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Night at the Opera

 

It was Saturday evening, and I stood near the door of my apartment, waiting for the girls. Janine and Alexis were always a little late getting ready, usually because they got dressed in the same room and ended up fondling each other while still half naked. Not that I had any problem with this—indeed, our threesome worked very well—but in this case Wagner’s “Das Rheingold” was playing in our local opera house and I actually wanted to see it, or at least hear it while looking at other things.

Presently I heard some giggling at the top of the stairs, and saw that the girls were coming down and looked ready. Janine came down first. I was glad because I always loved to watch her descend stairs; there was something sexy and elegant about the way she held her body and turned her head slightly as she stepped down. She had on a simple black evening dress that clung to her slender form, the hem falling to knee level, with slits on either side that went almost to her hips. Her hair was straight and short except in front, where a shiny sheet of it cut diagonally across her forehead and hung slightly over her right eye. She had recently dyed it black, and along with the dress it highlighted the lovely paleness of her smooth skin. A jeweled choker glittered at her throat, and a variety of silvery rings complemented the whole look.

Alexis came down next, also in black, but her dress had a halter top and the hem came only halfway to her knees. Her hair was dark, too, but longer and wavier than Janine’s. She was bustier, too, and had more curves, but I loved both of them and enjoyed each of their bodies with the same satisfaction.

“That was quicker than I thought,” I said smiling. I put my hand on Janine’s stomach and slid it around her torso, feeling the soft fabric that hugged her delicious form. “This shows your body quite nicely,” I said.

“That’s because she isn’t wearing anything under it,” Alexis said, and then to prove it she stepped forward and slid the dress strap down Janine’s left shoulder, exposing a naked breast. She began fondling the breast and Janine stood still, lips parting. She had a slightly submissive streak and loved to place her body at the disposal of others, to be used for their pleasure.

“I trust that you aren’t, either,” I said to Alexis. She let go of Janine’s breast and raised the front of her own dress, showing her voluptuous thighs and her neatly trimmed black bush. 

“Nothing at all,” she said and giggled. 

I placed a hand between her legs and found that she was already wet (or maybe still wet). I slid two fingers inside for a few seconds, and withdrew them just as she began to moan. She let her dress fall back down, pouting a little, while I jabbed the moistened fingers in Janine’s direction. “Here,” I said, and she moved forward to suck them clean.

“All right,” I said after about half a minute. “Everybody get their clothes back on. We can do this all night, but I want to make it to that opera.” They fixed their clothes, which went well with my modest black tux, and we all went to the car.

The girls both sat in back while I drove. I was wealthy, but not so rich that I would ever hire a driver. I’d made good money as an artist, especially with my erotic paintings. I was amazed at how many collectors of such things there were, and at how much money they seemed to have. Janine and Alexis had both started as models for my work, and I never had models more inspiring. We all found that we had an enthusiasm for each other that went well beyond artwork, and now they lived with me, free to play with each other, with me, with themselves. I couldn’t think of a better situation.

As I drove, I heard slight gasps from the back seat at regular intervals. Checking the mirror, I saw that Janine and Alexis had their skirts hiked up as they sat there side by side, their hands in each other’s laps, gently stroking. I smiled. I loved how much they enjoyed each other. Sometimes when we all took the car out, one of them would sit beside me in the front seat and give me head as I drove, but more often I liked to let them both play in back.

At last we arrived, and after parking and showing our tickets we entered the old opera house, one beautiful young woman in each of my arms. “Let’s take a look at our seats, ladies,” I said, “and then we can find the bar.” We took a set of side stairs and began to ascend. The narrow stairway was poorly lit and seemed rather quiet.

Alexis suddenly half-turned and put her hand forcefully on my crotch. “Let’s stop here for a minute, shall we?” she asked, unzipping my pants. Janine then reached down to open the fly on my silk boxers and took out my cock, which was instantly stiff. The two of them remained on either side of me, blowing in my ears and giving my neck short licks while they both stroked me. It was delicious, but then I heard footsteps. 

“Someone’s coming!” I said in an urgent whisper. 

“And it’s not you?” Alexis whispered back to me, half-giggling. 

“I’m serious,” I returned, freeing my dick from their mutual grip and quickly zipping myself back up.

I was only just in time, too. An elegantly dressed couple rounded the landing above us just as I was pulling my hands away from my zipper and placing them once again about the shoulders of my lovely companions. I stepped forward, trying to look as though we had not really paused in our ascent of the stairs. The couple descended past us, the man nodding as our eyes met. The woman seemed slightly puzzled but smiled all the same. We were safe.

“That was close,” I said when we had reached another landing above and I no longer felt the need to whisper. “Now listen, no more funny business in the stairwells; they’re too exposed.” 

Janine smiled and pulled down the top of her dress, her small, firm breasts springing out. “Well, we wouldn’t want to be exposed on the stairs, would we?” she said mockingly. 

“Put those away,” I said, slapping her ass. “We’re almost at our seats.”

We had indeed arrived at the top landing; our seats were in the uppermost balcony. It was a bit far from the stage, but we would have far fewer people sitting nearby, which for obvious reasons was a good thing. Also, the top balcony was separated from this long, curving hallway by a wall, and the few doorways between were hung with heavy curtains. We had access to a lot of shadowy, out-of-the-way places here.

“Now, we should be close to the center,” I said, moving forward, the girls following. We passed through the curtains that hung in the central doorway and stepped out onto the balcony, taking in the impressive sight of this theater. The place was almost two hundred years old, and had fallen into disrepair in past decades but was in the process of being restored. It was once again becoming well known, but it was still having trouble selling more than half the seats for most shows. Ornate carvings were everywhere to be seen, as well as many baroque-style paintings that were fading and even flaking away in places. It had a kind of decrepit grandeur that I found terribly inspiring.

“Ah, here we are,” I said, finally finding our seats. Looking around, I was pleased to find the balcony almost empty. We were near the back row, so the handful of other patrons in the area were all sitting in front of us and would not take much note of us as long as we were relatively quiet. It was perfect.

“Let’s go the bar,” I said. We strolled back through the curtained entrance to the balcony, but before I could get very far Alexis pulled me by the hand to one of the corners of the curved hallway. It was opposite the corner by which we had come up, and this corner had no doors or stairs. 

“I need some now,” she panted. Janine followed us, looking amused. 

“All right,” I relented. “Turn around. Hands on the wall.”

She followed my quiet instructions, bending over in front of me and supporting herself against the wall in the most shadowed part of the hallway. I grabbed the hem of her dress with both hands and flipped it up with a quick motion. The white of her ass was almost luminous, with the three of us in black crowded into this dim recess. Janine did her part to help, unzipping my pants and allowing my shaft to spring out, pointed right at Alexis. 

I sank easily into her warm wetness, and she let out a soft “Ahhhh...”

I plunged in as far as I could go, then began rotating my hips and thrusting slightly without ever drawing my cock back. I knew she wanted deep, quick thrusting, but I wouldn’t give it to her. We all fucked so often that I liked to mix things up and surprise the girls with different approaches. She wriggled her ass against me, squirming in her partial fulfillment, but I remained steadfast and kept on grinding my hips in the subtlest fashion, massaging her insides thoroughly.

Janine could tell what was going on and decided to release Alexis from her desperation. She worked her way under Alexis and I, crouching on her knees in front of my legs, and I felt her mouth working. Alexis gasped as Janine ate her, and within a minute she came. I felt her cunt spasming around my dick, but I held my own orgasm back, not wanting to release my tension yet. I pulled out and gave Alexis a light smack on her ass, and she stood upright, her dress falling back down. Janine arose, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and I said, “OK, now let’s get going. I’m dying for a glass of wine.”

We found the bar and got three glasses of Malbec. As we sipped, I asked the barman how much time there was before the show started. “Probably 20 minutes,” he said. I was surprised that more people were not entering. At least we would not have to rush to our seats. After giving our wine about five minutes, we headed back upstairs.

As we reached the level just below ours, I grabbed Janine by the waist and steered her through a side door. “We have time for a short detour,” I said. I went off to the left, toward a spot I had noted the last time I’d been here. It was another unfrequented corner, and this one actually had a large pillar with a short bit of wall extending from it, with a huge red curtain bunched up with velvet ropes. This all created a niche that was large enough to conceal one person, almost two. With tonight’s sparse crowd, this would do.

I spun Janine around and backed her into the niche, sliding the straps of her dress down her shoulders. She smiled as her breasts popped out. Alexis stood behind me, watching us and smiling, but also watching for stray patrons who might catch us. I raised Janine’s arms above her head and immediately began sucking her breasts furiously. She looked up and saw a free bit of curtain cord, which she wrapped around her wrists and hung onto, stretching her torso out for me to devour. I worked my mouth down to her abdomen, then had to maneuver the folds of black dress as I got on my knees and thrust my face between her legs. 

She immediately cried out, and Alexis gave a forceful “Shhh!” 

I was sure that anyone within fifty feet of us would have heard her. I kept eating, and loud squeals kept escaping her lips. Sometimes she just couldn’t control herself. I took out the red silk handkerchief from my breast pocket and handed it back to Alexis, who promptly reached over me and stuffed it into Janine’s mouth, stifling her cries. I resumed my licking and tongue-thrusting, lifting Janine’s legs and throwing them over my shoulders, supporting her whole weight, grabbing her ass and pulling her crotch hard against my face as she wriggled to escape the sharp ecstasy of my tongue. Her muffled screams drove me harder, and I would not let her go until she came. She writhed and twisted at the delicate orgasmic torture, her hands still wrapped in the rope above her and her legs held in my strong grip. I knew that she enjoyed this feigned helplessness more than anything else. Alexis leaned forward and began fondling Janine’s breasts, and she gave her nipples a light pinch as the moaning changed tempo. I knew she was almost there, and I flattened my tongue against her clit, letting her have control for the last moments. 

She ground her pussy demandingly against my face, and I heard the volume of her cries change from “Mmmhh... mmmpphh...” to “MMMMMHHH! MMMH! OOOHHMMMMPH!” around the gag, her delicious pink lips contracting powerfully on my tongue. 

When I was sure her orgasm was finished, I gently let her legs down to the floor and let her disentangle herself and get her dress back in order. As I stood, the lights flickered three times, and I knew the opera was about to begin. “Alexis, quick!” I whispered. “On your knees.” 

She hastened to obey and knelt before me, releasing my cock from my pants and immediately taking it into her mouth, not taking my whole length but instead working her cheeks and tongue around the swollen knob. It did not take long before I let loose and gushed into her mouth, watching her gulp down my semen and feeling her sucking continue until she knew that she had drained me dry. The lights went out just then and I heard the orchestra fall silent in its tuning, preparing for the start. “Let’s go,” I said, zipping my pants as I hastened up the stairs to the next level, the girls following. I reached the top balcony as the first bars of E-flat became audible, and by the time we got to our seats we saw that the curtain had already parted to reveal an elaborate set with the Rhine, rocks, and dark forest. We were just in time.

There were still only a few people in this balcony area, and they were now all staring intently at the stage, where the Rhinemaidens played and sang and teased the Nibelung dwarf who happened upon them. Alexis sat to my left, and Janine was on her left; I’d told the girls not to bother me at least until the giants appeared on the stage. I was always riveted by the opening scenes. The girls watched for a short while, and then they began making out, not being big fans of Wagner’s work. I watched intently as Alberich forswore love forever so that he could possess the Rhinegold, as Wotan tried to find a way out of having to pay the giants their fee for building the palace of the gods. When the giants actually appeared, I glanced to my left and saw Alexis leaning back in her seat with her hands behind her head, bare breasts heaving as Janine ate her, crouched awkwardly on the floor in front. I was glad Janine was doing the eating, as Alexis was better at coming quietly.

I returned my attention to the stage. After a time, as I watched Loki and Wotan descending into the realm of the dwarves, with numerous hammers pounding away at anvils in the gloomy fire lit grottoes, Alexis got up and passed in front of me, taking the seat to my right. The girls, now on either side of me, knelt sideways on their chairs and dipped their heads down into my lap. I was stiff once again, my erection straining against my pants until Alexis freed it. They each licked one side of my shaft, running tongues up and down in a dual blowjob, each one periodically engulfing the head for just a moment. It did not take long for me to build up to another climax, and I put a hand on each of their shoulders to signal that I was about to come. I didn’t want spooge all over my tux. It was Janine who dove in, dropping her head over my entire length until her lips rested against the base, and the next second I was shooting come down her throat. She rose gleefully, getting back into her seat and resting her head on my shoulder. Alexis did the same. We were all a little tired out by now and returned our attention to the stage.

I was having a wonderful evening. The orchestra did very well, the sets were fantastic, and of course, these two lovely women were here with me. As the final act was progressing, I felt yet another stirring in my groin, and this time I unzipped myself. The girls looked at me and waited for a moment to see if I had anything particular in mind. I did. I motioned for Janine to rise and stand in front of me, facing the stage. When she did this, I lifted her dress and pulled her into my lap, impaling her on my rigid cock. I timed this to coincide with a lengthy span of much louder music, knowing that she wouldn’t be able to stop herself from crying out. 

On stage, Donner had just struck his magical hammer against a mountaintop, to disperse a storm. I held Janine by her hips, moving them back and forth, guiding her slow gyrations. She leaned back against me and I slid my arms under hers, reaching around to peel down her dress and caress her tits. Alexis worked her way down to the floor and began orally pleasing us both, licking my balls and Janine’s pussy with long, wet strokes of her hot tongue. I was so glad to have this arrangement with these women who could give me more pleasure than I had thought possible. As the opera was nearing its end, Janine and I came at the same time, and she sighed with exhausted pleasure as I shot my hot seed into her. I stroked her sweaty hair lightly with my left hand, kissing her on the neck. Alexis returned to her seat and I threw my right arm around her. We spent the last moments of the opera caressing and kissing each other. On the stage, I watched as the gods strode across their rainbow bridge into Valhalla. For my part, I was already there.


The Great Outdoors

 

I shrugged the small backpack off my shoulders as I entered the clearing. It had been a hard three hours of hiking. Stepping out onto the wide shelf of mossy rock, letting the pack fall, I stood with my eyes shut for a moment, savoring the welcoming sound of fresh water rushing by.

This was one of my favorite outdoor spots, and I especially loved it on brilliant summer days like this. About halfway up a densely forested mountain not far from where I lived, this clearing was only a short distance from the main path (which was itself a very minor, unmarked trail that no one other than myself ever seemed to use). A minute or so of struggling through some difficult brush brought you onto this ledge, where a narrow river cascaded down the mountain over a series of falls and pools. One of the pools was large, more like a small pond, and was always calm despite the white water rushing into and out of it. It was the best swimming hole I knew, and I looked forward to jumping in.

I sat down beside my pack and caught my breath. It was a hot day, and I was feeling worn out. I pulled my second bottle of water out of the pack (I had finished the first bottle about a half hour before reaching this place) and allowed myself a long, deep drink. I needed to conserve the rest for the hike back down, but this rest had been hard earned and I felt that I deserved a little extra at the moment. Besides, the midday view was spectacular. The river created a gap in the foliage that showed miles of surrounding forests and hills, and the hot sun at its height made the greens sharp against the crisp blue of the summer sky. For many moments, I just stared and smiled, letting my muscles recover, listening to the river.

Just being near the water made me much cooler. The river’s rush freshened the air, and it was loud enough to be pleasantly compelling without being thunderous. I could just manage to hear birdsong over the sound.

Cooler though the air was, it was still not cool enough for me at the moment. I’d need to dive into that clear, stony-bottomed pool to refresh myself, and to get rid of the sweat and grime from the morning’s activity.

I pulled off my cap and wiped my brow, running fingers through sweat-matted hair. My t-shirt proved difficult to peel off; it was so damp that my arms were momentarily stuck in the tangle of fabric, but with one final effort I wrestled myself out of it and tossed it onto the rock beside my pack. Boots and socks came off next, then pants, and finally my underwear. As I said, no one but me ever used even the main trail, and to reach this spot required wriggling through dense brush, so I wasn’t worried about anyone catching me in the nude.

I strode to the edge of the pool. The warm, smooth surface of the rock ledge was pleasant on my bare feet after having been in boots for several hours.

I stood there naked and dipped a toe in, startling a small fish that I hadn’t seen until it darted away from the shallows. The water was surprisingly cold for such a hot day.

I waded in slowly; my whole body cooling off the instant both feet were submerged. The rock shelf sloped gently into the pool rather than dropping off an edge, so I always had to walk in, though my impulse was almost always to dive. Once I was waist deep, I raised my arms, took a deep breath, and then plunged forward. Under the surface, I gave a kick and a couple of pulls with my arms. That was all there was room for. The deep part of the pool wasn’t large enough to allow for any real swimming, but I could go a few body lengths in any direction. I broke the surface and shook my head, already feeling many times better.

I took a few dives, opening my eyes under water and looking for fish and interesting stones. Then I floated on my back for a time, feeling the cold of the water on that half while the sun warmed my front. I ventured a few more splashy strokes across the surface, then dived again.

When I came up once more, I stared for some moments at the view downhill, the wooded vistas in the distance, before my attention was caught by unusual sounds. It was then that I became aware of the two women on the rock ledge. They were slim, young, and dressed for hiking. Both had long hair pulled back into pony tails; one was blond, while the other had dark brown hair with streaks of red. They wore shorts that didn’t cover much more than their very fine asses, and their t-shirts clung tightly to their torsos. Both had packs somewhat larger than my own, and as I watched they placed these on the ground. The blond stooped, produced a water bottle, and took a drink, while the brunette stood and waved in my direction. “Hi!” she said with a big smile. So much for no one else ever using the trail or finding this place.

I smiled and waved back, wondering if they would just stop for a quick rest and perhaps head back to the trail. The blond passed the bottle to her friend, though, and then sat down and began unlacing her boots. After pulling her socks off, she lay back on the rock ledge, using her pack as a pillow, and seemed to heave a contented sigh. No, these two were not heading back to the trail soon.

The brunette sat down beside her friend, rummaged in her pack, and brought out some kind of energy bar. “How’s the water?” she asked me as she unwrapped her snack and stuck an end in her mouth.

“Cold,” I said.

“Sounds great,” said the reclining blond. “I’m roasting after that hike.”

I stood in water that just covered my stomach, moving my arms a little. Despite my earlier sweatiness, a few minutes in this water had changed my core temperature, and I was actually starting to feel cold. I wanted to get out — had planned on it, in fact, before noticing these women. But this could be tricky, what with me being naked and all. I had tossed my clothes near my pack, which was at least a dozen paces from the water’s edge. There was no way that I could quickly sneak out and get dressed.

As I thought about how to approach this, the blond got to her feet and walked toward me, dipping her foot into the water. She shivered as her toes broke the surface. “Ooo, that is cold!” she said. “Hard to believe, on a hot day like this.”

“You going to come in?” I asked.

“Eventually,” she said. “It takes me a long time to get used to cold water. I’ll probably sit here for a bit with just my feet in.” And she proceeded to do just that, leaning back slightly as her feet sploshed gently in the water. Okay, this was definitely getting trickier. But I was beginning to shiver, and I did want to dry off and warm up on the sun-baked rock.

“Listen,” I said. “I’m, uh... I’d like to get out of the water, but... I’m not wearing a swimsuit.”

“Oh!” she said, raising an eyebrow and giving me a saucy smile.

“Right. I just... didn’t want to shock you or anything.”

“Maybe I want to be shocked,” she replied, leaning back a little further, her arms behind her, her chest thrust out a little more. Then, “Brenda,” she called to her companion, “you’ll want to see this. We caught ourselves a naked man.”

“I figured,” the other answered. I saw that she was standing and bending over my pile of clothes. She held up my underwear and playfully asked “These yours, by any chance?”

“Indeed,” I smiled back. “Well, I guess I’ve ruled out the possibility of offending you two.”

They laughed at that. “Trust us,” said the blond, “nothing to do with the naked body offends us.”

“Well, all right,” I said, and began striding slowly out of the water. Both women kept their eyes fixed on me, and their smiles were beginning to turn me on. When I got to the shallows, the one called Brenda said, “Nice.”

“Thanks,” I said, walking toward my clothes. Suddenly, though, she seized my pants, and scampered a few feet away, still holding my underwear. “Not yet,” she teased. “We’re not done looking.”

The blond had stood up and approached me from behind. “Terrific ass,” she commented. I turned to face her and her friend said, “You’re right, Julie. Check that out.”

“Okay,” I said in a tone of surrender. “Here I am. Take a look.” I raised my arms and spun around slowly. “Now can I have my clothes back?”

“Don’t you have to dry off first?” asked the one called Julie. She placed a hand on my back and slid it down. “You’re dripping.”

I felt a warm tingle at her touch. Brenda stepped forward and dropped my clothes at my feet. She spoke in a low, sultry tone, “You can have these back. I think you should wait, though, before putting them on.”

“Wait... for how long?” I asked softly, as the two of them stood so near me that I could feel their body heat radiating onto my skin.

Julie pressed herself against my back, hands on my shoulders, and whispered, “First, let us help you dry off.”

Brenda pulled off her shirt, revealing a gray sports bra stretched tightly over firm, smallish breasts. “We brought towels,” she said, turning and going to her pack. Julie let go of my shoulders, and I heard her straining with her shirt. When I turned and looked, I saw that she was naked from the waist up. Her breasts were larger than Brenda’s, and they swayed slightly as she raised her arms behind her head to undo her ponytail. Her large nipples, a faint pink, poked the air. 

“It’s not fair for you to be the only one naked,” she said, her blond tresses spilling to her shoulders.

“Quite true,” agreed Brenda, who had already removed her bra and was approaching me with two small towels. She handed one to Julie, passing it around my waist and pressing herself against me as she did so. She drew back slowly in mock alarm. “Oh, now I’m wet, too...” The two of them laughed, and so did I. They were so naturally playful, so completely at ease, that it did not seem that strange to have suddenly crossed over into the realm of the overtly sexual. My cock had begun to recover from the effect of the chill waters, and was now swelling slowly.

The two bare-breasted beauties began dabbing me with their towels, one standing in front of me, one behind. They rubbed slowly, touching me gently, massaging my flesh. I was certainly much warmer now.

“Oh, just look at this guy’s muscles,” murmured Julie as she ran her towel up and down my right arm with a slow, stroking motion.

“I know,” Brenda answered, rubbing her towel slowly across my chest. She pressed her hands into my pecs. “Mmm, so lean and hard. This one takes care of himself.”

“I try,” I put in, trying to remind them that I was still there. It was a little weird hearing them speak about me in the third person. But I suppose it was no weirder than having two strangers towel me off after skinny dipping.

They had started with my head and shoulders, and were working their way down. They bypassed my waist and crouched to dry off my legs, then, still crouching, they brought their hands back up. Julie rubbed my ass while Brenda gently dabbed and rubbed at my balls. My cock had continued stirring and stiffening, and now stood out, swaying slightly in the air. “Ooo, gorgeous cock,” she said as she gripped its base. I felt her hot breath on the swollen head and shuddered slightly with pleasure. 

Julie moved around my left side to give my erection a good look. “Mmm, you’re right,” she agreed. She used a corner of her towel to dab daintily at my stiff dick, while Brenda held my balls cupped in her towel and began fondling them.

“It’s been a while since we’ve had a man,” Julie said. She dropped her towel and gripped my stiff manhood. “Can we?”

Brenda looked at her. “It’s up to you, sweetie.” Julie turned toward her, and the two of them kissed, opening their mouths to each other and closing their eyes, moaning softly. Julie’s hand was still clenched around my cock, but Brenda let go of my balls (and her towel) and placed her palms on Julie’s breasts, squeezing slightly as their tongues entwined. Julie whimpered, then they broke the kiss.

“If he’s up for it,” Brenda then added. 

They both looked up at me, crouched down in front of my manifest lust, and Julie asked me “What about it, big boy? Are you... up for it?” She tugged my cock at the word “up”.

I was still thinking about the words “It’s been a while since we’ve had a man.” 

I asked, “How often do you two do this, anyway?”

I’d meant it to be a joke, but Brenda answered, “About once a month. Only with men we don’t know. That way neither of us gets jealous. We’ve been together for four years, but we like our occasional man-meat.”

It felt strange to be so blatantly objectified. I reflected then that most women dealt with this sensation quite a bit. Still, I wasn’t put off by it. I was naked and hard, and these women were gorgeous and willing. I was all for it.

“Then have all you want,” I said, looking from one to the other. “I’m yours.”

Without further ado, Julie immediately leaned forward and took me in her mouth, sucking my swollen knob with vigor. “Aw!” I exclaimed, surprised by the suddenness of the sensation. I caressed her blond head while she slurped and gobbled, and saw Brenda lay on her side in front of Julie, grabbing one of her swaying tits and licking the rosy protruding nipple. 

“Mmmm,” moaned the blond, bobbing on my rod while reaching down to caress her friend’s head.

Brenda bent to a kneeling position then and said, “Give me some of that.” Julie pulled her mouth away, long strands of drool dripping down, and pointed my cock at Brenda. The brunette licked the length of the shaft with short, soft strokes of her tongue, then slid her head forward in one swift motion. Her hot mouth glided over me until her lips were pressed against my balls and my head was buried in her throat. She clamped her hands on my ass and pulled me against her, moving her head around slightly to massage my dick with the back of her throat. 

“Ah! Oh! Oh-ohhh...ahhh...” I gasped, overwhelmed by pleasure.

Julie got to her feet and stripped off her shorts and panties, then lay on her back, spreading her legs before me and stroking herself with one hand. I could see that her slit was glistening. “Don’t make us do all the work,” she said. “Get down here!”

I couldn’t go anywhere while Brenda still had me in her firm clutches, but she let me go, took hold of both my wrists, and pulled me gently to my knees in front of Julie’s spread legs. The rock was a little rough on my knees, but I forgot this as I lay on my stomach and started kissing my way up the blond’s thighs. Brenda stood and removed her remaining clothes as my tongue glided up and into Julie’s dripping pussy. She wriggled and squeaked with delight as I licked her labia, and her legs wrapped around my upper back and held me in place. “Oh yes, oh yes,” she squealed. “Oh fucking eat me! Oh yesss...” She gripped the back of my head and shoved my face into her wet and tender flesh. I could barely breathe, but worked my jaw and tongue with as much vigor as I could, hearing her cries intensify until they merged into one long moan and her pussy pulsed against my face.

She let go of my head and relaxed her legs, gasping there on the ground as I pulled myself up, face dripping. Brenda stood next to me, bent down, and licked my lips and face before thrusting her tongue into my mouth. I reached up to touch her face, but she pushed me down gently onto my back. These women definitely liked to take control. I looked up, awaiting her next move, and she smiled down at me, her face framed by dark tresses that now hung free. She got onto all fours then, and crawled over me until she straddled my chest, one knee on either side of my head. She had her shirt bunched up in one hand and slid it under my head as a pillow. Looking down at me between her breasts, she said, “Hope you didn’t spoil your appetite. There’s more to eat.”

I was about to reply, but she lifted herself slightly and slid her crotch forward, lowering her pussy onto my mouth. Her lips were quite large, and I delighted in lapping and slurping them. After only half a minute or so, they quivered and convulsed, and I heard her give a sharp moan. I expected her to move off me then, but instead she paused only briefly, and then pressed herself onto me again. I ate some more, and once again, after the briefest cunnilingus, she shuddered and came with a loud cry. Again, she remained there, not yet satisfied. My tongue was getting worn out, but I kept going, and she helped out by rotating and grinding her hips, using my face as a masturbation toy.

Meanwhile, I felt a hand between my legs, pressing my dick against my belly, then Julie’s hot tongue swirled around my balls. I moaned with pleasure as she licked my sack, sometimes taking one or both balls into her mouth, and my moans drove Brenda even more wild. Julie stopped what she was doing after a time and said, “Give him a minute to breathe, honey.”

Brenda rose, gasping, and rolled onto her back. “But it’s soooo good...” she sighed. 

Julie looked at me and said, “Let me show you how it’s done.” She then knelt, grabbed and lifted Brenda’s thighs, and stuffed her face into her lover’s wet bush.

I had thought that I’d been doing OK in terms of pleasuring Brenda, but now she went absolutely wild, literally screaming with ecstasy at Julie’s attentions. Her knees were up near her shoulders, and her hands were over her head, arching her back as she cried with closed eyes and an open-mouthed smile while the blond head shook and writhed between her legs. From what I could tell, she was having an orgasm about every thirty seconds.

I’d been enjoying this sight, amazed and delighted at what I saw, but then Julie lifted her head and said, “What are you doing? Fuck me!”

All right then, I thought. No use wasting time on the niceties. I moved behind Julie, moved the towels onto the ground so I could kneel without it hurting, and rubbed the head of my cock along her wet slit. She moaned a little as I teased her. Then I sank in, to the hilt, and she raised her head to groan, “Oh GOD yes!”

I agreed. It was great, that pussy of hers. I pumped slowly, plumbing her hot depths until I could go no further, then pulling out almost all the way before plunging in again, savoring the sweet exploration of her hot wet center. She kept eating Brenda until the brunette finally put her hands on Julie’s head, gasping, “OK. OK, Sweetie. I can’t take any more right now. You’re too good.”

Julie let go of Brenda’s legs, then crawled forward, pulling away from my dick. She lay on top of her lover, and the two kissed for several moments, caressing each other’s faces and hair. “Now you,” Brenda whispered as she looked up into Julie’s eyes. As if this were a familiar cue, Julie worked her way around to face me, straddling Brenda’s face as Brenda had mine. The brunette gripped her lover’s ass and raised her head, and I could hear slurping sounds as I gazed into Julie’s half-closed eyes. 

“Do her,” the blond said in a firm whisper, between sighs and moans. I moved forward and took aim at Brenda’s engorged pussy, then shoved myself in.

There was a sudden gasp from Brenda as I filled her with my hard flesh. I held myself up with my arms, beginning to fuck steadily, purposefully, feeling that my own orgasm was not far off. Julie bent forward and kissed me, rubbing my hair, caressing my shoulders as she sat on Brenda’s face. Her kiss was filled with the powerful taste of feminine juices, and I drank this in eagerly, pumping faster. Brenda stopped eating Julie and started crying out. “Oh! OH! Ah! Mmmm!” as I banged her. 

Julie repositioned herself, rolling off and lying beside Brenda, kissing her throat and sucking a nipple. “Ooooo...” whined the brunette, her legs locking around my hips.

I was enraptured by all this fleshly delight, but was nearing the edge. “I’m gonna come,” I whispered. “Oh yes... Oh I’m gonna...”

“Inside me,” Brenda gasped, looking up and into my eyes. “Yes... come inside me... I want it...”

“Yeah? You want it?” It was coming now, and there was no holding back. 

“Yes!” she whispered fiercely. “Give it to me!”

“Ohhh... OHHHH... it’s... I’m....”

“Yes do it, fuck me, come in me, come in MEEEE—“

And then I exploded, spurting hot into her, my dick pulsing and shooting in her tight grip, her wet cunt milking me, greedy for all of me, wanting every last drop from every last spasm, draining me dry and filling her insatiable sex. “AGGHH!!” I shouted. “Hah! Nggh! Ho! Ahhh!” I was lightheaded from the strength of my orgasm, and I collapsed on top of her. Both women were caressing me, and then we all kissed, one at a time with each other, then putting all of our faces together and sharing tongues.

After several minutes of basking in post-orgasmic delight, I pulled out and stood up. The two of them stood also, sticky with each other’s sweat and juices, stretching and smiling. “Well,” said Julie. “Are you going to get dressed now?”

“I think I’d better rinse off first.”

“Good idea. I’m about ready for that cold water now.”

So all three of us waded in, then splashed and swam and played around for a time. The water was even more refreshing this time than it had been after the hike. As we floated on our backs, I asked, “Do you two really do this every month?”

“Yep,” said Brenda.

“It’s our semi-open relationship,” Julie added. She went on to explain that they were a committed couple, but agreed to have a threesome with a man every so often. They wouldn’t do it with a woman because they were worried about the possibility that one or both of them could become jealous. That was the same reason they stuck to men that neither of them knew. Seemed like a fun setup.

“Well,” I told them, “you really seem to have it made. Many would envy you.”

“If they envy us, they can do it too,” said Brenda. “It’s not like we won some prize or got some special permission. We’re just rational adults who enjoy the pleasures of the flesh. Such pleasures are well worth pursuing, especially while you’re young and beautiful.”

I had to agree. We waded ashore then, and lay on the hot rock ledge in the sun. It was now early afternoon, but still warm and wonderfully bright. “You two going the rest of the way up the mountain?” I asked as we all stared at the clouds.

“Mm-hm,” said Julie. “What about you?”

“No. I’m going back down. I only really come here to swim.”

