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Chapter I

Right now I’m sopping wet; I’m shoving my long, eight-inch black dildo in and out of my pussy at a feverish pitch. “Ohhhh God YES!” I scream. I change hands and lick my fingers, it’s so fucking GOOD! My other hand dips into my wet, swollen cunt, and I start to rub my clit with it. I twist the dildo and rub it all through my insides. If only men could fuck me this good . . . I tug on my clit ring, and I’m hit with a thousand volts of pure pleasure, all at once. . . I shiver and shake as I climax. I want to be fucked by a real man - ANY man. But it’s not so easy for me.

I’m Randy Olsten, and I’m the richest person in the World - and I’m a woman. I’m in my Lear Jet, flying at 40,000 feet above the Continental US, from NYC headed to a private airport (which I bought on a whim), just outside Santa Monica, California.

I’m taking an extended leave of absence because I can. It was my mother who convinced me to take some time off from work; just one forty-minute phone call, but the problem is; work NEVER took time off from me. The last time I took off from work was for only three days, and that was to attend my father’s funeral five years ago.

I’ll admit two things: First is that I’m a workaholic and intensely career driven. I graduated first in my class at MIT seven years ago, and today I have a net-worth of 410 billion dollars at twenty-eight-years of age. I could buy out Elon - easily. What’s the source of my success and wealth? It’s in very high tech, and a lot of it is classified, but I tell people: “A little bit of this and a little bit of that.”

The second thing you should know is that I haven’t gotten fucked (really hard, long, and good) since my meteoric rise to success seven years ago. My long, black, aforementioned silicone cock, and my butt-plug are my only sex partners. You must be sitting, or standing there shocked and ready to drop your mobile reading device on the floor of, well, none of my business! “No fucking way! Is this woman kidding???” You’re probably saying.

The way of it is, with all the celebrity; tabloids, TV, Instagram, Twitter (one Tweet from me can drop a stock market), interviews, etc., I’m surrounded by boot-licking assholes and limp-dick suck-ups. I’m afraid, the picture is much gloomier than that. Great wealth and fame certainly has privileges, but it also comes with a price; a hefty one. There is much truth in the saying “It’s LONELY at the top.”

I confided my intense sex cravings and needs to my man-Friday (Jasper), who is highly intelligent; he’s also my licensed psychotherapist (I’m his only patient), and he also happens to be gay. He knows what it is to CRAVE a good boning!

“You know, Randy, if your sexual needs were really satisfied from time to time, you wouldn’t need those ‘Benzo’ pills to calm your anxieties. Sex is a natural and healthy ‘pressure relief’ valve,” Jasper said to me one day, with his aristocrat British accent. I told Jasper about my toys, but he believes in the real thing, as do I, but sometimes we have to make do with what’s available.

“You’re absolutely right Jas, so MAKE IT HAPPEN!” And here we are. The aforementioned masturbatory activity occurred in my private sleeping cabin on the plane, just a little while ago.

For just once, I want to shed my refined public persona and glamor, and become a cum-sucking, ass-fucked, cock-crazy slut! But HOW?? I NEED what ALL women want at some point; to be talked dirty to and treated like a complete whore. I awoke with my thighs tingling and my pussy damp. Now the urgency of my flight became clear. Might as well have painted a Red Cross on my plane - “emergency sexual-medical transport!!” Also, Jasper really knows discretion, and this is all HIS plan. I trust Jas with my life. He’s also my best friend and confidant.

I’ve been on hundreds of magazine covers, talk shows, and my TWEETS move stock prices, like I said. But I don’t give a shit about any of that. I’m using a fly speck of my wealth to buy me some anonymity. So I HAVE to look outside of my comfort zone. I have to mingle in circles where no one knows me, and perhaps I can get what I crave - real hardcore, blistering sex - and I am open to experimenting! Sounds like I have the words to my new social media site profile!

