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AGED TO PERFECTION 2


 


 


Sarah was late for her lunch with her best
friend Jenny. It had taken her extra long to get dressed and ready today. She
gingerly made her way through the tables at the crowded restaurant.


Jenny didn’t see Sarah come in because she was
turned the other way. When Sarah got closer it was clear what Jenny was so
focused on: three cute guys at the bar, all in their twenties. Younger men—much
younger men—were Jenny’s favorite.


“Maybe you want to skip lunch and just go hang out
at the bar?” asked Sarah.


Jenny turned, giving Sarah a big smile. “Just
because I’m not as young as they are, the day still is young. I can do
both.”


Sarah bent over and gave her friend a hug before
sitting down.


“You seem happy today,” said Jenny. “Positively
glowing, actually.” Jenny’s eyes narrowed. “Did Todd call you, by any chance?”


There was already a glass of wine poured for her, so
Sarah took a sip before replying. “Maybe.”


Jenny grabbed Sarah’s arm. “You didn’t!”


Sarah smiled. “Maybe.”


Jenny lifted her own wine glass in a toast. “I’m so
proud of you!”


Sarah wondered if Jenny would be proud if Sarah
confessed exactly what had happened on her date with Todd. Actually, knowing
Jenny, she might be extra proud. It was exactly the kind of date that Jenny
liked to have and kept bragging about, but that Sarah had never possibly
imagined she would do herself.


Two men.


And that had been just the beginning.


“Details, I need details,” prompted Jenny.


Fortunately the waitress appeared to take their
order. As Sarah looked at the menu, thankful for the interruption, she couldn’t
believe it had been just a short time ago that she had sat at a different
restaurant with Jenny and had met Todd, the hot young waiter. 


After the waitress had left, Sarah said, “How’s
work?”


“No changing the subject. Come on, out with it.”


“I still can’t believe you gave Todd my number.”


Jenny frowned. “Why do I sense you are avoiding the
topic? I tell you all about my dates.”


Sarah laughed. “That’s what I’m afraid of, I’ll
cross over the line into too much information.”


Jenny waved her hand, she wasn’t upset. “Maybe I
should call Todd and ask him.”


“You wouldn’t!”


“Aha! So you’re afraid of what he’d say!”


Sarah blushed. Just what would Todd say?
Would he brag about what had happened?


Would he tell Jenny that not only had he fucked
Sarah, but his friend Brad had as well? And would he tell her about. . .


Sarah had enjoyed every minute of it. But now, in
the bright light of day, it seemed more like a dream, an erotic sexual fantasy.


Not that any fantasy she ever had would come close
to what actually had happened. 


Maybe it was a dream, after all.


“I have to go to the bathroom,” she said. When she
got up, her legs trembled, and her back was stiff.


In fact, she was sore everywhere.


That’s what getting bent over a bar and fucked would
do.


It hadn’t been a dream at all.


 


 


 


Sarah was just coming out of the bathroom
when her phone rang. She never liked talking on the phone in public, she
thought it was rude. She ducked into a little alcove which separated the
hallway to the restrooms from the restaurant, well hidden behind a half wall of
tall potted bamboo.


The caller ID said, Brad’s Craft Distillery.


A hot tingle across her chest. That’s where she had
been the night before. Where it had all happened. She hesitated, then answered
the call. “Hello?”


“It’s Brad.”


Of course. Todd must have given Brad her number.
Sarah needed to decide right now if her acts the night before had been a one
time event. In the span of a few hours she’d gone from a woman who hadn’t had
sex in forever to an out of control slut who’d succumbed to utter debauchery. A
woman who had been cautiously exploring the dating scene a few years after a
bad divorce, looking for a solid relationship. Instead, she’d found herself in
the dingy back room of a bar, giving it up with abandon, a wailing release of
years of pent up frustration.


She needed to decide if she should just hang up,
just forget that the man on the phone, the big, rough biker, had brazenly
pulled out his cock and practically shoved it in her face.


Try to forget the fact that she’d sucked it.


And more.


She could hang up right now.


Brad seemed to be waiting, as if he knew what she
was thinking.


All Sarah had to do was press the end button. She
could block his calls. She could block Todd’s calls. She could just pretend it
had been a wild fantasy, a dream.


She leaned against the wall, and though she needed
no reminder, the hard tile felt like a strong man behind her, pressing into her
back. Her legs shook, forcing on her a sudden urge to reach back, not to hold
onto the wall, but to wrap her hands around Brad’s thighs.


Hang up, or. . .


“What do you want?” she asked.


Sarah knew that those words could sound cold, defensive,
and yet with just a slight change in tone, could sound provocative, inviting,
even slutty. 


“You should be asking, what do you have to offer?”


What did that mean? “Okay,” she said tentatively.
“What do you have to offer?”


Sarah thought he was going to say something boorish,
like my cock. She barely knew him; other than his powerful masculinity
and his sexual demands he was a mystery. She didn’t even know his last name.


She couldn’t remember not knowing the last name of
any man she’d slept with, even the few one night stands she’d had in college.


Brad surprised her when he said, “How would you like
to work here?”


“What?” She was taken aback by the offer, so
different from what she thought he might say. She said the first thing that
popped into her head. “But I don’t know anything about making alcohol.”


“Who said anything about you making alcohol? I want
you to serve.”


Sarah laughed, a little nervously, maybe
subconsciously relieved that Brad wasn’t asking her for sex. And maybe just a
little disappointed. Hadn’t she been good? Is that how he thought of her now,
not a woman to fuck, just one to serve drinks? “I already have a job,” she said,
fighting to keep her voice neutral.


“Not like this.”


Sarah took a step toward the restaurant. Jenny was
going to wonder where she was. “I’ve already been a waitress. I’m not knocking
it, but I like my current job.”


“Who said anything about being a waitress?”


“Oh.” Sarah collapsed back against the wall as the
realization of what Brad was saying hit her. “You mean, serve. . .”


“I already make good booze. I need a little edge,
it’s a competitive market. Now, don’t get me wrong, I wouldn’t want you out
front for the regular customers. I was thinking more of high priced private
tastings, if you know what I mean. Like you did last night.”


“I—I. . .”


“Of course, I’ll pay you. And if you want to do some
waitressing, that’s fine, so you won’t feel you’re just, you know. But from
what we saw last night, you might be enjoying the private room so much you
might not care.”


Now Sarah really should have hung up. Sure,
she’d been thinking she needed a change in her life, maybe a new job. Anything
to break her out of her mid life rut. Maybe a different job role. Or a
different company. 


Not this.


Brad was basically asking her to put out for
strangers. Men who would pay. Strong men. Bikers.


She should have been appalled.


Instead, a hot shiver ran up her legs, sending a
shock right to her pussy, which contracted, as if protecting itself from an
upcoming onslaught. Her body talking to her. Warning her.


Or telling her what it wanted.


Her legs came together, and without thinking her
hand dove to her crotch to shield herself, pushing her skirt tight against her
thighs.


Too late. A sudden wetness betrayed her inner
emotions, soaking her panties with her shameful desires.


She crashed back into the ladies room, frantically
pawing at the door of a stall, slamming it shut and collapsing against it. Holding
the phone with one hand, she frantically lifting the hem of her skirt.


“Sarah?”


“I’m—I’m thinking about it,” she managed. And she
was, she couldn’t help it. She’d gone so long without sex after her divorce,
always expecting that she’d have to ease back into it, find some man to love.
Instead she’d had wild sex with two men, virtual strangers.


And had loved every minute of it.


The sex had released years of pent up desires. Her
pussy, still sore from the pounding she had received, screamed for more
attention, more than her fingers could provide. But that’s all she had. She
pushed past her sopping panties, mashing her already swollen clit.


She hadn’t stopped to see if anyone else was in the
bathroom, she didn’t care, she was past caring. Her legs were splayed wide, her
heels slipping on the floor, her back jammed against the door. Anyone in the
bathroom would be able to see under the door, her strange position, hear her
moans.


“Sarah? You need some help there?” 


And she realized he knew, the cocky bastard,
he knew what his offer was doing to her. He couldn’t know she was in a public
place, maybe he thought she was alone at home, or in her office. . .


“”I think I’ve got it under control,” she gasped.


Brad’s voice was smug. “That’s good. We wouldn’t
want you losing control, would we? Not until you start your new job, of
course.”


And just like that Sarah knew she’d consider his
offer, or at least fantasize about it. Her fingers flew over her clit, faster,
harder, her entire hand soaked with her juices. 


“I want you here tomorrow,” said Brad. His voice
filled her mind, just as his cock had filled her pussy. “Although if you want
to come right now. . .”


“Yes, I’m going to come!” she said, way too loud,
her voice reverberating in the tiled room. Her orgasm hit her so hard she
slammed against the stall, just as she heard the bathroom door open, voices.
Sarah was still spasming, she screamed, then in shocked realization she clasped
her hand over her mouth to bite off the sound, spinning in the stall, the smell
of her sex driving into her nostrils, her juices on her lips as she shoved her
knuckles in her mouth to smother another scream.


 


 


 


 


At home that night, after a long hot
shower, Sarah lay in her bed, the sheets thrown off. She’d had time to recover
from the shocking events of last evening and today.


Partially recover. She still ached from the pounding
she had taken from Brad and Todd. She’d been so caught up in it, losing
herself, succumbing to their powerful aura.


Any normal woman might have recoiled, should have
been ashamed. Any normal woman never would have done what she had done. Not
only last night, but in the restaurant today. If she was going to be excited
about some fantasy with strangers, it should be here in bed, alone, not in a
public restroom.


Maybe she wasn’t normal.


Or maybe every woman had a deep hidden desire to be
taken the way she had, for just a little while to be nothing more than a sexual
being, to just experience the wildness of unencumbered sex. Certainly other women
must have had that fantasy.


But had they acted on them? Would they have done
what Sarah had done, if they had the opportunity?


Todd and Brad had uncovered her inner slut. Not only
uncovered it, but unleashed it. 


Now Sarah had to decide if she should bury any
further thoughts and cravings, smother those desires deep under the blanket of
responsibility.


Because if she accepted Brad’s offer, who knew where
things might end up.


Sore as her pussy was, it didn’t stop her from
rubbing herself into another wild orgasm, reliving her night in the private
room.


 


 


 


 


“What are you doing after work, Sarah?” 


Sarah’s eyes jumped up from her computer. Her
assistant, Mae, was standing next to her desk.


“That’s exactly what I was wondering myself,” said
Sarah. And she had been. Tonight was the night Brad wanted her to start working
at the distillery. Working being a rather innocuous way to describe what
he had planned for her.


“A few of us are going to go to this new place, in
case you want to come. It sounds like fun.”


Mae was much younger than Sarah, and very
traditional and conservative. Actually, the way Sarah had always thought of
herself until recently. She wasn’t sure if she and Mae were on the same page,
though, about what would be fun.


“What is it?” Sarah asked, stalling as she took a
sip of coffee.


“It’s a new place, they make craft drinks. You know,
alcohol.”


Sarah almost spit out her coffee. Mae must mean
Brad’s place, there was no way Sarah could show up there. . .or even
worse, be working there, when Mae and Sarah’s co-workers showed up.
Imagine their shock seeing their boss, a rather senior executive, serving
drinks, probably dressed in some skimpy outfit. . .


“Sarah?”


Sarah coughed. “Sorry, my coffee went down the wrong
way. I didn’t take you for much of a drinker, Mae.”


Mae smiled. “I’m not really, it just sounds like
fun, and I do like the flavored beers.”


“Beer?”


“Yes, it’s a brewpub. I haven’t been to this one,
but we’ve been to others. You should come. Unless you have other plans.”


Beer. Couldn’t be Brad’s place. Sarah relaxed a
little. Normally she didn’t go out with her staff; it was important to maintain
a little distance and professionalism. Yet maybe this was exactly what she
needed. Sarah had also been told in her upward feedback that she could be a
little aloof—a byproduct of her getting accustomed to her new executive
role—and going out for a few beers would give her a chance to connect with her
staff.


And a reason to put off making a decision about
working for Brad.


“Sure,” she said. “It sounds like just what I need.”


 


 


 


The brewpub, thankfully, was nowhere near
Brad’s distillery. Sarah pulled into the lot behind David’s SUV. David had
offered to be a designated driver, and Mae and three other women piled out of
his car after him. They’d offered Sarah a ride, in case she wanted to drink,
but she said she’d just take a few sips because she wasn’t one for beer, she’d
be okay. Another car from work slipped in next to her, this one all men from
the office.


Inside, it was like any other brewpub, maybe even
like the front room of Brad’s place, not that Sarah had actually seen it yet. A
good sized crowd sat at booths which surrounded a four sided bar.
Waitresses—none of them scantily clad—wove their way between the tables holding
trays filled with mugs and samplers.


