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Chapter 1: Karma Blessings

Frank was a little tipsy getting out of the cab, but sober enough to pay the driver.

“Here ya go, buddy!” he said, “keep the change.” He handed the driver a twenty for a $12.00 fare. The cabby gave him a ‘you sure about this?’ look and Frank waved him away.

He was showing off a little, thought Amanda. An eight dollar tip? That was just too damn much. Even five dollars would have been stretching the limit as far as she was concerned. Fifteen percent tip on twelve dollars was less than two dollars. A three dollar tip would have been generous. She shook her head, well, it’s his money.

She slid out across the back seat and got out next to Frank. He took her hand and craned his neck around. “Well? Your place or mine?” he said with a smile.

He did have a nice smile. It was genuine, and not too big. It was pretty much just right. She gave him a quick smile back.

“Couldn’t we just say good night right here?” she asked. “I’m right over there,” she said, pointing to her building, “and you’re right here.” Her finger pointed behind Frank to his high rise.

His face fell. “You’re not coming up?” When she shook her head, he added, “And I suppose you’re not inviting me up to your place…” He took her hand. “Hey, Amanda, it’s our third date…”

She nodded. “I know, but it’s late and I’d rather go home.” She bit her lower lip a little. She hated the third date pressure.

“Yeah… but…”

She knew all about the ‘yeah, buts’. In her 24 years, this was the twelfth ‘yeah but’. There were other whining statements: six ‘awww c’mon!’, four ‘you gonna leave me like this?’ and, thankfully only two ‘fucking cock teaser!’. Those guys got their faces slapped.

She sighed. “Yes, Frank, that’s what I want to do.” She didn’t feel guilty in the slightest. On each and every date, she made damn sure that they went Dutch. The only thing that he had paid for out of his pocket was the cab ride home. No problem. She had a ten dollar bill in her pocket if he had the nerve to bring that up. She’d throw it in his face if it came to that.

It didn’t. Frank shoved his hands in his pockets, tilted his head at her and said, “What’s going on?”

She gave him a look of innocence. “I just want to go home.”

“I see.” He pursed his lips for a second. “I’ll walk you to your door then.”

Well, that was a little different. He was still trying to stay on the Gentleman side of the line despite the drinks they had at the club that night. She loved to dance, and Frank was a good dancer too. The DJ at Brandie’s played a great mix of Hip-Hop, rock and roll and even some old school Swing tunes. They had been on the floor more than at their table.

They crossed the tree lined street side by side and up the walkway to her building. As she rustled in her purse for her keys, Frank fiddled with his phone.

She put the key in the front door lock and turned to him. Time for the ‘last ditch goodnight kiss move’ on his part no doubt. They were standing close together, and she raised her eyes to his. No mean feat that, in her heels she was almost six feet tall.

“Goodnight Frank. I did have a good time.”

He smiled warmly. “Goodnight, Amanda.” Giving a small wave, he turned on his heel and headed back to his own building.

She stood and watched as he went up the walkway and entered his building without even a single look back.

She let out a huff of air; it sounded like an unspoken question mark. In the elevator, she fished out her phone and sent a text:

Not even a good night kiss?

As soon as she pressed the send button, it fired back a response:

Your number has been blocked

She stared at the phone, her mouth hanging open. WhatTheFuck? Tapping a few buttons, she called him. After a single ring, she got voicemail.

“What The Fuck?” she said out loud. This is crazy.

Entering her apartment, she woke her computer and went to Facebook. She pulled up Frank’s profile to see that he had defriended her. And just like her own account, his privacy settings were set to the highest levels, so she couldn’t see anything he posted.

She sat back in her chair and let out another huff. That guy didn’t waste any time at all. Let’s see… blocked her phone, defriended on Facebook, yep—he just ghosted her. Sure they made out at the bar, and she let him cop some feels, but that was where she wanted it to end. Even so, that was pretty damn cold. He could have asked her why she didn’t want him to come upstairs, or go up to his place, couldn’t he?

Except none of them—not one guy who she had given the ‘third date letdown’ ever, ever asked ‘Why’.

“Skip it,” she said aloud. It had always been this way, what the hell did she expect? Look on the bright side; she really did enjoy the dancing. He showed his hand early enough, right? She gave her head a small shake. Who was she trying to kid? Even if they had tried to talk it out, if the past was any indication, they would have broken up anyway. At least he saved her (kinda) from that pain in the ass.

Still, it stung. Damn it.

Life was so unfair sometimes! The dancing did get her juices flowing as it always did. She was horny as hell. She always got aroused by physical activity. Going out for a jog, doing a workout at the gym, even kayaking on the lake in the summertime made her horny.

She had long ago reconciled herself to the irony that she would go out dancing, get all worked up, and come home to masturbate. Yeah, she knew it was weird.

Weird or not, that’s just the way she was. And in the long run, that’s all that mattered.

And she had the best way, the best way to take care of business!

She went into her bedroom and got undressed. Going to her closet, she took out her ‘play clothes’. She pulled the black satin camisole over her head and stepped into the lacy thong. On the shelf next to her play clothes was a Bluetooth headset with a microphone. She climbed into bed and adjusted her laptop.

She doodled around on the computer until she was at the website 3DXPLAY and logged in under her username ‘Venus’. She saw that she had sixty messages in her inbox and deleted them all. She wasn’t here to ‘meet’ someone. She was here to take care of business.

Her business. She loved this online game. You set up an online character, made them look as hot as you wanted, and went prowling for someone to have virtual sex with. Someone to fuck, but without all the complications. After she would get off, instead of all the other stuff you have to do regarding sex, she could just roll over and go to sleep. No disease risk, no complications, and most of all no heartbreak. What was not to love?

Okay, maybe it wasn’t really real sex… but the tradeoffs were worth it.

She checked out her online persona. ‘Venus’ was as close to her own appearance as she could make her. Long, dark brown hair, brown eyes on a creamy white complexion. At work, Mila told her that she was the spitting image of an Irish milkmaid; pale skin and dark hair.

Online she was wearing a micro miniskirt, black thong, and a white camisole that was tight enough to show her nipples. She also was wearing outrageously high heels. In the real world, she would never leave the house looking so slutty; but here…

Venus tossed her hair behind her head and walked right up to the front doors of the club. As she grew closer, the throbbing rhythm of the techno funk music grew louder. She tilted her head from side to side checking out the guys standing out front as she watched them size her up.

Her chat window pinged with two messages already, and she hadn’t even gotten in the door.

“Delete chat requests,” Amanda said out loud. The computer obeyed instantly. With the mouse, she navigated inside the club, and the dance music filled the room.

Everyone in the club was perfect. All the men had bodies that showed hours and hours in the gym, and all the women had flawless skin, pert boobs and bubbly asses. Tall, short, all races and colors were present in the club, and everyone on the dance floor had fantastic moves. Venus wandered around the room, sizing up the other patrons.

Her chat window pinged a message from ‘Greg_238’ and she clicked accept.

“So are you another bot, or real?” he asked.

“I’m real. Not a bot, a regular subscriber.”

“What are you here for?” She saw a guy, Caucasian with short dark hair crossing the dance floor coming towards her. Above his head floated the tag ‘Greg_238’. He came right up to her and held out his hand. She took his hand and shook it.

“Pretty much the same thing you are,” she said with a smile.

“Good. I have a case of blue balls from a crappy date,” he said. “My In Real Life date got totally wasted at a party and passed out. They hosts are putting her up for the night, and here I am.”

Amanda smiled. Aside from the tale of woe’s details being different, this guy could be Frank; he had a case of blue balls too. Wouldn’t that be ironic if it was him? She adjusted her headset and began speaking, her words appearing in the chat window.

“Poor baby,” Venus’ hand caressed the side of Greg’s face. “I think that we can help each other—I’m one horny slut right now myself.” She would never, never in a million years talk like that in real life to a guy she just met; hell, she’d wouldn’t even say that on ‘Date Three’! But here, in this world, she could and didn’t have to worry about it at all.

Plus, it was the truth. She was horny as hell.

A new dialog box popped open with a message. ‘Greg_238 would like to kiss you’. There were two buttons below the message, ‘Accept’ and ‘Decline’.

“Accept,” she said out loud, and onscreen the button lit up.

Greg’s hands came up and held the side of her face. She could see the tip of his tongue peek out from his lips as he drew closer, and Venus met it with her own. Their heads met and pulled back a little as they tasted each other again and again. A thin, spiderweb of saliva ran from his mouth and Venus leaned forward to lick it from his chin.

“Mmmm…” said Greg. “You caught that drop…”

“That’s just the start,” she replied. “I’d like to have your cock in my mouth, right here in the club!” With a few quick commands, a blow job was offered and Greg clicked on ‘Accept’.

“You want to do me right here in public?” he asked.

“Told you I was a slut.” And the idea of being so randy always got her wet.

Still standing on the dance floor, Greg was instantly naked from the waist down. Venus lowered herself to her knees and raised her hands up to his limp shaft.

“I love it when it’s still soft when I put it in my mouth,” she said.

“Make me stiff and thick, baby, I need it so bad…”

“You start playing with yourself and watch what I do, baby,” Venus said. “Just lay back and jerk off while you watch me give you a blowjob…”

“Oohhkaaaay!”

“I have a headset, so I’ll be talking to you as I take this beautiful cock all the way down my throat…”

“Me too, baby. I got a headset and voice controls too…”

“Perfect.” Still kneeling before him, Venus took his limp cock in her hand and began to massage it, squeezing and kneading the flesh. She tilted her head forward and kissed the small slit at the top, leaving her tongue to trail over it.

“I love the taste of precum… it’s not too thick and just salty enough…”

“Ohhh baby…”

She lowered her head again, and yawning her mouth open, swallowed his full length into her throat before it grew too big to handle.

“All of you down my throat… fill my mouth with your thick meat!”

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

On screen she watched Venus’ head bob up and down. With deft and practiced mouse movements, she had Venus’ head pull back and her hand rose to wrap around the now fully swollen cock. Maneuvering her mouse deftly, she watched as the screen filled with:

Venus’ eyes and face, rubbing the now glistening drooly shaft against the corner of her mouth. “It’s so beautiful,” she said as her tongue flicked out the side and lapped again at the now oozing slit.

“I need to fuck you now…”

Venus looked up slyly. “Oh?”

“I… I NEED to fuck you!”

She loved it when they almost begged. Not quite begged, but come right up to the edge of begging. It was as if the guy on the other computer could read her mind.

A dialogue box appeared with a series of positions to choose from. She chose the second one, then reached into her night table for her vibrator. She flicked the power switch and nestled back into her pillows, pleasuring herself in time with what unfolded on the screen.

The scene now changed from being on the dance floor to Greg’s bedroom. She was on her back, her long lustrous hair splayed around her head like a dark halo. Venus spread her legs as wide as she could while she arched her hips up and down.

“Please baby… fuck my pussy…”

Greg knee walked between her legs and she watched as he teased her pussy lips with his shaft.

Leaving the vibrator’s speed at medium, Amanda teased herself in time with the action on the screen.

“Oh fuck, Greg…” she moaned. “Shove it in! I need it bad!”

“Beg more for it, baby… that turns me on so much!”

Dayum! She wouldn’t finish herself off this time until she saw him do her on the screen. “Oh Greg… give it to me… hurt my pussy with that thing!” Her own hips were straining up to her vibrator, but her hand wouldn’t let the silicone shaft pleasure her insides until Greg did so. The buzzing was driving her insane with desire; her tummy ached with need.

“Pleeeeeze!” she said.

“That’s my girl!” With a single shove, Greg impaled Venus’ cunt with his meat, and mirroring the action, Amanda shoved the vibrator fully inside and flicked the switch to high. Greg pummeled Venus, again and again he invaded and emptied out her hungry, aching fuck hole.

“Oh Greg! Oh Greg! I’m almost there! Don’t stop!”

“Tell me what you feel, slut!”

“Oh shit! YES!” she panted the words out as she fucked herself deep and hard. “Your cock’s so big! It’s stretching meeee! Omygod it’s so good! I love it all in me, feeling your balls against my ass!”

She knew how much guys like potty mouth in bed. And it was so easy to do, she was so turned on… “I’m your slut cunt! I’m your fuck hole! Hit me right! Hit me right there! Right there! Oh god! OH SHIT!”

Feeling her pussy being hammered as she watched her virtual self get well and deeply fucked pushed Amanda over the edge. She ground the sex toy up inside, her hips flexing down on it with a desperate yearning. Her eyes slitted as she watched the scene change to a close-up of Greg’s cock pistoning into her. She saw him cry out ‘Cumming too!” as she watched tendrils of cum leak from her grasping pussy lips, runneling down her ass and pooling on the sheets.

She clenched her eyes as a white hot orgasm took over, roiling and tumbling her senses down to her toes.

“Oh fuck, oh shit! OH SHIT!” she panted, watching the words appear on the screen. “Oh my fucking GOD YES!” She thumped back onto her pillows completely drained, her toes still clenched in a tight curl.

She stared at the ceiling and closed her eyes until the panting subsided.

“Wow,” she said aloud. She needed that more than she realized! Lifting her head, she glanced at her laptop screen. The message window, read: ‘Hey, are you there?’

She rose up to her elbow. Looking at the screen, the two 3D animated characters were lying entwined.

“Yeah, I’m here. I just had to catch my breath,” she said.

‘You came for real???’

“Yes.” Of course she had orgasmed! What would be the point of being on this website otherwise? Duh! When she thought of all the hours she had invested in learning how to use the program, setting up the voice commands, and creating ‘Venus’… She did all of that so she could get off! Amanda shook her head. “Why else would I come here?” she said into the mike.

‘I don’t know… to meet someone, maybe? Wait… you ARE a girl In Real Life, right?’

Meet someone IRL? From THIS website of all places? That would be totally nuts. “Yep and Nope,” she said. “Yep I’m a girl, and Nope I’m not here to meet someone. I just come here to get off.”

‘Wham bam, thank you Sam, huh?’

A small smile played on her lips. “Well, if it’s good for the Gander, why not the Goose?”

‘What’s that mean?’

“You know what that means. Guys do it all the time. Get their rocks off, and then ‘poof’ they’re gone. Why can’t a girl be that way?”

There was a bit of a pause. ‘Yeah, maybe so. I’m kinda new in this game so I don’t know what the etiquette is. This was the first time I had sex in this game to be honest. My mind’s a little blown, you know?’

Amanda smiled. “That it could feel so damn real…”

‘Yeah.’

“But you didn’t really, really cum then, did you.”

‘You’re wrong there. It’s going to take me an hour to clean up over here! I hope cum doesn’t damage a laptop screen.’

Amanda burst out laughing. She watched the voice recognition software go haywire trying to figure out what it should type in the screen and smiled. “Sorry, I just started laughing, you surprised me with that last comment,” she said.

‘It was a surprise to me! You were so hot! I mean your avatar in the game is hot, but then what you said got me so hot! You made it real for me, Venus! R E A L.’

“Real enough, anyway.” She glanced at the computer screen. She had been getting laid enough online to have a pretty good idea what was coming next. Greg, or whatever his name was, would be trying to get to know her, and then hoping to start some long distance romance or something. Either that, or he’d just say ‘see you around’ and sign off.

‘I’m not sure what I should say right now, Venus.’

That was a little different. Her curiosity was sparked. “What do you mean?”

‘Well, part of me wants to find out more about you and shit, and another part of me just wants to roll over and go to sleep. I’m here on my bed with my laptop—’

She snorted. “I think everyone who comes into this game is lying on bed with a laptop.”

‘Ha ha. Yeah, well… I don’t want to offend you, but I don’t know what’s the right thing to do. So let me just say this: we just shared an incredibly pleasurable experience together. One that blew my mind as well as my load, LOL. I want to thank you for it, and send you all the best Karma Blessings that are out there.’

Oh. Well, that was different… “Karma Blessings… that sounds kind of sweet and kind of cool.”

‘Thank you; I just made that term up. I hope you know what I’m trying to say.’

She nodded her head slowly. “I think I do.”

‘Good. And with that, I’ll take my leave. Goodnight Venus, I’m happy we met.’

“Goodnight Greg. And I’m—” But before she could finish the sentence, the chat box showed:

Greg_238 has left the game

“— still sending Karma blessings your way,” she said out loud anyway. 



Chapter Two: How Was Your Weekend?

Monday morning bright and early, Amanda was the first to get to the store. She unlocked the sliding doors and pushed them open just wide enough for her to slip in. The mall wasn’t going to open until 9:00 am, and the hour beforehand was the weekly meeting. She hustled to the back room where she disabled the alarm system and turned on the lights for the rear of the store. Glancing at her watch she thought Mila and Elena should be here any minute.

Bringing her coffee to the checkout counter, she checked the notebook to see if there were any messages from staff from the previous shift. Not that it really mattered, Mila had been on duty yesterday, and if anything had happened that was notebook worthy, she’d tell the story anyway. Especially if there was anything funny about it. Oh yeah, there was going to be a funny story. In the notebook, in bold capital letters was written

DO N O T USE THE STAFF BATHROOM!

“Oh yeah, there’s a story here!” Amanda said out loud. She looked up to see Elena, the store’s General Manager come through the opening in the front.

“Good morning, Amanda,” she said. “How was your weekend?”

“Pretty good. I was able to get out on the lake for a couple of hours on Saturday and Sunday.”

Elena shivered. “Ooo! It’s barely April! Weren’t you cold out there?” She hugged herself just at the thought, her arms folded in front of her generous bust. For a woman on the far side of 35, Elena still had the figure that a lot of girls Amanda’s age would kill for. Even with two kids, her waistline was slender enough to handle the black pencil skirt she was wearing, and not a hint of gray showed in her golden blonde hair.

Amanda gave a dismissive wave. “No; you wear the right gear and you’re fine. Plus, the paddling keeps you warm, believe me.” She held up the notebook. “I think Mila’s going to have a story for us from yesterday!”

Elena looked at the note and grinned. “Yeah, she sent me a text yesterday about it. I called the mall management office before leaving home. Someone should be here to check on it pretty soon.”

Amanda accompanied Elena to the back of the store where they put away their purses and hung up their coats. The store provided a series of lockers for the staff; not all the chains in the mall did that.

“So what did you do this weekend?” Amanda asked Elena.

“Oh, just errands and stuff, mostly. Got together with some friends on Saturday night.”

“Oh? What? Dinner? The movies?”

“Ummm… no. Just a get together at their house, that’s all.” For some reason, Elena didn’t make eye contact.

“Oh! A party! Was it fun?”

Elena’s neck turned red and the crimson shade advanced to her ears. She was blushing! What the hell? She gave a slight shrug and said, “It was okay.” Keeping her head down, she said, “I have to check something in the office for a second, keep an eye out front, alright?”

“Sure.” Amanda watched Elena step into the small office and close the door behind her.

What the hell was THAT all about? She gave a shrug and stepped out to the main sales floor just as Mila was coming in.

Mila’s four inch stilettos tocked, tocked, tocked across the hardwood floor like a machine gun. “You wouldn’t BELIEVE what happened here just at closing time!” she said, her hands flying. “Is Elena here yet? I swear to God it was the funniest thing!” Mila’s almost black eyes were dancing. Her teeth were in a wide, white grin, contrasting sharply with her deep olive Filipino features.

Amanda held her hands out. “Whoa, whoa! Slow down, pardner! She’s in the office hiding for a minute or something.”

“Hiding? What do you mean? Omygod! Don’t tell me she tried to use the bathroom!” Mila’s almond eyes flew open wide.

“No. She came in and when I asked how her weekend went, she got kind of funny and ran into the office.” Amanda lowered her voice to a whisper and bent down to her shorter co-worker’s ear. “I think she was blushing over what she was doing over the weekend!”

“Oooh!” Mila said, nodding. “I see…”

“What do you mean by that?” hissed Amanda. “What do you see?”

Mila looked like a deer in the headlights. “What? Uh… nothing. Maybe she was having a hot flash or something?” Her hands started to fidget. “Shhh. She’s coming out!”

The sound of the office door opening and closing ended the discussion of that topic, and Elena came out onto the sales floor. “Okay, Mila— what happened to the bathroom?” she asked.

“Beats me! All I know is that one of the weekend girls went in to pee just as we were closing up and the next thing I know she came out screaming! I ran in and water was shooting everywhere from where the pipe comes out of the wall or something. It stopped after a few seconds, and that’s when I texted you.” She burst out laughing. “You should have seen the state Jessie was in! She looked like someone hit her with a fire hose!” Holding her tummy, she hooted, “She looked like a drowned rat!”

Amanda couldn’t help but grin at the image. Jessie was the skinniest worker at the store. Even though she wore a size ‘0’, even those clothes were a little baggy on her sometimes. She had long jet black hair that hung in tight ringlets. If she had gotten drenched, it would have been a sight for sure.

“She’s okay?” asked Elena, unable to hide her own grin.

“Oh yeah, she’s fine!” Mila said, waving a hand. “She even thought she looked hysterical when she stood in front of the mirror.” Mila arched an eyebrow. “She picked some stuff off the clearance rack to wear home. I told her to save the tags and we’ll process them as a return or something when she comes back in.”

Elena nodded. “Sure, that makes sense. Good job.”

“So how did your weekend go, boss?” asked Mila. Amanda saw her lips were pursed in a smart assed small smile.

The room was silent for a five count as the two women looked at each other silently.

“Same old, same old, Mila. Visited some friends.”

“Old friends, huh?”

Elena’s eyes darted from Mila to Amanda. “Yes. Old friends. Let’s get to work.”


Chapter 3: What Sort of Party?

Amanda spent the rest of the day puzzling over the exchange between Mila and Elena that morning. It wasn’t what was said between the two women, it was what was unsaid that sparked her curiosity. Mila’s smart ass smile and crack about ‘Old friends’ and Elena’s not taking the bait was odd. But when Amanda cornered Mila later that morning to ask about it, Mila pretended she didn’t know what she was talking about.

No way. There was something going on there for sure.

Oh well, there was plenty to keep the three of them busy for the rest of the workday. Monday was the big delivery from central distribution, and they were doing the seasonal change over as well. Home office had sent them a small mountain of last year’s unsold Spring wear to put on clearance—if there was one thing the Blacks Rapids store had, it was a huge customer base that loved a good bargain.

After lunch, Amanda was at the Customer Service counter ticking off inventory while Mila and Elena changed the wall displays. She glanced up at the two of them when she heard the squeak from the step ladder.

Elena was at the top of the ladder hanging sample ensembles from the delivery on the wall behind the racks and Mila was holding it for her. As she stretched up, Amanda watched Mila bend her head sideways to look up Elena’s skirt. Damn, that girl was a horn dog without shame. She watched Mila’s eyes pop open wide, then lick her lips. When Elena finished making the final adjustment on the hanging display, Mila whipped her head back and reached for the next item to pass up.

When Elena reached across to the other side of the ladder, Mila ducked her head down again, peered up and pursed her lips into a small ‘O’. She must have felt Amanda’s eyes on her, because she turned her head. As they locked eyes. Mila’s eyes flashed and she gave a huge grin.

Amanda ducked her head back down to the printout on the counter she was working on. What did Elena have under that pencil skirt anyway? She kept her head down as Elena came off the ladder, but still watched from the corner of her eye as Mila, eyes twinkling in mischief, whispered something to her.

Elena gave a small smirk and gave Mila a nudge on her shoulder. The two women twittered. When they did, Amanda looked up.

“What’s so funny?”

Mila’s face took on a countenance of pure innocence and looked to Elena. “Why don’t you tell her, boss?” She still had that teasing expression on her face.

Elena’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh! Ummm… nothing.”

“Looked like something from over here…”

Elena gave a small shrug. “Well, it’s just that Mila was… uhhh… teasing me about…” her hands fluttered in the air as she reached for words.

Amanda wasn’t going to let it go. “About what?”

“Oh, I was just bugging her for wearing heels on the step ladder silly! No big deal, okay?” Mila interjected. She turned her head to Elena. “Isn’t that right boss?”

“Yes, that’s it! She was giving me a hard time over workplace safety!” Elena couldn’t hide the relief in her eyes as she nodded.

Mila turned back facing Amanda across the store. “Satisfy your curiosity, Detective Bailey? It was no big deal.” She was still smiling, but her eyes had a challenging look.

“Just askin’” Amanda bent back down to her work. They’re both full of it.

***

At 6:00, Kira came in, saying hi to everyone. African American, she was Elena’s age and worked at the store as the relief manager when the other three weren’t able to cover. Like Elena, she was married with few kids, but because her husband’s awesome job, her family didn’t rely on the pay from the store to make ends meet. Elena would fill her in on the week’s objectives, but Mila and Amanda were free for the day.

As they were getting their stuff from the locker area, Amanda asked Mila, “Okay, what was that all about?”

With wide eyed innocence, Mila said “What was what about?”

“Come on! You know exactly what I mean! That whole back and forth on the step ladder today!”

Mila looked over her shoulder back to the main sales floor. Elena and Kira were going over the plan for the week. She turned back to Amanda. “I’m sorry, Amanda. I was out of line there. My bad.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

She dropped her head, staring at her feet. “Well, it has to do with sex, and since your melt down on New Year’s Eve,” she looked up at Amanda, her eyes steady, “we’ve pretty much avoided talking about stuff like that.”

Amanda put her hands on her hips. “I see.” She felt her face begin to burn, recalling the disaster that had been New Year’s Eve. Running her hand through her hair, she said, “I wish I…” her voice faded.