So to find this man/men, I have to create an “alternate persona” i.e. a realistic alter ego; a disguise, a double life just for the couple of weeks I’m here on the West Coast. I had Jasper buy a beach estate for me in Santa Monica. He actually paid the celebrity owner DOUBLE the value of the house, in cash American, and it was mine; just like that.

Here’s the way my story will go. I’m divorced, and I got the house from my settlement. Just to be safe since I will live there alone for a while; (just Jasper around), I hired a SWAT security team comprised of former (and active) Israeli Special Forces from one of their top units. There are twelve of those boys - actually two are females. Two years ago, there was an attempt to kidnap me. My driver was killed, and it made the headlines. It turned out to be a real wakeup call, so now I take my safety seriously. I hired the best. Five million bucks each per year; but I’m worth the sixty million. They stay out of site mostly, but are always around, should I need them. They are my regular bodyguard team.

My hair, which is an astonishing red, and goes down to the bottom of my breasts, I dyed blonde. My emerald, green eyes, I replaced with blue contacts. I also have a pair of tortoise shell eyeglasses, just for this “role play.”

Last thing, creating my “stage name,” my alter ego. I’ll call myself “Mira.” After my advance team went about changing the furnishings to my liking, bought me a wardrobe of jeans, shirts, sneakers, etc; and purchased a (used) black Hyundai Elantra for me, I was ready to play this game. It was the most excitement I’ve had in a long time.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

Jasper found a website for me to use my new persona on: “HornyDawg.com,” for unattached (or cheating) men and women looking for “anyone” to have a quickie with; very discreetly, with no attachments - perfect! I just need a profile and a picture. I will portray myself as being divorced, and in my early thirties, say, thirty-two. Let’s see how this sounds:

I am thirty-two- year-old, divorced, no kids, live in Malibu. Interested in men for VERY dirty talk and dates. Education: Some college, alcohol - sometimes, smoker- occasionally. (Might as well be up front with that). Age looking for: 30-50. Willing to try new and interesting things.

Now I need Jasper to take a hot picture of me, maybe a side profile? So we’re outside by the pool with the beach in the far background. I don’t want to show too much of the house - let them guess. I’m wearing a wet T-shirt with no bra on underneath, and sunglasses - to add a bit to the “mystique.” Perfect! Let my nipples speak for themselves! That’s it - a side profile, and I’m looking into the iPhone camera.

Within about ten minutes of posting my profile, I got hits already. The first few were drooling slobs. I’m not interested in anyone who doesn’t show a profile photo. A couple of them sent me “kisses,” and one guy right off the bat asked me how I felt about anal sex! I answered him: “That’s ok, as long as you don’t neglect my pussy. I need to be handled rough from both ends.” Then he started getting really weird, so I blocked him. I then went on to the others.

That first day was a disaster, so now I’m thinking maybe I should make the bar scene. I haven’t done that since I was at MIT. I wasn’t successful then, so why should now be different? It was good being away from the daily grind though. I played tennis in the mornings with Dorit, Avi, (two of my guards), and Jasper, and went swimming. The rest of the day I devote to business on my laptop. See - I can’t get away completely! No one except Jasper from my business empire knows I’m away. I postponed all my appointments, so I have a full week booked in two weeks when I go back. I’m starting to get anxious about not finding anyone. I’ll be crazy horny and VERY angry if I don’t get any action here.

This morning was a little bit different. I got a message from a guy in Newport Beach. He gave his age at forty-two. He said he was interested in “dating, leading to sex; no strings attached.” Interesting. Just like me. His picture wasn’t half-bad either. He was standing in front of some late model sports car - maybe a Corvette. He was nicely tanned, wore an LA RAMS football jersey, had piercing brown eyes and black, curly hair. I was immediately attracted to the photo. In my mind’s eye, I had him bending me over a table and just doing me really hard. Jasper saw me looking at it. “Well, Randy, this one seems to have caught your fancy I see.”

