the dance music filled the room.

Everyone in the club was perfect. All the men had bodies that showed hours and hours in the gym, and all the women had flawless skin, pert boobs and bubbly asses. Tall, short, all races and colors were present in the club, and everyone on the dance floor had fantastic moves. Venus wandered around the room, sizing up the other patrons.

Her chat window pinged a message from ‘Greg_238’ and she clicked accept.

“So are you another bot, or real?” he asked.

“I’m real. Not a bot, a regular subscriber.”

“What are you here for?” She saw a guy, Caucasian with short dark hair crossing the dance floor coming towards her. Above his head floated the tag ‘Greg_238’. He came right up to her and held out his hand. She took his hand and shook it.

“Pretty much the same thing you are,” she said with a smile.

“Good. I have a case of blue balls from a crappy date,” he said. “My In Real Life date got totally wasted at a party and passed out. They hosts are putting her up for the night, and here I am.”

Amanda smiled. Aside from the tale of woe’s details being different, this guy could be Frank; he had a case of blue balls too. Wouldn’t that be ironic if it was him? She adjusted her headset and began speaking, her words appearing in the chat window.

“Poor baby,” Venus’ hand caressed the side of Greg’s face. “I think that we can help each other—I’m one horny slut right now myself.” She would never, never in a million years talk like that in real life to a guy she just met; hell, she’d wouldn’t even say that on ‘Date Three’! But here, in this world, she could and didn’t have to worry about it at all.

Plus, it was the truth. She was horny as hell.

A new dialog box popped open with a message. ‘Greg_238 would like to kiss you’. There were two buttons below the message, ‘Accept’ and ‘Decline’.

“Accept,” she said out loud, and onscreen the button lit up.

Greg’s hands came up and held the side of her face. She could see the tip of his tongue peek out from his lips as he drew closer, and Venus met it with her own. Their heads met and pulled back a little as they tasted each other again and again. A thin, spiderweb of saliva ran from his mouth and Venus leaned forward to lick it from his chin.

“Mmmm…” said Greg. “You caught that drop…”

“That’s just the start,” she replied. “I’d like to have your cock in my mouth, right here in the club!” With a few quick commands, a blow job was offered and Greg clicked on ‘Accept’.

“You want to do me right here in public?” he asked.

“Told you I was a slut.” And the idea of being so randy always got her wet.

Still standing on the dance floor, Greg was instantly naked from the waist down. Venus lowered herself to her knees and raised her hands up to his limp shaft.

“I love it when it’s still soft when I put it in my mouth,” she said.

“Make me stiff and thick, baby, I need it so bad…”

“You start playing with yourself and watch what I do, baby,” Venus said. “Just lay back and jerk off while you watch me give you a blowjob…”

“Oohhkaaaay!”

“I have a headset, so I’ll be talking to you as I take this beautiful cock all the way down my throat…”

“Me too, baby. I got a headset and voice controls too…”

“Perfect.” Still kneeling before him, Venus took his limp cock in her hand and began to massage it, squeezing and kneading the flesh. She tilted her head forward and kissed the small slit at the top, leaving her tongue to trail over it.

“I love the taste of precum… it’s not too thick and just salty enough…”

“Ohhh baby…”

She lowered her head again, and yawning her mouth open, swallowed his full length into her throat before it grew too big to handle.

“All of you down my throat… fill my mouth with your thick meat!”

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

On screen she watched Venus’ head bob up and down. With deft and practiced mouse movements, she had Venus’ head pull back and her hand rose to wrap around the now fully swollen cock. Maneuvering her mouse deftly, she watched as the screen filled with:

Venus’ eyes and face, rubbing the now glistening drooly shaft against the corner of her mouth. “It’s so beautiful,” she said as her tongue flicked out the side and lapped again at the now oozing slit.

“I need to fuck you now…”

Venus looked up slyly. “Oh?”

“I… I NEED to fuck you!”

She loved it when they almost begged. Not quite begged, but come right up to the edge of begging. It was as if the guy on the other computer could read her mind.

A dialogue box appeared with a series of positions to choose from. She chose the second one, then reached into her night table for her vibrator. She flicked the power switch and nestled back into her pillows, pleasuring herself in time with what unfolded on the screen.

The scene now changed from being on the dance floor to Greg’s bedroom. She was on her back, her long lustrous hair splayed around her head like a dark halo. Venus spread her legs as wide as she could while she arched her hips up and down.

“Please baby… fuck my pussy…”

Greg knee walked between her legs and she watched as he teased her pussy lips with his shaft.

Leaving the vibrator’s speed at medium, Amanda teased herself in time with the action on the screen.

“Oh fuck, Greg…” she moaned. “Shove it in! I need it bad!”

“Beg more for it, baby… that turns me on so much!”

Dayum! She wouldn’t finish herself off this time until she saw him do her on the screen. “Oh Greg… give it to me… hurt my pussy with that thing!” Her own hips were straining up to her vibrator, but her hand wouldn’t let the silicone shaft pleasure her insides until Greg did so. The buzzing was driving her insane with desire; her tummy ached with need.

“Pleeeeeze!” she said.

“That’s my girl!” With a single shove, Greg impaled Venus’ cunt with his meat, and mirroring the action, Amanda shoved the vibrator fully inside and flicked the switch to high. Greg pummeled Venus, again and again he invaded and emptied out her hungry, aching fuck hole.

“Oh Greg! Oh Greg! I’m almost there! Don’t stop!”

“Tell me what you feel, slut!”

“Oh shit! YES!” she panted the words out as she fucked herself deep and hard. “Your cock’s so big! It’s stretching meeee! Omygod it’s so good! I love it all in me, feeling your balls against my ass!”

She knew how much guys like potty mouth in bed. And it was so easy to do, she was so turned on… “I’m your slut cunt! I’m your fuck hole! Hit me right! Hit me right there! Right there! Oh god! OH SHIT!”

Feeling her pussy being hammered as she watched her virtual self get well and deeply fucked pushed Amanda over the edge. She ground the sex toy up inside, her hips flexing down on it with a desperate yearning. Her eyes slitted as she watched the scene change to a close-up of Greg’s cock pistoning into her. She saw him cry out ‘Cumming too!” as she watched tendrils of cum leak from her grasping pussy lips, runneling down her ass and pooling on the sheets.

She clenched her eyes as a white hot orgasm took over, roiling and tumbling her senses down to her toes.

“Oh fuck, oh shit! OH SHIT!” she panted, watching the words appear on the screen. “Oh my fucking GOD YES!” She thumped back onto her pillows completely drained, her toes still clenched in a tight curl.

She stared at the ceiling and closed her eyes until the panting subsided.

“Wow,” she said aloud. She needed that more than she realized! Lifting her head, she glanced at her laptop screen. The message window, read: ‘Hey, are you there?’

She rose up to her elbow. Looking at the screen, the two 3D animated characters were lying entwined.

“Yeah, I’m here. I just had to catch my breath,” she said.

‘You came for real???’

“Yes.” Of course she had orgasmed! What would be the point of being on this website otherwise? Duh! When she thought of all the hours she had invested in learning how to use the program, setting up the voice commands, and creating ‘Venus’… She did all of that so she could get off! Amanda shook her head. “Why else would I come here?” she said into the mike.

‘I don’t know… to meet someone, maybe? Wait… you ARE a girl In Real Life, right?’

Meet someone IRL? From THIS website of all places? That would be totally nuts. “Yep and Nope,” she said. “Yep I’m a girl, and Nope I’m not here to meet someone. I just come here to get off.”

‘Wham bam, thank you Sam, huh?’

A small smile played on her lips. “Well, if it’s good for the Gander, why not the Goose?”

‘What’s that mean?’

“You know what that means. Guys do it all the time. Get their rocks off, and then ‘poof’ they’re gone. Why can’t a girl be that way?”

There was a bit of a pause. ‘Yeah, maybe so. I’m kinda new in this game so I don’t know what the etiquette is. This was the first time I had sex in this game to be honest. My mind’s a little blown, you know?’

Amanda smiled. “That it could feel so damn real…”

‘Yeah.’

“But you didn’t really, really cum then, did you.”

‘You’re wrong there. It’s going to take me an hour to clean up over here! I hope cum doesn’t damage a laptop screen.’

Amanda burst out laughing. She watched the voice recognition software go haywire trying to figure out what it should type in the screen and smiled. “Sorry, I just started laughing, you surprised me with that last comment,” she said.

‘It was a surprise to me! You were so hot! I mean your avatar in the game is hot, but then what you said got me so hot! You made it real for me, Venus! R E A L.’

“Real enough, anyway.” She glanced at the computer screen. She had been getting laid enough online to have a pretty good idea what was coming next. Greg, or whatever his name was, would be trying to get to know her, and then hoping to start some long distance romance or something. Either that, or he’d just say ‘see you around’ and sign off.

‘I’m not sure what I should say right now, Venus.’

That was a little different. Her curiosity was sparked. “What do you mean?”

‘Well, part of me wants to find out more about you and shit, and another part of me just wants to roll over and go to sleep. I’m here on my bed with my laptop—’

She snorted. “I think everyone who comes into this game is lying on bed with a laptop.”

‘Ha ha. Yeah, well… I don’t want to offend you, but I don’t know what’s the right thing to do. So let me just say this: we just shared an incredibly pleasurable experience together. One that blew my mind as well as my load, LOL. I want to thank you for it, and send you all the best Karma Blessings that are out there.’

Oh. Well, that was different… “Karma Blessings… that sounds kind of sweet and kind of cool.”

‘Thank you; I just made that term up. I hope you know what I’m trying to say.’

She nodded her head slowly. “I think I do.”

‘Good. And with that, I’ll take my leave. Goodnight Venus, I’m happy we met.’

“Goodnight Greg. And I’m—” But before she could finish the sentence, the chat box showed:

GREG_238 HAS LEFT THE GAME

“— still sending Karma blessings your way,” she said out loud anyway.


Chapter Two: How Was Your Weekend?

Monday morning bright and early, Amanda was the first to get to the store. She unlocked the sliding doors and pushed them open just wide enough for her to slip in. The mall wasn’t going to open until 9:00 am, and the hour beforehand was the weekly meeting. She hustled to the back room where she disabled the alarm system and turned on the lights for the rear of the store. Glancing at her watch she thought Mila and Elena should be here any minute.

Bringing her coffee to the checkout counter, she checked the notebook to see if there were any messages from staff from the previous shift. Not that it really mattered, Mila had been on duty yesterday, and if anything had happened that was notebook worthy, she’d tell the story anyway. Especially if there was anything funny about it. Oh yeah, there was going to be a funny story. In the notebook, in bold capital letters was written

DO N O T USE THE STAFF BATHROOM!

“Oh yeah, there’s a story here!” Amanda said out loud. She looked up to see Elena, the store’s General Manager come through the opening in the front.

“Good morning, Amanda,” she said. “How was your weekend?”

“Pretty good. I was able to get out on the lake for a couple of hours on Saturday and Sunday.”

Elena shivered. “Ooo! It’s barely April! Weren’t you cold out there?” She hugged herself just at the thought, her arms folded in front of her generous bust. For a woman on the far side of 35, Elena still had the figure that a lot of girls Amanda’s age would kill for. Even with two kids, her waistline was slender enough to handle the black pencil skirt she was wearing, and not a hint of gray showed in her golden blonde hair.

Amanda gave a dismissive wave. “No; you wear the right gear and you’re fine. Plus, the paddling keeps you warm, believe me.” She held up the notebook. “I think Mila’s going to have a story for us from yesterday!”

Elena looked at the note and grinned. “Yeah, she sent me a text yesterday about it. I called the mall management office before leaving home. Someone should be here to check on it pretty soon.”

Amanda accompanied Elena to the back of the store where they put away their purses and hung up their coats. The store provided a series of lockers for the staff; not all the chains in the mall did that.

“So what did you do this weekend?” Amanda asked Elena.

“Oh, just errands and stuff, mostly. Got together with some friends on Saturday night.”

“Oh? What? Dinner? The movies?”

“Ummm… no. Just a get together at their house, that’s all.” For some reason, Elena didn’t make eye contact.

“Oh! A party! Was it fun?”

Elena’s neck turned red and the crimson shade advanced to her ears. She was blushing! What the hell? She gave a slight shrug and said, “It was okay.” Keeping her head down, she said, “I have to check something in the office for a second, keep an eye out front, alright?”

“Sure.” Amanda watched Elena step into the small office and close the door behind her.

What the hell was THAT all about? She gave a shrug and stepped out to the main sales floor just as Mila was coming in.

Mila’s four inch stilettos tocked, tocked, tocked across the hardwood floor like a machine gun. “You wouldn’t BELIEVE what happened here just at closing time!” she said, her hands flying. “Is Elena here yet? I swear to God it was the funniest thing!” Mila’s almost black eyes were dancing. Her teeth were in a wide, white grin, contrasting sharply with her deep olive Filipino features.

Amanda held her hands out. “Whoa, whoa! Slow down, pardner! She’s in the office hiding for a minute or something.”

“Hiding? What do you mean? Omygod! Don’t tell me she tried to use the bathroom!” Mila’s almond eyes flew open wide.

“No. She came in and when I asked how her weekend went, she got kind of funny and ran into the office.” Amanda lowered her voice to a whisper and bent down to her shorter co-worker’s ear. “I think she was blushing over what she was doing over the weekend!”

“Oooh!” Mila said, nodding. “I see…”

“What do you mean by that?” hissed Amanda. “What do you see?”

Mila looked like a deer in the headlights. “What? Uh… nothing. Maybe she was having a hot flash or something?” Her hands started to fidget. “Shhh. She’s coming out!”

The sound of the office door opening and closing ended the discussion of that topic, and Elena came out onto the sales floor. “Okay, Mila— what happened to the bathroom?” she asked.

“Beats me! All I know is that one of the weekend girls went in to pee just as we were closing up and the next thing I know she came out screaming! I ran in and water was shooting everywhere from where the pipe comes out of the wall or something. It stopped after a few seconds, and that’s when I texted you.” She burst out laughing. “You should have seen the state Jessie was in! She looked like someone hit her with a fire hose!” Holding her tummy, she hooted, “She looked like a drowned rat!”

Amanda couldn’t help but grin at the image. Jessie was the skinniest worker at the store. Even though she wore a size ‘0’, even those clothes were a little baggy on her sometimes. She had long jet black hair that hung in tight ringlets. If she had gotten drenched, it would have been a sight for sure.

“She’s okay?” asked Elena, unable to hide her own grin.

“Oh yeah, she’s fine!” Mila said, waving a hand. “She even thought she looked hysterical when she stood in front of the mirror.” Mila arched an eyebrow. “She picked some stuff off the clearance rack to wear home. I told her to save the tags and we’ll process them as a return or something when she comes back in.”

Elena nodded. “Sure, that makes sense. Good job.”

“So how did your weekend go, boss?” asked Mila. Amanda saw her lips were pursed in a smart assed small smile.

The room was silent for a five count as the two women looked at each other silently.

“Same old, same old, Mila. Visited some friends.”

“Old friends, huh?”

Elena’s eyes darted from Mila to Amanda. “Yes. Old friends. Let’s get to work.”


Chapter 3: What Sort of Party?

Amanda spent the rest of the day puzzling over the exchange between Mila and Elena that morning. It wasn’t what was said between the two women, it was what was unsaid that sparked her curiosity. Mila’s smart ass smile and crack about ‘Old friends’ and Elena’s not taking the bait was odd. But when Amanda cornered Mila later that morning to ask about it, Mila pretended she didn’t know what she was talking about.

No way. There was something going on there for sure.

Oh well, there was plenty to keep the three of them busy for the rest of the workday. Monday was the big delivery from central distribution, and they were doing the seasonal change over as well. Home office had sent them a small mountain of last year’s unsold Spring wear to put on clearance—if there was one thing the Blacks Rapids store had, it was a huge customer base that loved a good bargain.

After lunch, Amanda was at the Customer Service counter ticking off inventory while Mila and Elena changed the wall displays. She glanced up at the two of them when she heard the squeak from the step ladder.

Elena was at the top of the ladder hanging sample ensembles from the delivery on the wall behind the racks and Mila was holding it for her. As she stretched up, Amanda watched Mila bend her head sideways to look up Elena’s skirt. Damn, that girl was a horn dog without shame. She watched Mila’s eyes pop open wide, then lick her lips. When Elena finished making the final adjustment on the hanging display, Mila whipped her head back and reached for the next item to pass up.

When Elena reached across to the other side of the ladder, Mila ducked her head down again, peered up and pursed her lips into a small ‘O’. She must have felt Amanda’s eyes on her, because she turned her head. As they locked eyes. Mila’s eyes flashed and she gave a huge grin.

Amanda ducked her head back down to the printout on the counter she was working on. What did Elena have under that pencil skirt anyway? She kept her head down as Elena came off the ladder, but still watched from the corner of her eye as Mila, eyes twinkling in mischief, whispered something to her.

Elena gave a small smirk and gave Mila a nudge on her shoulder. The two women twittered. When they did, Amanda looked up.

“What’s so funny?”

Mila’s face took on a countenance of pure innocence and looked to Elena. “Why don’t you tell her, boss?” She still had that teasing expression on her face.

Elena’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh! Ummm… nothing.”

“Looked like something from over here…”

Elena gave a small shrug. “Well, it’s just that Mila was… uhhh… teasing me about…” her hands fluttered in the air as she reached for words.

Amanda wasn’t going to let it go. “About what?”

“Oh, I was just bugging her for wearing heels on the step ladder silly! No big deal, okay?” Mila interjected. She turned her head to Elena. “Isn’t that right boss?”

“Yes, that’s it! She was giving me a hard time over workplace safety!” Elena couldn’t hide the relief in her eyes as she nodded.

Mila turned back facing Amanda across the store. “Satisfy your curiosity, Detective Bailey? It was no big deal.” She was still smiling, but her eyes had a challenging look.

“Just askin’” Amanda bent back down to her work. They’re both full of it.

***

At 6:00, Kira came in, saying hi to everyone. African American, she was Elena’s age and worked at the store as the relief manager when the other three weren’t able to cover. Like Elena, she was married with few kids, but because her husband’s awesome job, her family didn’t rely on the pay from the store to make ends meet. Elena would fill her in on the week’s objectives, but Mila and Amanda were free for the day.

As they were getting their stuff from the locker area, Amanda asked Mila, “Okay, what was that all about?”

With wide eyed innocence, Mila said “What was what about?”

“Come on! You know exactly what I mean! That whole back and forth on the step ladder today!”

Mila looked over her shoulder back to the main sales floor. Elena and Kira were going over the plan for the week. She turned back to Amanda. “I’m sorry, Amanda. I was out of line there. My bad.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

She dropped her head, staring at her feet. “Well, it has to do with sex, and since your melt down on New Year’s Eve,” she looked up at Amanda, her eyes steady, “we’ve pretty much avoided talking about stuff like that.”

Amanda put her hands on her hips. “I see.” She felt her face begin to burn, recalling the disaster that had been New Year’s Eve. Running her hand through her hair, she said, “I wish I…” her voice faded.

Mila tilted her head. “You wish what?” When Amanda didn’t respond, she stepped over to her friend and said, “Hey…”

Amanda shut her eyes tightly for a second, a diamond pearl tear leaking out one side. “I wish I wasn’t so fucked up!” she hissed.

“Look— it was too much for you to handle, that’s all. We’re still friends, right? I mean, after New Year’s Eve, you said you wanted to keep anything to do about sex off the table of our friendship, and I’ve respected that, right?”

Amanda nodded.

“Okay then, so what’s the big deal? We still go shopping together, we go to the movies, right? We do stuff together, so what’s the big deal?”

Still with her head down, Amanda said, “Yeah, and I love you to pieces for that.”

Mila giggled. “Don’t worry; I had my good time on New Year’s. Even though you bailed at the last minute…”

Amanda’s head jerked up. “And you never asked me why I bailed!”

Mila’s lips pressed together in a slight grimace. “You were pretty freaked out. I figured if you wanted to talk about it, you’d raise the subject, hon.”

Amanda felt her chest tighten. All she wanted was some store gossip, and now they just dropped back down the rabbit hole that was New Year’s Eve a few months ago. It had been such a mess. Damn it, this conversation had gone off track for sure. She closed her eyes slowly and opened them again.

“Maybe I should talk about it then,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mila must have noticed the deer in the headlights look. She looked over her shoulder to the main sales floor and back. “Not here. Let’s get a drink or something. Meet me at Denny’s, okay?”

“Denny’s? We never go to Denny’s.”

“That’s why we’re going today!” Mila said in a low whisper.

Oh. That kind of made sense. “Okay.”

Ten minutes later she was pulling into the parking lot of the only Denny’s in Blacks Rapids. It was, as many of them were, attached to a Days Inn. She saw that Mila’s Honda Civic was already there. A minute later she was sitting across from her at a booth.

Mila leaned across the table and patted her friend’s hand. “I wasn’t sure you were going to come,” sitting back, she said with a nod, “good for you for showing up.”

“Well, I really ought to explain myself to you for what happened.”

“I’m all ears.”

Amanda felt her face warm again. Staring down at her hands on the table top, she inhaled deeply and in a rush, she said, “I’m a virgin.”

“What!”

Amanda jumped and looked around the restaurant. The tables next to them were vacant; still, there was an elderly couple three tables over. They must not have heard Mila, thank God. “Shhh!” she said.

Mila leaned forward and hissed. “A virgin! How come you never told me this before!”

Amanda leaned forward and hissed back. “You never asked!”

Mila’s eyes crossed. “Well, I assumed…” She sat back in the booth and eyed her friend. “You messing with me?” Nodding to herself, she sat forward again. “You are, aren’t you? You’re messing with my head, right?” She slowly shook her head from side to side. “You really got me there, Amanda; that was a good one.” She snorted. “A viiirgin! Yeah, right!”

Amanda’s jaw dropped. “It’s the truth!” She sucked in her breath and exhaled. “I’ve never been with a guy.” She held up her hand like a stop sign. “But I have used dildos up inside…” Her eyes looked hopeful. “Maybe I’m not really a virgin…”

Mila shook her head ‘No’. “That’s nothing other than a big tampon in my book.” She tapped the tabletop with her index finger, the nail making clicking sounds. “If you’ve never fucked a guy, you’re a virgin.” She leaned across the table. “You’re messing with me here, right?”

“Mila!”

Mila gasped and her eyes took on a dazed look. “Omigod.” She inhaled deeply. “Omigod you’re telling the truth!”

Amanda nodded.

“How did you…?”

Amanda’s face screwed up in puzzlement. “How did I what?”

“I mean… how do you get to be a virgin at twenty four?”

“What?”

Mila’s hands groped the air in front of her. “I mean… I didn’t think it was possible!” She narrowed her eyes. “You sure about this?”

“I THINK I WOULD BE!” The elderly couple three tables over jerked their heads over at them.

Mila’s hands flew to her lips. “Shhh! Keep it down!” She looked side to side. “You want the world to know?”

“Everything okay over here?” They both jerked their heads up at the server. She was in her fifties, and, thank God, she wasn’t a guy. She held a pair of menus.

“Yes, we’re fine,” Mila said brightly. “My friend here just gave me some surprising news is all.” She took the proffered menus. “I’d like a scotch on the rocks, please. Make it a double, actually.” Looking over at Amanda, she continued, “My friend here, will have a carafe of white wine.”

Amanda just nodded dumbly, and the server took off.

“How the hell did that happen, Amanda?” Mila leaned forward. “I mean… you look so normal!”

“Thanks a lot!”

“Shhh! Keep your voice down!”

“You make it sound like I have some kind of disease or something!”

“Not an STD, that’s for sure!” Mila smirked, and with a nod, said “But you definitely have a condition.” She looked off to the side and said quietly, “Well, that explains New Year’s Eve then…”

“Ya think? I didn’t know you were planning an orgy at your place! You didn’t say anything about that!”

Mila’s shoulders slumped. “Yeah. Well… It was more of a spur of the moment kind of thing, actually. We were all dancing and most of the people there were making out like crazy already…” she hunched her shoulders. “And I only have a one bedroom…”  Her hand came up and she started rubbing the back of her neck. “And when the ball dropped, it dawned on me that I had gotten it on with more than half the people that were there at one time or another…”

“Mila! You had twenty-seven people there!”

“Oh. You counted, huh?” Mila shook her head in resignation. “Well, in that case, most of the people there…” She blew out a breath. “And I was pretty drunk… so I figured what the hell…”

“What the hell? Jumping on top of the coffee table and ripping off your clothes yelling ‘Hey everyone, let’s fuck in the New Year?’ What the hell?”

Mila shrugged her shoulders. “Seemed like a good idea at the time?”

“I couldn’t believe it.” Amanda’s face took on the same stunned expression she had that night. “Especially when everyone cheered, and started taking off their clothes!” She narrowed her eyes at Mila. “Did you spike the booze with something?”

“No!”

“And you wonder why I freaked out?”

“Not anymore!”

Amanda’s heart was going a mile a minute, just like it had been that night. She had been at the farthest spot from the door when Mila pulled her stunt. She was completely shocked that people could be so… so blatant! She let out a loud squeak and made for the door as if the apartment was on fire. Thinking back… She looked at Mila, “Well… I guess you think it was pretty hot…”

Mila gave a few small, short nods. “Yeah… well…” Her eyes flashed in pleasure. “It sure was!”

Their drinks arrived and they asked the server for a few minutes. Amanda drained her wineglass in a single gulp and refilled it from the carafe while Mila took a long sip of her scotch. “I just wish you had warned me it was going to turn into an orgy!”

“I didn’t have a clue until I was half naked!” Mila put her glass down. “But honestly, if I knew then what you just told me, I wouldn’t have done it in a million years.”

Amanda shook her head. “I don’t know about that…”

“Yeah, you’re probably right. But…” Mila held up a finger. “But I do know I would have given you some kind of warning.”

“Was I the only one that left?”

“No. A few other couples left.” She giggled. “Cynthia and Eric took off pretty quick, and Hugh and Katie sort of sauntered out too.”

“I ran like the wind.”

“Yeah, you sure did!” Mila replied with a laugh.

“So everyone else stayed and had sex with everyone else, huh?”

Mila’s looked up at the ceiling. “No, not at all. Some people were happy to make out really hot and heavy, others were happy to watch.” She gave a short nod. “But yeah, a bunch of others got down and did the nasty.” She gave a small grin to Amanda. “It was all over in about fifteen minutes, to tell you the truth.”

“I was barely home by then.”

“What can I tell you? Then as people were putting their clothes back on, we all pigged out on the rest of the food and went home.” She raised her glass to Amanda. “At any rate, ‘Happy New Year’.”

They clinked glasses.

“So,” said Amanda, ‘what was going on at the store between you and Elena anyway?”

Mila’s eyes widened. “Oh. That. Ummm…”

“Umm? What’s with the ‘umm’?”

Mila looked down at the table top. “I don’t know if I can tell you.”

“What? Are you kidding me? I just told you my deepest secret and you don’t want to tell me about some dish from work? Are you kidding me?” Amanda sat back with a huff. “Now who’s weird?”

Mila grimaced again. “Well, it’s kind of more than that.”

“More than what? Elena wasn’t at your New Year’s Eve party.”

“No…” Mila was toying with her glass. “But it still has to do with sex and stuff.”

“What the hell? You’re kidding!”

Mila shook her head. “No, I’m not.”  She looked over at Amanda. “Remember when Elena’s cell phone went off after lunch and she had to ‘duck out for a few’?”

“Yeah. So?”

“Well, I’m pretty sure it was a text from her husband. They were playing some kind of role playing game, I think. Anyway, I’m pretty sure that she went to one of the restaurants that are in the mall and got fucked in the Ladies’ room.”

“Whaaaa—”

Mila gave a sort of half assed cheese grin. “Well, at least I think she got nailed in the Ladies’ room in one of the restaurants.” She stuck out her lower lip thinking. “Or maybe it was in one of the changing rooms at Target?” She tilted her head thinking. “Or maybe he jumped her in the underground parking…”

“Mila! How can you be so sure!”

“Well, that’s the hard part for me to tell you. I know that it’s a fantasy of theirs. And I do know that Elena got well and truly fucked when she stepped out.” She scratched the back of her neck. “Tho’ I’m not sure exactly where in the mall she did get it on…”

“How are you so sure she had sex?”

“Oh! That part’s easy! Because when she was on the ladder, I saw cum oozing down her thigh!” She gave a small shudder. “Ohmygod! I woulda’ licked her totally fucking clean if I thought she’d let me! Matt’s so fucking hot!”

“Her husband…”

“Yeah! You met him in the store a bunch of times.”

Right. Matt Johnson was a stud. He worked construction or something. Late 30’s, about ten to fifteen years older than Amanda, tall, kind of swarthy from working outdoors. Yeah, totally hot. She nodded. “Yeah, I remember… he is hot.” Her eyes flew open wide. “Waitaminnit!”

“Hmmm?”

“You saw cum oozing down her thigh when she was on the ladder?” When Mila nodded, she went on. “And you know a quickie at the mall during work hours is a fantasy of theirs?” Mila nodded again. “What? You know it’s one of their fantasies? How can you know that?”

Mila took another slow sip of her scotch and put the now empty glass on the table top. “The only reason I’m telling you this is that you trusted me with your secret.”

“How. Do. You. Know.”

“They told me.”

“Oh.” Amanda tried to say something else, but her voice had left the building. Which was a good thing, because all that would have come out would have been gibberish. Her mouth opened and closed a few times before she gave up. She looked at the table. She still had an almost full glass of wine. She took the glass and downed it like a person dying of thirst in the desert and put it back on the table top and let out an ‘Ahhh’ that ended in a sigh.

“They told you.”

“Yep.”

“Where? When?”

“At a party.”

“A party.”

“Yep.”

“A birthday party?” Mila shook her head ‘No’. “A housewarming party?” Again another shake of the head. “What sort of party were you at with Elena and Matt, Mila?”

“A Swingers House Party, Amanda. An orgy.”


Chapter 4: Truth and Trust

Mila watched her best friend get very still. The only reason she spoke out of school right now was because Amanda had told her that she was a virgin. How long had she been carrying that one around? She gave herself a mental slap upside the head. Her entire life, you idiot! She didn’t know if she had been wrong or not in telling her about Elena and Matt, but she did know that her friend needed her support right now after letting that cat out of the bag.

And besides, it was kind of sort of on the topic of discussion, right?

“You’re not going to say anything to anyone, are you Amanda?”

She shook her head. “Of course not, silly. I trusted you, and you trust me. It makes us sort of even or something, I think.”

“Good.”

“But now that you told me— have you and Elena—?”

Mila shook her head. “No. She’s not comfortable with the idea of screwing around with her staff, you know?”

“I think it would be Matt that would be doing the screwing, Mila.”

“Ever hear of a strap on?” She laughed at the latest look of shock on Amanda’s face. Dayum, that girl’s face can create more versions of ‘WTF’ expressions than anyone!

When Amanda collected herself, she kept up the questions. “So, how did you find out about this fantasy anyway?”

“Hot tub chat. The hosts of the party we were at have a hyuuuge hot tub. It can hold eight, ten, maybe even twelve people at once. We were all sitting in it at the same time and the topic of sexual fantasies came up.”

“And Elena just let it all hang out?”

Mila shook her head. “No, it was Matt who told that one. And he said that he’d take her panties with him when they would do it so it would run down her legs.” She shrugged a little. “I dunno… some guys get a charge out of girls walking around with cum dripping from their pussies that nobody else knows about.” She knitted her eyebrows. “I think Elena was expecting it today, though. That pencil skirt was pretty long hemmed, huh?”

“I… guess…”

Mila looked across at her friend. She and Amanda couldn’t be more different. Of the two of them, Amanda was definitely more meticulous—bullshit; anal retentive. When they were talking about the New Year’s Eve party, she actually did count how many people had been there. That number twenty seven wasn’t a guess. Amanda was the kind of girl who would check the math on her bank statements, even though a computer had printed them off. Herself? She never even bothered to open the monthly statement! She would check her bank balance online, and that was that.

And whereas Amanda was fair skinned, with long dark hair and a slender build, she was short, stacked and hourglass shaped. Amanda loved to play individual sports like golf or tennis, and Mila had a blast playing in the Blacks Rapids women’s rugby team.

They couldn’t be more different. And still, they had been best friends since the ninth grade when they met at high school.

But a virgin? At the age of twenty four and she didn’t go to church? That was insane! Okay, the one topic that had been out of bounds for their entire friendship was Amanda’s sex life. But she did go on dates, so Mila just assumed…

She was going to have to do something about this. Her friend needed help.

The wine had gone down pretty fast, and Amanda wasn’t a big drinker on the best of days. She signaled their server for another round. Maybe a little ‘In Vino Veritas’ was in order.

“So, what do you think of that? The boss ducking out for a quickie?” she asked.

Amanda was shaking her head. “Wow. I mean, Elena’s gorgeous and stuff, but she’s always pretty businesslike, you know?” She lifted her eyes to look at Mila. “And for her to go out and have sex during a break!” She shook her head again. “I’m seeing her in a totally different light!”

“Yeah, well, mum’s the word, okay? She’d be really pissed off at me for telling you that.”

“Oh?”

“Hell yeah. Confidentiality’s a huge deal in the Lifestyle.”

“Lifestyle. Sounds like the name of a gym.”

Mila snorted. “Well, you sure can work up a sweat!” They both laughed.

The server deposited their fresh drinks and left. Mila raised her glass. “To truth and trust.”

They clinked and each took a sip.

Sitting back into the booth, trying to seem as casual as she could, Mila said, “So, anyway Amanda, why haven’t you gotten laid yet?”

Amanda dropped her eyes to her wineglass as she traced the rim with her finger. “I’m not sure.”

“Do you like sex?”

Still keeping her eyes down, she nodded. “Oh yeah, I do.”

“Oh?”

Amanda lifted her head. “Just because I haven’t been with a guy doesn’t mean I haven’t masturbated you know.” She tilted her head and looked off to the side. “I can get turned on. It’s just that in high school, I guess I was a late bloomer or something. I was more interested in doing well in class, and I really enjoyed the sports I played…”

“You did go to the prom.” Mila giggled. “A lot of girls stop being virgins on that night!”

Amanda smirked. “Not you, though. You got laid in grade 11!”

Mila shrugged. “Morals of an alley cat, then. Color me guilty.” She raised a finger. “Even though I was only 16, I always practiced safe sex.” With a shake of her head she said, “Some of the guys I fucked refused to wear a condom, but I stuck to my guns.” Looking around the restaurant, she continued, “No teenage pregnancy, no abortion, and no STD’s. All I had was fun.”

“Yeah, I guess so…” Amanda looked her in the eye. “In high school I didn’t feel like I was missing anything.” She arched her eyebrows. “Sure, it would have been great to have a boyfriend, but I wasn’t up for the drama of that stage in my life. I was busy enough and I enjoyed myself.”

“So no regrets.”

“Not for then… for now, yeah.” Amanda nodded. “Now… for having waited so long, it’s a lot bigger a deal for me, you know? Now… it scares the shit out of me.” She ran her hand through her hair. “And that’s fucked up.”

“I think I understand…”

“Oh really? How?”

Mila took another sip of her drink. “It’s like learning how to drive a car. When you’re a kid on a bike, the idea of getting behind the wheel of a car is a huge thing.” Her eyes became unfocused. “I remember the first time I got behind the wheel of a car, I was so shit-scared. I mean, I really wanted to learn how to drive, but when I had to actually do it…” her voice faded and a sad smile took over.

“What happened?”

Mila let out a cackle. “I threw up!” She sat back in her seat. “Honest to God, I flung open the door and I barfed!”

Amanda rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Thanks a lot! You’re telling me the first time I’m going to do the deed I’m going to hurl?”

“No, dummy! I’m trying to get across to you how I can understand how crazy it can be to really want to do something you’ve never done before and be scared to death at the same time!” She cocked an eyebrow. “You’re not required to barf, hon.” She tilted her head and stroked her chin. “It’s kind of funny; the first time I had sex I wasn’t nearly as scared as the first time I got behind the wheel of a car…” Her eyes flashed. “But then, Danny Carmody was totally hot!”

No doubt. Running back on the football team and a member of the gymnastics team. Hot didn’t even begin to describe the awesomeness of Danny Carmody. “Whatever happened to him?”

“You didn’t hear? He moved to New York to try to break into male modeling.”

“He get anywhere?”

Mila’s eyes almost fell out of her head. “You shitting me, right?”

“No? What happened?”

Mila shook her head slowly. “He starved in New York for a year, then did a walk on tryout for the New York Jets. He’s a second string receiver! A Cinderella story if ever there was one!” She held out her hands. “Good grief, Amanda! It was in the papers and on the news!”

Amanda reached for her wineglass and drained it. “Sorry, Danny and I weren’t that close; I really didn’t know.”

Mila smirked. “And I took his cherry as well as he took mine!” She shrugged. “My brush with fame, I guess.” She was still smiling.

“You guys still keep in touch?”

She gave a small nod. “Sort of. We trade likes on Facebook and stuff, but that’s about it. I don’t pester him from his past. That’s not my style. If I’m ever in New York, I’ll give him a message or something and see what happens, but that’s about it.” She looked at their empty glasses. “Want to order another round?”

Amanda shook her head. “No, I’ve had enough.”

“We are both off tomorrow, you know.” Elena and Kira were covering the store on Tuesday.

“Yeah, I know.”

“So whatcha’ doing tonight?”

“Well…” At that moment, Mila’s cell phone buzzed and before Amanda could finish her begging off, Mila swooped it out of her purse. She glanced at the caller ID and let out a squeak of delight and pressed the answer key.

“Hi Carrie!” she said. She pressed the mute button and said to Amanda, “This is Carrie and Josh! They’re awesome peeps!” Disabling the mute, she said, “Tonight? Sure! What time?” After a pause, she said, “That’s not a lot of notice, I just got off work!” She laughed and said, “Yeah, you’re right.” She fired a glance at Amanda, and said into the phone, “Hey! Can I bring a girlfriend? She’s not into the Lifestyle, but she’s curious.” She paused and listened. “Nope, you’ll love her.” Another pause and Mila said, “Well, I’ll see if she’d like to, and then I’ll head right over!”

Amanda watched as Mila ended the call and asked, “What are you up to, Mila?”

Mila tucked her phone back in her purse and folded her hands on the table. Looking as prim and proper as she could muster, she said, “I’m inviting you to the home of dear friends for a steak and shrimp dinner. Josh and Carrie are a little older than us, but are a lot of fun.”

“You said Lifestyle.” Amanda felt a chill go up her spine.

“I sure did. You won’t have to do anything or bring anything but an open mind. What do you say?”

Maybe if she hadn’t had that second carafe of wine. Or maybe if they hadn’t been talking about the unbelievably sexy Danny Carmody – a presence in a lot of her high school fantasies – or maybe it was just the right time. In any case, Amanda sucked in a lungful of air and said, “Okay, let’s go before I lose my nerve.”


Chapter 5:Naughty Bits

Josh and Carrie lived in town, not far from the Denny’s the girls had been drinking in. They decided to split a cab out to their place rather than take a chance getting behind the wheel of a car. Mila was pressed up close to Amanda in the back seat.

She took her friend’s hand in hers. “Now listen, you can back out any time without having to squeak or run out the door, okay? It’s no fun for anyone if someone who’s there feels like they ‘have to’ go through with anything.”

Amanda squeezed her hand back. “Thanks. Even if all I want to do is watch?”

“If that’s all you want to do, that’s fine. But if that’s all you do, I want you to promise me right now that you won’t judge me for what I might or might not do, okay?”

Amanda turned her head to look into Mila’s eyes. They were bright with excitement, yes, but there was a sense of uncertainty there too. Mila was worried about what she thought? “Don’t worry about that, hon,” she said, patting the girl’s deeply tanned cheek. “Just because it could feel weird for me, doesn’t mean I’d judge you.” She suppressed a laugh. “After all, it’s me who’s the virgin here!”

Mila nodded. “Speaking of that, how far have you ever gone with a guy?”

“Not very! I let a couple of guys cop a feel of my boobs but that’s all.”

“Whoa,” Mila blanched. “You never gave a guy a blow job?”

“Nope.”

“A hand job?”

Mila bit her lower lip. “Amanda… have you ever touched a guy’s—”

Amanda closed her eyes and shook her head ‘No’.

“Unbelievable.”

Thank God for the booze, otherwise she’d be feeling really self conscious. “I did peek into the boy’s shower room once.”

Mila rolled her eyes. “Wow— whatta slut!” They both giggled a little bit, but only a little.

Before long they were pulling up to Josh and Carrie’s home. It was a single level ranch house, with redwood siding. The taxi pulled into the driveway behind two late model Japanese imports. They paid and got out.

Before they could go up the walkway, the front door opened and Carrie and Josh stepped out together.

Amanda felt… weird. She was coming to this couple’s home for a sex party and they looked… so… normal! Carrie was wearing black yoga pants and a light pink tank top under a cream button down blouse, and Josh was in jeans and a grey golf shirt.

Carrie bounced down the steps with her arms out to Mila. “I’m so glad you decided to come! I’m sorry it’s so last minute, but Josh’s meetings ended early, and we’re both taking tomorrow off!” She gave Mila a big hug and turned to Amanda with her arms held out.

Carrie was a little taller than Mila but more slender. Her blue eyes danced and her smile was genuine. “I’m Carrie, and this is my husband Josh!” she said, jerking a thumb over her shoulder at the taller man descended the stairs. He was smiling too, but seemed to be a little more laid back compared to his wife’s bubbly personality.

“I’m Amanda,” she said. “I’ve never… uhhh…”

“Don’t worry!” Carrie winked. “There’s a first time for everything, don’t you agree?” She held Amanda by the shoulders. “Trust me, losing my virginity was a lot bigger deal than playing grown up games with adults!” Tilting her head, she continued, “From what Mila texted, you guys are a few drinks ahead of us, so the steaks are ready to go on.” Carrie took Amanda by the arm, and Mila scooted ahead and gave Josh a hug and the four of them headed into the house.

Geronimo? Or Heaven help me? She wasn’t sure, but let herself be led inside.

The entranceway led into a wide open space. On the right was the kitchen/dining area, and to the left was a large living room with an overstuffed sofa and loveseat set at right angles to each other. Kitty corner to them were two more comfortable chairs. In the center of this arrangement was a sturdy coffee table. Amanda couldn’t help but wonder if the coffee table was chosen for its sturdiness. At the far end was a fireplace.

“Let’s have a drink,” said Josh as he guided Mila to a seat on the couch. He went past her to a wet bar. “Scotch for you, right?” he said.

“You have a good memory, Josh.” She turned to Amanda. “We’ve only met twice before.”

“And it was such a wonderful way to get to know you!” Carrie said with a grin. “What will you be having, Amanda?”

“White wine would be fine,” she said.

“Chardonnay or Chablis?”

“Whichever’s lighter tasting. I don’t know much about wine, other than I don’t like beer or whiskies.”

“Not much of a boozer, huh?” asked Josh as he opened up a small fridge by the bar and took out a bottle. After preparing the round of drinks, he reached up to the wall unit and flipped a switch. A smooth, mellow groove of soft electronic jazz layered into the room.

“No, she’s more the athletic type,” said Mila. She had flipped off her shoes and had her feet tucked under her as she sat on the couch. She smoothed out her burgundy skirt.

“Look who’s talking,” said Amanda. “I don’t play rugby on Sunday mornings, and go to aerobics three times a week.” She sat down on the couch at the end opposite her friend. She had decided that she wasn’t going to sit in one of the chairs and be separate from whatever was going to happen.

Mila brushed her long black hair behind her shoulders. “Well, when you got a body like mine, if you don’t work out you get flabby pretty quickly. My sister’s only four years older than me, but she’s put on about fifteen pounds after she turned twenty five. I’m not going to let that happen if I can help it.”

“Well, I’m a runner myself,” said Carrie, accepting the proffered glass of wine from Josh and sitting on the couch between Amanda and Mila. “I go for a run at least three times a week.” Nodding to Josh as he handed out the rest of the drinks, she said, “He’s the gym rat. He does all his exercising with weights and machines.”

“I get work outs other ways, hon,” Josh said. “I’m pretty good at indoor sports, aren’t I?” He plopped down onto the loveseat.

“I’ll vouch for that!” said Mila. She leaned forward and looked at Amanda. “The guy can go all night long, girl. The man’s a machine!” Carrie ‘hmm-hmm’ed’ in agreement.