Mila tilted her head. “You wish what?” When Amanda didn’t respond, she stepped over to her friend and said, “Hey…”

Amanda shut her eyes tightly for a second, a diamond pearl tear leaking out one side. “I wish I wasn’t so fucked up!” she hissed.

“Look— it was too much for you to handle, that’s all. We’re still friends, right? I mean, after New Year’s Eve, you said you wanted to keep anything to do about sex off the table of our friendship, and I’ve respected that, right?”

Amanda nodded.

“Okay then, so what’s the big deal? We still go shopping together, we go to the movies, right? We do stuff together, so what’s the big deal?”

Still with her head down, Amanda said, “Yeah, and I love you to pieces for that.”

Mila giggled. “Don’t worry; I had my good time on New Year’s. Even though you bailed at the last minute…”

Amanda’s head jerked up. “And you never asked me why I bailed!”

Mila’s lips pressed together in a slight grimace. “You were pretty freaked out. I figured if you wanted to talk about it, you’d raise the subject, hon.”

Amanda felt her chest tighten. All she wanted was some store gossip, and now they just dropped back down the rabbit hole that was New Year’s Eve a few months ago. It had been such a mess. Damn it, this conversation had gone off track for sure. She closed her eyes slowly and opened them again.

“Maybe I should talk about it then,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mila must have noticed the deer in the headlights look. She looked over her shoulder to the main sales floor and back. “Not here. Let’s get a drink or something. Meet me at Denny’s, okay?”

“Denny’s? We never go to Denny’s.”

“That’s why we’re going today!” Mila said in a low whisper.

Oh. That kind of made sense. “Okay.”

Ten minutes later she was pulling into the parking lot of the only Denny’s in Blacks Rapids. It was, as many of them were, attached to a Days Inn. She saw that Mila’s Honda Civic was already there. A minute later she was sitting across from her at a booth.

Mila leaned across the table and patted her friend’s hand. “I wasn’t sure you were going to come,” sitting back, she said with a nod, “good for you for showing up.”

“Well, I really ought to explain myself to you for what happened.”

“I’m all ears.”

Amanda felt her face warm again. Staring down at her hands on the table top, she inhaled deeply and in a rush, she said, “I’m a virgin.”

“What!”

Amanda jumped and looked around the restaurant. The tables next to them were vacant; still, there was an elderly couple three tables over. They must not have heard Mila, thank God. “Shhh!” she said.

Mila leaned forward and hissed. “A virgin! How come you never told me this before!”

Amanda leaned forward and hissed back. “You never asked!”

Mila’s eyes crossed. “Well, I assumed…” She sat back in the booth and eyed her friend. “You messing with me?” Nodding to herself, she sat forward again. “You are, aren’t you? You’re messing with my head, right?” She slowly shook her head from side to side. “You really got me there, Amanda; that was a good one.” She snorted. “A viiirgin! Yeah, right!”

Amanda’s jaw dropped. “It’s the truth!” She sucked in her breath and exhaled. “I’ve never been with a guy.” She held up her hand like a stop sign. “But I have used dildos up inside…” Her eyes looked hopeful. “Maybe I’m not really a virgin…”

Mila shook her head ‘No’. “That’s nothing other than a big tampon in my book.” She tapped the tabletop with her index finger, the nail making clicking sounds. “If you’ve never fucked a guy, you’re a virgin.” She leaned across the table. “You’re messing with me here, right?”

“Mila!”

Mila gasped and her eyes took on a dazed look. “Omigod.” She inhaled deeply. “Omigod you’re telling the truth!”

Amanda nodded.

“How did you…?”

Amanda’s face screwed up in puzzlement. “How did I what?”

“I mean… how do you get to be a virgin at twenty four?”

“What?”

Mila’s hands groped the air in front of her. “I mean… I didn’t think it was possible!” She narrowed her eyes. “You sure about this?”

“I THINK I WOULD BE!” The elderly couple three tables over jerked their heads over at them.

Mila’s hands flew to her lips. “Shhh! Keep it down!” She looked side to side. “You want the world to know?”

“Everything okay over here?” They both jerked their heads up at the server. She was in her fifties, and, thank God, she wasn’t a guy. She held a pair of menus.

“Yes, we’re fine,” Mila said brightly. “My friend here just gave me some surprising news is all.” She took the proffered menus. “I’d like a scotch on the rocks, please. Make it a double, actually.” Looking over at Amanda, she continued, “My friend here, will have a carafe of white wine.”

Amanda just nodded dumbly, and the server took off.

“How the hell did that happen, Amanda?” Mila leaned forward. “I mean… you look so normal!”

“Thanks a lot!”

“Shhh! Keep your voice down!”

“You make it sound like I have some kind of disease or something!”

“Not VD, that’s for sure!” Mila smirked, and with a nod, said “But you definitely have a condition.” She looked off to the side and said quietly, “Well, that explains New Year’s Eve then…”

“Ya think? I didn’t know you were planning an orgy at your place! You didn’t say anything about that!”

Mila’s shoulders slumped. “Yeah. Well… It was more of a spur of the moment kind of thing, actually. We were all dancing and most of the people there were making out like crazy already…” she hunched her shoulders. “And I only have a one bedroom…”  Her hand came up and she started rubbing the back of her neck. “And when the ball dropped, it dawned on me that I had gotten it on with more than half the people that were there at one time or another…”

“Mila! You had twenty-seven people there!”

“Oh. You counted, huh?” Mila shook her head in resignation. “Well, in that case, most of the people there…” She blew out a breath. “And I was pretty drunk… so I figured what the hell…”

“What the hell? Jumping on top of the coffee table and ripping off your clothes yelling ‘Hey everyone, let’s fuck in the New Year?’ What the hell?”

Mila shrugged her shoulders. “Seemed like a good idea at the time?”

“I couldn’t believe it.” Amanda’s face took on the same stunned expression she had that night. “Especially when everyone cheered, and started taking off their clothes!” She narrowed her eyes at Mila. “Did you spike the booze with something?”

“No!”

“And you wonder why I freaked out?”

“Not anymore!”

Amanda’s heart was going a mile a minute, just like it had been that night. She had been at the farthest spot from the door when Mila pulled her stunt. She was completely shocked that people could be so… so blatant! She let out a loud squeak and made for the door as if the apartment was on fire. Thinking back… She looked at Mila, “Well… I guess you think it was pretty hot…”

Mila gave a few small, short nods. “Yeah… well…” Her eyes flashed in pleasure. “It sure was!”

Their drinks arrived and they asked the server for a few minutes. Amanda drained her wineglass in a single gulp and refilled it from the carafe while Mila took a long sip of her scotch. “I just wish you had warned me it was going to turn into an orgy!”

“I didn’t have a clue until I was half naked!” Mila put her glass down. “But honestly, if I knew then what you just told me, I wouldn’t have done it in a million years.”

Amanda shook her head. “I don’t know about that…”

“Yeah, you’re probably right. But…” Mila held up a finger. “But I do know I would have given you some kind of warning.”

“Was I the only one that left?”

“No. A few other couples left.” She giggled. “Cynthia and Eric took off pretty quick, and Hugh and Katie sort of sauntered out too.”

“I ran like the wind.”

“Yeah, you sure did!” Mila replied with a laugh.

“So everyone else stayed and had sex with everyone else, huh?”

Mila’s looked up at the ceiling. “No, not at all. Some people were happy to make out really hot and heavy, others were happy to watch.” She gave a short nod. “But yeah, a bunch of others got down and did the nasty.” She gave a small grin to Amanda. “It was all over in about fifteen minutes, to tell you the truth.”

“I was barely home by then.”

“What can I tell you? Then as people were putting their clothes back on, we all pigged out on the rest of the food and went home.” She raised her glass to Amanda. “At any rate, ‘Happy New Year’.”

They clinked glasses.

“So,” said Amanda, ‘what was going on at the store between you and Elena anyway?”

Mila’s eyes widened. “Oh. That. Ummm…”

“Umm? What’s with the ‘umm’?”

Mila looked down at the table top. “I don’t know if I can tell you.”

“What? Are you kidding me? I just told you my deepest secret and you don’t want to tell me about some dish from work? Are you kidding me?” Amanda sat back with a huff. “Now who’s weird?”

Mila grimaced again. “Well, it’s kind of more than that.”

“More than what? Elena wasn’t at your New Year’s Eve party.”

“No…” Mila was toying with her glass. “But it still has to do with sex and stuff.”

“What the hell? You’re kidding!”

Mila shook her head. “No, I’m not.”  She looked over at Amanda. “Remember when Elena’s cell phone went off after lunch and she had to ‘duck out for a few’?”

“Yeah. So?”

“Well, I’m pretty sure it was a text from her husband. They were playing some kind of role playing game, I think. Anyway, I’m pretty sure that she went to one of the restaurants that are in the mall and got fucked in the Ladies’ room.”

“Whaaaa—”

Mila gave a sort of half assed cheese grin. “Well, at least I think she got nailed in the Ladies’ room in one of the restaurants.” She stuck out her lower lip thinking. “Or maybe it was in one of the changing rooms at Target?” She tilted her head thinking. “Or maybe he jumped her in the underground parking…”

“Mila! How can you be so sure!”

“Well, that’s the hard part for me to tell you. I know that it’s a fantasy of theirs. And I do know that Elena got well and truly fucked when she stepped out.” She scratched the back of her neck. “Tho’ I’m not sure exactly where in the mall she did get it on…”

“How are you so sure she had sex?”

“Oh! That part’s easy! Because when she was on the ladder, I saw cum oozing down her thigh!” She gave a small shudder. “Ohmygod! I woulda’ licked her totally fucking clean if I thought she’d let me! Matt’s so fucking hot!”

“Her husband…”

“Yeah! You met him in the store a bunch of times.”

Right. Matt Johnson was a stud. He worked construction or something. Late 30’s, about ten to fifteen years older than Amanda, tall, kind of swarthy from working outdoors. Yeah, totally hot. She nodded. “Yeah, I remember… he is hot.” Her eyes flew open wide. “Waitaminnit!”

“Hmmm?”

“You saw cum oozing down her thigh when she was on the ladder?” When Mila nodded, she went on. “And you know a quickie at the mall during work hours is a fantasy of theirs?” Mila nodded again. “What? You know it’s one of their fantasies? How can you know that?”

Mila took another slow sip of her scotch and put the now empty glass on the table top. “The only reason I’m telling you this is that you trusted me with your secret.”

“How. Do. You. Know.”

“They told me.”

“Oh.” Amanda tried to say something else, but her voice had left the building. Which was a good thing, because all that would have come out would have been gibberish. Her mouth opened and closed a few times before she gave up. She looked at the table. She still had an almost full glass of wine. She took the glass and downed it like a person dying of thirst in the desert and put it back on the table top and let out an ‘Ahhh’ that ended in a sigh.

“They told you.”

“Yep.”

“Where? When?”

“At a party.”

“A party.”

“Yep.”

“A birthday party?” Mila shook her head ‘No’. “A housewarming party?” Again another shake of the head. “What sort of party were you at with Elena and Matt, Mila?”

“A Swingers House Party, Amanda. An orgy.”


Chapter 4: Truth and Trust

Mila watched her best friend get very still. The only reason she spoke out of school right now was because Amanda had told her that she was a virgin. How long had she been carrying that one around? She gave herself a mental slap upside the head. Her entire life, you idiot! She didn’t know if she had been wrong or not in telling her about Elena and Matt, but she did know that her friend needed her support right now after letting that cat out of the bag.

And besides, it was kind of sort of on the topic of discussion, right?

“You’re not going to say anything to anyone, are you Amanda?”

She shook her head. “Of course not, silly. I trusted you, and you trust me. It makes us sort of even or something, I think.”

“Good.”

“But now that you told me— have you and Elena—?”

Mila shook her head. “No. She’s not comfortable with the idea of screwing around with her staff, you know?”

“I think it would be Matt that would be doing the screwing, Mila.”

“Ever hear of a strap on?” She laughed at the latest look of shock on Amanda’s face. Dayum, that girl’s face can create more versions of ‘WTF’ expressions than anyone!

When Amanda collected herself, she kept up the questions. “So, how did you find out about this fantasy anyway?”

“Hot tub chat. The hosts of the party we were at have a hyuuuge hot tub. It can hold eight, ten, maybe even twelve people at once. We were all sitting in it at the same time and the topic of sexual fantasies came up.”

“And Elena just let it all hang out?”

Mila shook her head. “No, it was Matt who told that one. And he said that he’d take her panties with him when they would do it so it would run down her legs.” She shrugged a little. “I dunno… some guys get a charge out of girls walking around with cum dripping from their pussies that nobody else knows about.” She knitted her eyebrows. “I think Elena was expecting it today, though. That pencil skirt was pretty long hemmed, huh?”

“I… guess…”

Mila looked across at her friend. She and Amanda couldn’t be more different. Of the two of them, Amanda was definitely more meticulous—bullshit; anal retentive. When they were talking about the New Year’s Eve party, she actually did count how many people had been there. That number twenty seven wasn’t a guess. Amanda was the kind of girl who would check the math on her bank statements, even though a computer had printed them off. Herself? She never even bothered to open the monthly statement! She would check her bank balance online, and that was that.

And whereas Amanda was fair skinned, with long dark hair and a slender build, she was short, stacked and hourglass shaped. Amanda loved to play individual sports like golf or tennis, and Mila had a blast playing in the Blacks Rapids women’s rugby team.

They couldn’t be more different. And still, they had been best friends since the ninth grade when they met at high school.

But a virgin? At the age of twenty four and she didn’t go to church? That was insane! Okay, the one topic that had been out of bounds for their entire friendship was Amanda’s sex life. But she did go on dates, so Mila just assumed…

She was going to have to do something about this. Her friend needed help.

The wine had gone down pretty fast, and Amanda wasn’t a big drinker on the best of days. She signaled their server for another round. Maybe a little ‘In Vino Veritas’ was in order.

“So, what do you think of that? The boss ducking out for a quickie?” she asked.

Amanda was shaking her head. “Wow. I mean, Elena’s gorgeous and stuff, but she’s always pretty businesslike, you know?” She lifted her eyes to look at Mila. “And for her to go out and have sex during a break!” She shook her head again. “I’m seeing her in a totally different light!”

“Yeah, well, mum’s the word, okay? She’d be really pissed off at me for telling you that.”

“Oh?”

“Hell yeah. Confidentiality’s a huge deal in the Lifestyle.”

“Lifestyle. Sounds like the name of a gym.”

Mila snorted. “Well, you sure can work up a sweat!” They both laughed.

The server deposited their fresh drinks and left. Mila raised her glass. “To truth and trust.”

They clinked and each took a sip.

Sitting back into the booth, trying to seem as casual as she could, Mila said, “So, anyway Amanda, why haven’t you gotten laid yet?”

Amanda dropped her eyes to her wineglass as she traced the rim with her finger. “I’m not sure.”

“Do you like sex?”

Still keeping her eyes down, she nodded. “Oh yeah, I do.”

“Oh?”

Amanda lifted her head. “Just because I haven’t been with a guy doesn’t mean I haven’t masturbated you know.” She tilted her head and looked off to the side. “I can get turned on. It’s just that in high school, I guess I was a late bloomer or something. I was more interested in doing well in class, and I really enjoyed the sports I played…”

“You did go to the prom.” Mila giggled. “A lot of girls stop being virgins on that night!”

Amanda smirked. “Not you, though. You got laid in grade 11!”

Mila shrugged. “Morals of an alley cat, then. Color me guilty.” She raised a finger. “Even though I was only 16, I always practiced safe sex.” With a shake of her head she said, “Some of the guys I fucked refused to wear a condom, but I stuck to my guns.” Looking around the restaurant, she continued, “No teenage pregnancy, no abortion, and no STD’s. All I had was fun.”

“Yeah, I guess so…” Amanda looked her in the eye. “In high school I didn’t feel like I was missing anything.” She arched her eyebrows. “Sure, it would have been great to have a boyfriend, but I wasn’t up for the drama of that stage in my life. I was busy enough and I enjoyed myself.”

“So no regrets.”

“Not for then… for now, yeah.” Amanda nodded. “Now… for having waited so long, it’s a lot bigger a deal for me, you know? Now… it scares the shit out of me.” She ran her hand through her hair. “And that’s fucked up.”

“I think I understand…”

“Oh really? How?”

Mila took another sip of her drink. “It’s like learning how to drive a car. When you’re a kid on a bike, the idea of getting behind the wheel of a car is a huge thing.” Her eyes became unfocused. “I remember the first time I got behind the wheel of a car, I was so shit-scared. I mean, I really wanted to learn how to drive, but when I had to actually do it…” her voice faded and a sad smile took over.

“What happened?”

Mila let out a cackle. “I threw up!” She sat back in her seat. “Honest to God, I flung open the door and I barfed!”

Amanda rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Thanks a lot! You’re telling me the first time I’m going to do the deed I’m going to hurl?”

“No, dummy! I’m trying to get across to you how I can understand how crazy it can be to really want to do something you’ve never done before and be scared to death at the same time!” She cocked an eyebrow. “You’re not required to barf, hon.” She tilted her head and stroked her chin. “It’s kind of funny; the first time I had sex I wasn’t nearly as scared as the first time I got behind the wheel of a car…” Her eyes flashed. “But then, Danny Carmody was totally hot!”

No doubt. Running back on the football team and a member of the gymnastics team. Hot didn’t even begin to describe the awesomeness of Danny Carmody. “Whatever happened to him?”

“You didn’t hear? He moved to New York to try to break into male modeling.”

“He get anywhere?”

Mila’s eyes almost fell out of her head. “You shitting me, right?”

“No? What happened?”

Mila shook her head slowly. “He starved in New York for a year, then did a walk on tryout for the New York Jets. He’s a second string receiver! A Cinderella story if ever there was one!” She held out her hands. “Good grief, Amanda! It was in the papers and on the news!”

Amanda reached for her wineglass and drained it. “Sorry, Danny and I weren’t that close; I really didn’t know.”

Mila smirked. “And I took his cherry as well as he took mine!” She shrugged. “My brush with fame, I guess.” She was still smiling.

“You guys still keep in touch?”

She gave a small nod. “Sort of. We trade likes on Facebook and stuff, but that’s about it. I don’t pester him from his past. That’s not my style. If I’m ever in New York, I’ll give him a message or something and see what happens, but that’s about it.” She looked at their empty glasses. “Want to order another round?”

Amanda shook her head. “No, I’ve had enough.”

“We are both off tomorrow, you know.” Elena and Kira were covering the store on Tuesday.

“Yeah, I know.”

“So whatcha’ doing tonight?”

“Well…” At that moment, Mila’s cell phone buzzed and before Amanda could finish her begging off, Mila swooped it out of her purse. She glanced at the caller ID and let out a squeak of delight and pressed the answer key.

“Hi Carrie!” she said. She pressed the mute button and said to Amanda, “This is Carrie and Josh! They’re awesome peeps!” Disabling the mute, she said, “Tonight? Sure! What time?” After a pause, she said, “That’s not a lot of notice, I just got off work!” She laughed and said, “Yeah, you’re right.” She fired a glance at Amanda, and said into the phone, “Hey! Can I bring a girlfriend? She’s not into the Lifestyle, but she’s curious.” She paused and listened. “Nope, you’ll love her.” Another pause and Mila said, “Well, I’ll see if she’d like to, and then I’ll head right over!”

Amanda watched as Mila ended the call and asked, “What are you up to, Mila?”

Mila tucked her phone back in her purse and folded her hands on the table. Looking as prim and proper as she could muster, she said, “I’m inviting you to the home of dear friends for a steak and shrimp dinner. Josh and Carrie are a little older than us, but are a lot of fun.”

“You said Lifestyle.” Amanda felt a chill go up her spine.

“I sure did. You won’t have to do anything or bring anything but an open mind. What do you say?”

Maybe if she hadn’t had that second carafe of wine. Or maybe if they hadn’t been talking about the unbelievably sexy Danny Carmody – a presence in a lot of her high school fantasies – or maybe it was just the right time. In any case, Amanda sucked in a lungful of air and said, “Okay, let’s go before I lose my nerve.”


Chapter 5:Naughty Bits

Josh and Carrie lived in town, not far from the Denny’s the girls had been drinking in. They decided to split a cab out to their place rather than take a chance getting behind the wheel of a car. Mila was pressed up close to Amanda in the back seat.

She took her friend’s hand in hers. “Now listen, you can back out any time without having to squeak or run out the door, okay? It’s no fun for anyone if someone who’s there feels like they ‘have to’ go through with anything.”

Amanda squeezed her hand back. “Thanks. Even if all I want to do is watch?”

“If that’s all you want to do, that’s fine. But if that’s all you do, I want you to promise me right now that you won’t judge me for what I might or might not do, okay?”

Amanda turned her head to look into Mila’s eyes. They were bright with excitement, yes, but there was a sense of uncertainty there too. Mila was worried about what she thought? “Don’t worry about that, hon,” she said, patting the girl’s deeply tanned cheek. “Just because it could feel weird for me, doesn’t mean I’d judge you.” She suppressed a laugh. “After all, it’s me who’s the virgin here!”

Mila nodded. “Speaking of that, how far have you ever gone with a guy?”

“Not very! I let a couple of guys cop a feel of my boobs but that’s all.”

“Whoa,” Mila blanched. “You never gave a guy a blow job?”

“Nope.”

“A hand job?”

Mila bit her lower lip. “Amanda… have you ever touched a guy’s—”

Amanda closed her eyes and shook her head ‘No’.

“Unbelievable.”

Thank God for the booze, otherwise she’d be feeling really self conscious. “I did peek into the boy’s shower room once.”

Mila rolled her eyes. “Wow— whatta slut!” They both giggled a little bit, but only a little.

Before long they were pulling up to Josh and Carrie’s home. It was a single level ranch house, with redwood siding. The taxi pulled into the driveway behind two late model Japanese imports. They paid and got out.

Before they could go up the walkway, the front door opened and Carrie and Josh stepped out together.

Amanda felt… weird. She was coming to this couple’s home for a sex party and they looked… so… normal! Carrie was wearing black yoga pants and a light pink tank top under a cream button down blouse, and Josh was in jeans and a grey golf shirt.

Carrie bounced down the steps with her arms out to Mila. “I’m so glad you decided to come! I’m sorry it’s so last minute, but Josh’s meetings ended early, and we’re both taking tomorrow off!” She gave Mila a big hug and turned to Amanda with her arms held out.

Carrie was a little taller than Mila but more slender. Her blue eyes danced and her smile was genuine. “I’m Carrie, and this is my husband Josh!” she said, jerking a thumb over her shoulder at the taller man descended the stairs. He was smiling too, but seemed to be a little more laid back compared to his wife’s bubbly personality.

“I’m Amanda,” she said. “I’ve never… uhhh…”

“Don’t worry!” Carrie winked. “There’s a first time for everything, don’t you agree?” She held Amanda by the shoulders. “Trust me, losing my virginity was a lot bigger deal than playing grown up games with adults!” Tilting her head, she continued, “From what Mila texted, you guys are a few drinks ahead of us, so the steaks are ready to go on.” Carrie took Amanda by the arm, and Mila scooted ahead and gave Josh a hug and the four of them headed into the house.

Geronimo? Or Heaven help me? She wasn’t sure, but let herself be led inside.

The entranceway led into a wide open space. On the right was the kitchen/dining area, and to the left was a large living room with an overstuffed sofa and loveseat set at right angles to each other. Kitty corner to them were two more comfortable chairs. In the center of this arrangement was a sturdy coffee table. Amanda couldn’t help but wonder if the coffee table was chosen for its sturdiness. At the far end was a fireplace.

“Let’s have a drink,” said Josh as he guided Mila to a seat on the couch. He went past her to a wet bar. “Scotch for you, right?” he said.

“You have a good memory, Josh.” She turned to Amanda. “We’ve only met twice before.”

“And it was such a wonderful way to get to know you!” Carrie said with a grin. “What will you be having, Amanda?”

“White wine would be fine,” she said.

“Chardonnay or Chablis?”

“Whichever’s lighter tasting. I don’t know much about wine, other than I don’t like beer or whiskies.”

“Not much of a boozer, huh?” asked Josh as he opened up a small fridge by the bar and took out a bottle. After preparing the round of drinks, he reached up to the wall unit and flipped a switch. A smooth, mellow groove of soft electronic jazz layered into the room.

“No, she’s more the athletic type,” said Mila. She had flipped off her shoes and had her feet tucked under her as she sat on the couch. She smoothed out her burgundy skirt.

“Look who’s talking,” said Amanda. “I don’t play rugby on Sunday mornings, and go to aerobics three times a week.” She sat down on the couch at the end opposite her friend. She had decided that she wasn’t going to sit in one of the chairs and be separate from whatever was going to happen.

Mila brushed her long black hair behind her shoulders. “Well, when you got a body like mine, if you don’t work out you get flabby pretty quickly. My sister’s only four years older than me, but she’s put on about fifteen pounds after she turned twenty five. I’m not going to let that happen if I can help it.”

“Well, I’m a runner myself,” said Carrie, accepting the proffered glass of wine from Josh and sitting on the couch between Amanda and Mila. “I go for a run at least three times a week.” Nodding to Josh as he handed out the rest of the drinks, she said, “He’s the gym rat. He does all his exercising with weights and machines.”