“You never know, Jasper. He certainly has everything right where it should be!” Jasper, looking over my shoulder said, “Well, if he doesn’t work out, perhaps I should like to meet him.” Poor Jasper, his love life was tanking also.

His profile said divorced, no children, college grad. His profession/job said “advertising.” Advertising. That could mean just about anything. So I struck up a chat with him. I was vague about my sexual wants and desires, other than I wanted to get laid really badly, and the more “enthusiastic” the partner, the better. I naturally asked him to describe exactly what he would do with me. He was nondescript and just said, “I would do what you would expect me to do.” This was a “hook,” and it piqued my curiosity. I pushed a little. “Can you be a little more explicit??” I continued: “I like rough foreplay, some light bondage, spanking, and I want to be eaten out really good - think you can handle that?”

“I think that once you have me, you won’t need to go looking anywhere else. I also like surprises,” he said. “What kind of ‘surprises?’” I asked. There was a pause, so I texted: “Are you still there? Do you always ‘play hard to get’ with a woman who says she wants you to bone her silly!?” No reply. I was just about ready to give up because some of these men are all talk, use fake photos, and when push comes to shove, they disappear, and play their sick games with someone else.

I was about ready to move onto another profile which I found interesting to read, when my phone beeped. It was him. He texted, “I carry my best surprise around with me. I have a massive nine-inch cock, that most women find to be too much to handle. Sometimes I even need two women.” It was then I saw that he added a second photo onto his profile. He was leaning against the Corvette, and I saw a VERY LARGE bulge in the swim trunks he was wearing. This was a smart move on his part, and it got my juices going immediately. I could tell he liked to tease. He could just as easily have taken an “au natural” photo of his cock, but this way left something to the imagination - just enough to make me really interested - and hot! Christmas was just a few weeks away, so I asked him, “Could that be a shot of my Christmas present? Could you fit that cock in a stocking? LoL”

“A stocking wouldn’t be much of a challenge. I think it would go much better in a receptive cunt, don’t you think, Mira?” That was enough convincing for me. Now I absolutely had to meet this guy.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

Even though I had my security, I wasn’t going to just invite him over to my house; that would be stupid, right? So we made up to meet for drinks along the beachfront area near him in Newport Beach. His name online for the “HornyDawg.com” website was “The Kingsman.” His real name was Kevin. The date was for one o’clock in the afternoon on Wednesday, and we chose a small bistro with gaily decorated tables, and a lively crowd. My security detail just blended in with everybody else, yet they didn’t smother me, so I felt free to indulge, and safe.

I seated myself at one of the tables with an umbrella that advertised an imported German beer. I wore blue jean shorts, white tennis shoes, and an LA Dodgers T-shirt, and wide sunglasses. My hair was tied behind me in a band. I had just lit a long Virginia Slims 120 cigarette. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a guy approach who was unmistakably Kevin: broad shoulders, athletic build, a piercing gaze, and a bright, ivory smile. Before he sat down, he extended a hand to me, and said, “Mira? I’m ‘The Kingsman,’ or Kevin if you prefer.” I shook hands and that gaze bore a hole through me, making me wet, I had to admit. The massive bulge he sent me the photo of - his “surprise” was wrapped up in white tennis shorts. It was exactly at eye-level. It might just as well have been in my face! So far, this seemed like it could work out nicely.

“Yes, Kevin, I’m Mira. How do you do?”

“I have to say, your picture does you no justice at all; you’re really beautiful.”

“Well, flattery will get you everywhere,” I said. The banter was necessary, but I just wanted to get down to business.

“What are you drinking?” he asked, very polite; refined even. “Umm, I’ll just have a beer,” I said, pointing to the umbrella over our table.

“Sure,” he said. “I’ll have one too,” and he called the server over.

“So Kevin,” I asked. “Do you go on these sites much? Is it a regular thing for you?”

“Not much, just once in a while when I’m in-between relationships.”

