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A note from Mia:
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Before We Begin…

An Invitation To Mia’s Readers Club!

Please consider joining my Readers Club. I’d love to be able to stay in touch with people who have read my work. It won’t be spammy; I’ll be sending you notifications on my newest releases and special promotions.

Aaaand…      

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you three of my popular books!

[image: ]

So just click on this link: http://eepurl.com/bGtpED and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,

Mia

Now… let’s see what’s up with Mila!


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 Byron’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 kegals 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 Byron’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.

In Case You Haven’t Done so yet, here’s An Invitaton To Mia’s Readers Club!

As I mentioned before, please consider joining my Readers Club. I’d love to be able to stay in touch with people who have read my work. It won’t be spammy; I’ll be sending you notifications on my newest releases and special promotions.

Aaaand…      

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you three of my popular books!

[image: ]

So just click on this link: http://eepurl.com/bGtpED and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,

Mia
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