The office group pulled a few tables together and
sat down. At first things were a little quiet, everyone a bit nervous in front
of their boss, but once the beer started flowing they seemed to relax. Sarah
tried her best to just be one of the gang.


Sarah tried a small beer sampler, just sipping. The
entire experience was so different from what she had just a few nights ago, sampling
hard liquor instead of fruity beer. Not only sampling, but having it virtually
poured down her throat. . .


Stop it, she admonished herself. She was here
to have a good time. This wasn’t the time or place for decadent thoughts.


Sarah hadn’t let Brad know her answer. He probably wouldn’t
expect her until later; she still had time to decide. Even if she did go, it
wasn’t like he would have set up a private tasting for her on her first night,
would he?


Or maybe he’d just want Sarah for himself.


And Todd, would he be there?


Sarah watched Mae take a tentative taste of a beer.
Mae was so innocent. She was only twenty one, and every time Mae even got close
to a man she blushed crimson and dropped her voice. Sarah bet that she was
still a virgin. Mae giggled self consciously as she swallowed the beer, her
friends laughing good naturedly. One of the women, another petite Asian named
Christina, seemed even more shy than Mae.


This was exactly what Sarah needed to get grounded
back into reality. Hanging out with a bunch of virgins who could barely deal
with a few sips of beer.


Their waitress came with the next sampler round, a
pretty petite brunette, probably in her late twenties. Her nametag said Lisa,
and she seemed to be enjoying her job. She picked up the empty glasses and
carried her tray around the bar. Sarah watched as the waitress went through a
double swinging door into the back, presumably the kitchen. Next to the kitchen
was another door, closed. Very much like the door at Brad’s. Was there a
private room back there? Did the owner of this brewpub have private tastings?


Did Lisa work in that room too, doing more than
serving drinks?


“Sarah? You should try this lemonade beer! It’s
great!” said Mae.


Sarah shivered. “That sounds so—.” So much like what
a youngster would say, she thought. What on earth was she doing here with these
young people? She looked around at all her staff, all watching her expectedly.
She could easily be all their mothers. Well, not all of them, there were seven
people there, how many times would you have to have sex to get pregnant seven
times?


Maybe only seven times, if you had more than one man
planting his seed in you each time.


What had made her think that?


She shivered again, this time not from any thoughts
of beer. She took a sip. It tasted so—young.


“It’s different,” she said, grimacing. Everyone
laughed.


David, the cute designated driver, said, “It must be
an acquired taste.”


“Maybe you’ll get used to it,” said Mae.


Sarah realized she was staring at David, he had
fiendishly adorable brown wavy hair. She quickly turned away. What was she
thinking? No way she could have those kinds of thoughts over one of the men who
worked for her. 


Besides he was so young. . .


About Todd’s age. That hadn’t stopped her last
night.


Yet Todd seemed so mature compared to David. David
was not immature, yet he wasn’t yet a man. He wouldn’t have done what Todd had
done to her, bent her over and fucked her, and then pulled out a cigar to
celebrate.


Young was good, but young and mature was much
better. Aged to perfection.


If that was your thing.


Sarah suddenly realized she needed to find out, or
else she’d forever wonder.


“I’m afraid I have to go,” she said. “I have another
commitment. Thank you all for inviting me.”


“But the night is young!” said Mae.


Which is exactly what Sarah was thinking. “You all
have a great time.” 


“You too!” everyone replied.


Sarah smiled. “Sometimes you just got to do what you
got to do.”


 


 


Sarah sat in her car, the smooth engine
purring, mirroring her own inner heat, yet held in check by the emergency brake
of her mind. Was she really going to go through with this?  Start working
nights at a bar? Doing who knows what?


Maybe she had misunderstood about the job offer.
Maybe it was Brad’s way of saying he wanted to be with her again. He was a
rough and tough biker. Maybe he didn’t do soft and cuddly and wasn’t the type
to call a woman up and ask whether she had a good time. 


She was actually surprised he had called at all. 


Todd, maybe he would have called. But not Brad. Not
hard ass, take whatever he wanted Brad.


Maybe the job offer had been a joke. Brad’s way of
telling her he wanted her, without having to come right out and say it. Pretend
she was working there, of course he’d want benefits.


Sarah laughed to herself. Wasn’t it usually the
employee who got benefits?


Brad and Todd must think she was just some horny
middle aged woman, out for a little fun. She wondered how many other women had
been there, how many other women they’d fucked.


How many other women had been offered this job.


If there even was a job. She had a vision of
walking in to the distillery, Brad surprised she was there, all a joke, Sarah
embarrassed.


Or worse, her showing up, Brad not available, in the
private room with another woman.


Why should she care? So she’d had sex with a few
men. Sarah was sure she wasn’t the first woman who had done something crazy.
Okay, maybe not that crazy, but you know.


Besides, she couldn’t very well show up to work in a
distillery with her office outfit, could she? She had on a conservative
business suit, a blue blazer with a knee length skirt, short heels, a simple
white blouse. Her hair was firmly tied up and back. She certainly looked more
like a banker than a back room worker in a bar.


She’d calmed down. Time to act her age. She’d had her
crazy fun fling, and that was that. She couldn’t very well go mooning over her
own employees, or go work in a bar. Masturbating in a public restroom, what was
wrong with her? She had more self control than that.


And to prove it, she’d go to Brad’s bar. Not to work
in the back room, or to serve. She’d proudly walk in the front door, just another
customer. She’d prove it to herself and to Brad that she was no one to be taken
lightly, or be taken.


 


 


Parked near the distillery, Sarah glanced
at herself in the visor mirror. She considered letting down her hair, changed
her mind. She wasn’t going in to pick up some guy. This was who she was, a
fortyish divorced executive woman stopping by for a drink on the way home.


She got out of the car and was proud of how confidently
she walked in the front door. The place wasn’t as big as the brewpub. Instead
of one large bar there were two smaller bars, one on either side of the room,
with tables in between. Along one wall was a seating area of couches and lounge
chairs. To the right, a separate room behind a glass door, Sarah catching sight
of two men lighting up. A cigar bar.


A small alcove split the far wall, leading to a closed
door. Sarah knew what lay beyond that door. Her confidence wavered, and she
quickly moved her eyes away.


The place was busy, a very different mix of
customers than at the brewpub. This was a rougher part of town. Way more men
than women, big, working men. Three bikers at the bar. Two tables of upwardly
mobile millennials, looking out of place but appearing to be having a good
time. 


Virtually all of the men in the bar, even the young
millennials, turned to check her out.


Sarah almost spun on her heel and left. Instead, she
screwed up her courage and walked to the bar, with more confidence than she
felt. She was acutely aware of the men ogling her as she walked. 


There were no other single women in the entire
place.


Sarah took a stool at the far end of one of the
bars, where she’d have a modicum of privacy. Fortunately, Brad wasn’t there.
Sarah wasn’t ready to face him, not yet.


A very buff bartender wearing a tight black athletic
shirt came over right away. He had very toned arms covered with tattoos, one of
which showed a centaur and another character Sarah could not make out. The
bartender had a wonderful three day beard and dark Mediterranean skin.


“The usual?” he asked.


Sarah looked up at him, surprised. “I don’t have a
usual. I mean, I haven’t been to this bar.” Not the front room, anyway.


The bartender looked at her closely. He had sexy
green speckled eyes, and Sarah had to resist the urge to stare. “Are you sure?”


Sarah looked away as she said, “I’m positive, I’ve
never had a drink at this bar.” Which was technically correct.


“Oh, sorry. I thought I recognized you. I’m Tyler. What
will you have?”


Sarah remembered exactly the special concoction that
Brad had served her in the private room: Whiskey 20-25. But she couldn’t very
well ask for that after she had told the bartender she hadn’t been there.
Instead she said, “What do you suggest?”


Tyler’s green eyes sparkled. “That depends. What do
you like?”


His question could have been completely innocent,
but to Sarah it reeked of sexual possibilities. She answered truthfully, “I
used to think I knew, but I’ve been pleasantly surprised when I’ve tried new
things.”


Tyler nodded. “It’s good that you are so—open
to new experiences.”


Sarah felt a wave of heat, her body reacting to the
sexy man’s implications, of her opening herself, opening her mouth, her legs. . .


Stop it. She was here to prove that her whole
sex escapade had been a fluke. 


As if a threeway could be a fluke.


A threeway that might have turned into a gangbang if
she hadn’t begged off, finally coming to her senses. She’d practically run out
of the back room, followed by the laughter of all the men.


“Why don’t you surprise me,” she said.


“I’ll do a sampler for you.” Tyler pulled out four
shot glasses and set them on a black tray. As he poured he said, “Here are four
whiskeys, ranging from youngest to oldest. Try them in order.”


Sarah took a sip of the first one over the attentive
eye of the bartender. She gasped. It was sharp and pungent; even the tiny taste
setting off a hot and fiery reaction in her throat. Just like Todd, she
thought. The youngest man she’d ever been with as an older woman, Todd had set
her afire.


The bartender laughed. “Got you, didn’t it?”


Sarah blushed, because that’s what she was thinking,
only not about the drink. She picked up the second glass. This one was
marginally less rough, sharp edged. Honed like a knife. Like the bartender.


The third one was bolder and rougher. It made her
think of Brad. Big and strong and mouth filling.


The last one went down so smoothly that Sarah didn’t
realize she’d done almost the entire shot, but then all at once it hit her, her
head spinning. “Wow,” she marveled.


The bartender said, “That one sneaks up on you,
doesn’t it? It would have been an entirely different experience if you’ve taken
them the other way.” He refilled the fourth glass. “Go ahead, try it.”


“That’s already more than I was thinking of
drinking,” she protested.


“Don’t worry, I won’t let you get drunk. Unless, of
course, that’s what you want, then I just won’t let you drive.” 


Sarah couldn’t tell if he was joking. To give
herself a breather, she pointed to his tattoo. “What is that?”


Tyler rolled up his sleeve. Sarah squinted, the
image finally making sense, the centaur was poised on two legs, straddling—a
woman. She was bent over, being taken from behind. The image was so debauched,
yet oddly sensual. “That’s very interesting,” she managed to say.


“Yeah, those Greeks had some imaginations. My ex
girlfriend got me that tattoo. That’s her on the tat.” 


Sarah frowned. “Your girlfriend?” Why would a woman give
a man a tattoo of herself having sex with a half man, half horse? “Why?”


Tyler shrugged. “You know, she thought it was
appropriate.” He stared at Sarah until it dawned on her what he meant.
Involuntarily her eyes dropped to look at his crotch, but it was behind the
bar. But Tyler had caught her looking. “Yup, that’s it,” he said, not sounding
cocky, just matter of fact.


Sarah had heard the expression hung like a horse.
She couldn’t imagine that the bartender could be any bigger than Brad, who had
the biggest, thickest cock she’d ever seen. “She’s not your girlfriend
anymore?”


“Not really. She couldn’t take the—pressure.” The
bartender grinned. “After me she ended up with Brad for a while—this is his
place—because she needed someone a little—easier to deal with.”


Sarah’s thighs tightened on the stool. Tyler must
not have been talking about cocks after all. There was no way any woman
would think that Brad’s would be easier to take. Really, that couldn’t be
possible. Could it?


 “Come on, have your drinks,” Tyler said.


Sarah picked up the fourth glass, and this time took
just a little sip. It was so smooth. She worked her way down the other
samplers. This time the youngest whiskey almost choked her. And yet, after she
sipped it, that’s the one she was ready to try again.


“Funny, isn’t it? The older one you can take all
day, but it’s the youngest that’s always ready to go.”


Sarah was sure now that Tyler was flirting with her.
Or maybe this was his chatter with all the women. “Are you always so forward?”


“Just with beautiful women.”


“Thank you. You must get good tips.”


“That too,” he said. “So what are you up for next?”


Maybe it was the alcohol talking, but Sarah couldn’t
help replying, “I don’t know, what are you up for?”


Tyler ran his finger around the shot glass that held
the oldest whiskey. “I like it a little more aged. So I can savor it.” Tyler’s
eyes came up to meet Sarah’s, unleashing a hot shiver than ran down her neck
and to her breasts, as if his tongue was running along her skin. She had come
here to prove she wasn’t a slave to sex, that she had self control, but if at
that moment Tyler had asked her to leave she would have followed him willingly.


Who was this woman she had become? A week ago she
was looking for a man to love. Now she was looking for a man to fuck.


She never got to find out, because at that moment the
door to the private tasting room opened. Brad stood in the doorway, his
piercing blue eyes pinning Sarah in place. Framed in the doorway, he looked
even tougher and sexier than the last time she had seen him. His legs were
spread wide, his shoulders huge, a confident, powerful man. He wore a leather
vest over a white tee shirt, tight jeans, and black boots. His hair was thick
and a little wild, a male just fucked look.