“I see, so have you had many relationships?” He looked at me and laughed. “No, not that many. I said I was in advertising, and my job takes me out of town quite a bit; it makes having a steady girlfriend a bit difficult.” It made sense to me. So far, so good.

“And what about you, Mira? Your profile says you’re divorced. Is this how you meet people?” This is where my “script” that I rehearsed with Jasper came into play.

“I’ve been divorced about two years, and I don’t really like the bar scene that much, so I thought I would try one of these online sites. This one seemed to really get down to business if you know what I mean.” He looked at me and smirked. “I totally get it. We can play this any way you want it.” Just then, the beers came. We sat around, drank, and made small talk. He talked about different women, his likes, and dislikes; his expectations, which were what I thought they would be, and what I was looking for as well. After all, this was a hookup site.

I had lit up another cigarette at the table, but I just had to know, so I asked Kevin: “Does my smoking bother you, Kevin? Is it going to be a “deal-breaker?”

“Oh no, of course not! I really enjoy watching attractive women smoke - it’s a definite turn-on for me, so please; go right ahead.” I laughed, a bit relieved, and Kevin ordered two more beers for us. As we were talking, he rested a hand on my knee, rubbing my thigh slowly. I liked it, and made no move to stop him. In fact, he aroused me so much, I didn’t hear any of the conversation; I was consumed with his touch. I got a chill, and my nipples became erect, and my pussy moist. Then he said abruptly, “Let’s go for a walk along the shoreline.”

“Sounds good,” I said. “It seems a shame to let such a beautiful beach go to waste.” I watched as he stood up, and my God, I thought. Does this man have a hard-on like that ALL the time?? I loved it! He reached for my hand and practically pulled me right up, his hand like a vise grip, with muscles of steel. It was like he was “claiming me,” already. Our arms were intertwined as we walked away from the table and through the crowd, past the shops and onto the beach. I got prickles on the back of my neck, and a stirring between my legs, confirming my excitement of what was sure to come. Back at the table, he picked up the tab - a real gentleman, which scored points in my book.

Like I said, it’s been at least seven years, maybe more since I had been this close to anybody. I enjoyed being led like that. Unbeknownst to him, of course, my security detail was keeping a respectful distance and a very watchful eye on all the goings on of my date. The time seemed to fly by, and before we knew it, it was four-thirty. As we were walking back to where we were sitting, Kevin gave my right butt cheek a nice grab. If it was anyone else, I would have swatted it away, but I liked it. Here was a man who wanted me without knowing the truth about who I was, had nothing that he wanted, except my company and my body, which was what I was looking for all along.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

We made plans to meet the following night at my house. I knew the house would impress him, but not so much that it would give the game away. I was getting nervous as eight o’clock came closer. “Jasper! What should I wear?” I knew that he would be a great asset in that department. After all, this whole plan was his idea. We decided on a short, navy blue evening dress with a low-cut back and no bra. My perky double Cs would stand out nicely, and the dress gave my ass some nice definition. Jasper did my makeup, blue eye shadow, long, false eyelashes, and a nice red shade of lipstick. My hair was down with a nice wave in the front. I wore plain gold, hoop earrings. I was ready. My team was in a room with TV screens and Jasper in another wing of the house. This was the price I had to pay for my little fling.

At about ten minutes after eight the doorbell rang. Kevin was in the doorway, and behind him was another couple, a man, and a woman! I’m sure my security team was stirring, paying very close attention. My jaw dropped a little. As if to head me off, Kevin raised his hand. “Hi Mira. . Now before you say anything, these are my two good friends, Brian, and Jenny; they’re married - to each other. Brian works at the same advertising agency as me. We’ve known each other for years.” Brian smiled at me and nodded. The two of them looked around, in awe. I hope I didn’t overdo it with the house! A little bit of silence followed. Then Kevin said, “I told you that I liked surprises, right?”

“Yes, but you never said anything about other people!”