“Oh. That’s good to know?” Amanda squeaked. Was Mila expecting her to have sex with this guy this evening? Oh shit!

“Hey…” said Josh. Amanda turned towards him. He was smiling gently. “We’re here to have fun, right? From the look on your face just now, you would think you’re waiting for a root canal!” He gave a short chuckle. “I don’t bite.” He shrugged and grinned. “Well, not without asking the first time anyway.”

Mila and Carrie groaned in protest at the same time.

“Laaame!” said Mila.

“I’m just trying to help Amanda relax!” he said. “Look, if all you want to do is watch, that’s fine too, okay? Mila did say you’re new to the Lifestyle.”

Amanda swallowed, and everyone in the room could hear her gulp. “I…” she felt her neck start to burn with the blush. “Would you guys mind a whole lot if I kept my clothes on?”

Josh shook a look at Carrie, a million questions in his eyes. Carrie looked over to Mila, who nodded. Turning to Amanda, Carrie said, “You’re more curious than horny right now, is that the case?” Seeing Amanda’s silent nod, Carrie gave a shrug. “Mila says that you guys have been friends for years and years—”

“Best friends,” Mila chimed in. “Just never on a sexual level.”

“Well,” Carrie patted Mila’s hand, “that’s good enough for us.” She turned to Amanda. “Listen, and this might be hard for a single newbie to understand, but the key to this Lifestyle being such a rush is honest and open communication.” She glanced over at Josh. “Between couples most of all”

“What do you mean?”

“You and Mila are a rare entity; you’re single women. The Lifestyle’s made up of couples—either married ones, or couples that have a deeper level of commitment than just dating.” She gave a shrug. “Josh and I are involved in the Lifestyle because it ramps up our own sex life.” She gave her head a shake. “The level of intimacy we share—before, during and after play sessions like this one right now is incredible. But…” she held up a finger, “it all comes down to communication between everyone involved. It’s more important for you to tell us me…” she held her arms out to everyone else in the room, “everyone actually, what your limits are than it is for any of us to have pleasure at your expense.” 

Amanda nodded. “So I can keep my clothes on.”

Carrie laughed. “Yes!” Seeing the relief in Amanda’s eyes, she said, “Great!” and turned back to Mila and took her hand. “So, what’s new?”

Mila’s eyes danced. “Remember Elena and Matt talking about fantasies last weekend at Sylvia’s?”

“Oh, the wham bam quickie?”

“Yep! They did it today!”

“No!” Seeing Mila smile, Carrie added, “She told you?”

Mila shook her head, “I saw the evidence for myself when she was on a step ladder afterwards!” She squirmed in her seat. “Oh God, Carrie, I want to do those two so bad!”

Carrie nodded. “I understand, baby… I know how you feel…” She scootched closer to Mila. “I know how you feel. Wanting to get it on with someone…” Her hand wandered down to stroke her exposed knee, her fingers fluttering at the hem of Mila’s skirt.

Mila turned in the sofa towards Carrie. She hitched the knee that Carrie had begun to stroke up onto the cushion, keeping her other foot on the floor. The hem of her skirt stretched tightly across the now open space between her two legs. “Why Carrie, I had no idea!” she said in mock innocence. She leaned sideways into the back of the sofa, resting her hand on top of Carrie’s.

“Well, the things you learn when you start speaking openly and honestly, eh?” Carrie purred. She put her wine glass onto the coffee table and leaned forward into Mila, taking the woman’s face in her hands. With a sigh, she leaned in and the two women kissed.

It started as a warm kiss on the lips, but became much more when Mila’s hand rose behind Carrie’s head and held their faces together. Amanda could see both women’s mouths open and cover each other, each of them tipping their heads slightly to ensure a deeper joining.

Sitting across from the sofa, Amanda and Josh were still and silent, the only sounds in the room the soft sucking noises of the women’s mouths, punctuated with soft sighs.

Carrie leaned into Mila, and while still embracing her in a kiss, shucked over sideways between her legs. Mila leaned back onto the arm of the couch underneath her. Her skirt was now hiked up almost to her crotch.

“I think I’m going to change my seat…” Amanda said, rising. As she stepped over towards one of the arm chairs, Josh caught her eye and patted the spot next to him on the love seat. She hesitated, and then with a feeling of resignation, she sat beside him.

He leaned over and whispered, “Hey, if you’d rather sit alone, I won’t be crushed.”

Amanda gave him a small smile. That was kind of sweet. “I just don’t want you to have any expectations, is all,” she whispered back.

“You did say you wanted to keep your clothes on; I took that as meaning you didn’t want to play with anyone.”

“Play?”

“Have sex. That’s the euphemism we use in the lifestyle. With his chin he pointed at his wife and her best friend. Their hands were busy now, rubbing, fondling and wandering over each other’s bodies as they continued their deep kiss. “As in Mila and Carrie are playing on the sofa.”

She kept her voice low, under the music that was playing. “So playing’s making out?”

“It’s the whole thing.” He chuckled. “Why do you think they call it ‘fore-play’? I’m pretty sure we know where those two are going to finish up—on the great ‘Orgasm Train’.”

“So you’re okay with me not wanting to ‘play’ then?”

He nodded. “Absolutely.” He must have felt her pride stiffen a bit because he turned and looked into her eyes. “Don’t get me wrong, Amanda, you’re gorgeous, okay? I’d love to jump your bones, do the nasty, fuck you till you can’t walk, and play with you.” He gave a small smile. “But… I’m not all that interested until you’re as hot to trot as those two over there are.”

“Thanks.” This guy was smooth. Backing off, but making sure her ego wasn’t bruised. What a… She couldn’t help but let out a giggle.

“What’s so funny?” he asked, not taking his eyes off Mila and Carrie.

“The irony. We’re sitting here watching those two, go at it like two cats in heat, and you’re such a… a gentleman about the whole thing!” She shook her head.

A low snicker escaped his lips. “That’s me, the gentleman hedonist!” He took a pull on his beer and sat back. “Carrie’s been warm for Mila since they first met,” he said. “But at the house parties, she never was able to play with her one on one. I’m sure glad she called her!”

“I think,” Amanda whispered, “Mila’s just as happy…”

Mila was stretched out on the couch with Carrie above her. She had her knees spread wide, with Carrie sitting between them on her haunches. Amanda could see the outline of her pussy through the sheer fabric of her panties. A dark line down the center of the camel toe in her crotch belied her friend’s state of arousal.

Mila’s breath was coming in short shallow pants as Carrie’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. Neither of the women spoke as Carrie finished up and spread open Mila’s top. Her hands began to rub Mila’s bra cups, pushing the flesh of her breasts against the lacy edge at the top.

Mila pulled at the hem of Carrie’s tank top, tugging the cotton fabric up and over her head. Now both women were on the couch in their bras. Amanda saw that Carrie’s breasts were about the same size as her own, easily covered by Mila’s own busy hands, which were mirroring Carrie’s movements.

Amanda gasped when Carrie undid the front hook of Mila’s bra, freeing the woman’s lusciously ripe orbs. She licked her lips as she watched Carrie’s head bend and begin to wetly wash one chocolate brown nipple, leaving it gleam.

“O fuck…” whispered Mila, “that feels niiiice…” Her knees were opening and closing around Carrie’s waist as the woman grasped and suckled on one wet nipple, then the other. “Oh, Carrie, babyyy…” she said softly.

She fumbled with the back hooks of Carrie's bra, and undid the fasteners with a flourish. The straps popped open, and Mila pulled the shoulder straps down and away, depositing the lacy white undergarment on the floor beside them. Sitting up halfway, Mila shrugged out of her blouse and bra and Carrie lay them in the growing pile on the floor.

“I love eating a girl out when she’s wearing a skirt,” Carrie gasped as she nudged herself down the length of the couch.

“Glad to oblige!” Mila’s hand reached down to her crotch and pulled the front panel of her panties aside. She looked over to Amanda with a smile. “Enjoying the view, hon?” she said. Her eyes were bright with passion.

Amanda realized she was leaning forward in her seat, her eyes riveted on the rich, dark lips of Mila’s labia. She bit her lower lip and nodded silently as Carrie’s head got in the way and Mila let out a grunt.

“Oh shit, this is hot!” Josh said. Amanda turned her head to see Josh pulling down on the elastic band of his track pants, freeing his cock. “I hope you don’t mind,” he said, as he stroked his fleshy knob. His cock was only half erect as he tugged and played with the flesh. “I just love watching Carrie get it on with another woman!” His voice was almost a gasp.

Amanda had watched porn online for years. She had watched just about every sort of sex two people could have. In addition to that, while playing her online sex game, her own avatar had been and done just about everything a person could imagine between two consenting adults.

None of that prepared her for the total brain overload she was experiencing now.

That was her best friend being eaten out by a hungry, ravenous woman just three feet away from her! And sitting right next to her was a thickening, cock with a slick film of precum oozing from the slit as Josh massaged himself.

It was the first cock she had been this close to in her life.

And oh shit, it was beautiful. She reached out for it with one hand while her other hand rose to her mouth. Seeing her hand, Josh’s fell away. His movement startled her and her reaching hand recoiled back.

“It’s okay, you can touch it,” said Josh in a low voice. “I promise it won’t bite.” He began to stroke himself again.

“I… uhh…” she folded her hands on her lap instead. But her eyes never left Josh’s cock. He spat on his hand and continued to stroke it, making the surface glisten.

Wanton desire and a raging curiosity consumed Amanda. What would it be like to FINALLY hold a guy’s dick? She felt like she was behind a glass wall. She wanted to reach out and grab his hard shaft, stroke it and then suck it… but was unable to cross that line, dammit! A sigh floated out of her mouth.

Josh’s eyebrow cocked at the sound. “You okay?” When she nodded in silence, he said, “Maybe you’re just not ready, then. Don’t sweat it—it’s all good.”

Not ready? Understatement of the year.

He continued to stroke himself as he watched his wife and Mila play.

Both women were now naked. They had readjusted themselves into a sixty nine with Carrie on top She hadn’t seen Mila naked since they were in the same gym class in ten years ago! At that point, both of their bodies were just beginning to bloom in puberty, but now…

Carrie’s slender form nestled perfectly into the lushness of Mila’s body. As she lowered her head between Mila’s thighs, Amanda could see the flesh of her friend’s hips tremble in pleasure. Mila’s head was against the arm of the sofa, being supported as she covered Carrie’s clit with her mouth.

The soft suckling sounds of their earlier kissing was now replaced by their hungry moans as they edged closer and closer to orgasm. The scent of their lust, the light sheen of sweat mingled with the musky aroma from their gyrating pussies teased at Amanda’s nostrils. She sniffed deeply the pungent scent, and felt her own pussy tingle in response.

This was no video!

Mila pulled her mouth away from Carrie panting, and pushed first one, then two fingers up inside the woman’s pussy. She pushed and pulled her hand in and out of the warm snatch, twisting her wrist as she did so. She glanced over at Amanda, and when their eyes met, slowly licked her now swollen lips, her tongue leaving a thick gleaming trail as it swept up the droplets of Carrie’s juices.

She turned her head back to Carrie’s love bud and began to lightly chew on it.

Carrie’s head whipped back, away from Mila’s crotch.

“Oh shit! Don’t stop baby! Oh Gooood!” She began to buck and pant, her body a toy for Mila’s hands.

Amanda glanced over to Josh, watching him stroke himself. The sound of a husky grunt made her head flip back to Carrie who was starting to explode into orgasm, writhing and bouncing on top of Mila, who had wrapped an arm around the woman’s hips and was now punishing her clit and pussy. “Give me it, Carrie!” Mila hissed. “Come for me, you fucking cunt!” Her eyes were black pearls of lust as she pulsed her hand in time with Carrie’s cries and gyrations.

Amanda’s head was pivoting like she was watching a tennis match, swinging from the women on the sofa to Josh sitting beside her. She couldn’t bring herself to touch him, but oh shit she wanted to see him cum! Her own thighs began to pulse in and out together. She dared not touch herself, because if she did, she’d lose control. And that could not happen! She clenched her thighs tightly together.

“Oh shit, this is hot!” grunted Josh.

She kept her voice low. “Are you gonna come?”

“Oh yeah!” His hips were bouncing off the cushions, his legs sticking straight out like steel columns onto the carpet. “Any second now!”

“You’re gonna come!” She couldn’t believe it! She was going to watch this guy come! She twisted herself over towards him.

“Cum for me Josh! I want to see your cum!” She felt his hand begin to pry at her pussy lips. “Uh oh,” she thought and she scooted her hips back, out of his reach. She wasn’t ready for that yet. “Let’s just take care of you, mister!” she said.

“If you say so… it’ll be…” Josh gasped, “my pleasure!”

His entire body was vibrating now. She couldn’t stop the words coming out of her mouth. “Shoot your load, baby! Show me your come! Pleeeze!”

That did the trick. His entire body went rigid, and his hips flexed once. A thick dollop pushed out of the slit of his cock, and immediately behind it, a stream spurted up into the air, splattering back down all over his hand and belly, followed by a second and a third. Thick white semen oozed down the length of his shaft as she gazed in wonder. She’d seen it before online hundreds of times, but here, in real life, the scent of it and the background moans from the others was intoxicating. She inhaled deeply.

Mila and Carrie weren’t far behind. They were entwined on the couch like a pair of mating cobras, their bodies aligned perfectly, head to crotch. Each of them were finger fucking and licking the other’s pussy, both of them approaching another, more powerful orgasm.

Suddenly, and at the same instant, Carrie and Mila’s heads lifted as they yowled in ecstasy, their hands still furiously moving. Knees trembled, bodies twitched and hair was flung in halos as each of them gave into the relentless waves of pleasure.

“Oh shit, that was good! Oh WOW!” Josh gasped. He reached to the box of tissues on the table, pulled a few out and held them out to her. “Unless… you want to…” he said, glancing from her eyes to his own hand still around his cock, now glistening with his semen. “Clean me up…”

“That’s okay,” she said with a small wave. She sat back on the couch watching him clean himself up. “You don’t mind, do you?”

He gave his head a small shake. “I’m good.” He gave a wry smile.

The four of them sat wordlessly for a few moments catching their collective breaths.

Mila sucked in a lungful of air and blew it out in a whoosh. She gave an impish smile to Amanda. “You haven’t seen my naughty bits in some time, girl.”

“Very naughty.”

“You okay?” She ignored the questioning looks from Josh and Carrie so she could focus on her friend.

Amanda nodded. Turning to Josh, she said, “I’m really inexperienced in… uhhh… ‘The Lifestyle’.” She glanced back at Mila with a warning glance, arching her eyebrows at her before turning to Carrie. “Your husband has a nice…”

“Cock,” said Carrie with a smile. With a light laugh she added “I’m glad you approve!”

“Damn, Josh,” said Mila. “I wanted to give it a test ride!”

“Don’t worry, baby,” said Josh, “I have a very short refractory period.”

He wasn’t lying. When they left later that evening, Mila was tender. And satiated.

Amanda though, was just horny. Nobody else tried to touch her, and she didn’t touch anyone else. She just watched. She couldn’t get home fast enough. She hoped she had a spare set of batteries for her vibrator.

She was going to need them.


Chapter 6: All Night Long

“You want me to stop by during your break today, honey?” Matt asked Elena as he pulled his pickup truck to the mall’s entrance. “I can duck out from the job site, y’know.”

Elena snickered. Matt’s company landed the contract to replace all the overpasses in Black Rapids, and the crew he was managing was working on one just four blocks from the mall. The quickie they had yesterday in the change room at Target was a dirty dream of his since they got married. Being slutty on the inside and a competent store manager on the outside turned her on just as much as it aroused him.  After she got home from work yesterday, they couldn’t get the kids off to bed fast enough!

“Back to the change room, big boy?” she said.

“I was thinking the Ladies’ room at Olive Garden, to tell you the truth.” He did a Groucho Marx thing with his eyebrows as he said it. “How does the afternoon break—around 2:30 sound to you?”

“Hmmm…” she lifted a foot and placed it on the acre wide dashboard of the Ram 2500. Her skirt rode up her thigh as she slid her hand between her legs. She glanced out the side window. Matt’s truck was so big, with the extra lifts and oversized tires Shaquille O’Neal would have a hard time seeing what she was up to. She gazed into Matt’s eyes as her fingers pushed aside the crotch of her panties and slipped inside her pussy. “Let me see just how I feel about that…”

She slitted her eyes and toyed with herself, finger fucking herself on the front seat as her thumb rubbed her clit. Oh shit, what a horny way to start the day.

She slid her now glistening finger out and sitting up, rested it on Matt’s lips. As he sucked her nectar from her knuckles, she said, “Coming in for a quickie sounds like a plan, baby.”

She popped her finger from his hungry mouth and with a quick ‘Ta-Ta dear,” clambered out the passenger door, on and off the rocker panels and went into the mall. The throaty rumble of Matt’s truck as he pulled away matched the same feeling in her tummy.

Elena smiled. Nice way to start the day.

***

As she made her way down the mall corridor to the store she wished that Mila was working today. Where it had been really weird to see her at some of the parties at first, they had been able to maintain a great working relationship.

Who is she trying to kid? When she was on the step ladder yesterday and Mila was holding the bottom of it for her, she deliberately fumbled around at the top of the ladder, raising one leg higher and wider than she really needed to just to tease the girl. It was sexy as hell to know that Mila peeked up her skirt and saw Matt’s cum oozing down her thigh.

She paused mid-stride. Who was she trying to kid? Yes, it was sexy as hell, but there was more to it. Knowing that Mila was peeking at her, knowing that Mila saw her drippy thighs… turned her on. She smiled to herself. She wouldn’t try anything funny with one of her staff… right? But… oh man, did the aura of sexual tension at work added a certain amount of spice to a humdrum clothing store, didn’t it?

Maybe she should talk about it with her. And if Mila had been scheduled for today, they would, and there would be no problem for her if she ducked out for her quickie with Matt.

Oh well, it wasn’t meant to be—Amanda was the assistant manager for today. She’d have to give her some song and dance when she got Matt’s text.

She stepped through the front grate and entered the store.

“Yikes!” came a sharp cry from one of the aisles. She jumped at the noise. “Who’s there!” the voice cried out.

“It’s just me, Amanda,” she said, peering down the row of shelves. “Sorry I scared you.”

“Uhhh… it’s okay.” Amanda was wearing a pretty, summery outfit today; a black and red print cotton dress with a scoop neck and ruched front and brown cork wedge sandals. She was pulling down boxes of blouses.

“You look pretty summery for April,” she said with a smile.

Amanda looked down at herself. “Yeah, I guess so; it’s a warm day though.” She looked up at Elena. “You like?”

“Sure! You look great. As usual.” The damn girl was so willowy. After two kids and the big 4-0 approaching, Elena knew her willowy days were a thing of the past. She put her purse into her locker. “Do anything interesting last night? You and Mila lit out of here pretty fast.”

“Uhhh…”

Elena cocked an eyebrow. “It wasn’t meant to be a trick question!” she said with a light laugh.

“Umm…”

Now Elena tilted her head. What was going on? Or better yet, what did go on? “Hey, are you okay?”

Amanda had a deer in headlight look and started to fidget with the faux pearl necklace Elena didn’t notice at first. “Errr…”

“Uhh, Umm, Err… you’re a fountain of information, girl.” Elena shook her head and headed to the front counter.

Amanda followed her out slowly. “Well… if I don’t tell you, Mila sure will. And when she does, you might be bugged that I didn’t tell you…”

Standing at the counter, Elena let out a sigh. “Is there something you need to tell me, Amanda?”

“Well, Mila and I went out for some drinks after work.”

“Go on.”

“And then we went over to visit some friends of hers.” Amanda was chewing her lower lip. “And they’re friends of yours too.”

“Oh? Who?”

“They’re good friends of yours.”

“Uh-huh. Who?”

“Close friends. Really, really close.”

Oh hell. “Cut to the chase, Amanda.”

Her eyes were huge, like a puppy’s when she spoke, it was in a rush. “We went to Josh and Carrie’s— I don’t know their last names— and they and Mila—” she took a deep breath, “and I watched—” another deep breath, “and you had sex with your husband at work yesterday!” She gave a small squeak and ran to the back of the store.

Elena stood there, mouth hanging open until she started to laugh. “Well,” she said out loud to herself, “looks like the jig is up as far as Amanda’s concerned.” She gave another small laugh. What the hell. They were all adults.

Shaking her head slowly, she followed Amanda. At the back of the store she saw the door to the staff washroom closed. She knocked on it softly.

“Amanda?”

There was a pause. “Yeesss?”

Good grief. “Why don’t you come out so we can talk?”

In a plaintive voice, she said, “Do I have to?”

Elena couldn’t help but chuckle to herself. This girl was weirded, bordering on freaked, out. “I think so. You won’t be able to do your job while sitting on the toilet, hon.”

“You sure?”

“Amanda!” Elena stamped her foot.

The door opened slowly showing half of Amanda’s face. “I’m sorry… I just…”

“Come on out and we’ll talk.” Elena turned and went to her office. She glanced at her watch. The store wasn’t going to open for another 20 minutes. She plopped into her seat behind her desk as Amanda shambled in behind her, standing in front of the desk with her head down like a naughty child.

Elena motioned her to take a seat in front of the desk. When she sat down, Elena folded her hands on top of the desk. “It seems you’ve learned a lot about my personal affairs yesterday.”

Her head still down, Amanda said “Um-hmm…”

“Sounds like you had a good time with Josh and Carrie and Mila yesterday…”

Amanda’s head shot up. “I didn’t do anything!” Her face turned crimson. “I mean, I almost kinda touched Josh’s junk… but… but…”

“How does one ‘almost kind of’ do something like that?”

“Okay, okay, I… well… you know…” she gave Elena the universal sign of masturbation.

“Oh, you jacked him off.”

“No!” Amanda huffed a sigh. “I wanted to, but I didn’t.” Her face fell. “I watched him and we both watched Carrie and Mila…”

“Amanda, are you okay?”

“No… I didn’t sleep a wink last night.”

Whoa! Elena leaned forward. “Amanda, did anyone force you to do something you didn’t want to do?”

“No! Not at all! I didn’t sleep because I kept masturbating all night!” Her eyes widened again and she went pale. “Oh my god! I just told my boss I masturbated!”

“All night long!”

“Eeep!” She dropped her head.

Elena burst out laughing. “What on earth is wrong with you girl?” she asked, wiping tears from her eyes. “This is one complicated story!”

“You’re telling me.” Amanda sighed. “I was at a sex party with my best friend… and I didn’t have sex… because…” she waved her hand in the air. “Because I’ve never had sex! I’m a virgin, okay?”

“Oh.” This was the weirdest staff meeting she ever had in her life. “Uhhh… okay?” Elena shook her head. “I really don’t know what to say.”

“You think I’m weird, right?”

“No, not at all. I mean… you’re a virgin because you choose to be, right? I can respect that.”

Amanda shook her head. “No, that’s not it. Not really.” She ran a hand through her hair. “This is weird.”

“You’re telling me.”

“I mean… I don’t really want to be a virgin.”

“You’re twenty four, healthy and great looking. How did you get this far? Being a virgin, I mean?”

With a wistful smile, Amanda said, “By accident.”

Elena snorted. “How the hell does someone be a virgin by accident? I’ve heard of people getting pregnant by accident, but a virgin?”

“Well… I mean, in high school, I was too chicken to do anything sexual. Then after…” she dropped her head. “After high school… I kept getting chicken.” She whipped her head up. “The next thing I knew I was 20 and still a virgin! Each time a guy would come on to me, it got harder and harder…”

Elena giggled. “Harder and harder?”

“It’s not funny!”

“Sorry.”

“Each time a guy would come on to me, it got scarier and scarier! And now… now it’s terrifying for me to even think about!” She dropped her head again, and in a small voice said, “But it’s all I think about.”

“The longer you put it off, the harder it gets,” when Amanda’s head flicked up, Elena held up her hand. “I’m not trying to tease you, Amanda. It’s the truth about a lot of life’s challenges.”

“So what do I do?”

“You’re asking me how to get laid?”

Amanda shrugged. “I guess I sort of am.”

Elena sat back in her chair and chewed on a knuckle for a moment. “I think I might have some ideas.”


Chapter 7: Operation Platypus

“What kind of ideas do you have?” Amanda felt nervous, and, to tell the truth, a warming in her tummy.

“I think… you need guidance,” said Elena. “Sort of like a wingman, but also someone with authority.” She gave her head a shake. “I mean, you and Mila are close friends—” she looked up at Amanda. “You got her the job here, after all.”

“Besties since high school.”

“And Mila’s pretty out there when it comes to sex.”

“You got that right.”

“So, if your wild living and loving best friend couldn’t be of some help in this, then you need someone with a little more authority. Otherwise, Mila would have been able to straighten this out with you a long time ago.”

Amanda gave a short laugh. “She only found out yesterday that I’m a virgin!”

Elena smiled. “I wish I saw the look on her face when you told her!” She leaned forward on her desk’s surface. “Here’s my proposition…” she gave her head a small shake. “You know, I’m really putting myself out on a limb here. Business and sex don’t mix all that well.” She sighed. “But Mila and I have been at parties together with no downside… and you’ve been here for a long time.” With a smile, she finished, saying, “And I really like you as a person. So let’s do this!”

“Uhhh… what are we going to do exactly?”

“For starters, you’re going to have to learn to trust more. You’re going to have to trust my judgment; that I won’t do anything that will hurt you. Can you do that?”

Amanda began fidgeting with her hands resting on her lap. “I guess so.”

“Sorry, Amanda, it’s a ‘yes’ or ‘no’; not an ‘I guess so’.” Elena looked directly into Amanda’s eyes. “Will you trust me?”

Amanda stopped breathing and the silence hung for a moment. Nodding, she said softly, “Yes, ma’am.”

Elena’s eyebrow twitched at the ‘ma’am’. “Good.” She reached across her desk and took Amanda’s hand from her lap. “You do realize that I’m also trusting you, right?” When Amanda nodded back, she continued. “Now if thing get too much for you to cope with, you can make whatever is going on stop cold.”

“How?”

“We’ll come up with a safe word.”

“A what?”

“They use it in sexual Bondage; BDSM. It’s a word that if it’s said, everything just stops.”

“Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

“I like the sound of that. I can say it anytime?”

Elena nodded.

“Then okay. What’s the word?”

“Well, we can choose anything you want. Lots of people just say ‘Red’, but it can be any word. It should be one you can remember, and also one that isn’t used all the time so there’s no chance of miscommunication.”

“Okay, I got one. Platypus.”

“What?” Elena chuckled. “That’s a hell of a word!”

“Platypus. It really stands out, right?”

“Sure does. Platypus it is.” Standing up, Elena held out her hand. “Let’s shake on this—the liberation of Amanda!”

Amanda took her hand. “No. Let’s call this ‘Operation Platypus’”. Giggling, they shook hands.


Chapter 8: Just A Beginning

It was just about closing time and Amanda was on pins and needles. Elena had ducked out twenty minutes ago and was due back any moment for the start of ‘Operation Platypus’.

How in the world could you be filled with excitement and dread at the same time was beyond her, but she was. At ten to seven she pulled the front grates closed and turned off the lights at the front half of the store. The other stores in the mall were also shutting up for the night. She didn’t wave to anyone at the other shops so that there would be no chance of starting a conversation. She stood by the gate, keeping an eye on the time and promptly at 7:00 locked the front grate.

Where the hell was Elena? With a huff she turned and went to the back of the store. She’d hang around for a few minutes and then leave. She’d leave a note on the back entrance telling Elena that the alarm was set.

When she passed into the backroom, Elena’s voice called out from her office. “Yoo-hoo, Amandaaa” she said in a sing-song.

Amanda jumped. She thought Elena would return the front way. Obviously she came in the back entrance. The door to the office was almost fully closed, open just an inch or so.

She opened the door slowly. The office was lit only by Elena’s desk lamp. Somehow Elena rearranged the office without Amanda hearing her. Her desk was pushed back against the far wall and two chairs were in front of it. Elena was sitting in her office chair. She was resting her chin on her hand, the elbow supported by the padded armrest. Her other arm was folded across her waist. Her legs were crossed, but the top three buttons of her blouse were undone. Her eyes were hooded, and her mouth was puffy with her lipstick smeared.

On the desk was a bottle of white wine and two glasses, each one filled.

“Is the front locked up?” Elena asked. When Amanda nodded, she said, “Good. Come in and take a seat, please.”

Oh shit, here we go. Amanda took her seat across from Elena. As soon as she was seated, Elena passed her a glass of wine.

“Drink up, it’ll help you relax, I’m sure.”

Amanda grabbed the glass and emptied in one pull. As she put it back on the desk, she let out a belch. Her hand flew to her mouth. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay.” Elena refilled her glass halfway. “Slow down on this one though. I don’t want you getting sick, okay?” After pouring, she handed it again to Amanda. Holding out her own glass, Elena said with a dusky voice, “Let’s toast the start of ‘Operation Platypus’.” They clinked glasses and sipped.

Elena put her glass down. “I was out for a quickie with my husband again.”

“I thought so.”

“Yes, well, I had to ask his permission for you and me to continue with this plan. As a rule, we never play without the other person present… but he was able to see this is a special case.” She waggled her eyebrows at the younger woman. “His feeling is that if you and I are successful in bringing you out of your shell, then he’ll have a chance to play with you down the road.” She looked intently at Amanda. “But I had to get his okay first.”

“Okay…what do we do now?”

Elena reached into her purse and took out her cell phone. “First things first. Let’s set our phones to airplane mode so we don’t have any interruptions.” That was a good idea; Amanda took her phone and pressed the necessary settings.

Elena sat back in her office chair. “I assume you’ve never played risqué games at sleep-overs when you were a kid?”

Amanda shook her head. “No. I had a bit of problem wetting the bed until I was 12, and by the time that stopped, I wasn’t asked to any slumber parties.”

“So no playing ‘Doctor’ as a kid? Hide the button?” When Amanda shook her head no, Elena nodded and said, “I’m not all that surprised.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“You never went through the curiosity stage about your body and someone else’s; that’s all. You simply missed a piece of the puzzle growing up. I think it was an important piece. So what we’re going to do is play a game.”

“A game?”

“Yes. It’s going to be called ‘Show Me’.” She brought her hands down to the hem of her black skirt and began to edge it upwards. She kept her knees together as she inched her skirt up until it was bunched up at her waist. “Now you do the same.”

Amanda could feel her heart begin to thud in her chest. She kept her eyes on Elena’s as she grasped the edge of her dress and brought it up. She kept her knees pressed together as her lap was bared.

“Very good, Amanda. Now we’ll just sit here for a moment.” Elena rested her head against the back of her chair. “You do know that you’ve showed more skin any time you went out in a pair of shorts or in a bathing suit, right?”

“Yeah, but I’ve never shown this much skin here…”

Elena smiled. “Context means a lot, doesn’t it? Showing this much skin at work is… naughty isn’t it?”

Amanda nodded.

“Do you like being naughty, Amanda?” Elena’s tongue came out and licked her bottom lip.

“I don’t know…” She bit her lip.

“Do you want to be naughty?”

“Yes…” it came out as a whisper.

“Good girl.” Elena pulled her skirt up higher, now bunching it at her waist. “Your turn.”

Amanda stared at Elena’s lap. She wasn’t wearing panties! She felt her eyes bulge.

“Amanda…”

Amanda pulled the hem of her dress up until it was bunched around her lap too.

“Your panties are lovely; I like the lacy pattern.” Elena’s eyes were focused on her crotch!

“Now show me, Amanda, open up your knees like this.” Elena spread her knees open and Amanda could see her cleanly shaven pussy lips. They were coated in a wet slickness. “My husband just fucked me; that’s why they’re so swollen. I met him in the mall’s parking garage.” She let a sigh escape her lips. “We were going to do it during my lunch break, but I rescheduled for just before closing time…” Her hand stroked her pussy lips and she dipped her fingertip up inside herself, and slid it across the top of her pussy. “Do you like looking at my pussy, Amanda?”

“I don’t know…” Even so, she nodded and spread her knees apart.

“Your panties are sooo damp! You’ve been thinking about this all day, haven’t you dear?”

“I’ve always been damp down there…” she said. She couldn’t believe this was happening. She was sitting in a chair across from someone, flashing her crotch! “What happened? Umm… in the garage?” Her hands were at her hip joint holding her skirt up.

“Oh, you want to hear a dirty story?”

Amanda nodded silently.

“I’ll tell you what happened, but you have to masturbate for me in return.” Elena licked her lips. “I want to watch you make yourself cum for me. Will you do that?”

I can NOT believe this is happening! She nodded again and inserted her fingers underneath the side seam of her panty.

“No, no, honey; I want to see your pussy. Pull your panty aside.” Elena leaned forward. “On second thought, take your panties off. After all, I’m not wearing any.”

She hooked her thumbs at the waistband, and standing up, pulled them down and stepped out of them. Pulling her skirt back up, she resumed her seat on the office visitor’s chair and spread her legs again.

“Like this, Elena?” she asked. Her fingers grazed on the fine down of her pubic hair. She kept it trimmed short. Without thinking about it, she began to rub her outside lips, her middle finger teasing itself just barely separating them. When she saw Elena’s nod, she said, “Now will you tell me the story?”

“Say please, dear.”

The tone of command in Elena’s voice sent a thrill down her spine she never felt before. Oh God. She licked her lips. “Please, ma’am. Tell me a story.” As soon as the words came out of her mouth, her hand grasped her crotch. “Pleeease,” she whispered.

“Good girl.” Elena stretched back into her thickly padded office chair. Kicking off her shoes, she placed the soles of her feet together which opened her thighs even wider. She brought her hand down to her pussy. “I still have his cum inside me.” She slid her middle finger up within and withdrew it. A glistening drop was suspended from the tip of her red fingernail. She pressed it to her mouth and licked it. “I love the taste of Matt’s cum.” She put her hand back down to her own bare pussy. “He came inside my pussy, and I swallowed his buddy’s entire load…”

“Jesus! You had sex with two guys!”

“Oh yes! Matt brought Russell. He’s a friend of ours.”

“What happened?”

“I got a text from him that his crew knocked off work early because some material hadn’t gotten delivered on time. He met his buddy Russell at a sports bar and they had a few rounds. Matt told Russell about our sex date, and when Russell got the okay from Tanya—”

“Who’s Tanya?”

“Russell’s wife, silly. Couples in the Lifestyle don’t play separately as a rule. But we’ve known them for a while now, and she gave him a Hall Pass.”

“A what?”

“That’s the expression used when one member of a Lifestyle couple gets the okay to go and play on their own.” Elena huffed. “Look, this isn’t meant to be a lesson on Lifestyle terminology.” She began to rub herself again. “Let’s get back to the story.”

Amanda bit her lower lip. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Now play with your pussy for me, Amanda.” Elena’s own hand was drifting up and down her slit, pulling apart her lips. Amanda could see the tiny bud of her clit at the top of her pussy as she stroked it. Ohmygod. Ohmygod! Elena’s middle finger slid up inside as she put her head back and sighed. “Mmmm… my husband came like a fire hose up inside me…” Amanda watched as Elena slid her finger out and carried it up to her mouth. Another small drop hung from her fingernail. Turning her head just a little, she watched Amanda from the corner of her eye.

“You’ve never tasted a guy’s come, have you?”

“No,” was the whispered reply.

Elena popped her finger into her mouth and sucked on it loudly. She took it out with a small ‘pop’ and said, “It’s yummy. Some girls think it’s gross, but I love the taste.” She returned her wet finger back to her pussy and resumed rubbing her clit. “On with my story. Well, I got the text from Matt that he and Russell were waiting for me in the parking garage at the mall. They told me what level, but I had to find them on my own.” She smirked. “Sort of like a treasure hunt, eh?”

Amanda nodded. She wasn’t going to interrupt.

“So I went over to the garage and began walking down the aisles where the cars were parked. And lo and behold, what did I come across, but two guys going at it!”

“What!”

Elena’s hand began to rub her pussy. Amanda watched as she teased herself. “Yeah, I was surprised too.” She cocked an eyebrow at Amanda. “You’ve met Matt, right? He’s tall, kind of swarthy from working outside all the time, and really fit.” When she saw Amanda nod, she continued. “Well, Russell is the opposite. He’s pretty slender, he reminds me of Johnny Depp.”

“He… sounds yummy.”

Elena leaned forward and her hand began to draw slow circles on her clit. “Oh yeah… so I’m walking down the aisles of cars, and at the very back corner of the garage, as far from the mall entrance you can get, I hear a guy panting. I tiptoe over, and there’s my husband with his back against the wall, jeans yanked down past his ass, being given head by Russell!”

“Oh my fucking God!”

Elena gave a small laugh. “Matt’s only gotten into guys in the last couple of months. He’s making up for lost time though! Nowadays, he can be a real cock hound at times! Shaking her head, she continued, “Well, that’s not entirely accurate. We’ve both only started experimenting with our bi sides since last New Year’s Eve.”

Amanda’s heart was racing. “You do women as well as guys?” Her fingers were still playing along the outer lips of her pussy. “Have you ever had sex with Mila?”

Elena’s eyes crinkled in a smile. “No… I mean, not yet, anyway; but that’s probably going to change.”

“Shit, Amanda it was so hot. Russell was on his knees. He had one hand pressed against Matt’s belly and with the other he was stroking my husband’s cock, following his fist with his mouth. Matt’s hands were on the back of his head, pushing him down until Russell began to gag. ‘Take it, you fuck! You know you want it!’ Matt was saying; ‘Get my fucking cock nice and hard!’”

“I stood there watching as Russell’s head rode up and down Matt’s cock. Matt’s got a beautiful cock, Amanda. It’s nicely thick, like a fat grilling sausage when he’s hard. It’s almost seven inches…” Elena let out a small ‘mmm’ sound. “But what I love is the knob on the end, like a wild mushroom cap. And when he’s fully aroused, sticky white pre-cum leaks out like you wouldn’t believe.”

Amanda watched as Elena closed her eyes and stretched her feet out, touching her own ankles. She stayed silent, stroking her own pussy up and down, feeling her tummy grow warmer.

“Russell pulled his head off Matt’s cock and squeezed it with a milking action. When the precum drizzled out, he opened his mouth wide and I watched it dribble onto his tongue. Fuck, I love watching my man get it on with another guy!” She gave a small gasp. “Just a little ‘O’ there, hon,” she said with a leer.

“I was peeking around the side of a pillar watching them. I could tell by the look in Matt’s eye that if he kept going he was going to come pretty soon. He must have felt it just then too, because he pulled Russell’s head off his cock and said ‘Easy, bro or I’m going to shoot my load right now!’ Russell gave a small laugh.”

“Now that would be a waste,” I said, stepping out from behind the pillar.

“Russell’s head whipped around; he had a sly smile on his face. ‘I told you that she would watch first, Matt!’ he said.” He was still on his knees, and he was massaging Matt’s balls. I had already unbuttoned the buttons on my skirt, so I just pulled it up.” She gave her head a small shake. “I don’t know if it’s something in the air or in the water, but I get so damn horny so easily lately! I could feel that special feeling already building in my pussy; that little humming feeling? I stood there with my skirt pulled up, watching these two hot guys staring at me as one of them was playing with the other guy’s cock. I stepped towards them, between the two cars.

“Russell stood up and took me in his arms and kissed me. As his tongue rolled over mine, I could taste my husband’s cum on his mouth. His hand reached down between my legs… I was already wet, and he slid two fingers up inside of me, twisting his wrist as he did so. My knees got weak right away.

“Matt had bunched his pants up so he could step behind me. He lifted my skirt and I could feel the cool draft of the garage causing goose bumps to rise on my ass cheeks. He nestled his already drizzling cock between them. His cock felt so warm on my skin!

“Russell had stepped away and undid his jeans, lowering them to his knees. Now he leaned with his back against the wall and began to stroke his cock. He has the perfect cock for sucking, I swear to God. It’s shorter than most guys’ tools, just under six inches. The thing is, though is that it’s so damn thick. I can put the whole thing in my mouth without gagging, and when he fucks you, your pussy is stretched so much!”

Elena’s eyes were half closed. “Matt knows how much I love sucking Russell’s cock; I bet that’s why he brought him along as wing man!”

Amanda watched as Elena pushed two fingers up inside her pussy and copied her movements as she listened to the rest of the scene unfold.

“There was a ledge wall behind Russell, and he hiked himself up onto it so I didn’t have to bend over too far. If I bend over too far sucking a guy’s cock I get a little lightheaded. I wondered if Matt chose this area because of that? I took Russell’s cock in my mouth—it had been a while since I had given him head. I only needed to make an ‘O’ with my fingers at the base to cover his entire shaft. Because it’s so short, Russell’s able to get kind of rough.”

“Rough?”

Elena nodded. “Yeah. He pushed—no, he shoved my face onto his meat. The tip of it bounced off the roof of my mouth, and my tongue began swabbing it with spit as he fucked my face.” Her eyes brightened. “He was really, really fucking my mouth!” Elena licked her lips. “It was so…”

“Dirty?”

“Yes! Exactly! There I was, bent over bare assed as a guy was caressing my ass cheeks with his stiff cock at the same time I’m feasting on another guy’s cock.” She gave a small groan. “I wasn’t a wife, mother, store manager. I was a bitch in heat, with a hot, wet, tight pussy and a mouth hungry for cum.” She closed her eyes. She pulled her fingers from her pussy and with wet fingers began to spin small circles on her clit. “I looked over behind me and hissed at Matt. ‘Fuck me, baby,’ I said. ‘Stuff my hungry twat, sugar!’ As I put my mouth over Russell’s tool, I felt that total fullness I always feel when Matt does me doggy style. When he enters me from behind, I feel like such an animal, and his cock fills me up in that special kind of way…”

Her voice faded and Amanda knew she was close to orgasm.

“They just pounded me, using me as I was using them. Matt’s hand reached around and he began to massage my clitty.” Her eyes sparked. “Roughly. It was like I was a street walking hooker who was servicing two horny sailors on shore leave! All I could hear was the slurping sound of my lips over Russell’s cock and the slippery noise of my tight pussy lips as Matt slithered his cock in and out.

“I felt Russell’s hips clench; he was going to come any second. I pulled my mouth off his cock long enough to say ‘Fill my mouth, baby. I want to swallow all your cum!’

“Oh shit!” Amanda thought. Her own stomach was on fire; it was a small pool of blue flame spinning around her tummy, spiraling down to her pussy. She let out a sharp gasp and her eyes flew open wide as she stared into Elena’s.

“And he began to come into my mouth, Amanda! I felt the surge of his cock on my lips, and a thick drop oozed onto my tongue! Then he bunched his hands into my hair and his hips bounced up and he hammered my face into his pelvis as one, two, then three hot, sticky jets of his seed filled my whole fucking mouth! Like a warm, salty vanilla milkshake his jism slid down my throat!” Her breath hitched and Elena let out a husky “Unngh!”

At the same moment Amanda’s legs stiffened in ecstasy, clenching her feet together, toes curling tightly. Both women grunted and growled as they brought themselves to orgasm. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over them both as their hands pressed and stroked, pushing themselves, punishing themselves to higher levels of pleasure, past where they could stand it.

Amanda threw herself back into her chair. She had to stop! She couldn’t handle any more! She leaned her head onto her shoulder watching Elena come down from her own pinnacle. She was mesmerized by Elena’s pussy, watching the woman’s hand now stroking herself softly.

The two women sat there, lightly panting as they caught their breath.

“I’ve never done anything like this before, ma’am,” she said. “I mean, Elena.”

“Ma’am’s okay, hon.” She sat up in her chair and leaned forward. She softly stroked the side of Amanda’s face. “I think you just need someone to take the driver’s seat until you get more used to this, don’t you agree?”

Amanda nodded silently. She couldn’t say another word. This was overwhelming. She kept nodding her head slowly and began to chew her lower lip. She tried, she really tried, but her eyes glistened anyway. She shut them tightly, but could feel two tears leak out of the corners of each eye.

Elena kept stroking her. Her hand went from her cheek to her shoulder and back up. “Hey, hey; it’s okay, Amanda,” she said in a soft voice.

Amanda stopped chewing her lip and clamped her mouth shut as soon as she felt her chin begin to tremble.

“It’s just a powerful experience for you, that’s all… it’s a hell of a lot to process the first time, isn’t it?” Elena’s voice was a steady anchor in the maelstrom going on inside her head. She nodded in agreement.

“Let’s just sit here quietly for a minute while you come back to earth, okay?”

