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It was a shit night at the strip bar.  I had dropped my top and shook my tits for an almost empty room three times.  If I wasn't turning on the other girls, I had wasted my time.

Wednesday nights were always slow.  Working a weeknight, what did I expect?  I ordered a Slippery Nipple and sat at the bar nursing my drink.  An hour later the joint was beginning to jump, and I powdered my muff and strutted my stuff.

The clock on the wall showed twenty minutes until two AM and it was my last set.   The crowd had thinned out, but there was an interesting guy in the second row.  He was a sharp dresser.  Middle-aged with a graying beard and a pair of really broad shoulders.  He downed three shots of scotch in pretty quick order and I could tell from his expression that he liked the goods I was selling.

His eyes followed my hands as I pushed down my panties like I was showing him the secret to universal pleasure.  I tried to make eye contact, but his gaze was locked on my pussy lips, so I undulated my hips like I was slow fucking the pole, then let him watch and dream.

When I stepped off the stage, I went right toward him.  I didn't bother to dress, just carried my G-string in my hand.  I stopped in front of him and he looked me up and down with a shit-eating grin. 

“You seemed like you wanted a closer look,” I said.

“You read my mind.  I just love dark brunettes with perfect tits” he opined.

“You must also be a fan of pouty labia,” I said, putting one hand on my hip and jutting my pelvis a little forward.

“I am the biggest fan ever,”  he agreed, his deep blue eyes sparkling with a mix of mischief and desire.   Then he gave me one of those roguish smiles that all bad boys seem to have and added “I have a special ridge on my tongue that fits right between them.”

He dropped his eyes to my snatch when he said it and I must admit I did feel a tingle at the thought of a hot wet tongue that knew what it was doing.  I could tell this guy was gonna be a charmer.  The big question though, was:  Is he a spender? 

“We just have time for a couple of dances before closing if you think you can handle me” I announced. Then I walked toward the VIP lounge.  I was ninety percent certain he was following me, but I didn't look back.  If he wasn't, he was all flash and no cash and he could sit in the cheap seats and I would move on to other fish.

When I stopped at a corner booth, he damn near ran into me. 

“Sorry.   You have a great ass” he said.

“Well you seem to like all of me” I advised, giving him a wink as I pushed him back onto the short couch. 

He put his hand on his lap and brazenly adjusted his cock to lie straight up and down in his pants.  It looked like an iron rod in there.  Not the biggest I had ever seen, but far from the smallest.  I was still completely nude, and I spread my legs to straddle his lap.  I locked my gaze with him.  Most strippers don't like to do that, but I think sometimes it's fun.

I stared into those gorgeous blue eyes and he looked into my hazel ones and I lowered my labia lips right down onto the side of that pole until we were making full contact.  The material of his slacks was thin, and I could feel the contours of his cock as I slid up and down his length.   I have to admit that sometimes when I do this, I get a little excited and this was one of those times.

We didn't have time for many dances, but I gave him the deluxe treatment and took the opportunity to check out his body.  He was a strong guy.  Big bulging biceps under his sport coat and a tight set of abs.  I didn't sneak a feel of his cock, but I did run my palms up and down his thighs and they were pure muscle, rippling with definition.

He tried to grab my tits a couple of times and I pushed his hands away.  But we did do some serious private dancing and I rubbed my ass across his dick enough to make sure he would be coming back for more.  When the lights flickered for closing four dances later, my pussy was extra wet and there was no way that I didn’t leave tracks. If he wasn’t going home aching for a piece of me, then I am in the wrong business.  If I was a newbie, I would have followed him right out the door and fucked him in the parking lot.  But I've been there and done that, so instead, I sent him packing with an unrequited boner and plenty of fodder for a scorching hot wet dream.

*****

Mr. Smooth was back two days later, flashing lots of cash.  I tried to hustle him for some more dances, but he wanted to talk and offered to buy me a drink. 

“I make more on dances” I informed.

“Humor me” he replied.  “I have a proposition for you.”

“Propositions I don't do and if I did, they would cost you big time.”

“Easy.  I don't want to sleep with you” he cautioned.

“That's just what a girl in my business wants to hear” I responded, giving him a hard stare.

“He laid a fifty on the table.  That's for your time.  Sit your pretty ass down and let's talk.”

I sat in the chair next to him and stretched my long legs out so he could see them clearly.  Then I leaned toward him so that the girls hung down enough to light his fire if he had one.

“So, talk slick.”

“You are an extremely sexy woman,” he said.

“I know.  I hear that every night.”

“You could also be charming and alluring if you didn't act so hard.”

“Flattery didn't work, so now you’re going to insult me?” I accused but followed it with a sexy smile.

He laughed. “Let me explain.  My name is Dan Steele and I am a private detective.  I deal mostly in divorce work. Wandering husbands and wayward wives.  It's a little sleazy, but it pays surprisingly well.”

“And this matters to me how?”

“My operative has fallen in love and I need to replace her.”

“And what exactly does an operative have to do?”

“Lure men into compromising situations.”

“You want to pay me to turn some guy on?”

“Yes,” he smiled.  “I think you’d be perfect.”

“That sounds like the badger game and that can get me locked up for quite a few years.”

“No! This is strictly legit.  The shakedown is legal and done by lawyers.”

“You and I are just part of the system and it pays extremely well.”

“And just how compromised do I need to be with this guy?  I’m not a whore.”

“I never thought you were.”

I downed the last of my drink, picked up the fifty, and poked it down my bra top.  I smiled seductively when his eyes followed my fingers as they slid out of sight.  “Like those?”

“Of course.”

“Well slick, your time is up.  You want to talk; we can do that while I am dancing.”

He peeled off a hundred and I gave him my sweetest smile.  “I just love long conversations” I teased, as I took him by the hand and led him into VIP land.

*****  
 

The Purple Turtle was just what you’d expect in southern California.  Fancy food in small portions.  A typical 'yuppie supper’! No wonder they are all so fucking thin.  My filet mignon was smaller than my fist but beautifully garnished with red, green, and yellow veggies.  Dan had ordered the larger size, but it still didn't seem like enough to keep a big guy going.  Muscles need to be fed, don't they?  They don't just grow by themselves. 

“Nice place,” I said.  “Pretty food, do they serve anything but snacks?”

Dan laughed.  There was a lot about Dan that I was still trying to figure out, including what was in his pants.  When I run my butt over a guy’s business, I get an impression of which way the wind is blowing, but my measurements are never precise.  I knew I was dealing with a high average to the low side of large.  But that was just a guess.

“Explain this job again.  I need details.  The risks?  The rewards?  The hidden shit that I won't find out until I am in the middle of it.  Spill!”