Sarah couldn’t take her eyes off him.


He didn’t smile, just crossed to her and laid his
huge hand on the back of her neck, this one small gesture a sign of his
ownership. Sarah’s head tilted back, feeling powerless, her planned self
control slipping away.


“I knew you’d come,” he said.


Sarah fought to regain control, but it was hard to
think straight with Brad’s hand resting on her neck. He wasn’t squeezing, but just
having his rough hands on her slim neck made her feel helpless. “I wanted to
try something new.” She meant the whiskey, but too late realized what she’d
said.


“Not satisfied with what you got?” snarled Brad.


“I meant—”


“Never mind.” Brad gave her outfit a once over. “Are
you going to work in that?”


“I just came from the office.”


Brad shrugged. “The conservative librarian look.
Might work.”


“I’ve had one of those,” said Tyler. “Works for me.”


“But you aren’t the customer,” said Brad.


Tyler grinned. “Don’t I get a bonus?”


“After. Can’t have you stretching her out before a
tasting.”


Sarah cringed. They were talking about her like she
was a piece of sexual meat. She’d never been treated like this. She
couldn’t imagine being at her office job, rough men acting like she wasn’t
there, talking about having sex with her. And yet, something about it was
incredibly exciting, these hot men wanting her. Knowing that other men would
want her too.


“I haven’t agreed to anything,” she said.


“Then why are you here?” asked Brad.


“To—.” It sounded foolish now, to claim she was
there to prove she didn’t need to be there. Even though that was the
truth.


“Maybe you can just try it out for a night,”
suggested Tyler.


Sarah looked back and forth between the two men.
Tyler seemed like he really wanted her to stay. Brad looked like he didn’t give
a shit either way. Which, oddly, made her want to stay all the more. “What
exactly would my duties entail?”


Tyler glanced over at Brad, and the biker nodded,
some secret message passing between them. “You can bring drinks to the tables,”
said Tyler. “Maybe sit with a table and do some samplers with them. That is, if
they want you.”


The way he said want you made Sarah shudder.
But it sounded innocuous enough. Certainly she’d be able to do that, and then
walk out of here with her head held high and on her own terms.


“That sounds okay,” she said.


Brad’s fingers tightened ever so slightly on her
neck. “I take people at their word.”


“And I don’t say things I don’t mean,” said Sarah,
hotly.


Brad gave her a long look. “Good,” he said. He
turned to Tyler. “She’s yours—out front, that is.”


 


 


 


An hour later, Sarah was a little more
relaxed. She could do this. Although she did get hot and flushed every
time she went to the bar to get drinks from Tyler. After Brad’s comment about
Tyler ‘stretching her’, and Tyler’s obvious interest, she had to fight the urge
to look at Tyler’s crotch. So far she only managed to avoid staring about half
the time.


Tyler certainly noticed, and kept giving her cocky
grins. Every time he caught her looking, Sarah flushed and rushed to get drinks
to a table. The place was filling up fast. Most of the customers seemed pretty
normal, just couples and friends out for a good time, the after work crowd a
little less shady.


Sarah was just dropping off a tray of samplers when
the front door banged open and three burly men strode in like they owned the
place. They looked around, caught sight of Sarah, causing her to freeze like a
deer in headlights. All bikers, thick, burly arms, tattoos, tight pants, worn
black boots and leather jackets. Two of the men were white, one was black.


The one in front, a wide shouldered rough
complexioned man with a beard, looked over at the bar. Sarah followed his eyes,
and Tyler jerked his head. To Sarah it seemed that Tyler was pointing her out
to them. 


The bearded man nodded and led the other two toward
an empty table near Sarah. They sat down and ogled her brazenly.


Sarah withdrew to the bar, feeling their eyes on her
ass. 


“Those guys are regulars,” said Tyler. “Here, bring
them this.” He pulled out a bottle from a cabinet behind the bar. “They have
their own stock.”


Sarah nervously put the bottle on a tray with three
glasses.


“Five glasses,” said Tyler. “They’re expecting one
more.”


“Then four glasses, right?”


Tyler grinned. “They might want you to have a drink
with them.”


Sarah hesitated. But if they just wanted her to sit
for a drink, that didn’t sound so bad. Sarah did as she was told and headed toward
the table. The men were still staring at her openly, making her feel almost
naked.


At the table she set down the bottle and glasses.
“Should I serve you?” she asked. She meant pour their drinks. Why had
she said it that way?


Up close she could smell the leather. The second white
man had a dense three day beard and steel hard eyes. The third man was clean
shaven, black, yet he was the toughest looking of them all. He gave Sarah a
tiny hint of a smile. She automatically smiled back, until she followed his
eyes, he was staring down her blouse. 


“Don’t pour until the boss gets here,” said the
first man. 


“Okay, when—”


Sarah felt a presence behind her. She turned to see
an enormous black man towering over her. His head was shaved and he had the
most powerful torso Sarah had ever seen, his muscles clearly outlined in his
dark blue silk shirt. He wore no leather but looked even tougher than the
leather clad bikers. He was a little older than the others, maybe early
thirties.


Sarah was blocking one of the open chairs and she
moved out of the way. As the big black man sat down he brushed against her, and
it was like she’d rubbed up against a stone wall, he was that hard.


Sarah felt his eyes on her as she carefully poured
the drinks. Their aura was overwhelming, testosterone floating through the air.


“Pour one for yourself, Sarah,” said the black man,
who was obviously the boss.


Sarah filled the last glass, wondering how he had
known her name. They all picked up their glasses. Sarah wasn’t sure what to do.
The boss handed her the last glass and she stood there uncertainly. 


The boss raised his glass to her and the other
bikers followed suit, then they all did their shots in one gulp. Sarah felt she
had no choice but to do the same. The drink was pungent and powerful.


“Aged to perfection,” said the boss, undressing her
with his eyes.


Sarah was wondering if he was talking about her or
the drink. Unconsciously her feet pulled together, and her hand fell to the top
of her chest, covering herself.


The boss laughed. “If you think that will help.” He
jerked his hand to the glasses. “Another round.”


Sarah refilled their glasses but not hers. The boss
grabbed her arm, his fingers like a vice. “Too good to drink with us?”


“No, no. I’m just—I had a few too many already.”


“Fill it up,” he ordered.


Sarah glanced over at the bar, where Brad was
watching her carefully. She had told him she’d do the job, so she poured the
drink. Once again the four men lifted their glasses and did the shot. Sarah
hesitated, then downed her drink, the whiskey hot and smoky. 


“Refill,” said the boss.


Sarah started to fill his glass, but the bottle was
empty.


“Get us another one,” he said.


Sarah went back to the bar. Brad was talking to
another customer. Tyler had already set a new bottle on the counter.


“How did they know who I was?” asked Sarah.


“From this,” Tyler replied. He pulled out his phone,
flipped to a photo, and turned it so she could see. 


Sarah was shocked to see a photo of a woman, or the
back of a woman, bent over, her face in a man’s crotch, her hand wrapped around
his huge cock, the head in her mouth. Something about the dress the woman was
wearing looked familiar, no, it couldn’t be. . .


It was her. She was the woman, the photo
taken from behind as she had sucked on Brad. She shuddered, looking around
wildly, making sure no one was looking. Thankfully she couldn’t really be
identified in the photo, her face wasn’t visible. It could be just some crude
random porn shot.


“Where did you get that?” she gasped.


“The same place I got this one.” Tyler swiped to the
next photo. To Sarah’s horror, in this photo she was naked, bent over again,
this time with a cock in her pussy and another one in her mouth, her head up,
her eyes closed in blissful pleasure.


And her face clearly recognizable.


She hadn’t seen either man with a camera, which
could only mean. . .


“You look great on video,” said Tyler. “Told you I
recognized you.”


“No, no, it can’t be, they wouldn’t dare. . .”


“A little late for that. Anyway, that’s how Lucian—he’s
the boss at the table—knows who you are.”


Sarah’s head snapped around to the four men at the
table, and then back to Tyler. “He’s seen this?”


“Why do you think he’s here tonight with his posse?
This,” said Tyler, indicating the photo, “was the menu. Now he’s here to
check you out in person to see if he wants a private tasting. You should be
honored, he picked you out.”


“No,” she practically wailed. “This can’t be
happening, I didn’t agree to—”


“Didn’t agree to what?” Brad’s gravelly voice cut
in.


Sarah was breathing fast, her heart thumping. “I
didn’t agree to, I can’t—”


“Don’t worry about how you’re dressed,” said Brad.
“You’ll be fine.”


“No, I—”


Brad gave her a hard look. “You’re not backing out,
are you? You told me you meant what you said. You don’t want me to look bad in
front of my best customers, do you?”


“But they’re strangers!” protested Sarah. “You can’t
expect me to. . .”


“To what? Suck their cocks and fuck them like you
did me?”


“That was different!”


“Really?” Brad scoffed. “You’d never met me, I
didn’t see any hesitation when you took my cock in your mouth, when you—”


“Okay, okay!”


“Okay, you’ll do it?”


Sarah couldn’t hold Brad’s eyes, so she turned to
Tyler for help, but he was grinning widely. In desperation she looked at Lucian
and his crew. They were all watching her, expectedly. 


Sarah shuddered at the thought of having sex with
four strange men. But they were all so hot in their own way. Lucian, with his
cool, confident demeanor and sexy shaven head. She’d never been with a black
man and always wondered what it would be like. And the others, rough men, like
the men she’d furtively glanced at whenever she’d seen one on a bike, even
though she could never imagine being with those kind of men in real life.


She could walk out right now, that is, if they let
her. Of course they would, wouldn’t they? There were all these people around. 


But if she went in that back room. . .


She’d be on her own. Just her and four, big, rough,
strangers.


Never in her life could she have imagined she’d be
facing such a choice. Yet a week ago, if someone had told her she would have sex
with two men at the same time, men she barely knew, she would have laughed out
loud. Yet not only had she done that, but they had taken her to a level of
sexual release she’d never dreamed possible. And even after the fact, when the
cold hard reality should have turned her cold, she’d masturbated again and
again thinking about it.


Why was she really here? To prove that she didn’t
need wicked sex, or to get more of it?


Was she Sarah the conservative executive or Sarah
the slut?


A little voice whispered in her ear, a sex devil. You
can be both.


Maybe. . .


Maybe she should do this, just once. One wild, crazy
sexcapade to get rid of all her years of pent up sexual needs. Be such a slut
that she wouldn’t want or need to have sex for years.


Just get it out of her system, once and for all.


Her risk aversion mind spoke aloud. “Condoms.
Everyone has to wear condoms.” She’d had to rush to get morning after drugs the
other day, and hadn’t even dreamed of going on the pill, that had been a one
time thing, right?


Brad was already guiding her toward the back room.


 


 


 


Sarah’s heart began beating faster as she approached
the door. By the time she crossed the threshold the hair on her arms was
standing up, heat flushing the skin of her cleavage. 


The minute she entered the room small beads of
perspiration broke out on her neck, borne of the memory of what had taken place
there just a few nights ago. The dim lighting, the leather chairs.


The bar she’d been bent over.


She glanced up. There must be a camera somewhere,
she’d have to get that video erased. . .


Before she could open her mouth Brad grabbed her
waist and roughly spun her around. She shoved her hand against his chest but it
was like pushing a tree. Sarah thought he was going to kiss her but instead he
effortlessly lifted her up and set her on the bar.


“Stand up,” he ordered.


“What?”


“I want you standing up on the bar.”


Sarah gingerly stood up, feeling a little insecure
atop the bar, looking down at Brad, who was very close to her. She
instinctively closed her legs and pressed her skirt against her body. A foolish
gesture, she was hiding her thighs from a man who had fucked her.


“Why are you hiding that sweet pussy?” Brad shook
his head, disapproving, and Sarah slowly let go her skirt. Take off your
panties,” said Brad.


Sarah shook her head. Somehow having no underwear
seemed over the line decadent, which was ridiculous at this point. Her hands
wouldn’t move. Brad reached up and yanked them down, Sarah yelping. The panties
caught around her feet and Brad carelessly ripped them in half to free them.


He grabbed her ankles and spread her legs, Sarah
fighting to not fall. “Better,” grunted Brad. “Stay there.”


Brad went to the door, Sarah feeling naked even with
the rest of her clothes on, standing awkwardly on the bar, still in her heels.


Brad jerked his head and through the door came the
four men Sarah had served, led by Lucian. They were laughing and joking. 


“She’s all yours,” said Brad.


Brad stepped toward the door. Sarah blurted, “You’re
not leaving me, are you?”