After a few moments, Amanda opened her eyes and with a small smile said, “You never told me the rest of the story…”

Elena snickered. “What do you think happened? Matt came like a fire hose, and I had to get back to work!” She gave Amanda a pat on the shoulder. “I think your imagination can fill in those details, hunh?”

“Oh yeah.” That won’t be hard at all.

They sat for a few moments in silence. Elena stood up. “I think we can head home now, don’t you?”

Nodding, Amanda stood up. When she got to her feet, Elena took her in her arms. The taller, older woman stroked the top of Amanda’s head and kissed her. “Thank you dear, that was fun,” she said.

“Fun? That was the most intense experience of my life!”

Elena giggled. “Then you better buckle up. This ride’s only beginning for you!”


Chapter 9: You Could Tell Just By Looking

Amanda shut the door to her apartment with her hip, her hands holding the paper bag from the Chinese restaurant. East Side Village had the best sweet and sour shrimp in Black’s Rapids and after Operation Platypus all she wanted to do was have something to eat, read a book and fall asleep. She wasn’t exhausted per se, but she definitely needed to recharge.

She went right to the dinette set off the kitchen. She set down the bag and took out the aluminum pan holding her supper, along with an egg roll and the plastic knife and fork. She’d eat and head off to her bedroom.

It dawned on her when she was halfway through dinner that sex makes her hungry.

But was it sex? Elena didn’t touch her until after she climaxed. Never mind; it was as close to sex with someone she ever had in her life! She blew out a puff of air, and still chewing on a shrimp went to her bedroom.

Standing in front of the full length mirror she had on the door to her closet she looked at herself. No… she didn’t look different. She figured that after the first time she had sex with someone, she’d look different somehow. When she was in high school, Mila had pointed out to her girls that had done the dirty deed over the weekend when they were in the lunchroom.

There had definitely been something different about them. In senior year, it was really obvious when Gina Steppanak lost her virginity. All during their years in high school she had been almost mousy. She was pretty and stuff, but the girl was always unassuming kind of. When they would go out for pizza or something, she’d always order what everyone else was ordering. When they’d argue over the merits of the music of Coldplay and Nickleback she’d never voice a strong opinion.

Gina was sweet, but you’d never notice if she wasn’t there.

Until that Tuesday after the long weekend in May.

Oh boy.

Her eyes had an intensity they never had before, and her smile and laughs were full of life instead of always being hesitant.

When Mila asked her “What the hell got into you over the weekend Gina?” she burst out laughing and turned beet red. Mila just shook her head and smiling said, “Don’t answer, I know.”

Gina was… different now. You could tell just by looking at her.

Amanda studied her own reflection. She didn’t look different at all. You wouldn’t know to look at her that 45 minutes earlier she was splayed out on a chair at work frigging herself to a world class orgasm. Oh well… it would happen soon enough now she guessed.

The sound of her phone from the dining table brought her back to the kitchen. It wasn’t a text, it was a call. She looked at the screen to see it was Mila.

“Hey, what’s up?” she asked.

“I got a problem and need a lift.”

Amanda glanced at the time. It was almost 8:00. “Where are you?”

“I’m at Rapunzel’s.” It was the nightclub they went to once in a while to go dancing.

“It’s a Monday, Mila, and it’s only 8:00. What are you doing there?”

“I know, I know. I was kinda bored, and since I don’t have to work till 2:00 tomorrow, I decided to go out for a drink and a bite to eat. They have a great deal on Monday’s for chicken wings, so I figured what the hell.”

“So what’s wrong?”

Mila let out a sigh. “I locked my keys in my car and can’t get them. I got a spare set at home, and I was hoping you could run me home to pick them up.” She paused and added, “I mean, if you’re not doing anything… I guess I could call a cab…”

“Shut up. If you called a half hour later, I’d be in bed. I’m still dressed, I’ll come get you.”

“Thanks, Amanda. You’re a peach!”

***

Mila was waiting out front when Amanda pulled up in front of the bar. Before she could get out of her car, Mila had gotten in.

“Thanks again. That’s twenty bucks in cab rides I won’t have to spend,” she said buckling up as Amanda pulled away.

“Your car’s okay?”

“Sure. It’s in the parking lot right there,” Mila replied pointing out her red Civic. The drove in silence for a few minutes until Mila asked, “So, how was work?”

Amanda felt her neck begin to get warm. Things had suddenly gotten complicated. “Uhhh… all right… nothing special.”

“Oh?”

The warmth had gone from her neck to her cheeks as the silence stretched out in the car. Damn it. She began to chew her lip.

“Aaaamanda?”

“Yeah?” She darted her eyes over to Mila to see the beginnings of an evil grin.

“What happened.”

“I… uhhh… I mean… I masturbated.”

“At work? Oh my god, that’s so hot. In the bathroom?”

Amanda shook her head.

“In the storage area? Not very private if Elena walked back there while you were getting busy!”

“Well… it wasn’t in the storage area.” Mila’s place wasn’t too far off now. If she could just keep this going until she pulled in front of her building, she’d just drop her off and skedaddle.

“You masturbated on the sales floor? How did you manage that!”

Amanda sighed. “I was in Elena’s office when I did it.” She pulled up to the curb in front of Mila’s place.

“What! Where the hell was Elena?”

Amanda let out a huff of air. She turned to her best friend and shut off her car. “She was watching.”

Chapter 10: Best Of Friends

“Bullshit.”

Amanda shook her head no with a small smile.

“You’re telling the truth?” Mila flopped back against the car seat and put her hand to her mouth. “Ohmigod, ohmigod!” She took her hand away. “How did that happen? What did you guys do? Why didn’t you call me?”

“Well… I…”

“Stop. Don’t say another word.” Mila popped off her seatbelt and opened the door. “You’re telling me the whole story, but not out here in the street. Let’s go upstairs.”

Amanda sighed and followed her friend. What the hell did she expect, anyway?

***

Mila wouldn’t let Amanda say a word until they were both seated on the couch a glass of wine in hand. The box of Franzia Crisp White Wine sat on the coffee table in front of them. Amanda drained her glass and for the second time that evening let out a loud belch.

Mila giggled. She took a sip of her own and tucked her feet under her bum, mirroring Amanda’s position on the couch. “Okay, spill it, girlfriend.”

Amanda related what had happened earlier that evening. When she was done, Mila leaned forward. “You mean she didn’t so much as touch you?”

“No. She said it was sort of like naughty games I never played when I was a kid.”

Mila shook her head slowly in a sympathetic manner. “You never played ‘Doctor’. You never played ‘Show Me Yours’. You had such a deprived childhood!” she ended with a smirk.

“As opposed to your depraved high school years?” Amanda wrinkled her nose at her friend. “I feel self conscious enough, you know.”

“Yeah, I guess I understand.” Mila drained her own glass of wine and refilled both glasses. Amanda watched her eyes from over the rim of the glass with a sense of trepidation and anticipation. She was scared of where this chat could go next, but at the same time she really hoped something would happen.

She was ready.

“So, how did Elena get you to go along?” Mila asked.

Amanda wasn’t sure if her burning cheeks were from embarrassment or arousal. She stayed silent for a moment, then spoke, her voice almost a whisper, “She sort of made me.”

“What! She forced you?”

“No!” Amanda’s eyes opened wide. “Not at all!” she said waving her hand. “She knew what I wanted, she had an idea how far I could go, but then she took control.” She dropped her eyes, staring into her glass of wine. “Not having to figure it all out freed me up to just do what she said.” She lifted her eyes. “She even told me I could stop anytime by saying a special word.”

“Like ‘Red’?”

Amanda giggled. “Well, the word wasn’t ‘Red’, it was ‘Platypus’.” Both women laughed. She always found that word funny.

“Hmmm…” Mila’s fingers cupped her chin. “That kind of makes sense when you think about it.” She drummed her fingers on the armrest of the couch. “Look, I need to pee and stuff. Give me a minute, okay?” She stood up, and went down the short hallway.

While she was gone, Amanda took the remote control from the coffee table.  Both she and Mila had the same cable company, and she tuned the TV to a music station. Soft jazzy blues music wafted in the room air. She glanced to the hallway when she heard Mila leave the bathroom and enter her bedroom. Taking another sip of wine, she wondered what was going to happen next. Something was going to happen…  She closed her eyes for a moment as the music began to swell with a throbbing bass; it had been some evening, for sure. She closed her eyes, letting the music flow into and through her. This was nice…

“Well?” Amanda started a bit and turned her head to the sound of Mila’s dusky voice. She was leaning against the hall entranceway, her arms folded across her chest. Amanda’s eyes flew open wide.

In the short minutes she had left the room, Mila had undergone a transformation. She had changed into a black bolero leather jacket and a pleated leather miniskirt. She had added some makeup, accentuating the tilt of her almond eyes to look like a cat. A hungry cat. She had a small smile, her now deep red lips glistening. Amanda felt her jaw drop.

Mila was luscious. And wickedly sexy. Amanda felt that delicious warmth again arise in her tummy. Her mouth closed and she quickly licked her now dry lips. “Well, what?”

Mila let out a disappointed sigh and nudged herself from the entranceway. Stepping over to the couch, she stood above Amanda with her hands on her hips.

“Are you ready to go to the next stage or not?”

“I… I…” Before Amanda could say another word, Mila bent forward at the waist and cupped her face in her hands. “If it gets too much, I know the magic word, hon,” she said. When Amanda nodded, Mila placed her mouth on hers and kissed her, still cradling her cheeks.

Amanda closed her eyes and parted her lips the tiniest bit. It was enough. Mila’s tongue pressed past her teeth and began to swirl into her mouth, gently sliding from side to side. She felt the slippery wetness of Mila’s tongue moisten her own dry mouth. When she inhaled sharply in surprise, the crispy scent of Mila’s perfume rounded out the moment. She let out a soft groan as her own hand rose to grasp the back of Mila’s head, holding it to her.

Mila responded with a low growl, almost a purr as their tongues performed the first steps in this dance. Amanda’s own tongue roused, and both women began to stroke one another, first tentatively, then growing with increasing wet pleasure as they explored one another’s mouths. It was by far the best first kiss Amanda ever had.

Mila pulled her head away with a soft slurping noise. Amanda swallowed and kept eye contact.

“That was a delightful start, Amanda,” she said, straightening up. “Now I want you to try something new, pet.”

“Pet?”

Mila nodded. “And you will address me as ‘Miss’, understand?”

She didn’t know exactly why, but her stomach was enflamed. “Yes, Miss, I understand.” Reaching past Mila, she rested her wineglass on the table. She raised her head and looked up at her friend. “I hope this doesn’t hurt our friendship, Miss.”

“Trust me, it won’t.” Mila hadn’t moved. “We’ll just play here, and see how it goes. Remember, pet, you can end it anytime.”

Amanda nodded. Platypus. Right. She raised her eyes. “What now?” When Mila cocked an eyebrow at her, she added hastily, “Miss?”

“You’re going to do something for me that you’ve never done before sweetheart…” her voice faded to a murmur, and her fingers played with the hem of the skirt. She took the skirt and lifted it up, letting Amanda see she was naked underneath. “Taste me, pet,” she said.

Holy shit! Mila’s pussy was as bare as Elena’s was! At the top, she had a small patch of black fuzz, but the rest of her pussy was as bare as her ass cheeks. Whereas Elena’s vulva was pale pink, Mila’s Asian heritage made her own pussy a dark honey color. Now chewing on her lip, Amanda leaned her head forward and inhaled deeply.

It was ambrosia. The scent from Mila’s cleft was a rich scent, spicy tang layered over a sweet patina. She rose her hands and grasped at Mila’s hips as she rubbed her face gently up and down the surface of her friend’s crotch. She exhaled sharply and slowly inhaled again so she could infuse her senses even deeper of this intoxicating aroma.

Mila’s hand rested softly on the back of her head. “Now taste my pussy, pet…” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Lick me…”

Amanda didn’t need to be told twice. Opening her mouth, she slid her tongue from her mouth, and began to lap at the cleft of Mila’s outer lips. Her tongue was quickly coated with a slick dampness that she rolled in her mouth and swallowed. She bent her head back, looking into Mila’s eyes. “You are yummy, Miss,” she said.

“And you’re sweet.” Mila moved around to the couch and settled on it. She put one foot on the floor and arched her other on the backrest, splaying herself open. “Eat me out, pet, go down on me the way you would want me to lick you…”

“Oh Mila…” Amanda was in awe. Her best friend for years was lying before her, opening up her legs. She watched as Mila’s hand came down to her crotch, and a blood red fingernail pointed at the top of her clit.

“Make sure you pay attention here, pet, but suck my pussy too…”

Amanda dropped her head. With greedy strokes now, her tongue began to wash the cleft of Mila’s pussy like a cat grooming a kitten. With long, wet strokes, she raised and lowered her head, wetting Mila thoroughly, rewarded with small ‘Oooh’s!’ and gasps as her mouth travelled from the bottom to the top of her friend’s slit. She put her hands on Mila’s belly, rubbing small circles just above her crotch.

She slid her tongue up inside and swirled it the same way she had done to Mila’s mouth. She tasted so rich! It was a heady succulent mixture of an almost bitter tang mixed with saltiness on her tongue. She wanted, no, needed more! Her hands slid from Mila’s tummy and spread her lips wider as she put her mouth on top, rooting at her hole with her mouth. She drew her tongue out and began to buzz at Mila’s clit with it; like the wing of a hummingbird she lapped, feeling Mila squirm and shudder beneath her.

“Oh yes pet! Just like that! Keep it up!” Mila’s groans of pleasure spurred her on. Keeping her mouth firmly on the top of Mila’s opening, Amanda snaked her hand down to her crotch and began to finger fuck her. First with one finger, just sliding it in and out. When she inserted a second finger up inside her friend’s now oozing cleft, it was like a cattle prod.

“Oh shit!” Mila’s hands tore at Amanda’s hair, pressing her mouth onto her. “Right there! Right there pet!” she cried out.

Amanda kept her fingers up inside, curling them, seeking out the spongy softness at the top, searching for Mila’s G-spot.

Mila was now bucking under her, riding wave after wave of intensity. Amanda matched her pounding rhythm with her mouth and hand. Together on the couch, they squirmed and convulsed as one, Mila’s whimpers and moans of pleasure washing over the sultry jazz coming from the sound system.

“I’m gonna squirt!” Mila howled with a warning.

That only spurred Amanda on. Her head tore up from Mila’s crotch, chin dampened, “Give it to me, Miss!” She plunged back down, covering Mila’s pussy as best she could while keeping her hand flying up inside.

“Oh! Oh! Ohhhh!” Mila’s juice splashed into Amanda’s face. She moved her mouth over the source, taking her dearest friend’s essence into herself. She wanted as much of Mila within her as she could get. With a greedy lust she never knew she had, she continued to slurp and caress Mila, shoving her off the edge, to cascade down in a sheer panting fall of bliss.  As Mila climaxed, Amanda eased up, still keeping her movements in tune with what Mila’s body was telling her.

She felt Mila begin to settle down and nestled herself between the woman’s thighs.

Mila’s hand was now stroking the top of her head. “Oh, pet, oh pet,” she said again and again, her voice a soft melody.

Amanda felt so… so fulfilled as she lay between Mila’s legs, which was a surprise because it wasn’t her, who orgasmed. She stroked her hand up and down Mila’s thigh, staring at the café au lait tone of her skin. Leaning over, she gently kissed Mila’s flesh, from the crevice of her crotch down to her knee and back up.

She raised her head, and placing her hands on the cushions, squirmed up the couch on top of Mila until she was face to face with her friend. Mila’s hands came up and with soft dusting gesture, wiped the wetness of her climax from her face.

“That was sensational, pet,” she breathed. “Absolutely sensational!” She gently took Amanda’s face and once more they kissed. This time it was without urgency or hunger, just a sweet, loving caress of one another. Pulling back, Mila said, “Let’s head to the bedroom.”

“Yes ma’am.”

***

The bed had already been turned down. Mila stood behind Amanda and gently undid the zipper of her dress. She pulled the shoulders down and lowered it to the floor. Amanda stepped out of it, naked but for her bra and panties. Mila unhooked her bra and lowered it. She nuzzled into Amanda’s back as her hands rose and began to knead and massage her breasts.

Amanda felt Mila’s head drop into her back. “I’ve wanted to do this for years!” she said in a soft voice.

“I feel like I’ve wasted time,” Amanda said, looking down as Mila’s hands as they fondled and played, softly caressing and pinching her now hard nipples. This shindig was far from over.


Chapter 11: BFF

The two women stood at the side of the bed, their heads turned so they could watch in the mirror. Mila’s head was still resting against the back of her taller friend, her hands wandering up and down the front of Amanda, from her neck to the waistband of her panties. With slow, steady strokes she caressed Amanda’s flesh, going deeper and deeper into Amanda’s panties each time.

Amanda could feel Mila’s breathing increase. She reached behind her and began rub her own hands up and down Mila’s side. She saw Mila smile again.

“Now it’s my turn,” Mila said. She guided the two of them to the side of the bed and they tumbled in. Mila knelt on the bed and shucked off her jacket and undid the snaps on her skirt and pulled it down. Now the only clothing worn was Amanda’s white lace panties.

Amanda scooched up to the top of the bed and laid back onto the pillows. She tucked her feet up towards her bum, putting her knees up into the air as Mila slithered up between them.

Mila began picking at the lace pattern. “These are pretty,” she said, looking up at Amanda. Her naturally dark eyes were almost black with a renewed hunger. She continued to caress the thin fabric that separated Amanda’s pussy from her hand.

“Thank you, Miss.”

Mila started to push on her pussy with a little more firmness. “But I think we need to remove them.” She hooked her fingers on the waistband and in a single move, tugged them off and tossed them to the floor.

Amanda closed her eyes. Ohmigod. She was about to have sex with someone! With her best friend! She began to chew her lip.

“Hey… you okay?”

Amanda nodded. She felt Mila’s hands caress each of her thighs, from the knee up to her crotch, meeting at her belly button and back down again. Over and over, Mila’s hands stroked her. It was as if she was a skittish animal that needed to be calmed down.

Opening her eyes, she watched as Mila’s hand began rubbing her pussy. She watched as Mila’s fingers played with the folds of her skin, tracing up and down the cleft and pressing softly on her clit.

She watched as Mila spread open her outer lips and began to lick her pussy the same way that she had done to her on the couch. Like a kitten drinking milk from a saucer, Mila’s tongue lapped at the surface of her pussy, from the bottom up to the top. Mila stopped her head and began to lave the small hooded spot where her clit was with wet strokes, her tongue glistening.

And nothing happened. No buzz, no jolt. Shit; not even a damn tingle!

After a few moments of trying, Mila lifted her head and the two women’s gazes met. She saw a look of genuine concern on Mila’s face. “Is this doing anything for you pet?”

She gave her head a small shake.

Mila stopped what she was doing. “Hey… Amanda, are you okay?”

She shook her head again slightly, her lips pressed tightly together.

“Okay… I’ll say it then… ‘Platypus’.” Mila rolled out from between her legs and went up beside her. She took her in her arms and cuddled with her. “This was great as far as it went, hon, but let’s not push it too far, okay?”

Amanda thumped the mattress with a fist. “WHAT’S THE MATTER WITH ME?” Tears began to leak out of her tightly shut eyes.

Mila took her friend to her and held her as she cried. “I don’t know.” Reaching down, she took the sheet and comforter and pulled it over them. She stroked the back of her head as the pent up fear, frustration and humiliation of Amanda’s tears wet her shoulder. “But we’ll figure something out, okay?”

“What are you, some kind of psychiatrist now?” Amanda’s muffled voice rose from her shoulder.

“Nope. Just an oversexed shop girl.” Mila’s hand stroked the back of her neck. “But if there’s one thing I know is how to get laid, right?”

“Uh huhhh…”

“So, young Jedi, get you fucked I shall!”

Amanda lifted her head and snickered. “Okay, I’ll try.”

Mila gave her a light slap. “Try? Do, or do not. There is no ‘try’.”

Amanda kissed the tip of her nose. “You really are my best friend you know.”

“As you are mine.”

They lay quietly together and drifted off to sleep.

Just before she went under, Amanda thought that slumber parties were pretty cool.

Chapter 12: Training Wheels

For a full week afterwards Amanda avoided talking about anything that had to do with sex. She also vowed not to think about sex, but that’s like not thinking about pink elephants. When Elena tried to speak with her the day after their episode, she just waved her boss off telling her that she appreciated  everything they had done, but needed some space.

It was more difficult with Mila, of course. Their time together had been intense. When she had woke the next morning, she felt refreshed though. Mila didn’t understand what she was going through—hell, she didn’t have a clue why she was so strung out over it—but all in all, Mila loved and accepted her.

What more could one want?

She did spend the week sublimating the hell out of herself, that was for sure!

When she wasn’t at work, she was out doing stuff. Marathon bike rides, long runs and kayaking filled not only her after work hours, but also her before work hours. She didn’t want to touch her computer, and knew that if she tried watching any TV she’d be pondering this whole damn thing.

What unnerved her the most was how much she liked being told what to do. She was never that way in her day to day life! Sure, she was a ‘nice’ person; she wasn’t pushy or bitchy, even when people were inconsiderate or worse to her. But she never considered herself to be anyone’s doormat.

But still…

Having Mila take control like that, and having Elena take control like that… had been a turn on.

Coupling that with how much she loved going down on Mila… oh shit, was she really gay deep down inside?

Oh no!

She didn’t want to be gay!

But Mila tasted so yummy! What if (when she finally got around to it) having sex with a guy wasn’t as good?

Wait a damn minute! It’s supposed to be better!

Isn’t it?

How the hell would she know one way or the other, virgin that she is?

Gah!

The most annoying thing for her now was working at the store. When customers would come in and browse around, she was undressing every one of them in her mind’s eye. Was that woman wearing panties? Did this woman really have such a big bust? And if so, what were her nipples like? Was she shaved or not?

What would they taste like if she went down on them?

Gah!

This was driving her crazy, and she wasn’t even supposed to be thinking about sex! Trying to not to think about sex was more exhausting than not having sex!

Even if she wasn’t able to control what she was thinking of, she resolved that for a full week she wouldn’t masturbate. Not. At. All. Even if her brain wasn’t co-operating, at least she was in control of what she did, so there.

She managed to at least keep that promise to herself.

***

She finished work at 5:00pm on Friday and had the whole weekend free. She had been able to stick with her pledge to herself to keep her hands to herself (?) for a whole week. She couldn’t wait to get home.

She no sooner got in the door to her apartment that her phone buzzed. Damn, it was Mila, and she’d been putting her off all week! She had to take the damn call.

She pressed the key, and held the phone to her ear. “Hey,” she said.

“Sooo…” Mila’s voice was like a purr.

“So what?”

“So whatcha’ gonna be doing tonight? Got any plaaaaans?”

“Yeah, kinda.” She looked over to her dining room table where her laptop was calling to her.

“Oh. I thought we could get together.” She could hear the disappointment in Mila’s voice. “When you left that morning after… well, you wouldn’t talk about… anything… and now I’m worried that we made a mistake or something that night.”

“No! No! We didn’t make any mistakes! I’m just, you know, messed up!” And horny as hell.

Mila laughed. “I think messed up is too strong a term, Amanda. I just think you got a hang up that you don’t want to let go of.”

Amanda had wandered over to her laptop and woke it up. She clicked on the bookmark for the game website and logged in. “I don’t know about that, Mila. I tried to get off when we were together, but I hit some kind of brick wall.”

“So hit it again! Sooner or later it’s gonna break y’know!” When Amanda didn’t reply, she continued, “Look, you really like riding your bike, right?”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Did you just decide that you wanted to ride your bicycle one day, jump on it and take off? Or did you first have to ride a tricycle and then use training wheels?”

She nodded. “Yeah, you’re right.”

“And did you ever fall off your bike?”

She nodded. “The first day I rode a two wheeler without the training wheels. I tried to turn around to come back up the street and got all tangled up and fell down, yeah.”

“The. First. Time.”

“Yeah.”

“What about when you started to ski, huh?”

And although she loved to ski, learning how to do that was a real challenge the first time she went on the slopes. She stopped stock still. She had such a bad time her parents hired an instructor! They knew she really, really wanted to ski, but she just couldn’t figure it out on her own. “I had an instructor.”

“Did you fall down at the start?”

“Uh huh…”

“Did you let that stop you?”

“No…”

“And you have not one, but two mentors. And sex is a lot easier to get the hang of than skiing, Amanda.”

She closed the lid to her laptop and sat down at the table. “Okay. You made your point. What next, Miss?” As soon as the words were out of her mouth, her pussy tingled.

“There’s a party tonight, and we’re going.”

“Oh? Where?”

“At Josh and Carrie’s.”

“Oh. Will Elena be there?”

“Yes.”

Her pussy tingled again.

“And her husband?” And maybe his buddy she heard about last week…

“I’ll pick you up at 8:00. Dress to impress.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good girl.”


Chapter 13: Get Real!

Mila arrived wearing the same outfit she wore the night she and Amanda had their slumber party. Her black bolero jacket exposed her bare midriff, and it was unzipped all the way down, exposing Mila’s full breasts covered by a black satin and lace bra. She was wearing three inch heels that made her hips sway tantalizingly under the pleated leather skirt.

Amanda wanted to go down on her right then and there in her apartment.

“You look downright debauched!” Mila said when she stepped into Amanda’s place.

“Look who’s talking. I’m surprised you didn’t get attacked in the elevator!”

Mila grinned. “Nope. But I sure got hit on when I gassed up the car!” She grinned devilishly. “I gave the gas station attendant quite a view when I bent over to fill the tank!”

“Don’t you get nervous being such a tease?”

“I’ve always been able to take care of myself, hon.” She reached out and put her hands on Amanda’s shoulders. “And I’ll take care of you, don’t worry pet.” Her head went down and up, admiring Amanda’s stretch knit mini dress. “You look positively yummy,” she said.

Amanda’s tummy fluttered. “Look who’s talking.” Her hands dropped to grab the hem of her dress and she gave it a tug down.

Mila’s hand shot out and stopped her. “No. Don’t do that. You wear it, you own it. If you think it’s too short, go change. Otherwise, wear it proud, girl.”

Amanda took her hands away. “I’ve never worn this in public.”

Mila’s face screwed up. “So this is your lay around the house leisure wear? This is your version of a baggy sweat shirt and pj pants?” She shook her head. “I don’t get it.”

“Well…” Amanda’s face flushed. “I wear it when I get horny. It gets me in the mood to…”

“Huh? You get dressed up to masturbate?” She let out a short giggle. “That’s just weird, girl.”

The hell with it. After all, they had known each other for years, and did have sex. If she couldn’t come clean with Mila, after all they’ve been through…” She took a breath. “It’s a little more than that. I get dressed up like this to get me into a slutty headspace and then go online—”

“What! You’re one of those webcam sex girls?”

“NO!” Amanda spun on her heels and stalked over to her dining table where her computer was. She woke it up and clicked on the shortcut for 3DXPLAY. “It’s for this,” she said as the screen lit up. “It’s an online game…”

“Like World Of Warcraft?” Mila looked over her shoulder at the screen.

“Sort of, except there’s no battles or blood and guts.”

They both watched as the game loaded.

“Hoooo-leee shit!” said Mila. “It’s an online sex game!” She was transfixed as Amanda booted up her online persona and chose an area of the virtual world to go to. Amanda clicked on ‘Roman Orgy’ and the game reloaded. She watched as Amanda’s avatar, named Venus sauntered through a 3D rendering of a huge ancient styled arcade where other characters were dancing, necking and even having sex!

Amanda tried to explain. “So before I go to this website, I get ready by dressing up. It helps get me in the mood.”

Mila cocked an eyebrow. “You get all dressed up to have sex online.”

Amanda nodded. She felt a little embarrassed. Bullshit. She was really embarrassed.

“You enjoy it?”

Amanda nodded.

“I assume you masturbate while you’re online?”

“Yeah. I have a headset in my bedroom along with my vibrator. I can talk into the mic and who I’m with can read what I say in this window here,” she said as she pointed to a dialog box on the screen.

“And you come.”

“Oh yeah!”

Mila drummed her fingers on the table top next to the computer. “You can come online but you couldn’t get aroused when I was going down on you.”

“Yeah. Kind of fucked up, huh?”  Now she felt like an absolute fool. Because this was fucked up. Really fucked up. She pursed her lips. “Look… if you’d just as soon go to this party without me, I’d understand.”

Mila’s eyes flew open wide. “Whaaat?” She shook her head. “Don’t be stupid! Going to this get together with a hot bitch like you is totally cool!” Her eyes went back to the screen. “I understand you a lot better now, knowing about this.”

“What do you mean?”

Mila turned her gaze back to her friend. “You’re only used to one person’s touch—you own. You’ve only had one person be able to get you to come—you.” She tapped the screen with a fingernail. “Your body’s tuned into this… this fake reality instead of what’s really real.” She brought her finger from the screen and tapped the side of her own cheek, thinking. “So, all you need to do is change your body’s focus from what’s on there,” she pointed to the screen, “to what’s out here,” she waved her hand around the room.

“Do you think I’ll be able to?”

Mila snorted. “You kidding? Fake sex versus real sex? Like there’s a contest?” She laughed. “Get real!”


Chapter 14: You Just Might Be Right

They were in Mila’s car driving over to Josh and Carrie’s. Mila was behind the wheel, her miniskirt bunched way up her thighs. Amanda’s micro mini skirt, on the other hand barely covered her ass when she sat in the car.

“Let’s do a warm up while we’re on our way, pet,” Mila said as she wended her way through the streets of Black Rapids. “We have about a fifteen minute drive, so I think there’s plenty of time.”

“A warm up?”

“Yep.” Mila took one hand off the steering wheel and rested it on Amanda’s bare thigh. She began to stroke in small circles. “I’m going to play with you and see if I can get you turned on by the time we get to Josh and Carrie’s.” Her hand glided up under the hem of Amanda’s skirt. “So lean your seat back a little, pet.” When Amanda complied, she added, “Good. Now open your legs a little.”

Amanda spread her knees apart and glanced out the window of the car. Mila was driving a Honda Civic so they were sitting very close together. But worse than that, anyone in a pickup truck, or even mini-van could look down and see what was going on!

“What if someone sees you doing this to me, Mila?” she said.

“Don’t worry, pet. Nobody’s going to see anything. My windows are smoked, and besides you’re going to close your eyes now.”

She was right. Amanda had forgotten; it was hard to see into Mila’s side windows. She had the windows smoked as soon as she bought the car a year and a half ago. Amanda smiled recalling what Mila had said back then: ‘I don’t want to make it easy for people to see what I could be up to in this ride!’ She had been right on the money, that was for sure. She closed her eyes and lifted the lever and eased the seat back.

Mila’s hand was softly stroking the side of her thigh up to her crotch.

“Now I want you to talk to me, Amanda. I want you to talk to me the way you would to your lovers online. Let me be your hand, but tell me what you would be saying right now.” Mila’s hand glided warmly down her leg towards her knee and back up again.

“I’m not sure I can…” she said.

“That’s fine, pet. We have all the time in the world.” Mila’s hand didn’t stop. “Tell me what you see in your head. Where are we in the game right now?”

Amanda closed her eyes.

She was back at one of her favorite locations in the game—‘The Boardwalk’. It was a beachfront setting, modeled on Venice Beach out in California. A range of restaurants and dance clubs faced out onto a boardwalk that curved along the side of a pristine beach. She could hear the waves rolling in as she sat on a padded lounge chair…

“We’re sitting next to each other on a two person lounge chair…” she said, her voice quiet. “You just came up to me and said ‘hi’ and sat down beside me. We chatted a little about what a beautiful warm day it is. You’re wearing a string bikini, and I’m in a two piece. We just put suntan lotion on each other’s back and you’re starting to put more on me…”

“That’s because your skin’s so milky white, pet… I wouldn’t want you to burn…” Mila’s hand began to stroke her as if she was, in fact rubbing sunscreen. “I like the way the lotion smells on you…”

“Yes… but you’re getting really close to my crotch and I’m a little nervous…” Amanda sucked in her breath. “I mean, I’ve never done anything like this before…”

“That’s okay… but if you look around you’ll see a lot of other people are going a lot further than having a sexy suntan oil massage, aren’t they?” There was no hesitation at all in Mila’s voice when she replied.

“Have you ever played that online game, Miss?” Amanda asked.

“I tried it once, pet. Got me pretty damn horny, I have to admit!” She could hear the smile in Mila’s voice. “So are you looking around the beach now…?”

In her imagination Amanda looked past Mila’s figure and saw that the beach wasn’t very crowded right now; there were only a few other players in the game. But what they lacked in numbers, they more than made up for with enthusiasm. Off to one side she saw a young man going down on an old woman—she had to be at least 70! He was muscular and was wearing a speedo and sneakers. His hands clutched at the woman’s thick waist as his head bobbed up and down greedily. Her head was thrown back, lips pulled tightly against her teeth as she climaxed…

“Yes,” replied Amanda, some people are getting pretty busy…” She felt the car come to a slow stop.

“Keep your eyes closed, pet; I’ve just pulled over for a minute or two. If they give tickets now for texting, what kind of fine would I get for playing with your sweet slit?” Amanda kept the lids of her eyes down. Mila’s hand resumed it’s slow, firm circles up and down her thigh. “Now tell me what’s happening.”

“You’re rubbing my thigh…”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes…”

“What do you like about it?”

“I like your hand on me… I like knowing that you’re wanting me… wanting more of me…” Amanda squirmed in the car seat, and opened her legs further. “I want you to and at the same time I’m scared that you’ll move your hand up…”

“Why would I do that? Move my hand up?”

“Because that’s where my pussy is.” Mila’s hand moved up towards Amanda’s crotch, brushed a fingertip against the edge of her panties and stroked back down to her knees. Amanda’s hips flexed towards Mila’s hand and relaxed back into the car seat.

“You’re panties are damp, pet…” Mila whispered.

“Yessss…”

“Now touch yourself and tell me what you’re seeing in your head… on the game…”

Amanda’s hand snaked under her panties’ fabric and she began to massage her clit, still feeling Mila’s hand rubbing her thigh. “You just stretched me out on the lounge chair, Miss. You’re not saying anything to me, just spreading my legs and lowering your head to my waist. You’re breathing warmly on my belly button and now you… you’re licking it!” She was rubbing her clit harder now. “Oh god… your mouth’s going down to my crotch! You’ve pulled my swimsuit bottom aside and now you’re licking me!”

She felt a second hand join her own rubbing her pussy. Oh shit! She flinched for a second.

“Keep talking pet.”

“Your mouth and tongue are slipping over and up inside me!” She gasped when Mila’s finger pressed against the outer lips of her mons and slid up inside. “Oh shit Mila!”

Her eyes flew open, and Mila’s face filled her vision. She had twisted aside and was pushing a second finger up inside of her as her own hand began to rub her clit harder. “Oh shit, Mila!” she cried out again. She pressed her feet against the car floor, shoving herself back into the seat as she felt the climax begin.

“Close your eyes, pet. It’ll be easier for you.” Mila’s voice had a commanding edge to it, and she shut her eyes tightly. “I’m in you now!” Mila’s fingers inside her pussy, and her own fingers rubbing her clit were almost… yes! She felt it begin in her tummy and pulse warmly down to her pussy.

When the warmth reached her pussy it exploded. “Oh god!” she cried out. Mila was now fucking her pussy with two fingers, ravishing her and all she wanted was more! “Don’t stop! Don’t!” She let herself fall into that delicious forever as her knees began vibrating, shaking and bouncing and the darkness in her eyes exploded into a white and yellow series of flashes.

Mila scooted over and crooked her elbow beneath her head, holding her now as she surrendered to the wave upon wave of ecstasy washing over her. She gasped and grunted her way through it all, each climax building on top of the previous one until all she was able to do was throw her head back and wail.

When her wails faded to groans and moans, Mila’s fingers inside her went still. She was still tucked into the hollow of her neck, and the two women held one another until Amanda’s gasps melted down to steady breaths. Then Mila slowly pulled out from her pussy.

The sense of emptiness made her eyes open slowly. An involuntary pout crossed her lips as a soft sigh escaped.

She looked into Mila’s eyes. “I never did that before!” she said in a whisper.

Mila kissed her forehead. “Here’s to many more!” She flicked open the glove compartment and took out a package of Wet Ones. She cleaned off her fingers, then gently wiped at Amanda’s vulva. “There now,” she said, putting the used towelettes into the waste bin behind the passenger seat. “All done for now.” She waggled her eyes at Amanda. “You’re going to have so much fun tonight!”

“You just might be right…I think I will,” said Amanda as Mila put the car in gear and they drove  on.


Chapter 15: Ice Cream Bone

When Mila pulled into Josh and Carrie’s driveway, Amanda was a little surprised seeing only a couple of other cars there. “Are we early?” she asked Mila.

“No, like I said, it’s a small party.” She smiled. “If you enjoy yourself tonight, believe me, there are bigger and better ones available!”

“Oh?”

“Sure. Not just house parties either. Some of the clubs I’ve been to have been pretty wild.” Mila tilted her head at Amanda. “Now listen, pet. We don’t have to go in there. If you’d rather go home and digest what we just did, I wouldn’t blame you.” Her mouth twitched in a wistful smile. “The first time I got finger fucked, I cried.”

“You were still in high school. I’m okay.” Amanda patted Mila’s hand on the steering wheel. “But thanks for saying so.”

“This stuff only works if nobody feels pressured, Amanda.”

“I understand,” she replied, nodding. “Hey!” She pointed at a pickup truck parked in the driveway. “Isn’t that Elena’s husband’s truck?”

Mila glanced over and smiled. “Sure is. The boss is here,” she said opening the door. “If I’m really lucky, I’m going to get to fuck my boss’s spouse!”

Amanda was shaking her head as they walked up to the front door. This was too much. She snickered. However, on the other hand, lunch breaks at work might become something pretty interesting!

Before they could press the doorbell, it swung open. Carrie was at the doorway wearing a red sheer negligee that barely went down to her crotch. She smiled widely at the two women. “I saw you pulling in,” she said. “But considering what I’m wearing…” she smirked. “Or not wearing, I didn’t think it would be a good idea to go out and meet you on the street.”

“Good call,” said Mila. They hugged and kissed and then Carrie turned to Amanda. “We’re getting to see a lot of you lately!” she said with a laugh.

“And, you’ll probably see a lot more of her tonight!” said Mila as they entered and Carrie shut the door behind them. She looked to the side where the living room was. “Where is everyone?”

“We put up a new fence in the backyard,” Carrie said. “It’s totally private now, and so we decided to have the party out there!” She gestured to the kitchen. “Can you give me a hand? I need to bring out some appetizers from the kitchen.”

With Carrie holding a tray of beer and wine, Amanda holding a shrimp ring and Mila bringing up the rear with chips and dip they went through the patio door in the living room out to the back deck.

Elena, Matt and Josh were all in the hot tub which was bubbling away merrily. Amanda sniffed a delicate aroma that was warm and woody. She glanced around for incense sticks but didn’t see any.

“Oh man, Carrie, you got those hot tub scents we talked about!” said Mila, breathing in deeply. “Is that the sandalwood?”

“Nope,” said Josh. “It’s called patchouli.” He was sitting between Elena and Matt, and they had their hands underwater. Were they playing with his dick? Amanda felt her eyes widen.

Elena raised a hand out of the water and gave her a small wave. “Hi Amanda! I’m really, really glad you came!”

Mila snickered. “So is she!”

There was an awkward silence and Amanda felt her face redden. She stared at her feet, wondering why they weren’t moving for the door. She knew why—because her pussy felt wonderful, that’s why. She made a small smile and said, “You’re a real good finger fucker, Miss Mila!” she said as they deposited their trays on the patio table.

“I never wished I had a cock until right now, pet,” Mila said quietly. “I’m glad you let me be your kind of first.”

Amanda put her arms around her neck and kissed her deeply. Their tongues entwined and she felt Mila’s hands running down her sides. Gripping the hem of Amanda’s dress, Mila gently tugged the stretch fabric upwards, baring Amanda’s ass. She broke the kiss and took half a step back, and with a flourish, drew it completely off.

Amanda stood naked in front of everyone. She dropped her head and entwined her fingers together. She was surprised at how mild her embarrassment was. She was more aroused than embarrassed; especially when she felt Mila’s had on the small of her back.

“Yum, yum yum,” Josh and Matt said at the same time.

“This is all kind of new for me,” she said in a small voice.

“We know, Amanda,” said Carrie. “To be honest, I’m pretty surprised to see you here.” She put her hand on the younger woman’s shoulder. “You’re very pretty—”

“Bullshit. She’s fuckin’ hot!” said Matt.

Carrie giggled. “Yes, she is.” She gave a small tug on Amanda’s shoulder, causing her to look up. “You need to understand something. Being wanted and desired doesn’t mean you have to do anything about it. You are pretty hot; but you’re also in control of what you do and with who, if you do anything, okay?”

Amanda nodded. “So if I just want to sit at the table and watch all you guys have sex, that would be okay?”

“Wouldn’t be the first time you did that,” Josh piped up.

A small look of disappointment flitted across Carries face before she nodded. “If that’s all you want to do, that’s fine. You are the one that sets your limits.” She gave a small smile and shrugged. “That’s not to say I’m not disappointed! But…” she held up a finger. “I wouldn’t want to play with you unless you wanted me just as badly.”

Amanda nodded. That sounded great. She tilted her head. “Is there some kind of ritual or protocol when someone wants to have sex with you?”

“Well, ‘Wanna fuck?’ is a good phrase to use,” Mila said with a grin.

“Or ‘May I go down on you?’” Elena chimed in.

“Or ‘Would you care to join us?’ I like that one,” said Matt.

“I see. Pretty up front,” Amanda said nodding. She looked over to Josh and Carrie. “I would like very much to suck your cock, Josh.”

“Are you any good?” he asked with a smart ass smile.

She wandered over to the edge of the hot tub. “I have no idea. I’ve never sucked a cock.”

“Ohhh. So I’ll be your first,” he said standing up. He glanced to Carrie who nodded back at him. He gave a small smile. “To what do I owe the honor?”

“Well, I already know from the last time I was here that you’re a nice guy and you have a nice dick. I think you’ll be patient with me.”

“Just watch the teeth,” Mila said with a snort.

Josh stepped up onto the deck from the hot tub and crossed over to Amanda. He was more than a head taller than her, but her eyes were glued to his cock as he stepped up to her.

She licked her lips. She was really going to do this!

Carrie and Mila stepped away from her when Josh was in front of her. He bent his head down to her, and put his fingers under her chin, tilting her face up to him. She gazed into his deep blue, almost purple eyes for a moment until he bent his head forward and kissed her.

It was a succulent kiss. He was a big man, over six feet tall, and so unlike Mila’s petite mouth, his mouth encompassed her own easily. She opened her mouth and his tongue slipped in—no, it invaded—her mouth with an intensity she never had with a guy before.

He was going to score with her. He knew it, and so did she. There was an absence of the hesitant uncertainty that had always been present with guys she had kissed before. Josh’s confidence in where this was going was a turn on in its own right. She felt her knees grow week as she put her arms around his neck.

In a single move, he scooped her off her feet, making her feel light as a feather. He held her kiss as he stepped over to a large patio lounge chair. It was the size of a double bed, and the backrest was set at a reclined angle. Effortlessly, he bent his knees to sit on the edge and still holding her he twisted and lay her down onto it.

Now on top of her, he climbed between her legs. She felt his cock nestle up against her pussy lips, like a bbq sausage resting in a bun. She broke the kiss and looked at him.

“Not that, just the blow job, okay?” she said.

He nodded with a smile. “Just getting myself into position, Amanda, don’t worry.” He continued to roll over until he was supine on the lounger beside her. His hand went down to his swelling cock. “The rest is up to you, baby.” His eyes were half closed in passion.

‘Well, here goes nothin’!’ She thought to herself as she scooted down the mattress, aligning her head with his hips. She glanced over at the hot tub seeing Carrie and Mila get in. They were all chatting quietly amongst themselves thank God. She was self conscious enough as it was.

Josh had half turned towards her as she hitched over, his hand still massaging his cock.

She brought her face close, almost awestruck and cupped her hand over his. He took his hand away and for the first time in her life, she encircled her fingers around a man’s penis.

Ohmygod. Ohmygod. Ohmygod  kept running through her brain. All of the porn movies online, all of the nights playing the internet role playing; all her sexual imaginings put together didn’t hold a candle to this experience. She moved his shaft aside so she could nuzzle right into the spot where his beautiful, wonderful chubby shaft met his groin and inhaled deeply.