We lay quietly for some moments, and then Julie, who lay to my right, rolled onto her side and began stroking my torso. My penis stirred at her touch. “Mm,” I murmured.

She slid her hand down to my genitals and began fondling, then planted soft kisses on my chest. My dick once more swelled to life, hardening in her hand, and I gasped lightly.

Brenda rolled onto her own side, but did not touch me. “More?” she asked Julie, speaking across my chest.

“Well,” said the blond. “You got to have him come in you. I didn’t.” They had lapsed back into third-person references.

“Enjoy,” said Brenda. “I’m out this round.”

Neither of them seemed to think it necessary to consult me in the matter.

Julie’s kisses crept lower down my torso until she took me in her mouth, her tongue bringing me delight again. I stroked her head as it bobbed slowly up and down. She reached between her legs and began masturbating as she sucked me. To my left, Brenda just rolled back and faced the sky, closing her eyes while taking in the sun’s rays. She did not seem to be affected by what we were doing.

Julie stopped her fellatio and swung her right leg over me, dropping onto my chest and lowering her face for some deep, hot kisses. It was odd, in a sense, to feel such sincere passion from someone who was obviously very casual about all this. I didn’t let this bother me, though. Instead, I let my hands fall naturally to her hips, grabbing her ass and then caressing her back. I found that if I just stopped thinking and let myself, I could engage in this moment with real affection, a briefly awakened love that was no less real for being momentary and tenuous. I held her head in my hands and kissed her, and we both moaned softly at each other’s touch.

She paused, eyes closed, and reached back while still pressed tightly against me. She fumbled for a second or two, located my cock, and aimed it. Then she slid down and back, engulfing me in hot sweetness, and we both sighed deeply.

From what I had experienced earlier, I had thought that Julie would jump onto me and ride me like a mad cowgirl, grinding and shouting. But she was almost still, keeping me deep in her, only rolling her hips with the very slightest and slowest motion, her eyes closed, hot breaths escaping from her open mouth. I wanted to move my own hips in response, but something prompted me to remain still and let her do things her way. I ran fingers through her hair and kissed her softly all over her face, and she caressed my own face with a surprisingly gentle touch. Her subtle movements became somewhat quicker, the slickness of her insides gliding steadily over every inch of my cock, and I began to feel immense pleasure at this massaging. I had known that I could get hard enough for a second go after our swim, but I had thought that it wouldn’t be as good the second time. I was wrong. This steady, small movement, controlled entirely by her hips, was far better than any of my thrusting, and I lay there in awestruck wonder at how she could do this to me, make me feel this good, while barely moving.

She, too, was far into the realm of distant bliss as she carefully controlled every nuance of the firm, full flesh inside her. I caressed her back more firmly as her brow furrowed, eyes still closed, and her breaths became shorter and quicker. I felt an enormous stirring in my balls, and warmth spread up the backs of my legs. “Oh God,” I whispered faintly, sinking my fingers into the soft flesh of her ass.

“Ooo,” she cooed in response. “Oooooo I’m gonna come... Ohh...” Her cries were soft, barely above a whisper, but conveyed fierce urgency. Her motions became suddenly fast as she moaned, her face contorted as if in intense pain, and she was breathing so rapidly that I thought she might pass out. I was right there with her, my breathing joined to hers, the wonderful new sensations overwhelming me. She pressed her face against mine, and I opened my mouth to hers just as she shivered and stiffened against me, her sex gripping me in spasms as I came at the same time, even harder than before, pumping her full of everything I had in me.

Without even thinking, I threw my arms around her and pulled her close to me, holding her head next to mine, our breaths hot in each other’s ears. I felt like I was glowing as we lay there gasping. I was even somewhat dizzy. Julie lifted her head up and looked down at me with a smile, her golden hair making a canopy over me, the sunlight through it giving it the appearance of a halo. In that moment, she was indeed an angel to me.

But the moment passed, and she gave me a quick kiss and then rolled off me. “Now I need another swim,” she said, almost giggling, and ran into the water with loud splashes. I joined her for a quick rinse. She got out after a couple of minutes, and toweled herself dry. Brenda got to her feet, already dry, and began pulling her clothes back on. “Well,” I said, still splashing around, “enjoy the rest of your hike. This has been truly fun.”

“Yes, it has,” agreed Brenda. “Who knows? Maybe we can do it again sometime.”

“I’d like that.”

“Me too,” said Julie, wriggling into her top. The two of them got their gear in order, took some drinks from water bottles, hefted their packs, and waved as they headed back into the bushes. “So long, stranger,” said Julie, winking at me before vanishing among the leaves and branches.

I floated on my back again, feeling happy and content, watching the puffy white clouds drift across the brilliant blue. Then I laughed. The whole thing, I thought, could almost have been a dream. Had all that really just happened?

Maybe it’s better never to know, I reflected as I got back out of the water, dripping in the warm sunlight. I’ll just remember it how I remember it, and never mind about questions of reality. I walked over to where Brenda had dropped my underwear and pants, which were warm and dry, and pulled these back on. Then, stooping to my pack for my water bottle, I knew that it had been no dream. There, on top of the pack, was a piece of paper on which some words were scrawled in very girlish writing, complete with smiley face at the end.

We want seconds! See you in a month or so?

A phone number was written there, too. I reread the note and smiled. Life is good.


Unseen Eyes

 

I sat quietly in the large, armless chair, eagerly awaiting my husband, Victor’s, return. The chair was in the middle of our living room facing our couch, and he had told me to wait there patiently for a few minutes. Victor had a surprise for me and had insisted on the blindfold, telling me that I must not remove it or move from the chair while he was gone.

I had heard him go out through the front door and drive away. I expected him back any minute and was anxious to know what he had in store. Victor hadn’t given me much hint the day before. All he’d said was, “I have a surprise for you. You’ll hear more when it happens, and you’ll have a chance to say no, but you can’t ask any questions, not even when it’s over.”

I found this intriguing, and so here I was, shuffling my stockinged legs in anticipation and playing with the hem of my short skirt, wondering if I should undo an extra button on my silk blouse.

The house was very quiet. Where was he?

To kill time, I thought back over the past several months. We had been trying some fun new things with our sex life, and had fallen into taking turns surprising each other with something that one or both of us hadn’t done before. Last month I’d secretly bought a bunch of bondage gear and set up our bedroom while he was at work. That night I tied him up in various ways and used him as I saw fit, much to his delight.

A few weeks before that, he’d driven me out to a small park for a midnight picnic, and we’d made love on the grass in the moonlight. I smiled as I remembered that, at one point, I’d noticed two young guys watching us from the bushes. Victor was on his back, and I was straddling him, and we were both completely naked. I’d caught a faint whiff of pot smoke, and when I looked up, I saw the two guys standing still among some trees about fifty feet away.

I didn’t mention this to Victor until later, when we were driving home. He was surprised but not bothered. When he asked how I felt, I told him how incredibly hot it had made me to be caught in the act like that. Just thinking about it now, almost two months later, made the blood rush to my sex. If Victor didn’t come back soon, I might just start without him.

As if in answer, I heard his car pull into the driveway. I sat up straight as I heard him open the front door, toss his keys onto the kitchen counter, and kick off his shoes. When I heard him walk into the living room, I lifted my head and turned it in his direction.

“I wasn’t gone too long, I hope,” he said.

“No.” I smiled.

“Can you see anything?”

“That’s a silly question.” The blindfold he’d put on me was actually one of my fleece winter scarves. It was black, and even folded in half along its width, it still went from halfway up my forehead to halfway down my nose. At least it was comfy.

“Please, just humor me. Say out loud that you can’t see a thing.”

I suddenly had an idea of what he had in mind. We both knew that I couldn’t see, so the only reason to explain this would be for the benefit of someone else. Someone I couldn’t see.

“I can’t see a thing,” I said, noticing a slight trembling in my voice. “I’m totally in the dark.”

“Good,” he said, and I smelled his cologne as he came closer to me. “Now, as I told you yesterday, you’re going to be able to say no to this idea, but I won’t answer any questions. If you don’t want to do it, just tell me, and then give me a few minutes before taking off the blindfold.”

“All right,” I said, trying not to sound too eager.

Victor leaned in close and spoke softly into my right ear. “Someone is here. Someone would like to watch. They want to see everything.” He drew out this last word in a sensuous whisper, running the backs of his fingers up the side of my neck. My heart pounded and I smiled. I heard soft, slow footsteps come into the living room from the kitchen and walk a little way across the carpet. I was just about bursting with excitement, and I nodded.

“Does that mean yes? You want our friend to stay? You want them to watch?”

“Yes,” I could only manage to whisper. “Oh please yes.”

Victor straightened up next to me, and a moment later I heard our mysterious visitor settle onto the couch, the cushions creaking just a few feet away from where I sat. I couldn’t believe how aroused I was by knowing that someone was there, that I was facing an unseen guest who would see everything that Victor and I were about to do, peering into our most intimate moments. I had an impulse to reach for my pussy but stopped myself and decided to wait for Victor. This was his show, in some ways, so I wanted him to take the lead.

Now, he addressed our visitor.

“You know the rules. No talking. No sound. You must remain on that couch the entire time. At some point I will show you to the door, and you will remain silent until we both get in the car and I drive you back. Understood?”

The person must have nodded, because Victor said, “Very well.” He walked behind my chair then and began caressing the back of my neck. “Now, my dear,” he said, “let the show begin.”

Victor bent down and began kissing my neck, caressing my shoulders as he did so. I leaned my head back and to one side, and his hot tongue traced long swirls on my throat. His hands slid over my shoulders, crept past the collar of my blouse, and rubbed the sides of my breasts. I reached both arms up over my head to run my hands through his hair and over his well-muscled shoulders. I could feel that he was wearing one of his linen shirts, but I didn’t know whether it was the tan or the black one.

Arching my back and thrusting my chest forward, I was conscious of the presence just a few feet in front of me, and loved the idea that someone was getting off on watching us. Victor slowly undid the top buttons of my blouse and opened it just enough to expose my lacy bra, his stiff, strong fingers running over the fabric and making my nipples swell. I moaned softly at his caresses, unconsciously leaning back in the chair and spreading my legs wider.

“Yes, my dear,” he whispered into my ear. “Let our guest see you. Spread your legs some more.”

I did this, and Victor helped by reaching down and pulling up the hem of my skirt so that I could spread my legs even further. I could feel the wetness of my panties as I exposed them to the gaze of our voyeur. My arms were still over my head, wrapped around Victor’s neck as he kissed and licked my neck and shoulders. He gently pulled my hands away and moved around to my right side, saying, “Lean forward in the chair.”

I did this as he unbuttoned my blouse the rest of the way and pulled it open. He stood behind me again and slid the silky fabric down my arms and back. I started to help him by wriggling the rest of the way out of it, but he stopped me by putting a firm hand on my shoulder. I remained still and let him arrange the blouse as he wanted. He left it bunched up over my elbows, which kept my hands slightly behind my back and my chest thrust forward. Now I understood.

“Let’s show our friend how beautiful your breasts are,” he said, sliding a finger under my right bra strap, tugging it gently over my shoulder. He pulled the bra off my right breast and cupped it, and my mouth parted in a delighted smile to think of the stranger watching this. “I think our guest likes your tits. Don’t you?” This last was addressed in the direction of the couch.

“Yes, I thought so. Darling, we’re turning our friend on.”

“Our friend is turning me on,” I panted as Victor pulled the rest of my bra down and fondled my bare breasts, showing them off for the pleasure of our visitor. 

“Ohhh, look at these lovely pink nipples,” he said as he played with them, rolling them gently between thumbs and fingers. They were stiff and tender, and every light brush of a finger across their tips made me shudder with electrified ecstasy.

Victor put a finger on my lips and then pushed it into my mouth. I sucked greedily and sloppily, drooling all over it, and he returned the wet finger to my nipple, gliding slickly around it and making me moan loudly.

“See how turned on she is,” Victor said to the watcher on the couch. “Oh, she loves it. She wants you to see.”

For the first time, I could hear a slight rustling from the couch. Was our visitor masturbating? I hoped so.

Victor finally pulled the blouse and the bra the rest of the way off. He moved around to my left, keeping a hand on me all the while so I would know where he was, and when he was in front of me, he unfastened my skirt and slid it off. I sat there wearing only panties, garter belt, and stockings. Spreading my legs wide again, I reached to find Victor, who had stepped back.

“I’m going to take my shirt off,” he said. “Why don’t you show our visitor how excited you are?”

I was only too eager to do so. My pussy was aching to be touched, and I slid down in the chair and pulled my panties to one side, giving the voyeur the first view of my wet lips. Holding my panties with one hand, I slid the other down my belly, reaching, pressing, yearning, and then dipped a fingertip into the lovely sensitive wetness. I drew in a sharp breath at the first touch, my cunt quivering and oozing as I placed two fingers over my labia and slowly pushed in. I fingered myself steadily, thinking of the person sitting there staring at my naked pussy and loving the exposure.

Soon I felt Victor at my right side. He must have been kneeling, because his torso was draped over my right leg. He moved my hands away and took over, his hands high up on the insides of my thighs, spreading my pussy lips apart. My clit was swollen and needy. Then I felt the tip of Victor’s tongue on it and gave a loud gasp.

“Oh!” I cried sharply as he flicked my tender flesh. His tongue moved in tiny circles, occasional darts, and faint touches, tormenting me with fiery delight. Victor usually knelt between my legs when eating me, but he wanted to give the visitor a good view. I bucked my hips as much as I could with his weight on me, feeling myself approaching the edge.

He licked and flicked and lapped, and I ground my sex against his tongue, hearing the rustling on the couch grow louder. Now, too, I heard faint breaths from the watcher, and thinking of the person there and feeling Victor’s tongue, I shuddered and cried out, coming convulsively and shrieking my delight.

As I lay back in the chair for a moment, recovering my breath, Victor kissed me, thrusting his tongue into my mouth and letting me taste myself. He turned his head away for a moment and said, “You see how much she likes it? I know you love it, too.”

He stood up beside me and took my hands, pulling them to his waist. I felt his belt, his cotton trousers, and, above them, his hot skin. “Let’s show our visitor some more,” he said as I undid his buckle and then unbuttoned and unzipped him. I pulled down the waistband, and he shuffled a little closer to me. I put my hands on his hips, lovingly caressing the silk of his boxers, working my way toward the middle, where I bumped against the solid thickness of his erection straining at the fabric. I rubbed the swollen lump, and he moaned in a whisper, “Ohhhh yes … oh please.”

I slid my hands around to his finely sculpted ass, grabbing the boxers and pulling them down ever so slowly, drawing out the process, teasing him with the torment of prolonged desire. He whimpered but remained still. I finally pulled his shorts the rest of the way down, grabbed the base of his cock with one hand, and took half his length into my mouth with one quick gulp.

“Ahhhh …” He panted as I slid my tongue back and forth on the underside of his shaft. I cupped his balls in my free hand, fondling them while bobbing my head just a little over his meat. “Oh yes,” he gasped. “Oh that’s right… let’s let our guest see how much you love my cock.”

“Mmmm-hmmm,” I agreed, pulling my head back so only his fat knob was in my mouth. I sucked and slurped at his engorged, salty flesh, slobbering all over it and letting the saliva drip down my chin. I was getting aroused again, especially when hearing the steady shifting of weight on the couch and the rapid, shallow breaths of our watcher. I even heard an occasional moan, but I still could not tell whether it was a man or a woman. To me, it didn’t matter. I loved that someone enjoyed seeing me come, seeing me sitting there sucking off Victor, watching my tits sway as my head bobbed. I reached between my legs once again and began pressing on my labia, feeling ready to come once again even though I had just climaxed a few minutes before. I almost felt like crying from the sheer overwhelming delight of it all.

Victor touched the top of my head then and told me to stand up. I did, with his hands guiding me, and he slid behind me and sat down in the chair. I remained standing in front of the chair, my back to Victor, facing someone I would never see or identify. “Look at her,” Victor whispered behind me. “See how lovely she is. Look at her naked flesh.” He caressed my hips and thighs, and I reached up to fondle and display my breasts again for the stranger. The sounds from the couch were now quite vigorous.

From behind me, Victor moved his hand up the inside of my thigh and pressed it against my tender lips. I trembled. “Okay,” he whispered, reaching around to place a hand on my stomach and pull me down toward him. I sat slowly back into his lap, waiting for the touch of his cock. He made me pause for a moment, holding me in place while he guided the knob of his dick into my dripping slit. Then he pulled me the rest of the way down, and I sank onto his stiffness, his thick flesh shoving all the way into me, stretching my insides.

“Oh, God!” I groaned with infinite pleasure. He could only respond with low, inarticulate cries. I began moving my hips in a circle, and he started thrusting, reaching around to grab my tits and squeeze them as we picked up the pace. He licked the back of my neck, and I reached down to touch my clit while we fucked. I heard the unseen watcher gasping in time with some rapid movements, and I whispered, “Yes… you too. You come, too. Oh, I want you to come. Look at us fuck. We’re fucking for you…”

We were both sweaty now, and our quick movements made slapping noises. I was rapidly rubbing my clit with the tip of a finger as Victor stuffed me, and he cried out, “Ohhh… ohh yessssss.” Suddenly his flesh pulsed inside me, his hotness erupting and spilling over. Feeling him come inside me, I came myself, crying out as the second climax shook my entire body.

Somewhere in my delirium, I heard the breaths from the couch getting slower and calmer; the sounds of movement had stopped. I was sure that the mystery guest had also come, and I was happy.

We all remained still for a few minutes, coming back to our senses. I wasn’t really sure what would happen now. Victor eventually guided me off of his lap, got up, and put me back into the chair. He stepped away for a moment and then said, “Here,” as something soft and light landed in my lap. I picked it up and felt that it was a hand towel.

“Just give us a minute,” he said. “When you hear the car pull out of the driveway, you can take off the blindfold and leave the chair. Have a snack, take a shower, whatever. I’ll be back in about ten minutes.”

I sat there naked and sweaty, smiling with delight as I heard the stranger get up off the couch. Some clothing was arranged for a few seconds, and the pillows on the couch were fluffed up, and then the two of them walked into the kitchen. In another moment, the door opened and closed, footsteps faded away, and car doors shut. The engine started and they pulled away.

Although I could now remove the blindfold, a part of me did not want to. I wanted other people to be in the room still, wanted to be seen by those I could not see. Instead of getting up, I slid down in the chair once more, spread my legs, and began touching myself again, imagining someone, or some group, standing or sitting there in the living room, watching. “Oh yes,” I whispered. I hoped that Victor would be back soon. I hoped that he had the energy to go again. I wanted to do it with the shade open and the lights on.


Closing Time at the Gym

 

It was a typical Thursday night at the gym. I’d arrived, as usual, at about 6:00 p.m., and by 8:00 p.m. I was the only one left in the weight room. I was usually the last guy to leave. I knew that there were a few people still in other parts of the building, like the pool and the tennis courts, but the fitness area was all mine, which is just how I like it.

At about 8:30, a half hour before closing, I was on an exercise bike, pedaling furiously and enjoying the endorphin rush. I always started with a couple of hours of weight training, then finished up with about forty five minutes of aerobics. I still had about ten minutes to go when the door on the opposite side of the room opened, and a young woman entered. I recognized her as the person who had been at the main desk when I’d arrived, though I had never seen her before this night.

She looked to be in her early 20s—about my own age, that is—and had straight blonde hair pulled back in a short pony tail. She wore athletic shorts that showed off her fine legs, but her torso was concealed by a baggy sweatshirt with some college logo. I thought her quite pretty, and as I focused on her I felt the beginnings of an erection. This always happened to me more easily during or just after a workout.

She walked around the room, peering along the walls and looking in corners and behind various weight machines. I wondered what she was searching for. She walked by me and gave a quick smile, which made me even harder. She had wonderfully clear blue eyes. I returned her smile and watched as she exited the room.

With renewed vigor, I increased my pace on the bike, thinking of that smile and those eyes and those legs, pushing myself until the sweat poured down my brow and my lungs ached. When I finally completed my programmed circuit, I slumped forward and rested my head on the control panel, gasping. After resting like that for a couple of minutes, I got off the bike, wiped everything down, and walked over to the water fountain to refill my bottle.

I stood there and gulped down the deliciously cold water, then refilled the bottle and sipped some more. The door opened again, and the blonde came back, holding some white plastic bags in one hand. She walked by me again and I asked, “Find what you were looking for?”

She paused, looking puzzled at first, but then said, “Oh. I was just looking for all the little trash cans. I’ve never closed up before, so I’m trying to figure out all the stuff that needs to be done. I usually work mornings.”

“Ah, that explains why I haven’t seen you before.”

“You come here a lot?”

“Four times a week, for the past couple of years. Always at night, though.”

“Oh. Well, just let me know if you know of anything that the night people usually do down here.”

“You’re doing fine,” I told her. “All I ever see the other people do is walk around and change some trash bags, so you’re right on track.”

She smiled again, “Good to know. Well, I’d better get to it. Have a good night.”

“You too,” I replied, watching her as she went toward the nearest of the small trash bins. She bent over to remove the bag and place a new one in the bin. Damn, but she had a fantastic ass! I decided that I should quit lingering and head up to the showers before the place closed.

As I passed through the door and entered the main hallway, someone said “Julie, I’m going to go check the pool area and lock it up.” Another pretty young woman, this one with long black hair, walked around a corner from the lobby area and saw me. “Oh—sorry,” she told me. “I thought you were someone else.”

“That’s OK,” I said. “If you’re looking for the other woman who’s working here tonight, she’s getting ready to close up the fitness area.”

“Thanks,” said the woman, who walked into the room I’d just departed.

I turned up the hall and entered the men’s locker rooms. There were no outer doors to the locker areas in this gym, but instead a complex of angles and corners to negotiate. The rooms themselves were no less complex, having a few different areas for different kinds of lockers—those with built-in locks, those with no locks, those for day use or monthly rentals, and so on. It was a veritable maze.

Opening my locker, I stripped, grabbed my towel and soap, and made my way to the showers. The hot water was wonderful on my tired, sweaty muscles. The gym had great water pressure, too, and I liked showering here better than at my apartment. I wanted to linger, but lathered myself quickly, conscious of the fact that the place would close any minute now. I didn’t want to be the “late guy” who kept the workers here past the end of their shift.

While I was rinsing off, I thought I heard voices. Maybe I wasn’t the last guy after all. If someone else was in here, then I’d feel less guilty about leaving at the last minute. I shut off the water and toweled myself dry, then returned to my locker. Hanging my wet towel on the open locker door, I walked over to the scale; I always weighed myself after a workout. My weight this night was the same as it had been for the last year or so: 178 pounds. At six feet tall, that wasn’t so bad, especially since most of it was lean, hard muscle. I smiled to myself as I proceeded back through the maze toward my locker.

Just as I approached a corner of a row of lockers, I heard a woman’s voice say “Hello?” and froze in my tracks. Then, before I could decide what to do, the blonde from downstairs rounded the corner toward which I’d been walking, coming from the direction of my locker. She was walking quickly, and had stepped all the way around the corner before coming to a surprised standstill. Her eyes widened and her mouth opened as she stood there, staring at my totally naked body. 

Not knowing what else to do, I simply said “Hi...”

She put her hands up, almost as if being robbed, and said “Ohmigod,” her words quickly running together in her anxiousness. Recovering her wits slightly, she said, “I am SO... sorry... I didn’t know anyone was here... I—I—oh my god, I’m really sorry...” She seemed genuinely apologetic, but then again, she wasn’t moving.

“No problem,” I said, trying to calm her down. “I’d, um, put a towel on, but, uh... well, my towel’s behind you, in that row of lockers back there. Mind if I walk by you?”

“Oh. OH! Sorry. I just... I’m going to go now.” And she turned and stepped quickly out of the locker area, waving her hands in front of her and saying, “Sorrrryyyy,” in a kind of sing-song voice.

Well, that was interesting, I thought as I got back to my stuff and got dressed. It was good that she’d left when she did; invigorated by my workout and fresh from a hot shower, I’d been feeling the blood rush to my groin the longer she stared at me. She was freaked out enough just seeing me naked. Who knows how she would’ve reacted if my seven inches had stiffened and pointed up at her?

I dressed quickly, tying my shoes and zipping my gym bag, though I was sure that no one was going to come in at this point and rush me out of here. Exiting the locker room and passing through the lobby, I heard giggling, and then saw the two women who worked here. The blonde was sitting behind the desk and blushing slightly, while the dark-haired one was leaning on the desk and laughing. They tried to hush themselves as I came into the room.

“I am really sorry about that,” the blonde said again. This made the other woman start giggling again. “Stop that!” the blonde said in a sharp whisper, but I could see that she was smiling too.

“It’s no problem, really,” I told them. “It happens.”

The dark-haired woman said, “It happens when people don’t call out before going into the locker room.”

“Hey, I did call out!”

“Yes, I think you did,” I agreed. “I thought I heard something while I was showering, but I just thought it was some other guys coming in from the tennis courts or something. Anyway, like I said, it’s no big deal.”

“That’s not what I heard,” muttered the brunette with a smile, and the blonde gave her a quick slap on the arm with a wide-eyed look that said shut up!

“Well,” I concluded, “I’ll be going now, so you can close up. Have a good one!” They added their own good-nights as I exited the building.

 

***

 

I thought about the incident several times the next day, and was thinking about it as I sat at Jack’s Bar and Grill that evening, having a few drinks and waiting for a turn at the pool table. Jack’s was one of several places that I came to on Friday nights for a few drinks, a little pool, and maybe a late bite to eat. Sipping my third beer, I reflected that it had actually been rather fun to have that woman—what was her name? Julie—surprise me that way. One reason that I work out, after all, is to have a nice body, and it’s nice to have it appreciated, especially by attractive young women. I started to get hard again just thinking back on it.

A loud “Dammit!” broke me from my reverie. Glancing toward the pool table, I saw the guy with the cue in his hand gesturing and shaking his head, while the other guy collected the dollar bills that had been on the edge of the table. I saw only one striped ball on the table, and gathered that the guy with the cue had just sunk the 8 ball but also scratched, losing the game right at the end. 

The victor looked toward me, eyebrows raised in a silent “Are you next?” I nodded, got up, and walked toward the table to rack the balls.

As I shuffled past a few people, two women walked by me in the opposite direction, then one of them stopped and put a hand on my shoulder. It was Julie. I recognized her companion as the brunette that had been with her at the gym the previous night.

“Hi—it’s you,” said Julie, her eyes a bit unsteady. “I mean... you know, from last night.” She kept her hand on my shoulder and tried to clarify. “I mean, I recognize you from last night.” She was tipsy, but not totally drunk.

“How did you recognize me?” I asked. “I have all my clothes on this time.”

She laughed, and so did the brunette, who had paused to wait for her friend. Julie said, “Lindsay, go ahead to the car. I’ll catch up in a minute.” The other continued on her way out the door, giving me a little wave and a smile before turning away.

“So, it’s Julie, right?” I asked then.

“Yeah,” she smiled. “How’d you know?”

“Your friend called me that last night, when she thought I was you walking out of the weight room.”

She chuckled. “That’s Lindsay. She usually works mornings, too. Listen, I just want to apologize again, in case I offended you or something. I just don’t want to get into trouble at work.”

“No problem,” I assured her. “I’m almost impossible to offend. Anyway, I’m not sorry it happened.”

Maybe that last bit of boldness was the three drinks talking, and for half a second I wondered if I shouldn’t have said it, but something flashed in her eyes and she smiled. “Really?”

“Really,” I said, and deciding to risk a little more I continued, “In fact, feel free to come in any time if I’m the only one there. I’m not shy.”

Her eyes had grown intense, and she licked her lips as she thought for a moment, her hand moving from my shoulder to my chest. She was just about to say something when I heard, “Hey buddy! You gonna rack ‘em or what?”

It was the guy at the table, waiting for me to come over and start a game or else let someone else take a turn. I moved slowly away from Julie, jerking my thumb toward the pool table, and said, “I gotta... go... do something with the balls...”

She laughed then and said, “Yeah, I gotta go too. Lindsay’s waiting for me.” She moved toward the door but paused to add, “Have fun playing with your balls!” This drew a few quizzical stares and amused remarks from nearby patrons, but I ignored all this as I put my money down on the pool table and racked the balls, shifting my focus to the serious task of winning some money.

 

***

 

The next night I went to the gym again, wondering if Julie would be there (okay, not wondering, but hoping). I wondered what she’d been about to say before we were both interrupted last night.

She was working, sitting right there at the front desk to greet me as I signed in. She wasn’t wearing a bulky sweatshirt this time, either. Instead, she sported a tight, short-sleeved white golf shirt with the logo of the gym in the upper left. Her torso looked lean and taut, and the swell of her large breasts stretched the fabric to its limit. Had she deliberately worn a shirt a size too small? If so, then she’d probably also deliberately chosen a white shirt so that I could see through it to a large extent: her bra was clearly visible, and that too must have been paper thin because I could see not only the darker shading of her nipples but also their exact shape as they protruded stiffly through two layers. When I leaned on the counter to sign in, I glanced down at where she sat and noted that her khaki shorts didn’t seem to cover much at all. I was instantly stiff just looking at her, and when she smiled and said, “Hi,” in a low, sultry voice I was glad that I hadn’t yet changed into my sweatpants. My erection was threatening to rip right through my jeans and leap over the counter at her.

I started to say Hi back, but found my throat was too dry and coughed instead. I finally managed a “Hi” and Julie laughed.

“Listen,” she said. “I was a little drunk last night. I hope I didn’t say anything too foolish.”

Was she trying to pull away here, take back anything she might have said or done to lead me on? I wasn’t sure. But her outfit tonight couldn’t have been a coincidence. I decided to try to find out.

“Well, nothing too foolish,” I told her. “I think you just threatened to come into the men’s locker room again after everyone leaves tonight. But you said that this time you’d lock the place up first.”

“Oh, did I?” she replied in an even tone. “Locking the place up first—I’m glad I thought of that.”

I still couldn’t really tell how much of this was just joking and how much might be serious. For the moment, though, I had run out of things to say and all I could do was look at her. As this would grow really awkward in a matter of seconds, I decided to continue past the desk and head to the locker room. “I... gotta get going,” I added for some reason as I passed the desk, immediately thinking, That was lame! That’s all you could think of to say?

“Have fun,” she added, smiling at me as I went by.

My workout that night was more intense than any I’d done in months. I tried to burn off the energy that I had from being so horny, but getting all my blood pumping and my muscles moving and hot just made me more horny. I thought about what, if anything, I would say to Julie when I saw her next. Would she come down to change the trash bags as she had last night? I’d at least see her on the way out, wouldn’t I? Should I ask her out for a drink? Would she come out tonight?

I was a little disappointed when I saw Lindsay come down to deal with the trash bags near closing time. The place was empty once again, and I’d hoped that it would be Julie who would come in while I was on the bike and pedaling my lungs out. If I was obviously out of breath, then she’d be the one to start the conversation, and I could go from there.

Not that Lindsay wasn’t also hot in her own way. She had a shapely body and a rather captivating smile. I was just more drawn to Julie. Still, when Lindsay walked by me and winked, my boner wasn’t any less stiff because it had been her who had just walked by.

I stayed a few minutes later than usual, still hoping that Julie would come down, but when it got to be just five minutes before closing, I knew that I had to get going. I walked briskly out of the exercise area, then decided to head to the front desk for a second to let them know I’d be out of there quickly and to apologize for being late. The front desk area was empty, though. Oh well. I proceeded to the locker room, where I rummaged for my soap as quickly as possible, hurriedly peeled off my sweaty clothes, and ran to the large, open showering area.

Partway through my shower, as I was washing my face, I became aware of movement off to one side. Wiping my eyes, I saw Julie standing just outside the shower area, where all the towel hooks were. As I stared and tried to think of something to say, she crossed her arms, grabbed the hem of her shirt, and pulled it over her head in one rapid movement. I stood there half-soaped in the hot stream of water, my dick swelling fast as she wordlessly continued to strip, pushing her shorts down and stepping out of them, then unhooking her thin bra and shrugging it off, her beautiful C-cups bouncing free. Finally, she peeled off her panties, tossed them aside, and stepped across the tiles to join me.

She stared into my eyes as she stood before me, hot water beginning to spray over my shoulder and dampen her long blonde locks. “I locked the place up this time,” she said in a husky voice.

“That’s good,” I said, sliding my fingers up the right side of her face to push aside a wet strand of hair. I continued moving my hand until it held the back of her head, then leaned down and kissed her fiercely, thrusting my tongue into her mouth right away, feasting on her luscious lips. She moaned and returned my ardor, kissing with real passion, clutching my face in both her hands. Then she broke the kiss and pulled back a few inches, staring up and down at my nakedness.