“It’s their tasting, not mine,” said Brad. “Plus,”
he pointed up toward the ceiling, “I can always watch.”


Sarah looked from him to Lucian to the men, all five
of them studly hunks, sexier than any men she’d ever been with. She should
leave, she should jump off the bar, run out the front. . .


The little sex devil in her head whispered, Don’t
you want to find out what it would be like?


She did, but she shouldn’t, really, she should escape,
go home alone, this could be a nice, fantasy, safe in her bed.  . .


It won’t be the same, said the little voice. You’ll
always wonder.


Brad was giving her a cool look from the doorway.
“You know you want it,” he said.


And so help her, she did.


 


 


The door slammed shut, and the lock
clicked. Sarah didn’t know what to do. 


It didn’t matter, Lucian was in charge. He pointed
to the leather sofa and chairs. The other three men sat down and Sarah stooped
to get off the bar, but Lucian said, “Not you.”


He sat down and the four men just sat there, staring
at her. Sarah had never felt so self conscious in her life. Even though she was
fully clothed—almost, but they didn’t know that she had no underwear—just being
on display like this made her incredibly nervous. She would have been nervous
in this odd position if only one man had been there, even if she’d been in the
privacy of her own home with a man she knew. But four men, strangers. . .it
was overwhelming.


And yet. . .


A small part of her flushed with pride. These men
were there for her. Three of them were young enough she could be their
mothers. All four of them were so manly and hot they could probably get any
woman they wanted, any sexy young woman, a twenty year old with perfect skin
and tits and ass. And yet here there were. For her.


That they probably had been with perfect twenty year
olds didn’t matter. Not now. All that mattered was that they had chosen her.


A shiver ran along her arms, up to her neck, but it
was a shiver of heat.


“Dance,” said Lucian.


“Excuse me?”


“Dance for us. Pretend there are a hundred women
here who want us, and you have to win our attention.”


Sarah froze. She hadn’t gone out dancing in ten
years. And she’d never danced like this, on a bar. “There’s no music,” she
protested.


Lucian snapped his fingers and said “Jamal.” The
other black man pulled out his cell phone and started a music clip, a hip hop
dance beat. Sarah was so nervous she didn’t know what to do. She tried to move
her body a little to the music, failing. The beat was too fast, she wasn’t good
at this.


“You think that will get our attention?” said Lucian.


“Maybe a different song,” said Sarah.


Lucian nodded and the music changed, this one a
sensual gyrating mix. Sarah started to move, this was better, but after a few
seconds it was clear that if her life depended on it, she couldn’t dance this
way, not while on display. She was too self conscious.


A look of disapproval crossed Lucian’s face and Sarah
felt oddly disappointed in herself, as if this was a test she needed to pass,
not only for him but for herself. She tried again, but it was no use,. This was
music to rub up against someone with on a steamy dance floor, not dance to alone
on a bar. . .


Desperate, she jumped off the bar, and before anyone
had a chance to protest she stood in front of Lucian, trying to quickly catch
the beat, pretending he was standing next to her, that she was dancing with
him. She closed her eyes, moving her legs, gyrating her hips toward him. . .


It must have worked, because she felt a body against
hers, and she unconsciously leaned into it, opening her eyes into Lucian’s
broad chest, so close. . .


He moved his own hips forward slightly, their bodies
touching, sending a wave of heat through her. She wanted more contact, but Lucian
moved backward, and she gasped in dismay, following him with her body, her feet
now right between his legs, looking up into his eyes.


“That’s better,” he said. “Now work it.”


Sarah swung her hips from side to side, then back
and forth, shamelessly, like she was fucking him with her clothes on. She’d
never danced like this, and certainly wouldn’t have dreamed of dancing this way
in public. For some reason she suddenly felt uninhibited, the music freeing
her, giving her body a way to release all the sexual tension that had been
building since the minute she’d set foot in the bar.


Lucian grabbed her by the waist and spun her around,
pulling her against his crotch. Sarah gasped at the sheer brazenness of it, he
was handling her like he owned her. She slowed her movements but Lucian’s
strong hands shifted her from side to side, grinding into her ass. She gave in
to his power, her arms rising up, over her head, shimmying to the music,
wishing she was wearing a party dress instead of her work outfit. 


She craned her neck back to see his face, to find
out whether he approved. He didn’t react, his eyes still steely, so she ground
into him, feeling him respond, a thrill running through her as he hardened
against her ass, she was doing it to him! Still he kept his cool, making her
wonder, waiting, waiting. . .


Abruptly he bent down and smashed his mouth against
hers, Sarah responding with a desperation that welled up from deep inside. Her
neck thrown back awkwardly, still she sought his lips, her mouth opening
hungrily as he forced his tongue into her.


She’d never been kissed like this. Yet right now she
couldn’t get enough of his lips, his mouth, his tongue.


Sarah spun in his embrace, wrapping her arms around
him, at least as much as she could, his chest was that broad. She had to stand
on her toes, he was so tall. His hands grasped her roughly by the ass, lifting
her clear off her feet, Sarah hanging on for dear life, not caring there were
other men in the room, all she could think about was this sinful kiss.


Finally Lucian let her go, first her lips, then
unleashing her ass, and she almost toppled. She stood breathlessly in front of
him, her chest heaving.


“That’s good enough to get you to the next step,” he
said. He grabbed her arm and led her back to the bar.


Sarah thought he wanted her to get back on top, but
instead Lucian deftly twisted up onto the bar himself. Sarah was instantly
reminded of how Brad had done the exact same thing just before he’d pulled out
his cock. But Lucian didn’t undress himself, he just stared at Sarah.


She knew instinctively what he wanted.


She hesitated, this was the moment of no return.
Sure, she’d danced with Lucian, she’d kissed him, she’d rubbed up against him. Even
with all of that, it was no more than she might have done in a bar in college. She’d
danced with countless men, kissed too many to remember, rubbed up against a
few. 


But those times she’d been in the safety of being in
public, she knew she could leave anytime. Alone or with a man, it would be her
choice.


She glanced toward the door. She could still walk
out.


That’s what her mind said she should do. She’d gone
far enough.


But her body was on fire, a deep need surging from
within, a need that her threesome with Brad and Todd had unleashed. A need for
raw sex. A need to discover who she was.


What would these men do if she tried to leave now? Would
she have to fight her way free, struggle? Would they stop her, these four
strong men?


Would she want them to?


That was a question to be answered another time.


Sarah looked up into Lucian’s eyes. He gave off no
indication of what he was thinking. And yet. .. she’d felt his heat against
her, his passion in her mouth. 


Or had she imagined that? Was it just the reflection
of her own need?


Did she truly arouse this powerful man?


There was only one way to find out.


Without taking her eyes away from his, her fingers
felt for his belt. She unhooked it, then pulled down his zipper.


His cock jumped out and hit slapped against her face,
sending a wave of heat into her pussy. He was hard, all because of her. She had
given this incredibly sexy man an erection.


And what an erection it was. As she worked his pants
open his cock kept pushing against her chin, forcing her neck up, higher and
higher. She gasped, grabbing at his cock before it choked her from the outside.



The slightest hint of a smile played at Lucian’s mouth.



That was all Sarah needed. She slipped out her
tongue, the bottom of it on the head of his cock, working down along the front,
her eyes widening in wonder at its length and girth, filling her vision. Her
first black cock, thick and rock hard and so beautiful.


Her mouth was at the base, her tongue forcing its
way into his pants, reaching for the bottom, his rough hair assaulting the
inside of her mouth. Back up she came, not using her hand, just her mouth. When
she reached the top she moved her head back to take it all in. She never wanted
to forget this moment, his musk, the smooth ebony skin, the thick shaft.


Even her soaked pussy.


She opened her mouth and took him, his shaft sliding
along her tongue, deeper and deeper, her cheeks puffing wide. He was Todd and
Brad all wrapped into one, thick and long. She loved having him in her mouth,
but it wasn’t enough, she needed more contact, so she wrapped both her hands
around his shaft, stroking.


She was in an incredibly awkward position, bent
over, yet she didn’t care, nor did she care about the other men behind her,
watching her suck on their boss’s cock. All she could think about was what was
in her mouth, how she was making him feel. She wanted to see more of him, to
see him naked, to wrap her hands around his powerful thighs, but she didn’t
want to take her mouth off him.


She briefly wondered if one of the other men would
come up behind her and take her. Her pussy wanted attention, and yet she knew
she should draw the line somewhere, to have a semblance of control, to reassert
herself. An odd thought to have when she had a stranger’s cock in her mouth,
but that’s what came to mind.


Maybe she could just get Lucian off, rub her pussy
for her own release. The men behind her could be jerking themselves off watching,
they’d take care of their own needs. She could still escape.


No one touched her, no one lifted her dress, and she
felt oddly conflicted, not having to make a decision, yet strangely
disappointed. How could she be disappointed that she wasn’t being fucked by a
stranger? 


That was the slut speaking.


She must have lost concentration for an instant
because Lucian grabbed the back of her head and pushed her down on his member.
She took him deeper, deeper, he was at the back of her throat, and still both her
hands were wrapped around his cock, no, no more, please, she couldn’t take any
more. . .


Sarah stared to gag, she thought that would make Lucian
release the pressure, but though he stopped pushing he held her there, his way
of telling her he could shove his cock all the way down her throat and there
would be nothing she could do about it. Her throat constricted, struggling for
relief. Finally Lucian released her, Sarah gasping for air, and as soon as she
could she began sucking on him with abandon, wanting to please him, wanting to
please herself, because now it was obvious to her that she was getting just as
much pleasure out of this as he was.


Maybe more.


With no panties there was nothing to stop her juices
from dripping down her inner thighs, her body lubricating itself for the cock
it craved. Her excitement drove her mouth into a frenzy, her tongue, her lips,
her fingers all moving in harmony, a sound registering in her ears, she was moaning
with desire, with need.


His shaft bulged against her hands, a fire hose
being flushed with fluid, and without any other warning he shot a huge load of
cum into her mouth, and even knowing it could happen was no help, the thick
seed powering down her throat, forcing her to swallow. Then another load, and
another, each one so large it filled her entire mouth, barely giving her time
to swallow before the next one hit. She lost track of how many times, yet even
after multiple spasms the ejaculations were no less strong.


Sarah squeezed her legs together, trying to get some
friction on her clit, she so wanted to be touched, but no one helped her, and
her hands were busy.


Finally Lucian stopped shooting in her mouth, and Sarah
licked him clean, being rewarded with one last quivering spasm.


She looked up, her eyes bright, to see his reaction.


Lucian grunted once, his big hand briefly grasping
her cheek, this little sound and gesture a bravo shout of approval from him.


Gradually she realized how much her back hurt, and
she started to stand, but Lucian pushed her down instead, forcing her to her
knees. Then another hand was in her hair, unbeknownst to her one of the other
men was standing against the bar. No, not one man, all of them.


“Take care of my men,” said Lucian.


Sarah stared up at him in shock. Yes, she’d just
given him head, but that was because—why was it? Because she’d been so turned
on by him. She hadn’t been thinking of the other men, not really. She’d been
horny, turned on by Lucian, it would have been no different if she’d been on a
date, or had met him in a bar, a hookup.


Of course, a simple hook up didn’t end up with you
on your knees on the hard floor with a line of men to suck off.


“Look, your own sampler,” said Lucian, with a grin.


The men looked at her cockily, almost lazily. Expecting
her to comply.


Sarah couldn’t blame them. Her mouth was still
filled with the taste of Lucian’s cum, her throat still red from his forcing
her head down. She was on her knees, the rough floor scraping her skin.


And she was as aroused as she’d ever been in her
life.


Her pussy cried out for attention, and yet she
sensed it would never get any unless she did what she was told.


The first man she’d seen at the bar, the football
shouldered bearded one, was next in line. Sarah gingerly slid across the floor
to him. The man stared down at her, obviously waiting for her to make the next
move.


Where would she draw the line?


Sarah rationalized she wasn’t going to do anything
she hadn’t already done, not only tonight, but many times in her life. She’d
given blowjobs before. Not back to back with different men, but was it really
so different? Why was it okay if a woman slept with a man one night and a
different man two nights later, but not okay if there were fewer hours in
between?


Or just minutes?


What difference did it make?


A lot, of course. But right now, Sarah convinced
herself there was no difference at all, because she wanted to, because her body
told her to.


Her hands fumbled for his thick belt buckle, the
outline of his erection already visible in his jeans. That excited Sarah, and
she worked his pants down. His cock, constrained by the tight jeans, engorged
and lifted toward her face. He wasn’t as long as Lucian, but his cock had the
biggest head Sarah had ever seen, like a sledgehammer. Amazed, she wrapped her
hand around it and pulled the skin, and it grew even bigger, the slit opening
up so much she had a sudden urge to try to stick her tongue in it. She pulled
her head back to look, and the slit filled with viscous pre cum. Sarah licked
it clean, a wonderfully erotic taste.