He smelled so… manly! A deep aroma of flesh filled her. It had a salty tang to it, even though he just got out of a tub of scented hot water. She watched her own hand in wonder as it grazed up and down his shaft, softly kneaded his balls and wandered back up.

“You don’t have to handle it so lightly, Amanda,” Josh said in a quiet voice. “I’m not saying punch it like bread dough, but you can be a little firmer.”

Good to know. She gripped it now, like it was a garden hose. Holding onto it, she got up on her knees. Her hands went to the base, and she lowered her mouth over the crown.

The taste of a droplet of precum fell onto her tongue. It was heavenly. A creamy, salty tang with a hint that was almost lemony in its tartness sparked a buzzing sensation on her clit. He kind of tasted the way he had smelled just a moment ago! She yawned her mouth open wide and lowered her head, taking as much of his shaft into her mouth.

“Oh that’s niiiice,” Josh’s voice flowed over her ears.

She felt the ribbing of the veins of his manhood slide across her tongue as her head descended. She kept slowly pressing her head down until she felt her gag reflex twitch and backed off a little.

“Keep your hand around it just outside your mouth, baby,” Josh said. “Go down as far as you can, and come back up all the way off until your hand’s on the very end.” She felt him shift underneath her a bit. “Then it’s just a case of rinse and repeat!”

She chuckled with a mouth full of cock, and the concept made her chuckle again.

This wasn’t bad at all!

She kept her head bobbing up and down and found it amazing to feel Josh’s cock grow thicker and firmer under her grip. It grew harder. She pulled her mouth off and starting at the base, squeezed her hand upward towards the tip of it. And was rewarded with another dollop of Josh’s cum. A bigger dollop, it oozed out of the small slit and rested right at the top like a good sized pearl.

She bent her head down and sucked it into her mouth, rolling it across her tongue. Yep, she was destined to be a cum slut. The taste and smell of it pushed her own arousal up even higher. She felt her hips roll in agreement.

“Getting a little squirmy, huh?” Josh’s voice was husky with lust.

“Mmm-hmmm” she said.

“Keep up the good work!” She glanced up to see him ease back onto the lounge. “You got a real knack for this.”

She felt his hand on her back and he began to stroke her in time with her head moving. Again, her hips twitched involuntarily when he moved down to her waist. He stopped at the small of her back and was rubbing in small circles.

“Now take it out of your mouth, look at me and kiss it, baby. Guys love that.” The intensity in his voice was remarkable; his voice was like flowing lava.

She adjusted herself so she was looking into his eyes with her mouth still full with his cock. His head was slightly as he watched her, his mouth taking slow, deep savoring breaths.

She slowly pulled her lips up his shaft, removing them with a slurpy smack at the end. She felt her mouth widen in a smile of pleasure.

“You like licking my Ice Cream Bone, huh?” Josh said.

Still holding his shaft, she pursed her lips into a bow and began to kiss his soft crown. The contrast between his now hardwood shaft and the softness of the end of it struck her. She watched his eyes glitter as she planted slow, lingering kisses across the top. Holding it to the side, she began to kiss the length of it, still keeping contact with his eyes.

“Ohhh Josh!” came out in a whisper.

“Oh yeah, Amanda…” he replied just as softly.

Her eyes began to flit from his eyes to her hand as it began to stroke up and down the length of his manhood.

“Now just give your wrist a half turn while you’re doing that, baby; like you’re wringing out a facecloth.” When she began to do that, he continued, “When you get to my knob, give it that twist, just a little more firmly.” She turned her attention to his cock, now listening to his voice and his body’s response to her work. “Oh yeah! Just like that!” he gasped in approval.

She rose up onto her knees to get a better angle. The skin to skin contact between her hand and his cock began to feel a little dry, so she spat onto his shaft, hearing his voice murmur in approval, “Yeah, like a tight, wet hot pussy, baby. Your hand’s the tight part, and your mouth makes it all wet!”

She kept the rhythm up now, and put her mouth back onto his shaft, letting her saliva flow freely as she gripped his meat tighter.

A fleeting sense of power and pleasure flitted across her mind. She was going to make him come with no risk to herself; and she couldn’t wait to taste it… to swallow it…

His hips began to gyrate under her, the slabs of muscle in his ass causing his hips to pop off the cushion and back down.  She heard his breaths start to come in raspy snorts.

She tore her mouth away from his cock, making sure to keep up the rhythm. “Come in my mouth, Josh! I want you to come in my mouth! Pleeeeease!” She whipped her head back to his cock and began to whimper her desire as she resumed sucking him off.

What had started out as a lark now consumed her. She needed him to come as badly as he did!

She began to roughly massage his balls now, encouraging his climax. She pressed a finger against the brown pucker of his asshole, rubbing it up and down. ‘Come in my mouth you fuck!’ screamed in her head, surprising her.

He began to buck under her now. Oh God, he had to be close!

Again she tore her mouth from him. “Come in my mouth you fuck!” she hissed, and put her mouth back onto his pulpy, now purple knob.

“Oh SHIT!” he cried out as he clutched her hair, fisting it in his hand. “Oh fucking SHIT!”

A small blob of semen oozed out onto her tongue. It felt like it was a tiny daub from an eyedropper. ‘That’s all?’ she thought to herself.

Before the thought was finished registering, she found out that nooo… that was just the start!

A thick stream that same salty lemony pulsed from his cock into her mouth, followed by a second one now jetting from it. She tried to swallow, but there was so much of it now! She relaxed her head back, still keeping her mouth on his cock, giving herself a little room. With a gulping action, her throat worked to get it down.

‘I want all of it!’ The greedy, insatiable thought flitted through her head. Who was this woman that possessed her? As Josh bucked and thrashed under her, pulling and yanking at her hair, she focused on slurping and sucking as much of his seed as her mouth could hold and swallow. Still, runnels of his cum got past her lips and coated her hand.

Her ears were roaring, and Josh’s cries and bellows sounded muffled.

It tasted so damn good. He tasted so damn good! When his spurts ended, she took him from her mouth and began to lick up the overflow from her hands and the surface of his cock. Up and down, her head continued to bob, down to his hipbone as she lapped up his juices like a hungry kitten.

“Oh baby, oh baby, oh bayyyybeeee…” Josh murmured, softly stroking her head as she finished him up.

She rested her head in the crook of his crotch, her hand still holding his cock and smiled sweetly. “That was awesome!” she said. “Holy shit, I didn’t have a clue how cool it could be!”

Without warning, she suddenly felt overwhelmed. Her eyes flew open wide and she began to gnaw at her lower lip. Josh became blurry all of a sudden. What the hell? Her eyes were tearing up?

“Hey…” said Josh, sitting up a little. He leaned forward and held her shoulder. “You doing okay?”

She gasped. No, she really wasn’t. What the hell just happened to her? One minute she felt like some porn star finishing a scene, and now she just feels rocky and shaky?

In one fluid move, Josh put his hands under her shoulders and pulled him up beside himself. He rolled to the side and tucked her into his neck as she began to tremble. She curled into a ball, feeling… naked!

“Hey…” Josh’s voice was a soft caress. She felt him shift in the lounger, and the next thing she felt was a thick beach towel drape over her. She clutched it to her chin as he gathered her under her arm. “It’s okay, Amanda; your body’s just catching up with itself.” He was stroking her like she was a jumpy colt, long firm draws of his hand from behind her neck, down to her waist and back up again. “You’ll collect yourself and this will just pass in a few minutes, trust me.”

She didn’t dare to say a word, because if she did, she’d probably start bawling or something.

She felt so naive and stupid.

“You’re an exceptional lover, Amanda. I can’t remember the last time I had so much pleasure so quickly.” Josh’s voice was still low in her ear. She believed him; she heard the smile in his words without having to look up. “The only thing I feel badly about is how this has shaken you up. I mean, I can see why; it’s your first time and we hardly know each other…” he let his voice fade.

She nodded into his shoulder. He had a point.

“But, y’see, it’s kinda cool to have gone this way…” He was still stroking her, his hand now warming her back as she felt her trembles begin to ebb away. “It was a fabulous experience for me… and I think for you, too. I’m going to treasure this memory…” His hand stopped it’s up and down motion and just made small circles on her back. “It’s a special thing we shared… but I think the really cool part is that we’re playmates, not lovers.”

Playmates not lovers? What the hell is that supposed to mean?

As if he heard her thought, Josh said, “The emotional content is pretty well removed. I mean, you don’t have to worry if I’ll respect you in the morning, because you already know I will. You also don’t give a damn whether or not I call you in the morning, because we’re playing, not having a relationship, see? This is a lot simpler for you emotionally; and for your first time, I think that’s a good thing.”

Still keeping her eyes closed, she said, “Simpler? This is simpler? I just gave my first blow job, and I’m a hot mess and you’re saying that’s simple?” She snorted. “Are you nuts?” She lifted her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard!”

He looked into her eyes, his own crinkled in a smile. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah! What kind of mumbo jumbo was that!” she shook her head.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah!”

“What then, you want me to call you in the morning? You want me to send flowers or something?”

“No! I mean yes!” She stopped. Slowly she shook her head from side to side. “No…” The penny dropped. “You don’t need to.” She let go of the death grip she had on the edge of the towel and pushed herself up and kissed the tip of his nose. “It was really fun, wasn’t it?”

He nodded. “Yes, it really was.”

She felt the towel slip away as she put her arms around him and squeezed. “And we’ll do it again, sometime?”

“Of course!” He held her by the shoulders and looked in her face. “You ARE really, really good at it!” They both laughed.


Chapter 16: Not Surprised

For the next hour she had worn the towel like a toga, pulled all the way up to her armpits and knotted in the front. Even though she agreed with everything Josh said, and she absolutely refused to give into the gnawing urge to cut and run; she was going to take it easy for the rest of the party.

She watched as Mila’s wet dream came true, however.

Mila got out of the hot tub and headed to the kitchen. “I’m grabbing another round, anyone else want anything?”

Even though she got a chorus of ‘no thank you’, she tapped Amanda’s arm. “Come in and give me some help hon.”

Wha—? Help with what? When she went to reply, Mila flexed her eyebrows and jerked her head towards the kitchen. Girl talk. Oh. She got off the bar stool by the hot tub and followed her inside.

After she closed the patio door behind them, Mila said, “You gotta get back up on that horse, Amanda.”

“Up on the horse?”

“Yeah. I saw how you kind of fell apart after going down on Josh. You need to get it on with someone else here before you leave.”

Amanda folded her arms. “Oh really.”

Mila nodded.

She felt her face pinch. “I thought there wasn’t any pressure at these parties.”

Mila stepped over to her best friend and put a hand on her arm. “I’m not pressuring you! I’m giving you some really good advice!”

“Unsolicited advice.”

Mila rolled her eyes. “Oh yeah, right! Like I would expect you to come up to me on the side and say ‘Hey Mila, I just blew a guy’s rocks off and then had a minor meltdown. What do you think I should do for an encore?’” She folded her arms. “To be honest, I’m surprised that you didn’t run out of here the first chance you had.”

The side of Amanda’s lip pulled up. “To be honest, the thought crossed my mind.”

“Well, why didn’t you?” The look of concern on Mila’s face was genuine.

“I was worried that if I cut and run, I probably would never try something like this again, or worse.”

Mila nodded. “Then we’re sort of on the same page.” She held up a finger. “I think you got a little spooked, and that you’re still a little skittish.”

“Oh yeah? You’re some mind reader or something?”

Mila shook her head no. “No. I just noticed that you’re the only one out there not naked.”

She was right, of course. Everyone else was getting in and out of the hot tub, taking a break sitting at the bar beside it in their birthday suits. She was wearing the beach towel like a suit of armor. She couldn’t even say because it was chilly—Josh and Carrie had a set of patio heat lamps going full blast. Nobody had said anything about her towel until now.

And if Mila, who was never the most empathetic person noticed, everyone else must have too. Again, she felt her face heat up. Then the irony of the situation hit her and she giggled.

“What’s so funny?” asked Mila.

Amanda shook her head slowly. “I’m feeling embarrassed because I’m with a group of strangers with my clothes on! It’s like an inside out version of that bad dream you would have of showing up to work naked!”

Mila smirked with an amused smile. “Yeah, it’s kinda weird.”

Tilting her head back towards the patio, Amanda asked, “Did they put you up to this?”

“Hell no!” Mila waved her hands in front of her. “Nobody said anything! I noticed, and decided to ask you entirely on my own.” She tilted her head from side to side. “You know, that whole best friend thing we got going?”

Well, that was a relief at least. Amanda avoided Mila’s eyes for a moment, turning her head taking in the room. “Soooo... what do you suggest I do?”

“Something sexual, anyway.”

Amanda spun her head back and put her hands on her waist. “I’m not ready to fuck anyone, Mila.”

Mila put her hands up again. “No, no no! And I’m so totally not ready to witness you getting your cherry popped!” She heaved a breath. “BUT. I think you should play something with someone else here before you leave is all.” She ran a hand through her now damp and curly long hair. “Look, you had a good time in my car on the way here. Then you gave Josh a blow job and got rattled. I think it would be a smart thing to do to leave here feeling as comfortable about sex as you had been feeling when you walked in.”

Amanda felt in her bones that Mila was right. Well, probably right. More right than wrong, anyway. She took a deep breath. “Okay, maybe your right. What do you suggest?”

Mila’s eyes waggled. “Oh I got some ideas.” She hooked her arm through Amanda’s and they headed back out towards the patio.

“Why does that not surprise me?”


Chapter 17: That Did It!

A few hours later Amanda closed the door to her apartment.

Thank God she didn’t have work tomorrow! Even though she wasn’t very tired, and she needed the down time to process what had happened.

The rest of the time at Josh and Carrie’s went really well.

Really, really well.

She went down on Carrie, bringing her to orgasm. She grinned, because she had oral sex with both halves of a married couple. While the spouse was in the room! She avoided having anything sexual to do with Elena nor Matt. What they had done together in the office at work, then the episode in Mila’s car on the way over was enough. For now.

She grinned evilly. Nevertheless she was pretty sure work was going to have some pretty special and unique perks from here on out!

Mila accomplished her goal for the night. Matt sure as hell put the blocks to her! When they walked to her car to come home, the poor girl was stepping gingerly. And no wonder—Matt was huge.

The finale of the evening, when they made up the daisy chain—lying in a circle on the living room carpet pleasuring one another orally—that was something straight out of a fantasy. She had been between Josh and Carrie. There were a few small orgasms, but it was a really intense bonding experience.

In her bedroom she peeled off her dress and put it back on a hanger. It had been worn so little that evening it didn’t have a wrinkle in it. After kicking off her shoes she headed to the bathroom to take a shower. She wasn’t hungry, and would just trundle off to bed.

As she stood under the stream, she couldn’t help but wonder if tonight had been a lost opportunity? Should she have had sex with Matt or Josh? There was no question that her body was still humming. She had brought herself to orgasm twice in the shower already!

Coming out of the bathroom she spied her computer. Well, she could always go online to 3DXPLAY and get off.

She stopped still. Could you, really? After what happened at Josh and Carrie’s? The game didn’t  hold the same allure as it used to.

She sat on the edge of the bed. No. The game was still okay, sort of. But that wasn’t it.

She needed a living, breathing partner. She needed a guy to shove his hard cock up inside of her, and ride his disco stick until he shot a thick creamy load up her pussy.

“Up my cunt,” Amanda said out loud. “Up my hot, wet and tight pussy.” She felt herself blush. “I need a hard cock to fuck my tight cunt. I want to get on my back, spread my legs and get well and truly fucked. Right now!” Her hand had wandered up and was rubbing her clit, sending jolts to her knees.

That did it. She stood up and put her dress and shoes back on.

And called a cab.


Chapter 18: Live And In Person

Stages Nightclub was busy for a Thursday. The dance floor was full, but not elbow to elbow and there were seats at the bar. She glanced around and thought that if she took a table, she might not appear as approachable as if she was sitting at the bar. Hitching a foot on the rail, she hoisted herself up onto one of the seats.

The bartender was an attractive girl probably just 21 and was in front of her pretty quickly.

“You look hot!” she said, putting a coaster down in front of her.

“So do you!” said Amanda. She was a little on the thin side, but was well endowed. Her nipples strained against the fabric of her lime green golf shirt that was embroidered with the club’s name. She was wearing Reeboks and very, very short shorts. Amanda wondered what her pussy would taste like after a hard day’s work and a good soak in a hot tub. She read the name tag—Shelley.

“Well, if you’re not meeting someone here, prepare to meet someone here,” said Shelley. “What can I get you?”

“White wine and soda water.”

“One spritzer coming right up!”

When Shelley returned, she asked, “You want to run a tab?”

“No,” Amanda said, sliding a ten across the bar. “I’ll pay as I go.”

“In case of the need for a fast getaway, huh?” Shelley said with a smile. “When Mr. Right Now shows up, you won’t want to waste time, eh?” She made change and Amanda left it on the bar while Shelley continued to look after other patrons.

She sipped her drink and looked around the bar. It was crowded with couples, damn it. And if not couples, it was wolf packs of three or four guys—no way was she going to hook up with a group of guys! She snickered to herself. Well, not yet anyway!

This was going to be easy. How many Monday’s at work did Mila show up bragging about how she scored on Friday night, and then Saturday night with a different guy? Not to mention all the ready and willing guys she had on her contacts list! That girl could find someone to boff with a text message!

If she could do it, so could Amanda. So there.

Then the Goddess of Hook Up sent her a gift. A guy in his late 20’s, wearing a downright cute mop of curly black hair took the seat next to her and ordered a gin and tonic from Shelley. Who, as she turned, arched an eyebrow at Amanda.

She figured she ought to dive right in. She leaned her elbows on the bar, letting her hooker dress’ neckline plunge as low as it could and said, “Do you come here often?”

Oh shit! The lamest pick up line in the world just came out of her mouth! She gulped.

The guy was nice enough not burst out laughing. This was good. And he seemed to be in decent shape. Not a pumped up stud like Matt had been earlier in the night, but in good enough shape. He turned his head and smiled at her.

“Well, I’ve been here a lot, but I haven’t stopped in for two weeks.”

“Oh? Travelling?” She started to toy with her hair. Shit, she hoped he knew how to close the deal, because she didn’t have a clue. When the guy nodded, she asked, “A business trip?”

He smiled and shook his head no.

Before he could say anything, she jumped right in. “Oh! A vacation? Where’d you go? The Caribbean? Europe? Or did you stay stateside? Las Vegas? Florida?”

He rocked his head back in surprise at her frenzied inquisition, his eyes wide. “Uh… uh…”

“Omygod I love Florida! Did you go there?” She felt like she was outside herself watching this demon woman verbally pin the poor guy in his seat. Shut up Amanda! She stopped speaking and plastered a smile of interested anticipation on her face. Or, at least what she thought was interested anticipation.

“Uh… no! Didn’t go to Florida!” the guy interjected quickly. “It was Niagara Falls!”

“Ohmygod! I’ve never been! Is it as beautiful as they say? Did you go over to Canada?”

He shook his head no again. He was licking his lips and looking around the bar. “No, not really. Hardly left the hotel at all, to be honest.”

“What? What’s up with that?” She kept her smile, but this guy was starting to sound strange. Why the hell would you go on a trip and stay cooped up in your hotel?

“It was a nice hotel…” he was looking over her shoulder and his eyes flared in recognition and relief. “It was a great place to have your honeymoon, you know?” He popped off his seat, dropped a ten dollar bill on the bar. “Sorry, gotta go!” he said and walked past her.

Honeymoon. Honeymoon??? Shit. She looked over her shoulder at him in his very well fitted jeans walk up to a woman who had just come through the entrance. He took her by the arm and whispered in her ear. She spun around and the woman shot Amanda a look of pure venom. She said something to the guy who replied and they both laughed and left.

She didn’t need to be a lip reader to know that he told her he had just been accosted by a crazy lady at the bar and they needed to bail before she followed them home. Shit. Her face turned scarlet.

She sipped her drink and stared down at the bar’s surface. Shelley returned, cleared Married Man’s glass and wiped his spot down.

“No go with the cute curly haired guy?” she asked.

Amanda rolled her eyes. “Married. Just married.”

Shelley grimaced. “Gleep!” Before she could say anything else, a couple further down the bar and one of the table servers began to clamor for her attention. “Well, stick it out, you won’t have any problem hooking up here, that’s for sure,” she said before scampering away.

Yeah, right. She scanned the crowd to see if any new potentials had arrived.

Damn it, this was harder than she expected! She’s hot, single and ready to get it on with the first acceptable guy who shows up! Isn’t that the dream of every single guy in a place like this? And her standards weren’t too high tonight!

One guy over at the end of the bar refused to meet her eyes. What was his problem? Married too? Or was he gay?

She must have jumped a foot out of her barstool when the meaty, sausage fingered hand gripped her shoulder and a raspy voice said, “Damn, you look hot!”

She spun around to behold the vision of everything wrong with the bar scene. He was older than her father, with thinning hair and a beer belly. He was the only man in the bar wearing gold chains and he had about five of them draped around his neck. A patch of grey fuzz stuck out from the collar of his shirt that matched the fuzz sticking out of his ears.

Amanda’s jaw dropped. Was this some kind of joke?

He smiled, showing a mouthful of nicotine stained teeth and said, “Yeah baby, I’m live and in person!” Her head recoiled from the stench of his breath. “So wahdahya say?”

She had no voice! She couldn’t speak! She hopped off her stool, putting it between them. She scooped her money from the bar leaving a tip for Shelly and ran for the exit.


Chapter 19: On The Beach

She couldn’t get back to her place soon enough. This was a stupid, stupid idea! What the hell was she thinking? Sure, Mila could go to a club, pick up and be in the sack with the cutest guy in place in record time—BECAUSE SHE’S BEEN DOING IT FOR YEARS!

Okay, bad idea; lesson learned. She’d ask Mila about the nuts and bolts of this sort of thing tomorrow. Or next week. Or next century.

Argh!

Letting herself into her apartment, she knew that there was one form of sex she was good at anyway. She’d take her laptop to bed and take care of business the usual way.

Damn it.

She didn’t bother to go through her ritual of dressing and all that stupid stuff this time. She put her headset on, checked the batteries in her vibrator and woke up her laptop. She logged into 3DXPLAY and went to her favorite spot by the beach.

It was pretty crowded tonight, she saw from the ‘eagle eye’ view of the board. She hovered her cursor over the avatars of various male players, and let out a small cheep of pleasure. Greg238 was there! Her assignation with him last week was good… really good. She hadn’t changed her avatar from the last time she logged on as Venus.

She hoped he remembered her, and immediately felt stupid for thinking that. This was just an online game, for Pete’s sake!

Wasn’t it? She blew out a huff of air. Never mind.

She guided her mouse over to where he was standing and started up a chat window and ping’d him. At the same time, she deleted the nine chat requests that had filled her screen.

Greg238 had been standing by the beach bonfire as she walked over. He had a hand in one pocket of his denim shorts and was holding a drink in the other hand. He spun to face her when she hit the send button on the chat request and smiled.

“Hey, Venus,” he said. “It’s great to see you here.”

Now that was the way to start a conversation with someone; virtual world or real world. Amanda smiled and replied.

“Thanks, that’s sweet. It’s great to see you too.” Venus winked. “Nice shorts.”

Greg’s eyes crinkled. “Nice shoes. My older sister told me to always compliment a woman on her shoes.”

“Did she also tell you to give away your secrets? It kind of loses something when you admit upfront that you’re giving me a canned line you know.” Venus was smiling though when she said it.

Greg’s head rocked from side to side. “Maybe, maybe not. What I lose for in originality, I’m hoping to make up in authenticity?”

Venus reached out and lay a hand on his chest. He was wearing a t-shirt that had some sports team name on it. “Well, that’s a plan. You get high marks for planning, how’s that.”

Greg’s face blossomed in a laugh. “Hahahaha. Fair enough.” He pointed to a space that was open around the bonfire. Sparks from the flaming driftwood danced in the night air, rising towards a perfect sky, filled with stars. “Want to sit by the fire?”

That was a bit of a surprise. Usually, and even the last time she was with him online, they got down to business pretty quickly. She hesitated.

“I mean,” said Greg, “it’d be nice to get to know you a little better. But if you would just rather…”

Venus plopped down in the sand. “It’s beautiful how they have the sparks dance up towards the stars, isn’t it?” she said. When he sat beside her, she took his hand.

“Have you ever been to a beach bonfire in the real world?” he asked.

“Oh sure. I live on the shore of one of the Great Lakes. Beach bonfires are pretty much a required activity when you’re in high school. LOL”

“You do? Which one?”

“Lake Erie.”

“No kidding! I do too!”

“Small world,” Amanda thought silently for a minute.

“Who knows? Maybe we’ve already met in the real world then. Or maybe we will one day?” said Venus. She’d just throw that out there and see what happens. Wasn’t he the guy who said something about Karma the first time they got together in this game? Karma blessings or something? Let’s see how Karmic this becomes.

“Wouldn’t that be ironic?” Greg replied.

“Sure would. This game has players from all around the world.” Venus lifted her hand. “But it would be a head trip to meet someone in real life you knew from here… meeting someone you mind fucked in this game, and THEN go out for coffee? I think THAT would be ironic, don’t you?”

Greg nodded. Neither of them sent any messages to each other for a few moments, and funnily enough, the silence didn’t bother Amanda. She saw Greg’s head drop and rise in a nod and he turned to her.

“What’s your favorite color?” he asked.

Whaaat? “Uhhh… I’m not sure. I haven’t been asked that since I was in the fifth grade or something.”

“Well, that’s a start. What was it back then?”

“Pink! What else would you expect a little girl’s favorite color to be?”

“Haha. My sister’s was purple!”

“OMG! I loved purple too!”

“Do you still?”

Amanda hesitated. Where the heck was this leading up to? She tapped the side of her cheek in thought. “Yeah, I guess I do. But you wouldn’t know that to look at my wardrobe.” Amanda glanced at her closet. “I doubt I have a single item of clothes that’s purple.”

“Why’s that, if you like the color?”

Amanda chewed her lip for a moment. “Because when I started my job, they did a color analysis of me, and purple wasn’t mentioned.” Great, now he’s going to ask where does she work, and all that stuff, and she’s going to have to pretend she’s interested in what he does and all that stuff. Even so… what does he do for a living?

She smirked. Probably is 15 years old and lives in his mother’s basement!

“But YOU like the color.”

“Yeees.”

“Isn’t that good enough? To like it, I mean? I mean, if you like what you’re wearing, won’t you… I don’t know… wear it well or something like that?”

“Wear it with confidence.”

“Yeah! That’s it!”

Well, he was no fifteen year old, that was for sure. She sat back and thought for a moment.

“What state do you live in, Greg?” asked Venus.

“Ohio.”

The silence went on for what felt like hours. As she drummed her fingers on the mattress beside her, she knew, just knew he was doing the same. In one of retail sales training videos they had to watch, when you were really close to having a customer decide on an expensive item, one of the suggestions was to just shut up after you went through your spiel. The phrase they used to describe that critical moment was ‘She who speaks first, loses’.

Bullshit. He might just be shy. Or better yet, he might just be a gentleman.

“Greg?” Venus asked. “You live in Black Rapids, don’t you?” She watched his face on the computer screen. Again, he nodded.

“And this scene in the game reminds you of bonfires at Emerson Beach, right?”

“Yes.”

This was insane. This was absolutely crazy. She glanced at her bedside clock. It was almost one o’clock in the morning. Again, the silence between the two of them stretched out.

She sucked in a lungful of air. If she was going to, she better do it quickly. She typed away.

“I’m going to be at the firepit at Emerson Beach in half an hour. There’s a few of them, and I’m going to be at the one at the end of the line by the seawall. I’m going to wait there for a half an hour. I would like to meet you. If you decide to show up, I’m thinking that it will be a good thing. I can be entirely wrong about this, but I think we’re supposed to meet.” She closed her eyes for a second, then pressed ‘Send’.

And immediately the response came back.

“OK.”

Before she lost her nerve, she flipped down the computer’s lid. She hopped out of bed and began rummaging through her closet and dresser. She didn’t need to shower, just get some clothes on. To be on the safe side, she’d bring the vial of Mace that Mila gave her a while ago. She’d also stop by a 7-11 for condoms.

She stopped stock still.

No.

If he’s the right kind of guy, he’d have the condoms. And if he didn’t, he wasn’t the guy.


Chapter 20: I Have A Problem

She had to stop at the 7-11 anyway. She didn’t have any matches. She also grabbed a newspaper to use as to start the fire and hoped that there would be enough driftwood or scrap wood of some kind or another to start a small fire. At the last minute, she grabbed a mesh bag of kindling wood that was stacked up at the back of the store. During the winter, they had firewood stacked up at the front of the store, but in the Springtime, most of it went to the back to make room for more appropriate seasonal items. If they needed more, ‘Greg’ or whatever his name was could go and forage.

She did what she could. ‘Greg’ or Karma could provide the rest.

Thirty minutes after extending the invitation to this moonlight soiree, she had a small campfire going. It wasn’t anything close to the roaring blaze in the video game, but then there also wasn’t a beachside orgy going on either.

She looked down at her chest. Nor did she have gravity defying E cup boobs.

Oh shit. She wasn’t blonde, either.

And one of her canine teeth was crooked.

Oh shit. What if he’s shorter than her? Oh damn shit! What if he’s way older than her!

AAAAaa! WHAT IF HE’S STILL IN HIGH SCHOOL!

She jumped to her feet. This was a bad idea in more ways than she could ever count. Sure she had Mace. What if he has a gun? There wasn’t a single other car in the parking area when she came to the beach. So even if she started to scream, who would hear her?

“Stupid, stupid, stupid!” She grabbed her purse and sandals and turned to head up the pathway back to the parking area.

“Don’t go, Venus,” a voice called out. When she spun around, she didn’t see anyone. “Please,” it said.

She squinted. He was sitting on an outcrop of rocks on the seawall, deep in the shadow of one of the trees the city had planted along the walkway. When he stood up, she became still.

He picked his way down the wall, stepping on the rocks like they were a footpath, as agile as a mountain ram. He hopped down the last two feet, landing in the dampened sand close to the water’s edge, and in the light of full moon. He put his hands on his hips and stood there looking at her from a distance of less than 10 feet.

She blinked. He looked about her age, maybe a little older, but if so, not by much. His dark brown hair was long and tousled, as if he had just fallen out of bed and ran his hair through it. Then he ran his hair through it again, while maintaining his silence. His eyes were a bright blue, capturing the moonlight and dancing. He smiled at her, with perfectly kissable lips.

Oh my. Amanda’s hand, with a will of its own went to her chest and covered her thudding heart.

“Hello, Venus,” he said, still not moving.

“I… uhhh…” she shook her head. “Do you have a gun?”

The crinkle smile went from his face to be replaced by stunned surprise. “Do I have a what?”

“A gun!” She pulled up her keychain and fumbled with the small canister attached. “I have Mace!” she said, pointing it at him.

He slowly raised his hands. “I don’t have so much as a pocketknife.” He pulled his t-shirt off and turned in a circle. “I don’t think I could hide a gun in these shorts.”

He was right. They were high cut off denim’s, she could see the barest edge of the white pocket liner peeking out from the hem of one leg. They were snug enough that if he had tried to stash a pistol in the pocket she ought to be able to see an outline. Right?

Except that he didn’t need a gun. This guy was a regular exerciser. The muscles across his back, winnowing down to his hips were amazingly defined. He wasn’t an athlete, unless gymnastics was his bag; he had the definition of a bodybuilder, but without the bulk. Bulky muscles or no, one look at him and she knew he could overpower her in a flash if he wanted to.

If she wasn’t so scared, she’d be turned on.

“This… this was a mistake,” she said. “I’m sorry Greg, but I’m going to leave.”

He put his arms down and looked at the fire behind her, crackling away. He looked up at the sky. “It’s a beautiful night, don’t you think?” He held his hands out palm up. “Oh, and my name is Zachary, not Greg, Venus.”

“How do you do?”

“Very well, thanks; considering I have someone pointing a chemical weapon at my face.” He smiled again. “My friends call me Zach.”

“Yeah… well… a girl can’t be too careful these days.”

He nodded slowly. “Especially when she comes out to a deserted beach late at night to meet someone she’s never seen…”

Amanda stomped her foot. “That was a stupid idea! That’s why I’m leaving!”

“Were you drunk when you decided to come out here?”

“No. I don’t drink all that much.” She blinked. “Were you? Are you?”

Zachary chuckled. “No,” he said, again shaking his head slowly. “Although, you got to admit, this whole thing is so surreal, we both could be tripping on magic mushrooms or something, huh?”

She couldn’t help but smile. He was right. She lowered her arm, but kept her finger on the button of the Mace. “When I got here I got scared. I mean you could have been a rapist or something. Or a really old guy. Or a kid!”

“I understand.”

“Oh? Weren’t you worried about anything?”

“Well… after I got here, I really hoped you weren’t a guy.” He shrugged. “After that, I wasn’t too concerned to be honest.”

“What if I was fat? Or really old? Or a rapist or something?”

He pointed a finger. “Well, you are the one holding a weapon.” He waved his hand in the air. “The other stuff wasn’t too much of a worry for me.” He stopped for a second, and his eyes went wide. “Except, now that you mention it; I’m glad you’re not a kid. If you were a fourteen year old girl, I could get in trouble for luring a minor.”

“See! This is a stupid idea!”

“Except you’re not 14. And I’m not a rapist. We’re two people who met online—”

“Yeah. What a pair of losers. We didn’t even meet through a dating site! We met through a sex game site!” Amanda shook her head. When you step out of yourself and look at this objectively, she has to have a screw loose. Her head shot up and she looked at Zachary. What screws are loose up there, mister?

Zachary shrugged again. “I don’t think I’m a loser. My friends and family like me well enough, I earn my own money and bathe regularly.” He cut a hand through the air. “Anyway… how we met isn’t important. What’s important is we met—”

“We fucked online.”

“There is that. At any rate, we met, and…” he spread his arms. “And because there was some kind of connection that went to a deeper level than the online stuff here we are.” He folded his arms. “I think, Venus—”

“My name’s not Venus!” He didn’t reply, just stood there, shirtless in the night, wearing denim cut offs that Daisy Duke would envy and looked at her frankly. Damn it. “My name is Amanda.”

He brightened. “Really? That’s your name?”

Oh shit. Here it comes. She hadn’t heard it since junior high. Ah-MAN-duh! She hated the butch middle part of her name with a passion. “Yes it is? So what?”

He looked off to the side for a moment. “Well, for one thing it’s a much nicer name than Venus.” Bringing his eyes back to her, he added, “Don’t you think so?”

“Well, yeah… I guess so. But I thought Venus was a better handle to use, considering the website, right?”

“Yeah you got a point.” He glanced past her. “The fire’s burning down.” He looked back to her. “If you still want to split, I’ll be disappointed. But it’s your decision.”

She glanced behind her then back at Zachary. Now she wasn’t sure. She fiddled with her keychain.

“You can keep the Mace at the ready. I won’t be insulted.”

Oh what the hell. She looked up at him. “If you’re a serial killer or something, you’re really, really good. She stepped over to the fire and sat on the sand.

Zachary kept standing. “Hey, I… I brought some stuff.” He nodded in the direction of where he had been at the seawall. “You mind if I bring it over?”

She waved a hand in resignation.  “Yeah, sure; whatever.” Amanda watched as Zachary (She wasn’t going to call him Zach! Yet.) Clambered up to where he had been waiting. He picked up a bundle that was next to the tree and carried it back down to the fire. It was a cloth blanket, the corners tied together. He untied the knot and unrolled the contents.

He brought out a bottle of champagne and two glass flutes and placed them on the sand beside Amanda. Taking the cloth, he shook it out and spread a checkerboard pattern picnic blanket on the sand. He plopped down on the blanket.

“There’s plenty of room here, Amanda,” he said, scooting over to the far side. “No need to sit in the sand.”

She stood, brushed off her bum and sat down next to him. Not beside him, she thought. Just next to him on the blanket. She picked up the bottle of champagne and was able to see the label in the combined moonlight and firelight. Moet & Chandon? She sighed.

“What’s wrong?” He was sitting with his arms wrapped around his knees.

She shook her head sadly. “I get it on with a guy a lot faster in virtual reality than I do in the real world, Zachary.” She put the bottle down, giving it a twist so it would seat into the sand under the blanket. “This is all really nice, you’re seduction technique is right out of Playboy magazine, I’ll bet. I’m sure you’ve had a lot of success with it with girls, but I think—”

He burst out laughing.

“What’s so damn funny? I’m sort of paying you a compliment you know.”

Zachary shook his head. “No, it’s the ‘lot of success’ comment.” He continued hugging his knees. “I’ve never done this before.”

“Yeah. Right.” She picked the bottle up. “You just happened to have a bottle of expensive champagne kicking around, huh? Just waiting for ‘that special someone’ to show up.” She patted the blanket. “You just happened to have a picnic blanket straight out of Abercrombie and Fitch all ready to go for that ‘one special moment’.” She smiled ruefully. “I got to give you points for style, Zachary, I really do. But you’re so full of shit it’s coming out your ears.” She plopped the bottle back down. “I imagine you nicked this from your Dad’s liquor cabinet and the blanket from your Mom’s picnic basket.” She eyed him. “You’re a player, but I’m sorry, you’re barking up the wrong tree.” She put her hands on the blanket and began to push herself to a standing position.

Zachary reached out and touched her arm. “Wait. Please. You’re so wrong it’s almost tragic. It will be tragic if you leave.”

“Oh really?”

“Yeah. You missed a few points, Sherlock.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“Well, for starters, I didn’t take this blanket from my mother. It’s mine.”

“Sure.”

“No, honest! Look!” He grabbed one of the corners of the blanket and held it up. Embroidered inside a small circle was the word ‘Zachary’. “See? It would be really weird to have a mother with that name, don’t you think?”

Grabbing the bottle of champagne, he continued. “I didn’t rip this off my father either. The fact is I don’t live with my parents.” He held up a hand. “Don’t get me wrong, they’re awesome, but I have my own place.”

“Where’s that? A tent in the woods of the park? You didn’t drive here; you got here ahead of me and there aren’t any other cars in the parking lot.”

Zachary snorted. “No, I didn’t drive, I walked.” He looked past her shoulder. “My place is really close.” He pointed. “Top floor, on the right corner. That’s my living room.” He looked over at her. “I left the lights on; at this hour most everyone else is asleep.”

She turned around to see he was pointing at one of the high rise condo buildings that overlooked Lake Erie. The tallest one.

The condos that sat right on the lake.

The really, really expensive condos.

“Oh.” She chewed her lower lip and slowly turned back to Zachary. “Uhh… isn’t that on the top floor?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t they call that a Penthouse?”

He made a wan smile and nodded. “Yeah… kinda.”

“And you own it.”

“Yep.”

Slowly shaking her head, she said, “I’m not the girl for you, Zachary. I’m not what you want.” Damn him! This would have been easier to get out of is he wasn’t so close to perfection. She wished she wasn’t so messed up. She had to admit to herself… she was well and truly messed up.

“You’re absolutely right. You’re not what I want.” He tilted his chin towards his condo. “I have just about every thing a guy could want, Amanda.” He turned his gaze on her. “You’re also absolutely wrong when you refer to yourself as a what. You’re a who.” He smiled at her and put an arm on her shoulder. His hand felt so warm on her. “Tell me, why did you come?”

She wanted to say ‘I dunno…’ but that felt like a cop out. She felt her face warm and looked away. “You want the truth?” She saw him nod silently. Barely moving her lips she said, “I wanted to get laid.”

“And now?”

“And now, I’m scared to death.” She reached across and picked up Zachary’s hand. “There’s a problem.”

“Oh?”

She nodded. “I’m a Swinger.”

“What! You’re kidding! You mean that you’ve actually been to clubs and stuff like what’s online, but in real life?”

“Well, I haven’t been to clubs yet, but I’ve been to some house parties and played with people.” She kept staring at his hand, unable to meet his eyes.

“Like orgies and stuff. Like group sex and daisy chains? In real life! Holy shit! Wow, Amanda! That’s so hot and so cool!” He threw his fists up in the air. “Totally awesome! I knew it! I just knew that you would be just the right girl to meet! Whoo hooo!”

Now this was a complete surprise. She thought that if she had told him she was a Swinger, he’d be turned off because he’d feel jealous or something. Instead, Zachary’s acting like he just won the damn lottery!

“So you’ve been involved in the Swinger Lifetyle too, Zachary?” she asked.

“What? Me? No!” He looked at her like she had two heads. “I haven’t had much of a social life at all. I was a real jerk in high school, but in college, when I majored in Finance, I didn’t have the time because of the workload.” He tilted his head from side to side. “And then, when I landed a job on Wall Street, I decided that I’d work non-stop for seven years, make a pile and get out. Last year, I made my walk away money target and quit.” He gave a short laugh. “And now… his lips pulled away from his teeth in a grimace. “I got everything I want, but I also have a problem.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa! You’re telling me that you’re independently wealthy?”

“No! Financially independent. If I live within my means, I won’t have to get a job.”

“You’re retired.”

Zachary nodded. “Yeah.”

“You’re 30 years old and retired.”

“No. I’m 28.” He gave her a cheese grin.

Amanda thought for a moment. “Are you sick, Zachary? Is that your problem?”

Now she watched his face darken in a blush. “No… I’m healthy as a horse. I really had to pay attention to stuff like that while I was working in Finance. It was incredibly stressful. That kind of a job can kill you if you don’t pay attention to maintaining healthy habits.”

Stress. She put a hand on his shoulder. “You had a nervous breakdown, didn’t you?”

His face went from scarlet to pale in an instant. This guy must be a terrible poker player; she could read his emotions like the back of her hand.

“No! I kept stuff in perspective pretty well! I got into some Far Eastern philosophies—you know, Buddhism and some of the stuff from Hare Krishna. It kept me on an even keel during the tough times.”

“Karma Blessings. You said that to me the first time we met on the game.”

“Yeah! I did! I never said to anyone before you.” He started to flush again. “Or since,” he added quietly. His face brightened again. “Now tell me, how did you get into Swinging?” His face darkened. “Oh no! Swingers are married! Don’t tell me you’re married! Don’t tell me you have a boyfriend!”

“No. Not married, and no boyfriend.”

“You’re single. Really single.” When she nodded, he said, “You must have a great time fucking those guys then, huh? And their wives are okay with it?”

She tucked her shoulders up to her ears and let them back down as she tilted her head side to side. “Well… the sex I’ve had has been great…” With a sharp exhale she said, “It’s kind of complicated.”

Zachary nodded. “Complicated? I get that. Here I am, on a beach blanket at night, with a merry little bonfire going, sitting next to a girl who could be a super-model.” He leaned across her to grab a few more pieces of the firewood she had brought and tossed them into the dancing flames. And sighed.

“Zachary. What’s the matter? You said you have a problem?”

His face reddened again. He brought his knees up to his chest and bent his head down on top of them as he closed his eyes. “Ahmafferghnnnnnnnn” he said, his mouth muffled by his knees.

Amanda touched his shoulder. “What did you say?”

He lifted his head and looked at her.

“I’m a virgin, Amanda.”

She sighed. “You’re a virgin?”

He nodded. Then he grinned. It was an almost insane grin. “Yeah, but not for much longer, right?” He blinked at her like kid on Christmas morning. “I mean… you’re a Swinger!”

Amanda felt her jaw drop. Oh boy.


Chapter 21:Complicated

She stared blankly at him for a few moments then turned her head to stare out over the lake. The surface of the water was completely still. It was as if the whole world was holding its breath. Her eyes flitted across the lake, seeing the full moon’s reflection shining like a spotlight.

Keeping her eyes focused on the lake, she said, “How in the world does a guy, living in New York City for seven years, making good money, stay a virgin?” She turned her head towards Zach. “Were you religious or something?”

“You mean like a bible thumper? That if I had sex outside of marriage I’d burn in hell?” When she nodded, Zach shook his head no. “In high school I wasn’t popular at all.” He grimaced. “I was the kid everyone made fun of or picked on. So I kept to myself and studied hard. When I went to college… I didn’t know how to deal with girls and stuff. I had my own place, just a one bedroom, but no roommates. When I got hired and went to New York…” He paused and gave a short, rueful laugh. “When I got to New York, I was too scared.”

“Scared? Of what?”