“I get work outs other ways, hon,” Josh said. “I’m pretty good at indoor sports, aren’t I?” He plopped down onto the loveseat.

“I’ll vouch for that!” said Mila. She leaned forward and looked at Amanda. “The guy can go all night long, girl. The man’s a machine!” Carrie ‘hmm-hmm’ed’ in agreement.

“Oh. That’s good to know?” Amanda squeaked. Was Mila expecting her to have sex with this guy this evening? Oh shit!

“Hey…” said Josh. Amanda turned towards him. He was smiling gently. “We’re here to have fun, right? From the look on your face just now, you would think you’re waiting for a root canal!” He gave a short chuckle. “I don’t bite.” He shrugged and grinned. “Well, not without asking the first time anyway.”

Mila and Carrie groaned in protest at the same time.

“Laaame!” said Mila.

“I’m just trying to help Amanda relax!” he said. “Look, if all you want to do is watch, that’s fine too, okay? Mila did say you’re new to the Lifestyle.”

Amanda swallowed, and everyone in the room could hear her gulp. “I…” she felt her neck start to burn with the blush. “Would you guys mind a whole lot if I kept my clothes on?”

Josh shook a look at Carrie, a million questions in his eyes. Carrie looked over to Mila, who nodded. Turning to Amanda, Carrie said, “You’re more curious than horny right now, is that the case?” Seeing Amanda’s silent nod, Carrie gave a shrug. “Mila says that you guys have been friends for years and years—”

“Best friends,” Mila chimed in. “Just never on a sexual level.”

“Well,” Carrie patted Mila’s hand, “that’s good enough for us.” She turned to Amanda. “Listen, and this might be hard for a single newbie to understand, but the key to this Lifestyle being such a rush is honest and open communication.” She glanced over at Josh. “Between couples most of all”

“What do you mean?”

“You and Mila are a rare entity; you’re single women. The Lifestyle’s made up of couples—either married ones, or couples that have a deeper level of commitment than just dating.” She gave a shrug. “Josh and I are involved in the Lifestyle because it ramps up our own sex life.” She gave her head a shake. “The level of intimacy we share—before, during and after play sessions like this one right now is incredible. But…” she held up a finger, “it all comes down to communication between everyone involved. It’s more important for you to tell us me…” she held her arms out to everyone else in the room, “everyone actually, what your limits are than it is for any of us to have pleasure at your expense.” 

Amanda nodded. “So I can keep my clothes on.”

Carrie laughed. “Yes!” Seeing the relief in Amanda’s eyes, she said, “Great!” and turned back to Mila and took her hand. “So, what’s new?”

Mila’s eyes danced. “Remember Elena and Matt talking about fantasies last weekend at Sylvia’s?”

“Oh, the wham bam quickie?”

“Yep! They did it today!”

“No!” Seeing Mila smile, Carrie added, “She told you?”

Mila shook her head, “I saw the evidence for myself when she was on a step ladder afterwards!” She squirmed in her seat. “Oh God, Carrie, I want to do those two so bad!”

Carrie nodded. “I understand, baby… I know how you feel…” She scootched closer to Mila. “I know how you feel. Wanting to get it on with someone…” Her hand wandered down to stroke her exposed knee, her fingers fluttering at the hem of Mila’s skirt.

Mila turned in the sofa towards Carrie. She hitched the knee that Carrie had begun to stroke up onto the cushion, keeping her other foot on the floor. The hem of her skirt stretched tightly across the now open space between her two legs. “Why Carrie, I had no idea!” she said in mock innocence. She leaned sideways into the back of the sofa, resting her hand on top of Carrie’s.

“Well, the things you learn when you start speaking openly and honestly, eh?” Carrie purred. She put her wine glass onto the coffee table and leaned forward into Mila, taking the woman’s face in her hands. With a sigh, she leaned in and the two women kissed.

It started as a warm kiss on the lips, but became much more when Mila’s hand rose behind Carrie’s head and held their faces together. Amanda could see both women’s mouths open and cover each other, each of them tipping their heads slightly to ensure a deeper joining.

Sitting across from the sofa, Amanda and Josh were still and silent, the only sounds in the room the soft sucking noises of the women’s mouths, punctuated with soft sighs.

Carrie leaned into Mila, and while still embracing her in a kiss, shucked over sideways between her legs. Mila leaned back onto the arm of the couch underneath her. Her skirt was now hiked up almost to her crotch.

“I think I’m going to change my seat…” Amanda said, rising. As she stepped over towards one of the arm chairs, Josh caught her eye and patted the spot next to him on the love seat. She hesitated, and then with a feeling of resignation, she sat beside him.

He leaned over and whispered, “Hey, if you’d rather sit alone, I won’t be crushed.”

Amanda gave him a small smile. That was kind of sweet. “I just don’t want you to have any expectations, is all,” she whispered back.

“You did say you wanted to keep your clothes on; I took that as meaning you didn’t want to play with anyone.”

“Play?”

“Have sex. That’s the euphemism we use in the lifestyle. With his chin he pointed at his wife and her best friend. Their hands were busy now, rubbing, fondling and wandering over each other’s bodies as they continued their deep kiss. “As in Mila and Carrie are playing on the sofa.”

She kept her voice low, under the music that was playing. “So playing’s making out?”

“It’s the whole thing.” He chuckled. “Why do you think they call it ‘fore-play’? I’m pretty sure we know where those two are going to finish up—on the great ‘Orgasm Train’.”

“So you’re okay with me not wanting to ‘play’ then?”

He nodded. “Absolutely.” He must have felt her pride stiffen a bit because he turned and looked into her eyes. “Don’t get me wrong, Amanda, you’re gorgeous, okay? I’d love to jump your bones, do the nasty, fuck you till you can’t walk, and play with you.” He gave a small smile. “But… I’m not all that interested until you’re as hot to trot as those two over there are.”

“Thanks.” This guy was smooth. Backing off, but making sure her ego wasn’t bruised. What a… She couldn’t help but let out a giggle.

“What’s so funny?” he asked, not taking his eyes off Mila and Carrie.

“The irony. We’re sitting here watching those two, go at it like two cats in heat, and you’re such a… a gentleman about the whole thing!” She shook her head.

A low snicker escaped his lips. “That’s me, the gentleman hedonist!” He took a pull on his beer and sat back. “Carrie’s been warm for Mila since they first met,” he said. “But at the house parties, she never was able to play with her one on one. I’m sure glad she called her!”

“I think,” Amanda whispered, “Mila’s just as happy…”

Mila was stretched out on the couch with Carrie above her. She had her knees spread wide, with Carrie sitting between them on her haunches. Amanda could see the outline of her pussy through the sheer fabric of her panties. A dark line down the center of the camel toe in her crotch belied her friend’s state of arousal.

Mila’s breath was coming in short shallow pants as Carrie’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. Neither of the women spoke as Carrie finished up and spread open Mila’s top. Her hands began to rub Mila’s bra cups, pushing the flesh of her breasts against the lacy edge at the top.

Mila pulled at the hem of Carrie’s tank top, tugging the cotton fabric up and over her head. Now both women were on the couch in their bras. Amanda saw that Carrie’s breasts were about the same size as her own, easily covered by Mila’s own busy hands, which were mirroring Carrie’s movements.

Amanda gasped when Carrie undid the front hook of Mila’s bra, freeing the woman’s lusciously ripe orbs. She licked her lips as she watched Carrie’s head bend and begin to wetly wash one chocolate brown nipple, leaving it gleam.

“O fuck…” whispered Mila, “that feels niiiice…” Her knees were opening and closing around Carrie’s waist as the woman grasped and suckled on one wet nipple, then the other. “Oh, Carrie, babyyy…” she said softly.

She fumbled with the back hooks of Carrie's bra, and undid the fasteners with a flourish. The straps popped open, and Mila pulled the shoulder straps down and away, depositing the lacy white undergarment on the floor beside them. Sitting up halfway, Mila shrugged out of her blouse and bra and Carrie lay them in the growing pile on the floor.

“I love eating a girl out when she’s wearing a skirt,” Carrie gasped as she nudged herself down the length of the couch.

“Glad to oblige!” Mila’s hand reached down to her crotch and pulled the front panel of her panties aside. She looked over to Amanda with a smile. “Enjoying the view, hon?” she said. Her eyes were bright with passion.

Amanda realized she was leaning forward in her seat, her eyes riveted on the rich, dark lips of Mila’s labia. She bit her lower lip and nodded silently as Carrie’s head got in the way and Mila let out a grunt.

“Oh shit, this is hot!” Josh said. Amanda turned her head to see Josh pulling down on the elastic band of his track pants, freeing his cock. “I hope you don’t mind,” he said, as he stroked his fleshy knob. His cock was only half erect as he tugged and played with the flesh. “I just love watching Carrie get it on with another woman!” His voice was almost a gasp.

Amanda had watched porn online for years. She had watched just about every sort of sex two people could have. In addition to that, while playing her online sex game, her own avatar had been and done just about everything a person could imagine between two consenting adults.

None of that prepared her for the total brain overload she was experiencing now.

That was her best friend being eaten out by a hungry, ravenous woman just three feet away from her! And sitting right next to her was a thickening, cock with a slick film of precum oozing from the slit as Josh massaged himself.

It was the first cock she had been this close to in her life.

And oh shit, it was beautiful. She reached out for it with one hand while her other hand rose to her mouth. Seeing her hand, Josh’s fell away. His movement startled her and her reaching hand recoiled back.

“It’s okay, you can touch it,” said Josh in a low voice. “I promise it won’t bite.” He began to stroke himself again.

“I… uhh…” she folded her hands on her lap instead. But her eyes never left Josh’s cock. He spat on his hand and continued to stroke it, making the surface glisten.

Wanton desire and a raging curiosity consumed Amanda. What would it be like to FINALLY hold a guy’s dick? She felt like she was behind a glass wall. She wanted to reach out and grab his hard shaft, stroke it and then suck it… but was unable to cross that line, dammit! A sigh floated out of her mouth.

Josh’s eyebrow cocked at the sound. “You okay?” When she nodded in silence, he said, “Maybe you’re just not ready, then. Don’t sweat it—it’s all good.”

Not ready? Understatement of the year.

He continued to stroke himself as he watched his wife and Mila play.

Both women were now naked. They had readjusted themselves into a sixty nine with Carrie on top She hadn’t seen Mila naked since they were in the same gym class in ten years ago! At that point, both of their bodies were just beginning to bloom in puberty, but now…

Carrie’s slender form nestled perfectly into the lushness of Mila’s body. As she lowered her head between Mila’s thighs, Amanda could see the flesh of her friend’s hips tremble in pleasure. Mila’s head was against the arm of the sofa, being supported as she covered Carrie’s clit with her mouth.

The soft suckling sounds of their earlier kissing was now replaced by their hungry moans as they edged closer and closer to orgasm. The scent of their lust, the light sheen of sweat mingled with the musky aroma from their gyrating pussies teased at Amanda’s nostrils. She sniffed deeply the pungent scent, and felt her own pussy tingle in response.

This was no video!

Mila pulled her mouth away from Carrie panting, and pushed first one, then two fingers up inside the woman’s pussy. She pushed and pulled her hand in and out of the warm snatch, twisting her wrist as she did so. She glanced over at Amanda, and when their eyes met, slowly licked her now swollen lips, her tongue leaving a thick gleaming trail as it swept up the droplets of Carrie’s juices.

She turned her head back to Carrie’s love bud and began to lightly chew on it.

Carrie’s head whipped back, away from Mila’s crotch.

“Oh shit! Don’t stop baby! Oh Gooood!” She began to buck and pant, her body a toy for Mila’s hands.

Amanda glanced over to Josh, watching him stroke himself. The sound of a husky grunt made her head flip back to Carrie who was starting to explode into orgasm, writhing and bouncing on top of Mila, who had wrapped an arm around the woman’s hips and was now punishing her clit and pussy. “Give me it, Carrie!” Mila hissed. “Come for me, you fucking cunt!” Her eyes were black pearls of lust as she pulsed her hand in time with Carrie’s cries and gyrations.

Amanda’s head was pivoting like she was watching a tennis match, swinging from the women on the sofa to Josh sitting beside her. She couldn’t bring herself to touch him, but oh shit she wanted to see him cum! Her own thighs began to pulse in and out together. She dared not touch herself, because if she did, she’d lose control. And that could not happen! She clenched her thighs tightly together.

“Oh shit, this is hot!” grunted Josh.

She kept her voice low. “Are you gonna come?”

“Oh yeah!” His hips were bouncing off the cushions, his legs sticking straight out like steel columns onto the carpet. “Any second now!”

“You’re gonna come!” She couldn’t believe it! She was going to watch this guy come! She twisted herself over towards him.

“Cum for me Josh! I want to see your cum!” She felt his hand begin to pry at her pussy lips. “Uh oh,” she thought and she scooted her hips back, out of his reach. She wasn’t ready for that yet. “Let’s just take care of you, mister!” she said.

“If you say so… it’ll be…” Josh gasped, “my pleasure!”

His entire body was vibrating now. She couldn’t stop the words coming out of her mouth. “Shoot your load, baby! Show me your come! Pleeeze!”

That did the trick. His entire body went rigid, and his hips flexed once. A thick dollop pushed out of the slit of his cock, and immediately behind it, a stream spurted up into the air, splattering back down all over his hand and belly, followed by a second and a third. Thick white semen oozed down the length of his shaft as she gazed in wonder. She’d seen it before online hundreds of times, but here, in real life, the scent of it and the background moans from the others was intoxicating. She inhaled deeply.

Mila and Carrie weren’t far behind. They were entwined on the couch like a pair of mating cobras, their bodies aligned perfectly, head to crotch. Each of them were finger fucking and licking the other’s pussy, both of them approaching another, more powerful orgasm.

Suddenly, and at the same instant, Carrie and Mila’s heads lifted as they yowled in ecstasy, their hands still furiously moving. Knees trembled, bodies twitched and hair was flung in halos as each of them gave into the relentless waves of pleasure.

“Oh shit, that was good! Oh WOW!” Josh gasped. He reached to the box of tissues on the table, pulled a few out and held them out to her. “Unless… you want to…” he said, glancing from her eyes to his own hand still around his cock, now glistening with his semen. “Clean me up…”

“That’s okay,” she said with a small wave. She sat back on the couch watching him clean himself up. “You don’t mind, do you?”

He gave his head a small shake. “I’m good.” He gave a wry smile.

The four of them sat wordlessly for a few moments catching their collective breaths.

Mila sucked in a lungful of air and blew it out in a whoosh. She gave an impish smile to Amanda. “You haven’t seen my naughty bits in some time, girl.”

“Very naughty.”

“You okay?” She ignored the questioning looks from Josh and Carrie so she could focus on her friend.

Amanda nodded. Turning to Josh, she said, “I’m really inexperienced in… uhhh… ‘The Lifestyle’.” She glanced back at Mila with a warning glance, arching her eyebrows at her before turning to Carrie. “Your husband has a nice…”

“Cock,” said Carrie with a smile. With a light laugh she added “I’m glad you approve!”

“Damn, Josh,” said Mila. “I wanted to give it a test ride!”

“Don’t worry, baby,” said Josh, “I have a very short refractory period.”

He wasn’t lying. When they left later that evening, Mila was tender. And satiated.

Amanda though, was just horny. Nobody else tried to touch her, and she didn’t touch anyone else. She just watched. She couldn’t get home fast enough. She hoped she had a spare set of batteries for her vibrator.

She was going to need them.


Chapter 6: All Night Long

“You want me to stop by during your break today, honey?” Matt asked Elena as he pulled his pickup truck to the mall’s entrance. “I can duck out from the job site, y’know.”

Elena snickered. Matt’s company landed the contract to replace all the overpasses in Black Rapids, and the crew he was managing was working on one just four blocks from the mall. The quickie they had yesterday in the change room at Target was a dirty dream of his since they got married. Being slutty on the inside and a competent store manager on the outside turned her on just as much as it aroused him.  After she got home from work yesterday, they couldn’t get the kids off to bed fast enough!

“Back to the change room, big boy?” she said.

“I was thinking the Ladies’ room at Olive Garden, to tell you the truth.” He did a Groucho Marx thing with his eyebrows as he said it. “How does the afternoon break—around 2:30 sound to you?”

“Hmmm…” she lifted a foot and placed it on the acre wide dashboard of the Ram 2500. Her skirt rode up her thigh as she slid her hand between her legs. She glanced out the side window. Matt’s truck was so big, with the extra lifts and oversized tires Shaquille O’Neal would have a hard time seeing what she was up to. She gazed into Matt’s eyes as her fingers pushed aside the crotch of her panties and slipped inside her pussy. “Let me see just how I feel about that…”

She slitted her eyes and toyed with herself, finger fucking herself on the front seat as her thumb rubbed her clit. Oh shit, what a horny way to start the day.

She slid her now glistening finger out and sitting up, rested it on Matt’s lips. As he sucked her nectar from her knuckles, she said, “Coming in for a quickie sounds like a plan, baby.”

She popped her finger from his hungry mouth and with a quick ‘Ta-Ta dear,” clambered out the passenger door, on and off the rocker panels and went into the mall. The throaty rumble of Matt’s truck as he pulled away matched the same feeling in her tummy.

Elena smiled. Nice way to start the day.

***

As she made her way down the mall corridor to the store she wished that Mila was working today. Where it had been really weird to see her at some of the parties at first, they had been able to maintain a great working relationship.

Who is she trying to kid? When she was on the step ladder yesterday and Mila was holding the bottom of it for her, she deliberately fumbled around at the top of the ladder, raising one leg higher and wider than she really needed to just to tease the girl. It was sexy as hell to know that Mila peeked up her skirt and saw Matt’s cum oozing down her thigh.

She paused mid-stride. Who was she trying to kid? Yes, it was sexy as hell, but there was more to it. Knowing that Mila was peeking at her, knowing that Mila saw her drippy thighs… turned her on. She smiled to herself. She wouldn’t try anything funny with one of her staff… right? But… oh man, did the aura of sexual tension at work added a certain amount of spice to a humdrum clothing store, didn’t it?

Maybe she should talk about it with her. And if Mila had been scheduled for today, they would, and there would be no problem for her if she ducked out for her quickie with Matt.

Oh well, it wasn’t meant to be—Amanda was the assistant manager for today. She’d have to give her some song and dance when she got Matt’s text.

She stepped through the front grate and entered the store.

“Yikes!” came a sharp cry from one of the aisles. She jumped at the noise. “Who’s there!” the voice cried out.

“It’s just me, Amanda,” she said, peering down the row of shelves. “Sorry I scared you.”

“Uhhh… it’s okay.” Amanda was wearing a pretty, summery outfit today; a black and red print cotton dress with a scoop neck and ruched front and brown cork wedge sandals. She was pulling down boxes of blouses.

“You look pretty summery for April,” she said with a smile.

Amanda looked down at herself. “Yeah, I guess so; it’s a warm day though.” She looked up at Elena. “You like?”

“Sure! You look great. As usual.” The damn girl was so willowy. After two kids and the big 4-0 approaching, Elena knew her willowy days were a thing of the past. She put her purse into her locker. “Do anything interesting last night? You and Mila lit out of here pretty fast.”

“Uhhh…”

Elena cocked an eyebrow. “It wasn’t meant to be a trick question!” she said with a light laugh.

“Umm…”

Now Elena tilted her head. What was going on? Or better yet, what did go on? “Hey, are you okay?”

Amanda had a deer in headlight look and started to fidget with the faux pearl necklace Elena didn’t notice at first. “Errr…”

“Uhh, Umm, Err… you’re a fountain of information, girl.” Elena shook her head and headed to the front counter.

Amanda followed her out slowly. “Well… if I don’t tell you, Mila sure will. And when she does, you might be bugged that I didn’t tell you…”

Standing at the counter, Elena let out a sigh. “Is there something you need to tell me, Amanda?”

“Well, Mila and I went out for some drinks after work.”

“Go on.”

“And then we went over to visit some friends of hers.” Amanda was chewing her lower lip. “And they’re friends of yours too.”

“Oh? Who?”

“They’re good friends of yours.”

“Uh-huh. Who?”

“Close friends. Really, really close.”

Oh hell. “Cut to the chase, Amanda.”

Her eyes were huge, like a puppy’s when she spoke, it was in a rush. “We went to Josh and Carrie’s— I don’t know their last names— and they and Mila—” she took a deep breath, “and I watched—” another deep breath, “and you had sex with your husband at work yesterday!” She gave a small squeak and ran to the back of the store.

Elena stood there, mouth hanging open until she started to laugh. “Well,” she said out loud to herself, “looks like the jig is up as far as Amanda’s concerned.” She gave another small laugh. What the hell. They were all adults.

Shaking her head slowly, she followed Amanda. At the back of the store she saw the door to the staff washroom closed. She knocked on it softly.

“Amanda?”

There was a pause. “Yeesss?”

Good grief. “Why don’t you come out so we can talk?”

In a plaintive voice, she said, “Do I have to?”

Elena couldn’t help but chuckle to herself. This girl was weirded, bordering on freaked, out. “I think so. You won’t be able to do your job while sitting on the toilet, hon.”

“You sure?”

“Amanda!” Elena stamped her foot.

The door opened slowly showing half of Amanda’s face. “I’m sorry… I just…”

“Come on out and we’ll talk.” Elena turned and went to her office. She glanced at her watch. The store wasn’t going to open for another 20 minutes. She plopped into her seat behind her desk as Amanda shambled in behind her, standing in front of the desk with her head down like a naughty child.

Elena motioned her to take a seat in front of the desk. When she sat down, Elena folded her hands on top of the desk. “It seems you’ve learned a lot about my personal affairs yesterday.”

Her head still down, Amanda said “Um-hmm…”

“Sounds like you had a good time with Josh and Carrie and Mila yesterday…”

Amanda’s head shot up. “I didn’t do anything!” Her face turned crimson. “I mean, I almost kinda touched Josh’s junk… but… but…”

“How does one ‘almost kind of’ do something like that?”

“Okay, okay, I… well… you know…” she gave Elena the universal sign of masturbation.

“Oh, you jacked him off.”

“No!” Amanda huffed a sigh. “I wanted to, but I didn’t.” Her face fell. “I watched him and we both watched Carrie and Mila…”

“Amanda, are you okay?”

“No… I didn’t sleep a wink last night.”

Whoa! Elena leaned forward. “Amanda, did anyone force you to do something you didn’t want to do?”

“No! Not at all! I didn’t sleep because I kept masturbating all night!” Her eyes widened again and she went pale. “Oh my god! I just told my boss I masturbated!”

“All night long!”

“Eeep!” She dropped her head.

Elena burst out laughing. “What on earth is wrong with you girl?” she asked, wiping tears from her eyes. “This is one complicated story!”

“You’re telling me.” Amanda sighed. “I was at a sex party with my best friend… and I didn’t have sex… because…” she waved her hand in the air. “Because I’ve never had sex! I’m a virgin, okay?”

“Oh.” This was the weirdest staff meeting she ever had in her life. “Uhhh… okay?” Elena shook her head. “I really don’t know what to say.”

“You think I’m weird, right?”

“No, not at all. I mean… you’re a virgin because you choose to be, right? I can respect that.”

Amanda shook her head. “No, that’s not it. Not really.” She ran a hand through her hair. “This is weird.”

“You’re telling me.”

“I mean… I don’t really want to be a virgin.”

“You’re twenty four, healthy and great looking. How did you get this far? Being a virgin, I mean?”

With a wistful smile, Amanda said, “By accident.”

Elena snorted. “How the hell does someone be a virgin by accident? I’ve heard of people getting pregnant by accident, but a virgin?”

“Well… I mean, in high school, I was too chicken to do anything sexual. Then after…” she dropped her head. “After high school… I kept getting chicken.” She whipped her head up. “The next thing I knew I was 20 and still a virgin! Each time a guy would come on to me, it got harder and harder…”

Elena giggled. “Harder and harder?”

“It’s not funny!”

“Sorry.”

“Each time a guy would come on to me, it got scarier and scarier! And now… now it’s terrifying for me to even think about!” She dropped her head again, and in a small voice said, “But it’s all I think about.”

“The longer you put it off, the harder it gets,” when Amanda’s head flicked up, Elena held up her hand. “I’m not trying to tease you, Amanda. It’s the truth about a lot of life’s challenges.”

“So what do I do?”

“You’re asking me how to get laid?”

Amanda shrugged. “I guess I sort of am.”

Elena sat back in her chair and chewed on a knuckle for a moment. “I think I might have some ideas.”


Chapter 7: Operation Platypus

“What kind of ideas do you have?” Amanda felt nervous, and, to tell the truth, a warming in her tummy.

“I think… you need guidance,” said Elena. “Sort of like a wingman, but also someone with authority.” She gave her head a shake. “I mean, you and Mila are close friends—” she looked up at Amanda. “You got her the job here, after all.”

“Besties since high school.”

“And Mila’s pretty out there when it comes to sex.”

“You got that right.”

“So, if your wild living and loving best friend couldn’t be of some help in this, then you need someone with a little more authority. Otherwise, Mila would have been able to straighten this out with you a long time ago.”

Amanda gave a short laugh. “She only found out yesterday that I’m a virgin!”

Elena smiled. “I wish I saw the look on her face when you told her!” She leaned forward on her desk’s surface. “Here’s my proposition…” she gave her head a small shake. “You know, I’m really putting myself out on a limb here. Business and sex don’t mix all that well.” She sighed. “But Mila and I have been at parties together with no downside… and you’ve been here for a long time.” With a smile, she finished, saying, “And I really like you as a person. So let’s do this!”