“We’ll get to that in a minute” he assured.  Then he smiled and dropped his eyes to my cleavage again.  But that’s what it's for, so I gave him a moment to dream.    I like to be admired.  Especially when attractive men do it.  I raised my eyes to lock with his.  I was going to give him one of my ‘See anything you like?’ looks.  But I noticed over his shoulder a beautiful blonde walking through the restaurant door.

She was absolutely stunning. Tall and statuesque with some of the longest legs I had ever seen.  She wore a pink top showing lots of cleavage and a white slit skirt that flashed plenty of thigh with her long strides.  She was advertising at both ends and the bi side of me was in lust.

She crossed the room like she owned it.  Every male in the place including the two gay guys in the corner table turned to watch her.   Most of the women too, some admiringly, others scowling at the competition.  She came straight toward our table and draped herself over Dan.  Her long fingers gliding sensuously over his shoulders and down his arm on the far side of his body.  I wondered how far up my snatch those elegant fingers would reach. 

The blonde leaned in to kiss Dan on his cheek and her blouse fell open.  Her breasts were expertly presented in a pink lace push-up bra, the color a perfect match to her semi-transparent blouse.  It was a wonderful view, but what I really wanted was to touch them.  I squirmed in my seat and hoped that I wasn’t leaking.

“This is Cassidy,” announced Dan.  “You two will be working together.”

She half-smiled at me with clear green eyes and gave me a bold appraisal.  “She'll do” she declared.

Any disappointment that Dan and I were heading for a post-lunch hook-up vanished and thoughts of curling up with succulent Cassidy flooded in like a tidal wave.

“Well with that, I am going to go get some real food” announced Dan.  “Cassidy will fill you in on the nitty-gritty.  Be ready to work tomorrow. Be at my office at 10:30 A.M. and wear something that no man can resist.”

“I thought I did that this morning, but now you’re leaving” I teased.

Dan laughed.  “You’re gonna be great.  Talk to Cassidy.  I’ll see you in the morning”

Then he walked away, and I watched his ass go, just like men watch mine.

“Nice view” opined Cassidy, taking a sip of the drink Dan had left on the table.

“So, is this guy telling it to me straight?  Is this a decent gig or I am going to get my twat in a twist?” I ask, turning to Cassidy and holding my gaze steady on those green eyes.

“Basically, we just entice men into compromising situations,” said Cassidy with a mischievous smile.

“Just use what you got and let nature take its course. You won't have any problems” she assured, her eyes wandering up and down my body.  “They are going to be so eager to get in your pants, it will be like taking candy from a baby.”

“Then what?” I asked, returning her wanton stare.

“Then the guy with the camera bursts through the door and takes lots of pictures.  Dan will be there in case anyone gets rough.”

“How do they know when to crash in?”

“You will have an electronic signal.”

“And if they don't show on time?”

“That depends on how hot the guy is,” laughed Cassidy.   “But it can get dicey if they’re late.

“Dicey how?”

“Well if he's not my type, I try and short circuit his desire with a quick blow job.”

“That's not comforting.”

“Just kidding!”

“They always show up.  No worries.  Completely your decision when to call in the cavalry.  But sometimes I wait. “

“Wait for what?”

“We're not the cops.  There's no penalty for fucking the mark.  If your pussy's wet, go for it.  That's against Dan's rules, but do what you have to.  What he can't prove, he can't complain about.”

“You mean doesn't know about it, don't you?”

“Oh, he will know.  He's a sharp guy.  Just stay cool and don't admit it.”

“Do I work with you?”

“Not usually.  I'll be around the first couple of times, just to coach you, but mostly we go solo.”

“The job is really pretty simple,” Cassidy continued.  “Accidental meetings, gush and flirt with the guy.  Then do another chance meeting if necessary.  If he doesn't tumble for you, then we switch off and I take over.  If he doesn't go for me, then we use the tried and true that no man can resist.”

“Which is?” 

“We offer him a threesome,” she raised an eyebrow and watched my reaction as she delivered the information.  Her eyes were roaming all over me again, the intensity of her gaze left no doubt of her desire.  Cassidy wanted her mouth on me, and I wanted it too.

She raised her hand to call the waiter.  “More shots.  Line 'em up.”  I slammed down my Pendleton and Cassidy matched me drink for drink with her Tequila.

We spent the afternoon talking about work, stripping, sexual adventures, and men that were awesome in bed, but total shits.  There was a lot of gratuitous touching and even more eye fucking, between shots.  It was almost dusk when the waiter called us a cab and we headed for my place because it was the closest. 

The cab driver spoke terrible English, but Cassidy took over and spouted Spanish like a native.  We both had the hots and neither of us wanted to wait until we had some privacy, so we started going at it in the taxi.  I landed in the backseat with my head spinning from drink, but not so much that I didn't notice the shot Cassidy was shooting me.  I put my hand on those long, exquisite thighs and she spread them out wider as I pushed the hem of her panties aside and slipped my fingers inside of her.  Fuck she was wet.

Our lips caressed eagerly, but softly.  Cassidy had a velvet tongue and it curled around mine like two snakes mating.   She moaned into my kisses as I pumped her pussy, slow fucking her with bunched fingers.

Cassidy trembled and quivered when she climaxed, and it spurred me on.  I moved my hand faster and she slid her own hand down to work her clit. Her kisses became more urgent and her hips flexed toward my hand, driving her cunt up almost to the bridge of my hand before she came.

The driver had been watching us French in the rear-view mirror, but he swiveled his head around and the car swerved when Cassidy hiked up her skirt and slid her panties down so that I could put my mouth between her legs. Cassidy threw her pink panties at him and ordered him in Spanish to watch the road.  She told me later she added a few invectives and one threat to his manhood if he didn't watch the road.

Cassidy was soaking and had a sweet cunt.  Her juices were everywhere.   It was like lapping up pure honey.  She moaned and thrashed and pressed herself against my mouth, always wanting more.   One hand worked her clit and the other freed one breast, fondling the soft flesh and pinching the nipple.  It excited her to see the driver’s eyes flash in the rear-view mirror as he switched from watching the road to checking out the action in his rear seat.

As I licked and sucked her luscious pussy, Cassidy kept up a running commentary in Spanish, explaining blow by blow for the driver everything I was doing to her, but never letting him turn around.  She told me later, it looked like he was driving with one hand on the wheel and one working his lap and that knowing he was hard as nails made it all the more fun.

I love the smell of a woman.  Men have such a heavy musk, but a woman has a sweetness that lingers on the tongue.  It’s like a fine chocolate.  I just want to lick and lick and keep licking.  I never get enough.