“Okay, now we won’t do anything you don’t like. Mira, please hear me out. Brian and Jenny here belong to a ‘swinger’s club,’ and I thought they might enjoy coming along. If you’re more comfortable they can leave; we came in two cars. OR . . . they can do their own thing, or join us, or watch. Whatever you prefer.” I thought long and hard. I was VERY horny at this point, just fantasizing about tonight, and besides, my security team was ready to jump in at a moment’s notice should anything go south.

It was Jenny who spoke. She was a very attractive mulatto-skinned woman with long, black hair, who seemed to be my age, and Brian was dark like Kevin, and had a very disarming smile. She extended her hand to me and said, “Nice to meet you, Mira. Kevin told us some very nice things about you. A couple of years ago, Brian and I decided that we needed to ‘put a little spice’ into our marriage, so we joined a very discreet swinger’s club. Having good sex with different couples has really been a godsend for us! No attachments, no emotional baggage, just loads of fun, right Brian.”

“Absolutely, Jen. Besides Mira, we’ve done this with Kevin and other women before and it’s worked out just fine - amazing, in fact. So what do you say?”

I let my raging hormones do the talking for me and I said, smiling, “The bar is over here on the side - let’s ‘lubricate’ a little!” Kevin stood in front of me, holding my hands, placing his hand on my ass, and kissed me on the lips. “This will be loads of fun, Mira, I promise you!” He smelled so good, and I felt really comfortable, and, well, hot! We poured our own drinks and just got to know each other a little bit first. Naturally, they asked me what I did for a living, and what my ex-husband did, looking over the expanse of the property and the enormous living room we were in. I made up a plausible, but bullshit story, of course, that my ex-husband controlled a large hedge fund with many international clients, and the marriage didn’t work out because he was never home.

So, I was comfortable being the wealthy divorcée, living off a comfortable alimony settlement. I lit up a Virginia Slims 120, and I was pleased, and turned on to see Jenny take out her own - the same brand. Here is where I started to move into unfamiliar territory. Jenny and I made eye contact, and as she smiled at me, I was getting turned on. It was very confusing to me because I had never been attracted to a member of the same sex before, and never one as beautiful as Jenny.

After making small talk on the couch, and certain that I wasn’t going to get naked with The Manson Family, I suggested that we all would be more comfortable in the Master Bedroom. The bed was huge, and off to the side was a hot tub, and two large couches, a bar, and a large sliding glass door with a terrace overlooking the ocean. From this point on, things just ran their course. Kevin instinctively grabbed my ass that turned me on so much yesterday at Newport Beach, and tonight, kissed me again, putting his arms around me. Brian and Jenny were in a similar position.

Kevin worked the zipper down the back of my dress, and we stayed kissing, my tongue roping around his. I could feel that sweet erection busting to get out of his pants, and I just reached for it. Kevin began kissing my neck and nibbling at my ear, which made my clit hard. My body took over and I was rubbing my clit against that covered cock. Kevin started moaning which pleased me greatly because I knew I was really turning him on. I undid his belt and pulled his pants down to his ankles. He kicked off his moccasins, and stepped out of his pants. We were still standing, and Kevin pushed my head down to his waist. I used my teeth to grab hold of his boxers, and slowly pulled them down past his ramrod-straight cock down to his ankles. Now freed of his boxers, and my dress hanging around my waist, Kevin took me sideways to the bed. I shimmied out of my dress, and kicked my heels off.

We weren’t alone in the bed, however. Brian and Jenny beat us to it. Brian had a large cock too, but its full length was obscured because it was covered by Jenny’s mouth, and she was going up and down on it. Kevin said to me, “Straddle Brian’s face and look towards Jenny.” I was so high from this play that I just did it. I was already sopping wet from Kevin, and as soon as I put my cunt over Brian’s face, he worked magic, eating me out. His tongue started playing with my clit, gently grabbing my clit ring with it, sending shockwaves through my body. I had my first orgasm then, squirting into Brian’s face, my hands pressing into Brian’s chest.