“God, you have a great body,” she said softly, placing her palms on my chest and caressing out toward my shoulders, then down my sides. My swollen erection poked into her belly as she touched me, and she slid her left hand down to hold it from beneath, supporting its weight on her open palm. “Oh my,” she said. “And this... this is just wonderful.” My penis pulsed in her hand and she massaged it a little, then cupped my balls. “Let’s hurry up and finish your shower,” she added.

She reached over my shoulder to grab my bottle of shower gel from its shelf, squeezed far too much into her hand, then started spreading it over me, lathering me up with slow, slick movements, covering my whole body, turning me around to get my back, kneeling to get my legs and feet, foaming me up and rubbing all of my muscles at the same time. I sighed with pleasure at this delightful treatment, and when I faced her again I reached forward to touch her hips. I moved my fingers up her sides, her arms, her neck, then brought them slowly down her front, touching her breasts lightly. She murmured with pleasured approval at my touch as she washed my cock and balls, spending a lot of time on this region. I began circling her stiff nipples with my fingertips and then touching them lightly, which prompted little happy squeaks on her part. I started to soap her up too, but she moved my hand aside and said, “I’m already clean, and I don’t want to wait any longer. Let’s rinse you off.”

She spun me around in the hot water, even lifting my arms for me, taking control and making sure that I was totally rinsed. Then she grabbed my towel off the hook and went to work drying me, starting with my head and shoulders, then squatting down to rub my legs and feet, finishing off with my engorged penis. “There,” she said, tossing aside the towel but not standing up, “all nice and clean. Now let’s get you wet and dirty again.” She looked up at me for a moment, smiling, eyes glittering with anxious lust. Then she dipped her head forward and took half my cock in her mouth.

“Ngm,” she muttered softly as she began to suck and bob, moving her head rhythmically back and forth a few inches at a time. The pleasure was almost too intense. 

“Oh, GOD!” I exclaimed. “Oh, it’s soooo good...”

“Glm. Mph-nnnmmm,” was all she said in response. Her swirling tongue was driving me crazy, its slick surface sliding in tight circles around the head of my dick, then teasing the underside with little curling motions. I knew I couldn’t last long if she kept it up.

“Julie,” I whispered, standing naked before her, my cock in her wonderful mouth. “Oh Julie, I can’t make it much longer... I’m gonna come soon.” I put my hands on her head, caressing her and playing with her damp blonde tresses as she sucked. Her only answer was to reach up and behind me, sliding her hands up the backs of my thighs until she gripped my ass and held me even more firmly in place. She massaged and groped my butt as she increased the pace of her hot bobbing mouth.

“Ahhhww!” I moaned loudly, hoping that the place really was locked up but not really caring if it wasn’t. “Oh! Oh Julie! I’m gonna come... I’m gonna come...” I loved what she was doing and wanted nothing more than to ride this lovely wave of pleasure all the way past the crest, but still wanted to warn her in case she didn’t want me to do it in her mouth. She wasn’t stopping, though, so I let myself go and felt the warmth creeping up my legs and spine. “I’m gonna... I’m gonna—“

And then I did, erupting with hot bursts of pleasure, my whole body shuddering, Julie moaning as I pulsed in her mouth, sweet spasms that emptied me and somehow left me full at the same time. I stood gasping with my mouth open while her lips continued to work, one hand staying on my ass while her other fondled my balls and stroked the base of my shaft, squeezing lightly, tongue and fingers massaging my now-softening penis. She finally slid her mouth slowly off until the sensitive pink head popped out with a wet sound. She looked up at me. “Happy?” she asked with that wonderful smile of hers.

“Oh, fuck!” I said, still recovering my breath. “That was the best head I’ve had in my life! Wow, you’re so fucking amazing...”

She gave a little laugh, then stood up, hands on my waist. She kissed me, and I opened my mouth to her tongue, sliding my left arm around her waist to pull her closer to me, her hips pressing strongly into mine, breasts bulging against my firm chest muscles. I put my right hand behind her head, eyes closed, kissing her more insistently. She whimpered lightly. My left hand rubbed her lower back, then her ass. She put her hands on my chest then and pushed back a little, breaking the kiss.

“My turn,” she said. “Let’s go to your locker.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what she meant, but I was sure as hell willing to comply with anything she had in mind, so I swiftly moved to her left, bent to get my left arm behind her legs, and scooped her up in my arms. She uttered a little shriek of surprise and then giggled as I carried her out of the shower area and into the maze of lockers. My own was not too far away. As I turned the corner, I saw a bunch of the gym’s large, plush towels spread out over one of the benches, and even more of them spread out over the floor next to the bench.

“Did you bring those?” I asked as I approached the bench.

“Yep. I thought we’d need something soft and clean. One of the perks of working here is having access to all of the supplies.”

“Good thinking,” I said as I stooped to put her down on the bench, placing her ass right on one end with her feet on the floor, but guiding her torso back to a reclining position. I adjusted some towels so that I could kneel comfortably in front of her, then said, “Now just relax and enjoy.”

I began by kissing her feet, then her shins and calves. I massaged her legs with both hands as I worked my way up with my mouth, alternating legs every so often. When I got to her knees I focused on the insides of her thighs, spending time with lots of soft caresses and gentle licks and nibbles. She sighed and slowly spread her legs further apart for me as I worked up toward her dark blonde bush. She had a lot of pubic hair, and it tickled my face as I licked the very tops of her inner thighs, my tongue now firm and slow on either side of her sex, the lovely scent of feminine arousal heavy in the air. She panted and squealed in anticipation as I gently guided a few fingertips into her bush, pressing lightly on the lips beneath, feeling the swell as I spread them lightly apart, catching my first glimpses of pink wetness. I stroked the edges of her outer lips with one fingertip, then pressed lightly inside. Julie shuddered, drawing short, sharp breaths. I knew the moment had come.

I dipped my face forward and gave one full, hard stroke upward with the tip of my tongue. “Ohhhh!” she cried. I did it again, then kept it up, licking up and down, circling her labia, peeling lips apart with probing fingers to lick more deeply, reveling in the delicious taste of her inflamed sex. “Oh-hoh!” she cried. “Mnnnggh!!! Fuck! Yes!” Her legs locked around my shoulders and pulled me closer, and as I licked and slurped more quickly and forcefully her palms gripped my head with a sudden slapping noise and held my face against her. She was actually hurting me slightly, but I didn’t care as I began to eat with raw abandon. Julie gasped and heaved, and I felt the bench moving around as she squirmed. I wanted to use my fingers in her while I pleased her with my mouth, but her leg lock prevented me from getting my hands up there, and anyway her own hands were shoving my face so firmly against her pussy that I wouldn’t be able to touch her with my head in the way. So I stuck my tongue in as far as it would go, thrusting in and out in all directions, then flicking it lightly across her clit. Her inarticulate cries were so loud that I knew the place must be locked up or someone would have run in here to see what was going on. She bucked her hips against me, slowly at first but then with real force, pounding me as I worked my jaw at a furious pace. Her gasps and cries picked up speed until at last they merged into one long shout of pleasure and she came, hips still bucking as her lips pulsed against my drenched face, her hands and legs keeping me where I was until her spasms subsided. I kept my mouth open and still, tongue pressed into her, wanting to taste every last bit of her orgasm.

Finally, she let go of my head and lifted her legs so that I could pull back. I drew several deep breaths. My face was soaked with her juices and my own saliva, and I gave it a swipe on my forearm before I remembered that I was surrounded by fresh towels. I grabbed the corner of one that was nearby and did a better job of wiping my face clean. My jaw ached and my lips felt swollen and slightly numb. I rose from the floor to stand between her still-open legs, looking down at where she lay on the bench, eyes half closed and smiling with delight.

“Sorry if I was a little rough on you,” she said. “You OK?”

“Yeah. Don’t worry about it; cunnilingus is my favorite thing in the world. I’ll go through a lot for it.”

Her eyes lit up. “Really? Well, what a coincidence... it’s my favorite thing too!”

“In that case, I hope that this is just the start. I’m happy to pleasure you any time you want.”

“Likewise,” she said, and her eyes wandered down to my penis, which was once again stiffening and rising. “And speaking of pleasuring you, it looks like you’re ready for more.” She sat up, gripping my revived erection and stroking it slowly. “What do you want next?” she asked in a sexy whisper.

“God,” I said, “I’d love nothing more than to fuck you right now. I want all of that fantastic body of yours. I just... well, I don’t have a condom.”

She continued stroking me as she smiled. “I’m on the pill,” she said. “We can do whatever you want.”

“Oh, that’s what I wanted to hear!” I exclaimed, rolling her back onto the bench, throwing her legs over my shoulders and immediately plunging into her.

“OOOaaahhhhhHHH!!” we both cried out in unison. She was tight from just having come, and her hot slickness gripped my whole length as I stayed buried in her. I began moving my hips very slightly, withdrawing barely half an inch and going back in to the balls, enjoying the feel of my full flesh inside her, not wanting to move but loving the sensation of my gentle thrusts.

Julie loved it as well, her eyes shut and lips parted in a smile, hands sliding over the muscles of my arms, bulging as I held my weight by gripping the edges of the bench beneath her. I kept it slow and deep for a long time, and it was all long sighs between us. Then I started pulling out a little more each time, pushing back in just as slowly, probing and filling her, our bodies inflamed with pure pleasure. I picked up the pace, still pushing in somewhat slowly but pulling out rapidly; then I simply began thrusting quickly.

“Get on the floor,” she panted. “Let me ride you.”

I picked her up off the bench, keeping my hard length inside her as I slowly knelt on the pile of towels, then managed to sit and lie back with her body still transfixed. I lay back on the soft towels, noting for the first time the hum of the fluorescent lights in this room, eerily quiet after closing but for the sounds of our loving. Julie sat atop me and put her palms on my chest, long hair hanging down and tickling my skin as she began grinding her hips in a circle, completely massaging every inch of my dick at once. 

“Aaahhh, that’s sooo wonderful...” I sighed, remaining totally still for a time while she treated me to the skills of her vaginal muscles. She began raising herself slightly with each circle and then sinking back down on me, and I felt an overwhelming bliss that I wanted to last forever. She leaned forward a little more, hands now on the floor, hair spilling across my face, heavy breasts hanging just over my collarbone. I lifted my hands to hold her lovely tits, squeezing gently. She moaned more loudly as I fondled the soft flesh, and when I lightly pinched her swollen nipples she twitched and squealed, gasping as my fingertips played with the dark pink nubs. I worked my face up to one and sucked it, holding it in my teeth as I flicked it with the tip of my tongue, and she pressed further into me, wanting more. Her ass rose and fell more quickly, hot sex milking my cock, and I knew that orgasm was not far off for either of us. Feeling the tingling warmth, I took my mouth from her nipple and guided my face through the tumble of her hair, the heat of her face there above me, and I pulled her to me for a slow, tongue-entwining kiss. We devoured each other’s mouths as the bliss began to fill our bodies, overtaking us with a stillness and then a shuddering, our breath coming fast, our hot sexes fused in relentless lust, wet flesh pressing together, pressing, building, coming...

And then exploding, bursting forth, muscles flexing and limbs entwining, crying out, panting, screaming, gripping each other, sweat-soaked bodies rocked by mutual orgasm, clutching, caressing, holding. Julie collapsed on top of me and I threw my arms around her, holding her tightly and kissing every spot I could. We lay there and took some quiet minutes to recover our wits and our breath.

Finally, Julie lifted her torso off me, sticky skin making a small peeling sound as she straightened up but remained sitting astride my hips. I was still inside her. She blew a strand of hair out of her face with a quick puff as she stroked my face with one hand.

“That,” she said, “was fucking intense.” A pause, then, “Can we do it again sometime?”

I smiled. “Of course. One thing, though...”

She cocked her head a little to one side, still smiling. “What’s that?”

“Next time, can we do it in a bed?”

She threw her head back then and gave a long, hearty laugh. It was wonderful to hear, and I couldn’t help but join in. She looked back down at me when our laughter subsided, her hair messy, her breasts sweaty, totally not self-conscious about sitting there naked on the floor, my penis still inside her. Her smile was infectious and spoke of such vibrant life and energy that I could almost feel myself starting to get hard again. I could really get used to this.

“Of course,” she said, playfully playing my chest like a drum. “A bed. A car. The roof of this place. Anything you want.”

At that moment I was the happiest man in the world. I felt the stirring again, sat up suddenly, and rolled her over onto the towels. Her first yelp of surprise gave way to some giggles and then soft moans as I kissed her again, drawing myself over her sticky, naked body for another round...


Getting to Know Valerie

 

Last January, when we were preparing for our annual ski vacation, my husband Tom suggested that we invite the Johnsons along for the trip. Bill Johnson had begun working at Tom’s company six months before, and the two of them got along very well. Bill and his wife, Valerie, had been over for dinner several times, and we always had fun as a group. Like us, they were both in their late 30s, but they seemed to have aged much better; they looked more like a couple in their mid-20s.

Valerie was especially beautiful. Tall, slender, with long black hair and deep violet eyes, she was stunning enough to be a fashion model. She didn’t work, and spent a lot of time at a local gym, which I suppose is how she kept her gorgeous physique and kept herself looking a decade younger. Sometimes when the four of us had been together, I had caught myself unconsciously looking at her when her attention was diverted. Once, she happened to glance back and catch me in mid-stare, and I looked away quickly, feeling slightly embarrassed. I found that I couldn’t help myself, though. I’d never been with another woman, never even entertained the idea, but I’d been finding myself thinking that if it was ever going to happen, she would be the one I’d want to be with.

“I think it’s a great idea,” I told Tom when he suggested that we book adjoining suites on the top floor of the resort’s main building. “I think we’ll all have a fun time spending the week together.”

“I’m sure,” he said wryly, winking at me.

“What was that wink for?”

“Well...” he grinned. “Apparently, Valerie talks about you quite a bit. Bill told me about it. I think she’s got a thing for you, Beth,” he said playfully.

“That’s silly,” I replied, feeling sheepish. I couldn’t see how I could be Valerie’s type. A few inches shorter than her, not as slim, with short blond hair that I could never find the right way of styling, I felt that I was in a totally different league when it came to looks. “Anyway,” I continued, “what makes you think she’s into women?”

“Oh, Bill told me,” he responded. “It seems that Valerie sometimes has girlfriends on the side.”

“And Bill knows about them?”

“Sure. He’s completely fine with it; it’s something the two of them worked out long before they were married. She told him that she likes women as well as men and wasn’t about to give that up. She’s never with any men other than Bill, though, and she only has one girlfriend at a time.”

“So who’s her girlfriend now?” I asked.

“She doesn’t have one at the moment. Bill thinks she has her eye on you.”

“Oh,” I said, almost in a whisper. A surge of tingling excitement was overtaking me, surprising me with its strength. Hearing this about Valerie, knowing that she found me attractive, gave me a kind of thrill that I hadn’t felt since high school.

“Well...” I said, not knowing really what to say. “That’s flattering, I guess.”

“Just for the record,” Tom went on, “I want you to know that I wouldn’t be bothered by that. That is, if you ever wanted to... you know. It wouldn’t be the same as you being with another man. I wouldn’t be jealous or anything.”

“That’s good to know,” I said heartily, trying to joke about the idea. But even as I said this, I felt giddy at the possibilities. We were about to spend a week in a resort with the Johnsons; I knew that Valerie was bisexual and probably had a thing for me; and my husband had just given me carte blanche to explore this new arena if I so desired. When we finally packed our things for the trip, I found that skiing was not foremost on my mind.

 

***

 

The next morning, Tom and I met Bill and Valerie at a nearby diner for the start of our trip. I always liked beginning a long drive with a big breakfast, even though I usually skip this meal in my normal daily routine. When we arrived, they were already sitting inside and motioned to us through the window. The window was slightly steamy on the inside.

Stepping into the warmth of the diner, I had to immediately remove my coat as we walked to the booth. I saw that the two of them already had coffee. Bill stood up. “Hey, you two! Ready for a great vacation?”

“You know it,” Tom replied, shaking his hand. “I’ve been looking forward to this one for months. Work has been hell.”

“OK,” I said, smiling and sliding into our side of the booth first, “let’s not have any more talk of work. We’ve officially driven away from our usual lives. We’re already on our adventure. Now it’s all about looking forward and seeing what happens.”

“Exactly,” agreed Valerie, who was sitting opposite me. She wore a white cashmere turtleneck sweater that hugged her form, and her shoulders were slightly hunched as she held her coffee cup in both hands as if warming them. Her long black hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she wore tiny silver studs in her ears. Looking at her, I had a momentary urge to hold her face in both my hands and give her a kiss. I was surprised by this and put it out of my mind immediately. I shifted my gaze to her coffee cup.

“God, I could use some of that,” I said. “Have you two ordered anything yet?”

“Just coffee,” said Bill. “We wanted to be a little polite and wait for you. But the coffee was necessary, believe me. It took me longer than I thought to pack. I was still looking for my ski goggles at 1:30 in the morning.”

Our server came by to fill our coffee mugs, and we all ordered great heaps of food, knowing that our next meal would probably be dinner later that night. We would try not to stop, as we had about seven hours of driving ahead of us and we knew that a snowstorm was due to begin that afternoon.

“What’s the latest on that storm?” Bill asked Tom, who was always checking forecasts in the winter months. Winter was his favorite season, and he was almost like an addict, checking weather websites to find out when the next snowfall would occur and how many inches we’d get.

“It’s already started, up there,” replied Tom. “The snow’s been going since last night and will keep going through tonight. We should run into it in the last third of our drive. The snow won’t be coming this way until later this evening.”

“Will the driving be terrible?” I asked.

“Not too bad,” Tom said. “They’ve already been out plowing, and I’m sure they’ll be at it all day and night. Anyway, our snow tires are still fairly new.”

“It’s exciting,” said Valerie. “I love that we’re on vacation and that it’s snowing. It’s like we have a snow day and don’t have to go to school. It’s so much fun! I hope we get snowed in up there.”

“The skiing is going to be fantastic,” said Bill. He and Tom were serious skiers, and these were dream conditions for them. I liked skiing, but didn’t love it the way that they did. I liked to take breaks, to go inside the lodges to warm up, and to have snacks and drinks. Tom liked to stay out as long as he possibly could, and if it weren’t for me he’d be out there all day without stopping.

“Are you looking forward to the skiing, Valerie?” I asked. I immediately thought that it was a silly question and wondered why I had asked it. It was, after all, a ski trip we were all on. I think that I had just wanted to make small talk. Or maybe it was that I had wanted to say her name.

“Yes,” she answered, “but that’s only part of it. Skiing is fun, but I also like spending time inside the resort, sitting by fireplaces, having drinks, looking out the window, even shopping around a little. I want to do a little of everything. I’m looking forward to the whole experience.”

“Me too,” I said. “I’ll also probably do a little of everything.” I realized then the hidden meaning in this phrase, and I had to look away. Her gaze was too powerful. I was afraid, somehow, of what would happen if I looked directly at her for more than a moment. I was excited, too. We were both thinking along the same lines, and I knew that we both knew it. I knew, too, that the dynamic was already clear: I was nervous and uncertain, and she was calm and had control, over herself and over me. I did not want to look into her eyes for too long because I was afraid of how obvious I would make it that I was hers, that any resistance on my part was destined to melt away, that she could take me anytime she wished.

Luckily, the food arrived very quickly, so my little spell was broken as we all turned our attention to bacon, toast, stacks of pancakes, orange juice, eggs, and more coffee. The food was very hot and steamed up the window even more than it had been. We made some small talk while eating, mostly Tom and Bill discussing which runs they’d like to take on the mountain and in which order. I found that I was able to look at Valerie again and speak normally, without the anxiety I had experienced only minutes before. It was strange for me to contemplate all that was going on inside me. I would have a lot to think about in the car.

After stuffing ourselves, we lost no time in settling the bill and making our exit. Out in the parking lot the day was clear and cold. Looking to the northeast, where we were headed, we could see the storm clouds in the distance. Tom was staring in the same direction as he unlocked the car, and he had a huge grin. “Here we come, baby,” he said quietly to the distant snow.

On the road, straight and flat at first but beginning to grow curves as we slowly gained in elevation, Tom and I in the lead and Bill and Valerie following, we chatted a bit and listened to some favorite mixed CDs, but of course my mind was on other things. I thought of the delicate small chin, of the smoothness of the neck whose line vanished into the soft white collar of sweater. I thought of the sweep of her pulled-back hair as it curved behind her ear. I thought of the soft hint of shadow on her cheekbone. I thought of brushing my fingers across it.

“Everything OK, honey?” Tom asked after I’d been quietly looking out the window for some time.

“She’s gorgeous,” was my reply. “She’s absolutely lovely.”

“So... you are thinking about it,” he said.

“Of course I’m thinking about it. I guess I’ve been thinking about it since the first time we all got together. I’ve just not really acknowledged it. This is so new to me. It’s unnerving.”

“Do you mean that in a good way?”

“I don’t know yet. Yes, it’s exciting sometimes when I think of it. But you’ve no idea what she does to me. It sounds silly to talk about it like this, as if we’ve had some long involvement, but in my mind it almost feels that way. I have trouble looking at her, Tom. Well, looking into her eyes. I don’t know who I am when she looks right at me like that. It’s thrilling in one way, but very unsettling in another. I don’t know. I have to think about this more.”

“Sounds that way,” he said. “But you know, whatever you decide will be fine. You don’t have to pursue anything like this; I don’t want to make you feel like I suggested it or something, just because I mentioned how I think she feels. Maybe she doesn’t want to take it any further, either. Maybe she does, but won’t feel bad if you don’t. Just remember that we’re all friends, that we’re here to have a good time, and that I’ll love you no matter what happens.”

I smiled at this and kissed him on the cheek. “I love you too. Thanks for being so open about all this. And thanks for being patient while I’m lost in thought. It’s a long drive and I’m afraid that I’ve been poor company.”

“Never,” he said. “It’s a perfect occasion for you to do any pondering that you need to do. Anyway, the scenery is only getting better and better. I’m enjoying staring out at the mountains, and we’re just starting to hit the snow.”

 

***

 

We arrived at the ski resort that evening. It had been snowing here since the previous night, and the powder was still falling, slowly and quietly, through the deepening blue of twilight. As we made our way among the buildings, walking on paths that were soft with fresh snow despite the numbers of resort employees desperately shoveling and trying to keep up with the weather, I enjoyed the sense of damp chill on my face, savored the scent of each deep breath. All around us, only the very bottoms of the slopes were visible; higher up, ski runs and the dark outlines of trees vanished gradually into the gentle softness of cloud cover. The rest of the world had dropped away completely. There was only this cluster of buildings and paths, these yellow lights of windows spilling out into the dark blue air, those rooms of warmth and firelight, cradled in the cottony winter that surrounded us. I was very happy to be here.

Checking into our rooms, after wandering down several long hallways in the vast structure of the main lodge and taking elevators to the top floor with some of our bags, I took a quick look around our suite. I was pleased at the rustic look, with walls of knotty wooden boards to which old skis and animal horns were affixed, a stone fireplace, and thick, warm rugs scattered around. Approving the bedroom, the kitchenette, the small bar, and the large bathroom, I set out for the second trip to the car for the rest of our bags. First, I decided to stop next door to see how Bill and Valerie liked their room.

Their suite was on the same side of the hall as ours. The door was open; they were putting down their bags on the floor and sorting them out. “Hey,” I called in. “How do you like your rooms?”

“It’s a great place,” said Bill. “I haven’t yet seen it all.”

“Come in and take a look around with us,” said Valerie, smiling and waving me in. I stepped inside and immediately noticed that it was bigger and much more plush than the suite that Tom and I had chosen. Bill and Valerie had sprung for some deluxe version that had a larger stone fireplace, a bigger bar, more space and couches, and—to top it all off—their suite has a small hot tub sunk into the floor near the foot of their bed. 

“This is really amazing,” I said. “I’m kind of jealous. Now I want to sleep here instead of in my room.”

“That would be just fine with me,” Valerie said, smiling. Her look disarmed me, and I suddenly felt embarrassed, not knowing what to say. I finally managed to exclaim that I was famished, and suggested that we all finish getting our belongings into our rooms so that we could go to one of the restaurants on the first floor to find some dinner. She and Bill agreed.

I went back to my own suite then, finding Tom and making another trip to the car and back, after which we showered, changed, and got ready for dinner. I got into a new pair of comfortable cotton pants and a slightly dressy white blouse, leaving the top few buttons undone. I wanted to look nice, but without overdoing it. I found some small silver earrings that hung down just a bit, and I dabbed a tiny bit of perfume just below my collarbone. I wondered what Valerie would be wearing.

“Ready to go?” asked Tom. He looked tired.

“Are you going to make it through dinner?” I asked jokingly.

He smiled. “I should be able to stay awake for dinner, but not much longer. That drive wore me out.”

We stepped out into the carpeted hallway and waited for some moments for Bill and Valerie to come out. When they did, Valerie’s eyes went to Tom at first, but only for a moment and with no special expression; then her eyes landed on me and she smiled. She had put on a knee-length gray woolen skirt and a low-cut black shirt that was very tight. Her hair was no longer pulled back, but spilled beautifully across her shoulders. A thin necklace hung low in the space left by the cut of her shirt, and featured something like a long metallic teardrop hanging at the bottom, naturally drawing the eye down to her lovely cleavage.

“Ready?” she asked.

Of course, she was talking abut going down to dinner, but I still couldn’t answer. I was thinking about the other thing and still couldn’t decide if I really was ready. After a moment of awkwardness, Tom said “Yes, we’re ready,” and put his arm around me as we turned and walked to the elevator.

 

On the way down, we discussed where to go. “I’d like to try Chez Louis,” said Tom. “Let’s start things with a bang.”

But who will I be banging? I thought.

“Great idea,” said Bill. “That’s the fancy place, isn’t it? I think we deserve fancy after not eating since breakfast. Are you sure we’re all dressed for it, though?”

“Oh, we’re dressed respectably enough,” Tom replied. “Anyway, this is still a ski resort. They’ve got to get the occasional slovenly ski bum from time to time.”

I laughed. “Oh, you mean people who look like you used to look when you went skiing as a teenager?”

“That’s right,” Tom chuckled. “Before I became a decent citizen.”

On the first floor, we walked across the main lobby, noting the snow that was still piling up against the windows, and went down several hallways. After a couple of minutes, Valerie put a hand on my shoulder and joked, “Does your husband know where he’s leading us?”

“I’m not sure,” I answered, amused but also tingling at her touch.

“Oh, don’t be so impatient,” Tom replied. “It’s just around this corner.”

And so it was. We stood in the doorway of a dark but elegant restaurant that was larger than I’d expected. The front entrance had coat racks on both sides and a few benches with leather seat cushions. There was a small podium about a dozen feet in front of us, with a “Please Wait To Be Seated” sign. Looking past a couple of tall plants that flanked the entrance proper, we could see that the place had low ceilings of dark wood, booths and tables of the same material, and a lot of candles. A kitchen door swung briefly open, way in the back, and delicious smells floated our way. This place held the promise of everything that I was looking for just then, and I felt for a moment as though I were in heaven—not in spite of my hunger, but because of it.

Valerie walked forward to stand next to me, her shoulder against mine. “Don’t you just love this?” she asked, looking around at the place and at the dishes being served.

“Yes,” I said quietly, turning my head to look at her. “Yes, I do love this.” This time I managed to look her directly in the eye for several seconds before dropping my gaze. My interest was slowly working its way toward outright desire. It was a new idea for me, but I couldn’t help what was going on inside me. I felt that Valerie knew all of this, that she was playing with me subtly by means of glances and casual brief touches—her hand on my arm when saying something, her way of managing to brush against me as the four of us passed through a doorway. 

As we stood waiting, she gently took hold of one of my earrings, leaning in close to get a better look and saying, “Oooo, I love these.” I could feel her breath on my neck as she spoke, and I got a good lingering smell of her perfume—not a strong scent, but subtle, enough to make me want more as she drew her head away. Her fingertips tickled my earlobe slightly for a moment before she let go of the earring. At that moment, I felt a rush of blood to my groin. There was no longer any doubt in my mind: I wanted her. I kept frustrating myself, though, with not knowing how to react. All of her little flirtations left me speechless, frozen, and unsure of myself. In the past, I had always handled myself well with men in similar situations. This woman, though, was bringing out the uncertainty and awkwardness of my adolescent years. It was obvious that she wanted me, and I knew now that I wanted her, so why couldn’t I do more to bring this about?

“Yes?” came a strange voice, interrupting my reverie. It was the host, a clean-shaven man with short black hair and a middle-aged face.

“We were hoping for dinner,” said Tom, “although we don’t have a reservation.”

“Just you four?” he asked. He spoke with an actual French accent, and this surprised me for some reason.

“That’s right.”

He consulted something on the podium. “Yes, I think we have a table. Please follow me.”

We did this, following a narrow and winding path among tables and around waiters. Bill was in front and at one point narrowly dodged a small wrought-iron chandelier that had almost hit his forehead. “Watch your head, Tom,” he said; they were both tall men and the ceiling was low. We finally arrived at a corner booth with a round table, taking our seats on the cushioned bench around it. Somehow, Valerie and I ended up next to each other, on the inside in the corner, she on my left, with the men on either end. This was going to be interesting.

The host handed us menus and a wine list, then departed. Even the menus were fancy: they had covers of thick red leather and were tied together with red cords. As I perused the many pages full of delicious possibilities, Valerie put an arm around my shoulders and said, “Here, help me pick out a wine to start with.” She leaned in close, looking down at a smaller menu with long lists on every page. I looked down too, slightly giddy, her head just inches from mine, the smell of her hair strong as I tried to make sense out of what I was seeing. All I could think about was her arm on me. 

I pointed at random and said, “How about this one?”

“Mmm, a sancerre. That would be good.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Tom, who was on my right.

“I’ll drink whatever,” said Bill, “but we’re going to have to get appetizers. I’m famished. I’ll eat these menus if we have to wait much longer.”

“I’m sure they’ll at least bring out some bread,” I said.

“Oh, look,” said Valerie, who’d been perusing the menu once more. “They have oysters on the half shell.” She turned to me. “Do you like those? Want to share?”

“Are those the raw ones? I’m not sure... that sounds a little mysterious to me.”

She smiled. “Well, I hope you’re not unwilling to try something just because it’s mysterious.” Her eyes sparkled, and this time I could not look away.

“OK,” I said, more quietly than I meant to. “I’ll try.”

Our waiter arrived then, telling us about various specials and taking our orders for appetizers. The bottle of sancerre came (along with a lot of bread, which Bill began devouring immediately), and we all sipped and approved. We began talking about our plans for the week—which runs to ski first, which shops to check out, and so on—but I mostly listened, because I was trying to sort out my feelings. Thinking about it as we all talked, the conversation punctuated by occasional piercing glances from Valerie, I decided that she would have to continue taking the lead in our unspoken dance. I would resign myself to her advances, hoping that she would continue and even increase the pace if I simply let her have her way with me whenever she so desired. If I could not figure out how to be more active in my approach to her, I would simply endeavor to be putty in her hands, in the fervent hope that she would take me and use me for her pleasure.

Our appetizers arrived, including the oysters that I’d promised to share with Valerie. I looked at the array of shells with curiosity. I’d expected them to have a stronger smell of some kind. “I’m not even sure I know how to go about eating these,” I said.

“I’m happy to show you the way,” she said to me, raising a shell to her lips. Tom and Bill were busy with their own food and were still talking about ski runs; they seemed to be paying no attention to us. I watched as Valerie slurped an oyster from a shell, her eyes closed, savoring the taste and then swallowing with a pleased look. She opened her eyes then and picked up another shell, this time holding it to my lips. “Here,” she said. “I’ll help you with your first time. Remember that you’re trying something new and keep an open mind. It’s an exciting moment.”

Her voice was low and sensual as she offered me the oyster like some kind of communion, bringing it to my mouth slowly, her gaze intent. I stretched my head forward slightly to meet it with my lips. Our husbands seemed worlds away at that moment. She tipped the shell and I slurped the slippery flesh, taking in the salty juices and enjoying the fresh taste of the sea. I held it for a moment with closed eyes before swallowing, as I had seen Valerie do. I opened my eyes then and looked deeply and longingly into her beauty. She looked very happy, and seeing that she was holding her wine glass I took up my own. We clinked glasses then and drank a silent toast. What we were toasting was not spoken, but it was far deeper than the simple fact that I had tried a new appetizer.