“Uhhh… what are we going to do exactly?”

“For starters, you’re going to have to learn to trust more. You’re going to have to trust my judgment; that I won’t do anything that will hurt you. Can you do that?”

Amanda began fidgeting with her hands resting on her lap. “I guess so.”

“Sorry, Amanda, it’s a ‘yes’ or ‘no’; not an ‘I guess so’.” Elena looked directly into Amanda’s eyes. “Will you trust me?”

Amanda stopped breathing and the silence hung for a moment. Nodding, she said softly, “Yes, ma’am.”

Elena’s eyebrow twitched at the ‘ma’am’. “Good.” She reached across her desk and took Amanda’s hand from her lap. “You do realize that I’m also trusting you, right?” When Amanda nodded back, she continued. “Now if thing get too much for you to cope with, you can make whatever is going on stop cold.”

“How?”

“We’ll come up with a safe word.”

“A what?”

“They use it in sexual Bondage; BDSM. It’s a word that if it’s said, everything just stops.”

“Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

“I like the sound of that. I can say it anytime?”

Elena nodded.

“Then okay. What’s the word?”

“Well, we can choose anything you want. Lots of people just say ‘Red’, but it can be any word. It should be one you can remember, and also one that isn’t used all the time so there’s no chance of miscommunication.”

“Okay, I got one. Platypus.”

“What?” Elena chuckled. “That’s a hell of a word!”

“Platypus. It really stands out, right?”

“Sure does. Platypus it is.” Standing up, Elena held out her hand. “Let’s shake on this—the liberation of Amanda!”

Amanda took her hand. “No. Let’s call this ‘Operation Platypus’”. Giggling, they shook hands.


Chapter 8: Just A Beginning

It was just about closing time and Amanda was on pins and needles. Elena had ducked out twenty minutes ago and was due back any moment for the start of ‘Operation Platypus’.

How in the world could you be filled with excitement and dread at the same time was beyond her, but she was. At ten to seven she pulled the front grates closed and turned off the lights at the front half of the store. The other stores in the mall were also shutting up for the night. She didn’t wave to anyone at the other shops so that there would be no chance of starting a conversation. She stood by the gate, keeping an eye on the time and promptly at 7:00 locked the front grate.

Where the hell was Elena? With a huff she turned and went to the back of the store. She’d hang around for a few minutes and then leave. She’d leave a note on the back entrance telling Elena that the alarm was set.

When she passed into the backroom, Elena’s voice called out from her office. “Yoo-hoo, Amandaaa” she said in a sing-song.

Amanda jumped. She thought Elena would return the front way. Obviously she came in the back entrance. The door to the office was almost fully closed, open just an inch or so.

She opened the door slowly. The office was lit only by Elena’s desk lamp. Somehow Elena rearranged the office without Amanda hearing her. Her desk was pushed back against the far wall and two chairs were in front of it. Elena was sitting in her office chair. She was resting her chin on her hand, the elbow supported by the padded armrest. Her other arm was folded across her waist. Her legs were crossed, but the top three buttons of her blouse were undone. Her eyes were hooded, and her mouth was puffy with her lipstick smeared.

On the desk was a bottle of white wine and two glasses, each one filled.

“Is the front locked up?” Elena asked. When Amanda nodded, she said, “Good. Come in and take a seat, please.”

Oh shit, here we go. Amanda took her seat across from Elena. As soon as she was seated, Elena passed her a glass of wine.

“Drink up, it’ll help you relax, I’m sure.”

Amanda grabbed the glass and emptied in one pull. As she put it back on the desk, she let out a belch. Her hand flew to her mouth. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay.” Elena refilled her glass halfway. “Slow down on this one though. I don’t want you getting sick, okay?” After pouring, she handed it again to Amanda. Holding out her own glass, Elena said with a dusky voice, “Let’s toast the start of ‘Operation Platypus’.” They clinked glasses and sipped.

Elena put her glass down. “I was out for a quickie with my husband again.”

“I thought so.”

“Yes, well, I had to ask his permission for you and me to continue with this plan. As a rule, we never play without the other person present… but he was able to see this is a special case.” She waggled her eyebrows at the younger woman. “His feeling is that if you and I are successful in bringing you out of your shell, then he’ll have a chance to play with you down the road.” She looked intently at Amanda. “But I had to get his okay first.”

“Okay…what do we do now?”

Elena reached into her purse and took out her cell phone. “First things first. Let’s set our phones to airplane mode so we don’t have any interruptions.” That was a good idea; Amanda took her phone and pressed the necessary settings.

Elena sat back in her office chair. “I assume you’ve never played risqué games at sleep-overs when you were a kid?”

Amanda shook her head. “No. I had a bit of problem wetting the bed until I was 12, and by the time that stopped, I wasn’t asked to any slumber parties.”

“So no playing ‘Doctor’ as a kid? Hide the button?” When Amanda shook her head no, Elena nodded and said, “I’m not all that surprised.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“You never went through the curiosity stage about your body and someone else’s; that’s all. You simply missed a piece of the puzzle growing up. I think it was an important piece. So what we’re going to do is play a game.”

“A game?”

“Yes. It’s going to be called ‘Show Me’.” She brought her hands down to the hem of her black skirt and began to edge it upwards. She kept her knees together as she inched her skirt up until it was bunched up at her waist. “Now you do the same.”

Amanda could feel her heart begin to thud in her chest. She kept her eyes on Elena’s as she grasped the edge of her dress and brought it up. She kept her knees pressed together as her lap was bared.

“Very good, Amanda. Now we’ll just sit here for a moment.” Elena rested her head against the back of her chair. “You do know that you’ve showed more skin any time you went out in a pair of shorts or in a bathing suit, right?”

“Yeah, but I’ve never shown this much skin here…”

Elena smiled. “Context means a lot, doesn’t it? Showing this much skin at work is… naughty isn’t it?”

Amanda nodded.

“Do you like being naughty, Amanda?” Elena’s tongue came out and licked her bottom lip.

“I don’t know…” She bit her lip.

“Do you want to be naughty?”

“Yes…” it came out as a whisper.

“Good girl.” Elena pulled her skirt up higher, now bunching it at her waist. “Your turn.”

Amanda stared at Elena’s lap. She wasn’t wearing panties! She felt her eyes bulge.

“Amanda…”

Amanda pulled the hem of her dress up until it was bunched around her lap too.

“Your panties are lovely; I like the lacy pattern.” Elena’s eyes were focused on her crotch!

“Now show me, Amanda, open up your knees like this.” Elena spread her knees open and Amanda could see her cleanly shaven pussy lips. They were coated in a wet slickness. “My husband just fucked me; that’s why they’re so swollen. I met him in the mall’s parking garage.” She let a sigh escape her lips. “We were going to do it during my lunch break, but I rescheduled for just before closing time…” Her hand stroked her pussy lips and she dipped her fingertip up inside herself, and slid it across the top of her pussy. “Do you like looking at my pussy, Amanda?”

“I don’t know…” Even so, she nodded and spread her knees apart.

“Your panties are sooo damp! You’ve been thinking about this all day, haven’t you dear?”

“I’ve always been damp down there…” she said. She couldn’t believe this was happening. She was sitting in a chair across from someone, flashing her crotch! “What happened? Umm… in the garage?” Her hands were at her hip joint holding her skirt up.

“Oh, you want to hear a dirty story?”

Amanda nodded silently.

“I’ll tell you what happened, but you have to masturbate for me in return.” Elena licked her lips. “I want to watch you make yourself cum for me. Will you do that?”

I can NOT believe this is happening! She nodded again and inserted her fingers underneath the side seam of her panty.

“No, no, honey; I want to see your pussy. Pull your panty aside.” Elena leaned forward. “On second thought, take your panties off. After all, I’m not wearing any.”

She hooked her thumbs at the waistband, and standing up, pulled them down and stepped out of them. Pulling her skirt back up, she resumed her seat on the office visitor’s chair and spread her legs again.

“Like this, Elena?” she asked. Her fingers grazed on the fine down of her pubic hair. She kept it trimmed short. Without thinking about it, she began to rub her outside lips, her middle finger teasing itself just barely separating them. When she saw Elena’s nod, she said, “Now will you tell me the story?”

“Say please, dear.”

The tone of command in Elena’s voice sent a thrill down her spine she never felt before. Oh God. She licked her lips. “Please, ma’am. Tell me a story.” As soon as the words came out of her mouth, her hand grasped her crotch. “Pleeease,” she whispered.

“Good girl.” Elena stretched back into her thickly padded office chair. Kicking off her shoes, she placed the soles of her feet together which opened her thighs even wider. She brought her hand down to her pussy. “I still have his cum inside me.” She slid her middle finger up within and withdrew it. A glistening drop was suspended from the tip of her red fingernail. She pressed it to her mouth and licked it. “I love the taste of Matt’s cum.” She put her hand back down to her own bare pussy. “He came inside my pussy, and I swallowed his buddy’s entire load…”

“Jesus! You had sex with two guys!”

“Oh yes! Matt brought Russell. He’s a friend of ours.”

“What happened?”

“I got a text from him that his crew knocked off work early because some material hadn’t gotten delivered on time. He met his buddy Russell at a sports bar and they had a few rounds. Matt told Russell about our sex date, and when Russell got the okay from Tanya—”

“Who’s Tanya?”

“Russell’s wife, silly. Couples in the Lifestyle don’t play separately as a rule. But we’ve known them for a while now, and she gave him a Hall Pass.”

“A what?”

“That’s the expression used when one member of a Lifestyle couple gets the okay to go and play on their own.” Elena huffed. “Look, this isn’t meant to be a lesson on Lifestyle terminology.” She began to rub herself again. “Let’s get back to the story.”

Amanda bit her lower lip. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Now play with your pussy for me, Amanda.” Elena’s own hand was drifting up and down her slit, pulling apart her lips. Amanda could see the tiny bud of her clit at the top of her pussy as she stroked it. Ohmygod. Ohmygod! Elena’s middle finger slid up inside as she put her head back and sighed. “Mmmm… my husband came like a fire hose up inside me…” Amanda watched as Elena slid her finger out and carried it up to her mouth. Another small drop hung from her fingernail. Turning her head just a little, she watched Amanda from the corner of her eye.

“You’ve never tasted a guy’s come, have you?”

“No,” was the whispered reply.

Elena popped her finger into her mouth and sucked on it loudly. She took it out with a small ‘pop’ and said, “It’s yummy. Some girls think it’s gross, but I love the taste.” She returned her wet finger back to her pussy and resumed rubbing her clit. “On with my story. Well, I got the text from Matt that he and Russell were waiting for me in the parking garage at the mall. They told me what level, but I had to find them on my own.” She smirked. “Sort of like a treasure hunt, eh?”

Amanda nodded. She wasn’t going to interrupt.

“So I went over to the garage and began walking down the aisles where the cars were parked. And lo and behold, what did I come across, but two guys going at it!”

“What!”

Elena’s hand began to rub her pussy. Amanda watched as she teased herself. “Yeah, I was surprised too.” She cocked an eyebrow at Amanda. “You’ve met Matt, right? He’s tall, kind of swarthy from working outside all the time, and really fit.” When she saw Amanda nod, she continued. “Well, Russell is the opposite. He’s pretty slender, he reminds me of Johnny Depp.”

“He… sounds yummy.”

Elena leaned forward and her hand began to draw slow circles on her clit. “Oh yeah… so I’m walking down the aisles of cars, and at the very back corner of the garage, as far from the mall entrance you can get, I hear a guy panting. I tiptoe over, and there’s my husband with his back against the wall, jeans yanked down past his ass, being given head by Russell!”

“Oh my fucking God!”

Elena gave a small laugh. “Matt’s only gotten into guys in the last couple of months. He’s making up for lost time though! Nowadays, he can be a real cock hound at times! Shaking her head, she continued, “Well, that’s not entirely accurate. We’ve both only started experimenting with our bi sides since last New Year’s Eve.”

Amanda’s heart was racing. “You do women as well as guys?” Her fingers were still playing along the outer lips of her pussy. “Have you ever had sex with Mila?”

Elena’s eyes crinkled in a smile. “No… I mean, not yet, anyway; but that’s probably going to change.”

“Shit, Amanda it was so hot. Russell was on his knees. He had one hand pressed against Matt’s belly and with the other he was stroking my husband’s cock, following his fist with his mouth. Matt’s hands were on the back of his head, pushing him down until Russell began to gag. ‘Take it, you fuck! You know you want it!’ Matt was saying; ‘Get my fucking cock nice and hard!’”

“I stood there watching as Russell’s head rode up and down Matt’s cock. Matt’s got a beautiful cock, Amanda. It’s nicely thick, like a fat grilling sausage when he’s hard. It’s almost seven inches…” Elena let out a small ‘mmm’ sound. “But what I love is the knob on the end, like a wild mushroom cap. And when he’s fully aroused, sticky white pre-cum leaks out like you wouldn’t believe.”

Amanda watched as Elena closed her eyes and stretched her feet out, touching her own ankles. She stayed silent, stroking her own pussy up and down, feeling her tummy grow warmer.

“Russell pulled his head off Matt’s cock and squeezed it with a milking action. When the precum drizzled out, he opened his mouth wide and I watched it dribble onto his tongue. Fuck, I love watching my man get it on with another guy!” She gave a small gasp. “Just a little ‘O’ there, hon,” she said with a leer.

“I was peeking around the side of a pillar watching them. I could tell by the look in Matt’s eye that if he kept going he was going to come pretty soon. He must have felt it just then too, because he pulled Russell’s head off his cock and said ‘Easy, bro or I’m going to shoot my load right now!’ Russell gave a small laugh.”

“Now that would be a waste,” I said, stepping out from behind the pillar.

“Russell’s head whipped around; he had a sly smile on his face. ‘I told you that she would watch first, Matt!’ he said.” He was still on his knees, and he was massaging Matt’s balls. I had already unbuttoned the buttons on my skirt, so I just pulled it up.” She gave her head a small shake. “I don’t know if it’s something in the air or in the water, but I get so damn horny so easily lately! I could feel that special feeling already building in my pussy; that little humming feeling? I stood there with my skirt pulled up, watching these two hot guys staring at me as one of them was playing with the other guy’s cock. I stepped towards them, between the two cars.

“Russell stood up and took me in his arms and kissed me. As his tongue rolled over mine, I could taste my husband’s cum on his mouth. His hand reached down between my legs… I was already wet, and he slid two fingers up inside of me, twisting his wrist as he did so. My knees got weak right away.

“Matt had bunched his pants up so he could step behind me. He lifted my skirt and I could feel the cool draft of the garage causing goose bumps to rise on my ass cheeks. He nestled his already drizzling cock between them. His cock felt so warm on my skin!

“Russell had stepped away and undid his jeans, lowering them to his knees. Now he leaned with his back against the wall and began to stroke his cock. He has the perfect cock for sucking, I swear to God. It’s shorter than most guys’ tools, just under six inches. The thing is, though is that it’s so damn thick. I can put the whole thing in my mouth without gagging, and when he fucks you, your pussy is stretched so much!”

Elena’s eyes were half closed. “Matt knows how much I love sucking Russell’s cock; I bet that’s why he brought him along as wing man!”

Amanda watched as Elena pushed two fingers up inside her pussy and copied her movements as she listened to the rest of the scene unfold.

“There was a ledge wall behind Russell, and he hiked himself up onto it so I didn’t have to bend over too far. If I bend over too far sucking a guy’s cock I get a little lightheaded. I wondered if Matt chose this area because of that? I took Russell’s cock in my mouth—it had been a while since I had given him head. I only needed to make an ‘O’ with my fingers at the base to cover his entire shaft. Because it’s so short, Russell’s able to get kind of rough.”

“Rough?”

Elena nodded. “Yeah. He pushed—no, he shoved my face onto his meat. The tip of it bounced off the roof of my mouth, and my tongue began swabbing it with spit as he fucked my face.” Her eyes brightened. “He was really, really fucking my mouth!” Elena licked her lips. “It was so…”

“Dirty?”

“Yes! Exactly! There I was, bent over bare assed as a guy was caressing my ass cheeks with his stiff cock at the same time I’m feasting on another guy’s cock.” She gave a small groan. “I wasn’t a wife, mother, store manager. I was a bitch in heat, with a hot, wet, tight pussy and a mouth hungry for cum.” She closed her eyes. She pulled her fingers from her pussy and with wet fingers began to spin small circles on her clit. “I looked over behind me and hissed at Matt. ‘Fuck me, baby,’ I said. ‘Stuff my hungry twat, sugar!’ As I put my mouth over Russell’s tool, I felt that total fullness I always feel when Matt does me doggy style. When he enters me from behind, I feel like such an animal, and his cock fills me up in that special kind of way…”

Her voice faded and Amanda knew she was close to orgasm.

“They just pounded me, using me as I was using them. Matt’s hand reached around and he began to massage my clitty.” Her eyes sparked. “Roughly. It was like I was a street walking hooker who was servicing two horny sailors on shore leave! All I could hear was the slurping sound of my lips over Russell’s cock and the slippery noise of my tight pussy lips as Matt slithered his cock in and out.

“I felt Russell’s hips clench; he was going to come any second. I pulled my mouth off his cock long enough to say ‘Fill my mouth, baby. I want to swallow all your cum!’

“Oh shit!” Amanda thought. Her own stomach was on fire; it was a small pool of blue flame spinning around her tummy, spiraling down to her pussy. She let out a sharp gasp and her eyes flew open wide as she stared into Elena’s.

“And he began to come into my mouth, Amanda! I felt the surge of his cock on my lips, and a thick drop oozed onto my tongue! Then he bunched his hands into my hair and his hips bounced up and he hammered my face into his pelvis as one, two, then three hot, sticky jets of his seed filled my whole fucking mouth! Like a warm, salty vanilla milkshake his jism slid down my throat!” Her breath hitched and Elena let out a husky “Unngh!”

At the same moment Amanda’s legs stiffened in ecstasy, clenching her feet together, toes curling tightly. Both women grunted and growled as they brought themselves to orgasm. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over them both as their hands pressed and stroked, pushing themselves, punishing themselves to higher levels of pleasure, past where they could stand it.

Amanda threw herself back into her chair. She had to stop! She couldn’t handle any more! She leaned her head onto her shoulder watching Elena come down from her own pinnacle. She was mesmerized by Elena’s pussy, watching the woman’s hand now stroking herself softly.

The two women sat there, lightly panting as they caught their breath.

“I’ve never done anything like this before, ma’am,” she said. “I mean, Elena.”

“Ma’am’s okay, hon.” She sat up in her chair and leaned forward. She softly stroked the side of Amanda’s face. “I think you just need someone to take the driver’s seat until you get more used to this, don’t you agree?”

Amanda nodded silently. She couldn’t say another word. This was overwhelming. She kept nodding her head slowly and began to chew her lower lip. She tried, she really tried, but her eyes glistened anyway. She shut them tightly, but could feel two tears leak out of the corners of each eye.

Elena kept stroking her. Her hand went from her cheek to her shoulder and back up. “Hey, hey; it’s okay, Amanda,” she said in a soft voice.

Amanda stopped chewing her lip and clamped her mouth shut as soon as she felt her chin begin to tremble.

“It’s just a powerful experience for you, that’s all… it’s a hell of a lot to process the first time, isn’t it?” Elena’s voice was a steady anchor in the maelstrom going on inside her head. She nodded in agreement.

“Let’s just sit here quietly for a minute while you come back to earth, okay?”

After a few moments, Amanda opened her eyes and with a small smile said, “You never told me the rest of the story…”

Elena snickered. “What do you think happened? Matt came like a fire hose, and I had to get back to work!” She gave Amanda a pat on the shoulder. “I think your imagination can fill in those details, hunh?”

“Oh yeah.” That won’t be hard at all.

They sat for a few moments in silence. Elena stood up. “I think we can head home now, don’t you?”

Nodding, Amanda stood up. When she got to her feet, Elena took her in her arms. The taller, older woman stroked the top of Amanda’s head and kissed her. “Thank you dear, that was fun,” she said.

“Fun? That was the most intense experience of my life!”

Elena giggled. “Then you better buckle up. This ride’s only beginning for you!”


Chapter 9: You Could Tell Just By Looking

Amanda shut the door to her apartment with her hip, her hands holding the paper bag from the Chinese restaurant. East Side Village had the best sweet and sour shrimp in Black’s Rapids and after Operation Platypus all she wanted to do was have something to eat, read a book and fall asleep. She wasn’t exhausted per se, but she definitely needed to recharge.

She went right to the dinette set off the kitchen. She set down the bag and took out the aluminum pan holding her supper, along with an egg roll and the plastic knife and fork. She’d eat and head off to her bedroom.

It dawned on her when she was halfway through dinner that sex makes her hungry.

But was it sex? Elena didn’t touch her until after she climaxed. Never mind; it was as close to sex with someone she ever had in her life! She blew out a puff of air, and still chewing on a shrimp went to her bedroom.

Standing in front of the full length mirror she had on the door to her closet she looked at herself. No… she didn’t look different. She figured that after the first time she had sex with someone, she’d look different somehow. When she was in high school, Mila had pointed out to her girls that had done the dirty deed over the weekend when they were in the lunchroom.

There had definitely been something different about them. In senior year, it was really obvious when Gina Steppanak lost her virginity. All during their years in high school she had been almost mousy. She was pretty and stuff, but the girl was always unassuming kind of. When they would go out for pizza or something, she’d always order what everyone else was ordering. When they’d argue over the merits of the music of Coldplay and Nickleback she’d never voice a strong opinion.

Gina was sweet, but you’d never notice if she wasn’t there.

Until that Tuesday after the long weekend in May.

Oh boy.

Her eyes had an intensity they never had before, and her smile and laughs were full of life instead of always being hesitant.

When Mila asked her “What the hell got into you over the weekend Gina?” she burst out laughing and turned beet red. Mila just shook her head and smiling said, “Don’t answer, I know.”

Gina was… different now. You could tell just by looking at her.

Amanda studied her own reflection. She didn’t look different at all. You wouldn’t know to look at her that 45 minutes earlier she was splayed out on a chair at work frigging herself to a world class orgasm. Oh well… it would happen soon enough now she guessed.

The sound of her phone from the dining table brought her back to the kitchen. It wasn’t a text, it was a call. She looked at the screen to see it was Mila.

“Hey, what’s up?” she asked.

“I got a problem and need a lift.”

Amanda glanced at the time. It was almost 8:00. “Where are you?”

“I’m at Rapunzel’s.” It was the nightclub they went to once in a while to go dancing.

“It’s a Monday, Mila, and it’s only 8:00. What are you doing there?”

“I know, I know. I was kinda bored, and since I don’t have to work till 2:00 tomorrow, I decided to go out for a drink and a bite to eat. They have a great deal on Monday’s for chicken wings, so I figured what the hell.”

“So what’s wrong?”

Mila let out a sigh. “I locked my keys in my car and can’t get them. I got a spare set at home, and I was hoping you could run me home to pick them up.” She paused and added, “I mean, if you’re not doing anything… I guess I could call a cab…”

“Shut up. If you called a half hour later, I’d be in bed. I’m still dressed, I’ll come get you.”

“Thanks, Amanda. You’re a peach!”

***

Mila was waiting out front when Amanda pulled up in front of the bar. Before she could get out of her car, Mila had gotten in.

“Thanks again. That’s twenty bucks in cab rides I won’t have to spend,” she said buckling up as Amanda pulled away.

“Your car’s okay?”

“Sure. It’s in the parking lot right there,” Mila replied pointing out her red Civic. The drove in silence for a few minutes until Mila asked, “So, how was work?”

Amanda felt her neck begin to get warm. Things had suddenly gotten complicated. “Uhhh… all right… nothing special.”

“Oh?”

The warmth had gone from her neck to her cheeks as the silence stretched out in the car. Damn it. She began to chew her lip.

“Aaaamanda?”

“Yeah?” She darted her eyes over to Mila to see the beginnings of an evil grin.

“What happened.”

“I… uhhh… I mean… I masturbated.”

“At work? Oh my god, that’s so hot. In the bathroom?”

Amanda shook her head.

“In the storage area? Not very private if Elena walked back there while you were getting busy!”

“Well… it wasn’t in the storage area.” Mila’s place wasn’t too far off now. If she could just keep this going until she pulled in front of her building, she’d just drop her off and skedaddle.

“You masturbated on the sales floor? How did you manage that!”

Amanda sighed. “I was in Elena’s office when I did it.” She pulled up to the curb in front of Mila’s place.

“What! Where the hell was Elena?”

Amanda let out a huff of air. She turned to her best friend and shut off her car. “She was watching.”


Chapter 10: Best Of Friends

“Bullshit.”

Amanda shook her head no with a small smile.

“You’re telling the truth?” Mila flopped back against the car seat and put her hand to her mouth. “Ohmigod, ohmigod!” She took her hand away. “How did that happen? What did you guys do? Why didn’t you call me?”

“Well… I…”

“Stop. Don’t say another word.” Mila popped off her seatbelt and opened the door. “You’re telling me the whole story, but not out here in the street. Let’s go upstairs.”

Amanda sighed and followed her friend. What the hell did she expect, anyway?

***

Mila wouldn’t let Amanda say a word until they were both seated on the couch a glass of wine in hand. The box of Franzia Crisp White Wine sat on the coffee table in front of them. Amanda drained her glass and for the second time that evening let out a loud belch.