I worked my tongue along her slit in long languid strokes.  Letting its wet warmth soak into every tender pore of her soft vaginal flesh.  She moaned and writhed and pressed herself against me, grinding her crotch into my mouth.

When we finally pulled up in front of my building, she left her legs spread for a minute and let the driver look.  Fuck she was wet.  Then we scooted out and got our asses upstairs to my apartment, leaving the cab driver jacking off in front of my building.

*****

I don't know what else to call my victims, besides a 'mark'.  I target men and con them into a situation that makes me money.  By any street standard, that is a mark, just as surely as if I were on the grift.

My first mark was a mousy little man with horn-rim glasses and crumpled shirts.  The kind of guy that wore a pocket protector back in high school.  He was shy and socially awkward but had enough smarts in his small head to own an impressive piece of a software company about to go public.  Next week at this time the guy would literally be shitting cash.  

My reconnaissance report had him eating alone at the same restaurant at exactly the same time every day and fortunately, there was a hotel, right next door.  I set my ass at a table near the entrance and stretched my killer legs out for everyone to enjoy my shapely calves and long tanned thighs. 

My skirt was short, and my top was low, and I was catching eye fucks from every male that walked through the door.  Five minutes later my mark was no exception.  He looked around the room and zeroed in on me like radar locking onto a bogie.

He must have been a brunette man or maybe a tit or leg man because his eyes devoured me.  This guy was burning with unfulfilled sexual desire.  I have done enough stripping to know the look.  He stood there without moving and giving me one long eye-fuck.  So, I eye fucked him right back and when our gazes met, he quickly looked away and turned beet red.

The next day I waited until he entered the restaurant and was seated, then I came in after him.  The table next to his was vacant and I asked the hostess to seat me there.  I was dressed to thrill and most of the men in the room were watching me as I crossed almost to the back and sat down to the mark's immediate right. 

I sat sideways a little, letting him get the full-frontal view, and made sure my skirt rode up to almost an indecent level.  He could not keep his eyes off of my thighs and I wondered if my panties were showing.  I of course ignored him and acted as nonchalantly as I could.  Ordering a drink and just letting him gaze.  I know the effect I have on men and a dweeb like this had to be salivating.  He’s never touched goods this prime, even in his dreams.

I let him look for a good ten minutes or so, while I ordered.  During that period, I uncrossed and crossed my legs several times, pretending not to be able to get settled.  One of those had to show my pink panties.  I have discovered that men are especially receptive to pink and blue panties during an upskirt.  Something about those two colors conjures up especially naughty thoughts in their male pervert minds.

Suddenly I picked up my drink and moved over to the dweeb's table.  When I got out of my chair, I scooted and there was no doubt about the pink panties and the sheer crotch. I thought his eyeballs were going to pop out and knock his glasses off.

When I slid into the chair next to him and set my drink on his table, the look on his face was priceless.   You might have thought I had reached out and stroked his cock.

“Sorry,” I blurted out, feigning a fit of a panic.  “My ex-boyfriend just walked in with a babe on his arm and I don't want him to see me eating alone.  Can I have lunch with you?  I would be very grateful” I said, giving him my ‘I wanna suck your balls’ look.  I thought he was going to melt into a puddle.

I smiled and looked into his eyes.  There was fear there.  His guy had never been with a hot woman.  He wore a wedding ring and my eyes flicked to his hands.  “You're married.  I'm sorry, I hope I don't get you in trouble with your wife.”

He looked uncomfortable.  “It's OK” he stuttered.

“Can I buy you a drink?” I offered.  “I need to reward you somehow,” I said, playing with the third button on my blouse.  The others were undone, and his eyes were glued to the motion.  My cleavage was substantial, and the girls were well-presented in a matching pink bra that puffed them up like twin overstuffed pillows close to bursting.

We were interrupted by the waitress.  She seemed confused for a moment, but quickly recovered and put both lunches on our table and quickly delivered me a new table setting.

Dweeb was sitting normally at the table, with his chair pulled up and his feet under.  I was in the chair on his right, but I had my body pointed toward his.  My short skirt and long legs were not hidden by a tablecloth.  They were on full display and the dweeb was drooling in his soup.  This time when I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, there was no doubt of the impact my pink panties were having.  In fact, by this time I was getting a little excited and I was sure the moisture was soaking through, making the thin material even more transparent.  Teasing always turns me on a bit, especially when it’s so obviously tormenting my target.

“Let me buy you a drink,” I offered, leaning forward to touch his hand and give him another look down my blouse.

The poor boy was tongue-tied and on his third shade of red.

We jabbered through lunch and I ordered another drink.  He didn’t want any alcohol, but I chose for him and told the waitress to make it a double.  “My boy here has to catch up” I teased and gave him a smoking hot look.

It was just too easy.  He really was a nice guy and I felt a little sorry for him.  His big chance to bag a beauty and he was not only going to go home dry, but it would probably cost him a couple of million in stock options.  Sorry, but I needed the money, and the reward for a successful sting was $5,000 in my pocket. Considering my taste for expensive cars, liquor, and clothes, it was just something that I had to do.  A job’s, a job.  Some people cook food, fix cars, or sell insurance.  Me, I make divorce settlements a little more predictable.  We all do our part in the great game of life.

Talking to men is easy.  You learn the knack when you strip for a living. Half of the gig is listening to their pitiful stories about how life has shit on them.  Men love to talk about themselves, and they also love to complain.  It’s always someone else’s fault.  Any woman smart enough to let them do both can get laid anytime she needs it.

He was draining the last of his second margarita, they were big glasses.  Yuppy restaurants always seem to be more liberal with their liquor portions, than their food.  I leaned across the table and put my hand over his. 

“I need you to do me another favor” I whispered in as breathy a voice as I could muster.  He had looked up at me when I touched him, but his eyes never got to mine.  They stopped at my tits and were looking straight down my blouse. 

“What?” he asked, his eyes never wavering from my cleavage.

“My old boyfriend has been looking over here. Would you mind getting us a room?”  That pried his eyes off the girls and there was disbelief on his face.  It just wasn’t something that he had ever expected to hear.

“I’m, I’m married,” he stuttered.

“We don’t have to do anything, lover” I replied.  I just want him to see us go up together.  My hand had been gently rubbing his, the whole time. It was like he was frozen.  A deer in the headlights kind of thing.

“Yeah, sure” he finally answered.

“What a sweet man.  You’re a lifesaver, lover” I replied and drew my hand back slowly, but not before some last, lingering pressure. 

We were standing in front of the elevator and I took his hand and squeezed it, then leaned over and kissed his cheek.  “Can you put your arm around me, just for effect?” I asked.

Boy was he quick and I leaned into him, reached up with my left hand, turned his face toward mine, and laid a very romantic kiss on him.