“Everything. I was scared that I would screw up at my job, for starters, so I put in more hours than anyone else at the firm. After about two years, I knew that stuff inside out and my trade recommendations were paying off big time. I caught a promotion from analyst to broker and I had to start all over again.” He put his hands on the blanket behind him and leaned back. “I was also… well… ‘girl stupid’. The couple of times I went on dates, I acted like a real asshole.”

“They have escorts. I read that Wall Street uses some top of the line escort services.”

“They sure do! Some of the guys I worked with used them all the time. No commitment, and everything was above board.”

“But not you.”

Zach shook his head. “No.” His face became thoughtful. “Maybe if I hadn’t been a virgin I would have, you know? But the idea of having my first time be with a hooker…” he looked over to her. “It felt too… tawdry.”

Amanda nodded. “And as the days, weeks, months and years passed, it just got bigger, right? It just got worse.”

“Exactly!” His exclamation startled her a little and she flinched. “You totally understand!”

She gave a small smirk. “Better than you can imagine.”

“Oh? The same thing happened to you?”

“Yes,” she said, nodding.

“How did you get past it? I mean, this whole virgin thing is like this huuuuge barrier in my life, you know? I don’t know how I can have a relationship or anything with this hanging over me.”

“Yes, it’s a shroud, covering everything, huh?”

“Yes!” Zach hammered his fist down onto the sand. “I always thought of it like that too!” He turned his head to her. “Where have you been all my life?”

“Black Rapids,” she said with a smile.

“We really have a lot in common. The online game, how we both like this area of the beach—”

“And how we’re both virgins.”

“Yeah, that—” his mouth hung open and his eyes boggled. “What?”

Amanda moved close to him. “And how we’re both going to stop being virgins tonight.”

Zach pointed a finger at her. “You?”

“Yep.”

“But… but… you’re a Swinger!”

“I said it was complicated.” She bent forward to unbutton his shorts. “Now lie back.”


Chapter 22: Storm Surge

She knew in her heart and soul that if she didn’t do this now, it would never happen. This was as close to a perfect setting. They were alone on a beach, under a full moon. There was a bottle of chilled champagne, and they were on a checkerboard picnic blanket. Zach was romance book cover hot, and he was strongly attracted to her. Honestly, what more could a girl want?

Yes, of course she knew him less than an hour! Of course there was a really, really good chance that this was going to end in disaster! Even though she had used vibrators and dildos for years, having a guy up inside her was going to be an entirely different ballgame. The blowjob with Josh demonstrated just how far apart a virtual experience and a real life one was.

Zach could hurt her. He was a virgin! He could go nuts and really hurt her! When she pulled his shorts down to his knees and saw how thick his limp cock was, she knew he was going to be pretty big when he got aroused.

Worse… if he doesn’t call… that would be worse.

Forget it! That’s enough! He’s a nice guy!

And judging from how limp his cock was right now, he was as scared as she was. She snapped his shorts away from his feet and tossed them.

She was resting back on her haunches now, looking down on him. He was totally bug eyed, his breath coming in short gasps.

“Zachary, anytime you want to stop, just say so,” she said, her voice even.

“Stop? Are you crazy?” He took a deep breath. “Y’know, you can call me Zach. After all, I think we’re kind of friends now, Amanda.” He smiled in the cutest way possible and sat up.

“Oh. Yeah. I guess you’re right… Zach.” Zach. That sounded pretty cool; and she had to admit, she had been calling him Zach in her head since he confessed.

“Good.” He leaned over and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Just so you know, you can say stop anytime.”

“I’ll say ‘Platypus’.” When she saw the puzzlement in his eyes, she giggled. “That’s a long story too. Don’t worry, if I want you to stop, you’ll know.” She went still. What the hell do they do now?

“Fair enough,” he said. The hand that had brushed her locks back was on her shoulder. Zach sat further up so he was facing her, resting on his haunches as well. The hand on his shoulder went to the back of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine.

He drew her to him and kissed her.

He wasn’t the first guy she ever kissed, not by a long shot. She had been kissed before. Her lips and mouth had danced with many other mouths. From being six years old and Donny Watkins stealing a kiss in the schoolyard, all the way to just today when Josh kissed her so beautifully. Kisses were things she had done, and had a fair bit of experience with.

Until this one.

As his lips pressed on hers, and his mouth swayed across hers just that little bit from side to side, the spirit and promise of every single kiss she had ever experienced in her life was in it. All of the times she had been kissed—from boo-boo’s to luscious lust, from her grandma to her most recent lover, all of the goodness of every kiss she ever received in her life was in this one, all at the same time. Tenderness and passion, assuaging comfort and raw desire were commingled in this one kiss.

And she gave his kiss right back to him.

Tomorrow may never come. All of her yesterdays didn’t matter. All that that existed for her was this moment, the precious here and now she felt, she experienced, with this man. Right here. Right now.

More.

She wanted—no, she needed more of him. Her own hand went behind his neck, and she pressed her mouth back onto his. She spread her lips open and with a flick of her tongue invited him within her.

With no hesitation, Zachary accepted. His tongue slid past her lips and rested atop her own. With a pulsing flow, he stroked the inside of her mouth, over and under her own tongue, lightly tapping the roof of her mouth and back down again.

With a gentle, steady and increasing pressure, he sucked at her mouth. Feeling it surprised her the slightest bit; then she inhaled through her nose, and when he sucked again on her, she exhaled the gentlest of puffs of air into his mouth and felt him take it into his lungs.

Oh my.

His hands began to fumble with her blouse. She took her own hands from his face and brushed his away; in the space of heartbeats she had her blouse unbuttoned and slipped off. With a shrug and the ends of her thumbs she pulled the straps of her tank top down and off her arms, exposing her breasts to the night air and his hands.

They both let out a soft moan as he began to stroke and possess her breasts. A thrill of electricity travelled down her back to her tummy when he coned his hand over a breast and with thumb and forefinger began to tenderly but firmly massage her nipples.

She had always been self conscious about them because of their firmness. Unlike the small buttons many other women had, hers had a tendency to protrude, and always at unwelcome times. Now, as he easily grasped her flesh, she dropped her head to his shoulder relishing his increasing hunger.

When he gave one a firm twist, she groaned “Oh, yeeeees!” into his ear. He began to alternate a soft delicate stroke and a firm, craving twist, the oscillations of pleasure building higher and higher. She rocked into his shoulder, keeping her back arched to give him access.

Hot damn it was wonderful! She inhaled deeply as he repeated his caresses and pinches, his scent filling her; a background of Eastern incense overlaid with a fresh citrus. She reveled in his smell and began to suck on his neck. He responded with a tremble and a groan of his own.

Her hand went to his waist, finding his cock. She circled her hand around it, holding its firmness in her fist and began to pulse her hand in time with the rhythm of his hands on her breasts. He began to swell immediately, going from a rich thickness to a stiff hardness in seconds.

Oh shit she wanted him! Oh shit she was so scared!

With a gentle but insistent pressure, Zach rolled her onto her back. She kept her hand on his shaft, not wanting to let go as he stretched his arms above her, like he was getting ready to do pushups.

His blue eyes glittered in the moonlight like sapphire flakes, gazing into her own. Then his gaze somehow went past her eyes and was inside of her. Zach wasn’t looking at her, he was looking into her.

For a moment she panicked. She licked her lips and her eyes flew open even wider in fear. Zach was unrelenting in his absorption of her; she could feel herself flow out from her and into him… through that glittering blue gate that were his eyes.

Still holding himself above her, he nestled his legs between hers, spreading them.

When he did that, a small gasp escaped her lips; and with that gasp, his ravenous gaze vanished, replaced with a look of concern.

“You okay?” he whispered.

She turned her head away, staring out at the shimmering lake and moonlit sky.

No, she wasn’t okay. She was damn confused. She wanted him as much as he wanted her—more than she had ever, ever wanted a guy. At the same time, and every bit as strongly, she wanted desperately to escape this moment!

How the hell is she supposed to cope with this? This is more Venus territory, but this isn’t any online game!

But Venus is here… She blinked at the realization.

The lascivious, horny and alluring part of her that created Venus was right here too, right? And is as much a part of her as any dreams, yearnings or desires are. There’s a part of Amanda that loves to go kayaking. And there’s a part of Amanda who loves to be sexy, wanton and uninhibited.

It was all up to her…

The sensation of Zach pulling himself away from her snapped her back.

“Yes, Zach,” she said, encircling her arms up and around his neck. “I am okay. A little nervous for a second, that was all.” She drew his head down to her. “Now where were we?” she said with a grin.

“Right around here, I think,” said Zach as he kissed her quickly and slid further down to her breasts. He placed his hand over one, and began to suck the nipple of the other. She cradled his head to her chest as his other hand went to her crotch and began to pull off her panties. She raised her butt to allow him to slip them off, and his hand began to massage her mons at the same time his mouth suckled and chewed on her tits.

“Ohhh…” the groan escaped her lips when he bit softly on the very tip of a nipple and at the same moment slid a finger up inside of her.

Zach’s mouth continued down her torso, stopping to lick at her belly button for a moment, and stopped at the top of her pussy.

His head rose and again, his shining eyes bore into her.

“I’m going to go down on you now, Amanda. I’m going to make you come with my mouth, and then I’m going to fuck your pussy,” his voice, now husky came from a deep place.

“I want to suck your cock first,” she growled back at him.

“We’ll see!” he said. He dropped his head to her crotch and began to lick the length of her vulva with a thick, wet tongue, dribbling saliva as he went.

His tongue barely touched her clit; even so, it was a jolt. She flinched upwards for an instant. “Yeeessss!” she hissed, and relaxed back down, opening her knees wider. When he began to suck on her clit, she sat back up, her arms straightening into the blanket. She could see the top of Zach’s head as he rolled it up and down, slathering her pussy, ending each stroke with a suck on her clit. She lay back down and closed her eyes as she flexed her hips up to his mouth.

“Oh Zach, suck my hot cunt!” she said. Talking dirty was like a cattle prod; his movements increased in intensity. “Oh baby! I love your mouth on my wet pussy! Lick my pussy cream you fucking stud! I want your cock!”

Nothing she had ever done to herself with her toys while online came close to the climbing pleasure she was having from Zach. She let go of the blanket and began to caress the top of his head.

“That’s right, baby, lick me good. OOooooh Zach! Oh Zach! It’s sooo fucking good!

She felt his fingers slip up inside of her and begin to rotate around her pussy walls, pushing and stretching her membranes.

“Oh God! Yeeesss!” she moaned. “I love that! Keep that up, baby!”

Again, Zach lifted his head to look in her eyes as he played with her.

He smiled. It wasn’t a smirk, he didn’t look smug at all. It was… happy. He was happy that she was feeling such pleasure, happy being the person bringing her body up into a new realm of sensation, feeling her quivers begin. Happy for what was happening in this moment, and happy for what was to come. She cupped his cheek; he blinked, his eyes bright, and lowered his face again.

He twisted his hand and began to massage the top of her pussy from the inside, finding that G-spot like a guided missile. As his fingers fluttered on the spongy area, his lips and mouth moved to her clit and began to sweep it with warm, wet strokes, slipping and slurping along its surface.

An intense sizzle rocketed through her, from the top of her head, down, down and down her spine ending on his busy fingers and his beautiful, wonderful, kissable mouth. She lay her head back, again seeing the stars, but now, feeling them. She was becoming one with everything. She felt another sizzle, this time stronger, pulsing deeper.

OhmyGod. OhmyGod.

With a lurch, her shoulders came off the blanket. She tore at Zach’s hair.

“Now, Zach! Now! Now! Now!”

“Oh, baby,” he groaned.

His head shot up, and he wriggled up the blanket above her. She reached down between their legs and grasped his cock, her fingers over his. They fell into one another’s eyes as together, they filled her pussy with his hard, yearning shaft. As they covered his aching hard meat with her sweet pussy walls.

“Oh God!” they both said in one voice as he entered her. Slowly, thickly, beautifully he filled her and stretched her. Their hips jostled and bumped as they both vied for the deepest, truest and fullest filling possible.

“Ahhhmaannnda!” he gasped, his voice a husky growl.

“Iiiinn meee Zach!” she squealed back. She lifted her knees back towards her shoulders and he nudged in that extra, beautiful awesome bit. He held himself there, watching her. She replied with a nod, and he began to stroke in and out of her.

Each stroke was a treasure. Each instant of void then fullness was an epic sensation. She clung to his back as her opening clung to his hardness, pushing her hips up and back in perfect timing to his own.

Zach lowered himself to rest on one elbow. With his free hand, he stroked her face with a finger. When it went over her lips, she opened her mouth and began to suck on it in time with him fucking her.

“I’m getting close, baby,” he said.

She took her hand and covered his and guided them both down between her legs. Together they massaged the top of her clit as he continued to stroke into her.

“Fuck me, baby, fuck me, Zach!” she gasped.

Houston, we have ignition!

“Right there, Zach! Right there, right there!”

Her ears roared with a thunderous red, rolling wave. It began at her toes and fingers, rolling up her legs and down through her body to where she was joined with him. Every inch of her body was crying out in a blissful death and rebirth as wave after wave of red roiling joy rolled over and through her in explosion after explosion.

And that was only the first one.

Like a building storm surge, the second wave dwarfed the first, only to be subsumed by a third, then fourth.

Amanda stretched her neck back and yowled. She didn’t scream; it was a guttural joining with stars a ‘borning, fault lines aligning and icebergs breaking off to tumble into the sea. She was an animal rutting, and an angel singing praise to creation. Over and over again, a new wave of pleasure bore down on her and shot through her, to be followed by an even greater one.

Together, they wrestled as one, clenching and drawing from the other, to give it back with an intensity neither knew was in them until it was spent.

As she tumbled from her newest precipice, she felt Zach begin to shift and tremble.

Her eyes opened.

“Come in me, Zach. Come in me…” she whispered.

“I didn’t put on a…” He gasped. He began to pull out from her.

“It’s okay. I’ll be okay.” She clenched her legs behind him, grasping her into herself. “Come in me… pleeeease!” It was all he needed.

“Oh shit, Amanda! Oh shit you’re so damn sweet, so damn good! You’re killing meeee!” He began to thrust into her, emptying himself. His hips began a new thrust, and she felt his semen, his come, his thick wad spurt inside of herself, creating a new sensation of slipperiness. It was all she needed to be shoved over the edge once more. Together, clinging to one another, they fell off into forever.


Chapter 23: By Accident

The following evening, Elena and Mila were in the back office at the store working late.

Bullshit.

Matt had just pulled his cock from Elena’s pussy, and Mila was cleaning both of them off.

“You really do love the taste of my cum,” Matt said in a lazy voice as Mila squeezed a last drop from the top of his shaft. He was stretched out on the office chair, Mila was sitting on the desk and Mila was squatted down between them, alternating from Matt’s crotch to Elena’s pussy.

“Mmm…” said Mila. She turned to Elena. “Got a last drop for me,” she said with a smirk as she resumed licking Elena. She kept at it until Elena started to squirm. Lifting her head, she said to Matt, “Your cum is delicious; but it’s awesome with its mixed with Elena sauce!”

Elena gently nudged Mila’s head away. “That’s enough, baby…” her voice a hoarse whisper. “I can’t handle any more!”

With wide eyed innocence, Mila said, “But Elena! I’m just returning the favor! You made me orgasm for like forever before Matt fucked you!” Even so, she leaned away and stood up. Matt’s arm circled her waist and she sat on his lap.

“Well, that was my fantasy, Mila,” he said. “Watching you and Elena get it on in the office is something I’ve been fantasizing about since you came to that house party.”

She hugged him and kissed his cheek. “Well, it’s sure a great employee fringe benefit for me, if you want my opinion.”

“Next time, though,” said Elena, “we switch roles, okay Mila?”

“Duh—fer shure!”

They were interrupted by the phone on Elena’s desk ringing. Elena looked down at the call display to see it was Amanda’s cell phone. She picked up the handset and looking at Mila and Matt with a suppressed smile, said, “Hi Amanda! What are you calling the store this late for?”

“Because your cell phone went right to voice mail when I tried it a half hour ago.”

“Oh.”

“Funny, when I tried Mila’s the same thing happened.” Elena could hear a smile in Amanda’s voice. “And I knew you both were closing this evening.” She paused for a moment. “So I figured I should give you gals enough time to…” she gave a ‘cough, cough’ and went on, “finish up, then try the office number.” She let out a giggle. “Tell Mila I said ‘Hi’?”

Shaking her head, Elena looked over at Mila and said, “Amanda says hello.”

“Hi hon!” called out Mila. “Matt’s here too!” She chuckled watching her employer/lover blush.

“Oh! Leaving me out of all the fun, huh boss?” said Amanda.

“Well, you did call in sick today, didn’t you? How are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling much better now,” Amanda purred. “And I owe a big part of it to you guys that are in the store right now.”

“Oh?” Elena looked at the handset for a second and put it back to her ear. “I think there’s a hell of a story there.”

“Ohhh there is… and I’ll tell you the whole thing. But I need a favor right now.”

“Okay; if I can, you got it.”

“I’m going to need the rest of the week off. I know it’s short notice, but I do have a ton of vacay time due, and I really could use the time off.” Elena heard a second voice in the background and Amanda giggle ‘stop it!’.

“Sure, Amanda; that’s no problem.”

“Thank you Elena!” In the background she heard a guy’s voice say ‘Thank youuuuu!’” and laughed. “You got something going on over there, eh?”

“Mmm Hmm…”

“Will you be coming over to the party this Saturday night?”

“At Josh and Carrie’s again?”

“Yes.”

“Uhhh… I think so…” Amanda paused. “Can I bring a date?”

Elena’s eyes widened in surprise. She looked from Mila to Matt. “You want to bring a date,” she said and watched their eyes fly open in shock too.

“Yes, a date. Will that be alright?”

“You met a guy?”

“Mmm hmmm.”

“And you’re bringing him to a play party?”

“Mmm hmmm.”

Elena let out a sigh. “Amanda.”

“Yeeees?”

“On Saturday you were a virgin.”

“That’s right.”

“And now you want to bring a guy to a play party.”

“That’s right.”

“How the hell did that happen?”

Amanda let out a peal of laughter. “Sort of by accident!”

The End of Accidental Swingers Part 3: The Accidental Virgin!
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Accidental Swingers 4: The Accidental Tutor

About this book

Mila’s a good girl gone FUN!

And she’s become very, very good at being wickedly dirty!

For as long as she can remember, Mila’s always enjoyed a good romp. With a guy, a girl, or both, as long as no one gets hurt, the pleasures of the flesh have been delicious. 

In a bar, she’s hit on by a cute older guy named Damian. He thinks she’s hot. He thinks she’s a hooker.

Oops.

You can’t blame the guy, he’s been out of circulation for nine years and needs some help re-entering the modern dating scene. As nice as he is, he’s kind of a klutz, so Mila decides to help him. Heaven help them both!

She takes him on a tour of just how fun being dirty can be!


Chapter 1: Almost Perfect

Mila Winston let out a sigh of relief when her phone buzzed with Todd’s reply to her text.

YEAH, I’M HORNY TOO

She gave a fist pump. Yes! Good ol’ Todd; he could always be counted on during a dry spell. Her fingers flew on her phone’s screen:

AWESUM! WHEN CAN YOU BE HERE?

She sat back and waited. She knew better than to go over to Todd’s place. With his two roommates, there would be too many distractions when she just needed a booty call. One of his housemates worked nights, and the other guy had a girlfriend who was there pretty regularly. Mila just wanted to take care of business without the social niceties.

Before she could decide whether or not to change the sheets on her bed, her phone fired back a response:

GIMME TWO HOURS. GOTTA SHOWER AND I’M STILL AT WORK, K?

She sat back and drummed her fingers on her dining table. Todd worked highway construction; that was how they met—he was an employee of Matt Johnson, her boss’ husband. And there was something really sexy for her this afternoon about a guy coming in from work all sweaty and randy.

She typed

NO

And pressed ‘send’. In a flash, Todd’s reply popped.

NO? WHAT’S THAT SUPPOSED TO MEAN? YOU CHANGED YOUR MIND???

She chuckled and sent her reply

NOT. AT. ALL. I MEAN NO SHOWER! JUST GET HERE ASAP AND BRING YOUR MANLY SMELL WITH YOU! YOU CAN SHOWER LATER!

She no sooner pressed ‘send’ than he replied:

OK BABY

No sooner did that message appear than he sent a follow up:

HOW HORNY ARE YOU?

Mila snorted and typed:

V E R Y

To which Todd replied:

CAN I BRING A FRIEND?

Her eyes widened reading the screen. Sure, she and Todd had threesomes and moresomes in the past, but in all the other cases it was a spur of the moment either at a House Party or at a Swinger club. He never just pulled one out of the hat like this before. ‘His hardhat,’ she snickered to herself.

Her stomach began to flutter, knowing her answer before she did. She clenched her thighs together, feeling the flesh press in. She chortled again and typed:

IF YOU PROMISE TO SUCK HIS COCK FOR ME, THEN I’M GOOD

‘Let’s see just how open minded your buddy is, Todd,’ she thought to herself.

SEE YOU IN AN HOUR THEN. WE’LL BE OVER STRAIGHT FROM WORK. WE’LL BRING THE BEER!

She was going to have to move it then! She bobbed her eyebrows as she stood up to head to the bathroom to shower.

She’d change the sheets after they left!

****

She was finishing up in the bathroom, just putting on her shiny red hooker lip gloss when the apartment buzzer rang. The smile reflecting in the mirror was downright wicked.

The vixen who winked back at her was hot to trot and dressed for the occasion. She had accentuated her almond shaped eyes with mascara and eye shadow, bringing out the Asian aspect of her Eurasian background. She gave a quick twirl in front of the full length mirror on the back of the door; the pleats of her black leather miniskirt flared up, almost showing her ass, but not quite. She had a thing for pleated skirts. Her almost waist length jet black hair splayed out in a curtain at the same time.

“Raw-ther the tease, Miz Winston,” she said to her reflection and headed to the intercom.

“Who is it?” she asked when she pressed the button.

“Todd and Jeremy’s pussy service,” Todd’s voice crackled over the tinny speaker.

“No thank you, I gave at the office!” she said. Pausing for a moment, she hit the buzzer to unlock the front entranceway to her building and opened her apartment’s door.

One of the advantages of the condo building she lived in was that each of the eight apartments on the floor had a small alcove, almost like a foyer, in front of the door. Many of Mila’s neighbors had put out small tables or chairs so that visitors could remove their boots in inclement weather. Mila liked the extra dose of privacy it afforded. She stood at her doorway until she heard the elevator doors open and the footfalls of work boots come up the hallway.

When Todd and his buddy Jeremy turned into the alcove, they stopped dead in their tracks.

Mila stood in the doorway with her hands on her hips, which were tilted at a sexy jaunt. On one side, her miniskirt had ridden almost up to her crotch. The two men’s gazes went from her black stiletto heels, up her bare legs, to her exposed tummy, over her black leather bolero jacket to her face, where her mouth was licking her lips.

“Oh fuuuuuck,” Jeremy let out in a whisper.

“Yep. That’s definitely gonna happen, buddy,” said Todd, stepping past his friend.

Without another word, he swept Mila up, and she wrapped her arms around his neck.

“Hey…” he said.

She pulled his head to hers and kissed him, her small tongue pushing into his mouth hungrily.

Todd carried her into the apartment and down the hall to her bedroom. He heard Jeremy close the door behind them and his footsteps following them into the room.

Entering the bedroom, Todd lay Mila down onto the king size mattress in the center. She quickly kicked off her shoes and rose up to her knees.

“Well,” she asked, “who’s your friend?”

“Mila, this is Jeremy, Jeremy, meet Mila. She’s everything I said she was, isn’t she?”

Jeremy wasn’t as tall as Todd, but he made up for it with his football player’s physique. He stepped in front of Todd and held out his hand. “How do you do, Mila?” he said.

Taking his hand in hers, she said, “Very well, thank you; and I hope to be doing even more before long!” Her lips smiled.

Jeremy’s eyes widened and he flicked a glance at Todd. “You weren’t kidding, bro. Hot. To. Trot.”

“Told ya,” Todd said as he unbuttoned his denim work shirt.

Jeremy peeled his T-shirt off and knelt onto the bed. His work boots were untied, so he pushed them off his feet as he paced on his hands and knees to Mila.

She sat back on her haunches as he approached. He took her face in his brawny hand; she could feel the calluses against her cheeks as he pulled her face towards him. Shit his hands were big; his fingers were thick sausages, and his palm alone could cover half her head. She gulped when she thought of the adage of what large strong hands implied. Gulped in anticipation.

Jeremy’s mouth was on her and she inhaled sharply. Ohmygod. This guy smelled like a banked campfire; glowing wood embers and dry leaves. Her hands flew to his face and she opened her mouth wide for his tongue, which like a thickened cobra slithered in, filling her with a promise of what was to come.

She looked past Jeremy to see Todd now almost naked. He was fiddling with his swelling cock as he watched them begin this sensual dance. His hand was pressing and fondling his shaft down to his shaved balls and back up. She made eye contact and he licked his lips.

“You’re gonna love how his cock tastes, Mila,” he murmured.

Todd’s matter of fact endorsement of his buddy tripped a switch for her. This was going to be good…

She broke the kiss and began to fumble at the belt and button of Jeremy’s jeans. His hands shooed hers away, and he deftly undid his pants and slipped them off along with his boxer shorts and socks.

When he knelt on the bed again, her hands went up to his pecs, her palms rubbing the smooth muscles. They felt like the side panels of a pickup truck they were so smooth and hard. She bent forward and began to suck one of his nipples as she pinched the other nipple between her fingernails. Hard.

“Oh yeah!” he gasped. The enormous meat hook of his hand encircled her head and pressed her tightly to his chest. She stopped sucking his nipple and bit down on it, to be rewarded with another yelp of pleasure/pain. “I like it when it’s a little rough, baby!” he hissed.

Good. So did she.

She only had a glimpse of his cock when he had shucked off his clothes because her king size bed was so high. With her face still buried in his chest, her hand rubbed down Jeremy’s torso to his waist and then to his crotch.

Oh God, all of the cliché’s about hand size are true! She whipped her head off Jeremy’s chest to stare down at the thick phallus in her palm. He wasn’t even entirely hard yet, but her hand couldn’t close around it! It wasn’t more than average length, but the circumference was huge!

“Meet Mister Salami, Mila.” She lifted her head to see Jeremy’s grin. “Think you can handle it?”

She waggled her eyebrows at him. “It won’t be for lack of trying, hon!” She cocked her head over at Todd, who was watching silently. “Well, I better do that taste test, huh?”

She slid onto her side and propped herself up on an elbow as her other hand began to stroke Jeremy’s shaft. Whereas most guys had a mushroom shaped knob, Jeremy’s cock was a thick, smooth kielbasa. Glancing up into his eyes, she said, “I don’t know how much of this I can get in my mouth.”

His hand came softly to the side of her head as he nodded. “I know… deep throating isn’t something I get much with this schwartz,” he said with a wistful smile. “I won’t be pushing your face down; just do your best.”

She opened her mouth as wide as she could and put her lips over the tip and inhaled sharply through her nose. Oh man, Todd wasn’t lying. Jeremy’s cock tasted wonderful. His body’s aroma of singed firewood and fall leaves was just the overture. As his shaft entered her mouth and slid over her tongue, a sharpened version of his scent filled her being with a tangy after bite. Jeremy tasted fabulous; she couldn’t wait to taste his cum.

With muffled yums and coos she began to bob her head, fighting her gag reflex to get as much of Jeremy in her mouth as she could. His hands lightly stroked her cheeks and neck as she savored him, and she was further rewarded by feeling his shaft thicken and grow harder as she sucked on him.

His hands left her head and began to play with her breasts. He palmed each one; again, his rough calluses added a sharp dimension to the sensation—like the bristles of a horsehair brush the kneading and tweaks on her breast sent small bursts of arousal straight down to her stomach, each one building on the one before.

She was stretched out before Jeremy, her feet seesawing up and down in time to her head’s nods up and down over his shaft. She began to twist her wrist as she went down on him, to be rewarded with another gasp from him.

Her free hand played with his body, her palm moving in smooth strokes up his abdomen to pinch a nipple and down to his waist, snaking behind him to grasp at his ass cheek.

Oh fuck.

If his pecs were as firm as granite, his ass was carved from ironwood! A tight, rounded butt with just a hint of a bubble… with a hollow!

She neither knew nor cared just why a hollow space on the side of a man’s ass turned her on, but it did. And Jeremy had a perfect one. It was a shallow bowl, a small birdbath carved out from the mass of muscle that was his thrusters. Her hand traced its outline and her fingers delved over the ridge and stroked across its width.

A sigh escaped her as she continued exploring his body.

She gave a small start when Todd’s hand lifted her skirt and began to trace the cleft of her own ass cheeks. He pushed the edge of his palm between them and began to stroke one cheek from her waist down towards her crotch. She stopped moving her feet and pushed her thighs apart, adjusting herself so she could continue to give head to Jeremy.

Jeremy undid the zipper at the back of her skirt and pulled it off in a smooth movement, leaving her clad only in her bolero jacket. He climbed on the bed behind her, between her open legs. His hands grasped her waist and lifted her onto her knees as Jeremy supported her by the shoulders.

Mila popped Jeremy’s shaft from her mouth with a wet, slurpy noise. “You guys work well together, I didn’t miss a stroke!” she grinned.

“We’ve had some practice,” said Todd from behind. “We also made a bit of a game plan on the way over; that way we wouldn’t be bumping into each other.”

With a sly smile, Mila looked over her shoulder at Todd. “But I want you guys to bump each other! You promised!”

“That’s going to be more slurps than bumps, baby,” Jeremy said with a grin. “Don’t worry about that!”

“Okay!” she said brightly, lowering her head back down to his cock. Oh god he tasted yummy…

She twitched when Todd’s fingers began to play with her asshole and pussy. He was nestled behind her, his hand between them stroking up and down the back of her ass to her mons and back up again. Her hips began to undulate on their own. Todd put one hand onto the small of her back to steady her as his other hand began to stroke and tease her outer pussy lips. He started by softly tracing their outline, lifting his finger to avoid the slightest touch of her clit.

Fucking tease!

She kept her ministrations going on Jeremy’s shaft, but began to pulse her hips down towards Todd’s teasing hand, trying to clasp his wrist with her thighs.

She heard a chuckle burble from his mouth. Then his finger began to stroke up and down the length of her opening and worm its way inside. The bastard still hadn’t so much as graze her clitty, damn him! What was he doing?

Todd answered the question in her mind as if she had been able to say it out loud. He twisted his wrist, flipping his middle finger up inside her and began to massage her G-spot.

The sensation was like a cattle prod. It was totally unexpected, and stunning in the pleasure it caused! Usually her G-spot got rubbed while a guy was licking and nibbling on her clit! But Todd started the party there! The rough, insistent pressure on that spot sent jolts of green blue through her hip bone and her back stiffened.

“You okay, Mila?” he asked, pausing his motion, but keeping the pad of his finger centered on the spongy area up inside her.

“Ummhmmm…” she said. Taking her mouth away from Jeremy, she added, “It feels great, I was just surprised!” She put her mouth back onto Jeremy.

“That’s me—‘Mister Creativity’.” He adjusted himself behind her. “I’m gonna fuck your pussy now, baby.”

With a roll of her hips and a moan escaping from her mouth, Mila urged Todd on.

He rested his cock against the crack of her ass and slid it up and down. The sensation of the side of his cock against the small pucker of her asshole added to the pulses of pleasure throbbing through her waist. Todd took his shaft and glazed the outside of it on her now soaking wet pussy lips, and with a small stroke, entered her just enough for his knob to push up against the walls of her hot, aching box.

She didn’t realize how horny she was until he was inside her. She dropped her hips to get him in deeper, but he backed away, keeping just his knob up inside.

Fucking tease! She loved it!

She relaxed back up and Todd moved in again, pushing himself further up inside.

She had to take her mouth away from Jeremy’s meat, as delightful as it was. Her pussy was beginning to take over and the pleasure from what was happening down there needed all her attention.

Jeremy bent at the waist and his hand went across her tummy and began to massage Missy Clitty in time with Todd’s thrusts. Oh fuck it was nice. Mila relaxed her arms and dropped her shoulders to the bed.

Closing her eyes, she let herself start rolling in waves of pleasure, each one being stronger than the other. These boys were good!

“You gonna cum inside her bro?” she heard Jeremy ask. “Cuz if you do, I’m gonna clean up all your jizz from her cunt, man!”

“Oh fuck, that sounds so hot, Jeremy,” Mila gasped. “Then Todd’s gonna suck you off while I finger your asshole, right?”

“Oh man!” grunted Todd. “Oh man oh man oh man!” He grasped her by each side of her hipbone, lifting her off the bed. His cock was spearing her now, and Jeremy’s hand was a blur on her pussy. “Gonna fill your hole, baby! Gonna…. FILL YOUUUUU!” He was now slamming into her from behind, each thrust accompanied by a throaty roar as he emptied his cock up inside of her. Three then four hard, deep strokes and Todd began to come down. He kept stroking inside of her, and Mila reveled in the now slippery thickness of his cock as his cum coated her pussy.

Todd bent down over her, covering her back with his chest. “Oh fuck, Mila—your pussy’s so tight!” His hips were still pumping into her, but slowly and languidly as she clamped down on him, trying to drain every drop of his seed from his balls. She snaked a hand down to where they were joined and massaged his shaven nut sack, hearing another moan of pleasure escape from his lips.

She was definitely going to have to change the sheets.

She disengaged from Todd’s cock, feeling it slip out of her and turned around to face him. She rose on her knees and encircled his head with her arms and kissed him. He wrapped an arm around her as their tongues again danced and slithered over each other.

“Mind if I cut in?” said Jeremy. His hand was on her waist; it was so big it wrapped more than halfway around her as he nudged her over to the side of the bed.

Mila lay on her back as Jeremy lifted her like she was a feather, bringing her oozing pussy up to his mouth.

“Yum, yum,” he said with a leer as he began to suck Todd’s cum from her pussy lips. His mouth and tongue brought new life to Miss Clitty and Mila began to gyrate her hips again.

“Don’t cum in me, baby,” she said. “I want to taste it.”

“I’ll do my best, babe; but I ain’t making any promises!” Jeremy replied as he rested her ass back onto the mattress.

Still standing by the side of the bed, and still hard she gazed at the thick slab of his manhood. Oh fuck it was the thickest cock she ever saw! She was dying to feel it up inside. She started to whimper.

“Please, Jeremy… I want you in me…” she said. “Pleeeeease…” She felt so wanton.

“Oh baby, I want this tight hole all around kissing my cock…” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Oh yeah…”

She lifted her legs and spread them as wide as she could, her knees almost touching the sheets. She smiled when she saw the look of awe in Jeremy’s eyes. Thank God for her high school gymnastics!

“Give it to me!” she wailed.

Holding his cock by the base, Jeremy sidled up to her. Her pussy was already soaking, so he wasted no time and began to enter her.

Hole. Leee. Shit! His shaft stretched her right to the delicious limit where pleasure and pain sat next to each other, sharing the borderline named ecstasy.

Her head arched back on the mattress, the tendons of her neck in sharp relief as she moaned in pleasure.

“Ohhhmyyyygoooood! Oh baby YEAH!” she cried out when Jeremy continued pressing into her. Oh fuck he was huge. Oh fuck it hurt so beautiful. Oh fuck, oh fuck oh fuuuuuck!

He slipped his hands under her knees and lifted her legs and pushed them back even further as he eased even deeper inside. The change of angle got him as deep up inside of her as he could go. When he bottomed out, Jeremy flexed his ass muscles, which made his cock throb that one teeny weeny bit extra that was like a nuclear trigger.

“OH MY GOOOOD!”

He began to now pump up and inside of her, his thickness stretching and rippling up and down her pussy. Mila’s eyes clenched, seeing the blue white explosions of colors behind her eyelids as Jeremy assaulted her pussy and it gorged on his cock.

A drop of sweat for Jeremy’s forehead fell right into her belly button. His woodsy smell increased in potency as he well and truly fucked her into the bed. He was pounding her now, each stroke pile driven into her aching hole. Her hands went down to her pussy to take care of Miss Clitty and she began to stroke and whirr small circles across it, pushing herself higher and higher to orgasm.

She was there. Right at the top of the cliff looking down into the crashing surf that was ecstasy. The water was blue green and was going to be incredibly warm. She felt herself shoved right up to the edge of the cliff, and when she couldn’t fight it off anymore, she leapt.

As a howl escaped her mouth, her hands leapt up from her crotch and dug into the flesh of Jeremy’s shoulders. Her nails dug in as she hung on to keep from dying. He grunted again in pain and pleasure and began to buck and roll his hips, building to his own orgasm.

“Gonna come soon!” he said in a throaty rasp. “Any second!”

Mila’s eyes flew open. “No! Not yet! In my mouth, baby! Come in my mouth!”

“Our mouths dude!” Todd grasped Mila under her shoulders again and yanked her off Jeremy’s shaft. He spun her around like a doll and flopped down next to her.

“You fucking cum slut,” Jeremy said with a grin as she shoved his cock into Todd’s mouth all the way. Mila was astonished at how easily Todd was able to take his shaft; his nose bumping into Jeremy’s pelvis. Todd wrapped his hands around Jeremy’s hips and held on tight.

“Fuck yeah!” bellowed Jeremy as he began to orgasm. “FUCK YEAH!” His hands clutched at Todd’s scalp and his hips pistoned in and out, letting loose his stream of cum between Todd’s tight lips. Mila watched as Todd’s throat convulsed, swallowing Jeremy’s thick load. Todd’s hand wrapped around the shaft, and pushed it out of his mouth. He pointed the dripping and oozing cock to Mila.

“Saved some for you, baby. Stroke it out!”

“Oh yeah!” she said and opened her mouth for the wet shaft. Jeremy’s hand now clutched at her hair.

She looked up into his eyes skeptically; this guy HAD to be drained, right? But, she wrapped her hand tightly around his shaft and began the twisty strokes she had been doing earlier.

“Fuck yeahhhh!” Jeremy cried out.

To Mila’s astonishment, another jet of his sperm cascaded into her mouth!

And its taste was everything that was promised. An almost sour tang on top of salty purity ran across her tongue and down her throat in a runnel of thickened pleasure.

It was perfect.

Well, almost.

It was as good as it had ever been, and that was good enough.

Right?

****

Mila’s knees were still a little wobbly as she saw Jeremy and Todd to the door fifteen minutes later.

They were so sweet. They wanted to order a pizza because they were starving, but she vetoed that. Then they offered to take her out to dinner to anyplace she wanted and she said no thanks. Finally both of them offered to go out, pick up some take out and drop it off. She smiled and told them they were sweet, but again, no thanks. So with hugs and kisses all around, she closed the door behind them and was alone for the night.

She exhaled sharply. It had been a fantastic orgasm, and they were really great guys, but once she got her cookies, as always, she just wanted to be left alone. She never had a lover sleep over at her place; and it was among the rarest of events when she would spend the night at a guy’s place. She hadn’t done that in almost four years! Maybe that’s not perfect, but that’s the way she was.

So there.

Except part of her wished it was different.

She took a shower, ate a frozen TV dinner, and climbed into bed.

And, as usual, slept fitfully. Some things never change.


Chapter 2: A Billion To One Chance

It was Mila’s turn to do the pre-opening at LeMonde that Monday morning. She, Amanda and the boss lady Elena rotated the job every week. So by the time Elena showed up, the lights were on and the display racks for the entranceway into the store had been pushed into place.

She watched Elena cross the sales floor to the back of the store. God, that woman always tripped a switch in Mila’s libido! Over the course of the last six months, working for a woman who you got to have sex with on a regular basis was one hell of a perk.

She loved her job.

She gave a short wave as Elena came through the still closed security grate and headed for the back of the store. God, the boss lady looked hot today. She was wearing a cream colored business suit and a white blouse; pretty standard clothes for work, sure. But it was the disheveled look about her—her blouse unbuttoned halfway and the shirttail hanging out the side along with her mussed lipstick told Mila that the boss lady had just been ravished by her studly husband Matt. She snickered. Probably in the parking garage. Again!

“Good morning, Elena!” she chirped. “Getting any?”

Elena nodded her head ruefully. “Yes. Since I got back from my New York trip, he’s been insatiable!” She cocked an eyebrow at Mila. “And so have I, to tell the truth.”

“Not a surprise there; you were gone all week for the meetings.” Mila made a gesture emphasizing her point. “And we all know that absence makes the heart grow fonder, huh?”

Elena snorted, “And the cock harder!”

“And the pussy wetter!” Mila stepped over to Elena and put a hand on the older woman’s arm. “I missed you too, y’know!” And it was the truth. Elena was the big sister she never had.

Elena looked down at her and smiled, the dimples on her cheeks appearing. She reached out her hand and tucked a strand of hair behind Mila’s ear. “I missed you too, Mila.” She glanced at the store entrance, still shuttered, but not locked. “Since the three of us worked out our…” she paused and chewed her lip, looking for the right words.

“Our ‘perks’?”

Elena nodded. “Yeah, our perks.” Taking Mila under her arm they headed to the back office. Mila put an arm around Elena’s waist as they headed back. She always felt extra petite around Elena. Just under 40, and mother of three, Elena’s additional thickness of the fifteen years age difference gave her an aura of stability. Not that she wasn’t alluring—she was more of a statuesque goddess compared to Mila’s hourglass nymph. As they stepped towards Elena’s office Mila let her head rest on Elena’s chest for a moment. She closed her eyes and took a sniff of Elena’s linen cologne. Just like the woman—clean and elegant.

They separated when they got to Elena’s office. She had changed it around since the workplace became at times, a spot for some thrilling sexual adventures.

Those adventures started out when Elena decided to do what she could to help Amanda, the other Assistant Manager and Mila’s best friend since high school, get past some hang ups about sex. Things went full tilt when Mila found out about that soiree—nicknamed ‘Operation Platypus’ by Elena—and asked for equal treatment.

Whereas Amanda had a mutual masturbation session with Elena, Mila was honored with a threesome right here in the office with her boss and her boss’ husband, a man Mila had been drooling over for years. Total score!

So now, Elena’s desk was pushed against the back wall, and the old visitor chairs as well as her swivel chair had been replaced with three plush arm chairs arranged in a circle around a sturdy coffee table.

A rather small, but very sturdy coffee table.

Mila stood at the door to the office as Elena adjusted her clothes. “You’re going to need to use the mirror in the bathroom, you know,” she said.

Elena nodded. “I will in a bit.” She gestured at the seats. “Take a seat. We need to talk.” The look on her face was serious.

Mila sat down quickly. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong, hon,” Elena said, taking the chair next to her. “But things are going to change around here I’m afraid.”

“What do you mean?”

Elena looked at her hands. “Well… the store’s doing fabulously well, you know.”

“I hear what you’re saying, but the tone of your voice sounds like that’s a bad thing.”

Elena lifted her head. “Well it kind of is.” Her eyes had a film on them. “You see, when I was in New York for the annual manager’s meeting, I was closely questioned as to just why our store has a performance that’s more than double the next store in rankings.” She shook her head. “So I told them.”

Mila’s jaw dropped open. “You told them?” She said, sitting bolt upright.

Elena nodded. “Yes. There wasn’t any other way, Mila.” She turned her head and looked around the office. “I told them all about you… and all about Amanda.”

Mila fell back in her armchair. “You’re kidding.” When she saw Elena slowly shake her head, she said, “So I guess we’re all fired, huh?”

“What?” Now it was Elena’s turn to drop her jaw. “Are you crazy? Why would we all be fired?”

Mila sat forward in her chair and encompassed the office with her hand. “Because of the… ‘perks’?” She shrugged. “I mean, I can’t imagine any big corporation would tolerate that kind of stuff.”

Elena began to laugh. “No, silly! I told them everything about how terrific you and Amanda are as employees, not how great you two are as lovers!” She shook her head. “Sheeesh! Do I look that stupid?”

Mila’s eyes bugged out. “Well…” she shrugged again. “Since I thought you did… maybe I’m that stupid?” She sucked in a lungful of air. “So what the hell is going on then?”

Still smiling and shaking her head, Elena said, “LeMonde is planning an expansion. They’re going to be opening a new store over in Carson, and they want either you or Amanda to run it.”

“Oh.” Mila looked off to the side for a second. “So not fired.”

“Promoted.”

“Oh.”