Kevin got behind Jenny who was still working her mouth over Brian’s cock. He started fucking her doggy style, her pussy already wet from her foreplay with Brian. Brian now licked me clean and stuck his tongue deeper into my cunt, licking around the sides. He let out a muffled cry as he came inside Jenny’s mouth; she pulling off him just enough to get cum over her face as well.

Kevin was pumping Jenny hard and fast, and soon he came as well, filling up Jenny and draining himself dry.

Jenny slowly took her mouth off of Brian’s cock, and with mouth and face surrounded by cum, she grabbed for me and started kissing me. Brian slid out from underneath me, and his face was replaced with Jenny’s skilled hands as she used my wetness to gently massage my throbbing pussy which was dying for more. I tasted Jenny’s smoky breath which turned me on as well, and Brian’s fresh spunk which was dripping down the sides of Jenny’s cheeks.

Out of the side of my view, I saw something that surprised me, but I kept going kissing Jenny. Brian and Kevin were both standing by the side of the bed and touching each other’s cocks and kissing! Holy shit, this was getting interesting. Both of them had little contraptions in their hands, which they placed on each other. They were both a light blue, and I saw that they were dual cock-rings with butt-plugs attached. I knew this from some of the online sites I had visited at home while masturbating. I learned all about them from Jasper.

Jenny, meanwhile, gently held me by the chin and kept my attention for herself, kissing me and playing with my pussy. She was skillfully finger-fucking me, and were both on our knees on the bed facing each other. I didn’t have to be told, but I began massaging her clit as well, making her moan. This was the first time I was with another woman, but I have to say it was very pleasant. Jenny and I were deep inside each other, and Kevin and Brian continued their thing. But I wanted cock, and I wanted it BAD. I looked over at Kevin and he could read my mind. Then Jenny announced, “I need a cigarette. Would you like one too Mira?”

“Yes sweetheart, I would.” So Jenny and I retired to the couch and lit each other up. Both Kevin and Brian looked over at us women, both seductively smoking, and they were both so turned on by us, that they really began jerking each other off in earnest. Jenny and I inhaled and blew smoky kisses at each other. Brian and Kevin moved over to the bed recently vacated by Jenny and me, and Brian immediately took Kevin’s ringed cock into his mouth, expertly tonguing him up and down. Both of them were watching Jenny and me smoke as they did so. Kevin put his hands on the top of Brian’s head, forcing Brian to suck his cock on full. It didn’t take long for Kevin to moan as his jizz filled Brian’s mouth.

❤️❤️❤️

We both finished our cigarettes, and sat on the couch kissing. I gave Jenny a quick parting kiss and got up and poured myself a scotch and soda. “Who wants one?” I said. All three of them said they would, moved over to the bar and got their own drinks. “So Mira, is this better than you thought it would be?” Kevin asked.

“Yes Kevin, you are certainly full of surprises. I hope you have enough stamina left for me. My pussy is crying out for you babe!” I noticed too, that Brian and Jenny were in their own little world now on the couch; Jenny grabbing Brian’s ringed cock, as both of them were deeply kissing.

“I love the fact that both of you girls smoke too; it’s a HUGE turn on for Brian and me.”

“Sure thing. Also, Jenny and I are totally in love.” As soon as I said that Jenny and I looked at each other and started laughing.

Kevin laughed. “Yes, I can see that, it’s good, very good.”

I finished my drink, feeling nice, warm, and horny - alcohol does that to me. I came from Jenny multiple times, and once or twice from Brian’s tongue, but now I was craving Kevin’s cock. I stood up from the couch and stretched. “I WANT ALL OF YOU TO GIVE IT TO ME . . .HARD!” I don’t know where that came from; some inner, unknown place deep inside of me? Maybe it was partly the alcohol talking, but I was looking right at Kevin. I pulled him onto the bed and Jenny looked at me and giggled as she pulled her husband onto the bed next to us. Now, looking at Kevin’s cock closely, I grasped the enormity of it for the first time. Not only was it long, but it was also thick - thicker than any dildo in my collection.