Mila giggled. She took a sip of her own and tucked her feet under her bum, mirroring Amanda’s position on the couch. “Okay, spill it, girlfriend.”

Amanda related what had happened earlier that evening. When she was done, Mila leaned forward. “You mean she didn’t so much as touch you?”

“No. She said it was sort of like naughty games I never played when I was a kid.”

Mila shook her head slowly in a sympathetic manner. “You never played ‘Doctor’. You never played ‘Show Me Yours’. You had such a deprived childhood!” she ended with a smirk.

“As opposed to your depraved high school years?” Amanda wrinkled her nose at her friend. “I feel self conscious enough, you know.”

“Yeah, I guess I understand.” Mila drained her own glass of wine and refilled both glasses. Amanda watched her eyes from over the rim of the glass with a sense of trepidation and anticipation. She was scared of where this chat could go next, but at the same time she really hoped something would happen.

She was ready.

“So, how did Elena get you to go along?” Mila asked.

Amanda wasn’t sure if her burning cheeks were from embarrassment or arousal. She stayed silent for a moment, then spoke, her voice almost a whisper, “She sort of made me.”

“What! She forced you?”

“No!” Amanda’s eyes opened wide. “Not at all!” she said waving her hand. “She knew what I wanted, she had an idea how far I could go, but then she took control.” She dropped her eyes, staring into her glass of wine. “Not having to figure it all out freed me up to just do what she said.” She lifted her eyes. “She even told me I could stop anytime by saying a special word.”

“Like ‘Red’?”

Amanda giggled. “Well, the word wasn’t ‘Red’, it was ‘Platypus’.” Both women laughed. She always found that word funny.

“Hmmm…” Mila’s fingers cupped her chin. “That kind of makes sense when you think about it.” She drummed her fingers on the armrest of the couch. “Look, I need to pee and stuff. Give me a minute, okay?” She stood up, and went down the short hallway.

While she was gone, Amanda took the remote control from the coffee table.  Both she and Mila had the same cable company, and she tuned the TV to a music station. Soft jazzy blues music wafted in the room air. She glanced to the hallway when she heard Mila leave the bathroom and enter her bedroom. Taking another sip of wine, she wondered what was going to happen next. Something was going to happen… She closed her eyes for a moment as the music began to swell with a throbbing bass; it had been some evening, for sure. She closed her eyes, letting the music flow into and through her. This was nice…

“Well?” Amanda started a bit and turned her head to the sound of Mila’s dusky voice. She was leaning against the hall entranceway, her arms folded across her chest. Amanda’s eyes flew open wide.

In the short minutes she had left the room, Mila had undergone a transformation. She had changed into a black bolero leather jacket and a pleated leather miniskirt. She had added some makeup, accentuating the tilt of her almond eyes to look like a cat. A hungry cat. She had a small smile, her now deep red lips glistening. Amanda felt her jaw drop.

Mila was luscious. And wickedly sexy. Amanda felt that delicious warmth again arise in her tummy. Her mouth closed and she quickly licked her now dry lips. “Well, what?”

Mila let out a disappointed sigh and nudged herself from the entranceway. Stepping over to the couch, she stood above Amanda with her hands on her hips.

“Are you ready to go to the next stage or not?”

“I… I…” Before Amanda could say another word, Mila bent forward at the waist and cupped her face in her hands. “If it gets too much, I know the magic word, hon,” she said. When Amanda nodded, Mila placed her mouth on hers and kissed her, still cradling her cheeks.

Amanda closed her eyes and parted her lips the tiniest bit. It was enough. Mila’s tongue pressed past her teeth and began to swirl into her mouth, gently sliding from side to side. She felt the slippery wetness of Mila’s tongue moisten her own dry mouth. When she inhaled sharply in surprise, the crispy scent of Mila’s perfume rounded out the moment. She let out a soft groan as her own hand rose to grasp the back of Mila’s head, holding it to her.

Mila responded with a low growl, almost a purr as their tongues performed the first steps in this dance. Amanda’s own tongue roused, and both women began to stroke one another, first tentatively, then growing with increasing wet pleasure as they explored one another’s mouths. It was by far the best first kiss Amanda ever had.

Mila pulled her head away with a soft slurping noise. Amanda swallowed and kept eye contact.

“That was a delightful start, Amanda,” she said, straightening up. “Now I want you to try something new, pet.”

“Pet?”

Mila nodded. “And you will address me as ‘Miss’, understand?”

She didn’t know exactly why, but her stomach was enflamed. “Yes, Miss, I understand.” Reaching past Mila, she rested her wineglass on the table. She raised her head and looked up at her friend. “I hope this doesn’t hurt our friendship, Miss.”

“Trust me, it won’t.” Mila hadn’t moved. “We’ll just play here, and see how it goes. Remember, pet, you can end it anytime.”

Amanda nodded. Platypus. Right. She raised her eyes. “What now?” When Mila cocked an eyebrow at her, she added hastily, “Miss?”

“You’re going to do something for me that you’ve never done before sweetheart…” her voice faded to a murmur, and her fingers played with the hem of the skirt. She took the skirt and lifted it up, letting Amanda see she was naked underneath. “Taste me, pet,” she said.

Holy shit! Mila’s pussy was as bare as Elena’s was! At the top, she had a small patch of black fuzz, but the rest of her pussy was as bare as her ass cheeks. Whereas Elena’s vulva was pale pink, Mila’s Asian heritage made her own pussy a dark honey color. Now chewing on her lip, Amanda leaned her head forward and inhaled deeply.

It was ambrosia. The scent from Mila’s cleft was a rich scent, spicy tang layered over a sweet patina. She rose her hands and grasped at Mila’s hips as she rubbed her face gently up and down the surface of her friend’s crotch. She exhaled sharply and slowly inhaled again so she could infuse her senses even deeper of this intoxicating aroma.

Mila’s hand rested softly on the back of her head. “Now taste my pussy, pet…” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Lick me…”

Amanda didn’t need to be told twice. Opening her mouth, she slid her tongue from her mouth, and began to lap at the cleft of Mila’s outer lips. Her tongue was quickly coated with a slick dampness that she rolled in her mouth and swallowed. She bent her head back, looking into Mila’s eyes. “You are yummy, Miss,” she said.

“And you’re sweet.” Mila moved around to the couch and settled on it. She put one foot on the floor and arched her other on the backrest, splaying herself open. “Eat me out, pet, go down on me the way you would want me to lick you…”

“Oh Mila…” Amanda was in awe. Her best friend for years was lying before her, opening up her legs. She watched as Mila’s hand came down to her crotch, and a blood red fingernail pointed at the top of her clit.

“Make sure you pay attention here, pet, but suck my pussy too…”

Amanda dropped her head. With greedy strokes now, her tongue began to wash the cleft of Mila’s pussy like a cat grooming a kitten. With long, wet strokes, she raised and lowered her head, wetting Mila thoroughly, rewarded with small ‘Oooh’s!’ and gasps as her mouth travelled from the bottom to the top of her friend’s slit. She put her hands on Mila’s belly, rubbing small circles just above her crotch.

She slid her tongue up inside and swirled it the same way she had done to Mila’s mouth. She tasted so rich! It was a heady succulent mixture of an almost bitter tang mixed with saltiness on her tongue. She wanted, no, needed more! Her hands slid from Mila’s tummy and spread her lips wider as she put her mouth on top, rooting at her hole with her mouth. She drew her tongue out and began to buzz at Mila’s clit with it; like the wing of a hummingbird she lapped, feeling Mila squirm and shudder beneath her.

“Oh yes pet! Just like that! Keep it up!” Mila’s groans of pleasure spurred her on. Keeping her mouth firmly on the top of Mila’s opening, Amanda snaked her hand down to her crotch and began to finger fuck her. First with one finger, just sliding it in and out. When she inserted a second finger up inside her friend’s now oozing cleft, it was like a cattle prod.

“Oh shit!” Mila’s hands tore at Amanda’s hair, pressing her mouth onto her. “Right there! Right there pet!” she cried out.

Amanda kept her fingers up inside, curling them, seeking out the spongy softness at the top, searching for Mila’s G-spot.

Mila was now bucking under her, riding wave after wave of intensity. Amanda matched her pounding rhythm with her mouth and hand. Together on the couch, they squirmed and convulsed as one, Mila’s whimpers and moans of pleasure washing over the sultry jazz coming from the sound system.

“I’m gonna squirt!” Mila howled with a warning.

That only spurred Amanda on. Her head tore up from Mila’s crotch, chin dampened, “Give it to me, Miss!” She plunged back down, covering Mila’s pussy as best she could while keeping her hand flying up inside.

“Oh! Oh! Ohhhh!” Mila’s juice splashed into Amanda’s face. She moved her mouth over the source, taking her dearest friend’s essence into herself. She wanted as much of Mila within her as she could get. With a greedy lust she never knew she had, she continued to slurp and caress Mila, shoving her off the edge, to cascade down in a sheer panting fall of bliss.  As Mila climaxed, Amanda eased up, still keeping her movements in tune with what Mila’s body was telling her.

She felt Mila begin to settle down and nestled herself between the woman’s thighs.

Mila’s hand was now stroking the top of her head. “Oh, pet, oh pet,” she said again and again, her voice a soft melody.

Amanda felt so… so fulfilled as she lay between Mila’s legs, which was a surprise because it wasn’t her, who orgasmed. She stroked her hand up and down Mila’s thigh, staring at the café au lait tone of her skin. Leaning over, she gently kissed Mila’s flesh, from the crevice of her crotch down to her knee and back up.

She raised her head, and placing her hands on the cushions, squirmed up the couch on top of Mila until she was face to face with her friend. Mila’s hands came up and with soft dusting gesture, wiped the wetness of her climax from her face.

“That was sensational, pet,” she breathed. “Absolutely sensational!” She gently took Amanda’s face and once more they kissed. This time it was without urgency or hunger, just a sweet, loving caress of one another. Pulling back, Mila said, “Let’s head to the bedroom.”

“Yes ma’am.”

***

The bed had already been turned down. Mila stood behind Amanda and gently undid the zipper of her dress. She pulled the shoulders down and lowered it to the floor. Amanda stepped out of it, naked but for her bra and panties. Mila unhooked her bra and lowered it. She nuzzled into Amanda’s back as her hands rose and began to knead and massage her breasts.

Amanda felt Mila’s head drop into her back. “I’ve wanted to do this for years!” she said in a soft voice.

“I feel like I’ve wasted time,” Amanda said, looking down as Mila’s hands as they fondled and played, softly caressing and pinching her now hard nipples. This shindig was far from over.


Chapter 11: BFF

The two women stood at the side of the bed, their heads turned so they could watch in the mirror. Mila’s head was still resting against the back of her taller friend, her hands wandering up and down the front of Amanda, from her neck to the waistband of her panties. With slow, steady strokes she caressed Amanda’s flesh, going deeper and deeper into Amanda’s panties each time.

Amanda could feel Mila’s breathing increase. She reached behind her and began rub her own hands up and down Mila’s side. She saw Mila smile again.

“Now it’s my turn,” Mila said. She guided the two of them to the side of the bed and they tumbled in. Mila knelt on the bed and shucked off her jacket and undid the snaps on her skirt and pulled it down. Now the only clothing worn was Amanda’s white lace panties.

Amanda scooched up to the top of the bed and laid back onto the pillows. She tucked her feet up towards her bum, putting her knees up into the air as Mila slithered up between them.

Mila began picking at the lace pattern. “These are pretty,” she said, looking up at Amanda. Her naturally dark eyes were almost black with a renewed hunger. She continued to caress the thin fabric that separated Amanda’s pussy from her hand.

“Thank you, Miss.”

Mila started to push on her pussy with a little more firmness. “But I think we need to remove them.” She hooked her fingers on the waistband and in a single move, tugged them off and tossed them to the floor.

Amanda closed her eyes. Ohmigod. She was about to have sex with someone! With her best friend! She began to chew her lip.

“Hey… you okay?”

Amanda nodded. She felt Mila’s hands caress each of her thighs, from the knee up to her crotch, meeting at her belly button and back down again. Over and over, Mila’s hands stroked her. It was as if she was a skittish animal that needed to be calmed down.

Opening her eyes, she watched as Mila’s hand began rubbing her pussy. She watched as Mila’s fingers played with the folds of her skin, tracing up and down the cleft and pressing softly on her clit.

She watched as Mila spread open her outer lips and began to lick her pussy the same way that she had done to her on the couch. Like a kitten drinking milk from a saucer, Mila’s tongue lapped at the surface of her pussy, from the bottom up to the top. Mila stopped her head and began to lave the small hooded spot where her clit was with wet strokes, her tongue glistening.

And nothing happened. No buzz, no jolt. Shit; not even a damn tingle!

After a few moments of trying, Mila lifted her head and the two women’s gazes met. She saw a look of genuine concern on Mila’s face. “Is this doing anything for you pet?”

She gave her head a small shake.

Mila stopped what she was doing. “Hey… Amanda, are you okay?”

She shook her head again slightly, her lips pressed tightly together.

“Okay… I’ll say it then… ‘Platypus’.” Mila rolled out from between her legs and went up beside her. She took her in her arms and cuddled with her. “This was great as far as it went, hon, but let’s not push it too far, okay?”

Amanda thumped the mattress with a fist. “WHAT’S THE MATTER WITH ME?” Tears began to leak out of her tightly shut eyes.

Mila took her friend to her and held her as she cried. “I don’t know.” Reaching down, she took the sheet and comforter and pulled it over them. She stroked the back of her head as the pent up fear, frustration and humiliation of Amanda’s tears wet her shoulder. “But we’ll figure something out, okay?”

“What are you, some kind of psychiatrist now?” Amanda’s muffled voice rose from her shoulder.

“Nope. Just an oversexed shop girl.” Mila’s hand stroked the back of her neck. “But if there’s one thing I know is how to get laid, right?”

“Uh huhhh…”

“So, young Jedi, get you fucked I shall!”

Amanda lifted her head and snickered. “Okay, I’ll try.”

Mila gave her a light slap. “Try? Do, or do not. There is no ‘try’.”

Amanda kissed the tip of her nose. “You really are my best friend you know.”

“As you are mine.”

They lay quietly together and drifted off to sleep.

Just before she went under, Amanda thought that slumber parties were pretty cool.


Chapter 12: Training Wheels

For a full week afterwards Amanda avoided talking about anything that had to do with sex. She also vowed not to think about sex, but that’s like not thinking about pink elephants. When Elena tried to speak with her the day after their episode, she just waved her boss off telling her that she appreciated everything they had done, but needed some space.

It was more difficult with Mila, of course. Their time together had been intense. When she had woke the next morning, she felt refreshed though. Mila didn’t understand what she was going through—hell, she didn’t have a clue why she was so strung out over it—but all in all, Mila loved and accepted her.

What more could one want?

She did spend the week sublimating the hell out of herself, that was for sure!

When she wasn’t at work, she was out doing stuff. Marathon bike rides, long runs and kayaking filled not only her after work hours, but also her before work hours. She didn’t want to touch her computer, and knew that if she tried watching any TV she’d be pondering this whole damn thing.

What unnerved her the most was how much she liked being told what to do. She was never that way in her day to day life! Sure, she was a ‘nice’ person; she wasn’t pushy or bitchy, even when people were inconsiderate or worse to her. But she never considered herself to be anyone’s doormat.

But still…

Having Mila take control like that, and having Elena take control like that… had been a turn on.

Coupling that with how much she loved going down on Mila… oh shit, was she really gay deep down inside?

Oh no!

She didn’t want to be gay!

But Mila tasted so yummy! What if (when she finally got around to it) having sex with a guy wasn’t as good?

Wait a damn minute! It’s supposed to be better!

Isn’t it?

How the hell would she know one way or the other, virgin that she is?

Gah!

The most annoying thing for her now was working at the store. When customers would come in and browse around, she was undressing every one of them in her mind’s eye. Was that woman wearing panties? Did this woman really have such a big bust? And if so, what were her nipples like? Was she shaved or not?

What would they taste like if she went down on them?

Gah!

This was driving her crazy, and she wasn’t even supposed to be thinking about sex! Trying to not to think about sex was more exhausting than not having sex!

Even if she wasn’t able to control what she was thinking of, she resolved that for a full week she wouldn’t masturbate. Not. At. All. Even if her brain wasn’t co-operating, at least she was in control of what she did, so there.

She managed to at least keep that promise to herself.

***

She finished work at 5:00pm on Friday and had the whole weekend free. She had been able to stick with her pledge to herself to keep her hands to herself (?) for a whole week. She couldn’t wait to get home.

She no sooner got in the door to her apartment that her phone buzzed. Damn, it was Mila, and she’d been putting her off all week! She had to take the damn call.

She pressed the key, and held the phone to her ear. “Hey,” she said.

“Sooo…” Mila’s voice was like a purr.

“So what?”

“So whatcha’ gonna be doing tonight? Got any plaaaaans?”

“Yeah, kinda.” She looked over to her dining room table where her laptop was calling to her.

“Oh. I thought we could get together.” She could hear the disappointment in Mila’s voice. “When you left that morning after… well, you wouldn’t talk about… anything… and now I’m worried that we made a mistake or something that night.”

“No! No! We didn’t make any mistakes! I’m just, you know, messed up!” And horny as hell.

Mila laughed. “I think messed up is too strong a term, Amanda. I just think you got a hang up that you don’t want to let go of.”

Amanda had wandered over to her laptop and woke it up. She clicked on the bookmark for the game website and logged in. “I don’t know about that, Mila. I tried to get off when we were together, but I hit some kind of brick wall.”

“So hit it again! Sooner or later it’s gonna break y’know!” When Amanda didn’t reply, she continued, “Look, you really like riding your bike, right?”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Did you just decide that you wanted to ride your bicycle one day, jump on it and take off? Or did you first have to ride a tricycle and then use training wheels?”

She nodded. “Yeah, you’re right.”

“And did you ever fall off your bike?”

She nodded. “The first day I rode a two wheeler without the training wheels. I tried to turn around to come back up the street and got all tangled up and fell down, yeah.”

“The. First. Time.”

“Yeah.”

“What about when you started to ski, huh?”

And although she loved to ski, learning how to do that was a real challenge the first time she went on the slopes. She stopped stock still. She had such a bad time her parents hired an instructor! They knew she really, really wanted to ski, but she just couldn’t figure it out on her own. “I had an instructor.”

“Did you fall down at the start?”

“Uh huh…”

“Did you let that stop you?”

“No…”

“And you have not one, but two mentors. And sex is a lot easier to get the hang of than skiing, Amanda.”

She closed the lid to her laptop and sat down at the table. “Okay. You made your point. What next, Miss?” As soon as the words were out of her mouth, her pussy tingled.

“There’s a party tonight, and we’re going.”

“Oh? Where?”

“At Josh and Carrie’s.”

“Oh. Will Elena be there?”

“Yes.”

Her pussy tingled again.

“And her husband?” And maybe his buddy she heard about last week…

“I’ll pick you up at 8:00. Dress to impress.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good girl.”


Chapter 13: Get Real!

Mila arrived wearing the same outfit she wore the night she and Amanda had their slumber party. Her black bolero jacket exposed her bare midriff, and it was unzipped all the way down, exposing Mila’s full breasts covered by a black satin and lace bra. She was wearing three inch heels that made her hips sway tantalizingly under the pleated leather skirt.

Amanda wanted to go down on her right then and there in her apartment.

“You look downright debauched!” Mila said when she stepped into Amanda’s place.

“Look who’s talking. I’m surprised you didn’t get attacked in the elevator!”

Mila grinned. “Nope. But I sure got hit on when I gassed up the car!” She grinned devilishly. “I gave the gas station attendant quite a view when I bent over to fill the tank!”

“Don’t you get nervous being such a tease?”

“I’ve always been able to take care of myself, hon.” She reached out and put her hands on Amanda’s shoulders. “And I’ll take care of you, don’t worry pet.” Her head went down and up, admiring Amanda’s stretch knit mini dress. “You look positively yummy,” she said.

Amanda’s tummy fluttered. “Look who’s talking.” Her hands dropped to grab the hem of her dress and she gave it a tug down.

Mila’s hand shot out and stopped her. “No. Don’t do that. You wear it, you own it. If you think it’s too short, go change. Otherwise, wear it proud, girl.”

Amanda took her hands away. “I’ve never worn this in public.”

Mila’s face screwed up. “So this is your lay around the house leisure wear? This is your version of a baggy sweat shirt and pj pants?” She shook her head. “I don’t get it.”

“Well…” Amanda’s face flushed. “I wear it when I get horny. It gets me in the mood to…”

“Huh? You get dressed up to masturbate?” She let out a short giggle. “That’s just weird, girl.”

The hell with it. After all, they had known each other for years, and did have sex. If she couldn’t come clean with Mila, after all they’ve been through…” She took a breath. “It’s a little more than that. I get dressed up like this to get me into a slutty headspace and then go online—”

“What! You’re one of those webcam sex girls?”

“NO!” Amanda spun on her heels and stalked over to her dining table where her computer was. She woke it up and clicked on the shortcut for 3DXPLAY. “It’s for this,” she said as the screen lit up. “It’s an online game…”

“Like World Of Warcraft?” Mila looked over her shoulder at the screen.

“Sort of, except there’s no battles or blood and guts.”

They both watched as the game loaded.

“Hoooo-leee shit!” said Mila. “It’s an online sex game!” She was transfixed as Amanda booted up her online persona and chose an area of the virtual world to go to. Amanda clicked on ‘Roman Orgy’ and the game reloaded. She watched as Amanda’s avatar, named Venus sauntered through a 3D rendering of a huge ancient styled arcade where other characters were dancing, necking and even having sex!

Amanda tried to explain. “So before I go to this website, I get ready by dressing up. It helps get me in the mood.”

Mila cocked an eyebrow. “You get all dressed up to have sex online.”

Amanda nodded. She felt a little embarrassed. Bullshit. She was really embarrassed.

“You enjoy it?”

Amanda nodded.

“I assume you masturbate while you’re online?”

“Yeah. I have a headset in my bedroom along with my vibrator. I can talk into the mic and who I’m with can read what I say in this window here,” she said as she pointed to a dialog box on the screen.

“And you come.”

“Oh yeah!”

Mila drummed her fingers on the table top next to the computer. “You can come online but you couldn’t get aroused when I was going down on you.”

“Yeah. Kind of fucked up, huh?”  Now she felt like an absolute fool. Because this was fucked up. Really fucked up. She pursed her lips. “Look… if you’d just as soon go to this party without me, I’d understand.”

Mila’s eyes flew open wide. “Whaaat?” She shook her head. “Don’t be stupid! Going to this get together with a hot bitch like you is totally cool!” Her eyes went back to the screen. “I understand you a lot better now, knowing about this.”

“What do you mean?”

Mila turned her gaze back to her friend. “You’re only used to one person’s touch—you own. You’ve only had one person be able to get you to come—you.” She tapped the screen with a fingernail. “Your body’s tuned into this… this fake reality instead of what’s really real.” She brought her finger from the screen and tapped the side of her own cheek, thinking. “So, all you need to do is change your body’s focus from what’s on there,” she pointed to the screen, “to what’s out here,” she waved her hand around the room.

“Do you think I’ll be able to?”

Mila snorted. “You kidding? Fake sex versus real sex? Like there’s a contest?” She laughed. “Get real!”


Chapter 14: You Just Might Be Right

They were in Mila’s car driving over to Josh and Carrie’s. Mila was behind the wheel, her miniskirt bunched way up her thighs. Amanda’s micro mini skirt, on the other hand barely covered her ass when she sat in the car.

“Let’s do a warm up while we’re on our way, pet,” Mila said as she wended her way through the streets of Black Rapids. “We have about a fifteen minute drive, so I think there’s plenty of time.”

“A warm up?”

“Yep.” Mila took one hand off the steering wheel and rested it on Amanda’s bare thigh. She began to stroke in small circles. “I’m going to play with you and see if I can get you turned on by the time we get to Josh and Carrie’s.” Her hand glided up under the hem of Amanda’s skirt. “So lean your seat back a little, pet.” When Amanda complied, she added, “Good. Now open your legs a little.”

Amanda spread her knees apart and glanced out the window of the car. Mila was driving a Honda Civic so they were sitting very close together. But worse than that, anyone in a pickup truck, or even mini-van could look down and see what was going on!

“What if someone sees you doing this to me, Mila?” she said.

“Don’t worry, pet. Nobody’s going to see anything. My windows are smoked, and besides you’re going to close your eyes now.”

She was right. Amanda had forgotten; it was hard to see into Mila’s side windows. She had the windows smoked as soon as she bought the car a year and a half ago. Amanda smiled recalling what Mila had said back then: ‘I don’t want to make it easy for people to see what I could be up to in this ride!’ She had been right on the money, that was for sure. She closed her eyes and lifted the lever and eased the seat back.

Mila’s hand was softly stroking the side of her thigh up to her crotch.

“Now I want you to talk to me, Amanda. I want you to talk to me the way you would to your lovers online. Let me be your hand, but tell me what you would be saying right now.” Mila’s hand glided warmly down her leg towards her knee and back up again.

“I’m not sure I can…” she said.

“That’s fine, pet. We have all the time in the world.” Mila’s hand didn’t stop. “Tell me what you see in your head. Where are we in the game right now?”

Amanda closed her eyes.