“And I don’t think Amanda’s going to want to take the job. Her and Zach are getting pretty serious, and she’s actually thinking about cutting back her hours so she can go to college and finish up her degree.” Elena leaned back in her chair. “So it’s on you, if you want it.”

“You’re breaking up the band, boss?”

Elena smiled softly. “Look silly, Carson’s only a half hour away by car, you don’t have to move there you know.”

“Yeah… but… the perks?” Mila made a sad smile.

Elena pointed a finger at Mila like a dagger. “You be damn careful about that when you get your own store! You and Amanda worked for years for me here before we crossed that line! The three of us coming together here was a one in a million—hell, a billion chance!” She leaned forward in her chair and took Mila’s hands in hers. “I mean, the risk I took when I started to play with Amanda! Fired? Hell, I’d never get a manager’s job again!”

Mila waved her boss off. “Yeah, I understand what you mean… it’s just…” her eyes started to film.

As did Elena’s. “Yeah… it is.”

The two woman stood and embraced just as Amanda came into the office.

“Good morning to you two too!” she said brightly. “You know, we’re going to be open any minute, right? And you guys are fooling around?” She gave a small laugh and stepped over to the women. Fingering Elena’s rumpled blouse, she traced the smeared lipstick on the woman’s mouth as well. “Or is the fun already over?”

“That was Matt…”

“In the garage,” added Mila.

“With a candlestick, huh? Sounds like a game of Clue!”

Mila shook her head. They sat down and Elena filled Amanda in. Turned out Elena was right about Amanda’s plans and the job was Mila’s. She was going to have to go the company’s office in Chicago, a three hour drive for a week of training, and then get the ball rolling on the new store.

“When do I leave?” Mila asked.

Elena’s eyes teared up again. “This is your last week here. Your training starts next Monday.”

“Okay.” Her breath caught in her chest. “So stop with the waterworks already then.” She needed Elena to cut it out or else she’d break down and start bawling like a little kid. While she wasn’t afraid of getting misty every now and then, she never, ever let herself cry.

Because she knew in her heart and soul if she ever started, she’d never stop.


Chapter 3: The Going Rate

It was a weird week of training. The decision by head office to set up the store in Carson came at the last minute, so she was the only Manager Trainee there. It was pretty cool except she wasn’t able to hide among the rest of the class. When the instructor asked something like “Can you explain the difference to me between markup and margin?” she didn’t ‘ask the class’; she asked Mila.

Damn.

She was paid well for her week in Chicago; they gave her a room in the Four Seasons and signing privileges for her meals. On top of that, she was given a hundred dollars a day ‘per diem’ or something so that she had spending money when she wasn’t in class. Not that she had a spare minute to go shopping. She spent her lunch hour hunched over the morning’s material and all evening afterwards in her room trying to make sense of all this.

So every night for the entire week, Mila had to study the material they gave her. Here she was, on the company’s expense account, staying in an elegant hotel in downtown Chicago and she couldn’t even take the time to go out for a drink. The material was coming at her a mile a minute and it was all she could do to stay on top of it. She had never studied so hard in her life.

Study! She didn’t even study when she was in high school! She would have thrown the whole thing aside except Elena told her what kind of money she was earning in salary and bonuses for running the LeMonde store back home and Mila knew that this really was her chance at grabbing the brass ring on this merry go round. So for the whole week she buckled down.

In spite of her hard work, on the second day, they gave her a test on the previous day’s material and she barely passed, earning her a warning from her instructor.

“You have to know this material, Mila; otherwise the company will have to get someone else.” Her instructor sighed. “I know it’s hard being here on your own. It would be easier for you if there were other manager candidates for other stores, you’d at least have a study buddy.”

Study buddy? Bullshit. She needed a tutor!

In a panic she called Elena that night and they spent an hour on the phone going over the stuff that was confusing.

She aced the next day’s exam, but called Elena that night again.

By the last night, she only had one point to iron out; it had all come together for her in some way.

“God, boss, I wouldn’t have been able to get through this without you!” she said on the phone.

Elena’s voice chuckled over the line. “You can’t call me boss anymore, Mila. We’re colleagues now, you know. We’re both managers.”

“Holy shit you’re right. We’re more like equals now!”

“You got it.” Mila could hear the smile in Elena’s voice.

“That’s going to make the ‘perks’ kind of different now…”

“Mmm hmmm…” Elena purred. “Better, I think.”

“Why better?”

“Our friendship is on a more equal footing now, dear. When I was your boss, there was a degree of some sort or another of hierarchy…” She paused and now her voice came back with its smoky overtone again. “With that now gone… our friendship is going to deepen…”

The luscious sound of Elena’s voice over the phone stroked Mila’s ear like velvet. She felt a warming in her pelvis, and said so.

“That’s wonderful dear,” Elena replied. “Every time you phoned this week I got off the phone so damn horny…” Her voice took on a ragged edge of passion. “I can’t wait to fuck you when you get back!” Elena sucked in her breath. “Oh god, Mila… I want you to finger my pussy… first one finger… then another… you have such delicate hands…”

Mila was only wearing a T-shirt and panties. Her hand slid under the waistband and she began to finger her pussy. “I’m playing with myself, Elena,” she said.

“I want you to play with me, bitch!” There was a creaking in the background, and Mila could hear a low buzz of a vibrator. “I’m on my bed; Matt’s in his workshop… I want your mouth and your hands all over my pussy…”

“I’ll slide three fingers up inside you, Elena…” Oh this was so fucking hawt! “Then a fourth… I’ll get up on my knees over you and just fuck you with my hand, spreading all my fingers in you… pushing deeper and deeper…”

“Ungh! It’ll burn a little! Go easy!”

“I’ll have lube right with me, baby and I’ll slick my hand up… My whole  hand, Elena… Then I’ll fold my thumb down towards my pinky and I’m going to set it right at your opening; just sliding in a tiny bit… twisting my wrist as I push…”

“Oh god…” Elena’s voice was barely audible. “I’ve never been fisted before!”

“I’ll look into your eyes, baby… your beautiful blue eyes…”

“I’m looking in yours… oh God, they’re black with lust, Mila… I spread open my legs more, aching for your touch…”

“I ask you in a whisper… ‘are ya ready?’ as I push up into you.”

“My hands wrap around your face… ‘please baby,’ I say… ‘fist meeee… please!’ Oh fuck, I’m cumming, Mila!” Elena’s voice was a ragged rasp now and Mila heard her grunts and moans as she spilled into an orgasm.

“Did you cum, Mila?” Elena asked after a moment or two.

“No, but it’s okay. I’ll see you as soon as I get home.” She grinned. “Maybe you, Matt and those two guys from his job, Todd and Jeremy can show up?”

“Omigod. Three guys and two girls? I’m getting horny again just imagining it!”

They both laughed, then things got quiet between them.

“Elena… I want you to know how much I appreciate this… the chance at the promotion… and then being my tutor this week.” Mila felt her throat begin to thicken and grew quiet.

“It was my pleasure, young Jedi!” Elena gave a short laugh. “And when your store kills it in revenue, you’ll just make me look that much better!”

They said goodbye and Mila promised to get in touch when she got back to Black Rapids.

She nailed the last exam and when she was told that she could stay in Chicago over the weekend and head back home on Sunday, she grabbed it. She hadn’t so much as stuck her nose outside her room the entire week! But the Four Seasons was a high class hotel and their room service was totally delish so it was win-win. The store planners would be in touch with her on Monday to start arranging the stages leading up to the opening.

On Friday night she decided that she was going to at least have a decent meal in one of the restaurants downstairs.

And, since it was Friday night, she was going to look at hot as she could. She put on a red business power suit that had the shortest possible skirt. The cotton blouse covered her push up bra and she left the top three buttons undone. Three inch stilettos and she was ready to go.

Good grief, she hoped she could get laid tonight!

****

An hour and a half later she was sitting at the bar of the lounge that was off the restaurant’s dining room. Dinner was, as usual at The Four Seasons, totally joygasmic. She was going to really enjoy these trips to Chicago or New York. Elena went twice a year—Chicago was the regional headquarters for LeMonde with the head office located in New York City. It was while on a trip to New York City last year that Elena and Matt got involved in the Swinger Lifestyle. Mila had always been a bohemian when it came to sex, and she was totally gobsmacked last Valentine’s Day when Elena and Matt showed up at a Lifestyle House Party at Sylvia and Bryon’s.

That party set the stage for the ‘perks’ at the store this past Spring. The last six months had been outrageously yummy.

She drained her Martini and signaled the bartender for another. The icy gin went down smooth, especially with the additional dash of vermouth she asked to be added. Straight gin wasn’t her style; she liked how the vermouth took away the bitter edge of the alcohol.

She turned to the small stage watching a jazz trio start setting up and glanced at her watch. It was just before 8:00 and they were getting ready to do their first set. The lounge didn’t have a big crowd, but she suspected that would change as the night wore on. She cricked her neck and stretched her shoulders. God, she was beat. She probably would head up to bed after this set. With no studying, and a great novel waiting, she wouldn’t mind turning in early. Sure, a Friday night in the big city was going to be thrown under the bus, but she needed her sleep, right? Right.

The bartender put her round in front of her and rapped his knuckle on the mahogany surface.

“This one’s from the man down at the end, Ma’am,” he said with a smile. Mila tilted her head at him. The bartender was old enough to be her grandfather, and he’s calling her ‘Ma’am’? That was one for the books.

“Thank you, Phil,” she said, glancing at the name badge pinned to his vest.

Still refusing to look down the bar, she lifted the glass and took a sip. It was delish again; this time garnished with two olives skewered on one of those colored plastic swords.

Still refusing to look down the bar, she lifted the cocktail pick and slid her lips over one of the olives. Holding it in her mouth, she rotated on her barstool so she was facing down the bar.

Just as she knew he would, he was gazing at her intently. From the end of the bar, she could see his pale grey eyes, focused in on her every move.

With a slow movement she slid the skewer from her mouth. She leaned her head back and raised it so it was above her mouth. Slowly, she licked at the olive on the end, coaxing it gently along the skewer, not taking her eyes from the man’s face as she did so. She saw him take a deep breath as the pointed tip of her tongue caused the first olive to drop off into her waiting mouth. She closed her eyes and crushed it between her teeth. Delish.

She put the skewer back in the glass and put the glass on the bar. Tilting her head at the guy, she sized him up.

He was older than her—hell, he was probably older than Matt and Elena. His grey eyes matched the salt and pepper color of his hair, and his face had a few lines in it. A younger version of George Clooney maybe. He wasn’t smiling though; the poor guy looked stunned from her little show.

Well, it’s been quite a while since she had a romp, and from the way he looked sitting at the bar, he was probably in okay shape.

She smiled her nicest smile and mouthed the words ‘Thank You’.

He blinked two or three times coming out of his reverie and his face ignited with such a pleased smile you think she had just told him he won the lottery! With a startled jerk, he hopped from his seat and hustled down to her.

She watched as he took the few steps. No pot belly, thank God. He was wearing dockers and loafers and a golf shirt under his spring jacket. Well, it wasn’t a power suit, but in today’s day and age all that meant was he wasn’t a lawyer. Was he playing tourist?

“Hi,” he said when he got within speaking range. He put a hand on the back of the stool beside her. “May I join you?”

“Sure. And thanks for the drink. I’ve always told them to hold the olives when I would order a martini; I never cared for them in salads.” She lifted the skewer again and with the same teasing gesture, coaxed the second one into her mouth. She closed her eyes as she chewed the olive.  “But drenched in a martini gives it a snap that I can get used to.”

Hearing him suck in his breath, sounding almost like a gasp, she slowly opened her eyes and smiled. “My name is Mila.”

Well she sure punched this guy’s buttons. He was chewing the inside of his cheek, and then cleared his throat. “Uh… Salem.”

She tilted her head. “Is that your name or where you’re from?”

“Erg. Sorry. Damian. My name’s Damian Salem. I’m not from Salem. Where’s that? It’s in Massachusetts, right?”

She nodded. “Yep. The witch trials and stuff.” She looked over. He still had his hand on the back of the barstool beside her. “You going to stand there all night or take a load off, Damian Salem?”

“Oh! Right! Sorry.” He pulled the stool away and sat beside her.

Phil, bartender extraordinaire, came in front of them and deposited Damian Salem’s drink and change from his last order before him and left them alone. “You left these at the end of the bar, sir,” he said.

“Thank you,” Damian Salem replied. He toyed with his beer mug, rolling it between his palms staring at it.

Mila tilted her head at him. “Helloooo?” This was a little strange. They guy gets to first base with his pick up routine and now he’s stuck?

He gave a short laugh. “I’m not sure what to do next, you see.”

“Well… you can start by, I don’t know… looking at me? I think I’m easier on the eyes than that beer mug.”

His neck began to turn red, right up to his ear, making them bright pink, but he kept his eyes on his beer. “Sure. I can do that,” he said.

“Any idea when?” Sure, the martini was over fifteen dollars in the place before a tip, but his gesture was losing its momentum.

“I don’t mind looking at you at all,” he said. His eyes darted over towards her. “You’re incredibly beautiful.” He sat up and turned to face her.

Well, that was better, even if a little over the top. Her thighs were too heavy, anyone could see that. Even so, she said, “Thank you.”

It was an awkward silence that lasted less than a minute. As the seconds ticked down Mila felt her own interest deflate like a party balloon with a slow leak.

Damn.

This guy (… Damian?) must have sensed her waning interest because he sat up in his chair sharply.

“I… I don’t do this sort of thing,” he said.

What a surprise. “No? Really? What sort of thing are you talking about?”

He spread his arms out. “This.”

Mila looked around the bar. “This?” Seeing his nod, she said, “You gotta get me up to speed here, Salem. I’m not following what you’re trying to say.” She lifted her glass and took a healthy pull on her drink. Putting it back on the bar, she figured she’d be able to down the rest in one gulp; she’d probably would have to, because this guy was shaping up to be a real dud. “What do you mean by ‘this’? Do you mean you don’t come to the big city often? You don’t buy drinks for women in bars that much?” She tipped her head towards where the combo was playing. “Or is it the jazz? You don’t like jazz?” Seeing the blank look in his face Mila let out a heavy sigh of frustration. “Just what the hell are you talking about?”

“All of it. I hardly ever go to bars. And I…” he fidgeted with his hands. “And I’ve never bought a lady of the evening a drink before.” He shrugged. “I guess I’m going about this all wrong, but it’s my first time.”

Oh shit. “Are you saying you’re a virgin?” Oh crap, after all the Sturm und Drang with Amanda, there was no way she was going through that kind of crap with a total stranger!

“No!” he said, a horrified expression taking over his face. “I’ve been with women!”

“Okay, than what the hell are you talking about?”

He dropped his head and looked at his beer mug again. “I’ve just never… you know… been with a woman like you. I don’t know how it’s done.”

An alarm bell sounded in the back of Mila’s brain, but she didn’t know what its cause was. “A woman like me.” Seeing his quick nod of agreement, she said, “Well, you are a fair bit older than me… and to be honest, as nice as you buying me this drink was, you’re coming off like a bit of a jerk.”

“Oh. Sorry. Like I said, I’m out of my element.”

“What element is that anyway?” She softly patted the edge of the bar. “What the hell are you doing here? Why did you buy me this drink if you weren’t trying to pick up and hook up? It’s Friday night, you know. That’s not an unusual thing for people to do on a Friday night, Damian.”

“I’m not trying to pick you up!”

Mila’s mouth opened in total flabbergast. “Hunh? Then what the hell are you about?”

“I thought it was perfectly clear!” He lifted his eyes towards the ceiling of the bar. “I could get a room, I’m sure.” His eyes flew open wide with a look of fear. “Wait a minute! Are you a cop?”

“Am I a what?”

“You heard me. Are you a police officer? I read someplace that if someone asks if you’re a cop, they have to tell you the truth.” He tapped the surface of the bar with his index finger with each word, “So. Are. You. A. Cop?”

“No! Do I look like a cop?” Sheesh, this guy was weird. Her Spidey sense was going crazy now, but she couldn’t put her finger on what the hell was wrong. Phil wasn’t more than a few steps away, and he looked like he’d be able to handle this guy long enough for her to run away if it came to something like that.

“Well, you could be working undercover…” he glanced around the bar. “But I don’t see anybody that could be your backup, so I guess I’ll take your word for it.”

Mila held up her hand. “Whoa, whoa buddy. I’m not looking to buy any drugs, okay?”

Now it was his turn to look puzzled. “You think I’m trying to sell you drugs?” He looked himself up and down. “Do I look like some kind of drug dealer? Are you nuts?”

She stood up. She didn’t need to finish the damn drink. This was surreal.

Damian’s face looked even more confused. “You’re leaving?”

“Sorry, but you’re not making any sense. You buy me a drink, then give me the third degree if I’m a cop. But you’re not trying to deal drugs. I’ve had a long day, and I’m leaving.”

Damian shot to his feet. “It took me a month to work up the nerve to come out here at all! I’m not looking to sell anything, Mila! I’m looking to buy!” He crossed his arms. “Okay, if you’re a cop, then so be it. But I’ll take the chance. It’s not like I have anything to lose.”

She stared at him in silence. Wait a damn minute. Before she could open her mouth, Damian held up his hand, rubbing his thumb and index finger together.

“So, Mila—if that’s your real name—how much?”

Her face got very still. “How much for what?” she said, her voice barely audible.

“Oh come on!” He looked around the bar and back to Mila. “Looking as hot as you do, alone in a place like this on a Friday night, you’re obviously a hooker. What’s your going rate?”


Chapter 4: Damn You!

She threw the rest of her drink in his face. Nailed it, too; it hit him dead center and splashed out in a small sheet across his cheeks, eyes and chin.

They were both frozen in place.

“Wha… what the hell did you do that for!” Damian said. He groped a hand to the bar and grabbed a couple of cocktail napkins. “You want to get us thrown out of here?” he said as he wiped his face.

“You think I’m a prostitute! You just called me a hooker!” Mila glanced over to see Phil had his back to them. He was reloading the ice bucket behind the bar with a bucket from an ice machine that was on the other side of the bar. She couldn’t have an incident like this get back to LeMonde, could she? She gave her head a shake. Screw that. Anyone would understand. Right?

Damian’s eyes widened. “Oh crap. You’re not, are you?”

Her lips were so tightly pressed together they were in danger of fusing as she slowly shook her head. She opened them just enough to say through gritted teeth, “I’m neither a cop nor a prostitute.”

“I made a wrong assumption.”

Nodding her head, she slid off the stool. Standing in front of him, despite her three inch heels, she barely came up to his shoulders. She looked him straight in the eye as her finger jabbed him in the chest. “What a crappy thing to say to a woman! What’s the matter with you?” What was the matter with him? What the hell was wrong with her? Why the hell was she still standing here?

He held his hands up in surrender. “I’m doing the best I can!”

Mila’s face screwed up in total confusion. One eye closed on her own as her head tilted from side to side trying to digest Damian’s reply. “What the hell does that mean?”

Damian dropped his hands and his head. Staring at the tips of his shoes, he said, “This isn’t going as I expected. I can’t tell you how sorry I am for insulting you, but I asked with respect. I figured that if you were a prostitute I could hire you as a tutor.” 

“A WHAT!” Now Phil spun around. He looked down the length of the bar and began to take a few steps towards them, his eyes flitting from Mila to Damian.

“Everything under control here?” he asked both of them.

Mila’s eyes narrowed as she looked from Phil to Damian and back again.

Shit.

“Yes, Phil, everything’s fine. I was just given some surprising news, that’s all.” She gave Phil her sweetest smile. “Sorry for the outburst.” She patted Damian’s chest. “Order us another round dear, I want to hear all about it!”

She hopped back onto her bar stool.

A god damned tutor! She shook her head. After the week she just went through, Damian chose the one magic word that gave him a second chance.

He stood at the bar, his face still red. He nodded to Phil. “Yes, another round please.” When Phil turned away he cocked an eyebrow at her. “Tell me the truth, okay? Are you going to drink or throw your martini?”

“I intend to drink it.”

“Promise? I mean, it only took me about a minute to set you off. I feel like a blind man going through a mine field right now.”

Mila took a deep breath. “Okay; I’ll promise this much. I won’t throw the glass.” She gave him a cheese grin. “How’s that?”

Damian took his seat again. “Considering how badly we started off, I think that’s fair.” He held out his hand. “My name is Damian Salem and I hope you can help me.”

She took his hand and they pumped a shake or two. When they let go, her palm was still buzzing. What the hell was that? The tingle went up her wrist and stopped at her elbow, but not before making the hairs on her forearm stand straight up. She looked at Damian again. That was curious.

“Okay, then,” she said, mentally shaking off the zesty moment. “What’s going on that you need a hooker for a tutor? Are you impotent or something?”

His face took a surprised look. “No! Not a bit!”

“Okay then, you got some kinky things you want to do and your wife or girlfriend’s not interested?” She was proud of herself for that question; she’d get two answers for the price of one. Not that she cared one way or another.

Yeah. Right.

“No.” He sighed. “I don’t have a wife or girlfriend.” He looked over to Mila. “And that’s the problem.”

“What’s the problem? You don’t like women?” She patted his arm. “It’s okay to be gay, Damian.”

He snorted. “Now I want to throw my beer in your face!” He shook his head. “I’m certainly not gay!” He held up a hand. “Not that there’s anything wrong with it!” he ended with a grin.

“You better not call me Elaine, Jerry.” Now she was curious. Hell, she was beyond curious. What was a good looking, awkward but kind of nice guy, doing trying to hire a hooker to tutor him? Uh oh. She leaned across to him. “Please don’t tell me you’re a virgin.”

He shook his head. “No.”

She threw up her hands. “Okay. I give up.”

After a few seconds of silence, he said, “I had this whole speech in my head for when I would try to hire a hooker, and now I don’t know if it’ll insult you or not.”

Mila sighed. “I won’t take it personally, Damian, okay? I won’t get pissed off. I’m too curious now.” When he didn’t respond she shook his forearm. “What the hell is it?”

He took his beer mug and began to roll it in his hands again. He lifted it to his mouth and put half of it away, and set it back on the bar. Still staring at it, he said in a monotone, “I’m 39 years old. When I was 23 I married the wrong woman. It wasn’t her fault, and it wasn’t mine. I mean, I don’t think it was. She gave me my walking papers on our seventh anniversary.” He glanced over at Mila and back at his glass. “I won’t lie to you—it really took a piece out of me. I had been a pretty successful industrial salesman back then, but I lost all my drive and I was let go six months later.”

“Ouch.”

“Yeah. Ouch. Lost the house, the bank accounts and my job. Ouch indeed.”

“So what happened?”

He shrugged. “I went on the road.”

“Like that guy in the movie who ran back and forth across the country?”

His face brightened a little bit. “Actually, I sort of did do a Forest Gump kind of thing. Except…” he held up a hand, “I didn’t run, I drove. I got my trucker’s license and went on the road driving. I wanted to be by myself as much as I could, and that’s what I got for the last nine years.”

“No vacation?”

Damian gave his head a small shake. “No. I had nobody to share one with and I didn’t want to be one of those losers who go off on their own. I just drove. I would go anywhere, and the only condition I had was it had to be long haul. I didn’t want to spend my life stuck in traffic, I wanted to spend it on a highway.” He looked over at Mila. “You can make really good time driving at night, you know. So for the last nine years I saw pretty much all of the country you can see from a highway.” He looked away. “Some of the places were stunningly beautiful…”

Mila shook her head. Nine years! This guy started driving a truck when she was still in high school! “So what happened?” she asked.

Damian nodded his head slowly. “Kind of just like Forest Gump. I was on the road, and a penny dropped.” He looked over sharply. “I was just done. I had a huge bank account, because I basically lived in my rig. The company pretty much gave me a power unit full time, and it was a two bunk sleeper model. I tricked it out so it was a cozy little place. I had a sitting area, and a bed. I watched what I ate and exercised every day.” He smiled. “But when I decided to stop I had to get myself a place to live, a car and all that stuff.” He gave a short laugh. “It was like getting out of prison; I was a little overwhelmed.”

“Nine years is a long time, Damian.”

“You’re telling me. I parked my truck a month ago, and I’m starting to miss it. But I think that maybe it’s time for me to move on with my life.”

“That sounds reasonable. But what the hell brought you out cruising for a hooker?”

His mouth quirked in a sheepish curl. “Well… they were the only women I spent any time with over the last nine years. A lot of girls worked the truck stops and major depots in some cities.” He held his hands out palms up. “I figured that for my re-entry back into the dating world… looking for ‘Ms. Right’… since I had dealt with hookers every few months on the road, if I could talk to one of them, she could, you know, tutor me on women.”

There’s that damn word again! “Like a dating coach?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Like that Will Smith movie, Hitch; but with a woman guiding me. I figure that having my tutor be a woman I’d be able to make faster progress.” He looked over at her from the corner of his eye. “I mean, it’s great to talk to you about my problem, Mila; but if I tried to… you know… just talk to you…”

“So you can hook up…”

He nodded. “Yeah. With that being my goal… I’d just get all tongue tied and make a jerk out of myself.”

Mila burst out laughing. “Like you already haven’t?” She tilted her head back and brayed. Usually when she laughed out loud in front of a guy she controlled it so that it came out ‘prettier’ or something. But this was too funny and she just let go with her private, honking balloo. Oh this situation was just too funny!

Damian looked puzzled for just a second, then his face lit up too, and they both sat there laughing.

After she caught her breath, she lifted her glass in a toast. “You’re one of a kind, Mister Salem.”

They clinked glasses and each took a sip, watching the other over the rims.

Damian placed his beer mug on the coaster, and keeping his eyes on it, said, “So… do you think you can be my tutor?”

She rested a hand on his forearm. “I don’t live in Chicago, Damian. I was here for the week on business.”

He shrugged. “I don’t live in Chicago either. I mean, I’m staying at a motel that has efficiency units and I’m paying weekly. It’s okay, but it’s not like I couldn’t relocate with little notice if I wanted to.” He shrugged again. “Where do you live?”

“Now you’re coming across like a stalker, Damian.”

He nodded and smiled ruefully. “See? I told you I needed help!”

Damn you Elena Johnson! She let out a sharp exhale. “Black Rapids,” she said, looking at her lap.

“Really? That’s a pretty city; not too big and right on Lake Erie!”

“Yeah.”

“Great!”

“Ummm… I didn’t say I was going to do this for you, Damian.” Shaking her head slowly, she added, “I’m not even sure what it is you need me to do.” She lifted her head and looked at him square in the eye. “I don’t have a clue what a dating coach actually does, and I don’t have any idea what they charge.” She crossed her arms. “I have a huge project I’m involved in right now getting ready to open a new store for my company so I don’t even know if I’ll have enough time to do any of this at all!”

Damian smiled broadly. “Okay.”

“Did you hear a word of what I just said? I did not say yes!” She pointed a finger at him. “And if you think for one minute that just because you’d be paying me you get some nookie thrown in you’re out of your mind!”

“Okay.” He leaned towards her. “I’ll tell you what I didn’t hear.”

“What?”

“You didn’t say no.” He leaned back with a smug look.

She dropped her head and let out a deep and long sigh. Damn you Elena Johnson! Damn you to hell!


Chapter Five: In Due Time

A week later Mila was heading to her car, having just finished a series of hiring interviews for the new store when her cell phone buzzed with a text message.

I’M HEEEERE!

She saw that it was Damian’s number and sighed.

She had hoped that he would get cold feet or something, but noooo… like a nerdy older brother, he was back. Before she could reply to his text, another one from him popped into her screen.

I GOT AN EFFICIENCY UNIT OUT ON THE MAIN HIGHWAY. ONLY $200/WEEK! WHOO-HOO! WHEN’S OUR FIRST SESSION?

Well, she had agreed to help him for a month, and after seeing what kind of money date coaches made, they agreed on a price and on how many times they would get together. The fact that she hadn’t heard from him since made her think he wasn’t going to go through with it. Now, here she was, on a Friday night. Grrr… so much for her making her own plans! Still, a deal’s a deal, right?

Right.

It was providential that of all of the women in all of the bars that night in Chicago he would meet a woman who could actually bring that about!

The problem Damian had, as best as she could tell was that he was in a sexual rut. His ‘rutting’ was in a rut. Her lips quirked in a smile at the pun. The way he currently got aroused was with a woman he was paying money to, not a woman he was relating to in some way or another. His sex partners meant as much to him as the guy who pumped his gas. Because he was so damn confused, he’d get flustered around women. To tell him to ‘be himself’ or ‘act natural’ was talking to a brick wall.

She figured that all he needed was a practice session or two and then he’d be okay.

She made a decision while still staring at her phone. Her fingers flew:

I’LL MEET YOU AT THE APPLEBEE’S ON ROUTE 29 IN TWO HOURS FOR OUR FIRST COFFEE DATE

It took less than a minute for him to reply

DONE

****

Two hours later, she walked into Applebee’s. They were going to have a coffee date. The plan was that he had gotten up the courage to ask a lady out to coffee and this was their first time meeting after the initial contact.

She saw him right away in one of the booths watching the door. His face bloomed into a wide smile when she approached the table. When she stopped at the edge of the booth, he said, “Hey, have a seat!” gesturing at the placemat opposite himself.

Letting out a sigh, Mila said, “Stand up, Damian.”

“Huh?” Now a puzzled look took over his face. “We’re not staying?”

“Yes, we’re staying, but you need to stand up.” Didn’t this guy know anything? She shook her head. “A gentleman stands when a lady approaches his table.” With a definitive nod she added, “Particularly if the lady is his date.”

Damian closed his eyes for a moment and inhaled sharply. “Yeah, of course,” he said, opening his eyes and nodding. “I knew that.” He rose to his feet and held his hand out. “Please, have a seat, Mila. I’m glad you came.”

She slid into the booth across from him, and he sat back down. They stared silently at each other for a moment.

Damian cocked his head a bit and said, “You’re having second thoughts about this whole thing, aren’t you?”

Mila stared down at the table. “I did have a week to think about it…”

Damian sighed. “So it’s more than second thoughts then?” Before she could reply, he added, “Look, I’m not going to try to talk you into this Mila.” He chuckled, and said, “This is by far the strangest thing I’ve ever done, okay?” With a rueful shrug, he said, “So if you want to back out of this, no harm, no foul.” When she glanced up and caught his eye, he quickly added, “I won’t lie and say that I’m not let down like anything—because I am. But something like this… if you’re not all in… I mean, how can you coach me if you’re not in the game with me, huh?”

He held her eyes as he finished saying his piece.

“Do you really mean that, Damian? No harm no foul if I bail?”

“Yeah. I do. Otherwise it wouldn’t be fun. It would just be a job for you, y’know?”

“Yeah, but you are paying me.”

“Yes I am.” With a quick wave of his hands, he said, “Let me put it like this—you like your current job, right?” When she nodded, he said, “Even though they pay you, you enjoy your work.” He made a small smile. “If you’re not enjoying the work for itself, they call it a drudge job. And I don’t want my life to be a drudge for anyone.”

Mila nodded slowly. “You’re right, Damian.” She quickly put up a hand. “You’re right about it being necessary for me to be all in.” She looked around the restaurant at all the other patrons. Some were elderly couples, probably having their big night out. Others were families, the kids scribbling away with crayons on their placemats as they were waiting for their orders. There weren’t many couples their age though; this restaurant really wasn’t a place for any kind of ‘date’ stuff, really. If it was a coffee date, it would be at a Starbucks. If it was a for real date, it sure wouldn’t be at an Applebee’s if you were old enough to order a beer!

She let out a small laugh. Applebee’s was the last place on earth you’d expect a couple to meet to try to fix the guy’s sex life!

“What’s so funny?” Damian asked.

“Let’s just say life can be really strange, okay?” Lowering her hand, she continued. “I was feeling a little shaky about all this when I showed up; and when you didn’t act gentlemanly or whatever, it bothered me more than it should have maybe.” She nodded, more to herself than him. “I’m glad you just said what you did.” She looked him straight in the eye. “I’m all in Young Jedi. Let’s get to work.”

“Really?”

“Really.” She looked at her watch. “Let’s get something to eat, and then get to work.”

“What are we going to do?”

She smiled evilly at him. “Don’t anticipate, Young Jedi, participate.” She leaned across the table. “In due time, find out you will!”


Chapter Six: Movie Night

Earlier That Day…

Angela Shaw was pulling her minivan into the driveway when her cell phone rang.

“You gonna answer that, Mom?” David, her eldest asked when she glanced at the caller ID to see that it was from Mila Winston.

“Yes, dear, I am,” she said. “You guys take the pizza inside and I’ll be right behind you. Her three kids, aged from David, the eldest at 14, down to Dorothy, who was seven piled out of the vehicle, gathered up their stuff and headed into the house with the pizzas as she thumbed the button on her phone.

“Hi Mila,” she said, watching her kids head into the side entrance of her home.

“I got a problem, and I hope you guys can help me,” came back the reply.

Angela stared at the phone for a second. This wasn’t typical Mila by a long shot. Normally they’d chat, squee and laugh, and if she wanted or needed something, only then would she come out with it. She put the phone back to her ear. “You okay, hon? You sound kind of stressed.”

“I am! Look—isn’t this the Friday night that you and Roger were planning on going dogging?”

Angela was sure glad she stayed in the driveway and had sent the kids into the house. They didn’t need to hear any of the details of the ‘special’ date nights her and Roger went out on. As she nodded her head, she could feel herself get warm just at the thought of it. “It sure is! You want to come along?”

“Yes! I mean no!” There was a pause and Mila let out a grunt of frustration. “Argh!”

Angela laughed. “Well thanks for clearing that up for me, hon.” Her eyebrows furrowed in concern. “What’s the matter, Mila?”

Mila let out a sigh. “I took on a project, and I might be in over my head.”

“A project.”

“Yes.”

“That is somehow related to how me and my husband’s maximum turn on of him having to watch me getting fucked by absolute strangers in a movie theater.”

“Exactly!”

“But Mila, you’ve told us that you could never get your head around that kind of kink. What changed your mind?”

“My project.” Mila went on to explain about Damian, and how she agreed to help him on his efforts at re-entering a sex life.

When she was finished, Angela couldn’t help but laugh. “You mean to tell me, that you’re going to coach a guy who’s fifteen years older than you on how to get laid?”

“Well… he’s only fourteen years older…”

“Why don’t you just fuck him?”

“I can’t.”

“Oh! He’s not good enough for you to fuck him, but he’s good enough to fuck me?” Angela asked, the annoyance in her voice beginning to rise.

“God no! It’s not like that at all! He’s totally hot! But I can’t be a coach for him if I get all tangled up with him, can I?”

Angela nodded. “Yeah, that sort of makes sense, I guess.” She felt her stomach rumble and rubbed her tummy. “You sure he’d be turned on by me?” she asked. “I wouldn’t want him to show up and then compare your figure and my figure and feel he could do better or something.”

Now it was Mila’s turn to sound exasperated. “Cut it out, Angela! Lots of guys like full figured women! Sure, you’re a big girl, but jeeez!” She took a deep breath. “How many guys went after you the last time we partied at The O-Zone Club, huh?” He voice lowered into a husky tone. “I, for one, find your flesh luscious to tell the truth. Trust me, so will Damian.”

“Yeah, you’re right. I always have second thoughts just before Roger and I head out to do this. I’m always waiting for some guy to say something like ‘Eeew! She’s too fat to fuck!’ or something cruel like that.”

“That self talking of yours doesn’t serve any purpose, Angela. You would do a lot better with your time and your mood if you focused on something else.”

“That’s easier said than done, Mila. I can’t help it; my brain just goes into overdrive on how heavy I am.”

“Let me ask you a question?”

“Ohhhkaaay, I guess.”

“Let’s just say that a gang of us were in a club—no; better yet, let’s just say that tonight, at the Adult Theater, you’re getting down and dirty with some guys, and one guy pipes up and says just what you’re afraid to hear, ‘Eeew! She’s too fat to fuck!’ You want to know something?”

Angela’s eyes closed in pain and humiliation, hearing someone else say that dreaded phrase out loud. “Go ahead,” she said quietly.

“Angie, baby—who in the world would ever want to have sex with a piece of shit like that guy? You might be too fat for that guy, but he’s too foul for anybody! You’re worried about some craven punk with a smart mouth saying something cruel? Seriously, could you see any self respecting woman have a roll in the hay with a creep like that?” Mila took a deep breath and said slowly, “You might be too fat for that guy, but he’s too disgusting for anybody. Personally, I’d rather be fat than disgusting.”

The moment of silence stretched between the two women until Angela’s stomach rumbled again. Pepperoni, sausage and extra cheese was waiting for her inside the house. This time she rubbed her tummy. “Thanks, Mila; I needed to hear that. I never heard it put quite that way before.”

“Angie, people are going to say cruel things about other people every day. But that says a lot more about them than it ever could about their targets.”

“I think you’re right.” Angela giggled. “Y’know, that guy Damian—he really got a good coach.”

“Thanks, hon. Now get your sexy up and I’ll see you later.”

Angela was silent for a moment as she mulled that over. Yeah, she had to agree with Mila’s take. “So you’re kind of like a tour guide.”

“Sort of, I guess. I figure instead of going through all of the online dating or bar hook up’ing, throw him in the deep end, have him get off… with a very sexy babe I might add—”

“Along with a bunch of other guys,” Angela interrupted. She and Roger had put up the ad on Craig’s list yesterday about tonight’s adventure and more than eight guys had replied. Even though she thought that the pic Roger posted made her look fat, the guys who replied told her that her full figure was sexy as hell.

“I figured that if there were other guys there he wouldn’t feel under so much pressure on a personal level. You know, lost in the crowd kind of thing…”

Angela leaned against the garage door and hooked a leg up against the wall. The movement caused her thighs to grind together in that delicious way. The crowd of guys… it was so damn filthy, so depraved. Here she was, Angela Shaw, soccer mom extraordinaire, and in a matter of hours was going to be a total cum slut. The contrast always got her motor humming. “Crowd indeed,” she purred into the phone.

“Look, I’ll play with Roger if you want…”

“Oh no! He’s not allowed to do anything until we get back home!”

“So you’re good with this then?”

Angela shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. The more the merrier, right?” she let out an evil cackle. Since she and Roger had started doing this dogging at the dirty movie house six months ago, their sex life had become even more intense than when they had first gotten into the Swinger Lifestyle a decade earlier.

“Thank you, thank you!” said Mila.

“I’m going to want all the dirty details, girl.”

“Sure! We’ll catch up at Sylvia’s house party! That’s in a few weeks, and I think Damian and I will have the project pretty much wrapped up by then!”

****

That evening…

At 10:00 pm, Angela and Roger were at Sweet 300 in Riverside, a town that was a half hour drive from Black Rapids. They paid their cover charge and went up the flight of stairs to the second floor.

Unlike the Swinger Club they went to back home, Sweet 300 was a straight up, in your face sexual emporium. It had several sections; a strip club, a series of peep show booths and two small movie theaters that each held about twenty seats. In addition there was a very, very well stocked adult toy store.

When they got to the top of the stairs, Angela turned to Roger and kissed him lightly on the cheek.

“I’m going to get changed now, Roger. You go in and find me my seat at the front row; is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. He was fully into his role playing now. He was a limp dick wuss who had to escort his wife so she could get well and truly slut fucked. In the course of the night, watching his wife be a fuck toy for strangers would inspire him to man up and take her home and totally ravish her.

Angela stepped into Roger’s space and her red nails scraped the fly of his jeans. “Now don’t you go and get yourself worked up, sissy-boy,” she said in her most taunting tone. “There’s not much in that package anyway.” Which was a lie of epic proportions. Roger had been rock hard for the last 48 hours and they both knew it. Still, keeping in role did serve to ratchet up the anticipation. She flicked her fingers onto his crotch. “Now scoot and get the seats.”

Entering the bathroom, Angela went into one of the stalls with her knapsack. She was wearing a warm up suit and sneakers and slipped out of it, hanging it on a coat hook in the stall. Naked now, she slipped on a halter topped red dress. She smoothed the knit fabric over her curves and stepped into her pair of two inch red pumps. She tucked her track suit into the knapsack and stepped out of the stall to the mirrors over the sink. Once there, she applied her red lipstick and freshened up her hair.

Normally, she kept her shoulder length blonde hair in a ponytail, but for their night of dogging, she had it pinned up into a bun and gelled within an inch of its life. She dampened her hands and patted down any stray tendrils. She checked herself in the mirror— she was a perfect picture of severe sexuality.

“Let’s get laid, hon,” she said and headed out and into the theater.

Entering it, she saw that most of the fifteen seats were occupied. A porn movie of a gangbang was playing, and the screen provided enough illumination that she could easily see her vacant seat in the front row. Roger had hung a printed sign that said ‘Reserved’ on the back of the seat. She licked her lips and stepped down the short aisle.

Standing in front of her seat she scanned the group that was present. Interestingly enough, there was another couple besides Mila and her… her what? Apprentice? At any rate, two rows back from her front row seat there was another couple, older than her, in their early 50’s. The woman was wearing a blouse with the top few buttons opened, and a short skirt. They guy was in a golf shirt and khakis. They were watching her wide eyed.

Taking in the rest of the room, Angela saw that there were a couple of guys from the previous times she and Roger had played here. She smiled to herself. They were becoming regulars in the place!

Roger was sitting underneath the picture screen with his back against the wall facing her seat. Very good. With a bit of a flourish, she took a towel from her knapsack and draped it over her seat and sat down between two husky guys.

They had been watching her from the moment she entered. One of them she recognized from earlier visits. She pecked him on the cheek.

“Hi, Brian, I’m glad you could make it,” she said in a low voice.

His hand immediately began to stroke her bare knee. “You kidding, Angie? As soon as I saw your post on Craig’s list, I called in sick to work!” he whispered. He was wearing a track suit, and in a flash he had pulled down the waistband, releasing his already thick cock.

“Mmmm…” Angie said, reaching for it and taking it firmly. This was only her third time out dogging, and the fear she had the first time they did it had been completely replaced this time out by simple, honest desire. And for Brian to be the first for tonight was a bonus! She loved his cock—not too long, and not too thick; just right.

She rolled to her side a bit so she could nuzzle his neck. “Suck on my pussy, baby,” she said.

“Soon, baby,” he replied. “I want me some of your bodacious titties first!” He reached behind her and loosened the bow knot she had tied her halter top together with. The weight of her ample breasts did the rest, their fleshy orbs springing out when the knot was loosened.

“Oh yeahh baby…” Brian said as he began to knead her flesh. He took one of her boobs in both hands and squeezed it firmly. Even with both hands he couldn’t encircle her tit. He lowered his head and with wet slurpy sounds began to suck on her already erect nipple.

Guys loved her nipples; they stuck out from her areoles almost a half inch. Brian’s mouth encircled it, and he began to suck and nibble on first one, then the other, sending a hum down through her stomach and to her crotch. Angie felt herself warm up immediately.

Stretching her hands over her head, she stretched out to Brian’s ministrations, leaning her head back into the chair.

Just as she hoped, a hand came down onto her mouth. She opened her mouth and began to suck on one of the man’s rough, thick fingers. As Brian began to lick his way down to her stomach, the guy behind her stood and holding his already hard cock in his hand, he began to rub it up and down the side of her face. She tried to turn into it, to take it inside her mouth, but his rough hand stopped her.

“Not yet, baby…” he said, as he continued to graze the side of her face with his shaft. She inhaled deeply, the salty tang of his manhood filled her head and she licked her lips, wetting them.

“I’m going to swallow every drop,” she said. “Every thick, tasty drop of your cum…”

“Oh yeah… I like a dirty girl,” he said.

Brian left his seat and squatted in front of her. Lifting her legs onto his shoulders, he began to kiss and drool over her thighs, moving closer and closer to her trimmed pussy.

He rose his head. “You smell so sexy, Angie,” he said, and bent his head again.

Angie closed her eyes and grabbed at the cock that was teasing her face. Just as Brian began to wetly lick her outer lips, she opened her mouth and pulled the strangers shaft in. He had such a thick knob she could barely open her mouth wide enough to fit it in. But she managed. It tasted as good as it smelled. He must have put a few drops of lemon juice along the back, because the thick odor of his crotch was lightened by a hint of a lemony scent. She had never sucked a guy’s cock before who did that; but she had something new to tell Roger tonight. She let out another muffled ‘mmm’ of pleasure as the crown of his knob popped into her mouth. Her eyes started to tear up immediately, he was so fucking thick!