Our dinner arrived in good time, along with a new bottle of wine, this one a Burgundy with a deep ruby color. Everything was delectable; the whole night had the feel of a very good dream. We eventually satisfied our hunger, but I had a new hunger that was not satisfied, an intense lust that made it hard for me to keep from squirming in my seat. I was desperate for Valerie—desperate to have her arms around me, to hold her naked body, to feel our tongues touch. But I had a feeling that this would go unfulfilled for the moment. Everyone looked so tired at the end of the meal, and I felt exhausted as well. I wished that there was a way to be alone with her for just a couple of minutes. But plates were cleared, the bill was paid, and we all got up from the table and began the walk back to our rooms. I wondered if Valerie was feeling the same desperate urge; if so, she gave no sign of it. Was I moving things too fast, in my mind? Had I been slow to start in my acceptance of the idea, only to overcompensate by now wanting to rush into bed with her? Would she be put off if she knew how urgent my desire was?

These thoughts whirled around in my head, frustrating me, my confusion not helped by how tired I was or all the wine I’d had. We finally got to our hallway and stood before our respective doors. “Well,” said Bill with a sigh, “see you in the morning, for some fresh powder.”

“But not too early in the morning,” Tom replied. “I feel like sleeping for ten hours.”

“Well, the powder will still be there,” Bill said as he opened his door and stepped in. Valerie glanced my way as she followed him, while Tom unlocked our own door. I wanted to take a few quick steps over to her and kiss her good night, but sill could not bring myself to be so outwardly bold, not even after being firmly convinced in my own mind. 

“Night,” Tom called out as he opened our door and stepped inside. Here’s your last chance! I thought. But it was too late. Valerie gave me a wink and disappeared into her suite. I sighed, entered our room, and shut the door behind me.

“Tom,” I said in a firm voice, and he stopped and turned around. “Don’t even think about brushing your teeth yet.” I began hastily removing my clothes as I stood there in the living room area.

He looked weary. “I don’t think I’ll be very good tonight,” he said. “I’m barely awake, honey.”

“You don’t have to be good,” I said, finally removing my bra and panties and advancing, completely naked, to take his hand and lead him into the bedroom. “You don’t even have to get it up. In fact, you can leave your clothes on. I want you to eat me. I need you to eat me. I’m so fucking horny I can’t stand it. This thing with Valerie is driving me crazy and I need to come. Now.”

I didn’t bother turning on the light as I entered the bedroom, pulling Tom behind me. The light from the living room area was enough for us to see the bed and the other furniture in here. I knew how tired he must be, and I was glad to see that he was smiling as I lay on the bed, spreading my legs and beginning to stroke myself. I felt the wetness on my fingers and brought one hand back to my mouth, licking and sucking my own juices, imagining that it was Valerie’s juices I was tasting. Tom knelt at the foot of the bed and slid his hands under my thighs, raising my legs as he thrust his face forward and began licking with the vigor he knew I wanted.

“Ohhhhh!” I cried out at the sudden feel of his tongue. “Oh yes! Oh that’s it! Yes lick me. Yes, eat me, eat me, eat me...”

In my mind, it was Valerie’s head between my legs, her shiny black hair that I ran my fingers through. I stroked my nipples as Tom continued to work magic with his mouth, and I imagined Valerie’s fingers brushing across the stiff and sensitive flesh. “Oh yes,” I was now whispering. “Oh Valerie. Oh my sweet Valerie. Yes do it. Yes give it to me.” It was only moments before I climaxed powerfully, grabbing Tom’s head and holding it firmly against my crotch as I came. I couldn’t believe how strong this orgasm was. It seemed to last for almost a minute. All the pent-up, confused desperation of my recent thoughts and fantasies had exploded in a storm of pure physical bliss, and I was gasping to recover my breath as I finally let go of Tom. 

I heard him say, “Wow. You haven’t had one that intense for a while.” I suddenly felt afraid that in spite of his reassurances, he might actually be worried about my new-found desire for Valerie.

“That was wonderful, honey,” I told him, smiling at him. “You’re so good to oblige me when you’re dead tired. You’re a darling.”

He was wiping his face with the back of his hand. “Anything for you,” he said. “But now, I simply must get ready for bed.” He flashed me a quick grin as he headed back to the bathroom. I got under the covers then, starting to think about things but instead falling asleep almost immediately.

 

***

 

When I awakened, I could tell by the light that it was early morning. The resort was quiet. I glanced out our bedroom window from where I lay, and saw that the snow had stopped for the moment, although the skies were still heavy with clouds, brimming with more lovely whiteness to shower on us. I felt very well rested in spite of the hour.

Rolling over onto my side, I looked at Tom, who had the breathing of one in deep, dreamless sleep. He lay on his back and was still as a statue, except for the periodic rising and falling of his chest. The edge of the heavy blanket was just below his chest, and his head was turned slightly away from me.

I put my hand on him, running my palm slowly over his well-built pecs. He had always been fit and lean, and I never stopped admiring his muscled torso. I slid my hand further down, moving the blankets down as I did so, running my fingers in circles over his abs, along his ribs, loving the sight of his manly form in the morning light. He never moved the slightest bit, or even changed his breathing. I kept sliding my hand down, tracing lines at the top of his pubic hair, rubbing the tops of his legs. I peeled the blanket back some more to expose his crotch, and placed my hand gently over his genitals. Still no response.

I smiled and repositioned myself so that I was on my hands and knees next to him, leaning forward to kiss his sternum as I began fondling him. I licked his nipples lightly and kissed my way down his ribs, running my tongue down his stomach until my mouth was at the base of his penis, which began to stir and swell slightly as I breathed hotly on it. I played with his balls as I began licking his shaft, and his flesh slowly rose to life, even though the rest of his body remained still and sound asleep. I dipped my head down then and sucked the head of his cock into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it and feeling it stiffen and swell. I gripped him more tightly as it grew to its full size, milking him with my hand as I bobbed my head up and down. The sounds of my breathing through my nose and of my wet slurpings were the only things to break the quiet stillness of the room, but soon I heard a faint moan from Tom. I began sucking harder and faster, and felt his legs move, heard his breathing change. Then his fingers were in my hair, and he was louder with his “Ohhh...” and “Aaaahhh...” 

I knew he was awake now, and I started making noises of my own. “Mmmm... Mmmppgh... Mgghh... Mmm...” Right after I started doing that, I felt his cock lurch in my mouth and begin pulsing, sending spurts of semen across my tongue, filling my mouth as he gave a loud, “Aaahhhhhh!”

I gulped down his delicious juices and continued licking and sucking as his dick shrank back down, getting every last drop out of him before I lay back down and pulled the covers over us both.

“Oh, baby, that was fantastic,” he said in a voice dry and throaty from tiredness. He rolled onto his side, leaning his face over mine and giving me a long kiss. “You sure picked a great way to wake me up.”

“I thought that would work,” I said, smiling and putting a hand to his face, stroking his cheek. “I was worried that you’d sleep all day and miss all of the fresh powder you and Bill have been excited about.”

At this, he seemed to become a little more alert. He sat up, rubbed his eyes for a moment and stared outside. “A break in the storm,” he said. “A nice time to head out. We should head down to breakfast; I don’t think we have time to make anything ourselves. Maybe I’ll knock on their door to see if they’re awake.”

We rolled out of bed and began getting ready, washing our faces but saving showers for after skiing. We were just putting on our outer layers of ski stuff, in the living room of our suite, when we heard a soft rapping at our door.

“I guess Bill beat you to it,” I said to Tom as he rose to open the door.

Bill and Valerie both stood in the hall. “Hey,” said Bill. “You two are awake. We weren’t sure if you would be. You were out of it last night.”

“I’m still out of it,” Tom told him. “But I want to get out there anyway. They’ll have the lifts open in less than an hour. Whatever we eat, let’s be quick about it.”

We finished getting our stuff together and went down to the first floor, marveling at the depth of the fresh snow as we looked out the huge picture windows in the lobby. The sun was not out, but the whiteness of the new snow cast brilliant reflected light into the building. “This is really amazing,” said Valerie, and I realized this was the first thing she’d said this morning. I remembered the angst of the night before, but a good night’s sleep and sex with my husband had given me some respite. I still felt that I wanted her, but this morning it was a calmer feeling than it had been yesterday. 

I looked at her and smiled. “Yes, it is,” I agreed.

We got a quick breakfast from a small cafeteria where we grabbed food from under heat lamps and piled it, already wrapped, onto plastic trays that we took to small round tables with folding chairs. “Well, this is a bit different than where we ate last night,” Bill chuckled as he unwrapped a ham and cheese English muffin.

“There’s no wind at all,” Tom said, seeming not to have heard. He was staring out the window, and following his gaze I saw one of the snack huts outside, across a wide pathway lined with pairs of skis and poles thrust haphazardly into the snow. The hut sold waffles, coffee, and hot chocolate, and had a wood stove inside. The smoke rose in straight, thin lines from the small chimney, showing how still the air was outside.

“You’re simply obsessed,” I said to him. “We’ve got twelve whole days out here. Just take a few minutes to have some breakfast. The lifts don’t even open for another forty minutes.”

He sighed. “You’re right; sorry if I seem to be overdoing it.”

“That’s quite all right,” laughed Valerie, peeling back a piece of plastic lid from her paper cup of coffee. “We all have our vices, and we’re on vacation, so we don’t have to feel bad about indulging ourselves.”

We finished eating and made it outside just as the first few people were getting into line for the lifts. The air was refreshingly cold, enough to redden my cheeks but not bitter or biting. We all pulled on gloves, pulled hats down a little more snugly, stepped into our skis, and made our way to a nearby four-person lift so that we could ride together.

The scene from the lift was beautiful. As we rose higher, we could see a greater distance in more directions, and everywhere the world was majestic peaks draped in deep snow, with tall, straight evergreens poking through the white blanket. At the edges of everything, though, were the clouds, walling us into this wonderful world, blocking out the rest of reality and keeping us safe and snug in this enchanted realm. The air was wonderfully pure, and I closed my eyes while taking some deep breaths, scenting the faintly metallic hint of snow in the upper air, almost able to taste it.

“Here comes the halfway point,” said Tom, and I opened my eyes. We were approaching a mid-station. “We won’t get off here; let’s keep going the rest of the way.”

“You’re not taking us to someplace that has only expert slopes, are you?” I asked. I’d been skiing a long time, but still preferred slower and easier trails. I also thought that I should speak up in case Valerie felt the same way. She might not want to say anything, having seen how excited Tom was.

“No, there’s an intermediate trail from up there,” he answered. “I wouldn’t stick you with anything you didn’t like.”

“Good,” said Valerie. “I’ll go down with Beth. You guys take the hard way down.”

We got off at the top of the mountain, which was a bit windy and a little colder. It was early, and at the moment we were the only four skiers up there. I pulled my goggles down and made my scarf a little tighter. “We’re going this way,” said Bill, raising a ski pole and pointing with it to his left. “We’ll wait for you at the bottom, at the same lift.”

Valerie gave him a thumbs-up, I said “Have fun,” and the two men dug their poles in and pushed themselves to the brink of their trail, which looked more like the edge of a cliff. I saw Tom adjust his goggles for a moment, and then both of them dropped out of sight over the edge, making no sound at all.

“Now it’s just us,” said Valerie. “Let’s go find this intermediate trail.” She indicated a sign that pointed to the left, and we both went in that direction and took a look. The trail began smoothly, then dropped off to a section steeper than I would have liked, but I was reassured to see that it leveled off somewhat after about a hundred feet, so I knew I didn’t have to worry about trying to stop.

She turned to me. “Ready?”

“I think so,” I said. “But you lead the way.”

She flashed a quick smile and then pushed off, and I followed a moment later. I watched her tuck her body on the fast section, then rise up slowly as she neared its bottom. She was aggressive on the lower part, really putting her whole body into each turn, not following an easy line but criss-crossing the trail and going along the edges, devouring all she could get her skis on, her legs like springs. I actually had a bit of trouble keeping up. I saw her slow down, though, and then stop with a crisp twist of her skis at the lip of another steep part.

I caught up to her and halted, some puffs of powder cascading down the edge of an extremely steep section. The trail was narrower among the tall, snow-heavy trees, and some way below it turned to the left without getting any less steep. “Damn it, Tom,” I muttered. “He knows I don’t like this kind of thing.”

“I’m sure he didn’t know,” said Valerie. “They do call this trail intermediate. It must get flatter around that part we can’t see.”

“I sure hope so,” I said. “Because if it doesn’t, it’ll be a little late to change my mind.”

We stood for a few moments, looking down. I somehow felt that my staring at the way ahead could change the way it looked, or reveal what was around the corner.

“There’s only one way to find out,” said Valerie. She looked at me, her breaths visible puffs of steam in the cold air. It was very quiet here. “And now that we’ve come this far, we can’t exactly go back, can we?”

“No, I suppose not,” I said, not feeling as sure as she did.

“Well then,” she said, readying her body to go down. Then she leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “For luck,” she smiled, and took off. I followed without thinking, going after her, feeling warm and tingly inside. We came to the turn and saw that it remained steep, but it did not cause any problem. I was watching Valerie more than I was watching the trail, and after a long, pleasant run I was surprised to see the base of the lift. Tom and Bill were near the lift line, which now had many more people, and they waved us over. I felt a little like I had just awakened from a short nap.

“How was it?” Tom asked me as we glided to a halt next to them.

“A little steeper than I thought,” I said, “but it was great. I was nervous in a couple of parts, but we just went for it and everything was fine. How did you two fare?”

Bill said, “It was definitely a challenge. I almost took a big spill right near the beginning. But we made it down in great time. We even passed a couple of people.”

“Well, ready for more?” Tom said, excitedly heading to the back of the lift line.

“Yes,” I said, glancing at Valerie. “Yes, I’m definitely ready for more.”

 

***

 

The rest of the morning went well. We all tried a lot of different trails, and Tom and Bill even joined us on some of the slower ones. I was hoping to have another quiet moment with Valerie on some trail or other, but even when our husbands were not with us, there were still a lot of people on the slopes, so I could never quite recreate the intimacy of the moment when she had quickly kissed me. I spent a lot of time thinking about when she and I could next be close to each other for a little while.

We stopped for a long lunch about midday, and when we set out again we decided to ski as couples for a little while. Tom promised not to try to get me to go down any expert trails, and agreed to let me take the lead, so that we could ski at my pace. On our way up the lift, alone together for the first time that day, he put his arm around me and said, “So... how’s it going with Valerie?”

“Fine. I think. I mean, I’m pretty sure I know how she feels, but then again I really can’t tell. It’s all a little strange.”

“You still feeling like you like her? You know what I mean.”

“Yes, I have a huge crush on her. I really want to try being with her. I’m just not good at being decisive about it. I keep hoping that she’ll be the one to bring it up.”

“Well, maybe she will,” he said.

“Tom, are you really OK with this? I mean, I know you said so, but I just want to be sure. I’m thinking about her a lot, and I need to know that you’re feeling OK about that. If not, I’ll just put it all out of my mind.”

“Really, Beth,” he said. “I really am fine. It’s like I told you: I think that another woman is a whole separate category, not like another man. I’m not jealous at all. I know you love me, and I’m not worried that you’re going to stop. You can add affection to your life without having to take it away from somewhere else.”

He was very sincere and reassuring, so I stopped worrying about it, and went back to worrying about what my next steps would be with Valerie.

Our first run after lunch began wonderfully, but it ended all too soon for me. Although I was setting a pace that was not too fast, my mind was on other things and I wasn’t paying enough attention to the present moment. Finding myself going just a bit faster than I had meant to, I managed to miss a turn and tumble so as to avoid hitting some trees, landing painfully on my back. Tom was right behind me and stopped to see if I was okay. After deciding that I had probably not broken anything, we continued down the hill at a slow pace. I was hurting even though we were taking it easy, so we thought it best if I visited the first aid station.

The local doc agreed that nothing was broken, but his prodding of my back made me wince. With a furrowed brow, he recommended that I stay off the slopes for at least the next two days, maybe more. When I expressed my displeasure at having to just sit around in our suite feeling uncomfortable, he handed me a small cardboard box. “Those are painkillers,” he said. “It’s a sample box; I get them all the time, so just keep that and use as many as you need. They’re narcotic, though, and may knock you out.” 

I thanked him and walked stiffly out of the room, passing on the bad news to Tom. “Looks like you three will have to enjoy the snow without me, at least for a couple of days,” I said. “I guess I should have packed some good books for this trip. I’m not sure I can watch TV for two whole days.”

“Hey, we’ll still all be together in the evenings,” Tom said, trying to cheer me up. “And tomorrow, we can break in the middle of the day and have lunch with you.” That was all true, but as I headed up to our room and Tom headed back outside for an afternoon of fresh powder with Bill and Valerie, I wasn’t very happy about the start of this vacation.

 

***

 

Back in our suite, I had immediately popped one of the pills, as the brief walk back here had started to get more painful and I could feel my lower back tightening up. I showered, threw on sweatpants and a sweatshirt, and lay on the couch. After a half hour or so of still feeling uncomfortable and being bored with afternoon TV, I took another pill. The effects were just beginning to wash over me and ease my pain when I heard a knock at the door.

I sat up and turned my head toward the door. “Come in!” I said. “It’s unlocked.” The door opened a little, and someone peered in. It was Valerie.

“I hope I’m not disturbing you,” she said tentatively. “Are you resting? Should I come back later?”

“No, no, come in,” I said, and my voice sounded a little strange. I knew that the meds were kicking in, but as Valerie shut the door behind her and walked toward the couch, it seemed that the warm, delicious feeling that was spreading through my veins was a result of her lovely presence. I felt myself smiling.

“I heard about your injury,” she said, sitting down next to me. “What a terrible first day! You’re not hurt too badly, I hope?”

“Nothing serious, but my back is killing me,” I replied. “Some kind of strained muscle, I think. It’s stiff as hell.”

“You poor thing,” she said, placing a hand on my shoulder and caressing it gently. “Anyway, I’m not that much of a skier—I go mostly because Bill loves it so much—so I thought I’d see if you wanted some company. Mind if I hang around while you recover?”

“Not at all. I’m having trouble getting comfortable, though, so I might not be that fun.”

“You know,” she said, “some heat might be good for your back. If you could make it next door, we’ve got that hot tub in our suite. Why don’t you relax in there for a little while? It’s even got those massaging jets that are supposed to be good for your muscles.”

“That sounds great,” I said, with growing excitement. I knew that this was the kind of opportunity that I had hoped for, a step on a path to many possibilities. I might just be able to turn this into a good day after all.

Valerie and I got up and walked into the hallway. I did not bother with socks or shoes, as her door was only a few feet away. Entering the vast deluxe suite that she and Bill had rented, I was once again struck by how nice it was. “The hot tub’s in here, near the bed,” she said, leading me through the place. I had been in here the night before, but it looked different in the day, with all of the pale light from the snow shining in through the many large windows. The hot tub looked large enough for a half dozen people, and for that matter so did the bed, which was about ten feet away from where the tub was sunk into the floor. “I’ll turn on the jets and turn up the temperature,” she said, kneeling on the floor to do these things. Looking at her form, seeing her move, gave me a terribly strong desire for her. I wanted nothing more than for her to take me and have me right then and there, on the floor, but I still could not bring myself to voice this urge. I did not have the courage, either, to step forward and stroke her luxuriant waves of black hair, to run my fingers along her cheek, to begin planting kisses on her neck. Even the meds I had taken, though relaxing me within my own mind enough to know and to see what I wanted to happen, had not unfrozen that inner reticence or shyness that was holding back these rushing hot torrents of desire.

“It’s already hot,” Valerie said, swirling some fingertips in the water as it bubbled to life. “But it will take a few minutes to get it as hot as we want.” Had she just said “we”? Did that mean she would be getting in with me? Or was it just a manner of speaking, meaning that we both wanted it hot enough for me to relax my aching muscles? I could not tell. I did, however, come to a sudden decision.

“I guess I’ll get in right now, then,” I said, tearing off my sweatshirt with a rapid motion. I had nothing on beneath it, of course. Without waiting to see how she reacted, I immediately slid off my sweatpants, stepping out of them and testing the water with one foot. My heart was racing, standing totally naked before Valerie, but I was pretending to be casual about it, slowly stepping down into the tub. I was not able to look her in the eyes during any of this, but I didn’t feel bad about this; I was happy to have taken any step at all toward intimate contact with her. “Oh, this is nice,” I said, sinking down to the lowest seat, with the water up to my neck.

“You just relax in there,” she said. “I’m going to get a drink. Care for some white wine?” I couldn’t tell if she had enjoyed seeing my body just now and was just being casual, or if she didn’t really care.

“I shouldn’t have any,” I answered. “I’m not supposed to drink when I take these painkillers. Maybe just some water.” She walked out quietly toward the kitchen, and I sat there enjoying the massaging water jets on my back. I realized that everything had stopped hurting.

Valerie came back momentarily with our drinks. “Water for you,” she said, placing the glass on the floor within reach of where I was lounging, “and wine for me.” She did not put her own glass down, but took several sips, pacing slowly around the tub.

“Thanks,” I said, and I moved up to a higher seat within the tub, reaching for the glass of water. My ample breasts rose above the surface, and I remained at that height even after I put the glass back down. “This feels soooo good,” I said, spreading my arms and resting them on the rim of the tub, tilting my head back. I was tingling with excitement as I thrust my chest forward, feeling the hot water bubble at the base of my breasts as they floated slightly, bared for the viewing pleasure of this woman for whom I positively ached.

“It does look good,” Valerie said in a somewhat husky tone. She finished her wine and said, “Hope you don’t mind if I get in there with you.”

I could not find words to express my pleasure, but my smile widened as I finally met her gaze and stared intensely for a few silent moments. She returned my smile and undressed slowly, deliberately, knowing that I was watching her every move and drinking in every newly revealed inch of her skin. When she finally peeled up her sports bra, her beautiful bosom burst out with a bounce, and I gazed longingly at the paleness of her small nipples. As she stepped out of her panties, I saw that her deep black pubic hair was neatly trimmed and groomed. She seated herself on the edge of the tub opposite me, testing the water by dangling her calves in the hot bubbles. Her legs were slightly spread as she did this, and when she finally slid all the way into the tub, she leaned back and spread them even wider, giving me a brief but excellent glimpse of her pussy before she was totally immersed. I felt my own groin swell with a powerful surge of warmth, feeling this heat even within the steaming water. I knew that neither of us were in any kind of doubt at this point, and yet we somehow had not yet acknowledged what was going to happen. I could barely stand the delicious pressures within me.

“I’m glad we’re putting this thing to good use,” Valerie said. “It certainly cost us enough.” I thought that she would begin some casual conversation again, that she would shift back to a wavelength of just keeping an injured friend company, and I felt a disappointment at the moment seeming to pass. But then, she placed a foot on my shin, and began caressing my lower leg. She began massaging my other leg with her other foot, looking at me and smiling. I felt electrified. She did not say anything, and I did not want to talk at the moment, so I just returned her smile and enjoyed the long caresses that she was giving me beneath the surface.

Her feet slowly worked their way higher, parting my legs more and more as the rubbing became an exploration of my lower body. I found myself breathing shallowly, lips slightly parted. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back, giving myself up to her. She reached the top of my legs, lowering herself further into the tub to do this, and I quivered slightly as she touched the insides of my thighs. My whole body was tensed with pleasure. When her feet gently came to rest just above my inner thighs, pressing slightly on the skin on either side of my labia, I suddenly shuddered with ecstasy, becoming totally immobilized but for the sweet spasms of my cunt, for some reason keeping quiet as I came, not wanting to break the calm stillness. The soft bubbling of the waters was the only sound in the room, until at the end of my climax a tiny moan escaped my parted lips.

I opened my eyes once more, feeling released, regarding her with complete love in my heart and desire in my whole body. She just continued to smile. She looked pleased, but I could not tell what she was thinking.

Then I felt dizzy. It must have shown on my face, because she asked, “Hey... are you OK?”

“Yes, I think... but I just got a little woozy. I don’t know if it’s the heat or the pills, or both.”

“Well, let’s get you out of the tub and dried off,” she suggested. I felt awful. It was not just the dizziness; it was the fact that I was feeling unwell right after finally having a sexual encounter with her. Horrible timing! It changed the tone of things completely.

“Here, let me help you,” she said. She held my arm to steady me as I stepped out, and she put a towel around my shoulders. “Come sit down on the bed.”

I did this, taking some deep breaths and feeling the dizziness subside. Now I was feeling incredibly drowsy.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“What for?”

“I didn’t mean for it to be like this. I don’t want you to think the wrong thing. It’s not like... oh, I can’t even explain things.”

“You don’t have to,” she said. “But you look like you need to rest. Why don’t I help you back to your room?”

I’d been hoping to stay there with her, but I didn’t want to say this, in case she was trying to get me to leave in a polite way. So I nodded, and with her help I got my sweats back on and we went out into the hall. At my door, I said, “I’ll be OK from here.”

“You sure?” she asked.

“Yes. Thanks. I’ll just lie down for a little while.”

“OK. Maybe I’ll come by later to check in on you. Is that all right?”

I nodded, then went inside, shuffled over to the bed, and lay down, exhausted and feeling sad.

When I woke up, I checked the clock and saw that it was just before 3:00. I had slept for a couple of hours, and my head felt clearer. I sat up and felt the pain in my back again, but I decided against taking another painkiller just then. I took an aspirin instead, splashed some water on my face, and decided to go see Valerie. I hoped she was in her room and not back out skiing. I had made up my mind to resolve this.

I knocked on her door, and after a long wait I knocked again. I was about to turn away in frustration when I heard “Who is it?” from a distance within her suite.

“It’s Beth,” I said loudly.

“Come in; it’s open.”

I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. Valerie was just coming out of the bathroom, where a lot of steam indicated that she had just been showering. She had a large towel wrapped around her torso. “Hi,” she said with a smile, walking toward her bedroom. “I was just going to get dressed. Come on in.”

I followed her into the bedroom and said, “I took a nap and feel a lot better. I wanted to talk to you.” That sounded awkward, I thought.

She turned to face me, looking slightly concerned. “All right,” she said.

“First,” I told her, taking a step toward her so that we were only inches apart. “I want to tell you that I slept off the pills and haven’t taken any more yet. I’m thinking more clearly now.”

“Yes,” she said, her lustrous eyes searching my face.

“Yes. And the second thing I want to tell you is this.” I reached forward with both hands, held her face, and kissed her on the mouth, pressing my body forward against hers, her skin still hot from her shower. Her lips immediately parted and she held the back of my head with one hand, her other arm sliding around my waist. After a long, passionate kiss, we drew back and looked at each other.

“I’ve been waiting for you to say that,” she said. She undid her towel and let it fall to the floor, and I once again was treated to the lovely sight of her complete nakedness. I pulled my sweatshirt off and stepped out of the sweatpants, desperate to be naked with her. Then, smiling at each other, her gorgeous body seeming to glow with warmth, she took my hand. “Come on,” she said, turning and leading me to the bed. Reaching it, she told me to lie on my stomach, as she wanted to give me a massage. I was aching for something more, but did as she told me. I would do anything for her now.

I climbed onto the huge bed, lying face down on the layers of puffy quilts, the fabric feeling wonderful pressed against my skin. I put my arms under a pillow and rested my head on it as Valerie began to work her palms over the muscles in my back. This massage was so relaxing that, if not for my having just napped, I might have instantly fallen asleep—were it not for my continued anticipation of fulfilling further desires. The massage moved down to my sides, my hips, and then my ass, which lit a fire within me. I was once again burning with the need to come at this woman’s touch. My legs spread slightly on their own, and Valerie began massaging her way down toward my feet, disappointingly avoiding my vaginal lips with her fingers as she worked my thighs. When she reached my feet, she began working her way back up, but this time just with light caresses of her fingertips, tracing swirls and circles and zigzags all over my skin, making me tingle but never becoming fully ticklish. Reaching my shoulders, stroking the back of my neck, she drove me to such urgent desire that I could take it no longer. I rolled over, looking up at her, and she drew her hands away slightly.

“Do you want me to stop?” she asked quietly.

In answer, I took her hand and placed it squarely upon my left breast, pressing firmly. With my right hand, I reached out and touched her cheek. My heart was pounding. I gazed up at her with absolute longing. “No,” I said in a choked whisper. “Please don’t stop. Please, please keep going. I need it. I need you.”

She smiled, looking down at me with her face framed in a curtain of dark hair, and she closed her eyes, pressing her cheek into my palm. “That’s what I was hoping you’d say,” she whispered, and turned her head to kiss my palm.

She took my arm in her free hand and began kissing her way down the inside, licking slightly every now and then, moving her mouth closer to my shoulder, then my neck. Her other hand was still on my breast, and it was kneading slightly, then taking my nipple gently between thumb and finger. Her tongue traced a line down from my neck to my other nipple, but did not touch it, instead moving back up to kiss and lick my throat. She repeated this several times, even circling my breast with her tongue, always coming close to the center but always gliding past.

Valerie climbed onto the bed then, straddling me and sliding her hands up my sides. She gently raised my arms up over my head and held my wrists pinned to the pillow. I tried to lick one of her nipples as her breasts hung above me, but it was just out of reach. I raised my head, but Valerie slid back down my body then, keeping me tantalizingly deprived. She let go of my wrists as she moved down, but I kept my arms where she had put them, accepting her control of my body. She blew her hot breath all over my torso, her tongue flicking out here and there, and as her face moved down my stomach, her long hair trailed across my upper body, brushing over my nipples, stiffening and swelling them even more, impossible as it seemed. Her mouth trailed hot wetness all over my abdomen, moving ever downward, licking the outer edges of my pubic hair, going off to either side to kiss my thighs. I could feel the juices oozing out of my swollen sex, filling the air with the heavy scent of my arousal.

Just as I was sure she would finally bring her mouth to where I wanted it most, she quickly slithered back up my body, taking my right nipple in her mouth and instantly sucking furiously, no longer teasing with mere flicks. The jolt of pleasure forced a sharp “Oh!” out of me at full volume. Valerie was humming loudly as she nibbled and sucked my sensitive flesh, and her hand slid down to part my legs and finally touch my soaking slit. I gasped at her touch, my breaths now rapid and sharp, and my whole body writhed in pure inflamed ecstasy. Two of her fingers pressed and vibrated on the outer edges of my labia, and her middle finger slid slowly up and down the inside edges, just barely penetrating as it gathered speed. She moved her mouth to my other nipple as she picked up the pace, keeping one hand on the breast she had just stopped sucking, squeezing ever more firmly now. My squeals were uncontrollable; I didn’t know if the whole resort could hear me and I didn’t care. When at last she slid her fingers all the way inside of me, fucking me furiously with her hand, it was only a matter of seconds before I gave a raspy yelp from my dry throat; my whole body vibrated and my taut pussy squeezed her fingers in endless rapid convulsions.

Valerie smiled at me as I recovered and lay there enjoying the warm delight flowing through my whole body. She kissed me then, and I opened my mouth to hers, letting her tongue explore my own. I wrapped my arms about her shoulders and ran my fingers through her lush, shining hair, then slid my hands down her back, loving the softness of her skin. “This is wonderful,” I whispered to her, “more than I ever imagined.”

“I’m happy you feel that way,” she said, stroking my forehead and playing with my short blond locks. “I love giving you that much pleasure.”

“I want to give it to you, too,” I replied. “There’s so much I want to know. This is new to me.”

“You already know more than you think,” she said, rolling off of me and lying on her back. She stretched her arms and thrust her chest out at me, sliding her legs around on the quilt. “We just enjoy each other’s bodies as much as we want to. Take all the liberties you like. I’m yours.”

I rolled onto my side, one hand running lightly over her body as I drank in the lovely sight of her naked flesh beside me. I loved the way that the snowy light from the windows moved on her chest as she breathed deeply, the way that she moaned lightly as my fingers brushed over her breasts. I moved to kneel beside her on the bed, so that I could taste her whole body, licking my way around her ribs, down her belly, up to her neck, and back down her legs. I nibbled and kissed with the fervent desire to taste every inch of her skin that I could see. Valerie moaned and hummed, stroking my hair, keeping her hands all over me as I moved across her writhing form. When I started sucking her luscious tits, she thrust them up toward me. “You can bite them a little,” she whispered. Never having done this, I began very tentatively, using my teeth only slightly and slowly trying more. When she gripped the back of my head and her body gave a jerk beneath me, I thought that I had hurt her, but she vigorously panted, “Yes! Yes!”

I kept this up for a while, moving from one nipple to the other, squeezing her breasts firmly when I saw that she seemed to enjoy just a bit of roughness. In this spirit, I lowered my head to her crotch and then quickly pushed her legs apart with a forceful thrust of both my arms. Pausing only long enough for her to gasp, I then plunged my face against her pussy with total abandon, pressing her wet sex with my lips, licking every spot, savoring my very first taste of another woman. Valerie screamed with delight. I slid my arms under her thighs and held her ass in my hands, keeping it pulled toward my eager mouth. I had lost any hesitation or wondering I might have had, relishing the act of eating her, of sliding my tongue inside her as far as it would go. Her hips were rolling and bucking, thrusting against me, drenching my face completely. At last Valerie put both hands on the back of my head and let out a series of short squeals that became long sighs as the pink petals of her luscious lips quivered in orgasm. I kept my mouth open and my tongue inside, savoring the taste and feel and smell as she came against my face. When her climax subsided and she began caressing my head softly, I climbed back over her body to kiss her again.