She was back at one of her favorite locations in the game—‘The Boardwalk’. It was a beachfront setting, modeled on Venice Beach out in California. A range of restaurants and dance clubs faced out onto a boardwalk that curved along the side of a pristine beach. She could hear the waves rolling in as she sat on a padded lounge chair…

“We’re sitting next to each other on a two person lounge chair…” she said, her voice quiet. “You just came up to me and said ‘hi’ and sat down beside me. We chatted a little about what a beautiful warm day it is. You’re wearing a string bikini, and I’m in a two piece. We just put suntan lotion on each other’s back and you’re starting to put more on me…”

“That’s because your skin’s so milky white, pet… I wouldn’t want you to burn…” Mila’s hand began to stroke her as if she was, in fact rubbing sunscreen. “I like the way the lotion smells on you…”

“Yes… but you’re getting really close to my crotch and I’m a little nervous…” Amanda sucked in her breath. “I mean, I’ve never done anything like this before…”

“That’s okay… but if you look around you’ll see a lot of other people are going a lot further than having a sexy suntan oil massage, aren’t they?” There was no hesitation at all in Mila’s voice when she replied.

“Have you ever played that online game, Miss?” Amanda asked.

“I tried it once, pet. Got me pretty damn horny, I have to admit!” She could hear the smile in Mila’s voice. “So are you looking around the beach now…?”

In her imagination Amanda looked past Mila’s figure and saw that the beach wasn’t very crowded right now; there were only a few other players in the game. But what they lacked in numbers, they more than made up for with enthusiasm. Off to one side she saw a young man going down on an old woman—she had to be at least 70! He was muscular and was wearing a speedo and sneakers. His hands clutched at the woman’s thick waist as his head bobbed up and down greedily. Her head was thrown back, lips pulled tightly against her teeth as she climaxed…

“Yes,” replied Amanda, some people are getting pretty busy…” She felt the car come to a slow stop.

“Keep your eyes closed, pet; I’ve just pulled over for a minute or two. If they give tickets now for texting, what kind of fine would I get for playing with your sweet slit?” Amanda kept the lids of her eyes down. Mila’s hand resumed it’s slow, firm circles up and down her thigh. “Now tell me what’s happening.”

“You’re rubbing my thigh…”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes…”

“What do you like about it?”

“I like your hand on me… I like knowing that you’re wanting me… wanting more of me…” Amanda squirmed in the car seat, and opened her legs further. “I want you to and at the same time I’m scared that you’ll move your hand up…”

“Why would I do that? Move my hand up?”

“Because that’s where my pussy is.” Mila’s hand moved up towards Amanda’s crotch, brushed a fingertip against the edge of her panties and stroked back down to her knees. Amanda’s hips flexed towards Mila’s hand and relaxed back into the car seat.

“You’re panties are damp, pet…” Mila whispered.

“Yessss…”

“Now touch yourself and tell me what you’re seeing in your head… on the game…”

Amanda’s hand snaked under her panties’ fabric and she began to massage her clit, still feeling Mila’s hand rubbing her thigh. “You just stretched me out on the lounge chair, Miss. You’re not saying anything to me, just spreading my legs and lowering your head to my waist. You’re breathing warmly on my belly button and now you… you’re licking it!” She was rubbing her clit harder now. “Oh god… your mouth’s going down to my crotch! You’ve pulled my swimsuit bottom aside and now you’re licking me!”

She felt a second hand join her own rubbing her pussy. Oh shit! She flinched for a second.

“Keep talking pet.”

“Your mouth and tongue are slipping over and up inside me!” She gasped when Mila’s finger pressed against the outer lips of her mons and slid up inside. “Oh shit Mila!”

Her eyes flew open, and Mila’s face filled her vision. She had twisted aside and was pushing a second finger up inside of her as her own hand began to rub her clit harder. “Oh shit, Mila!” she cried out again. She pressed her feet against the car floor, shoving herself back into the seat as she felt the climax begin.

“Close your eyes, pet. It’ll be easier for you.” Mila’s voice had a commanding edge to it, and she shut her eyes tightly. “I’m in you now!” Mila’s fingers inside her pussy, and her own fingers rubbing her clit were almost… yes! She felt it begin in her tummy and pulse warmly down to her pussy.

When the warmth reached her pussy it exploded. “Oh god!” she cried out. Mila was now fucking her pussy with two fingers, ravishing her and all she wanted was more! “Don’t stop! Don’t!” She let herself fall into that delicious forever as her knees began vibrating, shaking and bouncing and the darkness in her eyes exploded into a white and yellow series of flashes.

Mila scooted over and crooked her elbow beneath her head, holding her now as she surrendered to the wave upon wave of ecstasy washing over her. She gasped and grunted her way through it all, each climax building on top of the previous one until all she was able to do was throw her head back and wail.

When her wails faded to groans and moans, Mila’s fingers inside her went still. She was still tucked into the hollow of her neck, and the two women held one another until Amanda’s gasps melted down to steady breaths. Then Mila slowly pulled out from her pussy.

The sense of emptiness made her eyes open slowly. An involuntary pout crossed her lips as a soft sigh escaped.

She looked into Mila’s eyes. “I never did that before!” she said in a whisper.

Mila kissed her forehead. “Here’s to many more!” She flicked open the glove compartment and took out a package of Wet Ones. She cleaned off her fingers, then gently wiped at Amanda’s vulva. “There now,” she said, putting the used towelettes into the waste bin behind the passenger seat. “All done for now.” She waggled her eyes at Amanda. “You’re going to have so much fun tonight!”

“You just might be right…I think I will,” said Amanda as Mila put the car in gear and they drove on.


Chapter 15: Ice Cream Bone

When Mila pulled into Josh and Carrie’s driveway, Amanda was a little surprised seeing only a couple of other cars there. “Are we early?” she asked Mila.

“No, like I said, it’s a small party.” She smiled. “If you enjoy yourself tonight, believe me, there are bigger and better ones available!”

“Oh?”

“Sure. Not just house parties either. Some of the clubs I’ve been to have been pretty wild.” Mila tilted her head at Amanda. “Now listen, pet. We don’t have to go in there. If you’d rather go home and digest what we just did, I wouldn’t blame you.” Her mouth twitched in a wistful smile. “The first time I got finger fucked, I cried.”

“You were still in high school. I’m okay.” Amanda patted Mila’s hand on the steering wheel. “But thanks for saying so.”

“This stuff only works if nobody feels pressured, Amanda.”

“I understand,” she replied, nodding. “Hey!” She pointed at a pickup truck parked in the driveway. “Isn’t that Elena’s husband’s truck?”

Mila glanced over and smiled. “Sure is. The boss is here,” she said opening the door. “If I’m really lucky, I’m going to get to fuck my boss’s spouse!”

Amanda was shaking her head as they walked up to the front door. This was too much. She snickered. However, on the other hand, lunch breaks at work might become something pretty interesting!

Before they could press the doorbell, it swung open. Carrie was at the doorway wearing a red sheer negligee that barely went down to her crotch. She smiled widely at the two women. “I saw you pulling in,” she said. “But considering what I’m wearing…” she smirked. “Or not wearing, I didn’t think it would be a good idea to go out and meet you on the street.”

“Good call,” said Mila. They hugged and kissed and then Carrie turned to Amanda. “We’re getting to see a lot of you lately!” she said with a laugh.

“And, you’ll probably see a lot more of her tonight!” said Mila as they entered and Carrie shut the door behind them. She looked to the side where the living room was. “Where is everyone?”

“We put up a new fence in the backyard,” Carrie said. “It’s totally private now, and so we decided to have the party out there!” She gestured to the kitchen. “Can you give me a hand? I need to bring out some appetizers from the kitchen.”

With Carrie holding a tray of beer and wine, Amanda holding a shrimp ring and Mila bringing up the rear with chips and dip they went through the patio door in the living room out to the back deck.

Elena, Matt and Josh were all in the hot tub which was bubbling away merrily. Amanda sniffed a delicate aroma that was warm and woody. She glanced around for incense sticks but didn’t see any.

“Oh man, Carrie, you got those hot tub scents we talked about!” said Mila, breathing in deeply. “Is that the sandalwood?”

“Nope,” said Josh. “It’s called patchouli.” He was sitting between Elena and Matt, and they had their hands underwater. Were they playing with his dick? Amanda felt her eyes widen.

Elena raised a hand out of the water and gave her a small wave. “Hi Amanda! I’m really, really glad you came!”

Mila snickered. “So is she!”

There was an awkward silence and Amanda felt her face redden. She stared at her feet, wondering why they weren’t moving for the door. She knew why—because her pussy felt wonderful, that’s why. She made a small smile and said, “You’re a real good finger fucker, Miss Mila!” she said as they deposited their trays on the patio table.

“I never wished I had a cock until right now, pet,” Mila said quietly. “I’m glad you let me be your kind of first.”

Amanda put her arms around her neck and kissed her deeply. Their tongues entwined and she felt Mila’s hands running down her sides. Gripping the hem of Amanda’s dress, Mila gently tugged the stretch fabric upwards, baring Amanda’s ass. She broke the kiss and took half a step back, and with a flourish, drew it completely off.

Amanda stood naked in front of everyone. She dropped her head and entwined her fingers together. She was surprised at how mild her embarrassment was. She was more aroused than embarrassed; especially when she felt Mila’s had on the small of her back.

“Yum, yum yum,” Josh and Matt said at the same time.

“This is all kind of new for me,” she said in a small voice.

“We know, Amanda,” said Carrie. “To be honest, I’m pretty surprised to see you here.” She put her hand on the younger woman’s shoulder. “You’re very pretty—”

“Bullshit. She’s fuckin’ hot!” said Matt.

Carrie giggled. “Yes, she is.” She gave a small tug on Amanda’s shoulder, causing her to look up. “You need to understand something. Being wanted and desired doesn’t mean you have to do anything about it. You are pretty hot; but you’re also in control of what you do and with who, if you do anything, okay?”

Amanda nodded. “So if I just want to sit at the table and watch all you guys have sex, that would be okay?”

“Wouldn’t be the first time you did that,” Josh piped up.

A small look of disappointment flitted across Carries face before she nodded. “If that’s all you want to do, that’s fine. You are the one that sets your limits.” She gave a small smile and shrugged. “That’s not to say I’m not disappointed! But…” she held up a finger. “I wouldn’t want to play with you unless you wanted me just as badly.”

Amanda nodded. That sounded great. She tilted her head. “Is there some kind of ritual or protocol when someone wants to have sex with you?”

“Well, ‘Wanna fuck?’ is a good phrase to use,” Mila said with a grin.

“Or ‘May I go down on you?’” Elena chimed in.

“Or ‘Would you care to join us?’ I like that one,” said Matt.

“I see. Pretty up front,” Amanda said nodding. She looked over to Josh and Carrie. “I would like very much to suck your cock, Josh.”

“Are you any good?” he asked with a smart ass smile.

She wandered over to the edge of the hot tub. “I have no idea. I’ve never sucked a cock.”

“Ohhh. So I’ll be your first,” he said standing up. He glanced to Carrie who nodded back at him. He gave a small smile. “To what do I owe the honor?”

“Well, I already know from the last time I was here that you’re a nice guy and you have a nice dick. I think you’ll be patient with me.”

“Just watch the teeth,” Mila said with a snort.

Josh stepped up onto the deck from the hot tub and crossed over to Amanda. He was more than a head taller than her, but her eyes were glued to his cock as he stepped up to her.

She licked her lips. She was really going to do this!

Carrie and Mila stepped away from her when Josh was in front of her. He bent his head down to her, and put his fingers under her chin, tilting her face up to him. She gazed into his deep blue, almost purple eyes for a moment until he bent his head forward and kissed her.

It was a succulent kiss. He was a big man, over six feet tall, and so unlike Mila’s petite mouth, his mouth encompassed her own easily. She opened her mouth and his tongue slipped in—no, it invaded—her mouth with an intensity she never had with a guy before.

He was going to score with her. He knew it, and so did she. There was an absence of the hesitant uncertainty that had always been present with guys she had kissed before. Josh’s confidence in where this was going was a turn on in its own right. She felt her knees grow week as she put her arms around his neck.

In a single move, he scooped her off her feet, making her feel light as a feather. He held her kiss as he stepped over to a large patio lounge chair. It was the size of a double bed, and the backrest was set at a reclined angle. Effortlessly, he bent his knees to sit on the edge and still holding her he twisted and lay her down onto it.

Now on top of her, he climbed between her legs. She felt his cock nestle up against her pussy lips, like a bbq sausage resting in a bun. She broke the kiss and looked at him.

“Not that, just the blow job, okay?” she said.

He nodded with a smile. “Just getting myself into position, Amanda, don’t worry.” He continued to roll over until he was supine on the lounger beside her. His hand went down to his swelling cock. “The rest is up to you, baby.” His eyes were half closed in passion.

‘Well, here goes nothin’!’ She thought to herself as she scooted down the mattress, aligning her head with his hips. She glanced over at the hot tub seeing Carrie and Mila get in. They were all chatting quietly amongst themselves thank God. She was self conscious enough as it was.

Josh had half turned towards her as she hitched over, his hand still massaging his cock.

She brought her face close, almost awestruck and cupped her hand over his. He took his hand away and for the first time in her life, she encircled her fingers around a man’s penis.

Ohmygod. Ohmygod. Ohmygod kept running through her brain. All of the porn movies online, all of the nights playing the internet role playing; all her sexual imaginings put together didn’t hold a candle to this experience. She moved his shaft aside so she could nuzzle right into the spot where his beautiful, wonderful chubby shaft met his groin and inhaled deeply.

He smelled so… manly! A deep aroma of flesh filled her. It had a salty tang to it, even though he just got out of a tub of scented hot water. She watched her own hand in wonder as it grazed up and down his shaft, softly kneaded his balls and wandered back up.

“You don’t have to handle it so lightly, Amanda,” Josh said in a quiet voice. “I’m not saying punch it like bread dough, but you can be a little firmer.”

Good to know. She gripped it now, like it was a garden hose. Holding onto it, she got up on her knees. Her hands went to the base, and she lowered her mouth over the crown.

The taste of a droplet of precum fell onto her tongue. It was heavenly. A creamy, salty tang with a hint that was almost lemony in its tartness sparked a buzzing sensation on her clit. He kind of tasted the way he had smelled just a moment ago! She yawned her mouth open wide and lowered her head, taking as much of his shaft into her mouth.

“Oh that’s niiiice,” Josh’s voice flowed over her ears.

She felt the ribbing of the veins of his manhood slide across her tongue as her head descended. She kept slowly pressing her head down until she felt her gag reflex twitch and backed off a little.

“Keep your hand around it just outside your mouth, baby,” Josh said. “Go down as far as you can, and come back up all the way off until your hand’s on the very end.” She felt him shift underneath her a bit. “Then it’s just a case of rinse and repeat!”

She chuckled with a mouth full of cock, and the concept made her chuckle again.

This wasn’t bad at all!

She kept her head bobbing up and down and found it amazing to feel Josh’s cock grow thicker and firmer under her grip. It grew harder. She pulled her mouth off and starting at the base, squeezed her hand upward towards the tip of it. And was rewarded with another dollop of Josh’s cum. A bigger dollop, it oozed out of the small slit and rested right at the top like a good sized pearl.

She bent her head down and sucked it into her mouth, rolling it across her tongue. Yep, she was destined to be a cum slut. The taste and smell of it pushed her own arousal up even higher. She felt her hips roll in agreement.

“Getting a little squirmy, huh?” Josh’s voice was husky with lust.

“Mmm-hmmm” she said.

“Keep up the good work!” She glanced up to see him ease back onto the lounge. “You got a real knack for this.”

She felt his hand on her back and he began to stroke her in time with her head moving. Again, her hips twitched involuntarily when he moved down to her waist. He stopped at the small of her back and was rubbing in small circles.

“Now take it out of your mouth, look at me and kiss it, baby. Guys love that.” The intensity in his voice was remarkable; his voice was like flowing lava.

She adjusted herself so she was looking into his eyes with her mouth still full with his cock. His head was slightly as he watched her, his mouth taking slow, deep savoring breaths.

She slowly pulled her lips up his shaft, removing them with a slurpy smack at the end. She felt her mouth widen in a smile of pleasure.

“You like licking my Ice Cream Bone, huh?” Josh said.

Still holding his shaft, she pursed her lips into a bow and began to kiss his soft crown. The contrast between his now hardwood shaft and the softness of the end of it struck her. She watched his eyes glitter as she planted slow, lingering kisses across the top. Holding it to the side, she began to kiss the length of it, still keeping contact with his eyes.

“Ohhh Josh!” came out in a whisper.

“Oh yeah, Amanda…” he replied just as softly.

Her eyes began to flit from his eyes to her hand as it began to stroke up and down the length of his manhood.

“Now just give your wrist a half turn while you’re doing that, baby; like you’re wringing out a facecloth.” When she began to do that, he continued, “When you get to my knob, give it that twist, just a little more firmly.” She turned her attention to his cock, now listening to his voice and his body’s response to her work. “Oh yeah! Just like that!” he gasped in approval.

She rose up onto her knees to get a better angle. The skin to skin contact between her hand and his cock began to feel a little dry, so she spat onto his shaft, hearing his voice murmur in approval, “Yeah, like a tight, wet hot pussy, baby. Your hand’s the tight part, and your mouth makes it all wet!”

She kept the rhythm up now, and put her mouth back onto his shaft, letting her saliva flow freely as she gripped his meat tighter.

A fleeting sense of power and pleasure flitted across her mind. She was going to make him come with no risk to herself; and she couldn’t wait to taste it… to swallow it…

His hips began to gyrate under her, the slabs of muscle in his ass causing his hips to pop off the cushion and back down. She heard his breaths start to come in raspy snorts.

She tore her mouth away from his cock, making sure to keep up the rhythm. “Come in my mouth, Josh! I want you to come in my mouth! Pleeeeease!” She whipped her head back to his cock and began to whimper her desire as she resumed sucking him off.

What had started out as a lark now consumed her. She needed him to come as badly as he did!

She began to roughly massage his balls now, encouraging his climax. She pressed a finger against the brown pucker of his asshole, rubbing it up and down. ‘Come in my mouth you fuck!’ screamed in her head, surprising her.

He began to buck under her now. Oh God, he had to be close!

Again she tore her mouth from him. “Come in my mouth you fuck!” she hissed, and put her mouth back onto his pulpy, now purple knob.

“Oh SHIT!” he cried out as he clutched her hair, fisting it in his hand. “Oh fucking SHIT!”

A small blob of semen oozed out onto her tongue. It felt like it was a tiny daub from an eyedropper. ‘That’s all?’ she thought to herself.

Before the thought was finished registering, she found out that nooo… that was just the start!

A thick stream that same salty lemony pulsed from his cock into her mouth, followed by a second one now jetting from it. She tried to swallow, but there was so much of it now! She relaxed her head back, still keeping her mouth on his cock, giving herself a little room. With a gulping action, her throat worked to get it down.

‘I want all of it!’ The greedy, insatiable thought flitted through her head. Who was this woman that possessed her? As Josh bucked and thrashed under her, pulling and yanking at her hair, she focused on slurping and sucking as much of his seed as her mouth could hold and swallow. Still, runnels of his cum got past her lips and coated her hand.

Her ears were roaring, and Josh’s cries and bellows sounded muffled.

It tasted so damn good. He tasted so damn good! When his spurts ended, she took him from her mouth and began to lick up the overflow from her hands and the surface of his cock. Up and down, her head continued to bob, down to his hipbone as she lapped up his juices like a hungry kitten.

“Oh baby, oh baby, oh bayyyybeeee…” Josh murmured, softly stroking her head as she finished him up.

She rested her head in the crook of his crotch, her hand still holding his cock and smiled sweetly. “That was awesome!” she said. “Holy shit, I didn’t have a clue how cool it could be!”

Without warning, she suddenly felt overwhelmed. Her eyes flew open wide and she began to gnaw at her lower lip. Josh became blurry all of a sudden. What the hell? Her eyes were tearing up?

“Hey…” said Josh, sitting up a little. He leaned forward and held her shoulder. “You doing okay?”

She gasped. No, she really wasn’t. What the hell just happened to her? One minute she felt like some porn star finishing a scene, and now she just feels rocky and shaky?

In one fluid move, Josh put his hands under her shoulders and pulled him up beside himself. He rolled to the side and tucked her into his neck as she began to tremble. She curled into a ball, feeling… naked!

“Hey…” Josh’s voice was a soft caress. She felt him shift in the lounger, and the next thing she felt was a thick beach towel drape over her. She clutched it to her chin as he gathered her under her arm. “It’s okay, Amanda; your body’s just catching up with itself.” He was stroking her like she was a jumpy colt, long firm draws of his hand from behind her neck, down to her waist and back up again. “You’ll collect yourself and this will just pass in a few minutes, trust me.”

She didn’t dare to say a word, because if she did, she’d probably start bawling or something.

She felt so naive and stupid.

“You’re an exceptional lover, Amanda. I can’t remember the last time I had so much pleasure so quickly.” Josh’s voice was still low in her ear. She believed him; she heard the smile in his words without having to look up. “The only thing I feel badly about is how this has shaken you up. I mean, I can see why; it’s your first time and we hardly know each other…” he let his voice fade.

She nodded into his shoulder. He had a point.

“But, y’see, it’s kinda cool to have gone this way…” He was still stroking her, his hand now warming her back as she felt her trembles begin to ebb away. “It was a fabulous experience for me… and I think for you, too. I’m going to treasure this memory…” His hand stopped it’s up and down motion and just made small circles on her back. “It’s a special thing we shared… but I think the really cool part is that we’re playmates, not lovers.”

Playmates not lovers? What the hell is that supposed to mean?

As if he heard her thought, Josh said, “The emotional content is pretty well removed. I mean, you don’t have to worry if I’ll respect you in the morning, because you already know I will. You also don’t give a damn whether or not I call you in the morning, because we’re playing, not having a relationship, see? This is a lot simpler for you emotionally; and for your first time, I think that’s a good thing.”

Still keeping her eyes closed, she said, “Simpler? This is simpler? I just gave my first blow job, and I’m a hot mess and you’re saying that’s simple?” She snorted. “Are you nuts?” She lifted her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard!”

He looked into her eyes, his own crinkled in a smile. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah! What kind of mumbo jumbo was that!” she shook her head.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah!”

“What then, you want me to call you in the morning? You want me to send flowers or something?”

“No! I mean yes!” She stopped. Slowly she shook her head from side to side. “No…” The penny dropped. “You don’t need to.” She let go of the death grip she had on the edge of the towel and pushed herself up and kissed the tip of his nose. “It was really fun, wasn’t it?”

He nodded. “Yes, it really was.”

She felt the towel slip away as she put her arms around him and squeezed. “And we’ll do it again, sometime?”

“Of course!” He held her by the shoulders and looked in her face. “You ARE really, really good at it!” They both laughed.


Chapter 16: Not Surprised

For the next hour she had worn the towel like a toga, pulled all the way up to her armpits and knotted in the front. Even though she agreed with everything Josh said, and she absolutely refused to give into the gnawing urge to cut and run; she was going to take it easy for the rest of the party.

She watched as Mila’s wet dream came true, however.

Mila got out of the hot tub and headed to the kitchen. “I’m grabbing another round, anyone else want anything?”

Even though she got a chorus of ‘no thank you’, she tapped Amanda’s arm. “Come in and give me some help hon.”

Wha—? Help with what? When she went to reply, Mila flexed her eyebrows and jerked her head towards the kitchen. Girl talk. Oh. She got off the bar stool by the hot tub and followed her inside.

After she closed the patio door behind them, Mila said, “You gotta get back up on that horse, Amanda.”

“Up on the horse?”

“Yeah. I saw how you kind of fell apart after going down on Josh. You need to get it on with someone else here before you leave.”

Amanda folded her arms. “Oh really.”

Mila nodded.

She felt her face pinch. “I thought there wasn’t any pressure at these parties.”

Mila stepped over to her best friend and put a hand on her arm. “I’m not pressuring you! I’m giving you some really good advice!”

“Unsolicited advice.”

Mila rolled her eyes. “Oh yeah, right! Like I would expect you to come up to me on the side and say ‘Hey Mila, I just blew a guy’s rocks off and then had a minor meltdown. What do you think I should do for an encore?’” She folded her arms. “To be honest, I’m surprised that you didn’t run out of here the first chance you had.”

The side of Amanda’s lip pulled up. “To be honest, the thought crossed my mind.”

“Well, why didn’t you?” The look of concern on Mila’s face was genuine.

“I was worried that if I cut and run, I probably would never try something like this again, or worse.”

Mila nodded. “Then we’re sort of on the same page.” She held up a finger. “I think you got a little spooked, and that you’re still a little skittish.”

“Oh yeah? You’re some mind reader or something?”

Mila shook her head no. “No. I just noticed that you’re the only one out there not naked.”

She was right, of course. Everyone else was getting in and out of the hot tub, taking a break sitting at the bar beside it in their birthday suits. She was wearing the beach towel like a suit of armor. She couldn’t even say because it was chilly—Josh and Carrie had a set of patio heat lamps going full blast. Nobody had said anything about her towel until now.

And if Mila, who was never the most empathetic person noticed, everyone else must have too. Again, she felt her face heat up. Then the irony of the situation hit her and she giggled.

“What’s so funny?” asked Mila.