The room had one of those electronic keys and he had some trouble making it work.  You have to do it in just the right sequence, and he was so frazzled that he just couldn’t seem to get it right.  So, I finally did it for him.

When I closed the door behind us, making sure it was unlocked, he really got nervous.

“Now what?” he asked in a meek voice.  It was barely audible.  He opened his mouth, but the words just seemed stuck somewhere down in his throat.

“Now we have to wait a while.  He might be waiting downstairs or bribing someone to see the security tapes.  You don’t want him to think that you’re quick on the trigger, do you?” I declared.

He just stared at me with that deer in the headlights thing again and got very, very red in the cheeks.  He was a Dweeb version of Rudolf.

“You’re not, are you?  Quick on the trigger, I mean.  I didn't mean to imply.  You don’t look like the kind that would blow early.  I’d peg you for a real tiger.  Sweet, but able to show a girl a really hot afternoon” I opined.

He didn’t answer, just looked at me like he was in some kind of dream but had lost his tongue.  That was fine, at this point, I was in total control and I only needed a few more minutes to finish the con.

“We’re going to be here awhile” I warned.  “Any suggestions?”

No answer.

“I could dance for you,” I offered.  “I used to be a stripper.  Did I tell you that?  I worked both the clubs and bachelor parties.  I wasn’t a whore.  No penetration or anything like that, but I could show a guy some fun”.

“I’d like that,” he said, finally finding his voice.

I turned my back to him and shed my blouse, then spun around and came in close, shimming my pushed-up tits in his face.  Then reached behind and tried to unsnap the bra.

“Oh, damn it’s stuck” I exclaimed and spun around.  “Can you get the clasp?”

When I turned around again, my tits were bouncing free and he was grinning like a kid on Christmas morning.  I didn’t have to guess what he wanted from Santa Claus.  I stood right in front of him, just inches away, hiked up my skirt, spread my legs, and sat right down on his business.  Our faces only inches apart.

I’ve been on enough laps to know that the guy was hiding some serious goods.  I never would have guessed.  You can’t tell the exact size from a little grinding, but you can tell if they’ve got something interesting to bring to the party.  God, he was hard, and I was digging it a little, sliding it along my slit.  So much so, that I really didn’t want to stop.

When you’re doing the grind it’s not always easy to ignore the effect it can have on you.  It depends on the guy and your mood.  Sometimes it’s just pure mechanics.  No emotion at all and you’re thinking about what you’re gonna have for a midnight snack or what movie you want to see this week. At other times, if the guy’s a charmer or you’re feeling a little frisky, that stiffness slips right into the groove and you just can’t help milking a little pleasure out of the encounter. 

I slowed down my grind and unbuttoned his shirt.  Then pushed it off his shoulders. 

“That’s better.  I love skin on skin” I cooed, rubbing my girls against his bare chest, and leaning in close, cheek to cheek to get some hot breath in his ear when I spoke.

He started to grab my tits and I let him have his fun.  It wasn’t exactly anything that I hadn’t done for twenty bucks a hundred nights at the club.

I squirmed around in his lap, positioning my panty-covered slit right over his hardness, and gave myself a few more slides.  Then I stood up in front of him.

“You’ve got some serious meat in there” I judged.  “I want to see what you’re hiding.  Get those pants off lover.”

“No!  I can’t’” he objected.

“Please. Pretty please!” I pleaded.  “You’ve really got me excited” I added, as my fingers unbuckled his belt and pulled his zipper down.  He had colored jockey shorts.  Black, bikini.  What a surprise.  I had him pegged for white boxers.  Maybe he was a secret player after all? 

“Ooh, you naughty boy.  Sexy undies” I teased. “Please let me see it.  I grew it” I bragged.  But he seemed reluctant and whatever that lump was, it stayed covered.

“I’ll show you mine” I offered and pulled the hem of my panties aside, showing him the prize that all men seem to crave.  That did it and he fished it out.

‘Fuck!  The guy was loaded.  Who’d have guessed?  It was huge and hard as steel.  A fucking rocket ready to launch, standing tall like it was reaching for the sky.  It was tempting, really tempting.  I have a thing for thick ones and his was plenty wide.  I will admit to fondling it for just a minute or so.  I thought he was gonna faint when I gave it a few strokes.

It was truly magnificent, and I wondered if he knew how to use it.  But I didn’t want to get carried away on my first solo flight.  So, I pressed the button and the door burst open and the camera clicked away.

I would regret it later.  Too bad he was my first mark because I was sorely tempted to try that one on for size and if I’d had more experience under my belt, we would have gone a few rounds before I called in the cavalry.  A cock like that.  There just aren’t that many around and it’s almost a woman’s imperative to try it out if she’s lucky enough to stumble onto one.  I know one thing for sure, I’ll never pass up another.

Everyone crashing through the door caught him totally by surprise and me a little as well.  They came in fast and him trying to stuff his johnson back into his pants, just made him look all the more guilty.  The pictures turned out to be exactly what the wife had ordered and I got a bonus.  Did I feel bad?  Yes, of course.  But I knew it would pass and that Cassidy would have some remedy for a guilty conscience.

*****

A few months later my mark was an older man, very swab and distinguished.  I don't usually go for the older ones, but this guy had my motor running.  I had a whole accidental meeting scenario set up, but I didn't need it.  Mr. Smooth spotted me, took a long look at my legs sticking out of an extra short skirt, and walked right up to me. 

He reached out his hand and introduced himself, just like we had a business appointment. 

“Hi!  I'm Tipton Collier and you have the loveliest eyes.  Please call me Tip.”  He was all charm, and I might have tumbled even if he wasn't already my mark.

Three drinks later he ordered a lavish dinner to be delivered to his room.  We finished the fourth drink at our leisure, and he escorted me to an express elevator.  That's when I started to worry.  He pulled out a key and up we went to the 27th floor.  The elevator door opened onto a lavish suite with wall-to-wall windows overlooking the water and the city.  But the elevator didn't go back down, it stayed on our floor.  I was beginning to wonder how the cavalry were going to get up here with the elevator locked on the floor.

Dinner was already laid out and I picked up one of the silver hoods to see what was hiding underneath.  Steak, lobster, and oysters, all elegantly prepared with some classy sides and an ice-cold bottle of the best champagne.  He certainly knew how to woo a girl.

He pushed the dinner cart over to the settee and we curled up together and chowed down.  It had been a long time since I ate that well.  Strippers don't make as much money as most people think.  But now my job was seduction, so I got straight to it.  Not that it was necessary.  I was already in his sights.  He had me here for only one reason and if I didn't make the first move, I had no doubt that he would.