“I guess I did OK on my first try,” I joked, and she laughed.

“You were great,” she said. “You had such emphatic lust.”

“I wondered if it was too much too fast.”

“I wanted it hard and fast, so it was perfect. Don’t worry; there will be plenty of chances to explore other approaches.” She rolled us over until I was on my back again, and she glided downward. “There’s always the very slow, delicate approach,” she said, still smiling at me. “Maybe I should try that on you now. I think you’re ready for another good come.”

In truth, I was in a sort of permanent state of arousal, and my legs had parted automatically when Valerie slid down to my waist. Part of me felt completely spent from the very recent climax, but even so, I did feel another surge of blood to my groin. I had not yet experienced her mouth on me, and I did long to feel what she could do. “I don’t know...” I began. “I’m not sure I have another orgasm in me right now.”

“But I’m sure,” she said, lowering her head for a closer look, stroking the insides of my thighs. “You’d be surprised how many orgasms you have in you,” she continued, and I tingled at the hot breath between my legs. “And you’d be surprised at how I can tease them out of you, one after another.” Then she lowered her head.

For the next half hour, I lay there feeling the delicate wonders of Valerie’s tongue. Unable to speak, even to cry out, I gasped soundlessly at pleasures I had never guessed. The softness of her touch, the way she used her fingertips, the silken feel of her mouth, unlocked a new level of dream-like delight. I had never known that I could be this stimulated for this long. It was as if my veins were filled with raw arousal instead of blood, filling me to the surface of my being and beyond. Valerie licked and lapped and kissed and ate and caressed and probed in silence, and I lay there in awe of her power over me. Looking out the window at the darkening afternoon that was beginning to take on the blue of evening, I saw that it was snowing once more. Then, in a long, quiet moment of tightened desire and blissful release, I experienced my third orgasm in the presence of this woman. There were tears in my eyes.

 

***

 

It was hard to come back down to earth after the intensity of that afternoon. But we both knew that our husbands would be coming back soon, and that we’d all be having dinner in a little while, which would mean putting clothes back on. Also, my back was beginning to bother me again. As I felt this, I realized that I’d completely forgotten about my injury during this interval with Valerie. She might have done more to relieve my pain than the pills had. Now that the afterglow of sex with her was fading, though, I knew I should have some more of the painkillers. As I pulled my sweatshirt back on, our conversation became somewhat casual once again. It was slightly awkward, and I felt strange, but I didn’t know what to say. After dressing, I left her room and walked toward my own door. My bare feet were quiet on the carpet, and the hall was empty. It was a different world, in a way. Here, alone, it could almost be that none of that had just really happened. Entering my room, the same way I had the previous day, seeing the same things, made me wonder about whether I was now somehow different. And what was going on for Valerie? Never having had such an experience, I didn’t really know what to do at its conclusion, but I suppose I’d expected at least some embracing and a kiss goodbye. Was this just an entertaining sideline for her? Would we go back to just being friends who spent some evenings together in the company of our husbands? I realized then that I did not want that to happen, that I wanted to go on knowing Valerie as I had this afternoon.

I got on the bed to ponder these things and wait for Tom, who would be coming up any minute. I took two more pills and lay down, wondering then if these meds had somehow played a real part in what had gone on when I had first been in her room, earlier in the day. Had it been mostly intoxication? Yes, I decided, but not from the pills. As I replayed recent events in my mind, I knew that it was Valerie who had me intoxicated. I removed my sweatpants then, laying back and stroking my pussy slowly as I thought about it all.

I heard the door open as I was doing this. “I’m back,” came Tom’s voice from the main room, and I heard his ski boots click and bang, picturing him knocking the snow off on the mat inside. “It’s really coming down again,” he added. He stepped into the doorway of the bedroom, then paused and smiled when he saw me in just a sweatshirt, gently fingering myself with my legs spread before him.

“Get those clothes off,” I said. “We’ve got some time before dinner.”

“Are you sure?” he asked. “What about your back?”

“It’s fine,” I said. “Really. And I need it. I need you inside me.”

“In that case...” he said with a gleam in his eye, shedding his ski jacket and tossing it into a corner. I eyed him hungrily as he pulled off his sweater, continuing to stroke myself. I wanted to have the kind of sex I knew well, to see if something about me had changed, if I would find it any different. It was silly, but some part of me wondered if I had undergone some kind of conversion and would now be less satisfied with a man.

Tom continued to strip, standing there at the foot of the bed. After stepping out of his ski pants, he stood before me in only his fleece pants and a T-shirt. He pulled the T-shirt up, and just as he had it over his face I said, “Hold it right there.” He stopped, arms raised and wrapped up in his shirt, the fabric over his head but his muscled torso exposed. I sat up and slid to the foot of the bed, facing him where he stood. I raised both hands to his collarbones, then slid my fingertips slowly down his chest, his ribs, his stomach, then slid them back up and repeated these light caresses. 

He was breathing heavily as I stroked his skin, still sticky from the sweat of his day’s exertions, and as I began using my fingernails a little he gave a soft, “Aaaawwhhh...” that was muffled by the T-shirt.

I leaned forward and gave his abs a few short licks, then ran my wet tongue in swirls all over his chest, standing up to grip his sides and lick his heaving chest. I took his right nipple in my mouth, prompting a soft moan; then I bit down a little and tugged slightly with my teeth. “Nnnggh!” he gasped, but remained still. I slid down to my knees then, sliding my hands back down his stomach to his legs, caressing either side of the massive bulge in the fleece pants. I could see the pulsations of his cock through the thin fabric, could feel the slight quivering in his body at the strain of anticipation. I, too, was slightly shaky with overpowering lust, and unable to wait any longer I hooked my fingers into the waistband of his pants and tugged them down to his knees.

His dick sprang free, leaping up into my face, twitching in the air, desperate for attention. I held it in both hands, fondling lightly, licking its base, nibbling at the sides, making him wait for the moist warmth he so desired. I raised the shaft to pin it against his body, then commenced tonguing his balls. He was gasping, his hips wriggling a little, his whole body pleading for more. I took him in my mouth then, swallowing his head and sucking with vigor, my hands moving around his waist to grab his ass. His muscled buns were hard from his vigorous skiing, and I squeezed with a firm grip as I sucked him, pulling his cock deeper into my throat. His moans were quite loud now, and I moaned with pleasure myself as I focused on how much I loved his dick, how much I enjoyed the taste of it, the feel of its stiff weight filling my mouth and sliding across my tongue.

But I wanted to feel it between my legs, too, so I stopped sucking, stood up, and pulled his shirt the rest of the way off. He pulled my sweatshirt off then, and kissed me hard, thrusting his tongue into and out of my mouth holding my head with both hands. He pulled away after some moments, gasping, and whispered, “God I want you. I need you now. I need to fuck you. I can’t wait.”

I smiled and whispered into his ear, “Yes. Yes fuck me. But sit down and let me drive.”

There was a lounge chair against the wall behind him, and I guided him backwards a few steps, his progress awkward with the fleece pants gathered around his shins, and when the chair was right behind him I gently pushed him into it. He slouched so that his crotch was at the edge of the seat, giving me room to straddle him. I hovered for a moment, reaching down with one hand to aim his erection, and then I plunged down.

We both cried out at the delicious feeling. His rigid flesh filled me completely, and I began grinding my hips slowly in a circular motion, using him like a toy, massaging my own moist insides. I grabbed his bulging shoulders, sinking my fingertips into the finely sculpted ripples of flesh. I wanted every inch and every ounce of his veiny muscled body. His hands shot forward to grasp my breasts, squeezing and kneading. I moved my hands to the back of his head and pulled it to my chest, thrusting a swollen nipple into his mouth, and he sucked and licked greedily. He began bucking his hips upward, thrusting even deeper into me as I moved my hips faster. “Oh yes!” I panted as our fucking became more furious. “Yes! Oh fuck me! Oh I love your cock inside me!”

Hi face buried in my bouncing tits, he responded with a loud, “Mmmhhh!” He worked his arms around my waist to grip my ass, then gave me a quick spank with his right hand. 

“Oooo!” I squealed. He gave another light smack then with his other hand, a little tentatively until I smiled and liked my lips and told him, “Yes, yes do it,” in a forceful whisper. He gave me some more slaps on the ass then, spanking more firmly as he thrust faster and as I yelped with delight at each swat, enjoying the warm stinging.

“I’m gonna come!” he moaned urgently. “I’m gonna... I’m gonna...”

“Oh yes,” I growled, raking my nails down his chest. “Come inside me! Give it to me!”

And then he did, shouting loud and long, his thick meat pulsing inside me, shooting his hot sperm into my depths. The feel of his orgasm and of his semen, his hands on my stinging ass, and his cries of pleasure sent me over the edge, and I climaxed mere seconds after he did, riding his twitching dick and milking it into me with every delightful spasm of my aching cunt. I screamed with pleasure, making no effort to keep others from hearing. I was intensely happy and satisfied and in love and I didn’t want to hide any part of it.

As we clutched each other there in the chair, sweating and recovering our breath, I reflected with satisfaction that I was just as pleased as ever with my husband’s cock. My new experience with Valerie had simply added another dimension to my desire; nothing had gone away. When we finally got up, smelling strongly of sex and sweat, I got into the shower with him and talked about what had happened with Valerie. He did not seem that surprised. “I always thought that you might enjoy something like that one day,” he said. “I’m glad you’ve got a good friend to enjoy it with.”

 

***

 

The next morning, I remained in bed as Tom left to enjoy the new snowfall. Another five inches had fallen overnight, and the morning skies were still cloudy, but bright; the room glowed with the morning light from the windows. A few minutes after Tom left, there was a knock at the door. I knew who it would be.

“Come in,” I told her, remembering her knocking on my door yesterday. Valerie entered, walking over to the bed and sitting on its edge. She looked at me with a smile tinged by a bit of concern.

“I just wanted to talk to you about yesterday,” she said, and my heart began sinking. I was sure she was going to want to just move on and forget the whole thing. I may have actually started to cry.

“It was such a wonderful thing,” she continued. “I loved every second. But I knew that it was your first time and couldn’t tell how you felt about it. I don’t know if I led you into something that you might want to forget. At first, that time in the hot tub, I knew you were taking meds and didn’t know if some of what you said and did was influenced by that. Even without taking that into consideration, and even though you came back again with a clear head, I still wanted to give you some time, to not overwhelm you. I wanted you to think and be sure about how you feel. I’ve done this a few times before and have seen women have deep regrets the next day.”

I reached up and touched her face. “I don’t have the slightest regret about anything,” I said. “And I don’t have any doubts, either. And the pills may have helped me to get past being nervous about it, but I had it on my mind before I was hurt. I just never knew how to say anything.”

Her smile brightened as I spoke. “I’m so glad to hear that,” she said. “I was so worried that I had just ruined our friendship. I was ready to apologize and accept the awful idea that I’d never be able to touch you again.’

I pulled her head toward me then and kissed her forcefully, thrusting my tongue into her mouth and holding the hair on the back of her head. After some long, delectable moments I paused and told her, “This is the best vacation I’ve ever had, injury or no, and after it’s over I want to see you again, and again. I told Tom about it, and I think our husbands understand what we need from each other.” Then I peeled back the covers, took her hand, and placed it on my breast. “But let’s not think about afterward,” I went on in a whisper. “Let’s think about right now.”

Then I pulled her into bed.


Different Friends

 

At first, it had seemed like a fairly ordinary party. Cocktails and hors d’oeuvres, people mingling, candles and low lamplight, music loud enough to feel like a party but soft enough for conversation to be heard. I didn’t really know any of the people there. Julie didn’t either, as far as I knew, but she’d insisted on coming. Not that I minded; of the various things to do on a Friday night, going to a party with my wife was among the top choices.

“Jack could really use our company,” she’d said, referring to our recently divorced friend. “You know that he’s still having a tough time, Roger.” We’d been friends with Jack and Alicia for a little over a year, and of our entire circle they were the only other married couple who didn’t have kids—meaning that they were the only friends who were willing and able to go out with us and stay up late. We’d seen some movies as a group, gone out to some clubs and restaurants, and seen a few concerts. Neither Jack nor Alicia would talk much about their divorce, which had been just over three months ago, and we didn’t press them about it. If and when either of them was ready, they’d start talking. Until then, Julie and I had to settle for hanging out with them one at a time.

So here we were, keeping Jack company at the house of someone I’d never met. The way Julie told it, both Jack and Alicia had been invited to this gathering, as they were both friends with most of the people here. Even though Alicia had decided not to go, Jack still felt a little strange about attending. I didn’t know much about this group of their friends, so I didn’t know if any of them were the kind to take sides in the divorce. Whatever the case, Julie had wanted us to be there for moral support.

Jack had introduced us to people upon our arrival, and for an hour or so I’d hung out with him, sipping pinot grigio and grabbing the occasional piece of cheese or cracker with smoked salmon as trays were brought to nearby tables. Julie had hit it off with some woman she’d met and was off in another room. It was a very nice house (more of a small mansion, really, given how huge it was), and the host, Devon, continuously lavished fine snacks and drinks on his guests. He was a slightly chubby guy in his 20s who made lots of money doing something with computers, and he obviously enjoyed sharing the wealth. The party was spread throughout the house, with groups of people in every room on two different floors, and Devon spent most of the time preparing stuff in the kitchen and bringing it to various locations within his house, collecting empty glasses, refilling trays, and making sure everyone was having a good time.

“Generous guy,” I said to Jack as Devon rushed by again with slices of baguette on a wooden board.

“Yes,” Jack agreed. “In every way.”

There was something odd about the way he said it, and I was about to ask him to elaborate, but just then I saw Julie approaching, arm in arm with the woman she’d gone off with. They were giggly, a little tipsy even, but looking very happy. I tried to think of the woman’s name, but couldn’t remember it—not because I’d had two cocktails in the past hour, but because I’m bad with names. I felt too embarrassed to admit this and ask her name again, so I hoped someone would just mention it.

She was a couple of inches shorter than Julie, not as curvy, and her blonde hair was short around the sides but long on top, with bangs cutting diagonally across her forehead and partly obscuring one eye. Her sleeveless red dress was just above knee length and had slits up the sides. It was an interesting contrast with Julie’s long black wavy tresses, white blouse, and short black skirt. Still, the two of them seemed to fit together, somehow, as if they’d been friends for years.

Whoever she was, she walked with Julie right up to me and put a hand on my chest. “I have to tell you,” she said with a smile, “that I love your wife. I just may run off with her.” Then she laughed.

“You don’t mind, do you?” Julie asked with a smile.

“Of course not,” I chuckled. “How can I keep this wonderful woman to myself?” I leaned forward quickly and gave Julie a big kiss.

“Speaking of running off,” Jack said, “I think I’m gonna get going.” He polished off the last of his martini.

“Oh, so soon?” said the woman. “I was hoping you’d be staying…”

“Maybe next time,” he said, hugging her. She briefly disentangled herself from Julie to throw both arms around Jack’s shoulders, and then gave him a big kiss on the lips. Was there something going on between them? I wondered. Maybe Jack was having a rebound fling and hadn’t mentioned anything.

“Are you OK to drive?” Julie asked. Jack had driven by himself, and we’d followed in our car.

“Yeah, that’s the only drink I’ve had,” he replied, setting the empty glass on a nearby counter.

“Well,” I said, “have a safe drive. Give us a call.” I hugged him goodbye, and Julie did the same. Devon came by again and, upon learning that Jack was leaving, made sure that he was all right to drive, said a long goodbye full of comforting words, and gave him a long hug. Then he went back into the kitchen, which was nearby.

I swirled the ice around in what was left of my scotch and soda, then said to Julie, “Well, honey, should we get going too?”

To my surprise, she seemed taken aback by the idea. “Why?” she asked. “We haven’t been here very long. We should do some more… mingling.”

“Yes,” the other woman threw in, once again moving in close and putting an arm around Julie’s shoulders. “Mingling is good.” Julie looked as though she were trying to stifle a smile. I suddenly felt that something weird was going on.

“Well—all right,” I said. “If we’re going to hang out for a bit, I might just get another of these.” I finished off the last sip of my cocktail.

“Good idea,” said the blonde, and she grabbed my wrist with one hand, holding Julie with the other, and led us enthusiastically into the kitchen. She was a strange one, this new friend of Julie’s.

Devon was standing at the kitchen counter, stirring something in a big bowl, while another guy I hadn’t yet met leaned back against the fridge and read aloud from the back of an open cardboard box. “It says to mix well for at least ten minutes,” he said to Devon. He was a handsome guy, tall and dressed in dark designer clothes, looking to be in his mid-30s (that is to say, about the same age as Julie and myself). He was clean shaven, and his short sandy-blonde hair had the sort of look that somehow seems mussed up and yet deliberately styled at the same time. He looked up as we three entered the kitchen, and the blonde woman gave a gasp of delight.

“Aubrey!” she exclaimed, dropping my arm and Julie’s, running over to give him a hug. “No one told me you were going to be here!”

“He surprised me too,” said Devon, looking over his shoulder as he stirred. “We don’t see him for almost two months, and then he shows up unannounced, the bastard.” There was amusement in his voice.

“Lovely to see you again, Courtney,” he said, and he grabbed the back of her head and stifled her next words with a long, deep kiss. She sighed and pressed herself against him, sliding a hand through his hair. I wondered if they were lovers, or maybe ex-lovers. I wondered if Jack knew, whatever the case. But this was just idle curiosity. I really had no idea who any of these people were. I was just here to hang out and have a good time.

I found the scotch among the bottles on the small kitchen island and splashed some into my glass, topping it off with seltzer. I went to the fridge for some ice cubes, but Aubrey and Courtney were still in front of it, making out in earnest. His right hand still held the back of her head, and now his left was gripping her ass. “Say...” I began gently, not wanting to be rude, “can I just sort of get into the freezer for a second?”

They broke their kiss and smiled. “Sorry,” said Aubrey. 

As they moved aside and I opened the freezer, Devon said, “Roger, have you met Aubrey?”

“No.” I put down my glass and the ice cube tray I’d grabbed, then shook his hand. “Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise,” he replied. He turned to Julie and introduced himself, and she gave him quite the winning smile as she shook his hand. Yes, the guy was very handsome, but she didn’t normally gawk like that. Not that I cared; I stopped being the jealous type back in college. I was just amused that Julie seemed to be in such a peculiar mood.

Devon said, “You two should talk. Roger has a degree in philosophy and religion.”

Aubrey turned to me with a gleam in his eye. “Really?”

“Yeah,” I told him. I’d mentioned it to Devon upon being introduced by Jack. It was just one of those things I often mentioned about myself, when meeting people and briefly discussing jobs and interests. “It doesn’t really have much to do with my life. I mean, I don’t work in academia or anything. I was just interested in the stuff.”

“Me too,” he said. “I mean, it’s always been an area of interest for me, and I don’t do much of anything with it except enjoy thinking about it.”

“Oh God,” Julie rolled her eyes. “Now these two are going to spend the rest of the night talking about metaphysics. Come on, Courtney; let’s get out before it’s too late.” She took Courtney’s hand and threw me a wink as they both walked out of the kitchen.

Aubrey chuckled as he grabbed an empty glass and perused the bottles of liquor. “It’s true,” he said, selecting vodka and pouring himself a generous amount. “Metaphysics is definitely not for everyone.”

“Me included,” Devon said. “I’m trying to make a cake here, so if you’re going to talk philosophy, go get a room.”

“Fine,” said Aubrey with mock sadness, and as we walked past the counter he gave Devon a loud smack on the ass. “Have fun with your cake.”

“Save that for later, sweetie,” Devon said as we left the kitchen and headed for the main living room. I could not really tell if he was joking. I realized then that I was a bit disoriented, not just because of the drinks but because there was an unusual vibe to this party.

Aubrey and I went into the living room, a large space that featured three couches, several large chairs, and a number of low tables. Three people were on one of the couches, and two stood talking in a corner. We sat on one of the vacant couches and chatted some more. It was refreshing to discover that his interests really were the metaphysical aspects of philosophy and religion. This had always been my area of interest, but I always seemed to be in the minority; Aubrey had found the same to be true.

“Everyone is so focused on the world of human affairs,” he agreed. “You always find these people who are only into the psychology of it, or the sociology, or the ethics, or the cultural stuff. Too damn mundane.”

“I know,” I agreed. “Everyone’s interested in practicality and application. They seem to think that the whole heart of it, the abstract stuff that makes philosophy and religion what they are, is somehow beside the point.”

“And don’t even get me started on those people who hear you say ‘religion’ and automatically think that you mean some kind of monotheism that has its roots in the Middle East,” he winced. “They’re like those people who think that being ‘religious’ means having no sex life.”

“Yeah,” I mused. “Then you tell them about tantric saints who find divinity through sex, and they just stare at you.”

“Too true,” he said, and he raised his glass of vodka. I clinked my own glass against it, and we drank a silent toast. We continued talking for perhaps half an hour, and I greatly enjoyed it. I almost never ran into anyone who enjoyed talking that much about these topics.

Aubrey indicated that it was the same for him, then said, “You know what’s great about the conversation we’ve had tonight? We just met, and we’re discussing our interests, and neither of us has said ‘So, what do you do?’ Everyone always starts by defining themselves and each other in terms of how we pay the rent. Who cares? I want to know what people think, what they like, not how they pay their bills. Unless they want to tell me, of course, in which case I’ll assume that it’s really interesting to them.”

“Here’s to that,” I said, raising my glass and then realizing it was empty. “Oops. Looks like I need to sit this toast out.”

“Hold on,” he said, and he lifted his glass to me briefly, took a sip, and then passed it to me. “Now you can finish. I don’t have cooties, I promise.”

I nodded to him and then finished off the last sip of his vodka. “And now,” I said, rising, “if you’ll excuse me for a moment, I’ve got to find a bathroom.”

“Of course,” he said, rising as well and picking up our empty glasses. “How about I get some refills? Scotch, was it?”

“Yes, and great idea.” I felt myself smiling as I walked away in search of a bathroom, and suddenly knew that I was more buzzed than I’d thought. I walked by the open door of one room, turned into a hallway, and found a door that was mostly closed. Thinking this must be the bathroom; I pushed the door open and felt along the wall for a light switch.

It took me a second after I turned on the light to realize what I was seeing. This was not a bathroom, but a walk-in closet, and there was a guy standing just a few feet away from me. He was facing the wall to my left, and his pants were around his ankles. A woman with long red hair was kneeling in front of him, her mouth full of his cock, moaning as she sucked and slobbered away, gripping the man’s ass. He had his hands on her head and sighed with delight.

“Oh—sorry!” I said, more loudly than I’d intended. Neither of them seemed bothered by the intrusion; they didn’t pause for even a second or glance at me. I shut the light off and backed out, still hearing the man’s “Aaaaahhhhh!!! Ohhhh...” before pulling the door quietly closed. Okay, I thought. All in good fun. Anyway, the bathroom must be somewhere else.

When I tried the next door, I knew for sure that this was not an ordinary party. A large armchair faced the door I had just opened, and in it sat a woman wearing only a black bra, both legs spread and draped over the arms of the chair. Another woman, completely naked, was on all fours in front of her, face buried in her crotch. To the left, a shirtless man in black pants stood holding a riding crop. As I stood there, momentarily frozen by surprise, the man brought the crop down across the ass of the woman on the floor, a whooshing noise punctuated by a sharp crack! “Eat her!” he said forcefully. “Make her come!” He then glanced at me and smiled, while the women squealed and gasped. I just looked back at him. 

“Sorry,” I whispered. “Looking for the bathroom.”

“Next door down,” he said, still smiling and pointing with the crop to indicate the direction.

“Thanks.” I retreated, closing the door behind me. I heard another loud snap! and a brief cry as I walked away and finally discovered the bathroom. As I stood there relieving myself, I tried to collect my thoughts. Had I really just seen that? I knew that it should seem very strange, but somehow it didn’t feel that way. And where was Julie, anyway? Was she off in some room like that, watching, or perhaps even involved? As this thought occurred to me, I was surprised to feel my cock stiffening in my hand. Would it be a bad thing if she was? I asked myself. Not in itself, I decided; still, I’d like to discuss such things with her first. I finished, zipped up, washed my hands, and then went back to the living room.

Aubrey was sitting on the couch, a drink in his hand, and he gestured to another drink on the coffee table. “Extra strong, just for you,” he said as I sat down.

“You trying to get me drunk?”

“Maybe,” he said playfully.

I grabbed the scotch, the glass cool and damp in my hand, and took a big gulp, looking down at the floor. “Listen,” I said. “I just saw something a little odd.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I was looking for the toilet, and tried a couple of wrong doors first. I think that some of the guests here have, uh, taken the party to the next level.” I looked at him, and he put down his drink, his face becoming somewhat serious.

“Did no one tell you about our parties?” he asked.

“Um... no. Other than to invite us, I mean.”

“Who invited you?”

“Jack Driscoll.”

“Oh, Jack. Sure.” He nodded his understanding. “So you’re friends with him, but you haven’t ever come to Devon’s house before?”

“That’s right.”

He sighed, picked up his drink again. “Okay,” he said, taking a sip. “You seem like a reasonably open-minded guy. Here’s the deal. Devon hosts these gatherings every now and then, and for a while they’re just parties. But after ten...” he raised his left wrist, twisting on the couch so that he could point it out to me. I saw that it was now 10:20.

“It becomes something else?” I asked, knowing the answer.

Aubrey smiled. “Devon is dedicated to providing a safe space. He wants to facilitate the pursuit of happiness, as it were. Many people stay only for the first part, and clear out by 10:00. Those who stay are free to explore... and there’s a lot to explore. I’m sorry that no one told you how things were. Someone with a more narrow view might have been really offended. I think I know enough about you at this point to know that you won’t storm off or be terribly upset, but even so, people should know what they’re getting into.”

“Jack’s got a lot on his mind,” I said. “Maybe he should’ve said something, but I don’t hold it against him. He’s still having a tough time.”

“I’m sure. He left before 10:00, didn’t he?”

“I wasn’t paying attention to the time, but yes, I guess he must have.”

“He might’ve had a tough time talking about these parties because of the divorce. I don’t like to gossip, but I do recall that he and Alicia did not always see eye to eye when it came to these parties. The last time I saw them here, he left before 10:00—but she stayed. Nothing wrong with that, if the couple chooses, but neither of them seemed especially happy about it that night.”

“Wow,” I said. “I never would have guessed.”

“Well, I guess they weren’t able to work it out between themselves. Not every couple is open to exploring in the same way, and some seem to have a hard time talking about it, especially if each person has different reactions to certain things. It’s really too bad, though. I like both of them.” He sipped his drink. “Does Julie know anything about this party?”

“Now that I reflect on it, I think she may have known a little more than she was telling me.” I thought about seeing her arm in arm with Courtney, giggling and not wanting to leave when Jack did. I thought about her walking off with Courtney and winking at me. For a second time, I was surprised by feeling the blood rushing to my groin, my cock swelling in a matter of seconds at the thought of Julie with another woman.

“Does that bother you?”

I thought for a moment. “No, not really. Well, maybe a little... only because it would have been better to talk about it first.”

“Well, you can talk to her now.”

“Yes, I can, and should,” I said, rising. “If I can find her, that is.”

“I’m sure you will. Good luck. If I don’t see you again tonight, it’s been really good talking with you.”

“Likewise,” I said. “Hope to see you again, if not tonight, then... at another one of these.”

“I’d like that,” he smiled, and reached into a pocket. “Just in case,” he said, “here’s my card. It’s got all my numbers and my e-mail. Stay in touch.”

“Sure.” I reached out my hand to shake his, but he sidestepped it and hugged me. Then I went off in search of Julie. 

“Start by trying upstairs,” Aubrey said as I headed out of the room. I decided to take his advice. The staircase was large, and halfway up there was a landing where it changed direction. As I approached the landing I saw a man and a woman kissing and fondling each other; another man sat on the higher stairs, watching them with a grin. I moved past all of these people, who took no real notice of me, and made it to a hallway on the second floor.

There were several large rooms on this floor, and all of the doors were open, which made it easier for me to look for Julie. I peered into the first room on my left, and saw a naked couple on the carpeted floor, the woman on her back with hers legs over the man’s shoulders, panting rapidly as he banged away with wet slapping noises. A number of people were seated in chairs around the room or on the bed in one corner; some were caressing each other, but most appeared to be watching the two on the carpet. I didn’t see Julie anywhere.

The next door in the hallway was on the right, and as I neared it I heard what sounded like someone clapping at a very slow rate. I reached the open door and looked inside. A woman in black underwear and stockings sat on the edge of a bed, a naked man draped across her lap, his head hanging down by her high heels. She had what looked like a black ping-pong paddle in one hand and was spanking his already reddened ass. There was another bed on the other side of the room, and a few people sat watching this stern woman at her work. One of them looked up at me casually, and then turned back to the action.

“You know you need it!” exclaimed the woman, and she brought the paddle down with a loud smack.

“Ow! Yes!” replied the man.

“Say it!” she demanded. “Tell me that you need more. Beg me to spank you.”

“Please...” he said. “Please, mistress... give me more... oh I’ve been so bad...”

She started in again, hard and fast. I hadn’t seen Julie, so I moved on. The hallway came to a T, with more rooms off to either side. I headed toward the left, looking into the first doorway I came to.

And there she was.

This room was smaller than some of the others, and lit only by candles placed here and there on tables and on the windowsill. The doorway was on the right of the room, and against that wall was a long couch, with Courtney and Julie on it. They were both lying on their backs: Courtney on the bottom, her head and shoulders against the far arm of the couch, and Julie in her arms, head tilted back to rest on Courtney’s shoulder. Julie’s skirt was pulled up and her legs were spread, one foot on the floor and the other up on the back of the couch, completely on display for anyone who might be in this doorway. Her blouse was open and her bra had been pulled down on one side, her left breast exposed. Courtney gently caressed her naked tit with the fingertips of her left hand; her right hand was thrust into Julie’s panties, and I could see rapid movement through the wet fabric. Both women had their eyes closed; they didn’t yet know that I was there.

Standing there, I tried to think rationally for a minute, knowing in my head that this was a major moment in our marriage. It should be a big deal, my inebriated brain tried to insist. And it was a big deal—only in a different way, my heart told me. For as I watched, seeing the two of them sliding together with soft caresses, moaning softly, lips parted in pure pleasure, eyes shut to the world and all their focus on touch and warmth and joy, I was happy. I saw and felt nothing but sincere passion and devotion to the moment. I found myself getting completely aroused at the same time that my heart was warmed, and I wanted nothing more than to see it go on.

I advanced quietly, stepping softly into the room and noting a man sitting in a chair facing the couch, his oxford shirt still buttoned up but with nothing on his legs except socks. A woman knelt before him and fellated him as he watched Courtney and Julie. There was another chair facing the couch, vacant, and I tiptoed over to it and sat down.

The woman blowing the other guy glanced over at me, then began to crawl toward me, apparently to share her oral skills. I declined with a brief wave of my hand, and she returned to her position between the other man’s legs, licking his balls briefly before running her tongue up his shaft and engulfing his wet purple head, drawing a long sigh of pleasure from him. I was more interested in watching my wife.

Courtney kissed Julie’s neck gently as her hand continued to rub within her panties. Julie writhed with pleasure, her arms up, hands running through Courtney’s hair and touching her face. I was rock-hard watching her abandon herself to this lust. I always enjoyed sex with her, but this was a different kind of turn-on, allowing me to focus entirely on her while not doing any of the pleasuring myself. Sweat glistened on her skin as she squirmed, grinding her ass into Courtney’s lap, her pussy bucking against the hand stuffed into her panties, gasps increasing in force. Courtney’s left hand gripped Julie’s breast, fondling more firmly as Julie’s panting grew faster, pinching the swollen pink nipple, Julie arching her back as she inhaled sharply several times—

Then she let loose with a loud, long cry, her whole body convulsing, tears in her eyes as she recovered her breath. After a few moments, she rolled over and pressed herself against Courtney, kissing her deeply, the blonde returning every bit of it, hand around Julie’s waist to pull her close.

Just then, the guy in the chair next to me let out his own moan of orgasmic delight, and the woman with her face between his legs hummed delightedly, savoring the semen that was erupting into her mouth. She lifted her head to smile at him, a thick line of sperm rolling down one corner of her lips.

Julie glanced over at the sound, and suddenly noticed me. Her eyes widened and her smile faded. “Oh God...” she whispered. “Roger...”