She couldn’t believe she was doing this, sucking the
cock of a man whose name she didn’t even know. But her mouth had a mind of its
own, it seemed to know what to do with a cock in it. So did her hands, moving
up and down his veiny shaft. He must have liked what she was doing, because he
shifted his hips forward, deep moans of pleasure rumbling in his chest. 


“Use just your mouth,” he said.


Sarah let go his shaft, resting her hands on his
thick thighs, running her tongue around and around his huge helmet. It seemed to
grow even bigger in her mouth, like she was sucking on a balloon. She was just
about to use her free hand to touch herself when her wrist was grabbed and
yanked to the side.


“Hurry up, Kurt,” growled the other black man. He
obviously didn’t want to wait, because he had already dropped his pants and shoved
Sarah’s hand onto his cock.


“Wait your turn, Jamal,” said Kurt. “She isn’t going
anywhere.”


Sarah had a cock in her mouth and one in her hand.
It couldn’t get any crazier than this. . .


Until the last man, the one with the steely eyes,
moved over to where Lucian had been on the bar. He had also freed himself from
his jeans, and Sarah reached for him automatically. A cock in her mouth and one
in each hand.


She’d seen a porn video of this once, a goofy drunk
surprise from Richard. Sarah hadn’t been disgusted, just confused. Why would a
woman want three men at once? And what kind of man would want a woman who was
holding on to another man’s cock?


Now she understood.


Having a stiff cock in her hand had always been a
thrill, the excitement of turning on a man. Having a cock in her mouth had
always been so personal, so private.


Having both her hands wrapped around a cock and
another one in her mouth made her feel like a slut, and yet, oddly, made her
feel like she was almost in charge. She could almost pretend she was in
control, that it would be up to her to decide how these men felt, whether they
got off.


Or maybe not. Kurt grabbed the back of her head and
drove it down onto his cock, his enormous helmet scraping along the roof of her
mouth. She struggled to open wide so he wouldn’t scrape her teeth. Kurt didn’t
seem to care, he kept pushing, pushing. . .


And exploded, a huge blast of cum filling her mouth.
Sarah tried to swallow, but even as she did the next eruption spewed into her
mouth, making her gag, he was too deep. She fought to pull away but Kurt’s
strong hand was holding her down. The head surged in her mouth, shot after shot
filling her cheeks. Sarah couldn’t hold it all in, the cum escaping out her lips.


“About time,” muttered Jamal. “Clean yourself up and
get over here.”


“Who says you’re next?” It was the first words the
steely eyed man had spoken. Sarah’s eyes darted back and forth between the two
men. Even though she had both their cocks in her hand, they ignored her, giving
each other menacing looks.


“Fuck you say?” said Jamal.


“You heard me.”


Their anger flowed through their cocks into Sarah’s
hands. Oh my god, she thought. These two men are going to fight over
me.


Sarah had never experienced this situation. But
instead of being appalled or afraid, she flushed like an animal in heat. The
two lions fighting for the right to have the female lioness.


“I called it,” said Jamal.


“I think he did at that,” said Lucian, his voice
coming from behind Sarah. She gave a quick glance back. Lucian was sitting on one
of the leather chairs, very much relaxed and enjoying himself.


“Fuck this shit,” said the steely eyed man. He
dropped off the bar, his boots making a thump.


Jamal grinned and pulled Sarah’s head toward him.
“Come on, you know what to do. Ignore him.”


Sarah slid over, the hard floor scraping her knees,
like rug burn only worse. Jamal pointed his cock at her mouth. She’d never seen
anything like it. The shaft had a small curve, which she hadn’t noticed before.


She licked her lips, gathering the last of Kurt’s
cum. Just as she was about to take Jamal in her mouth she was grabbed around
the waist and lifted up. She squealed, her head turning, but just then Jamal
wrapped his hands in her hair and shoved his cock against her lips. 


“I told you, ignore him.”


Someone lifted Sarah’s skirt up roughly over her ass
and onto her back. She was so hot between the legs the sudden nakedness was
like a blast of cooler air. Lucian laughed behind her. “I see you dressed just
for us.”


“I’m tired of waiting,” said the steely eyed man.
“Unless you want to go first, Lucian?”


“Nah, go ahead. I’ve got something else in mind. And
I do like watching a prim and proper woman bent over discovering her inner
slut.”


Even though Sarah had a third cock in her mouth, a
part of her couldn’t believe she was being talked about this way. She was a
business executive! And what did Lucian mean about having something else in
mind?


Sarah had no time to wonder, because her legs were
roughly pulled apart. The hard edge of a belt buckle scraped her ass, the
steely eyed man’s hips pressing against her, his calloused hand on her thigh.


Finally, she thought, someone is going to
touch my clit!


She sucked harder on Jamal, wrapping her tongue
around the little bend in his cock. The other man wrapped his arm around her
belly, lower, lower. Touch me, she prayed. . .


He did, but not with his fingers. Instead his cock
drove forward, not onto her clit, but pushing right past her swollen labia. In
one hard thrust he buried himself in her, Sarah’s eyes opening wide in shock
and denial and even a little pain, as wet as she was she wasn’t ready. . .


“Don’t stop,” said Jamal, his voice ominous.


She had to, she couldn’t concentrate, the man whose
name she didn’t even know was slamming into her. Her mouth opened to scream, but
no words came out, her lips opening and closing.


“No teeth,” warned Jamal.


Sarah opened her mouth as wide as she could, and
just in time, because the steely eyed man shoved so hard in her she was smashed
against Jamal, her head whipping forward onto his cock. She instinctively drew
back, right into the next powerful thrust into her pussy. She grabbed onto
Jamal’s cock with both hands, trying to protect her throat, but he pinned her
wrists with one big hand. He roughly grabbed a handful of hair and began to
fuck her face.


The man behind her reached around and grabbed
Sarah’s breasts, hard, and she squealed, the sound changing to a moan, her
nipples relishing the attention. His thick fingers grabbed her teats through
her blouse. That must not have been enough for him because he shoved his hands
down her blouse. Two buttons popped off as he forced his fingers under her bra.


“Let’s see those tits,” said Lucian.


Sarah’s blouse was pulled down, her arms now pinned
behind her. The man behind her didn’t bother unhooking her bra, he just yanked
it down below her breasts. He resumed his fucking, Sarah’s breasts swaying with
each thrust.


Sarah couldn’t think straight, she was being
manhandled, it was so demeaning, and yet her body craved every second of it,
the harsh pounding, the face fucking. It was inconceivable this could excite
her, she was a feminist! Yet even as her mind was ashamed her body was
delirious with pleasure.


“Gonna unload in her,” grunted the man behind her.


Sarah shook her head in stunned panic, no, no, he
was supposed to be wearing a condom, she said condoms! 


“Beat you to it,” said Jamal, and without warning he
spasmed into Sarah’s mouth. She wasn’t ready, she was still panicked about the
unsheathed cock in her. “Aaahh!” groaned Jamal, shooting a powerful jet into
her mouth, quickly followed by another and another. Sarah couldn’t take it, she
jerked her head back, impaling herself on the steely eyed man’s cock. He
grunted, “Take it,” and Sarah felt his cock swell in her unprotected pussy.


She tried to break free, but there was nowhere to
go, her arms were still caught up in her blouse. She bent forward to try to
escape the cock inside her but that only forced Jamal deeper into her mouth.
His next spasm shot right down her throat, but he wasn’t done, holding her head
in place as he continued to unload in her mouth.


The man behind her had pressed himself tight against
her ass, no longer thrusting, and Sarah knew he was shooting his entire load in
her.


A man whose name she didn’t even know was sending
his seed into her unprotected pussy.


Sarah should have recoiled, she should have fought
to break free, she should have gone into shock. Instead, her deepest needs took
control. Her pussy contracted around his cock, milking it, demanding, and she began
to shake, a massive orgasm overtaking her, an orgasm set off not by being
touched, but from the sheer sinfulness, the thrill and excitement of being so
utterly taken.


Jamal started to pull out but she used her mouth to
hold him in place, her orgasm making her mouth quiver around him. Her fingers
stretched and grabbed at air, trying to reach the stranger behind her, to keep
him inside.


The cock in her mouth finally deflated, the man
behind her pulling out, and only then did Sarah’s orgasm subside. She stumbled
against the bar, too worn out to even free herself from her blouse, her skirt
twisted around her waist, her eyes closed. It took her forever to catch her
breath.


It suddenly occurred to her that she’d never had sex
with two men in the same month, let alone the same day. How had she gone from a
woman with only monogamous relationships and a long marriage to being
gangbanged by strangers?


It must have been her pent up desires, years of bad
sex and then no sex, driving her to a willingness to do anything to meet her
needs.


When she opened her eyes Lucian was standing in
front of her. He was naked, and hard again, and though Sarah couldn’t think
straight, a part of her was proud that she had obviously made him aroused
again, just by watching her have sex.


The last vestige of her old self forced her to say,
“You were supposed to wear condoms.”


They all laughed, and Lucian said, “What, you got
something we’re going to catch?”


“Me? No, not me. . .”


“Then what are you saying? Condoms are for whores,
we don’t do whores. You a whore?”


Sarah didn’t quite know how to answer that.


Lucian made a gesture toward her clothes. Sarah
hesitated, foolishly, how could she be ashamed to take off her clothes after
what she had done? Yet her clothes seemed the last layer of protection from
these powerful men. 


“You do it or I will,” said Lucian. “And if I do it
you better have another outfit, because you’ll have nothing left of that one.”


Sarah gingerly undid the remaining buttons on her
blouse and pulled it free. She unzipped her skirt and let everything fall to
the floor, leaving her clad in only her bra, which was still wrapped below her
breasts, making them stick straight out.


Lucian pointed at her bra, and Sarah unsnapped it,
shyly letting it drop.


“Come here,” said Lucian.


Sarah took a tentative step toward him, and then
another, only stopping when his hard cock hit her in the belly.


“On your toes,” said Lucian.


Sarah did as she was told, but she wasn’t tall
enough, his cock hitting her belly button. There was no way she could get high
enough to have him inside her.


Swiftly Lucian reached down and lifted her by the
ass. She instinctively wrapped her legs around his strong thighs and her arms
around his neck. She wanted to kiss him again, but she knew he wouldn’t want
that after she’d had another man come in her mouth. So she shoved her face into
his neck and held on for dear life, expecting him to push into her pussy.


Lucian pushed forward, but not against Sarah’s
pussy. He spread her ass wide, and the huge head of his cock slid up and rested
in the crack of her ass.


“No, no,” Sarah protested, “I can’t.” She’d
never had anal sex. Richard had put his finger in her once when he was drunk,
but she had recoiled, too stunned to react.


“Sure you can,” said Lucian.


Sarah felt so helpless, suspended in air. If he let
her down she’d impale herself on his cock. She shivered, part from the thought
of the pain, part from the desire to finally discover what it felt like.


“You’re too big,” she said, trying to buy time.


“We’ll just have to get you extra wide,” grinned Lucian,
spreading her ass so far she thought she was going to split in two.


Slowly he let her slip down, Sarah frantically
grabbing at him with her arms and legs. She didn’t have enough strength, and
now the only thing holding her up was Lucian’s thick pole up against her tight
puckered anus. Her arms began to fail her, she began to slip down. It seemed so
little of a distance, but it was enough to force Lucian’s head into her tight,
angry hole.


If she couldn’t hold on she’d be fucking herself in
the ass with his cock.


“Better relax,” said Lucian, “or this is going to
hurt.”


There was no way she could relax, her muscles were
all tensed up, her teeth biting into her lip. She tried to heave herself
upward, and for a second she succeeded, Lucian’s cock now slapping against her
wide open pussy, soaked with juices and cum. But Sarah’s arms gave out and she
fell down, and the lubrication she’d just spread on Lucian’s cock glided him
through her barricade. Sarah’s eyes filled with tears from the pain, the
assault so overwhelming her mind went blank, and then the pain shifted and
transformed to a sensation she’d never experienced, one of absolute, complete fullness.


And then to pleasure.


 Lucian chuckled and effortlessly lifted her up and
down, each time his cock delving deeper into her ass, until there was no way it
could go any deeper, she was going to burst, the fullness impossible to
describe. Yet she couldn’t get enough, she let herself fall, her arms slipping
on Lucian’s sweaty neck, another excitement, she’d made him that hot. Sarah
used her legs to power herself up and down, each time falling lower and lower.


She was fucking herself in the ass.