He cradled her face in his hands. “Don’t overdo it, baby; I know your mouth’s too small. I’m going to so totally fuck your pussy though.”

With almost a sad sigh, Angela took her mouth off his cock. Tilting her eyes up at him, she said, “You don’t mind sloppy seconds?”

She saw his eyes light up. “I’ve never done it before, but I’ve heard that sloppy seconds makes a pussy even nicer.”

“Oh yeah,” she said with a sharp flinch. Brian’s mouth had found her clit and was doing the most wonderfully nasty things to it with his teeth and tongue. “I’ve been told that too!” Again, she flinched. Oh shit, he was good!

****

“Holy shit!” whispered Damian. “I thought this kind of stuff only happened in porn movies!” They were two rows back from Angela and could see the action clearly. She was naked from the waist up and was trying to give a pretty solidly built guy head, but his cock looked more like a kielbasa than a penis. He turned to Mila. “Does she do this a lot?”

Mila snickered. “First of all, it’s ‘they’; her husband’s right over there watching.” She pointed Roger out, sitting and watching the men pleasure Angela. Shrugging slightly, she continued, “I think this is the second or third time that they’ve done it. It’s a pretty intense thing, you know?”

“Intense? That’s putting it mildly…” Damian was transfixed by what was unfolding. The woman was sucking one guy’s cock while squirming her pelvis into the mouth of a guy who was kneeling in front of her and eating her out. He followed Mila’s pointing finger to see a third man in his 40’s squatting against the wall watching the scene unfolding right in front of him intently.

Damian shook his head. “I don’t get it. That guy’s her husband?” Seeing Mila nod, he continued, “And he’s not pissed off or jealous? What the hell is up with that?”

Mila jabbed her elbow lightly into Damian’s ribs. “Silly! Jealous? He’s turned on by the fact that other guys think his wife’s hot!” She sighed. “All guys like it when other guys think that the woman they’re with is hot, right?”

“Well… yeah, but… it’s one thing for a guy to give another guy a thumbs up or something…” he shook his head. “But this is a lot more than a thumbs up!”

Mila snickered. “Yeah—there are other things sticking up, I’ll grant you that.”

Angela let out a small cry and began to tremble in orgasm. The guy between her legs burrowed his head even more enthusiastically between her thick thighs. Damian could see one of his hands was a blur as he finger fucked Angela while sucking and licking the top of her pussy. She let out another, louder cry and grabbed at his head to pull him away from her.

“Well, I guess that’s it,” he said.

“Ha! Are you kidding? That’s just the warm up.”

Mila was telling the truth. The man between her legs rose up onto his knees. Again, he lifted Angela’s feet and hooked her ankles over his shoulders. But now he guided his shaft up between her thighs and buried his cock up inside her pussy.

****

Angela watched as her pussy was filled by cock. She loved the sensation of a stranger’s shaft pushing up within her, stretching and stroking new areas of her pussy. She let go of the thick shaft she had been sucking on. Looking up at the guy, she said, “You need to get in line now, baby; I’m not that good at fucking and sucking at the same time.” It came out in a gasp because of the orgasm she just had. Already, a second one was building.

“No problem, baby.” The fellow with the thick cock dropped to his knees next to her head. “How about this?” he asked as he took her face in his hands and kissed her deeply.

He tasted of peppermint as his tongue filled her mouth. She softly bit on his tongue as her own tongue swept over and under it. The wet thickness in her mouth was a perfect complement to the hard driving cock up inside her. She grabbed at his hair while they kissed as the guy who was fucking her resumed sucking on her fleshy titties. Oh god, this was bliss…

The heat that began in her belly told her that bliss was about to give way to something bigger and better.

She pivoted her hips forward to try to get her clit to bear down onto the shaft sliding in and out of her. As if he read her mind, the guy above her reached down with his fingers and began whirling them over her swollen and needy clit. He took his hand away for a second, licked them wetly and put it back against her mons.

She tore her face away from the man she was kissing with a loud gasp.

“Oh yes! Yes! Right there! Yes!” She wanted him to split her open, she wanted to devour his cock up inside her. Oh shit this was good! He had her legs spread now, holding her by her calves. She could see in the dim light her husband move to the side to watch closely.

“Oh Roger! He’s fucking me soooo good!” she gasped. It wasn’t a lie; but it was a challenge. One that Roger would gladly accept.

The image of Roger driving into her pussy, a pussy that would be oozing the cum of these men as he did threw her passion into overdrive. She arched her head back and began to grunt like the bitch in heat she was.

Her ankles set free, she wrapped her lover up in her thighs as her orgasm began. It tripped his trigger and when she wrapped her arms around his back she felt him begin that delicious clenching and tensing that told her he was about to fill her pussy up with his own thick cum.

“Give it to me, baby! Fill my hole!” she hissed up at him.

“I’m gonna give ya, baby!” he growled back. “Gonna put it all up in ya!” Now he was hammering at her, the theater chair squealing like it was having its own orgasm. She dropped her hands to his hips and grasped each of his ass cheeks, her nails digging deeply into his flesh.

“Fuck yeah!” he groaned as he began to let loose his load up inside of her. She felt the warm flow in her pussy as his seed laced and draped the walls of her hungry cunt.

As one now, they rolled and pitched into one another, their bodies now sheened with the sweat of their efforts, grasping and clutching through the ecstasy of the moment.

Oh shit she loved this rolling pleasure! She could feel her pleasure roll into him and like a wave on a shoreline come back to her. As she began to calm down, their rolling motion began to ease off into a soft and gentle rocking.

She watched his eyes as they rocked together. At first they were passionately ardent, then as they rocked back and forth they softened into a warm, adoring look as he gazed at her. He lowered his head and kissed her softly on the lips, his tongue just adding a loving caress to her own.

“Thank you,” he gasped. “That was fantastic!” He still held her in his arms.

“It was for me too!” she whispered back. “Day-um you have a wonderful cock and you know how to use it!” She lifted a hand and brushed a few drops of sweat from his hairline.

He looked around. “I think I should back off, I don’t want to be all greedy right now.”

Angela saw that there were a few other guys standing nearby watching. They were all fondling their dicks. She looked over her shoulder to the guy who had that ginormously thick chubby. He had a hand resting on the back of her seat.

“Oh! By the way,” she said to him brightly, “my name’s Angela!” she gave him a cheese grin.

“How do you do, Angela,” he said back, cracking a smile. “Pleased to meet you; I’m Bob.”

She gestured for him to come around and sit beside her. When he did, she adjusted herself so she was on her knees on her seat. She bent over and once again tried to get her mouth around his cock. She couldn’t get it very deep into her mouth at all. Oh well.

Standing, she said, “Let’s do this dogging doggy style, what do you say?” She was dying to see how full she was going to feel. She bent over the back of the chair and wriggled her butt.

“Oh man, I love a plush ass…” he muttered. His thick fingers grasped her ass cheeks and he pulled at them, spreading them.

Angela looked over her shoulder. “Not in my ass, Bob…”

“I know,” he said with a smile. “I just love feeling your padding. Bigger girls turn me on.” He relaxed his grip and stepped against her. She could feel his cock nestle between her cheeks as he adjusted his stance. His hand snaked between her legs, fingers pushing apart her the swollen lips of her mons.

“You’re so wet, Angela,” Bob said. “That guy came like a firehose.” She heard him inhale sharply. “Your pussy smells so sexy…” He hunched up to her and she felt his cock begin to push up inside.

Oh god he was huuuge. As he entered her slowly, she felt herself stretch to welcome him. The only other time she had felt this full in her pussy was when she had two cocks up inside it at one of Sylvia’s parties… But that was actually a little disappointing because the guy who had fucked her along with Roger didn’t have as long a dick as… as Bob had.

“Mmmm…” she purred, rotating her hips.

“Oh, I like the sight of that baby; rock that ass for me as I fuck you.”

The previous load of semen had her completely wet inside and Bob was able to fill her up easily. The sensation of his organ pushing right up to her cervix was fabulous. It was like he was gently scratching an itch up inside her as he pushed in against it with his velvet crown and pulled back. Back and forth, a little rubbing sensation and then a relaxing. It was wonderful.

She stood on her tiptoes to change the angle a little as Bob’s hands clutched at her waist. She didn’t have much of one, she knew, but when he clasped her sides, he leaned forward and hissed into her ear.

“Shit Angela, you’re as tight as a virgin!” he rasped. “I didn’t expect you to feel like this, especially after getting fucked and coming already!”

She rewarded his comment with another pelvic clench of her inner muscles. She might be overweight, but she was fit and firm where it really counted! She heard him gasp in pleasure as she flexed her kegels again and again.

Quickly they established a rhythm. His hands came around and held her by her stomach, kneading her flesh and pulling her into his driving shaft.

“Christ almighty you’re so fucking soft,” he murmured. “You make me so fucking hard…” When she bore down again onto his shaft, he grated, “and so fucking tight!” His breath, warm in her ear sent a tingle that went down her neck, made a detour across her swaying breasts and shot into her pussy, leaving a white hot tingle all the way. When he nibbled on her earlobe, the sensation coupled with the agonizing ecstasy of his cock pummeling into her started the sparks.

Her orgasms were like small lightning storms that began in her tummy that spread out in electric arcs throughout her body. She felt it begin slowly, like a bottle rocket on the Fourth of July. It zipped up to her head and burst with a pop. But that was only the beginning.

Now Bob was chewing her earlobe, his tongue sliding around the outside and his hoarse voice telling her how he could feel the ribbing of her pussy walls kiss his whole cock at once. Sliding in and out, he prepared her launching pad for another explosion.

This one was bigger. It spread out from her waist like a splatter of molten pleasure, as if she just had someone bathe her in warm fondue chocolate. It spread out again, but as it did, the intensity grew and grew.

“Gonna come in your hot box, baby!” Bob gasped.

That did it.

She pushed her soft ass back against his hard stomach, trying to fit all of him up in her.

“Give it to me, baby!” she moaned through her rolling orgasm. “Give me your hot cum!”

Bob’s hands dropped back down to her stomach and he lifted her off the floor, light as a feather. Suspending her on his cock, he began to grunt and growl like a huge black bear as he emptied himself into her, bent over her ass. “Oh wow. Oh wow. Ooooh WOW!” Bob groaned. Again and again he hammered into her plush ass as his climax crested.

When their breathing steadied out, he gently lowered her feet to the floor.

She felt him slowly pull out of her, leaving a void between her legs. She turned around and raising her arms around his neck, she kissed him deeply. Breaking the kiss, she said, “We have got to do this again!” Angela looked around Bob’s shoulders to her husband who was watching. Roger’s eyes were on fire from what had just happened, wanton desire curling his lips. “Get his email, honey! We have to have him over!” she said.

As Bob turned away to talk to Roger, she staggered back to her seat in the theatre. The two hard, driving fucks she just received had been all her poor pussy could handle. Breathing heavily, she gave a small, sad wave to the others who were gathered around.

“I’m sorry, fellows; I can’t take any more,” she said. A chorus of sighs rose up.

“Don’t worry, about it, hon,” one of them said. “I already blew my load just watching!” Two of the other guys laughed.

“I’m almost there,” another guy piped up, his voice low. His eyes were riveted on her pussy.

“Well, don’t let me stop you,” she said with a lilt in her voice. She hooked one knee up onto the side of the theater seat, spreading her legs. She pushed two fingers up inside her slit and pulled them out, a thin drizzle of semen hanging from it. She rose it above her mouth and opened her lips, letting it drizzle into her mouth.

“Shit, baby, that’s hot!” the guy’s voice a husky whisper. His hand was a blur as he stroked his meat. “I’m cumming just watching you!” His cock spurted a small dollop, followed by a thick stream that landed with a plop onto her thigh.

She began to suck her finger, watching the guy as he came. She gave her head a quick tilt, and he stepped up to her. She ducked her head down and took the tip of his now drooling shaft into her mouth, cleaning him off. God, she loved the taste of semen!

****

The seat next to Mila creaked as Damian tried to adjust himself. Of course he had a raging hard on; watching Angela play had made Mila’s pussy wet as anything. When a giggle escaped her lips, he looked over at her sharply.

“This isn’t fair, you know!” he said. “You get me all hot and bothered… and what am I supposed to do now?” He huffed a sigh. “What the hell was the point of doing this? To tease the hell out of me?”

She couldn’t blame him for thinking that, not really. “What I wanted to do was overload you. I wanted you to see for yourself that sex really isn’t all that big a deal between consenting adults.” She gestured to Angela, who was leaving with Roger in tow. “Those two are happily married and have a few kids. They came here because a scene like this turns Roger on like anything, and Angela gets a real kick out of it.” She pointed with her chin to the other men in the theater. “Those guys have just acted out a fantasy too.” Turning back to Damian, she said, “When everyone is on the same page about what they want, sex can be a lot of fun. Like playing a game.”

Damian snorted. “It’s a lot more than that, you know.”

“It doesn’t have to be. I want you to… well… not take it so seriously.”

Damian stood up and stepped into the aisle of the small theater. “Well, if you don’t mind, I’d like to head home now.”

Mila looked him up a down, seeing the obvious bulge in his pants. With an impish smile, she said, “Got some things to take care of, eh?”

He blushed. “That’s a personal question.”

“And that’s an obvious answer.” She stood. “Okay, let’s blow this pop stand.”


Chapter Seven: You Got A Point

They hardly said a word to each other in Mila’s car as she drove him back to the motel he was staying at. Damian felt that if he uttered a word, his brain would melt and pour out his ears. He had never, ever in his life had seen anything like that episode that had happened in that theater. That woman, whatever her name was, wasn’t a skanky whore, if what Mila had told her was true, that woman was a working Mom.

A soccer mom for God’s sake!

And yet… she was there being used— yeah, used by complete strangers! He just couldn’t get his head around it at all.

When they pulled into the parking lot, he said, “Goodnight,” unbuckled his seat belt and got out of the car.

“Hey,” said Mila. “You’re pretty smoked.” She was holding the steering wheel and leaning over towards the open passenger door. “You want to talk about it?”

He shook his head silently.

“Are we still on for tomorrow?” she asked.

“I’ll let you know, okay?” More than anything else he needed physical space between the two of them. Because he was so turned on he didn’t trust himself. He was stone cold sober, but he knew he had to jack off. Then take the coldest shower known to man. Maybe, just maybe after that, he’d be able to have a coherent conversation.

Mila pursed her lips at his brush off, not taking her eyes off him. She took a deep breath and said, “Okay. Don’t leave me hanging all day, alright? If I don’t hear from you by noon, I’m going to make my own plans for the evening.”

He nodded. That was only fair.

****

Two hours later he was lying on his bed. He had jacked off, took a shower and ordered a pizza. He was trying to come to terms with what his problem was and felt like he wasn’t getting anywhere. He was completely confused. On the one hand he was excited and thrilled by the brand new world of total, guilt free debauchery that Mila introduced him to, but on the other hand…

On the other hand, what?

“That’s what,” he said out loud.

He sat bolt upright in bed and grabbed his phone. With the press of a few buttons, he heard the ringing tone in his ear.

“Hey! I figured you would call before midnight!” he could hear the smile in her voice.

“Oh, you know me so well,” he said, his own voice even.

“Hey, you’re a guy, you’re horny and what the hell… it’s all good.” There was a pause, and she said, “But you know I can’t fuck you, right?”

“What’s your favorite color?”

There was dead silence for a three count. “Hunh?” was what she wound up saying.

“What are your favorite five songs from high school?”

“What?”

“What are your favorite three movies? Your favorite books?”

“What makes you think I read?”

“Oh.” Now he paused. “Do you?”

“Yeah, I do, what’s it to you?” Mila’s voice had taken on an edge.

Damian ignored her brusqueness. “My favorite color is purple. Not the deep almost black purple you see on Halloween though. More of the faint pinkish kind of purple that you see at sunset when the clouds are really billowy.”

“Cumulus.”

“Huh?”

“That’s the kind of clouds you’re describing. The really marshmallowy ones. They’re cumulus clouds.”

“Oh. I guess I knew that...”

“Red.”

“What?”

“That’s my favorite color. Not fire engine red though, and certainly not blood red—eeew! No, my favorite shade of red is more of a carmine red; almost a brown, but definitely red.” She gave a small laugh. “You’re the first guy I’ve ever spoken to that had a favorite color that wasn’t in the Crayola eight pack from Kindergarten.”

Damian chuckled too. “Yeah, well when you get to be my age you realize that there’s a lot more colors in the world than just the primaries, right?” When he heard nothing for a few seconds, he said, “So! Like I said, what’s it gonna be; movies or books?”

“I thought you asked music secondly. Then you went to movies and books.”

Shit. She was sharp as a tack. “Uh… yeah; you’re right… so?”

“I’m kind of screwed up when it comes to music. You ask me today what’s my faves and tomorrow the list will be entirely different.”

“Is there even a genre? Rock? Hip hop? Country/ Western? Jazz?”

“You left out Classical and New Age. I’m all over the place.” There was a pause, and Mila asked, “What’s going on here, Damian?”

“I’m trying to get to know you, that’s all. Is that wrong?”

There was another pause, and Mila said slowly, “I don’t know. I mean, I’m not sure.” He heard her let out a huff of air, and she said, “I can tell you that I’m feeling a little uncomfortable right now.”

“Why?”

“I’m not exactly sure…”

“That’s kind of odd, don’t you think, Mila? I mean, after what we did this afternoon, watching your friend get gang banged, you’re now uncomfortable telling me what the latest book you read?”

She let out a quick yelp of a laugh. “Yeah, maybe you have a point.”

“Okay, I’ll back off from such personal stuff like books and movies. What’s your favorite sport?”

“Racquet ball.”

She was quick to reply. For some reason, talking about sports was okay, but books and movies made her a little skittish. Damian looked at his phone for a second and shook his head. He put it back to his ear. “Really? I used to be pretty good at it myself, back in the day. I used to play pretty regularly before I took up trucking.”

“I could kick your ass.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. I’m the champion at the club I belong to.”

“Really.”

“Uh huh.” He knew from the tone of her voice that she was telling the truth. That level of certainty. “But… Damian, we’re getting off topic here. I figured that tomorrow night we’d go to a house party and finally get you laid. What do you say?”

“Yeah, sure. Whatever.”

“Geez! Take it easy! Don’t get all excited or anything! I figured going to an orgy would be a fantasy come true for you!”

“Well, after having my mind blown at the theater this evening, I have a pretty good idea what it’s going to be like, you know.”

“You’re not interested?”

“Well…” He hesitated.

“Wait a minute.” Mila’s voice got low and she asked, “What is your most intense sexual fantasy, Damian?”

“Don’t I get to choose three?”

She paused a second and said, “No. I got a feeling that you have one really, really big one.”

Damn! How could she know that? He hesitated, because he almost blurted it out. But he never, ever told anyone about that one. “Well… I dunno…”

“Spankings? Giving or receiving? Public sex? Two girls at once?” Mila’s voice was a rat-tat-tat in his ear.

“Well… uhhh…” Shit. He felt himself blushing. He wasn’t going to give this one away for free, no matter how much money he was paying her for her advice. “I’d… rather not say, right now, okay?”

Mila jumped on that like a cat on an injured mouse. “Oh really? Well! That’s a challenge if I ever heard one!”

“I’m not trying to challenge you! I’m just… well… I mean, you’re all coy and bashful about telling me what kind of books you read, and you’re getting on my case over my being self conscious about my sex dream? Come on!”

“Hmmm… you got a point.” She paused again, and said, “How about I make you a proposition?”


Chapter Eight: You’re Just Curious

Saturday afternoon found Mila pulling into the parking lot of the Black Rapids Fitness Center. She was wearing her workout clothes— yoga pants, sneakers, a t-shirt over her sports bra and a black sweatshirt. She took her gym bag from the seat next to her and headed inside. In the lobby, Damian was already there. He was in black shorts and a t shirt, and holding a racquetball racket. He stood when she entered.

“Been waiting long?” she said with a smile.

He shrugged. “Not too long, don’t worry.” He looked over to the administration counter. “So, I think you have to sign me in or something, right?”

Mila nodded and stepped over to the counter. The court she had reserved was already free, so they could go right in.

“Do you have to go to a change room or anything?” Damian asked.

“Just for a second,” she replied. “I’ll drop my stuff off into my locker. You want me to lock up your keys and wallet?” He nodded and handed them over to her.

A few minutes later they were warming up on the court, banging a racquetball back and forth to each other. Damian was a little ‘lumbery’ on his feet; he was running flat footed, not staying on the balls of his feet. Mila floated around him effortlessly.

This was going to be a quick match.

After about five minutes of warm up, they did rock paper scissors for serve and Mila won. She got to the service area.

“Fifteen point games? Best two out of three and only server can score a point?” she said to Damian. He nodded and backed to the rear part of the court.

The first game was over so quickly, Mila had hardly broken into a sweat. She hadn’t lost serve at all.

Damian, on the other hand was drenched and huffing air, his face florid. The poor guy was way out of shape.

“You want to take a break?” she asked. “We can get a drink of water and you can cool down a little, maybe.”

Damian shook his head. “No, I’m good. I’m warmed up and maybe I’ll be able to do more than just return your serve the next game.”

She shrugged. “Okay, if that’s what you want.” It was almost unfair, but she had warned him, right? She bounced the ball and lobbed it softly off the front wall, setting her shot so that it would land right by Damian’s forehand.

He slammed his racquet at it with a crushing stroke. And missed the ball entirely. He stopped with his mouth agape and watched as it bounced to the back of the court, struck the rear wall and returned back to him. With an odd smile he snapped up the ball and flipped it to her.

“Y’know, we can stop this torture for you any time,” she said. “Just tell me your fantasy, and that will be that.”

He pointed his racquet to the front wall. “Play ball,” he said.

She snapped off a quick serve, again landing it at his feet. He popped his racquet, and a rally started. Back and forth they exchanged volleys, and Mila began to get warm. Okay, maybe he’d just been out of practice and needed to find his groove.

Whoops. He caromed the ball off three walls and it dribbled past her getting him the serve.

Damian picked up three points in the second game before Mila put him away.

He took a deep breath and held his hand out to shake. “You’re really good. But I demand a rematch.”

She took his hand and pumped it. “You’re kidding, right? I barely broke a sweat and clobbered you.” When he just smiled at her, she let go of his hand and said, “Well, what’s your fantasy?”

He held up a hand. “I’ll tell you… but when I beat you in our rematch, you’re going to have to tell me a secret of your own. Just like me— one that you haven’t ever told anyone.”

“What makes you think I have one?”

He stayed silent and just smirked.

What the hell. Like that was going to happen; him beating her in a rematch. She looked him up and down, taking in his sweat stained t-shirt, his hair standing out in all directions and the red sweaty hue of his skin. “Sure. Okay.” She folded her arms. “What do I get when I beat you?”

Damian shrugged. “I don’t know—come up with something and we’ll talk about it.”

“So? What’s your fantasy?”

“Let’s get my stuff out of your locker, and go to the snack bar. I’m dying of thirst.”

And she was dying of curiosity.

In a few minutes they were sitting at the back of the snack bar at a small table as far away from the food counter they could get. Damian had downed a Gatorade in a single pull and was sipping his second as she nursed an orange juice. She began to drum her fingers on the table. She hated being left hanging when she was curious about something, and Damian had gotten her curiosity to red line. “Well?” she said.

Damian opened his wallet and took out an envelope. He slid it across the table to her. She lifted it, and opening it, looked inside to see a small stack of bills. Her eyes darted up to look at Damian.

“Is this what I think this is?”

He nodded. “It’s a severance package, yeah. I’m calling our deal off.” He tilted his chin at the envelope. “What’s in there is what we agreed on for a week of your time guiding me through my re-entry into a sex life.”

“We only worked on it last night!” She shook her head. “I was doing it more out of curiosity than for the money, Damian.” She riffled through the bills. Yes! There was plenty of money for her to go to San Diego in July! She sucked in a deep breath and exhaled. Damn. There was too damn much money. She riffled off two bills and pulling them out, she crammed them into her purse. With a sigh, she slid the envelope back across to him, shaking her head no. “I took what I earned, the rest is yours.”

“You’re sure about that?” he said.

She nodded slowly. “Yeah… I was once told that the hard decision is usually the right decision.” She shrugged again. “And if that’s the case, then not taking the money is about the rightest thing I’ve done in a long time.”

“Okay then.” Damian silently took the envelope and shoved it into the side pocket of his shorts.

Leaning across the table, her voice low, she said, “So does that mean I don’t get to hear your fantasy?”

“Well, no. I had to fire you because… well… you’re part of it…” he looked away as he said it.

“Oooh! So you had to fire me so you could proposition me!” Wow. Whatta surprise. NOT!

“Well… that’s part of it, sure.” He leaned across the table. “But that’s not all of it. I mean, sure I’d love to get down with you! But my fantasy is more than that.” His face began to redden in a blush and his eyes darted around the room. “I can’t believe I’m about to tell someone this,” his voice now a whisper.

She softly banged her fist on the table top. “What! The suspense is killing me!” She did have a smile though.

He covered his mouth and said, “Mfffgm, shumckm blfurgh.”

Reaching across she snatched his hand. Still holding it, she said, “What?”

He bit his lower lip and held her eyes. “I’d like to know what it would be like to suck a guy’s cock.”

She still held his hand. Even though it was a little clammy from his nerves, it felt strong and huge. He could close his hand over hers and completely cover it. She felt her gaze go soft. “That’s it? That’s what you’re so unsure about telling someone? That you’d like to try a bi experience?” When he nodded silently, she said, “Okay then.”

He turned his hand over on top her hers, and she was right. His hand closed over hers and completely covered it. “You’re not weirded out?” he said.

“No, not at all. Guys get off on watching two women get their freak on, right?”

“Yeah. So?”

She leaned over the table. “Well, some gals get pretty hot and bothered watching men go at it, you know.” When he just shrugged at her statement, Mila tapped the tabletop. “I mean, the first time I hooked up with a girl was kind of weird, yeah; but then I liked it.” She sat back in her seat. “So, why is it that guys can barely talk about having a fantasy like that too without feeling embarrassed?” She shook her head. “I hate double standards—it’s usually women who suffer from them, y’know—but this double standard you guys have is pretty shitty as far as I’m concerned.” She shrugged her shoulders and held up her hands. “I mean, why shouldn’t guys have the same freedom?”

“Does this mean I’m gay?”

She suppressed a chuckle. “It doesn’t even mean you’re bi.” Tilting her head at him she added, “It just means you’re curious.”

His hand felt nice over hers. Especially when his thumb and fingers began stroking her hand.

“So, what do we do now? I mean, do we go on Craigslist? Or some online dating site or something?” I mean, when I was trucking, I did get my dick sucked at a couple of times.”

“Oh?”

He nodded. “Yeah, in the men’s rooms at rest stops on the road a couple of times.” He looked up. “Lots of gay guys cruise them.” He lowered his head again. “But I never put a guy’s cock in my mouth. How do we find someone who would do this with us?”

Her fingers began to respond to his as they held hands. He didn’t realize it, but he was sending small twinges of energy though her fingers and up her wrist. Nice twinges. “Let me get this straight—no pun intended— you want to have a threesome with me and another guy, but with you more or less being the center of attention, is that right?”

His eyes darted off to the side, thinking. He nodded slowly. “Yeah, I think that just about describes it.” He looked back at her. “You think this is something that we can figure out how to set up?”

Her free hand went into her purse and pulled out her phone. “Is tonight okay?” she asked.

“What!”

She took that as a yes. She scrolled through her address book and tapped a number. Still holding onto Damian’s hand, she put her phone to her ear. “Hey Elena, it’s me. Are you guys busy tonight?” After a pause, she said, “I have a friend of mine and I would like to get together with you.” She rolled her eyes cheerfully. “Actually, it’s more Matt we’re interested in, if you know what I mean.” She listened, and said, “Yep, that’s right, hon. Think he’d be up for it?” She gave a slight nod and said, “Sure, go ask him.”

She held the phone to her ear and looked at Damian. The look of shock on his face was priceless. “You’ll love Elena and Matt! She’s checking with him right now.” Her eyes brightened when Elena came back online. “That’s great! How about 9:00?” After another pause, she said, “I’m not sure. Probably at my place; I got the king size bed after all, right?” After another pause, she said, “Oh yeah, he’s hot. A girl’s got standards, you know.” Another pause, and she said, “Great! We’ll see you guys then! Bye!”

She clicked her phone off and took his hand in both of hers. “Matt and Elena are a married couple. They’re about your age, and they’re sweet.” She bobbed her eyebrows. “And very, very hot! Matt’s just started experimenting with his bi side recently and would definitely be interested in getting it on with you.”

“Uhhh… okay….” The poor guy looked like a deer in the headlights. “What do we do now?”

Mila started collecting her things and stood up. “Well, we both have to get ready, and then you’ll come over to my apartment. Show up at about 8:30, okay?”

“Okay.” Damian stood up too.


Chapter Nine: To Please Me

At 8:30 that night a very nervous and very excited Damian pressed the buzzer on Mila’s apartment.

“Whhooo eeez eeet?” came through the speaker.

Shit! He pressed the wrong doorbell!

“Uhh sorry! I think I pressed the wrong number,” he said.

A familiar yelp of laughter came through the speaker. “It’s okay, Damian! I’m just messing with ya!”

The buzzer on the lobby door sounded, and as he yanked the door open, he muttered, “Like I’m not jumpy enough?”

Mila was waiting for him when he stepped out of the elevator. Oh shit she was hot. She was wearing a black lace mini dress with spaghetti straps and three inch heels. He stared at her from the tips of her stilettos, up her curvy hips and swelling breasts to her face. She had been beautiful from the first time he put eyes on her, but Mila had taken her appeal to another level. Shit! Another dimension.

She stepped into him and put her arms around his waist. Her scent wafted about—fresh rain with a background of a lemon and ginger— and looked up into his eyes. The tilt of her Eurasian eyes was enhanced by her mascara and eye shadow. Her lips were curled into a perfect cupid’s bow smile as she reached a hand up behind his neck and pulled his mouth to hers.

He was surprised at the kiss and responded gently. She parted her lips only for a second and released him.

Her eyes now dancing, she said, “I think you’re going to have a great time! Let’s head inside.” She took his hand and led him down the corridor to her apartment. Her dress was tantalizing. He could tell she had nothing under it, but couldn’t see any details. Well, for now, anyway.

When they entered the apartment, there was a pair of filled martini glasses on the coffee table in the living room area. Mila walked over and bent at the waist to pick them up. The woman was deliberately tormenting him. He watched transfixed as the hem of her already short skirt rose higher and higher, right up to the crease of her ass cheeks as she lifted the glasses. Standing, the skirt’s edge dropped back down.

“Down the hatch, big boy. A little liquid courage,” she said, handing him the glass by its stem.

He cupped the glass. It was ice cold, and he drained it in a single swig. He wordlessly held it out to her. In a now hoarse voice from the icy gin, he said, “I think I’ll have another, if you don’t mind.”

With a silent smile Mila took his empty glass and placed it on the coffee table. She gave him another view of her hiking skirt as she refilled the glass from the large silver shaker. Oh man she was perfect.

She handed it back to him and held hers out for a toast. “To punching your gay card,” she said with an evil grin. They tinked glasses and he took a sip.

She gestured to her sofa, “Let’s take a seat. Matt and Elena will be here at 9:00 on the dot, trust me.”

His nerves settled down as they chatted about Mila’s favorite movies and TV shows. She revealed that she was a nerdy science fiction and fantasy fan girl, totally hooked on Game of Thrones.

“The blood and violence doesn’t bother you?” he asked. He loved the series too, but thought women would be turned off by it.

She shook her head. “Not at all.”

“Even the rape scenes?”

She shrugged. “It’s part of a story line of a fantasy TV show I watched.” She gave a quick smile. “And by the time that scene came up, I knew that there really weren’t many lines the show’s creators weren’t scared to cross. I mean, for Pete’s sake, the first episode showed incest!” She took another sip of her martini and put her glass down. Looking at the clock on the opposite wall, she said, “Matt and Elena will be here soon… why don’t we start warming up?”

She slid over to him and wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss.

His breath caught. This was the most remarkable experience he ever had. It was the first time in his life that a woman made the first move.

He liked it. He really, really liked it!

He put his hand on Mila’s waist, feeling the softness of the fabric and her flesh underneath as their mouths met. This time there was no hesitation on either of their parts. Their tongues began lashing at each other, swirling across each others’ mouth. He felt Mila’s fingernails trace the back of his neck as she pressed her face to his. The slight scratching sensation on his spine sent a shiver down his back.

He hooked one arm behind her, half lifting her up to him and his other hand began to massage her thigh. Without any hesitation, Mila opened her knees.

He broke the kiss and watched her face as his hand went under her skirt up towards her crotch. He could feel the damp heat from her mons and he stopped his hand and began to trace circles on her flesh, right at the crease where her leg met her hip. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip.

“Tease!” she said in a low voice as she pushed her hips down towards his hand.

He snorted. “Look who’s talking!” He moved his hand away from her crotch as she scootched closer and closer to the edge of the sofa cushion. She took one hand from the back of his neck and dropped it to his lap, rubbing circles around his thickening cock.

“You can’t wait to taste Matt’s cock, can you, baby,” she cooed, dropping her head down to watch her hand on his pants. “You’re wondering if you’re going to be able to get it in your mouth, right?”

He watched her face as it concentrated on his lap. Oh shit, that felt good.

“Does that turn you on?” he asked. “Thinking of me sucking a guy’s cock before I lick your pussy?” His hand that was on her back was now worming its way under her ass. He had her hip clutched in his hand from the front and back. She wiggled her hips, trying to increase the contact. This was one wanton woman!

In response to his question, Mila nodded slowly. “Yes…” she said softly. “I’ve seen it before… but the fact that you’re so damn nervous about it makes it hotter for some reason.” She lifted her head and looked into his eyes. “We don’t really know each other, Damian…” a puzzled look shadowed her face and she looked away. “But even so…”

He pushed his hand up to her crotch and two fingers began to stroke her damp crevice. “Even so what Mila?” he said. There was an edge to his voice. By god, he’d get an answer out of her on this.

She jerked a little when his fingers grazed across the top of her pussy, his callused fingers gliding across her clit. Her head swiveled back. “Even though we don’t know each other, and even though I know you want to do this…” He stayed silent watching her inner battle take place across her face. Her eyebrows knitted and she pressed her lips together.

“What?” he repeated, now pressing firmly on her clit.

She clenched her eyes shut and said in a rush, “I feel like you’re doing this to please me as much as you’re doing this to get your own cookies!”

Oh baby, you got no idea. He kept his mouth shut though, but in one move, pushed a finger up inside of her as his other hand slid up from underneath her to grasp her by the neck again. As he began to finger fuck her, he bent forward and kissed her deeply. Her own hunger in returning his kiss was all she needed to say now.

Her mouth was supple and wet as they kissed, and he sucked on her mouth as his finger and hand began to coax her to a climax. He held her firmly as she returned his massage, her small hand grasping and stroking his cock through the cotton fabric of his Dockers. He opened his knees too, and as they kissed with hot desire, their bodies warmed to catch up.

Mila broke the kiss and dropped her head onto his chest. She was panting now. “Oh shit, yeah Damian! Keep doing just… that! Right that! Just a little more baby!” Her words were coming in quick, sharp breaths as her hips began to vibrate on the edge of the couch. “Oh yeah, oh yeah!” she kept saying over and over.

“I hope he has a thick knob, baby!” he hissed into her ear. “And when he comes in my mouth, you’re going to kiss me right after! I’m gonna suck his dick and lick his balls, baby!” As he spoke, he emphasized each sentence with his fingers up inside her, twisting his wrist and pinching down on her clit with his thumb.

“Bayyyyybeeeee!” she keened as her climax overtook her. “Oh shit Damian! Oh shit oh shitohshitbayyyyybeeee!” Squealing now, her hands came up to his shoulders and grasped at him as she rode through her climax, her voice getting higher and higher. Sharp pain jabbed his shoulders when her fingernails dug in. “Gonna squirt on ya! Gonnnaaa!” He felt a gush of wetness burst out of her, running over his hand.

“Gimme that, bitch!” he growled at her. “Gimme all of that cunt juice!” His hand was now assaulting her, and she wasn’t backing off. She began bouncing her hips on the couch as she wailed her pleasure. He felt the seam of his shirt tear at the shoulder as Mila’s hands wrapped around the fabric. The high pitch of her voice began to return to normal and he began to slow down his strokes.

He began to pull his fingers from her, but she dropped her hand onto his forearm. “No,” she whispered. She buried her face into his chest, and in a soft voice said, “Stay inside me for a bit, okay?”

He cuddled her with his other arm. “Sure, baby, I got ya,” he said. He kept two fingers up inside of her, flexing and relaxing them in time with Mila’s soft mews like a kitten. They sat there, gently rocking to and fro as her panting settled down to a steady breathing. He looked down at the top of her head, still buried into his chest. He realized she hadn’t looked him in the eye once during the entire episode.


Chapter Ten: The 21st Century

Mila held onto Damian for dear life, because she was afraid that if she let go of him, she’d fall apart.

This tryst with him had left her breathless and confused. For Pete’s sake, all he did was masturbate her! Sure, his talking in her ear about what he was going to do when Matt and Elena arrived was really hot, but she had a hell of a lot of other encounters that were wilder. Why in the world did this… this simple one leave her so wrung out?

His two fingers were still up inside of her after she caught her breath; Damian was softly massaging her inner walls. He kept his thumb off of her clit, thank God; it was so sensitive right now it would be painful if he started playing with it. It did feel nice, his fingers doing some kind of throbbing action. Not arousing, it was like being petted and soothed; but from the inside.

She kept her cheek buried in his chest, her head tilted down, and inhaled deeply. A salty tinge of his body odor wafted under the almost floral cologne he was wearing. The aroma was a different sort of soothing stroke; this one to her sense of smell, just as his fingers were calmly stroking inside of her.

She really ought to say something… but instead she just continued to nuzzle into him.

This was nice, she thought to herself as she closed her eyes just for a moment…

****

She stirred when Damian drew his fingers out of her. She hadn’t fallen asleep, just luxuriated in that wonderful spot between sleep and wakefulness. She blinked her eyes like an owl and sat up.

Damian was watching her carefully, his arm still around her shoulders.

“That. Was. Awesome!” she said, patting his chest with each word. “You got some magic fingers, Mister!”

Damian smiled like the cat who ate the canary. “Just because I’m out of practice doesn’t mean I’m inexperienced.” He reached out and tapped the tip of her nose. “Next time, we’ll try something my way, okay?”

She was sort of taken aback; the nose tap surprised her. “That was sort of patronizing,” she said, her lips in a line.

He tilted his head and his eyebrows shot up. “Oh really?” When she nodded, he said, “What do you mean by patronizing?”

“Patronizing. Condescending. All high and mighty to little old me.” For some reason, she was getting mad faster than she usually would.

He smiled. “You left out arrogant and superior.”

Mila’s head bobbed in agreement. “Yeah. Those too!” She pushed away from him and sat there. If she was standing, she would have put her hands on her hips.

“But you missed a couple of things, Mila.”

“Oh?”

Again he nodded. “That wasn’t my intent, for one thing.”

“Well, that’s how I feel!”

He nodded again. “I know. And that’s the other thing. How you respond to something does not necessarily mean that you understand what I was trying to say, or what I was trying to do.”

“It certainly does!”

He shook his head. “My gesture was one of affection, not condescension. And my words were ones of self-respect, not patronizing. I would like to try something sexually with you that would give me pleasure.” He glanced at his watch. “Don’t get me wrong, what’s going to happen between me and Matt is something I’m totally stoked for!” He sat back into the couch. “But to tell you the truth, what happens between you and me the next time is something I’m now…” He spread out his arms, “after what just happened between us… is something I think will be damn awesome.”

She had a hard time keeping up with him. She had gotten her mad on, and listening to someone when she was pissed off wasn’t a strong suit of hers. She stayed silent.

Damian leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “I was being affectionate… maybe a little protective or something—come on, Mila! I’m more than ten years older than you!” He shook his head. “But condescending? Nope. Not at all.” He shrugged. “I can respect you and be protective of you, girl.” When she stayed silent, he added, “Am I making any sense?”

They both sat in silence while she mulled it over. Damn! Now she felt a little embarrassed for biting his head off! She kept control of herself and looked at her fingernails.

“Okay,” she said, “for the sake of argument, maybe… maybe I took what you said the wrong way.”

“No harm, no foul, Mila. You tried to listen to me even though you were annoyed. That’s pretty mature you know.”

Okay, that wasn’t condescending, was it? His tone of voice and everything sounded respectful. She looked up from her fingernails at him. “So, you get off on being the big strong man, huh?” she said with an evil grin.

“I think it’s not uncommon for guys to be like that, yeah?”

Her grin got wider. “Big strong man who can’t wait to suck a guy’s cock!”

He shrugged and grinned back at her. “That’s more of a testament to you than anything else, Mila.” He gave his head a shake. “I’ve never told that to anyone before!”

“First time’s always a turn on, Damian.”

“Well, thank god for the 21st century, huh?”

And before she could reply, there was a knock at the door.


Chapter Eleven: Damn…

They both started at the noise, and Damian’s face had the look of a deer in the headlights.

“Show time, big boy!” Mila said, hopping to her feet and going to the door. As Damian got to his feet, she swung the door open to see Matt and Elena in the hallway.

“We were about to ring your bell when someone was coming out of the building,” Matt said as he and his wife entered. “So we figured we’d just come straight up.” He nodded over to Damian who was still standing at the couch. “Hey. I’m Matt.”

“I’m Damian.” He crossed the room and the two men shook hands while Elena and Mila kissed hello.

“Would you guys like a drink?” Mila asked. “I made a pitcher of absolutely wicked martinis.”

Matt hadn’t let go of Damian’s hand yet. “Uhhh…” he said, looking at Damian, “I’m good, and I think maybe a drink after Damian and I… uhhh…”

“Get to know each other better?” Damian piped up, nodding.

“Yeah… I think so…”

“Well,” said Elena, taking Mila’s hand, “No time like the present!” The two women strode over to the loveseat that was at a right angle to Mila’s sofa. “We’ll just get comfy and watch you boys.” The two women sat down hip to hip and crossed their legs watching.

Matt’s hand dropped to the waistband of Damian’s trousers. Pulling him by the belt, they stepped to the center of the living room. Damian stepped along with Matt’s tugging, but when they stopped, he reached up and grasped Matt by the neck.

“I’ve never done this before,” he said, and bent into Matt and kissed him.

Matt’s inhaled sharply when Damian’s mouth covered his.

“Ooooh!” said Elena, “Matt’s never kissed a guy!” She leaned forward, her eyes bright with excitement.

It was like watching the beginning of a wrestling match. The two men, almost the same height and build, grasped each other’s head by the scalp as their mouths yawned open and their tongues began to slap at one another like two fighting fish.

Letting go of Damian’s hair, Matt dropped his hands to his waist and pulled the two of them together. They immediately began to grind their hips into each other.

Mila leaned forward to the coffee table and fiddled with her iPhone. A moment later the room was filled with the bluesey throbbing strains of Massive Attack’s Mezzanine album. It started with a metronome and a deep bass backbeat as the melody of the vocalist began to sing.

The men began to sway in time with the music, their hands rubbing each others’ torso with strong firm caresses. Matt reached down and began to pull Damian’s shirt up and over his head.

With his chest now bare, Damian quickly returned the favor, yanking Matt’s golf shirt off. The two men now began to pinch each other’s nipples, twisting them hard.

“Oh fuck yeah!” gasped Damian, when Matt gave his nipple a sharp yank. He slapped at Matt’s pecs sharply, first the right, then the left.

He then took Matt by waistband of his slacks and backed up to the couch. Damian dropped down to the seat and began to fumble with Matt’s belt buckle. Opening it, he then undid the front button and pulled down the zipper of his fly. He spread Matt’s pants open and in one flourish, pulled Matt’s slacks and briefs down to his knees.

Matt’s thick cock sprang out, almost slapping Damian in the face.

“Oh boy,” Damian breathed. He looked up to Matt.

“Watch the teeth, bro,” Matt said.

Damian grasped Matt’s cock in his fist and squeezed it with a milking action. “Just as I thought,” he said with a smile. “You’re as horny as me right now!” A thick dollop of pre-cum appeared like a pearl on the tip of Matt’s cock. Damian stuck his tongue out and licked it off.

He looked over to Mila as he rolled Matt’s semen around in his mouth.