I smiled at her, but she clambered hastily off the couch, trying to shrug her blouse back into place as she made her way to the door. “Julie? Wait a minute...” But she went out of the room, and when I rose to follow I saw her go into another room and shut the door behind her. I approached this door and knocked. “Julie? Are you all right?”

Courtney came up behind me then, looking surprised. “Is she OK?” she asked in a whisper.

“I don’t know,” I replied. It sounded like Julie was crying on the other side of the door.

“Do you two—is this—has she—“Courtney fumbled, having trouble asking her question.

“No, we’ve never done this; this is the first time.”

“Oh God. I’m... I shouldn’t have come on so strong. I’m sorry; I didn’t get the sense that she was new to this. Really. I apologize.”

“It’s all right,” I told her. “No need to apologize to me. I’m fine with it. I just want her to be fine.” I knocked again. “Julie? Can I come in?”

No response, so I opened the door slowly and stuck my head in. I saw her sitting in a chair at a computer desk. There were two desk lamps on, but no other lights. Books and papers were scattered around the room, as were a lot of CD cases and piles of wires. This must be Devon’s office. Julie was turned away from me, her face buried in her arms on the desk, and I could see by the way her shoulders shook that she was crying quietly. I stepped inside and shut the door behind me.

“Hey,” I said softly, advancing and putting a hand on her shoulder. “Talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong.”

She looked up at me, tears smeared around her eyes, nose running. “I’m sorry, Roger,” she said in a choked voice. “I didn’t mean for it to happen. I just had too much to drink and she was so nice and we were having such a good time... she was holding me and it felt nice, and she was sweet... no woman ever touched me that way before—oh, Roger, I’m so, so sorry...” and she started to cry again.

I knelt down beside the chair. “Honey,” I said, “don’t be sorry on my account. I’m not mad, or upset. I’m fine with it. Didn’t you see me sitting there? I was watching you. I only did that because it seemed like you knew you were being watched and didn’t mind. If you’d been in here with the door shut, I would have stayed out. I saw you, though, and saw how happy you were. You were really enjoying yourself. Why would I mind?”

She searched my eyes as I was saying these things, as if not sure that she could really believe me. “You’re not jealous?” she asked, sniffling deeply and wiping her nose with the back of her hand.

“No, no, not at all. You still love me, right?”

“Of course.”

“It’s not like you’re planning to leave me and run away with Courtney?”

She chuckled, and I was glad to see a smile cut through her sad confusion. “No,” she said.

“Then I’m fine. Listen, what we have is vast and deep and lasting, and it fills our lives in many ways. Sexual enjoyment is part of that, but not all. And as long as we enjoy each other sexually, I don’t see why we can’t enjoy sex in other ways—even with other people sometimes. Maybe that sounds weird, but you know, it’s how I feel. I love you, and our marriage is strong. What happens here,” I gestured around the room, “is just a different kind of fun. Maybe even a different kind of love. I don’t know. But I know that it’s OK with me.”

She was quiet for a minute or so, then kissed me. “You’re such a good man,” she said. “We should have talked about this first. I’m sorry we didn’t have this conversation earlier.”

“Me too,” I said. “I’d rather have had you just enjoy yourself and not run off weeping.” She chuckled again at that, and it seemed now that she was done crying.

“We should keep having this conversation,” she said. “I think we should go home. Let’s talk about this, figure out what our interests are and where our boundaries are, and all that. Let’s be ready.”

“For next time,” I said, getting to my feet and reaching out my hand. I pulled her up to me, threw my arms around her neck, and kissed her. “I love you,” I told her.

“And I love you.” After some more kisses, she said, “Let me go find my shoes. And get my clothes back in order. And Courtney! God, I should talk to her before we leave. Can I meet you downstairs in a few minutes?”

“Sure,” I said. “Find me in or near the kitchen when you’re ready. Take as much time as you need.”

We left the room, and Julie headed back down the hall to the room where I’d found her. I went back downstairs, noting that the people who’d been on the landing were gone. In the kitchen, I found Devon peering into the oven.

“You work too hard,” I said to him. “Join the party, why don’t you?”

“Oh, I will,” he said, shutting the oven door and turning to me. “I just need to keep an eye on this cake. You going to have any?”

“No, we’re going to head out, actually.”

I must have had a funny look on my face, because he asked, “Everything OK?”

“Yeah. We’ll be fine. I mean, I’m fine, and Julie will be fine after we talk some more.”

“I see. Well, do talk some more, and I hope that you really are fine. These parties can be challenging, especially the first time. Say, will you write down your phone number? I’d like to invite you two to the next one—even if you only stay until 10:00.”

“That’d be great,” I said, finding a pen and pad on top of the fridge.

 

***

 

Three weeks later, we were driving to Devon’s again—this time without Jack in the lead.

He’d told us that it had been too strange for him, being there again in a setting that had been part of his split with Alicia. But there was more to it than that, I knew. I’d had lunch with him a couple of days after the first event, and he’d apologized for not telling us the full story about Devon’s parties. He’d also told me that he didn’t think he could go back to that house again.

“I still like some of the people,” he’d said, “but I guess not as much as I used to. I don’t know. Maybe it’s got something to do with the changes in my life recently, but being there, I realized that it just didn’t seem right to me. All those people just groping each other, couples having affairs but calling it something else, and some real skanks mixed in.” He sounded bitter.

“Most of them seemed nice,” I said. “Anyway, weren’t they your friends at one time?”

“Some of them. Devon was. Still is, I guess. He’s all right. Courtney’s OK. It’s just hard for me to spend time with them, knowing… what I know about them. Most of them I know only from seeing them at parties—at the early parts, I mean. I just can’t see how people could be so indiscriminate. And the married people, who theoretically love each other, having sex with other people right in the same room. That doesn’t seem like love to me.”

I thought about how it had been, finding Julie and Courtney together, how blissful they seemed, and of how I had felt only love. I decided not to say anything to Jack, though. He had the right to feel how he felt, and it’s not like me disagreeing was going to change his mind.

“Aubrey was cool,” I said. “He and I had a great talk.”

“Aubrey, yeah,” Jack muttered. “That guy will screw anything that moves.”

I was surprised at how disdainful Jack was. He really had a gripe with these people. “Well, anyway,” I said, “he’s studied a lot of the same stuff I have, and it was cool finding someone who wasn’t bored hearing me yap about it.” I was trying to keep the conversation positive.

“He is an interesting guy, I guess,” Jack said, staring off into the distance, seeming to be looking at some memory. His gaze returned to mine. “You know I actually caught him once putting the moves on Alicia? I’d just left her on the couch for a second, to get us drinks from the kitchen, and when I came back he was next to her with an arm around her shoulders and a hand on her leg. She wasn’t even doing anything about it.”

“That must have been hard,” I said. “I’m sorry.” And I meant it. Clearly, I felt differently about the people and the scene at Devon’s than Jack did, but in my case Julie and I were on roughly the same page. If you haven’t discussed or agreed to such things with your partner, then it really is an affair, and hurtful. I felt bad for the struggle Jack must have gone through in the last months of his marriage.

“Yeah, well, it was hard,” he grimaced. “And it was hard when Alicia thought I was being weird by not wanting her to sleep around.” He shook his head, frowning. “I just don’t get it. Anyway, I’m glad I went there one last time, for closure if nothing else.”

“Well,” I’d told him, “thanks for introducing us to your friends, or former friends. We both had a good time.” I thought it best to leave out the details, it being such a sensitive topic for him. And so I’d steered the conversation to other matters, like his new apartment and how his job was going.

That had been the last I’d seen of him for several weeks. And here we were, Julie and I, headed back to Devon’s and quite excited to be attending another party. Now that we were both informed about what it could include, and now that we had discussed possibilities, we were heading into this adventure together, as a couple, with open eyes.

“So, we’re both still on board with this, right?” Julie asked as I pulled up to Devon’s place, parking along the curb in front.

I looked at her as I killed the ignition. “Yes. I really want to see where this goes.”

“And this time,” she smiled, “we stick together. We explore as a couple.”

I kissed her in agreement, and we got out of the car. Walking up the driveway, I reflected on what we’d learned and what we still wanted to learn. It was no surprise to Julie that I had a thing for girl-on-girl scenarios; that was par for the course among many guys these days. What had surprised her was that I could not only fantasize about her with another woman, but actually encounter it, for real, and still be OK. I can’t say whether that had surprised me as well; you can imagine and fantasize all you want, but until you really experience something like that, I don’t think that there’s any way that you can know how it will make you feel.

For that reason, I’d had no real answer for her when she’d asked about how I would have felt if it had been a man I’d seen her with. For anyone open enough to not rule out such a thing entirely—and probably most people would—it’s hard to predict. On principle, my thinking had always been that my wife having a female lover wouldn’t really count as an affair; it’s an experience that I couldn’t give her, so there was nothing to be jealous of. A male lover could very well strike me quite differently. I was, however, willing to find out. For one thing, I had really enjoyed the sensation of just seeing Julie being made love to, feeling such pleasure. My love for her was intensified, not threatened, as I saw her in such bliss. For another, having this new dimension to our marriage had made me incredibly excited; it was very rejuvenating to have the sensation of not really knowing the limits of our sex life, to have the feel of untapped possibilities.

And what about me? Julie had asked what I might be interested in, and so far I actually hadn’t thought of much in advance. I knew I wanted to watch Julie, and I’d probably have fun interacting with other women to whatever extent Julie felt comfortable with that, but that’s about it. I didn’t want to try planning and defining ahead of time; I wanted to take this journey moment by moment.

Julie seemed more intent than I was on me being with others. “Didn’t any of those people appeal to you?” she’d asked. Sure, some of them were nice looking. “Would you have done any of them?” Very likely, but probably only if they started it. So far, although I was aroused by all of this, it was in a more passive way. I was willing to roll along with things as they unfolded, but didn’t have much drive to get things started myself.

“Well,” she’d said, “maybe I can get some things rolling along for you. If you don’t know where your boundaries lie, maybe I can help you find them.”

I thought of all this, my eagerness hard to conceal as I knocked on the door, and I thought about the rules we’d agreed on. Either of us could intervene in something the other was doing, if it went beyond our comfort zones, and the action would stop with no arguments. Also, if either of us wanted to leave this place, at any time and for any reason, then we’d both leave, no questions asked. I smiled as Devon opened the door.

“Hey there, you two!” he beamed. “Come on in!”

We stepped inside and he gave us both big hugs. “I’m glad you came back.”

“Us too,” Julie replied. “And I think this time will be a little better.”

“Excellent, excellent...” he said, stepping between us and ushering us both into the kitchen, his arms around our shoulders. “Now, let’s get you some beverages.”

Soon, drinks in hand, we were making the rounds, greeting some of the people we’d met last time, introducing ourselves to new people. Julie seemed to be searching the crowd as we mingled. I guessed that she was looking for Courtney. She’d told me after we left last time that Courtney thought I was mad at her, for seducing my wife. Julie had tried to explain, relaying everything that I’d told her about it being OK, but it seemed that she was still nervous and felt bad about the whole thing. I wondered if she was avoiding us, or perhaps not here yet. Maybe she wasn’t coming at all. For that matter, I hadn’t seen Aubrey either. I was looking forward to more philosophical conversation, if nothing else.

We circulated throughout several rooms, making small talk, grabbing various high-end munchies with little toothpicks—bowls of mixed Greek olives, small rolls of prosciutto, gourmet cheeses. As I shook hands with one guy, a skinny middle-aged fellow named Victor, I recognized him. He had been the guy with the riding crop I’d seen last time. He moved on after chatting briefly, and I whispered to Julie, “That’s the guy... the one who was whipping the woman while she ate out another woman.”

“Ah,” she said, staring after him appraisingly, swirling the olive-laden toothpick around in her martini. “Hopefully he brought his crop again tonight. I just might like to give that a try.”

“Might you?” came a clear, authoritative voice from behind us. We turned to see a tall woman in a red and black bustier and black miniskirt, dark stockings and high heels, her black hair pulled back tightly into a ponytail. A woman with blonde hair stood behind her right shoulder, her apparel rather ordinary except for the black leather collar with a leash attached. She herself held the end of the leash, looking very meek and quiet.

“Yes,” said Julie. “I might.”

“And what about you?” the woman asked, turning toward me. Her words had a certain sharpness, and her stare was intense. I felt somewhat mesmerized, just a touch nervous, and incredibly aroused.

“Sure,” I tried to say, but my throat was dry and I coughed a little. “Sure,” I said again, more clearly. “I guess.”

She smiled ever so slightly, then reached out to hold my chin momentarily with thumb and forefinger. “I hope so,” she said. “I could work with you.” Then, breaking the gaze, she turned back to Julie and said, “Are you two new here? I haven’t seen you before.” Her tone was more ordinary, conversational; she seemed to have been playing a role for a moment and to have dropped it.

“We were here a few weeks ago,” Julie replied. “We left kind of early, though. I mean—we stayed past 10:00, you know, but just not that much past it.”

“I see,” said the stern woman (the blonde had not spoken or moved). “So you’ll be staying tonight?”

“Right,” I said.

“Well, I hope to see you upstairs, in the bondage room. We can help you try some things out.”

Julie looked at me, smiling, and I shrugged. “Yes,” she told the woman. “We’ll stop in. I haven’t been in that room, but I’m sure we’ll find you.”

“Llllooking forward to it,” she said, sticking out her tongue and prolonging the “L” sound. Then, “Come, my pet,” she said to the blonde, not looking at her but simply walking away. The silent woman followed.

“Why do you suppose she’s holding her own leash?” I asked.

“Probably because it isn’t 10:00 yet,” Julie said. “But it’s getting close. Less than 5 minutes now. Come on, let’s get another drink.”

I followed her out of the small room we occupied and through the living room, where two women stood in the middle of the room kissing, other guests looking on from the couches and chairs. Entering the kitchen, we found Devon frosting some cupcakes that he’d just taken out of the oven.

“Oh, what a nice host you are,” said Julie, finishing the last of her martini and grabbing a bottle of vodka from the kitchen counter. “Not everyone makes cupcakes for their guests.”

“It’s the least I could do,” smiled Devon, spreading the white, creamy frosting with the back of a spoon. “Everyone here deserves treats.”

“Looks like they’ve started enjoying some treats already,” I said, glancing over the kitchen counter toward the living room. “And it’s not even quite 10:00 yet.” The two women in the center of the room were now removing each other’s tops, fondling each other’s breasts through lacy bras. Most of the people on the couches along the walls were watching them, but a few were beginning to kiss and undress each other.

Devon smiled and licked the spoon slowly. “We are a very sweet bunch,” he said. Julie was watching the women and had a sparkle in her eye. I was glad that she was turned on, and my erection strained against my pants as I thought of her stepping into the living room and joining the other two beauties. I finished my cocktail, and Julie refilled my glass with vodka, although I’d been drinking scotch. “Here, honey, try something new.”

I took a sip; it was expensive stuff, delicious. “Mmmm.”

“Say,” said Devon, looking at me, “what would I have to do to get you to take your shirt off?”

Slightly surprised, I said, “Umm... ask my wife.” It was all I could think to say, and I knew how silly it sounded.

Julie looked at me and said, “It’s okay. Do it.”

I hesitated for a second, but they were both suddenly looking at me expectantly. I smiled, put my glass down, and unbuttoned my shirt, placing it on the counter. Julie and Devon continued staring, so I peeled off my undershirt, too. “How’s that?” I asked.

“Gorgeous,” said Devon.

“Isn’t he?” said Julie, moving to stand behind me. She put down the bottle and started caressing my shoulders, then rubbing my chest lightly. We both faced Devon. “Just look at this hot bod,” she said, showing me off for our host’s pleasure.

“Oh, I’m looking,” he replied. Then he looked at me and asked, “Do you wax?”

“No,” I said, somewhat sheepishly. I was feeling strange and good. I tossed off the rest of the vodka in one gulp.

“But you’re so smooth...” he said, and reached forward to touch my chest with just the tips of his right fingers. He slid his hand around, joining Julie in caressing my pecs, then let his fingers glide down my abdomen, brushing me lightly below the belt before pulling his hand away. My heartbeat became much faster.

“That’s just his natural beauty,” said Julie, kissing me on the back of my neck, my shoulders. “Hey,” she said then, “I’d love some of that frosting.”

“Coming right up,” said Devon, turning back to the bowl on the counter. He dipped his right hand in, gathered a bunch of frosting on his index finger, and walked toward me with his hand out. He held it over my right shoulder and Julie bent her head forward to suck his fingers. 

“Mmmmm,” she moaned softly, and my dick became steel-hard, watching her suck slowly with her eyes closed, her arms wrapped around me. She pressed her body against my back, and I could feel her hips grinding a little. Then she reached out with one hand to tug on Devon’s shirt and pull him forward a little. He shuffled forward until he pressed against me and stopped, Julie still sucking his finger. I trembled slightly with nervous excitement, sandwiched between these two, feeling the warmth from all sides. I knew that Devon felt my hardness. I couldn’t control it, and didn’t know if I really wanted to. I felt like I was being guided, and this was pleasant. I was happy and I felt like yielding.

Julie finally pulled her mouth off of Devon’s finger, and saliva dripped off, spilling onto my bare shoulder. “Delicious,” she said.

“I’ll say,” Devon replied.

“Come here, honey,” Julie guided me back against a counter, pulling my right arm behind my back. “Give me your other hand.”

I did this, and felt her starting to tie my hands together with my shirt. “What are you doing?” I asked, my voice sounding a little strange. The vodka was hitting me fast.

“Just an idea,” she said. “A quick one. Don’t worry. And now, let’s do this…” she pulled my T-shirt over my head until it covered my eyes. “There.”

I heard her step away, and leaned the small of my back against the counter, feeling the awkward strangeness of having my hands tied and being blindfolded, but trusting Julie completely. For several moments, nothing happened; then, I felt a wet sticky gob of something pressed onto my chest and smeared downward. More pokes and swipes followed as my naked torso was lightly decorated with the frosting from the bowl. I couldn’t help squirming and yelping a little when the unseen fingers hit my ticklish spots, which made both Julie and Devon chuckle. After a minute or two, the gentle prodding stopped, and I stood there feeling sticky.

Then a hot tongue touched my stomach and lapped upward in a long, strong line to my chest. In a second it was gone, but after a few moments, a hot mouth was pressed against my left collarbone, licking vigorously for a few seconds. It withdrew, but soon the tip of a tongue was licking the frosting from my right nipple. I gave a soft “oh” at this. The hot tonguing continued, now here, now there, licking and lapping and kissing my chest, leaving a hot wet trail across my lower abs, just above my pants. “Ahhh,” I sighed, beginning to push my hips forward slightly, my rigid flesh straining to be free.

Abruptly, though, it all stopped. “There,” I heard Julie say. “I think that’s all of it.” I felt the fabric around my wrists tug and loosen, and the shirt was gently peeled off my head. She and Devon were both smiling at me.

“Feel OK?” she asked.

“Great,” I said in a shaky whisper.

“Well,” said Devon, changing the subject, “I’m going to take these cupcakes upstairs.” He picked up the platter on which he’d been frosting them, and walked out of the room.

I grabbed Julie and pulled her to me, kissing her fiercely, tasting the frosting in her mouth. I moved a hand up to squeeze her breast, grinding my cock against her. I wanted to have her right there on the counter. She pulled away gently, though, smiling as she said, “Come on, let’s draw this out. We can have each other any time. We’re here to explore, remember?”

“I sure do,” I said. “Shall we go find that bondage room?”

“A fine idea,” she said, and she took my hand and led the way. I followed her through the living room, where the two women in the middle were now completely naked and in a 69 on the floor, the others in the room also mostly naked, men and women masturbating as they watched, one or two couples locked in gasping embraces. As we mounted the stairs, I chuckled to myself—not making fun of what was going on, but thinking that a month ago I could never have imagined walking through a scene such as this, least of all with Julie in the lead.

Once on the second floor, we poked our heads into various doorways until we found the room we were looking for. There was no mistaking it.

The blonde woman with the collar was now naked, standing near one corner of the room, her leash pulled up and secured to a bit of chain that hung from the ceiling. This kept her stretched to her full height, her head tilted back. Her hands were behind her back, and I saw rope criss-crossing her torso and wrapped in loops around her large breasts, making them bulge out even more than they would naturally. There was a round red ball gag in her mouth. The dark-haired woman we’d met downstairs stood next to her, holding a crop and periodically whipping the blonde’s tits. At each loud crack of the crop against the swollen pale flesh, the blonde shrieked and shook her head, crying out as much as she could with a gag in her mouth.

“Ouch,” I said, wincing as we entered the room. “That looks harsh.”

The woman with the crop responded, “It is harsh. It’s supposed to be. That’s how she likes it.”

Julie was also frowning slightly. “Are you sure?”

The woman reached toward the blonde’s face and pulled the gag out. “Are you all right, Lydia?” The woman nodded, still panting. “Do you want me to stop?” 

The blonde shook her head in the negative, then added “Please, Mistress. Punish me some more.”

“Very well,” said the mistress, and she replaced the gag and began whipping Lydia once more. Julie and I sat on a couch with another couple; a few others sat in chairs across the room. After a few more minutes, she stopped, unclipped Lydia’s leash from the ceiling chain, and said, “Now you may kneel and rest.”

The busty blonde knelt in a corner, rubbing her reddened breasts and inhaling sharply as she touched the stinging skin. The dark woman then strode over slowly to where Julie and I sat, looking down at us, holding her crop across her shoulders.

“I,” she said imperiously, “am Mistress Eve. I understand that you’re new and interested in trying some sexual challenges.”

We both nodded. Eve looked at Julie and asked, “So, are you up for going first? Want to try something new?”

“Yes,” Julie said, “but… well… not as much as what you did to her. I don’t know if I’m ready.”

“Of course not,” said Mistress Eve sympathetically. “I would never start you out with that. I have some ideas about how to help you out.” And she held out her hand.

Julie reached out and took it, allowing herself to be pulled to her feet. Eve walked over to one wall, grabbed an armless wooden chair that looked like it belonged with the dining room set, and brought it to the center of the room. She indicated that Julie should sit in it, which she did. Eve then brought Julie’s hands behind the back of the chair and tied them together with a silk scarf. She hung another silk scarf before Julie’s eyes, then tied it securely around her head. “This will help you to relax,” Eve told her. “You don’t have to focus on the other people in the room. Just feel. Think about touch. Focus on how everything feels.”

Standing behind the chair, Eve then began running her fingers slowly through Julie’s lovely dark hair, then caressing her neck, her shoulders, and her cheeks. Julie was silent, her head relaxing into Eve’s hands. Another woman from across the room then stepped forward, knelt in front of Julie’s chair, and began lightly rubbing my wife’s knees, sliding hands down to her calves, then removing her shoes. A third woman then appeared beside Julie, tracing fingers lightly across her chest and stomach before starting to unbutton her blouse. The woman on the floor was sliding her hands further up Julie’s legs, beginning to dart under her skirt. Eve began kissing the back of her neck, her hair, blowing in her ears, asking softly “Is this OK?” Julie simply nodded, lips parted in a sensuous smile. I absolutely loved seeing her this turned on.

One woman began unbuttoning Julie’s blouse, and Eve helped pull it back off her shoulders. The two then slid their hands over her breasts, fondling Julie through her bra. “Ohh,” she moaned. The woman on the floor had her arms inside Julie’s skirt, and I could see the movement of both hands near her pussy, causing Julie to pant jerkily. She had worn a bra that hooked in the front, and one of the women unfastened this, letting her wonderful tits spill out, running fingers lightly across them, hefting them slightly, rubbing the nipples. Julie was whimpering now, smiling and licking her lips. I began rubbing my cock through my pants, unable to take this sight any longer without touching myself.

The woman kneeling before Julie must have started fingering her in earnest, because Julie suddenly cried out with delight, moaning loudly as Eve and the other woman each sucked one of her nipples. Julie writhed in ecstasy, moaning loudly, pausing briefly when her panties were slid down her legs and off, then resuming her shouts when the woman on the floor shoved her head up Julie’s skirt. I squirmed in my seat as I watched Julie being eaten by one woman while two other women sucked her tits, she squealing, lifting her legs over the shoulders of the woman eating her, throwing her head back and gasping, her body stretching and stiffening and trembling…

And then shrieking, a succession of high-pitched cries as she came, her thighs twitching, naked flesh shuddering in overwhelming orgasm. Then, gathering her breath, recovering, panting and almost sobbing, Eve untying her hands and all three women kissing her all over before removing her blindfold.

I was close to coming myself, and my pants were still on. I looked around the room and noticed that many of the onlookers had started to unbutton and unzip clothes, massaging each other and themselves. Once free of her bonds and the blindfold, Julie rose from her chair and jumped into my lap, throwing her arms around me and kissing me with deep longing.

“How do you feel?” I asked her.

“Wonderful,” she gasped, then smiled and kissed me again.

“And now it’s your turn,” I heard from the middle of the room. Although I knew this had been coming, I was still surprised, somehow. 

“Me?” I asked.

“That’s right,” said Eve, standing there with her arms folded, the other women still nearby. “Can’t expect your wife to do all of the exploring. Let’s go.” Her voice was firm and authoritative, and to my surprise this in itself turned me on. I felt something new awakening within me: a completely submissive streak that I had not really known until that moment.

I moved Julie off my lap and onto the couch, and I rose, facing Eve’s stern gaze. “Don’t just stand there,” she said loudly. “You’re not getting out of this. Now come over here.” My dick twitched and pulsed at her commanding tone, and I walked toward her, then over to a spot on the floor that she pointed out. I had a feeling that she saw right through me, having sensed my secret submissiveness almost at first glance, and that she knew exactly how much she was turning me on by playing the domme. I stood before her, smiling, and she said, “Off with the pants. Now.”

I quickly undid my pants and stepped out of them, enjoying the fact that the other two women had come close to look at me and smile appraisingly. “Socks too,” she said, but before I could comply the other two women were kneeling down and pulling my socks off for me. I stood there in my black silk boxers, my stiff cock poking out into the loose fabric, and Eve put a hand around my waist, guiding me to the spot she wanted. I saw two wide leather cuffs, lined with fur, suspended from chains in the ceiling.

“Now I want you to put your hands through these,” Eve said to me. “Don’t worry; I won’t tighten them. I know you’re new at this. Just put your hands through and hang onto the chains. If anything gets too uncomfortable for you, you can just let go and pull your hands out, and we’ll know to stop.”

I did as I was told, eagerly sliding my hands through the cuffs, secretly wishing that she really would tighten them but willing to do as she suggested this first time. As soon as my wrists were through the leather and touching the cold steel of the chains, I felt a shudder of pure delight, and almost came right then and there. And when she said, “I’m going to place this blindfold over you,” and wrapped some black fabric around my eyes, it was pure bliss. I knew then that obeying and being bound were deep-seated lusts within me, games that were backed up by immense reserves of erotic energy that I’d never dreamed of.

“Look at him,” Eve spoke to where Julie was sitting on the couch. “All trussed up for you. Such a lovely prize.” I was not really trussed up at all, but she was helping to introduce us to the idea.

“Yes, he is, isn’t he?” I heard Julie say. “And you may have your way with him.”

I felt a hand press against my chest, then slide down slowly to my stomach, circling the waistline of my boxers as Eve walked around me. Two hands glided up my back and spread out to rub my shoulders. Suddenly, another hand touched me in front, and I wondered who had joined us. The new hand moved across my chest with spread fingertips and the lightest touch, tracing my collarbone, drifting up my neck to touch my jaw line. I smiled and tilted my head back, offering myself completely.

Then there was another set of hands on my left leg, rubbing the calf and moving up my thigh. Behind me, Eve stopped rubbing my shoulders and slid her arms around my waist, reaching down and grabbing my cock through the boxers. I grunted as she gripped it with both hands, squeezing as she played with me. Her chin rested on my right shoulder. “Mmm, love this cock,” she whispered. 

“Ngh!” I muttered as she gave it another hard squeeze. 

“You like this?” she whispered. “Like it rough?”

“Well... so far, anyway,” I told her quietly.

The hand on my leg was now sliding up the leg of my shorts, reaching up through the waistband to touch my stomach, then moving down and back to grip my ass. Someone was tonguing my stomach on the other side, and there were also kisses on my neck and ear, from both sides. I felt the body heat of many people surrounding me. I wondered if Julie was among them.

Eve’s hands let go of my erection and drifted up my torso to play lightly with my nipples. I moaned at this, and at the hot wet tongues and mouths now kissing me everywhere. I let my head roll back onto Eve’s shoulder and whispered, “Mmm, yessss...”

Then I cried out in surprise as she pinched both nipples hard. It was a brief cry, though, and I just gritted my teeth as she kept on pulling hard, even twisting the tender flesh. “Oh, you like this, don’t you?” she asked in the most delicate and soothing voice, a complete contrast with the sharp pain she was causing. I just nodded, still wincing. She let go then and held my shoulders again, kissing the back of my neck, moving down to my back, her hands sliding down my arms and then my waist as she kissed her way down my spine. She crouched behind me, her hands grabbing my boxers on the way down, pulling them to my feet, and my stiff, heavy hard-on sprang free of the fabric. Eve was kissing my ass now, then sliding her hand under my legs to hold my balls. Some of the other kisses and licks worked their way to my newly freed cock, and I sighed deeply as I felt several hot tongues swirling around my shaft. Eve worked her way between my legs to lick my balls, holding onto my thighs. Someone’s tongue teased the underside of my glans before sliding forward to engulf my entire cock. 

“AAAaaahhhh!” I groaned. “Oh God yes...”

There was a mouth on each of my nipples and hot breath blown on my neck while the unseen person sucked me slowly, my whole body covered with moving hands and hot saliva, my mind numb with the wild overstimulation. I gripped the chains hard and mock-struggled against the cuffs, reveling in the sensation of being helpless and naked and at the mercy of all these unseen strangers pleasuring my flesh.

Eve got up and I heard her walk a few steps away, then return to stand behind me. Suddenly, all of the hands and mouths stopped and pulled away from me—even the mouth that had been on my cock (having this stop nearly made me cry!). Eve announced, “Now I need all of you to step away. All except you.”

I heard some shuffling as people moved away and took seats nearby. I could tell by the feel of body heat that one person remained in front of me, and I thanked all the gods when the hot mouth slid back over the head of my cock. “Oh, YES!” I called out.

Then there was a whooshing sound and a sharp, stinging blow landed across my ass. “Ah!” I exclaimed. Another, slightly lighter blow fell on my upper back, then again on my right thigh. I yelped and lurched at each of these, knowing suddenly that it must be the riding crop in Eve’s expert hand, whipping me while the other person continued to blow me. The whacks were not severe, but they were pronounced enough to sting and to call my attention to different parts of my body.

“Oooo, I know that you love it,” said Eve, standing behind me and to me left. “Your body tells me everything.” The mouth was withdrawn from my dick once more, and Eve landed a quick series of rapid blows, all very hard, all in nearly the same spot on my ass.

“Ow. Oww. OW. AOW!” I cried as the force was increased, my hips moving far forward as if to escape the crop, my cheeks now feeling very hot and sore, and the sting rising to real pain. And yet, she was right. I did love it. And everyone watching could tell: my cock felt huger and harder than it had ever been.

She stopped, though, and walked toward me, rubbing her hand lightly over my ass and back, soothing the sting. “You’re such a fun little toy,” she said, and the mouth started slurping my erect flesh again while Eve caressed me. One of the hands on my back then dug in with sharp nails and dragged them roughly across my flesh. I winced, but did not cry out, and she then scratched my chest even harder. I could feel the skin being cut. The delight I felt from tongue swirling around my prick was only increased, not interrupted, by the searing pain of Eve’s nails tearing into me, ripping and burning. I began gasping and grunting, writhing as I understood for the first time the exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure, of loving service to my flesh complementing perfectly the harsh demands being made of it. I knew I couldn’t last much longer, and as this became evident from the rapid moans that I could not control, Eve leaned in and bit my left nipple, hard.

“Hoahhh.... ahh! Ohhh!” I shouted as sperm shot out of me and into a hot waiting mouth, my thighs twitching, my entire body tensing, the chains shaking from the force of my orgasm. “Oh God, oh fuck yes, oh yes, oh so fucking great....” My throat was dry and hoarse, my skin damp with hot sweat and saliva, my muscles tingling. My mind drifted in some distant realm, my being feeling unreal. I slowly got control of my breathing. The blindfold was gently undone and pulled away, and I blinked my eyes, slowly bringing the room into focus, seeing the smiling people all around. And there was Julie, standing close by. When our eyes met, she rushed forward and kissed me, throwing her arms around my neck. She pulled her head back and looked at me, about to laugh.

“What?” I asked.

“I think you can put your arms down now,” she said, then giggled.

“Oh. Right,” I said, letting go of the chains and sliding my wrists out of the leather cuffs that had never been tightened. I hugged Julie back and whispered, “My God, that was incredible.”