We did a little touchy, feely, and played the feed-me game with both strawberries and oysters.   The movies are right.  Feeding one another in a sensuous manner is a bit of a turn-on.  Despite being in his early fifties, the guy was in good shape and had soft hands.  If I have a weakness, it's soft hands.  Get pawed by enough construction works in the VIP section of a strip bar and you too would develop a real appreciation for men with soft hands and a gentle touch.  Especially, if they know just where to touch a girl.

I had drunk way too much and things were quickly getting out of hand.  I don't ever have to kiss my customers in the strip club, but this guy had his tongue down my throat and his hand up my dress.  He had not grabbed for the goods yet, but he was kneading the tender flesh high on my inner thigh.  That’s my weak spot.  Too much attention there and I’ll start begging for it. 

My purse was on the couch beside me and I was just about to reach in and press the 'save me' button, when he suddenly broke off kissing me, got up, and crossed the room.  He pushed the dinner cart away.  Then stood watching me, devouring me with his eyes.  I undid a couple of buttons on my blouse, slipped it off, and gave my tits a shake.  Then I let him salivate over them for a few moments.  I could tell he liked what he saw.  They always do. 

He responded by unbuttoning and dropping his own shirt.  I was impressed.  He looked better than a lot of thirty-year old’s that I have fucked.  Then he dropped his pants and I went from impressed to aroused.  It wasn't that long, but it was definitely a cunt stretcher.  Hard and throbbing and thick enough to give a girl a ton of pleasure.  I was wondering how long he could keep it up, but my contemplation was interrupted as he slipped on a cock ring.  I could feel my panties start to drip and knew that my control of the situation was slipping away.

He looked like he had it all planned and I was starting to wonder again, how Dan and the boy with the camera were going to pull this off before I ended up flat on my back, screaming 'harder, harder, harder'.

Not taking my eyes off that cock, I slipped one hand into my purse, feeling for the call switch.  Before I could wrap my finger around the button, he changed all the rules and said, “How much is my wife paying you?”

My fingers froze and our eyes locked.

“You were too easy,” he advised.  “I didn't have to work at all to get you up here.  I knew she would try something, and you are obviously it.  Whatever you have planned, no one else can get up here.  The fire door is locked from this side at several levels and that elevator is the only other way up or down.”

“I don't know what she is paying the agency.  I get two thousand for the pictures” I blurted.  Give me a break.  I’d only been doing this for a few weeks and this guy was way out of my league.

“You were going to fuck me for two grand?” 

“I just get paid for the pictures” I corrected.

“Well let's see what I am missing,” he said.  “Drop your skirt.”

Like a total fool, I responded by standing up and dropping my skirt.  Then I stood there nude from the waist down except for my silk panties, while he eye fucked me with an appreciative smile on his face.  Why I didn't just tell him to fuck off, I will never figure out.  Maybe it was his authoritative air, but there was part of me that didn't want him to put that cock away.

Then he reached down and pulled his wallet out of his pants.  He quickly counted out some bills, walked toward me, and laid a stack of crisp green next to me.

“Here's three thousand.  Let's fuck” he offered.

I smiled, and wet my lips, and gave him an impish grin.  Then my phone rang. 

I looked at the screen and it was Cassidy.  “You OK?  We can't get up there” she said.

“I know.  We have a glitch.  Anyone else listening?”

“No.  Then hang on a minute,” I said.

I looked at Mr. Smooth.  “You up for a threesome?” I smiled.  “Four grand a piece and your wife will never know.”

“Does she look as good as you?”

“Blonde and beautiful with the longest legs you have ever sucked on” I promised.

“Done,” he declared.

“Cassidy, I am sending a handsome gray-haired gentleman down to escort you up.  Move to the express elevators and lose your tail.”

I clicked off the phone.  “Well get your pants on and go get her” I urged, winking mischievously at Tip.

******

A few minutes later the elevator opened, and Cassidy walked out arm and arm with Tip.  “Nice deal you cut” she laughed.  “Tip filled me in”.  She rubbed his arm and looked up into his blue eyes.

“Thought you could use the cash,” I replied.

“We don't usually do this sort of thing.  We were strippers, not whores,” Cassidy announced. 

“Understood” Tip answered.  “We all have our spur-of-the-moment impulses.  The cash was simply a gesture of my desire.  Please accept it as a sign of how alluring you both are.”

“You were right,” commented Cassidy.  “He's as smooth as they come.”

As always, Cassidy looked stimulating.  She is walking sex appeal and has such long legs that a normal short skirt looks indecent.  But she wears them anyway.  I watched her thighs flash seductively as she crossed the room and all I could think about was licking my way up them.  I had a gorgeous, charming man, with a cock as thick as a coke can ready to service my every need and I was fixating on Cassidy's labia. 

Her blouse was an elegant off-white silk that clung to her curves provocatively as her breasts moved around inside.  It had a full-length zipper and she had pulled it down far enough to expose a good portion of her soft breasts.  Cassidy didn't have huge tits, but they were perfectly formed, and her nipples went hard at the slightest invitation.

Cassidy unzipped the top and let it fall open.  She turned to give Tip a peek at her cone-shaped goodies and exclaimed “Holy Fuck!”

Tip had dropped his pants again and his thick dick was displayed prominently between two muscular thighs.

“That is the other reason I called you” I informed.

“Keep that monster away from my ass” Cassidy quipped.  “You are welcome to put in anywhere else Sugar.”

“Can you handle us both” Cassidy teased, stepping out of her skirt.

“If I can't, the toys are in that cabinet” Tip pointed.

I love Cassidy's ass.  She wore a pure silk white thong.   Barely a string up her ass crack and leaving both round taut butt cheeks on full display.   They are kind of her signature undies.  She has long dancer's legs, muscular and ripped.  She does martial arts and I have felt the power in those long lean muscles.  I pitied Tip when she wrapped them around his face in the throes of an oral climax.  They damn near crush your head and breathing gets a little iffy.  But I also knew that he was going to get his money's worth if he went down on my friend Cassidy.

I walked over and opened a mahogany door.  It was filled with sexual paraphernalia and apparatus of all types, including bondage toys, at least three double-ended dildos and god knows how many electric dicks.

“Looks like a fun night” Cassidy judged, filling her glass with champagne, and emptying half the glass in one gulp.  This is good stuff and I do appreciate quality, but do you have any Tequila?”

Tip crossed to the bar, his hard dick bobbing up and down like a bobblehead on a car dashboard.  He cracked a bottle of the good stuff and poured Cassidy a shot.  Then set the bottle on the bar.

I held up my glass and we toasted “You did good girl” she announced.  Then we kissed.  A long lingering wet one with lots of tongue.

“Save some for me” objected Tip stroking his dick as he watched us intently.