She let go with one hand, trusting Lucian to hold her
up, her fingers squeezing between them, using the flat of her hand to mash
against her clit. Her lips opened in a soundless scream. She buried her mouth
against his neck, her rubbing frenzied, and she came, no, she exploded,
the breath blown out of her, all her muscles giving way, Lucian’s cock all the
way in, threatening to break through whatever part of her anatomy he had
reached.


Her legs quivered, the orgasm the most powerful one
she’d ever had, and yet instead of flaming out it went on and on, massive
spasms, the cock in her ass keeping her going. 


“What do you want?” growled Lucian.


“I want you to come!” she gasped.


“Where?”


“In my ass!” 


Lucian drove his hips upward, his arms hard on her
thighs, holding her in place. Sarah felt him swell in her, shooting his cum who
knows where deep inside, she didn’t care, her shudders matching his, her orgasm
reigniting with the sheer wickedness of their coupling.


When Lucian finally finished he abruptly let her go,
and Sarah almost fell to the floor. One of her heels had fallen off, and she
tottered, grabbing onto the bar for support, her heart pounding.


The door opened, Sarah frantically spinning her head
around. Brad.


Brad looked around the room, the other man pulling
up their pants. Sarah fumbled for her skirt, hopelessly wrinkled on the floor,
her top a mess.


“You guys satisfied?” asked Brad.


Lucian nodded. “You sure do know how to pick them,”
he said approvingly.


“I want another taste,” said Kurt. “I didn’t get to
fuck her.”


“Me neither,” said Jamal.


“Looks to me like you fucked her face,” said Lucian.
“That should hold you for now. We got business to do.” He looked at Brad.
“We’ll be back, if she’ll be on the menu again.” 


Brad looked over at Sarah. She was in no position to
respond, her body and mind overwhelmed. “I’ll let you know,” said Brad. He
grinned. “Probably.”


Lucian pulled out a wad of cash, counted off a bunch
of bills, and handed it to Brad, who shoved the money in his pocket. Lucian
looked at Sarah, chuckled, and peeled off more bills. He dangled the money in
front of Sarah, all she saw were hundreds. “Usually I’d stuff this in your
panties, but seeing you didn’t wear any. . .” He bunched up the bills
and tossed them onto her pile of clothes.


Sarah looked at the money, stunned. It must have
been a thousand dollars.


“I like the businesswoman look,” said Lucian.
“That’s different.”


“But I am a businesswoman!” protested Sarah.


“Yeah, right,” laughed Lucian.


The four bikers walked out without looking back.
Sarah was left alone in the room with Brad. She didn’t even bother to cover
herself; no doubt he’d been watching on the video camera.


“I knew you had it in you,” said Brad. “Pull
yourself together, I promised Tyler a taste.”


Before Sarah could reply he was out the door,
quickly replaced by Tyler, the bartender. He looked her up and down. “New
outfit?” he said.


Sarah reddened. Why, she couldn’t understand. For
all she knew Tyler had watched her on the secret camera too.


“Follow me,” said Tyler. 


Tyler crossed the room to a small door Sarah hadn’t
noticed. She gathered up her clothes, found her missing shoe and slipped into
it, and awkwardly walked toward him with her clothes bunched in front of her
body, hiding practically nothing.


The door led to a stairway leading upward. On the
second floor, Sarah was surprised to see a very nice apartment.


Tyler took her clothes from her, leaving Sarah naked
again. He looked her up and down, nodding. You’ll want to get cleaned up,” he
said. “I can see cum dripping out of you.”


Sarah’s whole body reddened with embarrassment, and
she squeezed her legs together. She didn’t have to look. Tyler was right, she
could feel it.


“That only means they weren’t deep enough,” said
Tyler. He pointed to the left. “There’s the bathroom. There are some of those
airplane travel kits with toothbrushes too.”


 


 


Sarah locked the bathroom door. It seemed
kind of foolish after being naked in front of all those men and having sex with
them, but she needed a little privacy. 


She stared at herself in the mirror. She was a
walking definition of a just fucked look, her hair wild, her checks flushed red,
her nipples even redder. Yet her eyes were bright and alive. She felt like she
had been sleepwalking for years and had just experienced an awakening, her totally
uninhibited actions serving as a shock to her system.


She thought she’d feel guilty, or regretful, or something
awful.  But all she felt was different. Not like a totally new
woman, but like a transformed woman. Some part of her that had been long hidden
had come to light.


Her logical mind said the good feeling would
certainly fade. That what she had done wasn’t who she was, that she had been
driven to these sex crazed acts only because she had neglected the sexual side
of her body for so long. That and the bad experience with her marriage. It had
all been pent up inside her, like a pressure cooker, and had simply exploded.


She ached, she swelled, she dripped. Men—strangers—had
come in every possible orifice. Certainly that fact should shock her back to
reality and clear her system.


Yet. . .


She spread her legs and gingerly touched her pussy.
Her fingers came away wet with her juices and with those of the powerful,
virile men. A hot shudder ran through her; she was impossibly aroused by the
slickness between her legs and on her fingers.


She spun the faucet all the way to hot, stepped into
the shower, and lay against the wall, accepting the forceful attack of the
powerful jets. Her fingers rushed to her pussy, and she surrendered to her
unfathomable and unquenchable desire.


 


 


A half hour later, Sarah emerged from the
bath, a towel wrapped around her head. One woman named Sarah had come into the
distillery, another had left the back room, and a third had left the bath. The
question was, which Sarah was she now, truly?


The apartment was empty. Sarah’s clothes were still
in a pile on the floor. She couldn’t bear to put them back on now.


Her purse had appeared, she’d forgotten all about
it. She sat on the sofa and opened it up, thinking she might have been robbed,
but not only was her wallet there, but the purse was stuffed with hundred
dollar bills. It looked to be even more than what Lucian had thrown at her.


She’d been paid to have sex with men.


And yet, she didn’t feel like a bought woman, a
prostitute. Not that she’d know. It felt more like—a tip for services well
done.


Her phone was inside her purse, the clock indicating
it was past one in the morning.


Sarah had to leave for work in six hours. And she
still needed to get back across the city to change clothes.


She thought about calling in, leaving a message for
Mae. Hi Mae, after I left you and the others I went and got fucked by a gang
of bikers, so I won’t be in to work tomorrow. Can you start the monthly reports
please?


Sarah giggled out loud. Maybe she should text her
friend Jenny, the woman who had started all this. You were right, I needed
to be more proactive.


Jenny would understand. 


Well, maybe not even Jenny.


 The door opened and Tyler came in. “Feel better?”
he asked.


“Much. Thanks for. . .” She held up her
purse.


“No problem. Want a drink?”


“Just water.” Sarah had brushed her teeth, but her
throat was still salty.


Tyler brought her the water and sat next to her
while she drank. When she finished she put the glass down, her towel falling a
little off her breast. It seemed foolish to cover up.


“You’re a beautiful woman,” said Tyler.


“I bet you say that to all the. . .” Sarah
didn’t know what to call herself. “Are there a lot of me?” Her lip quivered.


Tyler leaned over and gave her a surprisingly gentle
kiss. “There are lots of women, but very few special women. And you’re
one of the special ones.” He kissed her again,  this time on the forehead.


Sarah loved the words, but she was wondering if Tyler
was only saying that because he wanted to have sex with her.


Who was she kidding? The other men hadn’t
smooth talked her or buttered her up at all, and she’d had sex with them
anyway.


She found herself staring into Tyler’s alluring
green eyes. She had barely looked at the eyes of the other men, she was so busy
looking at their anatomy. Tyler was very handsome; he reminded her a little of
Todd, although they didn’t look at all alike.


Because they are both so young, she thought.
Again, the idea of hot studs so young wanting her was an incredible turn on.


Impulsively she leaned forward and kissed Tyler hard
on the mouth. Not the kiss of a slut, but the kiss of a grown woman who knew
what she wanted.


His kiss back to her had more feeling than just
lust, his embrace was offering as much as it demanded. Sarah put one arm behind
his neck and pulled the towel down with the other, pushing his head between her
breasts, pulling him on top of her. She spread her legs to free herself from
the towel.


Tyler nuzzled in between her breasts and moaned
happily. Sarah had the full breasts of a mature woman, not the perky tits of a
twenty year old. That Tyler loved them was more proof to Sarah of the still
surprising truth of how much an older woman could be appreciated. That no woman
over forty should ever think she was no longer beautiful.


Sarah wanted to make love to Tyler, not just fuck
him. She wanted it to be slow and gentle. Yet she was already pulling at his
clothes; it was as if the realization of what she wanted and needed was driving
her faster and faster.


Tyler let her undress him, giving her the first
semblance of control since she’d stepped foot in the bar.


She struggled to get his pants free, and soon the
reason became evident. Tyler had the largest cock she had ever seen. He was
only partially erect, and yet its thickness and length already surpassed almost
any man she’d been with. Her eyes snapped to his tattoo of the centaur.


“Oh, my. . .” she murmured. Sarah was
reminded of a visit she’d once made to a horse stud farm, seeing the stallions,
their cocks so enormous they looked fake. She placed her hand under the shaft.
Tyler’s cock actually had a weight to it, an eerie and erotic sensation.



“You like it?” asked Tyler.


“I’m speechless.” Sarah was almost afraid to stroke
it, yet she did, the shaft growing in length and girth. She slid her fingers
down the shaft, which ended in a bulging set of testes. She couldn’t imagine
how much sperm lay within.


As if he had read her mind, Tyler gently but firmly spread
her legs and knelt between them, his cock pointing at her like a promise of
life. He lowered himself until his balls touched her pussy and his shaft lay
along her belly.


“It’s all about the position,” said Tyler. “See?
Once I’m inside you, I’ll reach to here.” He touched a spot above Sarah’s belly
button and she jumped. It was as if Tyler was unlocking her womb. 


“No, no. . .”


“Well, not yet,” said Tyler. His cock didn’t reach
the spot he had touched. “You need to get it all the way hard.”


Sarah looked down between their bodies in shock, the
implications of what he was saying sinking in. She couldn’t let him, she wasn’t. . .And
yet her fingers were acting on their own accord, no longer under the control of
her mind, but of her inner need, stroking his shaft, making it grow, making it
thicken and stretch to the impossible goal he’d set, halfway up her belly.


“Better get you good and ready,” he said, and he
dipped his head down between her legs, spreading her open. Tyler flattened his
tongue and with one luscious scoop dragged it up her pussy, her lips jumping
open, her clit engorging instantly. 


Sarah drove her hips up, wanting more, and he gave
it to her, once, twice, she could hear her own juices, how could she be so wet
so soon? On the next pass he kept going, giving her clit a flick, his tongue
through the hair over her mound, onto her belly, and then stopping where he
said his cock would reach. He sucked her skin, hard, as if to set a marker. 


Back on his knees, he poised over her. His cock
strained against its own skin, quivering, extending even past the bright red mark
he had left on her belly. “Only a really hot and beautiful woman gets me this
hard,” he said.


Tyler poised his cock at the entrance to Sarah’s
pussy, and though her body craved having it she sunk into the sofa, protecting
herself. There was no way she could take that cock. And all it implied.


She watched in awe as it moved inch by inch toward
her opening. No, Tyler wasn’t moving, it was growing. And her body was
lifting to meet it.


Her fingers dug into the cushions, preparing
herself. The head touched her folds, and though she’d been fucked just hours ago
by huge cocks, though she was wet and ready, her mouth opened in a silent
scream of amazement at how his girth stretched her, her labia forced open by
its sheer thickness.


It was impossible to stop herself, she had to find
out whether she could take it, she had to discover her limits.


Tyler seemed to understand how his enormity could
overwhelm her, so he went slowly, shifting his hips forward imperceptivity.
Sarah’s hands were on his chest, her only defense, yet knowing she didn’t have
the strength to deny him, mentally or physically.


When he was half way in she gasped, her head
shaking, the image of the horse flashing in her mind, so thick. . .


Her hand dove between them, trying to wrap around
his shaft, to control the entry. It was a futile attempt, even her long fingers
could barely reach around his member. Her hand rubbed against his swollen
balls, bulging with seed.


Just for a second, she thought. I’ll see how
much I can take, just. . .just because. I won’t let him come
in me, he’d shoot too deep. The other men leaked out, I can take pills tomorrow. . .


Rationalizing like mad.


Tyler slipped in another inch, and now Sarah was on
the edge of pain and pleasure, like when she’d been ass fucked, that was how
much he was stretching her pussy. It was impossible, he couldn’t be this
thick. Her eyes locked on the assault on her body.


Another inch.


Sarah’s mouth opened in a wide O, her legs spreading
into a split, her hand forced off his shaft as it entered her. She pounded the
cushions with her hands, screaming, but no sounds came out, all her energy was
being drawn into her depths.