“I could tell. Guess we’ll have to do it again sometime.”

We walked back to the couch on which we’d sat earlier, and I fell into it with a deep sigh. It had been fun being “tied up”, but still, it was good to sit back on some large, comfortable furniture and just relax. We were both still naked, and somehow this in itself was also relaxing. Julie looked a little concerned, though, as she inspected my torso with delicate fingers.

“Jeez, it looks like you really got hurt,” she said with a furrowed brow. “You’re actually bleeding a little.” I looked down and saw that she was right. Some of the scratches on my chest and stomach showed lines of red, and my left nipple actually had a thin trickle of blood from where Eve had bitten me.

“I’ll be OK,” I said. “Don’t worry. I enjoyed it very much.”

She kissed me, and we turned our attention to the middle of the room, where Eve had pointed at a rotund young man who was stroking himself on another couch. “You!” she said loudly. “You’re next, you little worm. Drop that right now and come to Mistress Eve.”

The man beamed, rolling off the couch excitedly and getting onto all fours. “Yes, Mistress Eve,” he said as he crawled toward her. When he reached her, she pulled him up by the hair, pointed at the cuffs hanging from the chains, and said “Come on, slave. You know the routine!” He put his hands up through the cuffs, and this time she did fasten them securely. We watched as she began whipping him, much harder than she’d whipped me, but he made hardly a sound.

“Guess this guy has done it before,” I said.

Devon entered the room, saw us, and wandered over. He had removed the sport shirt he’d had on earlier, but still wore a T-shirt and pants. He stood in front of the couch, facing us, and crouched down.

“You two having a good time?”

“I know I am,” I replied.

“Yes,” said Julie. “I’m glad I came.” Then she laughed as we all caught the unintended double meaning.

“In that case, I hope you—come again,” said Devon, still chuckling. “But listen, I wanted to let you two know that you don’t have to leave. There’s plenty of room in this house, and some people always stay over. You can grab any bed or couch or floor space that you want. No pressure at all; I just figured I should tell you. So if you want to stay really late, or have more drinks, or for whatever reason, my house is open.”

Julie and I looked at each other, her eyebrow raised inquiringly. “Tempting,” she said. “If only I’d brought a toothbrush.”

“I could go either way,” I told her. “I wouldn’t mind staying if you wanted to.”

“As for toothbrushes,” said Devon, “there are plenty of them. Brand new. We have everything here. Like I said, some people always stay.”

“Well,” I said, “thanks very much. It’s good to know that we have options.”

“All kinds of them,” he said with a smile, rising to his feet and gesturing around the room. “Well, I’m off to get more cheese and crackers. Hope you keep enjoying the party.”

“Isn’t he just the nicest host ever,” said Julie as he walked out of the room. I nodded. We turned our attention back to Eve as she continued punishing the eager young man in the middle of the room. He now had a red ball gag in his mouth, and she was placing what appeared to be brightly colored clothespins on his nipples. We looked on for a minute or so before Julie turned to me and said, “Wanna get up and wander around? Or do you want to see more of this? I know that you like it.”

“Yeah, I like it. Somehow, though, it’s a little less interesting just after I’ve come. Let’s walk around.”

We wandered around some more, checking out various rooms, and I asked, “Anything inspiring you?”

“Not especially, not yet. Well, I mean, I had an idea, but I just don’t know...”

“What’s your idea?”

She looked at me. “I want a threesome. Just a threesome, though—not a whole room full of people, but just three of us. I’m not sure where we can do that, though.”

I thought about it. “I’m game,” I said. Then, “Have anyone in mind as the third partner?”

She smiled and winked. “Yes, of course. But I haven’t seen him yet tonight.”

“Ahhh. I see.” She had probably been thinking of this since she first met Aubrey.

“Come on,” she said, “let’s get another drink.”

We went down to the kitchen, making our way through the orgy in the living room, and I thought about how odd it felt to be walking around someone else’s house completely naked—that is, it would seem odd if everyone else wasn’t scattered throughout the place in naked knots of hot fleshly desire. Our bare feet made little slapping noises on the tiles of the kitchen floor. Julie grabbed some fresh glasses from a cabinet and poured us two vodkas. “I’ve decided that vodka is your drink tonight,” she told me. “You seem to enjoy people taking the lead, so here’s one little way in which you can be my slave.”

“Glad to oblige,” I said, savoring the smooth burn of the beverage. Then, “So what if we don’t run into him tonight? Any second choices?”

“Not so far,” she said. She gave a deep sigh. “Have you noticed that there are many more women than men here? It’s just not fair. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’ve loved trying things with the women here, but still... a girl wants some service. I want some male attention, dammit. And there are some guys here, but... well... I don’t find any of them especially appealing so far. Do you?”

“Well, not that I’m into guys, but no. I see what you mean. Most of the ones we’ve met seem nice and all, but yeah, none of them would really be on my list if I was ever going to do anything with a man.”

She sipped her vodka, and we were quiet for a moment in the kitchen, the only sounds being the moans and pants from the adjacent living room. “How do you know you haven’t?” she asked.

“Haven’t what?”

“Done anything with a man.”

I chuckled. “Well, I’m pretty sure...” I began confidently, but then trailed off as I suddenly realized what she was talking about. I’d been blindfolded up there in the bondage room. It felt as though five or six people had been touching, licking, nibbling... and sucking me. I looked at Julie, who raised an eyebrow and smirked.

“So those weren’t all women...” I said softly.

“Does it matter?”

I thought about that, not quite sure, thinking that after all, it probably did not matter. I was just about to answer her when some movement caught my eye and I looked toward the doorway to the kitchen.

“There you are!” Aubrey said with an enthusiastic grin. “I’ve been wondering whether you two made it tonight.” He was shirtless, but still wore pants, and he eyed both our naked bodies appraisingly. I felt just a little self-conscious for a moment. I had thought of myself as fit—I went to the gym three days a week—but this guy was chiseled. His torso was lean and muscled, with only the faintest dusting of downy blonde hairs on his chest, looking more like sculpted stone than live flesh.

I saw the surprised admiration in Julie’s eye, too, as she stared, putting down her drink. She moved forward to hug him, then gave him a prolonged, open-mouthed kiss. OK. If I were to feel pangs of jealousy, or be bothered by seeing Julie with another man, now would be the time when I’d become aware of such feelings.

No bad feelings came, not even when his hand moved down the small of her back and grabbed her ass. It sounds odd, but I saw only love. I saw my wife naked and happy and aroused and knew that she loved me no less simply because she was sharing another kind of love with someone else, and I could only smile.

She broke the kiss and turned toward me, his arm still around her waist, her hand touching his chest. “He’s here, Roger! Isn’t that fantastic?”

“Indeed,” I said. “You know, we were just talking about you...”

“Is that so?” he asked, letting his arm drop from Julie and coming over to hug me. “I guess fate must have sent me, then.”

“It’s very likely,” I replied, looking over Aubrey’s shoulder to where Julie was gulping down her drink.

He ended the hug, saw the drink in my hand, and said, “Vodka?”

“Yes,” I said. “Have some.” I raised the glass to his lips and tipped it slightly, and he took a long sip.

“So…” he began. “You were talking about me…?” He looked back and forth between us, and there was an awkward silence.

“Julie wants to ask you something,” I said, and she actually seemed to blush a little when he looked at her.

She looked into her drink for a moment. “We… we were hoping that you would join us.” She raised her eyes to him. “Just us three.”

He smiled, then leaned forward to kiss her on the cheek. “Of course,” he said, then glanced at me. “You two thinking of anything in particular, or just… see what happens?”

“Julie would like to find some space where we could go and not be in a crowd. She’s thinking of something more… intimate. Seems like all the rooms are otherwise occupied, though.”

“Ah,” he smiled. “You haven’t been to the basement yet.” Then, seeing Julie’s raised eyebrows, he added, “Don’t worry; it’s a finished basement. It’s just like up here—not cement or anything.”

“In that case,” Julie said, “lead the way.”

“First things first,” he said. “I did come in here for a drink.” He poured himself a glass of vodka, refilled ours, smiled and winked, and said, “Follow me.”

We wound our way through a few rooms toward the back of the house, stopping at a door that I hadn’t yet been through. It was one of the few closed doors in the place. Aubrey opened it with his free hand, smiled, and said “After you.”

Julie went first, taking my hand and descending some dimly lit stairs, Aubrey closing the door behind him before following us. We came to a large downstairs living room with walls of wide wooden planks, smelling somewhat like a cabin Julie and I had once rented for a summer vacation. There were only two people down here, a couple of women kissing and fondling each other with delicate slowness on the largest of three couches in the room. They appeared not to notice us as we walked quietly past, and I reflected that I’d never seen so many couches in one house.

It was quiet down here; there was no music, and the sounds from the first floor were barely audible. The white carpeting on the floor was thick and felt nice to walk on in our bare feet. After making our way down a short hall, Aubrey stopped and gestured toward an open door on his left. “How about this?”

Julie and I looked in. It was a small windowless bedroom, maybe ten feet square. Other than the king-sized bed and a couple of end tables and lamps, the room was bare. “I sleep in here sometimes,” Aubrey said, “when I stay over. There’s a bathroom just down the hall, with a shower and tub and all sorts of stuff.”

Julie stepped in, looked around. With her back to us, she tipped her head back and downed her entire drink, setting the glass down on one of the bedside tables. Then she turned to face us, backed up toward the end of the bed, and held out both arms toward us, palms up, beckoning to us with her index fingers and casting a wicked smile. “All right, you two,” she said, tilting her head down and peering from under her dark lovely bangs, “get in here and shut the door.”

I went in first, putting my drink down and approaching Julie on her right side. Aubrey shut the door, and the quietude seemed to increase disproportionately. We were truly in our own little world now. The air seemed much more highly charged in this setting, the closeness much more real. Despite what I’d seen and done upstairs with numerous people, I actually felt a little nervous in this intimate setting. The three of us could focus on nothing but each other.

I kissed Julie on the side of her neck, on her cheek, playing with her luxuriant black tresses and blowing gently on her skin. She closed her eyes and smiled as Aubrey did the same on the other side of her body. I put a hand just under her breast, sliding it back and forth slowly across her trembling ribs, while he placed a hand on her belly and rubbed in slow circles. She put an arm around each of our backs and pulled us next to her, and the blood stirred in my groin as I felt the heat of her skin. Caressing her lower back, sliding my hand to her beautiful ass, she moaned with closed lips, then parted them with a gasp as Aubrey bent down to suck her nipple. I leaned in to lick the other nipple, hefting her tit and squeezing her ass. “Ohhh yeah…” she moaned, “oh yes, that’s—oh!” she shuddered as Aubrey slid a hand between her legs. I saw by the muscles in his forearm that his fingers were working rapidly down there. Her tone changed to a low whine, almost one of pain, her eyes shut tight and her brows knotted together. “Oooo… Oh… ahhh…”

I stifled her cries with a deep kiss, thrusting my tongue between her parted lips and holding her face in both hands. Aubrey leaned in and she turned to him, opening her mouth to his kiss, holding the back of his head and pulling him close. He brought his fingers up from her pussy and slid them between her lips; she sucked at her own juices with a low hum. I worked my way behind her then, between her and the bed, kissing her neck and shoulders while groping her breasts, and Aubrey dropped to his knees in front of her. “Ohh-hohhh!” she shouted as he ate her, her hips gyrating, her head back against my shoulder, nipples large and stiff under my teasing fingers.

After a few moments, she pulled him to his feet, kissed him, and guided him around and to the bed. I maneuvered out of the way. She unzipped his pants as he sat on the edge of the bed, him wriggling a little to help her get them down below his waist. I stood behind her, not yet sure what to do, where to go or what to touch. She tugged at the waistband of his boxers and his cock sprang straight out, rigid and immense, pulsing in midair before she took the dark pink head into her mouth and began bobbing rhythmically up and down with a satisfied humming sound.

Aubrey threw his head back as my wife blew him, his eyes closed in delight, leaning back against the bed with both hands. Not wanting to be left out of the equation, I caressed Julie’s head and hair as she knelt between Aubrey’s legs. He then put a hand on her head, pausing her, and he squirmed further back onto the bed, lying down rather than sitting, his knees on the edge of the bed, feet dangling off the floor. She climbed right up there with him, reorienting herself with her pussy over his face and her head over his cock. “Help me get these off,” she said to me as she peeled down his pants and boxers. I grabbed some fabric and pulled it down his legs as she resumed sucking him, dribbling saliva all over his shaft and balls. I saw his hands gripping her ass and knew that his mouth was working furiously on her eager sex. 

Once I had his remaining clothes off, I stepped up to the bed, my pulsing prong wavering in the air near Julie’s face. She looked up and immediately took me into her mouth. “Aaahhhh,” I sighed contentedly, but after less than a minute she returned her attention to Aubrey’s tool. 

She came back to me after a short time, then went back to him, constantly alternating between our cocks while her ass squirmed over Aubrey’s face, her twat teased by his tonguing. For a couple of seconds, she actually tried to fit both of our cocks into her mouth at once, but she couldn’t do it, and resigned herself to holding them next to each other and getting as much tongue and mouth around them as she could. She looked up at me after some minutes of this and said, “Get up here and fuck me.”

I grabbed my glass as I walked around the side of the bed, taking a moment for a quick gulp before climbing onto the bed with those two. Neither had moved out of the 69, and I wasn’t quite sure how to work things, so I just knee-walked up to Julie’s ass, prick in hand, and guided it toward her quivering cunt even as Aubrey ate her. Rubbing the head briefly against her wet slit, I pushed forward with my hips and gave a loud groan of delight, loving as always the sensation of shoving my hard sensitive flesh into her hot tightness, sinking all the way in. I withdrew only slightly and rammed her again, humping with short strokes, continuing to fill her as Aubrey pleased her clit, his tongue occasionally wandering past her pussy and licking my balls. This was a new sensation for me, fucking while having my balls tongued, but I had only a couple of minutes to enjoy it before Julie climbed away, switching her position yet again so that she was on all fours facing me. She gobbled my meat again while Aubrey moved to the foot of the bed, kneeling on its edge and ramming her from behind as I just had. She squealed and grunted wildly, sucking me off with fervor as Aubrey pounded her eager pussy. He grabbed and massaged her ass, even giving a few spanks, while I slid my hands forward past her collarbones and cupped her swaying tits. Maybe I was just not the jealous type, or maybe I had drunk too much vodka, but at that moment I saw Julie’s utter happiness and wanted it to go on forever. I could tell by her sounds and movements that she was feeling complete, hedonistic satisfaction, and it made me totally happy, perhaps happier than I’d ever been. I knew what she wanted and I wanted her to have it, whenever she wanted and for as long as she wanted. Fulfilling her desire was a completely wonderful feeling.

I let her call the shots once again as she rolled onto her back, her face between my legs, sucking my balls while Aubrey banged her missionary style. She lifted her legs, throwing them over his shoulders, and I reached forward to grope her breasts. I shifted myself then, lowering my chest over her face and sucking her nipples. Her pants and gasps were frantic, her whole body alive with tension. Aubrey’s naked flesh banged against her open crotch with wet, slapping sounds. I wriggled backward on the bed, bringing my face to hers and kissing her, her arms up over her head, sweaty bosom heaving, her hands on my shoulders. Her cries were shorter and sharper, her breathing rapid, and I knew she was close to climaxing. She broke away from my kiss, looked up at Aubrey, who was also gasping and huffing more rapidly, and said, “Come inside me. Oh fuck me. Oh yes, oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, come in me, fuck me, do me, give me your cock and your hot sperm and fucking shoot inside me, oh yes, oh, oh…oh…OH OHHH!!!”

Her legs began shuddering and she convulsed with orgasm just before Aubrey shouted, “Oh yeah oh, oh you want it, yeah, I’m in you, I’m gonna come, I’ll shoot inside you… you want it? Oh yeah… oh God… oh fuck I’m gonna come… I’m gonna come in you… Oh OH I’m OH YES I’m FUCK! I’m gonna, OH! I—Oh God OH Fuck OH ahh! Ahg! Ah-ha! Hnngh!”

I watched his hips stop thrusting as he stayed deep inside Julie, coming into my wife’s lovely hot body, filling her depths. I watched her thrusting her hips up and toward him to accept it, to take in even more of this man. And as the frenzy subsided, I followed my first instinct and kissed her again, long and deep.

She took my face in both her hands as I lingered above her. Looking me in the eye, she whispered, “Now you. Please. I want you to fuck me too. I want you right now.”

Aubrey had withdrawn and was now next to Julie, lying on his right side and roaming over her body with his left hand, drawing little circles on her skin, toying with her breasts. Her legs remained spread and up, and as I moved into position I thought about how I always enjoyed that sight. I loved Julie’s naked body in all positions, but especially lying on her back with her legs spread, waiting for me to enter. She smiled at me when I rubbed my dick up and down her wet labia. I smiled back. Then I thrust in, gliding easily along the slick walls of her insides, her body lubed by the hot semen filling her, bubbling with sticky wetness out of her pussy and onto my balls, my thick member pushing it out of her, and into her, pounding wetly, my penetration slippery. Aubrey was kissing her, and I was banging her furiously, stuffing her, my own orgasm coming up on me in no time at all. I sighed with increasing force, the dam bursting in my depths, the tingling beginning, the warmth spreading up the backs of my thighs.

“I’m gonna come,” I whispered, my face close to hers, and to his. “Oh yes, I’m gonna… oh it’s coming… I…”

Julie suddenly grabbed my head, pulling me down to her, then put her lips to my ear and whispered, “You’re fucking both of us.”

And then I came, exploding into her with a force I’d never experienced. Shouting incoherently in the intense ecstasy of it all, collapsing upon her, her hands in my hair, Aubrey rubbing my back, she kissing me on the neck, legs wrapping around me. For some moments, I did not even remember who I was.

 

***

 

I’m not sure when I fell asleep, or when anyone else did, for that matter. I only remember stirring at one point, opening my eyes to find one of the lamps on, seeing a bedside clock that indicated it was 4:10 a.m. Rising with some stiffness in my muscles, seeing Julie asleep in the middle of the bed, Aubrey on the other side of her with an arm draped over her waist, I made my way out of the room and down the hall. Aubrey had said there was a bathroom down here somewhere. The lights were all out and the whole house seemed quiet, but the light from the door to our room was sufficient to get me to the next open door, beyond which I glimpsed a nightlight. I stepped groggily into the bathroom, flipped up the toilet seat and took a much-needed piss. I was tired and muddled, but after I washed my hands and walked back down the hall I remembered that it was OK to be staying here. Devon had told us it was OK. We were fine. I could go back to sleep.

I pulled the door shut behind me, crawled into the bed with Julie and Aubrey as if it were the most natural thing in the world, and clicked off the lamp, sighing contentedly at the comfortable darkness. I pulled up some rumpled covers and rolled into my side, throwing an arm over Julie’s shoulders. My hand landed in Aubrey’s hair, and I ruffled it gently as I drifted back to sleep, feeling happy.

When I next woke up, the room was still dark, but I could hear sounds upstairs and I smelled faint traces of bacon cooking. I clicked on the light, saw that the clock now showed 9:25 a.m., then turned my head to look at Julie. She was still fast asleep. Lifting my head a little more, I looked over her shoulder and noted that Aubrey was gone.

I gave Julie a kiss on the forehead. “Mmm,” she murmured. 

I whispered, “Honey, we should get up.”

She stirred slowly, rolling over slightly, beginning to stretch, and inhaling deeply before opening her eyes. She blinked several times and then looked at me. “Hey,” she smiled.

“Hey,” I smiled back.

“Smells like breakfast.”

“Yes. Maybe there’s some left, if we get up there soon.”

We rolled out of bed and tried to straighten the sheets and blankets a little. I looked around for my clothes before remembering that they were upstairs somewhere, probably in more than one room. We made our way to the bathroom and, after the briefest of searches, found the cabinet in which the toiletries were located, including a large jar full of brand new toothbrushes in unopened packages. “Devon wasn’t kidding,” I said with admiration. We got ourselves cleaned up, and even found a pile of bathrobes among the towels in the linen closet. 

“No, he wasn’t,” Julie agreed. “This place is like a hotel. I can’t believe how much money Devon must make to have a house like this.”

We donned robes—mine white, Julie’s a powder blue—and went up the stairs. The smell of bacon grew as we approached the door at the top of the staircase, and when I opened the door it was overwhelming, making my stomach growl. I also detected a smell of freshly brewed coffee. We made our way to the kitchen, where Devon was moving among several burners on his stove, stirring and scraping and sometimes flipping things in cast-iron pans. Aubrey stood nearby in a black bathrobe, slicing onions on a counter. He looked around and smiled. “Hey, here they are!”

“Here we are,” I said.

Devon glanced over his shoulder. “Morning. Pour yourself some coffee and head out to the dining room. We’ve got everything under control here.”

I poured some coffee for Julie and handed it to her, then got some for myself, and we went out to the dining room, where several other groggy-looking people in robes were seated around the table. One guy was leaning back and looking full, the plate on the table in front of him bearing obvious signs of a finished meal. The others, however, sat with only cups of coffee, as we did. We all did some mutual glancing around and nodded silent greetings, respectful of each other’s tiredness.

I sipped my coffee and thought: This should be surreal. Wasn’t it weird to have done what we all did the previous night and to now just be sitting here, about to eat breakfast together?

But it wasn’t. In truth, it was damn pleasant. Last night was last night; now we were just newly awakened guests at a sleepover. As Aubrey brought out a stack of warmed plates, telling us that food would be coming out in a minute, I thought of what Jack had said about him, of his dim view of everyone present. That view seemed so alien at that moment, so utterly opposed to my reality, that I could not make sense of it. These were some of the nicest people I’d met in a very long time, and I wanted to keep hanging out with them. At the end of a brief period in which I’d been unexpectedly introduced to people and a world that I never would have guessed would be part of my life, a period in which my life seemed to have reached new heights of the strange and fantastic, this breakfast somehow tied it all back in and wove everything into the normalcy of my existence. This simple sharing of company and hospitality brought all of the strange new things to a human level, helping me to realize that all of these people were real and sincere.

It’s funny how your friends can change at different periods of your life. Since our second time at Devon’s, Jack has fallen out of touch. Someone with whom we once spent regular time has begun to fade quietly into the past—not after any real break or for any specific reason, but because our life journeys have taken different turns. But Julie and I have also gained new friends—different friends. Our lives with them and perhaps with one of them in particular, are just beginning.


Traveling on Business

 

It was Friday night, and I’d just wrapped up four days of almost nonstop meetings with our customers in Miami. I was the youngest person that the New York office ever sent down here (28), and I was certainly the only woman they ever sent. I suspect it’s because I’m petite and blond; my company knows as much as anyone else that sex appeal will always help seal a deal. The Miami clients were notoriously difficult, and we needed every extra edge we could get. I played the part happily. Why not? I thought of myself as good looking, and I always enjoy attention. I earned some good bonuses for these trips too—and I don’t just mean the money. I’ve been single all my life, and on many of these trips I enjoyed brief trysts with some gorgeous guys (single and otherwise) who were in town, like me, for only a short time, on business. There’s something about anonymous one-time encounters that seems to unleash the wild passion that a lot of people keep bottled inside most of the time.

And that’s just what I was hoping for tonight. It had been a hard four days, and it was my last night in town. My last encounter in the bedroom had been almost five weeks before (some lawyer I’d picked up at an overpriced bar), and I definitely had the itch. Returning to my suite after a goodbye luncheon with our customers, I’d napped, showered, called the office again, and prepared for what I hoped would be a good night. I packed away my business outfits and got into a low-cut red blouse and one of my shorter black skirts, switching to darker stockings and higher heels. I pulled my shoulder-length hair back so as to show off some gold earrings I’d been dying to wear, and put on a long necklace with a small pendant that fell near the top of my cleavage. Some dabs of perfume on my neck, wrists, and chest and a bright new coat of lipstick, and I was ready to go.

I figured I’d start with the hotel bar. If nothing worked out, I could always go to the corner of the next block, which was a fancy seafood place. It was Miami; there were plenty of options.

I took the elevator down and walked through the large lobby with its leather chairs and potted palms. My heels echoed on the tiled floor until they reached the carpet of the three steps leading to the bar. Stepping into the quieter and darker room, my first glance around was disappointing. There was almost no one there. An elderly couple sat at one end of the bar, and a lone man of about sixty sat near the other end. There were three middle-aged guys at a nearby table, and they certainly checked me out when I entered, but they were all overweight and gave me the impression that they’d all had more than a few drinks already. The bland music seemed louder than it really was, because it was doubtlessly intended for bigger crowds. Oh well. I’d stick around for at least one drink. You never know. Something interesting could happen.

I slid onto a stool near the middle of the bar, trying to put myself midway between the old man and the even older couple. The hotel bartender, who’d been wiping some wine glasses and putting them into an overhead rack, approached me and said, “Wow, you sure look different than before.” I’d come in after my first day of meetings, still in my work clothes, to have a quick nightcap before going to sleep.

“For the better, I hope.”

“Of course.” He smiled. He was skinny, had a mustache, and wasn’t really my type. Still, I thought, if I strike out everywhere else...

“What’ll you have?” he asked amiably.

“Vodka martini, up, olives.”

“You got it.”

I watched as he set down a glass on a square napkin, got vermouth and a shaker and a bottle of Ketel One, and prepared the drink with rapid precision. He finished by stabbing three large green olives with a small plastic sword and placing this in the glass. The first long sip was cool and wonderful. I picked up the little sword and bit the first olive off the end, chewing it slowly.

I smelled her perfume before I saw her sit down next to me. It was something expensive, I could tell that much, and the scent was sophisticated and made me think of city nights and movie stars. And then she was there, on the stool to my left. My first impression was one of awe: she was startlingly beautiful. She looked about my age; her skin was fair and unbelievably smooth, her lips full and luscious beneath a bright red gloss. Waves of luxuriant black hair cascaded down her shoulders, some of it curling around her lovely neck, strands spilling over her collarbone and pointing at the swell of her breasts. She wore a form-fitting black shirt with a low scoop in front; it appeared to be made of velvet. A knee-length black skirt with a slit up the side completed the dark, almost goth-looking outfit, and her dark nylons disappeared into black patent leather pumps.

I realized that I must have been staring, because she was looking right at me and finally smiled. “You OK?” she asked me, and her voice was low and velvety. The smile was disarming.

“Fine,” I said quickly. “I was just—I was checking out your outfit. Very nice.” I took a large gulp of my drink.

“Thanks,” she said, and then, “Glenlivet, neat,” in response to a glance from the bartender. She turned and looked at me as she waited for her drink, leaning forward with her elbows on the bar. I was looking at the bartender as he retrieved a glass, because I felt self-conscious about having gawked at this woman. As the man opened the bottle and poured, she said, “I like what you’re wearing, too.”

Probably she was trying to put me at ease. I turned to look at her again. “Thanks.” I felt oddly at a loss for words.

“Here on business?” she asked. The barman set the short, heavy, square-shaped glass of Scotch before her, and she raised it to her nose, closing her eyes and inhaling deeply before taking a sip.

“How can you tell?” I smiled.

“Just a guess. How long?”

“Leaving early tomorrow morning.”

“Not too early, I hope?” she asked, taking another sip.

I felt a tingle and looked at her. “Pretty early.”

“I just mean,” she continued, “that morning flights are a pain. I usually turn in early the night before. But you look like you’re ready for a long night on the town. I’m impressed.”

“I can sleep on the plane. After all the hard work I’ve done, I just want one night of pure, irresponsible fun.”

“That’s wonderful,” she said, and gave another one of those striking smiles. She shifted on her stool, turning a little in my direction. The three drunk guys had become quieter since she’d entered, and I knew that they must be talking about her. If any worthwhile guys did end up coming in here, I wouldn’t have a chance. I couldn’t compete with beauty like that.

“How about you?” I asked.

“Like you, in town on business. Leaving Wednesday. I’ve got more work ahead of me, but not until Monday. I’ve decided to give myself the weekend. A girl needs to relax.”

“Definitely.” I finished my martini and nodded to the barman, who began preparing another.

“Vodka or gin?” she asked me.

“Vodka.”

“I believe I’ll have one of those too,” she said, and drained her glass with one gulp.

As we waited for the drinks, I observed, “Those three guys are probably talking about you.”

“Probably talking about both of us,” she replied as our drinks appeared in front of us. She toyed with the little olive-laden sword in her martini. “They might actually be drunk enough to think they have a chance. Poor bastards.”

I smiled, sipping my drink. “Right now, I’m worried about my own chances. This place isn’t exactly hopping. I don’t feel too hopeful about the likelihood of any cute guys wandering in any time soon.”

She eyed me appraisingly, lifting the olives from her glass. “Well, luckily for me, it’s not a guy that I’m waiting for.” She sucked on an olive without biting it off the little sword, then plopped it back into her drink, swirling it around. Her legs were swaying slightly, knees opening and closing just a little.

“Oh.” I looked at her, a delicious tingling creeping up my back. I realized how much I enjoyed the way she looked at me. I was feeling something new and strange. I wanted to say more, but that “Oh” seemed to be all I could manage. I sipped my drink, feeling awkward, not sure how to handle this.

Beside me, I felt her stiffen somewhat. She turned away from me and looked into her drink. “But you are, aren’t you?” she asked. “Waiting for a guy, I mean.”

“Well... I was...”

She took a gulp of martini and sighed. “Oh well. Maybe I should try another place.” She opened her small handbag as if getting ready to pay for her drinks.

“Wait.” I placed a hand on her forearm. I was somewhat surprised by my own courage; I had simply reacted without thinking. She looked at me inquiringly, and it took a couple of seconds for me to come up with something else to say. “Please,” I said finally. “Don’t go yet.”

She put her bag on the bar and looked into my eyes. A warm rush of arousal coursed through me. My hand was still on the soft skin just above her wrist, and now she covered it with her free hand. “All right,” she said. “I’ll stay for a bit.” She stroked my hand and the blood pounded in me. “I think I understand. You’ve never done this before, maybe never even considered it.”

I had no words, so I just nodded.

“But you’re interested?” She now took my hand in both of hers and caressed it, her fingertips sliding up my wrist. Again, I nodded.

The she asked, “Are you sure you’d like to find out?”

In answer, I picked the little sword out of her drink with my free hand. I sucked on the same olive that she’d sucked on, then pulled it off the sword with my lips and chewed slowly, looking into her eyes. Her gaze was so intense and unwavering that I immediately felt the urge to look away, but I didn’t. I think the drinks helped; the first martini had risen to fill me with warmth by this time, and it kept my nerves slightly steadier than they would otherwise be. Still, my heart was beating quickly. There was the usual rush I felt whenever I was being actively lusted after, but there was also a new flood of excitement as I let myself look upon a woman for the first time with sexual interest. I let my eyes wander over the delicate features of her face, take in the lovely curves of her breasts, the smooth skin of her hands as they caressed me. I looked at her legs and let myself think about putting my hand on her thigh, sliding it up into her skirt... but I wouldn’t do it just yet. Not here. My reverie could only go so far in the awkward atmosphere of this bar.

But she was bolder. She leaned forward a little and moved one of her hands to my left leg, rubbing it slightly. “I think that we should have our next drinks in my room,” she said in a low voice. Then she added, “Not that we have to drink anything,” and she gave me a wink and a mischievous smile. She leaned in a little closer, the smell of her perfume filling the atmosphere, the heat from her body radiating into mine, and I knew that in a moment I would have to kiss her. I stopped myself, though. Was I having second thoughts? Did I really not want to play this out; was it just an idea to toy with briefly but on which I could never follow through?

I could sense her wondering the same thing. She sought my eyes, but I looked down and fumbled with my purse, my hands shaking slightly. “I’ll get this,” I said in a weak voice, and she took her hands off me and leaned back. She thinks I’m playing her. But I wasn’t. I just knew that once I kissed her, I would not be satisfied with a brief touch. Once I started, I would have to throw my arms around her and keep going until I knew more, much more...

“Look,” she said as I found a few twenties to leave on the bar, “I don’t want to talk you into anything here. Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything.” A matter-of-fact tone had crept into her words, and it dissipated the delicious magnetic tension that had held us both only moments before. She was giving me a way out.

But I didn’t want one.

“Which floor are you on?” I asked, pulling my purse strap onto my shoulder and rising. She eyed me for a moment, somewhat warily, I thought. I think she was trying to decide whether she’d made a mistake, whether I was going to be more trouble than I was worth, waffling with indecision, perfectly willing when slightly tipsy but changing my mind once things really got going. I sensed that this must have happened to her before.

“Seventeen,” she said finally, then rose to stand beside me. A moment’s hesitation, then, “Shall we?” She half turned toward the doorway to the lobby, looking back to make sure I would follow.