We both stepped the two paces toward him.  I put my arms around his neck and kissed him open mouth.  His tongue snaked in, curling around mine as I pushed my tits into his chest.  I could feel his fat cock, hard and eager, pressing against my stomach.

Cassidy put an arm around him and kissed his cheek while I sucked his tongue.  I felt her hands between our bodies as her fingers curled around his thick shaft.  “God that's a lot of meat” she noted as she kissed his cheek and nibbled on his neck.

I was ready to climb right on that baby.  I still had my panties on, and I pushed them off with one hand and fondled his balls with the other as our tongues and lips continued to duel.  Then Cassidy stooped and took him in her mouth.  That's where I was headed, but no matter.

She had worn an especially bright shade of red lipstick and the sight of her ultra-red mouth closing around his shaft pumped me up a few carnal notches and suddenly I was desperately in need of some of what Tip was serving.   I stooped and craned my neck between his legs and sucked on his balls.  Tip had a musk about him that was really charging me up.  God, it was powerful stuff and my pussy flowed like a river. 

Cassidy had his cock down her throat and her fingers in my twat and that just made me even wetter.   We settled into a double blowjob, Cassidy working her lips up and down one side of his dick and mine on the other.  Our lips kept brushing, and this quickly turned into more kissing and we both forgot about Tip and started fingering each other. 

“Let's take this to the bed” Tip suggested.

Cassidy lay on her back and stretched her long body out on the bed.  Her legs were spread and her pussy glistened and I covered her labia with my mouth.

“Oh Fuck!” she sighed, then turned her head to one side and let Tip slide his cock in between her luscious lips.  I have been told by those who should know that Cassidy gives an incredible hummer and the way she was going at Tip's dick, I didn’t doubt that information.  It looked to me like the only thing Cassidy liked better than sucking a cock, was licking a pussy and if she is only half as good at it, she is fantastic.  Tip sure seemed to be enjoying the hell out of Cassidy's technique, as well as her enthusiasm.

I licked Cassidy slowly and firmly with my tongue until she was jerking and whimpering and sucking on Tip's cock like it was an exotic drug.   Cassidy is an easy cummer, at least with my tongue on her hot spots, and when she started to throw herself around Tip pulled his cock free and left her to my tender mercy.

She squirmed and thrashed, and I kept sucking and lapping, flicking my tongue in a flurry of motion.  Cassidy stuck her fingers down to work her own clit, while I did the rest and she came against almost instantly.  Then I felt a hand up my own cunt.  Thick fingers working my opening, spreading it deliciously wide.  He pushed in deep, then fluttered his digits, curling them, then spreading them out.  Holy Fuck!  Tip sure knew his way around a twat.  He strummed me like a master musician playing an antique guitar and I rewarded him by whimpering sweet, sweet music.

“Oh God,” I cried out, taking my mouth off of Cassidy long enough to announce my pleasure.  His fingers were plunging into me with a speed and ferocity that I hadn’t expected and I spasmed and flooded his hand as I felt a small river run down my leg.

I had no sooner come off my climax than I felt his thick cock spreading my entrance.  I was wet and he went in easy and with just the right amount of force.  His cock was even thicker than it looked and gave me the most wonderful feeling of fullness as it stretched me to my limit, sending shards of exquisite pleasure shooting through my whole body.  I shivered in response and Cassidy quivered as my mouth vibrated over her opening.

Then Tip began to pump and my tongue-lashed Cassidy's entrance in time with Tipton's thrusts and a few minutes later we all came together and collapsed in a tangle of arms and legs.

We recovered quickly.  Tip was up first; his stamina was amazing.  He pushed Cassidy’s long legs apart and drove right into her pussy.  I’d heard those sounds she was making before and they signaled that he was doing one hell of a job.  I looked into those sexy green eyes, and she waved me over her face.  So, I straddled her, lowered my pussy down over her mouth and she went at my cum soaked cunt like a hungry wolf after its supper.  Oh fuck, a girl’s never been licked properly, until she’s had Cassidy’s expert tongue sliding along her slit.

I came and Cassidy came, and Tip lay back with a job well-done look on his face.  His thick cock was standing straight up.  Cassidy grabbed it with her left hand, threw her right leg over Tip and she was on.

“Oh Fuck” she sighed as she slid down it.  She scooted her ass around a little, looking for just the right angle, then began to pump like hell.  I reached in and massaged his balls while Cassidy rode.

Tip raised both legs, holding them stiff and straight out.  Then he slammed his heels down against the mattress.  The move sent them bouncing and Cassidy flying in the air.  When she came down that thick cock went in the deepest yet. 

“Holy Fuck” she yelled, and I could tell from her tone, that it was pleasure straight from heaven.

I pulled my hand out and Tip did it again and again and again.  Cassidy was flying up and down that cock like a ‘Jill-in-the-Box’ as they bounced and bounced.  I shoved a pillow under Tip's ass on the third bounce and Cassidy went in even deeper. She was moaning and whimpering, and I swear she was cuming in midair by about the eighth or ninth stroke. 

Finally, he stopped, and Cassidy fell sideways, her beautiful tits heaving, nipples taut, as she tried to catch her breath.  I was surprised Tip lasted that long.  It looked really taxing and he wasn’t exactly a young man.  I was wishing he had some stamina left because I was jealous.  But I suspect a guy only has one of those in him during a fuck session.  Tip called it the “Jack Hammer”.  Next time that I find myself a stud with some staying power, I’m going to teach him that trick.

We fucked half the night and Tip shot five bullets.  God knows what kind of medicine that man was on.  Cassidy and I were the grand finale.  We finished up with the double dildo and a mouthful of each other’s tongue.  I don’t know how many times I came before I finally passed out.

When I woke up, Tip was still sleeping, but Cassidy was riding the ‘fuck machine’.  Her long legs straddled the saddle, tits bouncing, body convulsing.  I slid up behind her, cupping her breasts and stroking her clit and we rode out several of her orgasms.  Then we switched.

The machine was magnificent.  I tried a couple of settings and found one that was fucking made for me.  Then I settled in for some serious sexual bliss.  I was floating on some carnal cloud when Tip woke up.  He watched me for a while.  At first, I was a little embarrassed.  Don’t know why, maybe because I was so far into it that it was kind of a private moment.  But after a while, I got a real charge out of being a wanton exhibitionist.

God that machine was astounding.  Tip got up and walked over and dangled his cock in my face and I slurped it down.  I was so ready for that thick dick that I came the moment my lips touched it.  But that wonderful machine just kept fucking me and I sucked the shit out Tip’s prick and I came like crazy when he fired his fifth shot and his cum bubbled out of my mouth. But I was breathing too fucking hard to swallow it all.  After that, Tip collapsed and was out for the count.