“You like the taste, babe?” she asked. “I hope you do, because this is so fucking hawt!” She and Elena were stroking one another’s thighs as they watched the goings on.

Damian again gave that cat and canary smile and turned back to Matt. “Less filling, tastes great!” he said. Opening his mouth wide, he engulfed Matt’s cock with his lips. Matt’s hand flew to the back of his head and began to push Damian’s face down on his cock.

“Oh man, you got such a hot fucking mouth!” he hissed though his teeth.

“I’m almost jealous!” Elena chimed in. Matt shot her a look that said ‘You’re such a smart ass’ and turned back to Damian.

“Take as much as you can and breathe through your nose, man. Stop going down when you feel like you’re going to gag.”

He wasted his breath. Damian kept going down on his cock, his cheeks sunken from his sucking, until his nose pressed against Matt’s groin. He pulled back slowly, keeping up the vacuum pressure on the man’s cock. When he got to the edge of Matt’s knob, he held his head still while his tongue slathered over the entire knob.

“Oh shit man! That’s fucking awesome!” Matt’s naked ass cheeks flexed as Damian tortured his cock with exquisite pleasure.

Damian popped his mouth off of Matt’s cock. “I’ve been practicing for this!” he said with his canary grin and dropped his mouth back onto Matt’s cock. This time he held Matt’s cock in his fist as his head bobbed up and down across the end, wetting it with his saliva and twisting his wrist with each down stroke.

The music cut to a throbbing base beat with a hard edge strumming steely guitar strings as the two men joined into each other.

Over on the loveseat, Mila’s butt cheeks and thighs were also flexing in time with the beat of the song. She grasped at Elena’s soft thigh, and the woman spread them open. She began to massage Elena’s pussy in time with the music and the two men, but not taking her eyes off them.

“You’re sure this is your first time?” she said to Damian, who gave a slight nod back.

Elena let out a small gasp when Mila’s fingers entered her. She only squeezed her eyes for a second; she didn’t want to miss an instant of what was going on. Even so, she rotated her hips and extended her legs to give Mila better access. Like bacchanal Romans, the women were now stretched across the loveseat, intently watching the two men as Elena was pleasured.

Matt began to move his hips in a fucking motion into and out of Damian’s mouth.

“You’re starting my engine, bro,” he growled. Damian could only moan a muffled reply. “Oh fuck man, I’m gonna push such a load down your throat. Think you can handle it all, you fucking cock sucker?”

Damian responded by taking his mouth off Matt’s cock. Looking up at Matt, he brought his finger up to his lips, mouth still open. “I can take it,” he said.

“Your virgin mouth, bitch!” Matt said. He grasped his cock and began to stroke it while Damian sucked on his balls. First with wet licks, he laved each of Matt’s shaved nuts, one side and then the other. Then Damian opened his mouth wide and gently sucked on Matt’s heavy balls as his tongue slid over and under. “Oh fuck yeah, man! Right there!” Matt cried out.

Damian took his mouth off of Matt’s balls. “Come in my mouth, man!” he said when he saw Matt’s cock begin a steady drizzle of per-cum. Holding his cock in his fist, Matt pushed the crown up into Damian’s mouth again.

He had his knees bent and a slight angle, and his ass was now hammering forward and backwards as he pummeled the man’s mouth. “You want to take it all? I’m almost there!” he gasped, taking his hand off his meat. Damian’s mouth engulfed his cock, sucking for all he was worth.

Matt’s head pivoted sharply to look into his wife’s eyes.

“You like this baby?” he gasped. “I’m gonna blow!”

Elena cried out, “Oh baby! Show me! Load his mouth baby!” She was almost fully stretched out on the loveseat, Mila’s hand reaching around, urging her own climax.

That was all Matt needed. He began to huff and pant like a dray horse pulling a skid of bricks as the oscillations of his hips slowed down to steady, slow, deliberate rhythm, stroking in and out of Damian’s mouth.

“Gonna! Gonna! Gonnnaaaaa!” he cried out, his voice like cascading gravel.

Damian’s eyes found Mila’s as Matt began his climax. Their eyes locked as he swallowed and sucked all of the semen his mouth and throat could swallow. Mila let out a small yip of pleasure when she saw a dribble of Matt’s cum ooze out the side of his mouth. He lifted a finger and swabbed it back into his mouth.

That was enough to push Elena over the edge. She had several small orgasms as Mila pleasured her, but was holding back until her husband’s orgasm began. As Matt’s cock spurted thick oozes down Damian’s throat, she released herself into her own bliss, squealing and gasping through her own climax.

****

An hour later, martinis and hors d'oeuvres consumed, Matt and Elena headed home. Mila and Damian both walked them to the elevator. When they returned to her apartment, Mila closed the door and rested her back to it.

“Wow Damian, that was something else!” she said.

He laughed softly. “You’re telling me,” he said, nodding. “This was one hell of a night…” his voice trailed off and he looked away, a small smile on his lips.

Mila watched him in silence. What was going through his head right now? Oh, she got it. He got his cookies, the deal was done, and now he could leave. Fine and dandy.

She put her hand on the doorknob and arched her eyebrows when he turned to look back at her.

“Good night, Damian.” They stood in silence for a moment. Then Mila’s hand turned and she opened the door.

Damian’s eyes went from her hand on the door and back to her face. His mouth opened and made a small ‘O’.

“I…” Damian said. “I don’t know what to say…”

“A thank you would be nice,” Mila said. “And maybe a ‘see ya around’ or something would be nice too.” She swung the door open wide while he stood silently.

Damian nodded slowly. “I guess I wore out my welcome. Sorry about that, Mila.” He glanced around the apartment with a wan smile. “I suppose my guest manners could use some brushing up.” Turning back to her, he said, “Thank you for such a wonderful experience.”

Mila kept the smile on her face. “You’re welcome, Damian.” She stood beside the doorway. Damian chewed his cheek for a second and walked through.

She closed the door behind him and peeked through the peephole watching him as he went down the corridor towards the elevators.

Damn. If he had only said something more. Damn.


Chapter Twelve: Guaranteed

“Okay, honey,” said Matt as he started up their pickup truck, “why the hell did you pull us out of there?”

Elena let out a snort. “Well, it’s not like you have blue balls after how Damian drained you!”

“Yeah, well, Mila sure took care of you pretty well. Why didn’t you return the favor?” He pulled out of the parking lot and headed onto the avenue.

Elena looked at her husband from the corner of her eye with a mischievous grin. “Feeling guilty honey?”

Matt shrugged. “Well, a little, I guess.” He tapped the steering wheel. “Don’t you?”

“No. I got the vibe and then a look from Mila that she really wouldn’t mind if we left toots sweet.” She twirled a lock of her blonde hair and picked her feet up to rest them on the dashboard of the truck. “You see, I think that— and this is purely women’s intuition here— Mila had a very, very intense experience this evening and she needs some alone time to process it.” She leaned across to her husband and patted his shoulder. “That doesn’t mean that we can’t have some more fun tonight, though!”

“Well, the fun part’s good to hear. But what the hell are you talking about? Damian sucked me off and he didn’t come. And Mila got you off…” he darted his eyes over to Elena and back onto the road. “But she didn’t get to orgasm either. Sorry honey, I don’t see how you can say she had something intense happen to her.” He shook his head.

Elena snorted again. Men! They can’t put two and two together sometimes… “Look, Matt; how many parties or club events have we been to with Mila since we got into the Lifestyle?”

“Shit, I don’t know. A lot, anyway.”

“Right. And how many of those events did she come with a date?”

Matt chewed that one over. “I don’t think she ever did… unless you count those times that she had Amanda under her wing?”

“No… that doesn’t count for me. Amanda wasn’t her date, Amanda was her best friend.”

“Okay, then in that case, I’ve never seen her at an event with a specific guy. She always showed up solo.”

“Yes; the Unicorn. Exactly.” She ticked off her fingers. “At all those parties, and then those few times a gang of us went to clubs, she never once showed up with a guy in tow. And now tonight, not only does she have a date for a foursome, she set the whole thing up!”

“Well, she did say she was helping a friend sort himself out.”

“A friend. Yeah, right. When she introduced us to Damian, she couldn’t remember his last name.” Elena shook her head. “Nope. This is a new guy in her life, and in the years I’ve known her, he’s the first guy she’s been involved with outside of getting it on at Lifestyle events.”

“Shit, Elena, he’s way older than her. I’m pretty sure he’s older than us— the guy’s gotta be 40 if he’s a day.” He slowed the truck down. “I swear to god, if he’s an older married dude stepping out and using Mila as a fuck toy, I’ll kick his ass.”

“Whoa… slow down, Batman. Mila said he’s been divorced for years and years. She told me that he is older than her, yeah.” She looked off to the side doing some mental calculations. “If he is 40, that’s inside the range of being able to have a decent older/younger relationship.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I read someplace that if you divide your age by two, and add seven that’s the range of where you can have a good relationship. Mia’s 25, and let’s say Damian’s 40. Then the window for them is 27, and she turns 26 in a month, right?” Elena nodded to herself. “Yeah, that can work.” She gave a small shrug. “Besides, I think he’s in his late 30’s, actually.”

They drove for a few minutes in silence as they mulled this over. Finally, Matt said, “You mean to say that Mila’s involved with someone on a level deeper than just banging the hell out of him? You’re saying she’s got a boyfriend?” He glanced over to see Elena slowly nod her head. “Oh boy, now I get it. Of course she wanted us to get the hell out of there! I hope it works out for them; Mila’s a ball of fire, and having someone in your corner’s a pretty cool thing, don’t you think?” He turned his head and bobbed his eyebrows. “It’s worked pretty damn good for us!”

Elena chewed a knuckle. “Nooo… I don’t think that’s what’s happening, to tell you the truth. I think he’s probably on his way home right now too.”

“Whaaaat? Are you crazy?”

“I think I’m right. I saw it happen once with Mila about two years ago at the store. There was a guy she was all hot for who worked in the office building that’s above the mall. For a week she kept ‘bumping into him’ at the food court, and finding out as much as she could about the guy.” She shrugged. “When the guy finally got a clue, he was just as attracted to her. He took her out to dinner, and right after that, she wouldn’t have anything to do with him.”

“Maybe he was a jerk.”

Elena shook her head. “No, I met him and he’s a great guy, Matt. Good looking, funny, smart as hell and he’s got a great job as an engineer.” Elena paused and then said, “No, I think Mila’s got something about her that when she likes a guy—more than just a fuck buddy— she get scared and backs off.” Elena’s eyebrows knitted. “No, more than that even. When she realizes she likes a guy, she pushes him away. Hard.”

Matt waved a hand in the air. “Get outta here! They just had the most intense foreplay known to man, and you’re saying she’s going to kick him out?”

Elena sighed. “I’m pretty sure she already has.”

“That’s nuts! I guarantee you that right now they’re going at it so hot and heavy that the neighbors are getting ready to call the cops from all the noise coming out of Mila’s apartment.” Matt gave a short laugh. “They’re bumping uglies until the cows come home, honey.”

“I wish you were right… but I know that I am.”


Chapter Thirteen: Hurts Me As Much As It Hurts You

At the same time Matt was guaranteeing that Mila was having raucous sex, she was sitting alone in her apartment having the last of the Martinis she had prepared. Her pussy was still throbbing from Damian’s magic fingers. How in the world did that man learn how to do that? If that’s what he could do with his fingers, what would it be like to fuck him?

For the first time in her life she wondered what it would be like to have anal sex. She had never entertained the thought before, but if a guy could be so good at ‘petting’ he must be a damn porn star in the sack. She wondered what other tricks he had up his sleeve.

Stop that shit right the hell right now Ms.Winston! Noooo waaay you’ll be seeing that guy again!

She sighed. Yeah, that was probably the smart move. But still… there was something about Damian. Too damn bad he left without so much as putting in a mild objection. He must have been able to tell how rattled she was. For Pete’s sake, Elena picked up on it right away! If he had just taken the time to settle her down, and help calm her nerves, they’d in all likelihood be going at it on the floor, in the hall, working their way through the apartment to her bedroom.

But noooo! He was more than happy to get the hell out of Dodge. Which was really strange because he didn’t orgasm. Wait… is that it? Is he really into guys and was just using her as a cover of some kind?

Fine. Oh well, it was probably all for the best.

She sighed again out loud and drained her glass.

She hoped the weather was decent tomorrow. She’d like to go kayaking on the lake.

The buzz of her cell phone’s text message alert startled her.

YOU’RE SUCH A WIMP

Whaaaaat? She glanced at the header to see that it was from Damian, and sat back on the couch staring at the screen. Another text popped in.

WIMPY DIMPY DIMP DIMP EROOO WIMP

She couldn’t help but giggle. She typed a response.

WHY AM I A WIMP?

Immediately, Damian texted back:

BECAUSE WHAT HAPPENED TONIGHT WAS SO GOOD YOU GOT SCARED. SO SCARED YOU BOOTED ME.

“Shit,” she said out loud. He saw right through her. Before she could think of a response, another text popped in:

SCAREDY CAT WIMPY DIMP EROO

As she started to tap out a reply the phone rang. Well, at least he called, right? She pressed the answer key.

“Wimps are us, how may I direct your call?”

“You treated me pretty badly, Mila.” His voice was even and steady. “I think I deserved better than that.”

She had always been able to pride herself on being a good listener. She could tell from listening if someone was miffed, irked, annoyed or angry just from a few words on the phone. With Damian she was drawing a blank. All she could hear was a hint of a smile in his voice.

A smile?

“You think this is funny or something?”

“No. Not at all.” She could still hear that damn smile! “In fact, I—”

“Well, it’s not funny that you couldn’t wait to get out of here!”

“What the hell are you talking about? You asked me to leave!”

“I did not! All I did was hold the door open for you! You’re the one who walked through it!”

That damn smile was still in his voice! “You told me goodnight and opened the door, Mila. What did you expect me to do?”

“You could have objected.”

The smile finally left his voice. “I know. I wanted to. But you doing what you did… well, I figured that you were rattled and needed some space so I gave it to you.” She heard him take a breath. “I’m objecting now.”

“Noted.”

The silence hung between them for a moment until Damian said, “What are you afraid of?”

“I’m not afraid! I’m just not in the mood for anything more than a fuck buddy, and I think you want more than that.” She blew out a sigh. “In the last month, I’ve gone from being a salesgirl to a store manager, Damian. For the first time in my life, I actually have the beginning of a career.” She clutched the phone tighter to her ear. “Who knows? In a couple of years, I could maybe move up to being an area manager, then a regional one!”

“Yeah; and that’s pretty exciting, for sure.”

“You’re damn right it is. I enjoy the work, and the company gives me some freedom to run the store, and if I do well, I’ll be getting some serious profit sharing bonuses. I have a healthy sex life and no attachments.”

“Yeah, I hear you. It does sound good. But let me ask you a question, though. Aside from your fuck buddies, how many friends do you have?”

“Oh, what you’re really asking is girl friends. Girls I go out to lunch with, girls I go shopping with.” She shook her head holding the phone. “Besides Amanda—I’ve known her since I was a kid and we’re besties— none, really.”

“No, I didn’t ask about the gender of your friends, I asked about friends that you hang out with.”

“Hang out? Like go to the movies or Netflix and chill?”

“Yeah, people you do stuff with.” He held up a hand. “That’s outside of sex that is.” She heard his breath whoosh. “You sound like you have a kind of limited social life.”

“It works for me, Damian.”

“Oh really?”

“Yeah.” This was starting to make her feel uncomfortable. “You know, I do play racquetball at the gym. You need someone to play against, don’t you?”

“Yeah, you do. How much do you see your opponents outside of the court?”

Damn. He had her. She gritted her teeth. “It works for me.”

“I’m not saying it doesn’t, Mila. I’m just saying that it could stand a broadening of horizons.”

She snorted.

“And, on top of that, you owe me a rematch.”

She let out a yelp of laughter. “You’re a real glutton for punishment, you know that?”

“Maybe I was just rusty. You going to wimp out on that too?”

“I just don’t want this to go anywhere, Damian.”

“Listen, dummy, I’m not asking you to move in with me! I’m asking you if you’d like to play racquet ball with me!”

“And fuck after.”

“Maybe. Maybe not…”

“Oh! I’m not hot enough for you to want to fuck?” She grinned as she said it.

“Well… maybe… if I keep one eye closed while we do the nasty I should be okay.”

His voice had that smile in it back. “Bastard. I’m going to crush you.”

****

The next afternoon Mila was sweating like a rainforest, gasping for air, and her legs were noodles. She had won the first game, but barely. Damian had her running from the first volley, doing front drop shots, then balls that landed and died at the back of the court. He placed the ball exactly where she wasn’t, and unlike the first game where each point was maybe three shots back and forth, in this match, each point had ten or more volleys.

He was barely sweating. He took the second game 15-3 and had run her into the ground. She sucked it up, and found reserves she didn’t know she had for the third game, but still lost 15-10.

“You’re a ringer,” she said at the end of match handshake.

“No. I was rusty. I hadn’t played in years.”

“And years ago you were really, really good.”

He gave a slight shrug and glanced away. “Well, yeah.”

“What level?”

“Well…” he smiled. “A pretty high level, actually.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I bronzed in Men’s Singles at the Pan-Am games back when I was your age.”

“Not gold.”

He shook his head.

“Loser. At least I was my club champion!” The look of shock on his face was absolutely priceless. Mila burst out laughing and patted him on the chest. She pointed to the set of bleachers that were behind the glass walls of the court where they left their water bottles and towels. “Let’s sit down for a few minutes.”

She wiped down her face and neck with a towel as Damian drained his water bottle. He let out a belch after downing half of it and cocked an eyebrow at her. “Nice outfit,” he said.

“What, this old thing?” she replied tugging at the shoulder of her tank top. A short pleated Nike tennis skirt with compression shorts down below, and a push up sports bra and tank top up top. All in vivid pink and black trim. They contrasted perfectly with her dusky brown South Pacific skin tone. She had bought them that morning.

Damian chuckled. “Yeah, those rags.” He sat back against the bleacher. “So, what’s the secret you’re going to tell me?”

Mila dropped her hands to the hem of her tank top and pulled it off, revealing the matching sports bra. She sat back and began to knead her breasts through the fabric. “Do you like my boobs?” she asked innocently, her lips forming a small ‘O’.

Damian’s eyes bulged and his breath sucked in. He pivoted his head up the hallway. They were the only ones in this section of the club right now, at the end of the corridor. He turned back to her. “Uh… yeah!”

“You’ve never seen them, you know…” she slowly pulled up her bra, baring the lower half moons of her breasts. “I think they’re too small, but most Filipino girls think their titties are too small.” She stilled her hands. “Should I continue?” she teased, her fingers lightly grazing across the bare flesh.

His eyes huge, Damian just nodded.

She lifted the bra the rest of the way, exposing her dark brown nipples. She didn’t take it off, though; if someone came down the corridor she could cover up quickly. Her nipples were already stiff. She glanced down to see that Damian’s cock was straining against his shorts as well. She grinned inwardly—her nipples were as responsive as a guy’s dick. Not to mention how her pussy was already tingling. What’s the term for a female horn dog anyway? Oh yeah—bitch in heat. Duh!

She scooted over next to Damian and began to tweak them. She liked the almost stingy sensation when she did that. Especially if, right after they were pinched… “Suck them, would you?” she said.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. Damian’s head dropped his mouth covered her entire nipple and areola. He sucked on the closest one first and then moved his head to the other as Mila’s hand went to the back of his head.

“A little harder, baby…” she cooed.

He moved his head away so his lips just covered her nipple now. At the same time he increased his sucking pressure, his teeth chewed down on the outer edge of her nipple sharp enough for her to give a start. Oh yeah… his mouth was as gifted as his fingers… Mila let a purring ‘Mmmmm’ sound in her throat.

Damian’s hand rose and began to ply and knead her other breast. He lifted his head and looked down the corridor and back to her.

“What if someone catches us?” he said, looking down at her.

She licked her lips and smiled. “The risk makes it kinda hot, doesn’t it.” She lifted a leg and wrapped it around his waist.

His eyes narrowed and he smiled. “Yeah. It really does. Kind of like those blow jobs I got at the rest stops.” He nodded his head. “Yeah this is hot,” he said, his hands leaving her breasts. He tugged at her bra and pulled it back over her boobs.

“Wha— what’re you doing?” she squeaked.

He chuckled as he reached for her tank top. He pulled her to a sitting up position, and nodding at her hands, said, “Upsy Daisy” as he rusched her tank top into a circle. Wordlessly, she lifted her arms and he snugged it down over her.

She stared at him sullenly when he brushed her top smooth and said, “Nice try, Mila, but we had a deal. I win, and you tell me a secret.”

She felt her lower lip come out in a pout, and pulled it back in. She hated it when it did that. It didn’t happen very often, but still she hated it. She kept her lips thin as she looked up at him.

“Don’t wanna.”

Damian shrugged. “I understand. A secret… a big secret… well, that’s kinda scary to tell somebody.”

Yeah, like he’d know. She had kept her secret since she came to Black Rapids when she was a kid about to start high school. She never told anyone. Looking up at him, at the tinge of grey hair on his temple, and how his eyes softened now… made her feel kinda safe.

She looked away from him. “You won’t blab it, will you?” She couldn’t believe the sound of her voice. She sounded like a little kid!

“No.” His voice was barely above a whisper. From the corner of her eye she could see him raise his hand towards her shoulder. It stopped in mid air for a moment, then rested on her shoulder. “I got a funny feeling that you need to tell it though, Mila,” he said, his voice soft and calming.

She closed her eyes, just feeling his hand on her. If he moves it to her boob or down to her crotch, she’d clobber him with her racquet. But he didn’t. It just stayed on her shoulder, pressing lightly. Pressing solidly.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not like I committed murder or anything.” He didn’t move his hand away; she hadn’t wanted him to.

“I’m listening…”

Damn it. It would have been great if he had gotten pushy right there. If he got pushy, she could push back, tell him to fuck off, and that would be that! But nooo… he had to come back all ‘Horse Whispery’ and calming! And she liked it! Damn it.

“Oooh!” she said in frustration. “You’re making this too damn easy!” The sonovabitch didn’t even reply, nor did he take his hand away! “I haven’t told this to anyone!”

“I’m listening…”

Yeah, he was…

“I’m fostered.” There. She said it out loud. For the first damn time. She waited for him to start blabbering away with questions, but Damian stayed silent. All he did was just squeeze her shoulder with the gentlest of pressure. “Not even good enough to be adopted. My caseworker said it ‘prolly was ‘cause I’m Filipino or something, but all my life I had been in foster care. I was put into Children’s Aid because my mother died of a drug overdose when I was four. I can barely remember her. I started runnin’ away when I was 12; and the last time I did, they told me that they’d put me in a group home until I was 18 if I did it again. So I was placed with the Winstons when I turned 14.”

She glanced away, her eyes filling with tears. “They liked me as much as they could, y’know?” She gave a small shrug. “I guess they loved me, because they asked me to change my name to theirs, and I did.” She dropped her head to look at the ground. “But they didn’t adopt me, ‘cuz if they did, they’d lose the money that Children’s Aid paid each month.” She sighed. “I wished they had though.”

She lifted her head, her eyes now clear and stared straight ahead. “They were okay, but really old. They passed away right after I finished high school.” She turned her head to look at him. He sat still, holding her gaze and slowly nodding.

“You’re very strong,” he said quietly.

She felt that funny feeling behind her eyes. That stupid feeling. No fucking way was she gonna cry or any baby stuff like that. She took a deep breath and said, “Thank you. I know.”

He gave a short laugh.

WHAT? A cold anger shot through her like an ice bullet. “What’s so damn funny!”

He kept his hand on her shoulder and was rubbing it now. “Take it easy. It’s a powerful secret, and I’m honored you shared it with me.” He shook his head, but still held her eyes. “I figured you were going to tell me that you liked being tied up and spanked or something.” He tilted his head at her and his eyes grew soft again. “But you took our bet seriously, and respected that… and me enough to tell me this.” He paused. “I’m humbled, to tell you the truth. And I’ll always try to be deserving of this confidence.”

She nodded. “Okay.” They sat silently for a moment, and then she said, “Only bare handed.”

“Huh?”

“I don’t like paddles, or hair brushes, or riding crops. If I get a spanking, it’s gotta be with your bare hand.”

“This hurts me as much as it hurts you kind of thing, huh?”

She turned to look at him and they were both smiling evilly. “Yep. Exactly.”

“Good to know.” He dropped his hand and scooted over to her. He raised his arms and embraced her in a hug. “I think this is the start of something, Mila.”

She laid her head on his chest. She sure hoped so. “Yeah,” was all she said.


Chapter 14: WTF?

Damian stroked the back of Mila’s head for a moment, his arm around her shoulder.

“Y’know, this is kinda not fair,” he said to the top of Mila’s head. “I mean, it’s sweet and stuff, but…” his voice faded.

Mila kept her head still and smiled. “I was all ready to fool around, but noooo… you needed to hear a secret!” She thumped his chest with a fist. “So it’s your fault, buster.”

She shivered a little when his hand left the back of her head and began to stroke her spine. Down between her shoulder blades, past the small of her back and just under the waistband of her shorts. His fingers paused right at the center of her hip bone and began to trace its way back up, making small circles. When his hand got to the top of her shoulders again, he squeezed her in that spot where her neck joined her shoulders, giving it a slow massage before repeating the movements.

“Oh, that’s niiice…” she murmured. When his hand went under the waistband of her skirt/short set her hips began to squirm a little, all on their own.

“Yeah, I’m getting the idea you like it,” he said. This time he pushed his hand further down the back of her waistband, a finger gently moving towards the cleft of her ass. She let out a soft sigh in response. She had never been comfortable with anyone paying too much attention to her ass until now.

Keeping her head on his chest, she began to trace her hand across his thigh. Resting the palm of her hand on the inside of his thigh, she rubbed his flesh from his knee up to the edge of his gym shorts.

“Too damn bad for you that you wore shorts this long,” she snickered. They were plenty baggy though, and her hand slipped up inside the leg to his crotch.

“Damn good thing you have such petite hands,” he sighed as she began to massage his balls through his underwear.

He pulled the elastic waistband out and pushed his hand down her hip, caressing each ass cheek firmly. “God, Mila,” he huffed, “you have an epic ass.” He gave it a small pinch. “Yeah, I know I’m probably not the first guy to tell you that, but still…”

She chuckled. “It’s never been called ‘epic’ before, hon. ‘Bubbly’, ‘bootylicious’, sure. But never ‘epic’.” She rolled her hips so the edge of his hand would rest in the cleft of her cheeks. Oh shit, she wanted him to fuck her asshole…

Her virgin asshole…

But not yet. Her eyes widened in surprise. She had yet to fuck this guy at all, but she wanted to do anal with him? WTF was going on? She set her lips in a straight line and nodded her head.

“What’s up?” Damian asked.

‘Gotta take you out for a road test, buster!’ she thought to herself. She whipped up to her feet and began pulling him by the hand.

“Let’s go,” she said, yanking him to his feet.

Damian smiled. “Your place or mine?” he said, his eyebrows waggling like Groucho Marx.

Mila pulled at him and he stumbled down the bleachers to the floor. Wrapping his arm under hers she began walking quickly down the corridor. Damian had no choice but to be pulled along. “Neither. The Ladies locker room.” She kept her eyes straight ahead. God, she hoped the sauna was on!

“What? Don’t you think the other women would object?”

Mila looked up at him with a sly smile. “Nope. The Fitness Center’s deserted this time of day. Stay at home moms are getting ready to pick up their munchkins, it’s too early for the after work crowd, and students are still in class!” She kept motoring down the hall. Her pussy was on fire. She reached over and stroked his bulging crotch with her free hand. And he had the hose to put it out.

“You sound like you know what you’re talking about.” Damian cracked a smile. “I’m thinking this isn’t your first time doing this, Mila.”

She snorted. “My experience is your windfall, huh?”

“Lead on!”

They scampered down the corridor to the Ladies locker room area. Mila left Damian outside while she ducked in to make sure the coast was clear. As expected, it was completely empty and as hoped, the sauna room was running hot. Yay! She creaked the door open and tugged Damian inside.

She grabbed a handful of towels from the shelf and tugged him over to the row of showers. When they built the Fitness Center, they included a shower for disabled members. Unlike the others, it had a door instead of a curtain, and was big enough to accommodate a person in a wheelchair. It was huge; four people, let alone two would be able to shower in it with no problem. Mila would know— she’d tell Damian that story another time.

In a low voice, she said, “We’re both sweaty and gunky from the thrashing you gave me on the racquetball court. I want us to take a shower and then we’ll hit the sauna. What do you say?”

Damian’s eyes were huge. “Sure! You kidding me? I finally get to see you naked?”

She shrugged, her eyes dancing. “I guess so. But you’ve seen bits and parts along the way, right?” She opened the door to the shower room, and they stepped inside.

It was large enough for a bench along the wall opposite the shower nozzle. They’d leave their gym clothes there while they went to the sauna.

Mila peeled off her top and tossed it onto the bench. Damian was down to his briefs already.

Suddenly, she felt… holy shit! She was about to get naked in front of a guy for like the zillionth time in her life and she felt… self conscious?

Damian’s thumbs were at the waistband of his underwear when he saw the look on Mila’s face. He went still. “What’s the matter, Mila?”

“Uhhh…” she swallowed. This. Was. Bullshit. “Nothing!” she said with a cheese grin. “Just a brain fart, I guess.”

“You’re sure?” His thumbs began to push the elastic over his hips. She could see the tip of his cock now. Ohmygod how she wanted this man. Sitting on the bench, she reached out and took his hands, pulling her to him.

“Let me get this,” she said. Sitting before him, she pushed his underwear down to the floor, freeing his cock right at mouth level. Her hands grasped the shaft and she looked up into his eyes. “I guess the no sex rule’s out the window now,” she said. Dropping her head, she nuzzled his cock against her cheek inhaling deeply.

He smelled so damn male. She loved the way a guy’s cock smelled, especially around his crotch. The musky, almost salty smell was an aphrodisiac to her. Flexing her wrists, her hands twisted over his cock, like she was wringing out some hand washed lingerie. The groan she heard was music to her ears.

Her tongue slipped out from between her lips to catch the thick, clear dollop of pre-cum she had coaxed from his shaft. Taste test time! She bent her head and lapped like a kitten at a saucer.

Oh man, he tasted good. She rolled the dab of semen against the roof of her mouth, sliding her tongue around. She knew he would, but this was exquisite; it was a salty butterscotch.

She loved butterscotch.

She opened her mouth as wide as she could and looked up at him as she began to cover his knob with her lips. His eyes were black diamonds burning into her soul as she took his manhood into her mouth. He reached down and with a firm strong hand, caressed the side of her face as she struggled to fit him as deeply into her mouth as she could. She felt her eyes begin to tear, and she had barely gotten past his knob.

“Take it easy, honey,” he said, his voice soft, when her gag reflex made her head bob a touch. She backed her mouth off and looked up at him.

“You’re well endowed, you know,” she said. Her hand was gliding over the section she had managed to wet with her mouth. “And I love the way you taste…” she bent her head back down to his shaft. She wasn’t going to be able to deep throat him by any stretch of the imagination. For the first time in her life she was disenchanted for her petite South Pacific frame. If she was a little more substantial— like her boss Elena— she’d be able to fit most of him in her mouth! She sucked on him greedily.

Sure, she had been with guys who had big cocks. She’d given them head as best she could, and they’d start fucking. But with Damian, she wanted to feast on his shaft.  Damn it.

Damian placed his hands on the sides of her face. “Hey… I thought we were taking a shower.”

“Mmm-hmm” she replied, not stopping.

He arched his hips back, his shaft popping out of her mouth. “Come on, now,” he said, again his voice all ‘Horse Whispery’ soft. He slipped his hands under her and pulled her to a standing position. “You seem a little shy right now, let me help.”

He lifted her off her feet like a feather and set her on the bench. She looked down at him as he dropped to his knees and unlaced her sneakers, lifting her foot one at a time and taking them off. His back was smooth, and she could see a hint of muscle under his shoulders as he one after another slipped off her socks.

Standing up, his head was a little higher than her bust line. He cocked his head to the side  back and forth and held his chin for a moment. “Decisions, decisions,” he said. Making a quick nod, he reached out and tugged her sports bra up and over her head.

Her hands flew up, covering her breasts.

Damian recoiled in mild surprise and looked up at her. She knew her eyes were huge.

They watched one another in silence for a moment.

Finally, he glanced away, a soft smile curling his lip. He reached behind her and grabbed her t-shirt. He gave a snort. “I’ve done this before,” he said. With a smile he tugged the t-shirt over her head, snugging it down to her waist.

She stood silently, not moving a muscle. She didn’t know what to say, nor what to do right now.

He picked up one of the towels they brought in and shook it out and wrapped it around his waist.

He took her by the waist and lifted her effortlessly to the floor. Bending down, he gathered up his gym clothes.

She stared up at him in silence.

He kissed the tip of his finger and tapped the tip of her nose with it. “This isn’t the right time, nor the right place, is it, Mila?”

“I… I thought it was…”

“Take your shower, dear. I’ll meet you at the snack bar.” He bent over and kissed her forehead and left, closing the door to the shower stall softly behind him.

She watched him silently. In the space of a few moments, she had felt incredible arousal, and staggering self consciousness. And now… knowing he would wait for her at the snack bar… she felt…

Happy?

WTF?


Chapter 15: Damn it!

Damian didn’t bother showering; he just threw his gym clothes back on in the Ladies locker room, eased out the door and grabbed his stuff from his own locker. He went to the snack bar and ordered a Gatorade.

He saw the writing on the wall. It was obvious he was way too old for Mila.

He let out a sigh. Damn it stung. The big 4-0 was coming down the line like an unstoppable freight train and he thought he was doing okay in accepting that. But today, for the first time in his life, a woman he was really attracted to got all weirded out around him.

He had thought the feeling was mutual; but the way Mila froze up twice told the real story. She just didn’t know how to tell him.

The snack bar was a small alcove, and to make it seem larger they put mirrors along one wall. He looked at his reflection. Yeah; the dusty brown hair was fading; as much as he wanted to believe that the touch of grey at his temples were ‘distinguished’, he had to be honest with himself—he was getting old.

Okay then; someone had to be the grown up here. He’d cut the cord and move on. It was too damn bad; Black Rapids was a great small city. He could have gotten used to living here and seeing where life was going to take them.

“Not ‘them’ idiot! You!” Yeah. Right.

He sat at the table for another fifteen minutes debating with himself whether he should move back to Chicago or really cut the cord on his old life and relocate to warmer climes. The Florida Keys had a charming allure. He’d never been there, but they always had some sort of pull to him. Islands that sort of weren’t islands in a land of perpetual warmth.

Or maybe Hawaii. Now that would be a break with the past!

And Hawaii wasn’t very far from the Philippines, was it?

‘Cut it out Damian!’

Okay. Maybe Florida then.

Mila came bopping into the snack bar. She was freshly showered and her jet black hair hung in ringlets halfway down her back. She was still wearing her racquetball outfit though, the pleats of her skirt swayed as she crossed the room. She was smiling broadly.


Chapter 16: Look At Me…

He saw that she wasn’t wearing a bra under her t-shirt and that her nipples were like raspberries pushing against the fabric. She bent over and grasped him by the collar of his shirt. Bunching it in her hand she planted a kiss.

He was so surprised he gasped when her tongue entered his mouth and swirled inside. His hand rose and he grasped the back of her neck, holding their faces together.

Mila broke the kiss, but kept her face close, her dark eyes dancing. “I want to fuck you right now, buster,” she said in a breathy voice. Still grasping him by the shirt, she pulled him to his feet and headed out of the snack bar. He barely was able to grab his gym bag.

She pulled him towards the parking lot. Glancing over her shoulder, she said, “Where’s your car?”

He pointed. “That blue F-150 over there.” Damian looked over his shoulders back to the entrance of the parking lot. He had tucked his pickup in the rear of the lot—it was a late model and parking it out of the way lowered the chance of it getting scratched or dented.

“Perfect. A nice big vehicle.” She turned her head again. “Please tell me it has a bench seat.”

He nodded. “Yeah, it’s a split. It can act like three separate seats, but they’re all lined up right now.” He took the keys from his pocket and beeped the doors to unlock. Mila went to the driver’s side and opened the door and climbed in. As she lifted her leg, he gasped.

She wasn’t wearing anything under that skirt. He saw her darkened pussy lips glisten with a dewy moisture. What the hell had happened in that shower room after he left?

As he stood at the door of the truck’s cab she scooted across to the passenger side. She lay down on the seat and put her feet up on the cushions and flipped up her skirt. With an evil grin, she crooked her finger at him.

“Come and get it, buster.”

She moved one foot to the floor of the cab, spreading her legs. The small landing strip of pubic hair guided his eyes down to her dark brown cleft. It was damp, and not just from the shower she had just taken.

Still standing outside the truck he dropped his shorts and underwear. He reached up to the grab handle on the inside frame and hoisted himself up and on top of Mila, his cock already thickening. He bent back and pulled the driver’s door shut behind him.

He wormed his way up to where she was reclining.

Her eyes were dancing in happy anticipation. She had refreshed her lipstick, a deep red gloss was painted on her lips. He bent his head down and again kissed her.

She felt so small to him when his hand automatically rose up to cup the side of her face. It felt as if he could hold her head in one hand.

Her lipstick was a berry flavor; not cloyingly sweet, just a hint of berries covered her hungry mouth as she sucked his tongue as soon as it darted over her teeth. He held his mouth over hers, feeling her lips and tongue suck and lave his own.

It was the most sensual kiss he had ever gotten in his life. He rolled his hips until they were resting up against Mila’s crotch and he began to pulse them.

Her hand snaked between them and grasped his now thick shaft. With just a quick rub along her outer lips, she began to ease him up inside of her.

He pulled his head back from her mouth. “Oh shit, that’s good, Mila!” he groaned as the unbelievably tight wetness of her pussy walls swaddled his engorged cock. He hadn’t fully joined her yet, the fluttering bliss of her inner flesh was a warm wet sheath over his cock.

He looked down into her eyes. They were still merry.

“Go deeper, Damian,” she said. “I can handle it.” Her hands went to his waist, urging him.

He wanted to etch every sensation of this first time into his brain, so he went as slowly. He felt his cock pass over what felt like a wet ring when he was halfway in. It was exquisite soul drenching pleasure. He rolled his hips back and forth a few times feeling this part of her pussy massage and press onto the ridges of his knob. He sucked in his breath and shut his eyes.

“Look at me…” she said. “Watch my eyes…”

He stretched them open and fell into the molten blackness of her eyes. Her hands pulled at him and he pushed all the way in.

“Mmm! Yes! Right there!” she said. She began to roll her hips a little now, rubbing him from her deepest part. He felt the tip of his shaft glaze up against a soft, spongy area.

“Oh yes! Right there! Oh man!” Mila’s hands now grasped and clutched his waist. “Oh fuck! It burns so fucking nice!”

They were mated together, hips rolling in unison in a wet, warm gyration.

Mila bit her lower lip. “Now fuck me, baby. Give it to me!”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He arched his hips out and plunged back into her, rewarded with a squeal and a smile. “Oh yeah! Oh yeah!”

Now she lifted her legs and wrapped her ankles around his ass. He pushed his hands on the armrest behind her head and began to bang her with a fury borne of the whitest hot desire and craving he'd ever felt.

“Oh fuck, Mila! You’re so fucking sweet!” Again and again he repeated the line punctuating it with a deep thrust up inside of her.

“Do it, baby! Do me you bastard! You fucking animal!” Her face was screwed up in a rage of desire now, but her eyes never left his. “Fuck me like your bitch! Fuck my hole you fucker!”

Oh Christ he loved dirty, filthy talk in bed! “I’m fucking your wet cunt, bitch! How do you like it! You want more, you slut?” He banged her as hard as he could, punching her pussy with the end of his cock.

“Oh baby it hurts sooo goooood!” Mila’s voice took on a high pitch. She squinched her eyes shut and he knew she was about to come.

“Mila!” he shouted. “Look at me when you come! Look at meee…!”

Her eyes flew open and she watched him as she began to babble and blurble. A series of grunts and half words flew from her mouth as she orgasmed. He felt a thunder of trembles course through her legs that were wrapped about him; as if she had stuck her finger into an electrical outlet. One that was delivering millions of volts.

“Eeeeiiii—gaaahhhhh!” she cried out, her orgasm rolling over both of them.

It was all he needed. He felt his cock begin to contract. He pulled halfway out, finding that tight spot of her pussy and rode that as best he could. The crown of his knob began to pulse, then throb in exalted agony, and he felt the first spurts of semen surge out of him and into her.

“Gaaahhhh!”

Both of them were now hooting and snarling as a single being in an exquisite and eternal moment of the purest pleasure each had ever known. Back and forth they rolled, Damian’s fist clutched in her hair and Mila’s fingernails leaving bloody scratches on his flesh.


Chapter 17: Exclusively?

On Monday morning, Elena Johnson was in her office at work when her cell phone rang. Glancing at the screen, she saw it was a call from Mila Winston. Smiling, she pressed ‘Answer’.

“Hey! How’s it going?”

“Great! The Grand Opening went off like clockwork, and so far we’re killing it on the sales goal numbers!”

“That’s great news, Mila. I knew that you’d do a great job as a store manager.”

“Well, I owe it all to you, Elena. You put my name up…”

Elena laughed. “Well, I did mention you to the powers that be, yeah—but it was your work record that sold them. You’re just making me look good you know.”

They chatted for a few minutes about inventory levels and how they each planned to launch the new season’s lineup in the upcoming months. Amanda, Elena’s assistant manager had popped her head into the office twice and Elena knew she had to get back to work.

“Well, Mila, duty calls…” she said.

“Wait! I need your advice on something!”

“Oh? What’s the matter?”

“I won’t be able to make it to Sylvia and Bryon’s party this Saturday.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.” She drummed her fingers on the top of her desk. “I can’t remember you missing one since the first time Matt and I went.” She cocked her head into her phone. “Is everything okay?”

“Oh yeah! Everything’s great!” Mila paused for a second or two. “But I don’t think I’m going to be doing much with the Lifestyle for quite some time…” her voice faded.

“Oh?” Elena sat back in her chair. This was something different. Mila was the freest of free spirits. “For what it’s worth, hon, you’ll be missed. What’s going on?”

The smile in Mila’s voice was unmistakable. “I met a guy…”

“Oh? Anyone I know?”

“You sure do! It’s Damian!”

“Really? The Damian from that night at your place the other week?”

“Mmm-hmm… that’s right.”

“So why don’t you bring him?”

“Well, cuz…” Mila went silent for a few moments and Elena kept her mouth shut. “It’s because we’re going to be exclusive with each other for a while.”

Elena’s eyes flew open. “Exclusive?”

“Uhh… yeah.”

“You’re telling me that this guy’s your boyfriend?”

Mila burst out laughing. “I guess so! That’s such an old school term, but yeah! He’s my boyfriend!”

“I can’t believe this!”

“Me neither!”

“How… I mean… why… I mean… Mila! This is different for you! I’ve known you for years and you’ve never had a boyfriend!”

“Yeah! Just fuck buddies!”

“What the hell happened?”

Mila laughed again. “It was just some crazy, lucky, wonderful accident!”

The End

Author’s note:

Once upon a time I was alone in a bar in Chicago at a very, very nice hotel. A nice man offered to buy me a drink and I politely declined. He then asked me ‘how much?’ I thought he was asking how much I had to drink so far and told him it ‘this is my first’.

The baffled expression on his face I remember to this day! He was embarrassed, and… well… I took it sort of as a compliment to tell you the truth. We parted ways as soon as my girlfriends showed up.

And that encounter was the seed for this story. I hope you enjoyed it, and if you did, please leave a review on Amazon. Reviews not only help authors like me find new readers, but your honest opinion will help other readers discover new works.

************

This ends my adventures with Elena and Matt and Amanda and Mila. I’ll miss them yes; but I think that they’re out there somewhere in the universe still having a whale of a time!

As always, THANK YOU for reading this book. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon? Reviews help aspiring writers like myself, but more importantly, your honest opinion will help others make their buying decisions. YOUR VOICE COUNTS A GREAT DEAL.

JUST CLICK THIS LINK TO LEAVE A REVIEW!
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If you enjoy my work, please join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I can stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

Aaaand... if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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and you’ll get your books right away! Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for other books I’ve written!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City...

Click here for Episode 1

Or...

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is...

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results...
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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