Amanda shook her head slowly. “I’m feeling embarrassed because I’m with a group of strangers with my clothes on! It’s like an inside out version of that bad dream you would have of showing up to work naked!”

Mila smirked with an amused smile. “Yeah, it’s kinda weird.”

Tilting her head back towards the patio, Amanda asked, “Did they put you up to this?”

“Hell no!” Mila waved her hands in front of her. “Nobody said anything! I noticed, and decided to ask you entirely on my own.” She tilted her head from side to side. “You know, that whole best friend thing we got going?”

Well, that was a relief at least. Amanda avoided Mila’s eyes for a moment, turning her head taking in the room. “Soooo... what do you suggest I do?”

“Something sexual, anyway.”

Amanda spun her head back and put her hands on her waist. “I’m not ready to fuck anyone, Mila.”

Mila put her hands up again. “No, no no! And I’m so totally not ready to witness you getting your cherry popped!” She heaved a breath. “BUT. I think you should play something with someone else here before you leave is all.” She ran a hand through her now damp and curly long hair. “Look, you had a good time in my car on the way here. Then you gave Josh a blow job and got rattled. I think it would be a smart thing to do to leave here feeling as comfortable about sex as you had been feeling when you walked in.”

Amanda felt in her bones that Mila was right. Well, probably right. More right than wrong, anyway. She took a deep breath. “Okay, maybe your right. What do you suggest?”

Mila’s eyes waggled. “Oh I got some ideas.” She hooked her arm through Amanda’s and they headed back out towards the patio.

“Why does that not surprise me?”


Chapter 17: That Did It!

A few hours later Amanda closed the door to her apartment.

Thank God she didn’t have work tomorrow! Even though she wasn’t very tired, and she needed the down time to process what had happened.

The rest of the time at Josh and Carrie’s went really well.

Really, really well.

She went down on Carrie, bringing her to orgasm. She grinned, because she had oral sex with both halves of a married couple. While the spouse was in the room! She avoided having anything sexual to do with Elena nor Matt. What they had done together in the office at work, then the episode in Mila’s car on the way over was enough. For now.

She grinned evilly. Nevertheless she was pretty sure work was going to have some pretty special and unique perks from here on out!

Mila accomplished her goal for the night. Matt sure as hell put the blocks to her! When they walked to her car to come home, the poor girl was stepping gingerly. And no wonder—Matt was huge.

The finale of the evening, when they made up the daisy chain—lying in a circle on the living room carpet pleasuring one another orally—that was something straight out of a fantasy. She had been between Josh and Carrie. There were a few small orgasms, but it was a really intense bonding experience.

In her bedroom she peeled off her dress and put it back on a hanger. It had been worn so little that evening it didn’t have a wrinkle in it. After kicking off her shoes she headed to the bathroom to take a shower. She wasn’t hungry, and would just trundle off to bed.

As she stood under the stream, she couldn’t help but wonder if tonight had been a lost opportunity? Should she have had sex with Matt or Josh? There was no question that her body was still humming. She had brought herself to orgasm twice in the shower already!

Coming out of the bathroom she spied her computer. Well, she could always go online to 3DXPLAY and get off.

She stopped still. Could you, really? After what happened at Josh and Carrie’s? The game didn’t  hold the same allure as it used to.

She sat on the edge of the bed. No. The game was still okay, sort of. But that wasn’t it.

She needed a living, breathing partner. She needed a guy to shove his hard cock up inside of her, and ride his disco stick until he shot a thick creamy load up her pussy.

“Up my cunt,” Amanda said out loud. “Up my hot, wet and tight pussy.” She felt herself blush. “I need a hard cock to fuck my tight cunt. I want to get on my back, spread my legs and get well and truly fucked. Right now!” Her hand had wandered up and was rubbing her clit, sending jolts to her knees.

That did it. She stood up and put her dress and shoes back on.

And called a cab. 



Chapter 18: Live And In Person

Stages Nightclub was busy for a Thursday. The dance floor was full, but not elbow to elbow and there were seats at the bar. She glanced around and thought that if she took a table, she might not appear as approachable as if she was sitting at the bar. Hitching a foot on the rail, she hoisted herself up onto one of the seats.

The bartender was an attractive girl probably just 21 and was in front of her pretty quickly.

“You look hot!” she said, putting a coaster down in front of her.

“So do you!” said Amanda. She was a little on the thin side, but was well endowed. Her nipples strained against the fabric of her lime green golf shirt that was embroidered with the club’s name. She was wearing Reeboks and very, very short shorts. Amanda wondered what her pussy would taste like after a hard day’s work and a good soak in a hot tub. She read the name tag—Shelley.

“Well, if you’re not meeting someone here, prepare to meet someone here,” said Shelley. “What can I get you?”

“White wine and soda water.”

“One spritzer coming right up!”

When Shelley returned, she asked, “You want to run a tab?”

“No,” Amanda said, sliding a ten across the bar. “I’ll pay as I go.”

“In case of the need for a fast getaway, huh?” Shelley said with a smile. “When Mr. Right Now shows up, you won’t want to waste time, eh?” She made change and Amanda left it on the bar while Shelley continued to look after other patrons.

She sipped her drink and looked around the bar. It was crowded with couples, damn it. And if not couples, it was wolf packs of three or four guys—no way was she going to hook up with a group of guys! She snickered to herself. Well, not yet anyway!

This was going to be easy. How many Monday’s at work did Mila show up bragging about how she scored on Friday night, and then Saturday night with a different guy? Not to mention all the ready and willing guys she had on her contacts list! That girl could find someone to boff with a text message!

If she could do it, so could Amanda. So there.

Then the Goddess of Hook Up sent her a gift. A guy in his late 20’s, wearing a downright cute mop of curly black hair took the seat next to her and ordered a gin and tonic from Shelley. Who, as she turned, arched an eyebrow at Amanda.

She figured she ought to dive right in. She leaned her elbows on the bar, letting her hooker dress’ neckline plunge as low as it could and said, “Do you come here often?”

Oh shit! The lamest pick up line in the world just came out of her mouth! She gulped.

The guy was nice enough not burst out laughing. This was good. And he seemed to be in decent shape. Not a pumped up stud like Matt had been earlier in the night, but in good enough shape. He turned his head and smiled at her.

“Well, I’ve been here a lot, but I haven’t stopped in for two weeks.”

“Oh? Travelling?” She started to toy with her hair. Shit, she hoped he knew how to close the deal, because she didn’t have a clue. When the guy nodded, she asked, “A business trip?”

He smiled and shook his head no.

Before he could say anything, she jumped right in. “Oh! A vacation? Where’d you go? The Caribbean? Europe? Or did you stay stateside? Las Vegas? Florida?”

He rocked his head back in surprise at her frenzied inquisition, his eyes wide. “Uh… uh…”

“Omygod I love Florida! Did you go there?” She felt like she was outside herself watching this demon woman verbally pin the poor guy in his seat. Shut up Amanda! She stopped speaking and plastered a smile of interested anticipation on her face. Or, at least what she thought was interested anticipation.

“Uh… no! Didn’t go to Florida!” the guy interjected quickly. “It was Niagara Falls!”

“Ohmygod! I’ve never been! Is it as beautiful as they say? Did you go over to Canada?”

He shook his head no again. He was licking his lips and looking around the bar. “No, not really. Hardly left the hotel at all, to be honest.”

“What? What’s up with that?” She kept her smile, but this guy was starting to sound strange. Why the hell would you go on a trip and stay cooped up in your hotel?

“It was a nice hotel…” he was looking over her shoulder and his eyes flared in recognition and relief. “It was a great place to have your honeymoon, you know?” He popped off his seat, dropped a ten dollar bill on the bar. “Sorry, gotta go!” he said and walked past her.

Honeymoon. Honeymoon??? Shit. She looked over her shoulder at him in his very well fitted jeans walk up to a woman who had just come through the entrance. He took her by the arm and whispered in her ear. She spun around and the woman shot Amanda a look of pure venom. She said something to the guy who replied and they both laughed and left.

She didn’t need to be a lip reader to know that he told her he had just been accosted by a crazy lady at the bar and they needed to bail before she followed them home. Shit. Her face turned scarlet.

She sipped her drink and stared down at the bar’s surface. Shelley returned, cleared Married Man’s glass and wiped his spot down.

“No go with the cute curly haired guy?” she asked.

Amanda rolled her eyes. “Married. Just married.”

Shelley grimaced. “Gleep!” Before she could say anything else, a couple further down the bar and one of the table servers began to clamor for her attention. “Well, stick it out, you won’t have any problem hooking up here, that’s for sure,” she said before scampering away.

Yeah, right. She scanned the crowd to see if any new potentials had arrived.

Damn it, this was harder than she expected! She’s hot, single and ready to get it on with the first acceptable guy who shows up! Isn’t that the dream of every single guy in a place like this? And her standards weren’t too high tonight!

One guy over at the end of the bar refused to meet her eyes. What was his problem? Married too? Or was he gay?

She must have jumped a foot out of her barstool when the meaty, sausage fingered hand gripped her shoulder and a raspy voice said, “Damn, you look hot!”

She spun around to behold the vision of everything wrong with the bar scene. He was older than her father, with thinning hair and a beer belly. He was the only man in the bar wearing gold chains and he had about five of them draped around his neck. A patch of grey fuzz stuck out from the collar of his shirt that matched the fuzz sticking out of his ears.

Amanda’s jaw dropped. Was this some kind of joke?

He smiled, showing a mouthful of nicotine stained teeth and said, “Yeah baby, I’m live and in person!” Her head recoiled from the stench of his breath. “So wahdahya say?”

She had no voice! She couldn’t speak! She hopped off her stool, putting it between them. She scooped her money from the bar leaving a tip for Shelly and ran for the exit.


Chapter 19: On The Beach

She couldn’t get back to her place soon enough. This was a stupid, stupid idea! What the hell was she thinking? Sure, Mila could go to a club, pick up and be in the sack with the cutest guy in place in record time—BECAUSE SHE’S BEEN DOING IT FOR YEARS!

Okay, bad idea; lesson learned. She’d ask Mila about the nuts and bolts of this sort of thing tomorrow. Or next week. Or next century.

Argh!

Letting herself into her apartment, she knew that there was one form of sex she was good at anyway. She’d take her laptop to bed and take care of business the usual way.

Damn it.

She didn’t bother to go through her ritual of dressing and all that stupid stuff this time. She put her headset on, checked the batteries in her vibrator and woke up her laptop. She logged into 3DXPLAY and went to her favorite spot by the beach.

It was pretty crowded tonight, she saw from the ‘eagle eye’ view of the board. She hovered her cursor over the avatars of various male players, and let out a small cheep of pleasure. Greg238 was there! Her assignation with him last week was good… really good. She hadn’t changed her avatar from the last time she logged on as Venus.

She hoped he remembered her, and immediately felt stupid for thinking that. This was just an online game, for Pete’s sake!

Wasn’t it? She blew out a huff of air. Never mind.

She guided her mouse over to where he was standing and started up a chat window and ping’d him. At the same time, she deleted the nine chat requests that had filled her screen.

Greg238 had been standing by the beach bonfire as she walked over. He had a hand in one pocket of his denim shorts and was holding a drink in the other hand. He spun to face her when she hit the send button on the chat request and smiled.

“Hey, Venus,” he said. “It’s great to see you here.”

Now that was the way to start a conversation with someone; virtual world or real world. Amanda smiled and replied.

“Thanks, that’s sweet. It’s great to see you too.” Venus winked. “Nice shorts.”

Greg’s eyes crinkled. “Nice shoes. My older sister told me to always compliment a woman on her shoes.”

“Did she also tell you to give away your secrets? It kind of loses something when you admit upfront that you’re giving me a canned line you know.” Venus was smiling though when she said it.

Greg’s head rocked from side to side. “Maybe, maybe not. What I lose for in originality, I’m hoping to make up in authenticity?”

Venus reached out and lay a hand on his chest. He was wearing a t-shirt that had some sports team name on it. “Well, that’s a plan. You get high marks for planning, how’s that.”

Greg’s face blossomed in a laugh. “Hahahaha. Fair enough.” He pointed to a space that was open around the bonfire. Sparks from the flaming driftwood danced in the night air, rising towards a perfect sky, filled with stars. “Want to sit by the fire?”

That was a bit of a surprise. Usually, and even the last time she was with him online, they got down to business pretty quickly. She hesitated.

“I mean,” said Greg, “it’d be nice to get to know you a little better. But if you would just rather…”

Venus plopped down in the sand. “It’s beautiful how they have the sparks dance up towards the stars, isn’t it?” she said. When he sat beside her, she took his hand.

“Have you ever been to a beach bonfire in the real world?” he asked.

“Oh sure. I live on the shore of one of the Great Lakes. Beach bonfires are pretty much a required activity when you’re in high school. LOL”

“You do? Which one?”

“Lake Erie.”

“No kidding! I do too!”

“Small world,” Amanda thought silently for a minute.

“Who knows? Maybe we’ve already met in the real world then. Or maybe we will one day?” said Venus. She’d just throw that out there and see what happens. Wasn’t he the guy who said something about Karma the first time they got together in this game? Karma blessings or something? Let’s see how Karmic this becomes.

“Wouldn’t that be ironic?” Greg replied.

“Sure would. This game has players from all around the world.” Venus lifted her hand. “But it would be a head trip to meet someone in real life you knew from here… meeting someone you mind fucked in this game, and THEN go out for coffee? I think THAT would be ironic, don’t you?”

Greg nodded. Neither of them sent any messages to each other for a few moments, and funnily enough, the silence didn’t bother Amanda. She saw Greg’s head drop and rise in a nod and he turned to her.

“What’s your favorite color?” he asked.

Whaaat? “Uhhh… I’m not sure. I haven’t been asked that since I was in the fifth grade or something.”

“Well, that’s a start. What was it back then?”

“Pink! What else would you expect a little girl’s favorite color to be?”

“Haha. My sister’s was purple!”

“OMG! I loved purple too!”

“Do you still?”

Amanda hesitated. Where the heck was this leading up to? She tapped the side of her cheek in thought. “Yeah, I guess I do. But you wouldn’t know that to look at my wardrobe.” Amanda glanced at her closet. “I doubt I have a single item of clothes that’s purple.”

“Why’s that, if you like the color?”

Amanda chewed her lip for a moment. “Because when I started my job, they did a color analysis of me, and purple wasn’t mentioned.” Great, now he’s going to ask where does she work, and all that stuff, and she’s going to have to pretend she’s interested in what he does and all that stuff. Even so… what does he do for a living?

She smirked. Probably is 15 years old and lives in his mother’s basement!

“But YOU like the color.”

“Yeees.”

“Isn’t that good enough? To like it, I mean? I mean, if you like what you’re wearing, won’t you… I don’t know… wear it well or something like that?”

“Wear it with confidence.”

“Yeah! That’s it!”

Well, he was no fifteen year old, that was for sure. She sat back and thought for a moment.

“What state do you live in, Greg?” asked Venus.

“Ohio.”

The silence went on for what felt like hours. As she drummed her fingers on the mattress beside her, she knew, just knew he was doing the same. In one of retail sales training videos they had to watch, when you were really close to having a customer decide on an expensive item, one of the suggestions was to just shut up after you went through your spiel. The phrase they used to describe that critical moment was ‘She who speaks first, loses’.

Bullshit. He might just be shy. Or better yet, he might just be a gentleman.

“Greg?” Venus asked. “You live in Black Rapids, don’t you?” She watched his face on the computer screen. Again, he nodded.

“And this scene in the game reminds you of bonfires at Emerson Beach, right?”

“Yes.”

This was insane. This was absolutely crazy. She glanced at her bedside clock. It was almost one o’clock in the morning. Again, the silence between the two of them stretched out.

She sucked in a lungful of air. If she was going to, she better do it quickly. She typed away.

“I’m going to be at the firepit at Emerson Beach in half an hour. There’s a few of them, and I’m going to be at the one at the end of the line by the seawall. I’m going to wait there for a half an hour. I would like to meet you. If you decide to show up, I’m thinking that it will be a good thing. I can be entirely wrong about this, but I think we’re supposed to meet.” She closed her eyes for a second, then pressed ‘Send’.

And immediately the response came back.

“OK.”

Before she lost her nerve, she flipped down the computer’s lid. She hopped out of bed and began rummaging through her closet and dresser. She didn’t need to shower, just get some clothes on. To be on the safe side, she’d bring the vial of Mace that Mila gave her a while ago. She’d also stop by a 7-11 for condoms.

She stopped stock still.

No.

If he’s the right kind of guy, he’d have the condoms. And if he didn’t, he wasn’t the guy.


Chapter 20: I Have A Problem

She had to stop at the 7-11 anyway. She didn’t have any matches. She also grabbed a newspaper to use as to start the fire and hoped that there would be enough driftwood or scrap wood of some kind or another to start a small fire. At the last minute, she grabbed a mesh bag of kindling wood that was stacked up at the back of the store. During the winter, they had firewood stacked up at the front of the store, but in the Springtime, most of it went to the back to make room for more appropriate seasonal items. If they needed more, ‘Greg’ or whatever his name was could go and forage.

She did what she could. ‘Greg’ or Karma could provide the rest.

Thirty minutes after extending the invitation to this moonlight soiree, she had a small campfire going. It wasn’t anything close to the roaring blaze in the video game, but then there also wasn’t a beachside orgy going on either.

She looked down at her chest. Nor did she have gravity defying E cup boobs.

Oh shit. She wasn’t blonde, either.

And one of her canine teeth was crooked.

Oh shit. What if he’s shorter than her? Oh damn shit! What if he’s way older than her!

AAAAaa! WHAT IF HE’S STILL IN HIGH SCHOOL!

She jumped to her feet. This was a bad idea in more ways than she could ever count. Sure she had Mace. What if he has a gun? There wasn’t a single other car in the parking area when she came to the beach. So even if she started to scream, who would hear her?

“Stupid, stupid, stupid!” She grabbed her purse and sandals and turned to head up the pathway back to the parking area.

“Don’t go, Venus,” a voice called out. When she spun around, she didn’t see anyone. “Please,” it said.

She squinted. He was sitting on an outcrop of rocks on the seawall, deep in the shadow of one of the trees the city had planted along the walkway. When he stood up, she became still.

He picked his way down the wall, stepping on the rocks like they were a footpath, as agile as a mountain ram. He hopped down the last two feet, landing in the dampened sand close to the water’s edge, and in the light of full moon. He put his hands on his hips and stood there looking at her from a distance of less than 10 feet.

She blinked. He looked about her age, maybe a little older, but if so, not by much. His dark brown hair was long and tousled, as if he had just fallen out of bed and ran his hair through it. Then he ran his hair through it again, while maintaining his silence. His eyes were a bright blue, capturing the moonlight and dancing. He smiled at her, with perfectly kissable lips.

Oh my. Amanda’s hand, with a will of its own went to her chest and covered her thudding heart.

“Hello, Venus,” he said, still not moving.

“I… uhhh…” she shook her head. “Do you have a gun?”

The crinkle smile went from his face to be replaced by stunned surprise. “Do I have a what?”

“A gun!” She pulled up her keychain and fumbled with the small canister attached. “I have Mace!” she said, pointing it at him.

He slowly raised his hands. “I don’t have so much as a pocketknife.” He pulled his t-shirt off and turned in a circle. “I don’t think I could hide a gun in these shorts.”

He was right. They were high cut off denim’s, she could see the barest edge of the white pocket liner peeking out from the hem of one leg. They were snug enough that if he had tried to stash a pistol in the pocket she ought to be able to see an outline. Right?

Except that he didn’t need a gun. This guy was a regular exerciser. The muscles across his back, winnowing down to his hips were amazingly defined. He wasn’t an athlete, unless gymnastics was his bag; he had the definition of a bodybuilder, but without the bulk. Bulky muscles or no, one look at him and she knew he could overpower her in a flash if he wanted to.

If she wasn’t so scared, she’d be turned on.

“This… this was a mistake,” she said. “I’m sorry Greg, but I’m going to leave.”

He put his arms down and looked at the fire behind her, crackling away. He looked up at the sky. “It’s a beautiful night, don’t you think?” He held his hands out palm up. “Oh, and my name is Zachary, not Greg, Venus.”

“How do you do?”

“Very well, thanks; considering I have someone pointing a chemical weapon at my face.” He smiled again. “My friends call me Zach.”

“Yeah… well… a girl can’t be too careful these days.”

He nodded slowly. “Especially when she comes out to a deserted beach late at night to meet someone she’s never seen…”

Amanda stomped her foot. “That was a stupid idea! That’s why I’m leaving!”

“Were you drunk when you decided to come out here?”

“No. I don’t drink all that much.” She blinked. “Were you? Are you?”

Zachary chuckled. “No,” he said, again shaking his head slowly. “Although, you got to admit, this whole thing is so surreal, we both could be tripping on magic mushrooms or something, huh?”

She couldn’t help but smile. He was right. She lowered her arm, but kept her finger on the button of the Mace. “When I got here I got scared. I mean you could have been a rapist or something. Or a really old guy. Or a kid!”

“I understand.”

“Oh? Weren’t you worried about anything?”

“Well… after I got here, I really hoped you weren’t a guy.” He shrugged. “After that, I wasn’t too concerned to be honest.”

“What if I was fat? Or really old? Or a rapist or something?”

He pointed a finger. “Well, you are the one holding a weapon.” He waved his hand in the air. “The other stuff wasn’t too much of a worry for me.” He stopped for a second, and his eyes went wide. “Except, now that you mention it; I’m glad you’re not a kid. If you were a fourteen year old girl, I could get in trouble for luring a minor.”

“See! This is a stupid idea!”

“Except you’re not 14. And I’m not a rapist. We’re two people who met online—”

“Yeah. What a pair of losers. We didn’t even meet through a dating site! We met through a sex game site!” Amanda shook her head. When you step out of yourself and look at this objectively, she has to have a screw loose. Her head shot up and she looked at Zachary. What screws are loose up there, mister?

Zachary shrugged again. “I don’t think I’m a loser. My friends and family like me well enough, I earn my own money and bathe regularly.” He cut a hand through the air. “Anyway… how we met isn’t important. What’s important is we met—”

“We fucked online.”

“There is that. At any rate, we met, and…” he spread his arms. “And because there was some kind of connection that went to a deeper level than the online stuff here we are.” He folded his arms. “I think, Venus—”

“My name’s not Venus!” He didn’t reply, just stood there, shirtless in the night, wearing denim cut offs that Daisy Duke would envy and looked at her frankly. Damn it. “My name is Amanda.”

He brightened. “Really? That’s your name?”

Oh shit. Here it comes. She hadn’t heard it since junior high. Ah-MAN-duh! She hated the butch middle part of her name with a passion. “Yes it is? So what?”

He looked off to the side for a moment. “Well, for one thing it’s a much nicer name than Venus.” Bringing his eyes back to her, he added, “Don’t you think so?”

“Well, yeah… I guess so. But I thought Venus was a better handle to use, considering the website, right?”

“Yeah you got a point.” He glanced past her. “The fire’s burning down.” He looked back to her. “If you still want to split, I’ll be disappointed. But it’s your decision.”

She glanced behind her then back at Zachary. Now she wasn’t sure. She fiddled with her keychain.

“You can keep the Mace at the ready. I won’t be insulted.”

Oh what the hell. She looked up at him. “If you’re a serial killer or something, you’re really, really good. She stepped over to the fire and sat on the sand.

Zachary kept standing. “Hey, I… I brought some stuff.” He nodded in the direction of where he had been at the seawall. “You mind if I bring it over?”

She waved a hand in resignation.  “Yeah, sure; whatever.” Amanda watched as Zachary (She wasn’t going to call him Zach! Yet.) Clambered up to where he had been waiting. He picked up a bundle that was next to the tree and carried it back down to the fire. It was a cloth blanket, the corners tied together. He untied the knot and unrolled the contents.

He brought out a bottle of champagne and two glass flutes and placed them on the sand beside Amanda. Taking the cloth, he shook it out and spread a checkerboard pattern picnic blanket on the sand. He plopped down on the blanket.

“There’s plenty of room here, Amanda,” he said, scooting over to the far side. “No need to sit in the sand.”

She stood, brushed off her bum and sat down next to him. Not beside him, she thought. Just next to him on the blanket. She picked up the bottle of champagne and was able to see the label in the combined moonlight and firelight. Moet & Chandon? She sighed.

“What’s wrong?” He was sitting with his arms wrapped around his knees.

She shook her head sadly. “I get it on with a guy a lot faster in virtual reality than I do in the real world, Zachary.” She put the bottle down, giving it a twist so it would seat into the sand under the blanket. “This is all really nice, you’re seduction technique is right out of Playboy magazine, I’ll bet. I’m sure you’ve had a lot of success with it with girls, but I think—”

He burst out laughing.

“What’s so damn funny? I’m sort of paying you a compliment you know.”

Zachary shook his head. “No, it’s the ‘lot of success’ comment.” He continued hugging his knees. “I’ve never done this before.”

“Yeah. Right.” She picked the bottle up. “You just happened to have a bottle of expensive champagne kicking around, huh? Just waiting for ‘that special someone’ to show up.” She patted the blanket. “You just happened to have a picnic blanket straight out of Abercrombie and Fitch all ready to go for that ‘one special moment’.” She smiled ruefully. “I got to give you points for style, Zachary, I really do. But you’re so full of shit it’s coming out your ears.” She plopped the bottle back down. “I imagine you nicked this from your Dad’s liquor cabinet and the blanket from your Mom’s picnic basket.” She eyed him. “You’re a player, but I’m sorry, you’re barking up the wrong tree.” She put her hands on the blanket and began to push herself to a standing position.