“Yes,” I smiled, and began to walk behind her. We both glanced in the direction of the three drunk men, who had fallen silent and were eyeing us both hungrily, almost drooling.

“Wait,” I said, and she stopped, stiffening. She turned to face me, a look of irritation beginning to harden her features, but suddenly I surprised her—and maybe myself—by stepping up to her and kissing her firmly on the mouth. I kept kissing, too, sliding my tongue between her lips and putting my hands on her shoulders, tingling with lustful excitement. Her arms wrapped around my waist and pulled me even closer, beginning to caress the top of my ass as we stood there in the entranceway of the bar, making out like high school kids.

When we finally broke the kiss, we looked into each other’s eyes for several long moments. I think it was then that I realized I really did want her, that I thought she was beautiful and craved to see more of her body, to feel her breath on my naked skin, to be lost in the smell of her hair... This was more than just libidinous curiosity. There was something special about this woman.

She smiled then, took my hand in hers, and led me out. I caught one last glance of the three guys, staring wild-eyed at us, crazed with drunken lust. I guessed they’d sell their souls to be able to follow us upstairs. Ignoring them, I followed my gorgeous companion into the lobby and to the elevators.

We held hands as we waited patiently for some elevator doors to open. Neither of us spoke, and we did not look at each other. We finally heard a gentle “ding” that echoed across the tiled floor, and when a set of doors parted before us, we pushed forward into the quiet enclosure of the carpeted elevator car. We remained quiet as the doors slid shut behind us.

And then we were on each other. As soon as the doors closed, before the elevator even started moving, my arms were around her and hers were around me, our lips fused together, tongues twisting around each other, breath coming in deep gasps. I caressed her back eagerly before sliding my hands down to her ass and giving a firm squeeze. She sighed as she placed a hand on my ribs and moved it gently up to the side of my breast. I took hold of her wrist and she let go; I think she imagined I wanted her to stop. Instead, I placed her hand firmly on my breast and pressed it there. I couldn’t believe how horny I was.

She pulled back from our kiss, then began kissing the right side of my neck, my throat, the top of my chest. I reached down to undo the top button of my blouse, then fumbled with the next button before finally yanking the fabric and ripping the button off in my haste to uncover more of myself. She spread the blouse wide and kissed the top of my breasts, and I closed my eyes in delight, stroking her hair, whispering, “Yes...” Unfastening the remaining two buttons, she knelt slowly to kiss her way down my exposed belly, hands all over my hips and waist. I looked at the numbers over the elevator doors; we were only at the fifth floor. It was all happening so fast.

“Please,” I said. “I want you so bad. Please take me. Show me. I’m yours...”

In response, her left hand moved up to my right breast, fondling it slowly while she licked my lower abdomen. Suddenly, her fingers found their way into the top of my bra cup and pulled down hard. I heard a quick tearing sound as my breast tumbled out of the torn bra. She smiled at my gasp of surprise and delight, and I reached down to run my fingers through her hair, wanting her between my legs. Instead, though, she rose, gazing upon my naked breast as she fondled it, and then kissed it all over. My sighs were uncontrollable as she covered me with soft kisses; I wanted to melt into her arms and give myself over completely. Looking above the doors again, I saw that we were at the ninth floor.

Then I gasped, as I felt her hand on my aching wetness, pressing under my skirt, through the fabric of my panties. I moved my hips forward and moaned while she rubbed my pussy. The lovely smell of her hair was strong as she sucked my nipple. Then she slid slowly down to her knees, one hand still rubbing and the other gently lifting the front of my skirt. My eyes were closed and I was lost in delight.

Then I heard a crisp ding! and felt the elevator stop.

I looked over the door, and was alarmed to see that it was only the eleventh floor. I reached quickly to pull my blouse back on, but couldn’t quite find the right side. Panicked, I tried to shrug the fabric up as my companion pulled her hand out from under my skirt just as the doors slid open. She was still kneeling in front of me, though, and turned around to look through the door.

A middle-aged man in a blue business suit, clean shaven and with short gray hair, stood ready to step in. He had just started to move forward when he stopped, eyes widening. My right breast was still hanging out, and with my friend on her knees in front of me, it was hardly worth trying to cover anything up. He opened his mouth as if to say something, seemed to reconsider, then came out with, “Ummm...”

There was another ding! and the doors moved together. “Get the next one!” I yelled just before they closed on the immobile stranger. My companion threw her head back and laughed. I don’t know if I’d ever heard a more beautiful laugh.

Perhaps deciding that it would be better to be somewhat more discreet, she stood up. She still faced me, however, and leaned in close, pressing herself against me. I was acutely aware of all the fabric that separated my skin from hers. I longed to share nakedness with her. Until we reached Floor 17, though, I had to be content with the heat of her nearness, and the wonderful taste of her tongue.

It seemed a painfully long time before we were finally released onto her floor. The short walk down a hallway and around one corner felt like a waste of precious minutes. I was bursting with eagerness as she looked in her purse for her key card, produced it, slid it into the lock, and waited for a green light and a click. Then she turned the knob, pulled me in after her, and slammed me against a wall as the door shut behind us.

“Oh!” I cried, surprised at her roughness. But when she roughly tore open the front of my bra and yanked it away, my next “Oh!” was a little lower. She grabbed my arms and held them against the wall, and her mouth was all over my naked breasts, licking and sucking from one side to the other.

“Ooooo...” I sighed. “Oh yes. Yesss...”

She lifted her head and stifled my moans with a fierce and penetrating kiss, invading my mouth with her wild tongue, probing and tasting. I opened myself completely to her, going limp in her arms, thrusting my chest forward as she kissed me, wanting to be ravished.

She broke the kiss and looked into my eyes. Her gaze was fierce and lustful. She let go of one of my arms and moved her hand to my left breast, first fondling it softly and then giving a hard squeeze that made me shut my eyes and shudder with delight. “Oh yes...” I whispered. “Take me....”

She knelt then, and pulled me down to the floor with her. I let her roll me on my back and was pleased to see her kneeling between my bent knees, rolling my skirt up. I felt her fingertips at my waist for a moment before my panties were yanked down, and I brought my feet closer together to help her slide them off. Then there were soft kisses on the insides of my thighs, her lovely mouth making its way closer... closer...

“Ahhhh...” Her tongue was there now, sliding up and down, opening my lips, pushing its wet way in and dancing in little circles. “Ohhh... oh Godddd...” I hissed, bucking and twisting my hips, overcome with pleasure. I had often heard it said that women were better at this than men, that you had to know what it felt like in order to do it properly. I guess it’s true.

After just a minute or two, I was already on the verge of orgasm, but she stopped and kissed her way up my belly, between my breasts, and fastened her mouth on mine once again. I could taste myself on her lips and tongue—the first hint I’d ever had of this taste. I swirled my tongue around inside her mouth, making clear my desire for more. She placed a hand between my legs, which parted automatically at her touch, and she thrust her fingers into me.

“Mmmhhh!” I gasped inside our kiss. “Mmm-hmmm! Mmm!!” She fingered me more roughly once she saw that I liked it, and then she withdrew her hand. Pulling back from our kiss, she brought her fingers to my lips, and I lifted my head to suck them, murmuring appreciatively as I licked and sucked more of my sweetness.

“You love it, don’t you?” she whispered.

“Mm-hm,” I replied, sucking her fingers as far into my mouth as I could.

She pulled her hand back and got to her feet. “Get out of those clothes,” she said, pulling her shirt up over her head and giving me my first glimpse of her luscious bosom in its lacy black bra. I hastily removed everything and tossed it aside, and she stepped out of her skirt and walked into the main part of her room. Once I was completely naked, I got up to follow her toward her bed. She turned, though, a lovely vision, a statuesque goddess in black underwear, and pointed to the floor.

“Hand and knees,” she told me.

I hesitated, at first not understanding.

“Do it,” she said, and there was a slight chill in her voice. I got it then. I lowered myself to all fours and looked up at her. She smiled appreciatively, then walked the rest of the way to her bed and sat on its edge. “Now come here.”

I began crawling toward her, slowly, trying to move in a sultry way and show off my body to her. I had done some light domination before, but even though I was always the dominant one and it was always with men, I understood the game. When I reached the bed, I knelt and took one of her feet in both hands. I looked up into her eyes, raising her foot and kissing it gently, from toes to ankle, caressing it as I kissed her shins, her knees. I could not tell if I felt a greater thrill from being slightly submissive for the first time or from kissing a woman’s body for the first time.

When I got to her knees, I started to kiss the tops of her thighs, but she pushed me back. Sliding off the edge of the bed, she turned around and bent over, offering me a view of the backs of her lovely legs, of her wonderful ass. Still on all fours, I bent down to kiss her calves, then kissed my way up slowly, alternating between legs, adding a few short licks between kisses. I straightened my torso but remained on my knees as I reached her ass, covering it with kisses, putting my hands on her firm flesh and squeezing. I could hear her panting as my kisses grew more firm. Taking a chance, I reached up and slid my fingers into the waistband of her panties, and tried slowly tugging downward. Her breathing grew harder, so I pulled them farther down, kissing every inch of skin as it was revealed. Finally, I had them all the way down past her lovely cheeks, and she thrust her ass out further, my cue to keep kissing and fondling. Her scent was strong, and I quivered with anticipation as I glimpsed the dark hairs of her bush. I spread her cheeks a little and she bent over as far as she could with her upper body pressed into the bed. Angling my head a little, I gave my first tentative lick between her legs.

I seemed to get nothing but hair at first, but after another two probes with my tongue her scent grew heavier, and I suddenly saw pink flesh among the dark hairs. I angled my head even further and leaned forward more, and this time I licked lovely wet skin. A loud moan escaped her at the first touch of my tongue. I gave a few more licks, then slid a hand down there to stroke her swollen lips. Her hips wriggled slightly in response, and then she turned around and sat back down on the bed.

“Get these panties off me,” she whispered.

I reached up to comply, but she said, “No hands.”

Smiling, I leaned forward between her slightly spread legs and bit the fabric of her panties, stretched between her thighs just below her waist. I put my hands behind my back as I slowly pulled down and back, dragging the panties off her legs, down her shins, having to wriggle my head a little to get the fabric past her feet. Then I knelt there before her, hands still behind my back and her panties in my teeth, like a good pet awaiting her next command.

“Now drop those and eat me,” she said simply, spreading her legs and sliding her butt forward to the edge of the bed. I had thought that it would be more of a drawn-out affair, but it seemed that she wanted to get down to business.

I crawled forward again, moving my hands under her thighs as I leaned in, getting my first close-up glimpse of a pussy. I bent forward to kiss it, gently at first, letting my tongue poke out here and there. I slid her legs slightly farther up and apart and pressed my tongue against her, flattening it on her lips before angling it up inside her. She shuddered and gasped, placing a hand on my head. I licked more rapidly, and her hips bucked against my face, but I slowed back down and left her panting for more. Both her hands were on my head now, fingers running through my hair while I nibbled and lapped, drinking in the wonderful smell and taste, excited to think that for the first time ever I was eating a woman’s pussy. The awareness made me more excited, and I stuck my tongue into her as far as it would go. Her moans became more like short little screams, and she clutched my head firmly, pulling my face into her. I tongue-fucked her as hard and fast as I could, and she gave a great shout and stiffened, her pussy pulsing against my mouth, quivering and oozing all over my face.

Recovering her breath, she eased my face away from her sex and bent down to give me a long, deep kiss. I stood up and threw my arms over her shoulders, feeling along her bra strap as we made out. It was the only thing she wore, and I wanted to take it off. I found the clasp and undid it, and she helped me by shrugging out of it as I pulled it away. Her lovely large breasts spilled out at last, and she leaned back on her elbows, allowing me to take in the sight. Falling onto the bed on top of her, I touched them for the first time, groping the softness, kissing the smooth pale skin, licking a stiffened nipple. She allowed me a minute or two of this, then rolled over onto me, kissing me again, caressing my hip, my side. Her bountiful hair spilled over my head as she kissed me, and I loved the sensation of being lost in it, lost in her.

Drawing back, she searched my eyes. “I want to tie you up,” she told me. “Can I?”

I thought for a moment. If this were a man, there’s no way I’d say yes, less than an hour after the first hello. I knew it wasn’t smart, but somehow I felt safe with her. I nodded.

“Great,” she smiled, moving toward one of the bedside tables. She had to crawl over me where I lay, and I kissed her belly as she hovered over me, put my hands on her ass as I heard her opening a drawer and fumbling around. When she wriggled back down to look at me again, she held a length of thin white rope.

“Give me your hands,” she instructed in a soft voice. I held my hands out to her, and she wrapped the rope around each wrist a few times, then around both wrists. I trembled with excitement as she tied a knot (which wasn’t as tight as I thought it would be) and gently pulled my arms up over my head. Her breasts hung on either side of my face as she reached up to tie my hands to one of the short poles in the headboard. Soon she slithered back down, her hot naked flesh caressing mine, and my hands were tied to the head of the bed.

“I’m yours,” I whispered to her. “Do what you want to me.” I hadn’t ever said that before to anyone, and was surprised at the fact that I really meant it.

“Oooo, you’re a bad girl, aren’t you?” she asked with a sly smile. Her head slid down to my chest, long heavy hair trailing down my arms and face. “Look at these lovely tits,” she whispered, gripping them, kissing them, sucking my right nipple. She bit down then, and I sucked in a sharp breath, wincing.

“Was that too hard?”

“No,” I whispered to her. “Just surprising. Do it again.”

She did, and it did hurt, but it made me wet and my hips squirmed against her hot belly. “You like a little pain?” she asked, taking my other nipple between her thumb and forefinger, squeezing slowly. I nodded, and she kept squeezing, pinching my nipple until I whimpered. She let go then, caressing the area around the nipple softly, soothing it with light kisses.

“You’ve never done this before?”

I shook my head. “Tonight is first for a lot of things.”

She smiled and kissed her way back down my belly, back down between my legs, sliding off the bed and kneeling there at its foot. Then her wickedly talented tongue was on me again. “Ohhhhh....” I couldn’t help moaning, hoping it wasn’t too loud for any neighboring guests. “OhhhOOOHHHH!!!” Her hands were still groping my breasts as she ate me, and I thrust my chest forward into them. I wanted her to pinch my nipples again, but somehow couldn’t bring myself to say it. Luckily for me, she tried it out on her own, pinching them both lightly to see how I’d react. I angled my hips more, trying to shove myself into her face, and hissed “Yes... oh yes.... do it!” She got the idea and pinched harder, and the pain was delicious as her tongue twirled inside me. “Oh yes... oh yes! Oh...” I gasped, my orgasm rising quickly.

Then she pinched incredibly hard and gave a strong tug on my nipples, and I yelled in pain just as the wave broke, a mighty climax exploding within me, my pussy pounding with pleasure around this woman’s tongue. I cried out helplessly in my delight, not caring any longer about the noise, wrapping my legs around her shoulders and trying to catch my breath.

“Oh my... oh... oh that was... oh...” I gulped for air and tried to calm down. It had been an intense orgasm—yet somehow, I was left with a lingering desire. I felt strangely as though I were working toward an orgasm, rather than just having had one. I licked my lips.

She clambered back onto the bed and lightly caressed my breasts, avoiding my nipples. “Are you OK?” she asked, looking at them.

“Mm-hm.”

“How about your hands? Need me to untie you?”

I shook my head. “Maybe you should tie me up even more,” I said in a shaky voice, feeling the heat and pressure building once again between my legs.

“You really are bad,” she smiled, then got off the bed and walked toward the closet. She pulled a duffel bag onto the floor, unzipped it, and peered inside. She withdrew some more coils of thin white rope and walked back to the foot of the bed with them. I let her pick up my left foot and start looping a rope around my ankle. Then she lifted my leg, moving it up and back, walking around the side of the bed as she did so. I felt my thigh stretching; I wasn’t as flexible as I’d been a few years ago. She stopped before the stretch became painful, though, and I heard her securing the rope to the head of the bed. She repeated this with the other leg, and I trembled with excitement the whole time, getting wetter as she secured me with both legs lifted in the air, feet tied to the headboard along with my hands, my naked pussy totally exposed for her pleasure.

“How’s that?” she asked after the two minutes or so it took her to finish. “Can you flex your knees? Not too tight?” I bent each knee a little, wiggling my calves. I was securely bound, but still had some room to maneuver. 

“I love it,” I told her in a husky whisper. It was true. “You can do more if you want.”

She smiled and arched an eyebrow. “Well, bad girl,” she said, walking to her duffel bag for more rope. “I think I will.” She brought out more rope, this time tying it just above each knee and securing the other ends to the bed frame, spreading my legs wider. I felt like a total slut in that position and I thoroughly loved it. Some of it was about being submissive and tied up, but most of it was her. I wanted to be hers.

“Now,” she said, sliding the duffel bag closer to the bed and rummaging within, “you’re trussed up perfectly, and I can do what I like with this lovely pussy of yours.”

“Yes... do anything....”

“Oh, I will,” she replied, and I heard a soft buzzing sound. Looking down between my legs, I saw her holding one of those white vibrators with a round bulbous end. She lowered it and touched me lightly, and I let my head fall back, moaning. She pressed slightly harder, moving it up and down my slit, working the end slightly inside. It felt like I would come again in a few more seconds, and that it would be too much for me somehow. I wanted it and was afraid at the same time. I squirmed, legs twitching, hips trying automatically to get out of the way, but I was tied in place, and what little movement my hips could make didn’t matter, as she simply followed me with that delightful and terrible toy of hers. 

“Ohhhhhh, Noooooo....” I whined. “Oh God, it’s too much! Oh please oooohhhhhhh....” I could not escape, and knew I was going to explode—

The she abruptly took the vibrator away, leaving me on the edge and on fire. “Oh, FUCK!” I shouted in pure frustration, bucking my hips. “Damn it! Oh, please, give it to me...”

“Oh, I’ll give it to you, all right!” she said, playing at a stern tone but unable to conceal her excitement. “But first, we’ll have to do something about all that noise! It’s obvious you have to learn more discipline.”

She reached down again, and in a moment walked around the edge of the bed. She held some kind of red rubber ball with black straps attached to it, and as she moved it toward my face I knew what it was. She paused, holding it inches from my mouth.

“Open wide,” she instructed. Again, for a fleeting moment I thought of how dangerous this could be, how I should never do this with a stranger, how I would not even be able to shout for help if she turned out to be some crazy killer...

But those thoughts felt wrong. She had been safe and sane the whole time. Anyway, if she really was some psycho, she could’ve just shoved the gag into my mouth instead of waiting for me to obey. I opened my mouth and looked into her eyes, passively waiting for her to put the gag in place.

She did this, lifting my head to wrap the straps around, and I got used to the feel of the ball in my mouth. Moving my lips and tongue against it turned me on, I discovered. I tried making a small sound, and hearing the sound of myself gagged turned me on even more. “You like that?” she asked, sliding the last strap into a buckle and pulling it snugly around my head. 

“Mmmmmmnnnghhh...” I moaned, my breathing heavy.

She stood up, looked at me for a moment with utter delight in her eyes, then walked back to the foot of the bed. Bending down, she picked up a very small whip, its many tails less than a foot long. She held it against my right thigh and slowly slid it up toward my knee, letting me feel its surface, its weight. It was much lighter than I thought it would be. It felt almost as though the tails could be made out of heavy cotton.

With a small, deft motion of her hand, she flipped the whip and struck me lightly on the underside of my thigh. She did it again, slightly harder, then lightly whipped my other leg. She didn’t put any real force behind these blows; it was more like calling my attention to whatever part of my body she wished me to focus on.

After lightly whipping my exposed thighs, she struck harder, several times in quick succession. It was enough to make a slapping sound, but it stung only a little, as the material of the whip was so light. She glanced at me, I think to gauge my reaction.

Unable to say much with the ball gag in my mouth, I nodded, trying to get across that I wanted more. She raised her arm then and used the whip in a sideways motion, thrashing my thighs fast and hard. I felt the sting building up, but it was still not overly painful. Pausing for a moment, she lifted the whip high and brought it down between my legs so that it slapped across my belly, the tips falling between my breasts. I sighed with pleasure and closed my eyes; the whip was awakening my body, warming me up, getting my blood (and other juices) flowing.

She had avoided one area so far, but finally she slowed down and let the whip fall lightly on my pussy. I was terribly horny, and just that light touch made me quiver. “Nnngghghmmm...” I moaned, as she let the whip fall again, then again. I wriggled my hips, doing my best to thrust them forward; it was difficult while tied in this awkward position. I wanted it, and I wanted it hard. “Mhhh! Mggh!” I panted as she whipped me harder between the legs, the blows inflaming my already swollen lips even more.

She stopped for a moment, a serious look on her face. “Too hard?” She had misinterpreted my sounds.

Frustrated, I shook my head vigorously and mumbled “Mnh-nh! MNH-NH!” I was oozing and so near to coming. Fuck! Why did she have to stop? I bucked my hips as best I could, giving her a pleading look.

Smiling, she licked her lips and went back to flogging my pussy. Despite the lightness of the small whip, here it actually did hurt—but I loved it. My pussy was on fire with pain and delight. She whipped faster. I tried to spread my legs more, panting through my nose in desperation, drooling around the gag as I moaned incoherently. The whip was intoxicating. It fell. I thrust. I felt it coming...

And at its next stroke I exploded, screaming behind the gag as orgasm rocked my body. She stopped whipping, allowing me to savor the bliss. It was several minutes before my body relaxed completely back into the bed and my breathing returned to normal. I lay there wondering at my situation. Had I really just come from being whipped? I wouldn’t have ever guessed that would do it for me. But it had been so intense—and even just a short time after having already come...

My reverie was broken by the sounds of her rummaging in the duffel bag again. This time she came up with a large dildo, slightly curved and stippled all over with tiny bumps and knobs. Was she going to--? No, it was too soon. I was exhausted. I’d barely caught my breath, and my whole lower body was still tingling and pleasantly sore from coming twice.

But she adjusted the dildo in her hand and brought it between my legs. “Nhgh!” I said. “Ngh-Nh.” I shook my head.

She gave me an evil smile. “Oh yes, my lovely. You’re not finished coming yet.” Then she slowly pushed the dildo into me.

My head shot back at the exquisitely agonizing delight. I loved it, but it was too much. I sobbed within the gag as inch after inch was shoved into my tender, aching depths. She twisted and wriggled it, too, as she worked it deeper inside me. It was huge, stretching me as it went in, all those little nubs jolting my over stimulated flesh. “!!!!” I tried to cry out as it filled me completely. She didn’t stop until she could go no further; at that point, she simply kept it inside me for a few moments. The she slowly twisted it, and I writhed in my bonds, unable to take it. I was panting and straining, near madness as she pulled it out just as slowly, then shoved it in again. I thought I would lose my mind.

I opened my eyes as I heard a new, different buzzing sound. She had the bottom end of the dildo in her left hand, still fucking me at a gentle pace, and in her right hand she now held what looked like a slightly bent electric toothbrush. It hummed as she lowered its end just to one side of my clitoris. My whole body spasmed at its touch. She took it away only for a moment, then brought it back and kept it against me, rubbing lightly all over my clit while plunging and twisting the huge dildo deep inside me. After just a few seconds of this, I gave a wordless sob as the third orgasm in a row rocked my being.

She tossed aside the new vibrator and pulled the dildo out slowly. Lost in a powerful dream-like state of intoxicating bliss, I barely noticed as she began untying various ropes, gradually easing my legs back onto the bed, finally untying my wrists and kissing the slightly sore spots where the rope had been. Fully untied at last, I remained motionless, mesmerized by the intensity of the sexual delight this strange woman had brought me.

She crawled back onto the bed on her hands and knees, climbing over me and looking into my face, that lovely long hair of hers lightly brushing my skin. “How are you feeling?” she whispered.

“Wonderful...” I managed to utter, then threw my arms around her back and pulled her to me. We fell into a deep kiss, our bodies hot against each other, the smell of her so wonderful. I caressed her incredibly soft skin and she sighed. I didn’t ever want to let her go.

“Victoria,” she said.

“What?”

“That’s my name. Victoria.”

I smiled. “Janet,” I told her, and kissed her again.

She rolled to my left, onto her side, and we spent some quiet minutes softly touching each other. Finally, she asked, “Is it OK that I kept going when you were trying to tell me no? I mean, that’s sometimes OK and sometimes not. I wanted to push you a little bit, but if that made you mad I’ll understand.”

I thought for a moment. “I was mad at first when I saw you were going ahead... but once you started, I was... I don’t know. Not mad, but tormented by how sensitive I was after coming twice. Of course, it was also glorious, and I came harder than I have in years. I never would’ve gotten there on my own, so in that way, I’m glad you pushed me.”

She kissed my forehead. “Good. I was worried. I don’t usually push the limits of first-timers. But somehow I could tell you’re special. You have this incredible libido, a kind of magical energy that just radiates out of you. I just knew you could come again.”

“It’s strange,” I said. “I do have a decent libido and love a lot of good healthy sex, but it’s not usually... so intense. Or continuous. Or something. I don’t know, there’s something weird about being with you...”

“Weird?”

“Not in a bad way,” I quickly added. “I just mean that I’ve come three times in a very short span tonight, and each has been great, but also... it somehow feels like I’m still horny. Usually I come and then just get relaxed and my lust dies down. But tonight... dammit, it’s strange, but even though I could barely take that last one, I’m still horny!”

“Are you?” she said in a low tone, arching an eyebrow. I nodded, my throat suddenly dry again, my heart pounding faster. How can this woman keep getting me so hot? I wondered. She sat up slightly and ran a hand down my body. I whimpered at her touch.

She rolled me over gently onto my back, bent over my torso, and started kissing my breasts. God, I loved the way she did that! The way her hair spilled across my ribs and back... She kissed her way down, shifting her body on the bed as she did, until she was kissing my feet and her own feet were near my head.

I reached to my left to rub her calves, and she lifted her right leg and brought it down on my other side, straddling me. As she kissed her way back up my thighs, she pushed her butt back toward my face, and once again I faced the wonderful sight and smell of her swollen labia. I grabbed her ass and pulled her closer, thrusting my tongue forward and tasting her sweetness, my own legs parting for her. I licked her slowly and gently until I felt the first darts of her wet tongue against my clit; then I fastened my whole mouth upon her and ate wildly, the fierce lust within me awakened once again as she tongued my tender pussy. It only took a minute or so of this 69 to bring me to my fourth quivering climax, and I removed my mouth from her wet sex only as long as it took me to gasp in delight. Then I returned my attention to her, pulling her lips apart with my fingertips and licking slow circles on the bright pink flesh inside.

“Ooohhh! Ooo... ooo yeah,” she shouted, having lifted her head from between my legs. “OH yes! OHHH!!!” I licked and nibbled and slurped and tongue-fucked her, giddy at being able to try all of these. Her hips gyrated above me, and I pushed a finger into her. She gave a deep sigh, so I used a second and then a third finger, sliding in and out, feeling for her G-spot. Her cries became short and sharp, almost like barks, as I wriggled my fingers around in her, my tongue dancing on her clit. “AaaahhhhhhAAAAAAHHH!!” she shouted, and her large pink lips pulsed on my mouth, her vagina gripping my fingers firmly in steady convulsions. Her orgasm seemed to last over a minute.

At length, she let herself fall onto me, breathing deeply, then rolled back over and crawled up next to me again. “For someone who’s never done this with a woman before, you sure have a knack.”

I giggled, and threw an arm around her. “I guess it just comes naturally. I wish I’d figured that out earlier in life.”

“Just goes to show—it’s never too late.”

We fell quiet for a time, looking at each other, stroking each other’s hair. I found myself really liking this. I, a firm believer in the fling, the pickup, the one-night stand, actually found myself thinking how great it would be to just linger in bed with her. Maybe even to wake up next to her.

“Where do you live?” I asked.

“San Diego.”

“Oh.” So far...

“How about you?”

“New York.” Then I added, “I do travel a lot, though.”

“Me too.”

I didn’t know what to say next. I thought of her traveling in some other city, at some other hotel, and picking up some random woman in a bar... No, don’t think about that. Who was I to judge, anyway? Still, I could not deny that a tiny pang of jealousy had just stirred within me.

“I’d really...” she began, her fingers tracing small designs on my bare shoulder. She looked down, thinking.

“Yes?”

Another moment, then, “I’d really like to see you again.”

Warmth flooded my heart. “Me too,” I smiled, and kissed her. “I wish I didn’t have to go tomorrow. I wish I could stay here all night with you.” I was gushing like a teenage girl.

“You can stay as long as you want. I know you have to get up early, though. You probably should sleep in your own room so you can pack and get to the airport sooner.” I nodded, hating to be reminded of the packing, the preparing, the cab ride, the whole airport experience...

“I probably should. I don’t want to, though.” I thought about asking her to my room for the night, but for some reason I didn’t. Was I worried that she might say no? “But it’s not that late,” I added, trying to rescue myself from the whirl of my own confused thoughts. “I don’t have to leave just yet.”

She smiled. “Good,” she said. “I was thinking of taking a shower. Care to join me?”

As we soaped each other up in the steamy shower, kissing, pressing our bodies together, I was distracted by one insistent thought. How am I going to get together with this woman again? Opposite coasts, opposite ends of a country—of a continent. Both of us always traveling. But I must. I simply must. How? She stood behind me, spooning me and lathering my breasts, fingers slickly groping, sliding across my nipples, her other hand between my legs, me reaching behind to grab her ass, the hot water pounding into our bodies. It doesn’t matter how far. Or how difficult. I have to. I just have to.

Later, back in my too-quiet room, I dove onto the bed and cried into the pillow. Our farewell had been somewhat brief. I guess it was better that way. Otherwise it would be too hard for me. But for her? I didn’t know. But she had been the one to say she’d like to see me again. “Really like to,” she’d said. And we did exchange cell numbers and business cards. We could contact each other any time. Right? The tears kept flowing. I had this awful feeling that I would not ever see her again.

 

***

 

The next morning, I felt like hell—not from the fantastic night with Victoria, but from my miserable reaction to its end. I tried to pull myself together as I stuffed my clothes into bags, cleared my toiletries from the eerily lit hotel bathroom. You do this all the time, I reminded myself. And so does she. So do we all. You can’t get hung up on this one. You knew what this job and this life would be like. Naturally, I didn’t buy any of it, but it was all I had at the moment to try to protect myself from the painful thought that Victoria had been a one-nighter like all the others. Luckily, I didn’t have all that much time to think as I rushed to leave the room and check out.

In the lobby, several small bags over my shoulder and pulling my wheeled suitcase behind me, I approached the thin, groggy-looking young man at the desk. “Checking out,” I said, handing over my key card and waiting as he clicked on a keyboard. “Also, could you call me a taxi? I’m going to the airport.”

“Of course.” He clicked away some more, then picked up a phone and arranged for a cab. After finishing my check-out, I walked over to the glass doors of the lobby to watch for the taxi. I suppose I also just wanted to stare into space, collect my thoughts...

“Janet!” The voice made my heart leap. Was it really...?

I turned quickly to see Victoria walking into the lobby from the doorway that led to the hotel cafe. She held a large “to go” coffee cup in one hand, the other clutching a bagel in a napkin. She extended these toward me as she approached.

“Here,” she said. “For the cab ride. I figured you wouldn’t have time to get yourself any breakfast. Oh, I’m so glad I caught you! The guy in there took forever.”

For a moment I just looked at her, with a glad heart, unable to speak. She held the coffee and bagel higher. “Hey, are you going to take these?”

I took them from her hands, then leaned in to give her a big hug, trying not to spill any coffee on her back as I did so. “Thank you so much,” I whispered in her ear.

A car honked outside. Letting go of Victoria, I saw that it was my cab.

“I’ve gotta run.”

We looked at each other. She put her hands on my cheeks and gave me a firm, quick kiss. “Call me later,” she said. Then, “Please?”

“Tonight,” I told her. “Take care. And thank you for everything.” The cab honked again. “Until tonight,” I said as I backed out of the lobby doors to where the cab waited.

I smiled as I sipped the coffee in the back of the cab. It was just the way I liked it. How had she known? The warm bagel took the edge off and helped change my morning from an anxious rush into something halfway normal. I smiled again. She wanted me to call her.

On the plane back to New York, I had my laptop out the whole time, pounding away at the keys. The man in the seat next to me glanced at me and asked, “Work?”

“Yes,” I said, not taking my eyes from the screen.

“Wow, you’re really into it. You must get good bonuses.”

“I do,” I said, still not looking at him and hoping he’d get the hint and shut up. I needed to think clearly. I was working on a proposal to submit to my bosses. I’d never handled the San Diego accounts, but I was pulling out all the stops to show my company that I was the right one to present those clients a new deal. I anticipated that I’d need to make multiple trips out there to hammer out the details. Yes, they would have to send me to San Diego...
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