I admit that we drank too much and got carried away, but it was a night to remember.  The old boy really knew how to hammer a girl.  God, he stretched me out and Cassidy was nothing less than incredible.

Dan Steele wasn’t very happy with us.  He was waiting in the lobby when Cassidy and I finally stepped out of the elevator.  He’d been there all night.  Boy was he pissed!  Said our safety was his responsibility.  There was no hiding that we’d both been fucking like crazy.  Cassidy tried to tell him nothing happened, but it didn’t sell.  She still had cum in her hair for Christ's sake.

Dan yelled at her to “Shut up!  Not this time, I’m not buying it this time.”

“Honestly, Dan!  We were stuck and you had no way up.  We made the best of a bad situation.  I can testify that he fucked us both if that helps” I assured, but he just walked off.  God, he was mad.

“Don’t worry about it.  He’ll calm down” insisted Cassidy.  “Good operators are hard to find and you and I are as good as he’s ever going to get.”

Then Cassidy kissed me.  “My place or yours?” she asked, giving me one of her playful smiles.

*****

We didn’t hear from Dan for a couple of days.  He was a lot more pissed than Cassidy thought.  So, we had a girl’s night. Nothing special, just some old movies, popcorn, and Tequila.  The good stuff, Clase Azul Reposado.

We were both a little hammered and on our third Audrey Hepburn movie. Cassidy’d never seen one. Go figure?   I love Hepburn.  She’s so stylish and timeless.  Cassidy didn’t see it, but Cary Grant tickled her panties enough for her to rub her pussy every time he was on the screen.

We were all cuddled up like girls do and I asked Cassidy, as I downed the last handful of popcorn “Were you shitting me, or did you really never fuck Dan?”

“Nope.  I wagged my tail at him more than once, but he passed on it every time.  I finally gave up.  But I could tell he wanted to” Cassidy answered.

“How bad?”

“Real bad.  I think he wants you even more.  But he’s got that “don’t shit where you work rule.”

“You think he’ll fire us?” I asked.

“I didn’t think so, but I’m starting to wonder?”

“I don’t want to go back to stripping.  This is more fun and more profitable.  I think it’s time we gave Dan the double team.”

“It never fails with a mark” agreed Cassidy.

“He can’t resist us both.  No man can” I declared.  Probably not true, but damn close.

“We gonna just tease him, or let him have his fun?” Cassidy asked.

“I vote for full-on insertion” I replied.

“I’ll drink to that” declared Cassidy, pouring the last of the Tequila.

“What’s your plan?” she asked after draining her glass.

“Tip made a movie of us.  We’ll show it to Dan.  If that doesn’t melt him down, nothing will.”

“Give him a call in the morning, tell him we found footage of our session with Tip. His face is blotted out, but there might be something he can use.  Make sure we are there when he watches it and wear something sexy.  Not just sexy, irresistible!” I advised.

“I always do” quipped Cassidy, then she slid her hand up my naked leg.

*****

Dan’s office wasn’t exactly plush, but it had a couple of chairs and a couch where he racked out when he was on a case around the clock.  Dan and Cassidy sat on the couch and I slipped in the DVD and bent way over, letting my skirt ride up my ass, just in case Dan was watching. In a seduction, every little bit adds up. 

Then I took a seat in the chair across from the two of them.  Cassidy was dressed to kill and so was I.  Dan was having trouble keeping his eyes off of both of us.  I couldn’t tell which of us he was sneaking glances at more. Cassidy or me? 

Cassidy had chosen a tight maxi skirt with a slit up the front.  Her legs go on forever and were made for a dress like that.  The skirt also drew up across her ass; there was no missing that Cassidy had left her undies at home.  Her blouse was pure silk and she wore it braless.  Her breasts brushed alluringly against the thin material and a slit down the front gave just the hint of the cleavage.  Dan was gonna be toast.

I wore a short, tight skirt.  A light blue that contrasted with my darker skin tone and a tube top.  It covered my tits, but let Dan know when my nips got as hard as little rocks.  I crossed my legs after I sat down, making sure to show plenty of thigh.  I thought Dan’s eyes were going to pop out when I offered him a glimpse of my powder-blue panties.  The see-through kind.   

Suddenly all eyes were on the screen.  Cassidy was doing a slow strip as she walked toward the bed.  Her tall frame was exquisite from behind, then she rolled to the middle of the bed.  I followed, dropping my clothes as I went.  There was a perfect shot of my bare ass as I crawled between her legs.

The camera shifted to a close-up of my tongue eagerly lapping Cassidy’s nectar. She had her head back and moaned as her body tensed, then she arched her back, pressing her mound against my mouth.  Cassidy was writhing and squirming and whimpering up a storm. I looked at Dan and his erection was clearly pressing against his pants.

Then Cassidy came in screams and shouts and threw herself around, clamping her long, luscious thighs around my head.  That’s when I saw Dan touch himself.  It was just a fleeting stoke, but he did it.  This was gonna be easy!  In prizefighting, they say if they're breathing through their mouth, the match is yours.  Well, this was my arena, and when I get a man hard and desperate enough to touch himself, he’s mine.  Dan just doesn’t know it yet.

“What do think Dan?” I asked and when he looked at me, I recrossed my legs.  Slowly enough to give him an enticing view. 

Cassidy saw what I was doing and casually dropped a warm hand on Dan’s leg, mid-thigh.  She was really nonchalant about it, but I could tell that Dan was losing it.

On the screen, Cassidy and I flipped places as Cassidy buried her face in my pussy.  It was my turn to groan and thrash around.  I’m not a quiet cummer and Cassidy has a magic tongue.

I saw Dan touch himself again.  This time his hands stayed on his crotch for a few seconds.  He got at least three rubs in before chickening out.  Cassidy moved her hand a little, rubbing his thigh, acting like she didn’t realize what she was doing.

“God, I love the taste of your pussy” exclaimed Cassidy then turned to Dan and announced, “She has the sweetest cunt.” 

Dan looked physically uncomfortable and Cassidy squeezed his inner thigh absentmindedly, like a kid watching a scary movie.  Her fingers were less than an inch from his balls and Dan’s head was bobbing up and down, jerking between Cassidy’s hand, then the screen, then over at me.  Then he’d do it all over again.

“Maybe we should turn this off?” I suggested, squirming in my seat, and not exactly leaving my legs together.  “It’s really getting to me.”

“No, let it run.  We need to get the goods on Tip” objected Cassidy.  “Don’t we Dan” she added, patting his thigh, and taking the opportunity to move just a hair closer to his hardness.