Before Tyler was all the way in he started to fuck
her, short back and forth movements, a tease for the real thing, as if it was
possible to be fucked and teased at the same time. The pressure of his shaft on
her opening inflamed her entire pussy, she felt like she was going to burst
through her skin. Tyler had his eyes locked on her, her own face no doubt
reflecting a mix of apprehension and wonder. 


Now Tyler’s thrusts were longer and deeper. He
leaned forward, and as he withdrew his cock his shaft rubbed up against her
engorged clit, jutting out toward him like a magnet.


She didn’t even need to touch herself, he was in her
and rubbing her clit at the same time, all with his cock. She’d never
experienced this, it was heaven.


The arousal was almost enough to take her mind off
of the near pain of the depths of his cock. Until. . .


On his next thrust Tyler kept going, and going, and
even before he was fully in Sarah shuddered as the head of his cock pushed
against her cervix. Even wet as she was, even ready as she was, even as far as
her body had adjusted inside, it still wasn’t enough. 


Tyler held himself there, letting the enormity of
it, and his cock, sink in. Then he slowly pulled all the way out, Sarah staring
at his cock between them, slick with her juices, her pussy gaping.


Her legs wrapped around his hips, she wanted him
back, just one more time. . .


Tyler smiled and lowered himself again, this time
not stopping until he was all the way in. Sarah flushed with the thrill of
taking him all the way, squeezing her legs together to hold him in place. She
wanted to remember this moment forever.


He began to fuck her, again sliding his cock against
her clit, Sarah almost coming from the combination, the only thing in her way
was her fear of. . .


“You have to pull out,” she whimpered. “I’m not on
birth control.”


“You let those other men come in you,” said Tyler.
It wasn’t an accusation, just a statement.


“That. . .that was different, I couldn’t
help it, I’m going to take a pill tomorrow, I mean today. . .”


Tyler pulled almost all the way out, then shook his
head. “Brad already has your day booked, starting with a morning tasting.” He
thrust down, making Sarah’s eyes water.


“What? I can’t, I have to go to work!”


Tyler pulled out again, Sarah’s body betraying her,
her hips following him up, trying not to lose contact.


“Then there’s the basketball team celebration, the
whole team. They booked you all afternoon.” 


Tyler thrust in again, the pleasure overwhelming the
shock of his words. “A team?”


“Yes. Might be eight or ten, I think they are all
black.” Tyler repeated his long, deep thrusts, each time his cock reaching
depths she never realized she had. “You’ll be here for days!” said Tyler.


“No, I have to—”


Tyler started to fuck her so fast she couldn’t
speak, his cock a blur, hard against her clit. Sarah tried one last time. “I
have to—”


Tyler grabbed her by the hips and pulled her pelvis
into him, jamming her clit against his shaft as he fucked her. Sarah began to
shake, her eyelids fluttering.


“What do you have to do?” he demanded.


“I have to, I have to—come!”


Tyler didn’t stop, his cock driving against her
engorged clit, and Sarah exploded, but there was no place to go, her orgasm
driving her upward, she swore she could feel juices shooting from her pussy.
Her spasms matched his thrusts, then surpassed them, giant internal
contractions that grabbed at his cock, her entire pussy a tight glove. 


Her body was still jerking when he asked, “How many
kids do you have?”


“What?” The question snapped her head up, and yet,
at the same time, sent a shiver into her belly. Something deep beyond her
control, something primal, caused her pussy to contract in blissful suction.
“No. . .” she stammered. She was trying to fight her body. “No kids,”
she blurted. “Why?”


“Time to fix that,” said Tyler. He drove all the way
in her, the slit of his cock right against the opening to her womb. “I’m going
to shoot so deep in you it will never come out.”


“No, no,” she moaned, but her legs were spreading,
her feet rising in the air, her hips shifting so he’d have ultimate access to
sow his seed. Her hands grabbed his back, and she felt his groan through her
fingers, his cock swelling inside her, a massive spasm that bulged against her
inner walls. Again and again he shot into her, the pulses so powerful they stretched
her pussy.


She pictured in her mind what was happening, his
massive balls emptying their contents, his cum propelled up his shaft, shooting
like a fire hose, through the tiny opening of her cervix, his cock pressed
against it, his seed having nowhere to go, cannon shots into her uterus.


The vision was so powerful she came again, a sudden
flash of insight that her pent up desire was for much more than sex.


He must have spasmed twenty times, and yet when he
was finished she still shook, the sheer sinfulness of it mixing with bliss. Men
had come in her before, but never like this.


Tyler started to pull out, but she grabbed at his
skin, wrapping her legs tightly around him, not wanting to risk losing a drop.


Her muscles surrendered, her arms and legs falling.
Tyler pulled out, but she stayed in the same position, her hips thrust up, her
legs in the air, letting gravity do its work.


She was still in that position when Tyler picked her
up. He effortlessly carried her into the bedroom, held her up with one arm, and
threw off the sheet. The last image Sarah had was of his tattoo of the centaur.
Now she understood.


“Rest up,” said Tyler. “You’ve got a big day ahead
of you tomorrow.”


 


 


When Sarah opened her eyes the room was
different, brighter with early morning light coming through the drapes. It took
her a moment to realize where she was, and what reminded her was not the
recognition of the furniture, but the warmth and ache between her legs.


She smiled, feeling fully sated. She’d never had the
dreaminess of sex last so long.


A movement behind her, and she turned in the bed
lazily, even though she was totally naked, expecting it to be Tyler. 


It was a man, but not Tyler. Todd.


“It seems you really like Brad’s Distillery,” he
said, his eyes humorously dancing.


“You,” she said, poking him in the chest. “You got
me into this.”


“Kicking and screaming, I bet.”


Sarah was far past the point where she was
flabbergasted at her ability to be with different men back to back. “There was
some screaming,” she admitted.


“Enough to forget about me?” His eyes were light,
but there was a hint of seriousness behind them.


Sarah leaned forward and kissed him gently. “Never.
This has been the most amazing experience of my life, and it would never have
happened if you hadn’t called.”


“Or if your friend Jenny hadn’t given me your
number.”


“Or if we hadn’t been at that restaurant where you
work.”


“That’s right, you can’t always know how something
starts,” said Todd.


But deep down inside, she did. It had started when
her marriage had gone bad, when she had dug herself a hole and had crawled in,
when she had locked away all her desires and needs.


 At one time she would have said made a crack about Todd
being pretty sure of himself, crawling into bed with her. But she expected he
knew what had happened with Tyler.


And she’d already had sex with Todd anyway.


She stretched, catlike, feeling oddly relaxed and at
home. She was sore, but it was a good sore, like having worked out. She looked
around the room, comfortable, especially the huge king sized bed. The windows
were industrial sized large, the room brightening.


“Shit,” she said, sitting up. “I have to get to
work.”


Todd laughed. “You’re at work. Didn’t anyone
tell you? You’re booked solid.”


Sarah pursed her lips. “Very funny. Tyler already
told me that joke.” Todd didn’t reply, he just gave her his boyish smile.
“Todd? It is a joke, right?”


Todd traced his finger along the skin between her
breasts. “Do you want it to be?”


Sarah shivered, not entirely sure if it was his
touch or what he was asking. “I—I can’t just. . .I have to go back to
work. My office job.” That’s what she needed to do, right? This. . .whatever
this was, couldn’t be the change she was looking for in her life, could
it?


“Well, at some point, sure. You can’t just have fun
fooling around all the time here, can you?”


Sarah punched him lightly on the shoulder. “You’re
adorable,” she said.


“Is that why you had sex with me?” Todd continued to
run his finger over her, now onto her breast, making circles. She watched his hand,
so deft, so confident, a personality and skills well beyond his years.


As further proof, as his finger approached her
nipple the circles grew smaller, getting closer, closer. Any other man his age
would have gone right for her teat, or even squeezed them. Instead Todd twirled
around the nub, then moved away, leaving her wanting more.


“Tease,” she hissed.


He shrugged, moving on to her other breast,
repeating the circling, back and forth from one breast to another, getting ever
closer but never touching her most sensitive spot. Even so, her nipples hardened.


Her thick nipples made her think of being pregnant,
her breasts filled with milk, her teats puffy. “I have to go,” she said, thinking
about the morning after pills, but she couldn’t move, mesmerized by Todd’s
hands, as if he could already entice her to lactate.


Todd shook his head sadly. “I give you this—what did
you say? The most amazing experience of your life. And now I’m in bed with
you, and you are going to go run off?”


Sarah should have stopped his hands, but she
couldn’t think straight. She was getting aroused, which should have been
impossible after last night.


“I didn’t take you for a mean woman,” said Todd.
“And I would have thought, after what we did downstairs, you’d instead like to
make sweet love in a nice comfortable bed.”


Sarah laughed. “Sweet love? Where’d you read that,
in a greeting card?”


Todd suddenly dropped his mouth to her nipple,
sucking hard and squeezing her breast. The extreme change from gentle to rough
jerked Sarah off the bed, a cry forced from her mouth. 


Todd pulled away just enough to growl, “I thought it
sounded better than fuck you in a nice comfortable bed.”


He worked her nipple into a peak, pulling it into
his mouth. Sarah gasped, but instead of pushing him away wrapped her hands in
his hair and pulled him closer. 


“So what do you want?” demanded Todd. “To go to
work? To make love?” He grasped her nipple between his lips and pulled. “Or to
be fucked?”


Her nipple cried out, responding to the mix of pain
and pleasure, wanting less, wanting more. Two extremes, just like Todd, kind
and gentle one second, and then manhandling her the next.


The sharp sting jolted her mind into a new clarity.
It was just like her too, one day the buttoned up executive, the next day a sex
craved slut.


One day in a boardroom filled with suited men,
sitting primly in short heels and conservative business attire. The next day in
the backroom of a bar filled with rough bikers in leather, on her knees naked
sucking their cocks.


Which woman was the real Sarah?


“You didn’t answer me,” said Todd, dragging her
nipple through his teeth.


Sarah whimpered, her back arching off the bed, her
hand on Todd’s chest, desperately trying to hold him at bay and yet craving the
electrifying sensation of being caught between pleasure and pain, between
worlds.


“I want—”


“You want, you want, you can’t always be thinking of
just what you want.” Another man’s voice, Sarah’s eyes snapping open. Brad was
at the foot of the bed, shaking his head. Todd didn’t miss a beat, he kept
sucking.


Sarah tried to respond, but Todd pinched her nipple
between his teeth, and instead she yelped.


“I’m seeing how ready she is for a little pain,”
said Todd.


“So this is training?” asked Brad.


Todd smiled around Sarah’s nipple. “Yup. Here,
watch.” 


Sarah tensed as Todd took her engorged nipple in his
teeth. Yet the pressure was far less than it had been a moment ago, he was just
holding her nipple in place.


Ever so slowly he closed his jaw, Sarah feeling not
a pain but a pressure, a good feeling at first, but Todd didn’t stop, the
pressure built and built. Her nipple was squeezed like a tube of toothpaste in
his mouth, the pressure incredible, he had to be biting into her. . .


Her mouth opened to scream, but at that very second
Todd forced his hand between her legs and took her clit between two of his
fingers, flicking her nub with his thumb. The sudden redirection of her
attention short circuited her nerves, the agony on her breasts balanced by the
pleasure between her legs.


Todd kept biting down, the mix of pain and pleasure
indescribable, his fingers increasing their intensity on her clit. It was a
race, which of her sensitive spots would be overwhelmed first. . .


Suddenly Todd reversed the pressure, his teeth off
her nipple, gently licking instead, while his fingers tightened on her clit,
squeezing, rapid, hard, rough. 


The complete change stunned her, overloading her
senses, and she screamed, her orgasm hitting her with no build up, no warning,
just a massive explosion, her fingers clawing at the bed, at Todd, at the air.
She spun her hips, needing to get away, it was too much, but Todd held her in
place, grinding into her clit so hard she almost feinted. Again he reversed,
removing the pressure on her pussy by flattening his hand to a caress, even as
his teeth dug into her engorged teat.


“Fuck!” she yelled, reaching another level of
explosion, another orgasm or the same one, it was impossible to tell. Back and
forth Todd changed the pressure, from her clit to her nipple and back, her
orgasm not a release but a long wail of energy.


“Fuck it is,” said Todd, and without taking his
mouth off her breast or his fingers off her pussy he managed to pull down his
pants with one hand. He pushed Sarah onto her side and used his knee to lift
her leg. With one fierce movement he thrust into her, Sarah so wet his cock
slid all the way in.


Sarah moaned, her pussy grabbing at his cock,
wanting him deep. She couldn’t take the intensity on her clit and nipple any
longer so she rolled on top, straddling him, finally forcing his hand and mouth
off her sensitive spots.


“My turn,” she breathed.