Zachary reached out and touched her arm. “Wait. Please. You’re so wrong it’s almost tragic. It will be tragic if you leave.”

“Oh really?”

“Yeah. You missed a few points, Sherlock.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“Well, for starters, I didn’t take this blanket from my mother. It’s mine.”

“Sure.”

“No, honest! Look!” He grabbed one of the corners of the blanket and held it up. Embroidered inside a small circle was the word ‘Zachary’. “See? It would be really weird to have a mother with that name, don’t you think?”

Grabbing the bottle of champagne, he continued. “I didn’t rip this off my father either. The fact is I don’t live with my parents.” He held up a hand. “Don’t get me wrong, they’re awesome, but I have my own place.”

“Where’s that? A tent in the woods of the park? You didn’t drive here; you got here ahead of me and there aren’t any other cars in the parking lot.”

Zachary snorted. “No, I didn’t drive, I walked.” He looked past her shoulder. “My place is really close.” He pointed. “Top floor, on the right corner. That’s my living room.” He looked over at her. “I left the lights on; at this hour most everyone else is asleep.”

She turned around to see he was pointing at one of the high rise condo buildings that overlooked Lake Erie. The tallest one.

The condos that sat right on the lake.

The really, really expensive condos.

“Oh.” She chewed her lower lip and slowly turned back to Zachary. “Uhh… isn’t that on the top floor?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t they call that a Penthouse?”

He made a wan smile and nodded. “Yeah… kinda.”

“And you own it.”

“Yep.”

Slowly shaking her head, she said, “I’m not the girl for you, Zachary. I’m not what you want.” Damn him! This would have been easier to get out of is he wasn’t so close to perfection. She wished she wasn’t so messed up. She had to admit to herself… she was well and truly messed up.

“You’re absolutely right. You’re not what I want.” He tilted his chin towards his condo. “I have just about every thing a guy could want, Amanda.” He turned his gaze on her. “You’re also absolutely wrong when you refer to yourself as a what. You’re a who.” He smiled at her and put an arm on her shoulder. His hand felt so warm on her. “Tell me, why did you come?”

She wanted to say ‘I dunno…’ but that felt like a cop out. She felt her face warm and looked away. “You want the truth?” She saw him nod silently. Barely moving her lips she said, “I wanted to get laid.”

“And now?”

“And now, I’m scared to death.” She reached across and picked up Zachary’s hand. “There’s a problem.”

“Oh?”

She nodded. “I’m a Swinger.”

“What! You’re kidding! You mean that you’ve actually been to clubs and stuff like what’s online, but in real life?”

“Well, I haven’t been to clubs yet, but I’ve been to some house parties and played with people.” She kept staring at his hand, unable to meet his eyes.

“Like orgies and stuff. Like group sex and daisy chains? In real life! Holy shit! Wow, Amanda! That’s so hot and so cool!” He threw his fists up in the air. “Totally awesome! I knew it! I just knew that you would be just the right girl to meet! Whoo hooo!”

Now this was a complete surprise. She thought that if she had told him she was a Swinger, he’d be turned off because he’d feel jealous or something. Instead, Zachary’s acting like he just won the damn lottery!

“So you’ve been involved in the Swinger Lifetyle too, Zachary?” she asked.

“What? Me? No!” He looked at her like she had two heads. “I haven’t had much of a social life at all. I was a real jerk in high school, but in college, when I majored in Finance, I didn’t have the time because of the workload.” He tilted his head from side to side. “And then, when I landed a job on Wall Street, I decided that I’d work non-stop for seven years, make a pile and get out. Last year, I made my walk away money target and quit.” He gave a short laugh. “And now… his lips pulled away from his teeth in a grimace. “I got everything I want, but I also have a problem.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa! You’re telling me that you’re independently wealthy?”

“No! Financially independent. If I live within my means, I won’t have to get a job.”

“You’re retired.”

Zachary nodded. “Yeah.”

“You’re 30 years old and retired.”

“No. I’m 28.” He gave her a cheese grin.

Amanda thought for a moment. “Are you sick, Zachary? Is that your problem?”

Now she watched his face darken in a blush. “No… I’m healthy as a horse. I really had to pay attention to stuff like that while I was working in Finance. It was incredibly stressful. That kind of a job can kill you if you don’t pay attention to maintaining healthy habits.”

Stress. She put a hand on his shoulder. “You had a nervous breakdown, didn’t you?”

His face went from scarlet to pale in an instant. This guy must be a terrible poker player; she could read his emotions like the back of her hand.

“No! I kept stuff in perspective pretty well! I got into some Far Eastern philosophies—you know, Buddhism and some of the stuff from Hare Krishna. It kept me on an even keel during the tough times.”

“Karma Blessings. You said that to me the first time we met on the game.”

“Yeah! I did! I never said to anyone before you.” He started to flush again. “Or since,” he added quietly. His face brightened again. “Now tell me, how did you get into Swinging?” His face darkened. “Oh no! Swingers are married! Don’t tell me you’re married! Don’t tell me you have a boyfriend!”

“No. Not married, and no boyfriend.”

“You’re single. Really single.” When she nodded, he said, “You must have a great time fucking those guys then, huh? And their wives are okay with it?”

She tucked her shoulders up to her ears and let them back down as she tilted her head side to side. “Well… the sex I’ve had has been great…” With a sharp exhale she said, “It’s kind of complicated.”

Zachary nodded. “Complicated? I get that. Here I am, on a beach blanket at night, with a merry little bonfire going, sitting next to a girl who could be a super-model.” He leaned across her to grab a few more pieces of the firewood she had brought and tossed them into the dancing flames. And sighed.

“Zachary. What’s the matter? You said you have a problem?”

His face reddened again. He brought his knees up to his chest and bent his head down on top of them as he closed his eyes. “Ahmafferghnnnnnnnn” he said, his mouth muffled by his knees.

Amanda touched his shoulder. “What did you say?”

He lifted his head and looked at her.

“I’m a virgin, Amanda.”

She sighed. “You’re a virgin?”

He nodded. Then he grinned. It was an almost insane grin. “Yeah, but not for much longer, right?” He blinked at her like kid on Christmas morning. “I mean… you’re a Swinger!”

Amanda felt her jaw drop. Oh boy.


Chapter 21:Complicated

She stared blankly at him for a few moments then turned her head to stare out over the lake. The surface of the water was completely still. It was as if the whole world was holding its breath. Her eyes flitted across the lake, seeing the full moon’s reflection shining like a spotlight.

Keeping her eyes focused on the lake, she said, “How in the world does a guy, living in New York City for seven years, making good money, stay a virgin?” She turned her head towards Zach. “Were you religious or something?”

“You mean like a bible thumper? That if I had sex outside of marriage I’d burn in hell?” When she nodded, Zach shook his head no. “In high school I wasn’t popular at all.” He grimaced. “I was the kid everyone made fun of or picked on. So I kept to myself and studied hard. When I went to college… I didn’t know how to deal with girls and stuff. I had my own place, just a one bedroom, but no roommates. When I got hired and went to New York…” He paused and gave a short, rueful laugh. “When I got to New York, I was too scared.”

“Scared? Of what?”

“Everything. I was scared that I would screw up at my job, for starters, so I put in more hours than anyone else at the firm. After about two years, I knew that stuff inside out and my trade recommendations were paying off big time. I caught a promotion from analyst to broker and I had to start all over again.” He put his hands on the blanket behind him and leaned back. “I was also… well… ‘girl stupid’. The couple of times I went on dates, I acted like a real asshole.”

“They have escorts. I read that Wall Street uses some top of the line escort services.”

“They sure do! Some of the guys I worked with used them all the time. No commitment, and everything was above board.”

“But not you.”

Zach shook his head. “No.” His face became thoughtful. “Maybe if I hadn’t been a virgin I would have, you know? But the idea of having my first time be with a hooker…” he looked over to her. “It felt too… tawdry.”

Amanda nodded. “And as the days, weeks, months and years passed, it just got bigger, right? It just got worse.”

“Exactly!” His exclamation startled her a little and she flinched. “You totally understand!”

She gave a small smirk. “Better than you can imagine.”

“Oh? The same thing happened to you?”

“Yes,” she said, nodding.

“How did you get past it? I mean, this whole virgin thing is like this huuuuge barrier in my life, you know? I don’t know how I can have a relationship or anything with this hanging over me.”

“Yes, it’s a shroud, covering everything, huh?”

“Yes!” Zach hammered his fist down onto the sand. “I always thought of it like that too!” He turned his head to her. “Where have you been all my life?”

“Black Rapids,” she said with a smile.

“We really have a lot in common. The online game, how we both like this area of the beach—”

“And how we’re both virgins.”

“Yeah, that—” his mouth hung open and his eyes boggled. “What?”

Amanda moved close to him. “And how we’re both going to stop being virgins tonight.”

Zach pointed a finger at her. “You?”

“Yep.”

“But… but… you’re a Swinger!”

“I said it was complicated.” She bent forward to unbutton his shorts. “Now lie back.”


Chapter 22: Storm Surge

She knew in her heart and soul that if she didn’t do this now, it would never happen. This was as close to a perfect setting. They were alone on a beach, under a full moon. There was a bottle of chilled champagne, and they were on a checkerboard picnic blanket. Zach was romance book cover hot, and he was strongly attracted to her. Honestly, what more could a girl want?

Yes, of course she knew him less than an hour! Of course there was a really, really good chance that this was going to end in disaster! Even though she had used vibrators and dildos for years, having a guy up inside her was going to be an entirely different ballgame. The blowjob with Josh demonstrated just how far apart a virtual experience and a real life one was.

Zach could hurt her. He was a virgin! He could go nuts and really hurt her! When she pulled his shorts down to his knees and saw how thick his limp cock was, she knew he was going to be pretty big when he got aroused.

Worse… if he doesn’t call… that would be worse.

Forget it! That’s enough! He’s a nice guy!

And judging from how limp his cock was right now, he was as scared as she was. She snapped his shorts away from his feet and tossed them.

She was resting back on her haunches now, looking down on him. He was totally bug eyed, his breath coming in short gasps.

“Zachary, anytime you want to stop, just say so,” she said, her voice even.

“Stop? Are you crazy?” He took a deep breath. “Y’know, you can call me Zach. After all, I think we’re kind of friends now, Amanda.” He smiled in the cutest way possible and sat up.

“Oh. Yeah. I guess you’re right… Zach.” Zach. That sounded pretty cool; and she had to admit, she had been calling him Zach in her head since he confessed.

“Good.” He leaned over and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Just so you know, you can say stop anytime.”

“I’ll say ‘Platypus’.” When she saw the puzzlement in his eyes, she giggled. “That’s a long story too. Don’t worry, if I want you to stop, you’ll know.” She went still. What the hell do they do now?

“Fair enough,” he said. The hand that had brushed her locks back was on her shoulder. Zach sat further up so he was facing her, resting on his haunches as well. The hand on his shoulder went to the back of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine.

He drew her to him and kissed her.

He wasn’t the first guy she ever kissed, not by a long shot. She had been kissed before. Her lips and mouth had danced with many other mouths. From being six years old and Donny Watkins stealing a kiss in the schoolyard, all the way to just today when Josh kissed her so beautifully. Kisses were things she had done, and had a fair bit of experience with.

Until this one.

As his lips pressed on hers, and his mouth swayed across hers just that little bit from side to side, the spirit and promise of every single kiss she had ever experienced in her life was in it. All of the times she had been kissed—from boo-boo’s to luscious lust, from her grandma to her most recent lover, all of the goodness of every kiss she ever received in her life was in this one, all at the same time. Tenderness and passion, assuaging comfort and raw desire were commingled in this one kiss.

And she gave his kiss right back to him.

Tomorrow may never come. All of her yesterdays didn’t matter. All that that existed for her was this moment, the precious here and now she felt, she experienced, with this man. Right here. Right now.

More.

She wanted—no, she needed more of him. Her own hand went behind his neck, and she pressed her mouth back onto his. She spread her lips open and with a flick of her tongue invited him within her.

With no hesitation, Zachary accepted. His tongue slid past her lips and rested atop her own. With a pulsing flow, he stroked the inside of her mouth, over and under her own tongue, lightly tapping the roof of her mouth and back down again.

With a gentle, steady and increasing pressure, he sucked at her mouth. Feeling it surprised her the slightest bit; then she inhaled through her nose, and when he sucked again on her, she exhaled the gentlest of puffs of air into his mouth and felt him take it into his lungs.

Oh my.

His hands began to fumble with her blouse. She took her own hands from his face and brushed his away; in the space of heartbeats she had her blouse unbuttoned and slipped off. With a shrug and the ends of her thumbs she pulled the straps of her tank top down and off her arms, exposing her breasts to the night air and his hands.

They both let out a soft moan as he began to stroke and possess her breasts. A thrill of electricity travelled down her back to her tummy when he coned his hand over a breast and with thumb and forefinger began to tenderly but firmly massage her nipples.

She had always been self conscious about them because of their firmness. Unlike the small buttons many other women had, hers had a tendency to protrude, and always at unwelcome times. Now, as he easily grasped her flesh, she dropped her head to his shoulder relishing his increasing hunger.

When he gave one a firm twist, she groaned “Oh, yeeeees!” into his ear. He began to alternate a soft delicate stroke and a firm, craving twist, the oscillations of pleasure building higher and higher. She rocked into his shoulder, keeping her back arched to give him access.

Hot damn it was wonderful! She inhaled deeply as he repeated his caresses and pinches, his scent filling her; a background of Eastern incense overlaid with a fresh citrus. She reveled in his smell and began to suck on his neck. He responded with a tremble and a groan of his own.

Her hand went to his waist, finding his cock. She circled her hand around it, holding its firmness in her fist and began to pulse her hand in time with the rhythm of his hands on her breasts. He began to swell immediately, going from a rich thickness to a stiff hardness in seconds.

Oh shit she wanted him! Oh shit she was so scared!

With a gentle but insistent pressure, Zach rolled her onto her back. She kept her hand on his shaft, not wanting to let go as he stretched his arms above her, like he was getting ready to do pushups.

His blue eyes glittered in the moonlight like sapphire flakes, gazing into her own. Then his gaze somehow went past her eyes and was inside of her. Zach wasn’t looking at her, he was looking into her.

For a moment she panicked. She licked her lips and her eyes flew open even wider in fear. Zach was unrelenting in his absorption of her; she could feel herself flow out from her and into him… through that glittering blue gate that were his eyes.

Still holding himself above her, he nestled his legs between hers, spreading them.

When he did that, a small gasp escaped her lips; and with that gasp, his ravenous gaze vanished, replaced with a look of concern.

“You okay?” he whispered.

She turned her head away, staring out at the shimmering lake and moonlit sky.

No, she wasn’t okay. She was damn confused. She wanted him as much as he wanted her—more than she had ever, ever wanted a guy. At the same time, and every bit as strongly, she wanted desperately to escape this moment!

How the hell is she supposed to cope with this? This is more Venus territory, but this isn’t any online game!

But Venus is here… She blinked at the realization.

The lascivious, horny and alluring part of her that created Venus was right here too, right? And is as much a part of her as any dreams, yearnings or desires are. There’s a part of Amanda that loves to go kayaking. And there’s a part of Amanda who loves to be sexy, wanton and uninhibited.

It was all up to her…

The sensation of Zach pulling himself away from her snapped her back.

“Yes, Zach,” she said, encircling her arms up and around his neck. “I am okay. A little nervous for a second, that was all.” She drew his head down to her. “Now where were we?” she said with a grin.

“Right around here, I think,” said Zach as he kissed her quickly and slid further down to her breasts. He placed his hand over one, and began to suck the nipple of the other. She cradled his head to her chest as his other hand went to her crotch and began to pull off her panties. She raised her butt to allow him to slip them off, and his hand began to massage her mons at the same time his mouth suckled and chewed on her tits.

“Ohhh…” the groan escaped her lips when he bit softly on the very tip of a nipple and at the same moment slid a finger up inside of her.

Zach’s mouth continued down her torso, stopping to lick at her belly button for a moment, and stopped at the top of her pussy.

His head rose and again, his shining eyes bore into her.

“I’m going to go down on you now, Amanda. I’m going to make you come with my mouth, and then I’m going to fuck your pussy,” his voice, now husky came from a deep place.

“I want to suck your cock first,” she growled back at him.

“We’ll see!” he said. He dropped his head to her crotch and began to lick the length of her vulva with a thick, wet tongue, dribbling saliva as he went.

His tongue barely touched her clit; even so, it was a jolt. She flinched upwards for an instant. “Yeeessss!” she hissed, and relaxed back down, opening her knees wider. When he began to suck on her clit, she sat back up, her arms straightening into the blanket. She could see the top of Zach’s head as he rolled it up and down, slathering her pussy, ending each stroke with a suck on her clit. She lay back down and closed her eyes as she flexed her hips up to his mouth.

“Oh Zach, suck my hot cunt!” she said. Talking dirty was like a cattle prod; his movements increased in intensity. “Oh baby! I love your mouth on my wet pussy! Lick my pussy cream you fucking stud! I want your cock!”

Nothing she had ever done to herself with her toys while online came close to the climbing pleasure she was having from Zach. She let go of the blanket and began to caress the top of his head.

“That’s right, baby, lick me good. OOooooh Zach! Oh Zach! It’s sooo fucking good!

She felt his fingers slip up inside of her and begin to rotate around her pussy walls, pushing and stretching her membranes.

“Oh God! Yeeesss!” she moaned. “I love that! Keep that up, baby!”

Again, Zach lifted his head to look in her eyes as he played with her.

He smiled. It wasn’t a smirk, he didn’t look smug at all. It was… happy. He was happy that she was feeling such pleasure, happy being the person bringing her body up into a new realm of sensation, feeling her quivers begin. Happy for what was happening in this moment, and happy for what was to come. She cupped his cheek; he blinked, his eyes bright, and lowered his face again.

He twisted his hand and began to massage the top of her pussy from the inside, finding that G-spot like a guided missile. As his fingers fluttered on the spongy area, his lips and mouth moved to her clit and began to sweep it with warm, wet strokes, slipping and slurping along its surface.

An intense sizzle rocketed through her, from the top of her head, down, down and down her spine ending on his busy fingers and his beautiful, wonderful, kissable mouth. She lay her head back, again seeing the stars, but now, feeling them. She was becoming one with everything. She felt another sizzle, this time stronger, pulsing deeper.

OhmyGod. OhmyGod.

With a lurch, her shoulders came off the blanket. She tore at Zach’s hair.

“Now, Zach! Now! Now! Now!”

“Oh, baby,” he groaned.

His head shot up, and he wriggled up the blanket above her. She reached down between their legs and grasped his cock, her fingers over his. They fell into one another’s eyes as together, they filled her pussy with his hard, yearning shaft. As they covered his aching hard meat with her sweet pussy walls.

“Oh God!” they both said in one voice as he entered her. Slowly, thickly, beautifully he filled her and stretched her. Their hips jostled and bumped as they both vied for the deepest, truest and fullest filling possible.

“Ahhhmaannnda!” he gasped, his voice a husky growl.

“Iiiinn meee Zach!” she squealed back. She lifted her knees back towards her shoulders and he nudged in that extra, beautiful awesome bit. He held himself there, watching her. She replied with a nod, and he began to stroke in and out of her.

Each stroke was a treasure. Each instant of void then fullness was an epic sensation. She clung to his back as her opening clung to his hardness, pushing her hips up and back in perfect timing to his own.

Zach lowered himself to rest on one elbow. With his free hand, he stroked her face with a finger. When it went over her lips, she opened her mouth and began to suck on it in time with him fucking her.

“I’m getting close, baby,” he said.

She took her hand and covered his and guided them both down between her legs. Together they massaged the top of her clit as he continued to stroke into her.

“Fuck me, baby, fuck me, Zach!” she gasped.

Houston, we have ignition!

“Right there, Zach! Right there, right there!”

Her ears roared with a thunderous red, rolling wave. It began at her toes and fingers, rolling up her legs and down through her body to where she was joined with him. Every inch of her body was crying out in a blissful death and rebirth as wave after wave of red roiling joy rolled over and through her in explosion after explosion.

And that was only the first one.

Like a building storm surge, the second wave dwarfed the first, only to be subsumed by a third, then fourth.

Amanda stretched her neck back and yowled. She didn’t scream; it was a guttural joining with stars a ‘borning, fault lines aligning and icebergs breaking off to tumble into the sea. She was an animal rutting, and an angel singing praise to creation. Over and over again, a new wave of pleasure bore down on her and shot through her, to be followed by an even greater one.

Together, they wrestled as one, clenching and drawing from the other, to give it back with an intensity neither knew was in them until it was spent.

As she tumbled from her newest precipice, she felt Zach begin to shift and tremble.

Her eyes opened.

“Come in me, Zach. Come in me…” she whispered.

“I didn’t put on a…” He gasped. He began to pull out from her.

“It’s okay. I’ll be okay.” She clenched her legs behind him, grasping her into herself. “Come in me… pleeeease!” It was all he needed.

“Oh shit, Amanda! Oh shit you’re so damn sweet, so damn good! You’re killing meeee!” He began to thrust into her, emptying himself. His hips began a new thrust, and she felt his semen, his come, his thick wad spurt inside of herself, creating a new sensation of slipperiness. It was all she needed to be shoved over the edge once more. Together, clinging to one another, they fell off into forever.


Chapter 23: By Accident

The following evening, Elena and Mila were in the back office at the store working late.

Bullshit.

Matt had just pulled his cock from Elena’s pussy, and Mila was cleaning both of them off.

“You really do love the taste of my cum,” Matt said in a lazy voice as Mila squeezed a last drop from the top of his shaft. He was stretched out on the office chair, Mila was sitting on the desk and Mila was squatted down between them, alternating from Matt’s crotch to Elena’s pussy.

“Mmm…” said Mila. She turned to Elena. “Got a last drop for me,” she said with a smirk as she resumed licking Elena. She kept at it until Elena started to squirm. Lifting her head, she said to Matt, “Your cum is delicious; but it’s awesome with its mixed with Elena sauce!”

Elena gently nudged Mila’s head away. “That’s enough, baby…” her voice a hoarse whisper. “I can’t handle any more!”

With wide eyed innocence, Mila said, “But Elena! I’m just returning the favor! You made me orgasm for like forever before Matt fucked you!” Even so, she leaned away and stood up. Matt’s arm circled her waist and she sat on his lap.

“Well, that was my fantasy, Mila,” he said. “Watching you and Elena get it on in the office is something I’ve been fantasizing about since you came to that house party.”

She hugged him and kissed his cheek. “Well, it’s sure a great employee fringe benefit for me, if you want my opinion.”

“Next time, though,” said Elena, “we switch roles, okay Mila?”

“Duh—fer shure!”

They were interrupted by the phone on Elena’s desk ringing. Elena looked down at the call display to see it was Amanda’s cell phone. She picked up the handset and looking at Mila and Matt with a suppressed smile, said, “Hi Amanda! What are you calling the store this late for?”

“Because your cell phone went right to voice mail when I tried it a half hour ago.”

“Oh.”

“Funny, when I tried Mila’s the same thing happened.” Elena could hear a smile in Amanda’s voice. “And I knew you both were closing this evening.” She paused for a moment. “So I figured I should give you gals enough time to…” she gave a ‘cough, cough’ and went on, “finish up, then try the office number.” She let out a giggle. “Tell Mila I said ‘Hi’?”

Shaking her head, Elena looked over at Mila and said, “Amanda says hello.”

“Hi hon!” called out Mila. “Matt’s here too!” She chuckled watching her employer/lover blush.

“Oh! Leaving me out of all the fun, huh boss?” said Amanda.

“Well, you did call in sick today, didn’t you? How are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling much better now,” Amanda purred. “And I owe a big part of it to you guys that are in the store right now.”

“Oh?” Elena looked at the handset for a second and put it back to her ear. “I think there’s a hell of a story there.”

“Ohhh there is… and I’ll tell you the whole thing. But I need a favor right now.”

“Okay; if I can, you got it.”

“I’m going to need the rest of the week off. I know it’s short notice, but I do have a ton of vacay time due, and I really could use the time off.” Elena heard a second voice in the background and Amanda giggle ‘stop it!’.

“Sure, Amanda; that’s no problem.”

“Thank you Elena!” In the background she heard a guy’s voice say ‘Thank youuuuu!’” and laughed. “You got something going on over there, eh?”

“Mmm Hmm…”

“Will you be coming over to the party this Saturday night?”

“At Josh and Carrie’s again?”

“Yes.”

“Uhhh… I think so…” Amanda paused. “Can I bring a date?”

Elena’s eyes widened in surprise. She looked from Mila to Matt. “You want to bring a date,” she said and watched their eyes fly open in shock too.

“Yes, a date. Will that be alright?”

“You met a guy?”

“Mmm hmmm.”

“And you’re bringing him to a play party?”

“Mmm hmmm.”

Elena let out a sigh. “Amanda.”

“Yeeees?”

“On Saturday you were a virgin.”

“That’s right.”

“And now you want to bring a guy to a play party.”

“That’s right.”

“How the hell did that happen?”

Amanda let out a peal of laughter. “Sort of by accident!”

The End
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