“Yes, we need to see it” agreed Dan in a strange voice.  He sounded a little like a teenager with his voice changing or when he asked a girl on a first date.  He certainly wasn’t the self-assured, hard-boiled detective that I had come to know. 

“All right” I replied, but it’s turning me on.  Then I pulled up my skirt and started rubbing my opening through my panties.

Dan’s eyes darted off the screen and glued themselves to my fingers.  Those thin, blue panties did nothing to hide my wetness.  Then I pulled the material to the side, dipped my fingers in, and let out a long, low moan.  For a few moments, I forgot completely about Dan and concentrated on the screen and the scene of Cassidy licking my clit.  I pumped myself with total abandon.  I came about the same time that I came on the screen.  I thought Dan was gonna have whiplash, from looking back and forth between the real me and the me on the screen.  He just didn’t know where he wanted to look.

Actually, I couldn’t believe that I was that bold.  I started life as a shy girl and I still have bashful moments.  Fingering myself in front of my boss was definitely a brazen act, even for me.  After I came, I slipped off my panties and spread my legs even wider.  In for a penny, in for a pound.  Dan had definitely chosen my live show, over the videotape.  That excited me and I went for it again, by fingering myself and rubbing my clit at the same time.

“Now look what you’ve done to Dan” scolded Cassidy as she put her hand on his lap and we all looked at the huge lump in Dan’s pants.  Before Dan could answer, Cassidy’s long fingers were crawling over his crotch, cupping his balls, and stroking his stiffness.

“That looks painful” she opined as she unzipped him and pulled it out.  Dan made no move to stop her. In fact, he looked relieved.  Then Cassidy turned toward him, her long legs swinging around, brushing against his, and her skirt riding up almost to her waist.  The move gave him a clear view of her naked snatch.

“I’ve seen Cassidy handle a cock and she is an expert.  Those long, limber fingers and her firm, but gentle touch.  It’s catnip to any male with hormones and Dan was in heaven as Cassidy jacked his shaft and dug her other hand deeper into his pants to massage his balls.  It only took a few seconds for Dan to be kicking off his trousers and I crossed the room to help, by grabbing his pants legs. 

Dan was beyond protest. Cassidy had his dick in her mouth, and I was working his balls.   He had his head back and was moaning like a virgin getting touched for the first time.   I let Cassidy have her fun, then muscled in and we both tongued his meat and sucked on his hardness.  Dan had completely lost control and was thrusting his hips up and into whatever mouth was on his cock. 

I could taste his precum thickening and he was jerking like a guy does before he unloads.  I didn’t want that.  He had two of us to fuck.  No sense wasting a shot down someone’s throat.  So, I clamped the shit out of Dan’s cock base and pushed hard on a spot under his scrotum.  That dried him up quickly, but he stayed hard.

Cassidy was in a better position to mount and she shoved me aside, through her long leg across Dan’s lap, and slid that nice hard monster right into her pulsing pussy.

“Oh God” squealed Cassidy then began a long, vigorous ride. Right from the start, I had Dan pegged as a player and he didn’t disappoint.  With Cassidy on top, she was doing most of the work, but Dan was thrusting up frantically and giving it all he could.  At first, he went for Cassidy’s pert little titties, covering them with two big hands.  But when Cassidy leaned back, he soon moved his attention to her clit.  While Cassidy rode, Dan strummed her clit with his thumbs, alternately switching between the two in a flurry of downstrokes.  It must have felt great because Cassidy moaned even louder.

Every time Dan started to come, Cassidy warned me, and I used the same techniques to shut off his flow but keep him hard.  Toward the end, he was begging me to let him cum, but I ignored him for a good long while.  Cassidy was having too much fun and I do like my Cassidy girl.

I finally relented and he shot a load into Cassidy that she said felt like a gusher.  It certainly must have been because the backflow was all over her legs.

“My turn” I demanded, but Dan was a little limp.

Cassidy gave his dick a few strokes and announced “You’re not fucking this.  Not right away.”  Then she put her mouth on him again.

I watched Cassidy trying to bring him back and felt cheated.  Fucking Dan had been my idea.  She had her mouth on his tip, was swirling her tongue around the head, and was jacking the lower shaft.  I knew that Cassidy was a pro and if anyone could suck some life into Dan’s cock, it was her.

But I needed attention, and I sure didn’t want to sit there stroking myself.  So, I pulled my skirt up around my waist, spread my legs, and lowered myself onto Dan’s face.   Gratefully the guy was no slouch. Someone had taught him how to eat pussy and he must have been a model student.  Dan gave me one hell of a licking, while he worked my clit with his thumb.  I think it was his thumb.  Whichever finger it was, it was marvelous, and I came like a broken slot machine.  Dan just kept pumping his tongue into my slit, and I kept flooding his face with new pussy juice and screaming my head off, every minute or so.

“He’s ready”, Cassidy shouted.  Dan’s dick had come to life.  His strong hands grabbed me by the waist, twirled me around, planted my ass on the couch, and slammed that hard cock right into me.

“I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time,” he grunted.

Fuck he went in deep and I screaked when it did.  He had impaled me just before we hit the couch and the fall drove that wonderful shaft right down into me.  Dan had a nice thick snake and it stretched me out to a delicious spread. Then he started to pound into me, and I pounded right back. Throwing my opening up at him, with the same ardor and ferocity.  At this point, I was lost in a carnal rage and I just wanted to fuck and that’s sure what we did.

Cassidy didn’t cut him off like I had for her, she can’t seem to get the knack of that trick.  I have tried to teach her.  It can certainly make for a better fuck.  But no need.  Dan was on his second wind and had a considerable amount of staying power.

I didn’t wait for Dan, I just came when it bubbled up and if Dan noticed, it sure didn’t stop his thrusting.  God, he was hard.  That thing was like an iron bar jamming into me and I loved every minute of it, and I was really disappointed when he finally let go.  He blew unexpectedly, sometimes I can’t tell when they’re ready, but he stayed half-hard long enough for me to get a couple of last-minute strokes in and that’s when I had my big one.

The rest of the night is a blur. We started drinking and Cassidy and I did a few sessions, while Dan rested and recovered.  In the morning we woke in a circle.  So, the last thing we did must have been a daisy chain.  Dan’s mouth on my pussy, my mouth on Cassidy’s, and Cassidy sucking Dan’s cock.

Whoever did what to whom.  I was pretty sure that I still had my job.

*****

If you like this story, please give me a review at AMAZON.COM

For other novels, novellas, and anthologies, please visit the Johnson Stiff author’s page at http://amazon.com/author/johnsonstiff

Readers of “Thrillers” will enjoy the “Jack Straw Adult Adventure Series” that mixes high adventure with no-punches-pulled sexual encounters. 
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