She moved her hips back and forth, fucking him,
wishing there was some way to do to him what he had done to her, the mix of
pleasure and pain. Next time, she thought, she’d use her teeth on him. Already
knowing there would be a next time.


Sarah wanted to feel his skin, so she pulled off his
shirt even as she fucked him. His body was lithe, smooth, young. He reached up
to grab her breasts but she slapped his hands away, she was in control now.


That brought a smile to her lips. After being gang
fucked, she was finally on top, in control.


Todd smiled too, his cocky smile. Sarah vowed to
wipe that smile off his face, show him what an older woman could do. She was
the one running the show.


Until she felt the bed shift, a big hand pressing
her down, Todd simultaneously reaching around to grab her ass with both hands,
spreading her cheeks, opening her. . .


Brad grunted in her ear, “If we’re doing training,
might as well do it all.”


Todd grinned, the tables reversed in a heartbeat.
Sarah was no longer in control, if she had ever been.


“No, I can’t,” she protested, but of course she
could, she had, she would.


Brad’s thick fingers grasped at her pussy, her
juices flowing onto his hand. He dragged his palm across her ass, coating her
in one fell swoop, she was that wet.


 A pressure on her rear opening, no. . .


“It’s important that you learn a lot of skills,”
said Todd, grinning as he took over the fucking, his hands on her hips, pulling
her against his cock. “You need to be able to do anything, take anything. . .”


“Like this,” grunted Brad, and he pushed his cock
against Sarah’s tight, puckered hole. 


Sarah shouldn’t have been ready, not yet, not for
this. She forced herself to try to relax, to open up, but Todd was fucking her
so hard, how could you relax one part of your body when inches away another
part was being pounded? With each thrust Todd drove her up and backward, right onto
Brad’s thick member.


She’d never been fucked in the ass in her whole life
and she was about to be taken from behind for the second time in less than a
day.


Todd stretched her cheeks wide and Brad moved
relentlessly forward, once again catching Sarah between two extremes, the
wonderful fullness in her pussy and the painful pressure against her ass. And
once again the pleasure balanced the pain, until the moment Brad pushed past
the tight opening, a straining assault forcing another scream from her lips.


Then it was all fullness, front and back, a fullness
beyond belief, the unbelievable thrill of having two cocks in her, only a
sliver of her insides keeping them apart. She could feel the cocks rub against
each other, erotic beyond imagination. 


She turned her head, her mouth hungry. Brad covered
her mouth with his, his rough beard scratchy, appropriate for what he was doing
to her ass. 


The kiss must have lasted too long for Todd, because
he thrust up into her, forcing her head back around. “Don’t forget me,” he
said, as if she could forget a man she was straddling with his huge cock in her
pussy.


Her unprotected pussy.


Todd pulled her down, her tongue driving into his
mouth, her ass now wide open and exposed. Brad kept driving in, the pressure
building, building. . .


Until Sarah felt like she was going to burst. She
frantically shifted forward, but there was nowhere to go, she was impaled on
Todd’s cock. Her only release was through her mouth, she sucked on Todd’s
tongue, so help her wishing it was a cock, the idea popping into her head that
she needed all her holes filled with cocks.


The two men began fucking her in a syncopated
tandem, Todd pushing up as Brad pulled back, then Brad driving forward as Todd
dropped his hips. The effect was electrifying, Sarah being emptied and then
filled, over and over. Her pussy clenched and released, then stopped releasing,
locked in a clench, tightening.


As one the two men slammed into her, all the way,
Sarah’s eyes bulging at the pressure, the stretching, the mind numbing,
wonderful, one of a kind fullness. . .


Brad grunted first, his cock swelling in her ass, so
tight in her that Sarah swore she felt him shoot, his thick cum powering into
her deepest darkest regions. Brad held himself there, tight, the pressure
increasing inside her, so much cum it must have been forced against her inner
walls.


Sarah’s eyelids fluttered, the sheer intensity of it
sending her out of control, her entire body shaking, her fingers diving for her
clit. The instant she touched herself she came, jerking wildly, each movement
driving Brad’s cock impossibly even deeper.


Through her half opened eyes she saw Todd grinning
up at her, so cocky. She didn’t care, she couldn’t care, her orgasm making it
impossible to think. Brad gave a final grunt and emptied himself in her, and
his primal sound only pushed her orgasm to a new level.


The room grew hazy, her sense of sight dulled while
her other senses so sharpened she was aware of every breath, every grunt, every
spasm.


It took forever before Sarah was able to see clearly
again. Todd waited until she focused on him. Then he pulled her ass toward him,
Brad pushing at the same time, sandwiching her against Todd like a vise.


“My turn,” grunted Todd, laying his hand on her
belly, and Sarah gasped as he exploded in her now tightened pussy. Todd pressed
his fingers into the skin above her clit, moving his hand up with each of his
spasms, showing her how far his cock was, how deep his cum was shooting.


It should have been impossible for Sarah to come
again, but she did, not from her clit being rubbed, not from being fucked, but
from the mental image of Todd’s cum shooting up inside her, into her already
filled pussy. She’d lost track of how many men had come in her, she had to be completely
filled, all that seed powering into her womb. . .


Todd spasmed again and again, Sarah knowing there
was only one place for all that virile cum to go, the very though making her
gasp for air, exciting her beyond belief. 


Her spasms lasted long after Todd finished, her body
on fire.


Brad pulled out, a strange sensation of air in her gaping
ass. She rolled off Todd, completely, totally, utterly spent.


And completely filled.


Her heart hammered in her chest, her breaths short
and fast, like she’d run a marathon. A naked marathon.


She closed her eyes in bliss. 


Brad slapped her on the ass. “Training is over for
today. No lazing around in bed. Get yourself cleaned up, your morning tasting
is in an hour.”


Sarah’s eyes snapped open, darting from Brad to
Todd. Brad looked completely serious. Todd wore his usual cocky grin. Neither
expression told her anything.


She had a decision to make, perhaps the biggest
decision of her life: Which Sarah was she?


She stood up tentatively, her legs weak. The two men
were watching her in their own unique way.


Sarah took in their deflated cocks, their satisfied
demeanor, the sounds of their pleasured moans still echoing in her ears. She’d
excited and aroused these men, these two sexy, hot, desirable men.


She would never again believe that a woman had to
lose her beauty and allure and sexuality just because she was older.


She not only hadn’t lost it, she now had it more
than ever. 


She straightened up with a renewed energy, a second
wind driven by her own sexuality. 


Which Sarah was she?


There was no better time than right now to find out.


 


~  ~  ~  ~  ~
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The
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Aged to Perfection


(more to come)
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Back in The Game


Forty year old Beth has kept herself in great shape since
her divorce, and while she would love to meet a man again, she hasn’t had much
luck with online dating. She used to play some volleyball, so she joins the
local club to play and maybe meet some men her age.


 


Imagine her surprise when she finds out that volleyball
isn’t all that’s going on at the gym. And the hot young studs on the other team
don’t care at all how old Beth is.


Back in The Workforce


Recently divorce Michelle has lost everything due to her
cheating ex-husbands gambling problem. She’s forced to take a job working for
Men With Muscles, a moving company staffed with strong college men who are much
younger than she is. They’re very interested in what kind of experience
Michelle has beyond working in the office.


 


Michelle fights to resist her temptations as she finds
herself alone in big houses with just the hot young stud movers. Until she gets
caught doing what she shouldn’t be, and now she has to pay the price.


A Model Arrangement


Jackie is forced to work lousy jobs after her ex-husband
runs off with all their savings. At a job fair she is approached by a talent
scout offering her a modeling job for an agency which guarantees results for
its clients. It sounds like a scam, but she’s got nothing to lose after being
groped by her boss.


 


The agency guarantee tests the product in a real life situation,
and Jackie gets to model a beautiful designer dress. Only it turns out that the
dress is designed to attract men, and of course there’s only one way test
whether it really works. . .


Allie Shows Her True Colors


Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all
work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional
background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her
relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him.
Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically
compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.


 


The big day finally arrives, and so do the three big black
photographers Allie has personally picked out. They look more like linebackers
than picture takers, but Rob has left all the details up to Allie, who has
totally taken control of everything.


 


Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It
turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in
the way Rob had hoped.
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Awakening Her Needs


 


Happily married Emily and Justin are working through their
bucket list, which Justin has seeded with a few surprising possibilities to
spice up their unadventurous physical relationship. Shy, traditional Emily’s
reaction and willingness to explore stuns both of them. As Emily shockingly
discovers her hidden needs, Justin wants to do everything he can to support her
exploration, even if it means her being with another man.


 


Follow Emily and Justin on their amazing journey, from a
fantasy that is at first inconceivable, along a remarkably believable step by
step path as Emily slowly realizes who she is, to a destination of utter
transformation with a whole new world of realities.


 


Realities with men other than her husband.


 


A 3 part series (Book 3 to be released Fall 2016). Can be
read standalone, but then you’d miss the journey. . .


 


Other books in the Her
Needs Series


 


Discovering Her
Needs


Satisfying Her
Needs


 


 


Coming Soon


Accepting Her
Needs


Exploring Her
Needs


Want
to know of when more of the Her Needs books are released? Make sure you
sign up for our mailing list!


 





Discovering
Her Needs


 


Janet’s first marriage was a disaster, and her rebound
relationships more of the same, all sex and no love. She promised herself that
if she finally settled down it would be for all the right reasons. When she met
Mason, she thought she finally found who she wanted to be with, a good,
supportive man. So what if their love life wasn’t so wild? She’d been there,
done that.


 


Mason’s no wimp, but he does enjoy watching other man check
out his sexy wife. It’s his little secret, just something to pass the time when
he’s at some boring work event with Janet. But when he witnesses Janet running
into ex lover Brad, he’s stunned by her reaction—and his own.


 


Janet is amazed at how her revelations to Mason about what
she did with her old boyfriends spices up their love life. It’s just harmless
fun, right?


 


Until she meets up with Brad again, this time on purpose.


 


Not only for her, but for Mason.


 


 


 


Revenge Is Best Served Hot: Powerful
Women (3 novella bundle)


 


Giving Him
What He Deserves


The
Kissing Game


Reversing
Roles


 


Even the strongest women can be made to feel powerless in
the face of a sexist boss, a cheating boyfriend, or even a devious girlfriend.
See how these women reclaim their power, and get their revenge.


 


Giving Him What He Deserves: A wife gets a sweet
revenge on her cheating husband.


 


The Kissing Game: Tired of always having her men
stolen by her so called friend, a  woman finally gets her just revenge.


 


Role Reversal: Two women get wicked revenge on their
sexist boss. (Warning, this one is really wild!)


 


 











Books
by C. C. Morian


A Surprise Revelation (The Surprise
Series #1)


 


Melissa has a handsome, caring husband, a good job, a nice
house. But there’s something missing—passion. She had it before, with boyfriend
Marcus, and misses it terribly.


 


Biker Vern recognizes her hidden need right away. The
arousal he awakens in Melissa makes her wonder if marrying Richard was the
right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting
opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


(This is a standalone book, although Melissa and Richard’s
story will continue in A Surprise Reunion.)


 


 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


Melissa seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable
and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her
husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.


 


The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about was
alpha male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa
thought she was over him. Now she’s not so sure, and neither is Richard.


 


What would you do if your husband loved you so much that
he’d let you spend a weekend with your old boyfriend to find out if that’s what
you needed to be fulfilled?


 


(This is a standalone book, although you can read Melissa
and Richard’s backstory in A Surprise Revelation.)


 


 


 


 


Allure of The Vixen


 


Allure of the Vixen: The Lover


 


Michael is handsome and powerful, plenty rich and soon to be
a billionaire. He gets to pick and choose who he sleeps with, and has only one
rule: no married women. They aren’t worth the trouble.


 


Then he meets Joanne. She’s got everything Michael feasts
on. Stunning eyes. An amazing body. Brains. A smart mouth and sensuality. 


 


But she’s very married.


 


Joanne is so hot Michael breaks his rule about married
women. He’s used to getting what he wants, and he’ll have Joanne. Imagine his
surprise when he discovers that Joanne has her sights set on him, but wants to
keep her husband too.


You’ve read books about husbands and hotwives with lots of
details about them, but little about the lovers or the bull. This is a story of
how a stunning vixen chooses her lover. 


 


This is the first book in a three part series, one from the
lover’s point of view, one from the wife’s, and one from the husband’s. (This
book was previously titled “Rules for the Billionaire” — if you’ve purchased
that one, don’t buy this one again!)


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Revenge In The Hamptons


(Powerful Women
Revenge Series)


 


Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a
woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is.
After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for
demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who
seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.


                                                                                 


Yet Mike is not all that he appears, and when Tessa
finds out the truth she surprises even herself as she reclaims her power and
gets her revenge.
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