Kevin just looked at me, and we were on our knees facing each other on the bed, deeply kissing. I pulled off and turned my ass up to Kevin and cried out, “FUCK ME HARD!” Kevin went slowly at first, playing around the opening of my vage, and even putting his cock on top of my ass, not penetrating me, but just rubbing it on top of my ass and between my pussy and my asshole. That caused me to moan with excitement. ‘Next door’ to us on the bed, Brian was really pounding Jenny hard, making her grip the pillow and mumble wordlessly into it.

“Where do you want it?” Kevin asked.

“Stick it right in my cunt . . .HARD!” I said. I was on my knees, my ass up in the air, and nothing was happening. Then, a bolt of lightning hit me! Kevin spanked my ass hard and said loudly, “YOU SAID YOU WANTED TO BE TREATED LIKE A CUM-SUCKING SLUT, NO??” It was hard to describe the sensation; brief intense pain, followed by a warm wave of pleasure flowing through me, making me shudder. “YES!” I yelled out; I DESERVE to be treated like an evil slut!” With that said, he spanked me again, and once more, making me cringe! “Okay, now brace yourself and I’ll show you how a horny slut gets rammed - hard!”

“Please, yes, I deserve it for being such a naughty girl”

Next to us I heard another loud smack. Brian was spanking Jenny, and she was crying out too - a mixture of pleasure and pain. “Both of you deserve a hard, punishing fucking! What do you say, Kevin?”

“I couldn’t agree more, Brian!”

Now Kevin went all out, making me shake with pleasure, making my eyes roll to the back of my head. It was also pleasantly painful; I never had such a massive cock fucking me like that before. He picked up speed going in and out, in and out, harder, and harder. I thought his cock was going to rip a new hole inside of me. Brian and Jenny were spent, she was curled up on top of him like a ball, licking cum off his dick.

“Oh my God Kevin, don’t stop;” I cried. Kevin was grunting, past the point of talking. Then I felt a nice warm sensation inside my pussy as his jizz filled me all the way up. I’ve never been with a man who could do that - well, my experience has been very limited as you know. When he was done, I turned around and started licking off his cock, his jizz spilling out onto my sheets.

We fucked and sucked some more, and we left the bed. Jenny and I lit cigarettes, and got drinks for the four of us.

“I vote for the hot tub!” I said, as if this was a democracy, my ass still pleasantly smarting from the spanking. “Excellent idea,” Brian seconded, as he led Kevin by the cock over to the edge of the hot tub. So Jenny and I were in the tub smoking seductively, and kissing, and the boys were next to us. The hot water felt delicious, and I was very happy, satisfied for the first time in a very long time. I had another weekend left before I had to go back to New York.

“Did you guys have a nice time?” I asked rhetorically. Jenny gave me a big kiss on the lips. “Yes, we sure did honey. Kevin, thank you for inviting us.” Kevin looked at me and said, “Don’t thank me, thank Mira; she’s the hostess.”

Then Brian said, “You know Mira, if you’re up for it, why don’t you and Kevin join us at our swinger’s club? You could meet the gang.” I smirked a little bit, thinking of a word that rhymed with “gang.”

“Sure,” I said. “Why not? Kevin, are you in?”

“Absolutely.”

I turned to Brian and Jenny and said, “What about next weekend - here at my place” Both of them nodded and Jenny said, “Sure, I’ll make some calls, I think the rest would enjoy getting together here.”

So this trip was turning out even better than I thought it would. I met three great sex partners, and next weekend I would even meet more. I smiled to myself thinking, I hope my bodyguards and Jasper enjoyed the show! I learned a lot about myself tonight as well. I was even planning some alone time with Jenny. I wonder if Brian would mind if Jenny spent the night with me? This was exactly the release from the demands of my work that I needed - I went ALL in!

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this incredible tale of desires satisfied after being so long denied! Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These shorts are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the Tube, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey


About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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