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She became a dirty girl when her husband came clean…

In her tenth year as a married woman, Anna makes a shocking discovery. Her husband Mason has been cruising websites specializing in the Swinger Lifestyle! What is going on here? Doesn’t he find her attractive anymore? What’s his problem? Is there a problem?

When confronted, Mason admits everything. He’s honest and truthful, but sometimes the truth’s hard to take. They work on working it out. His raw desire for Anna ignites her own passion; and they end with a night of exquisite pleasure.

The next morning, Mason turns up the heat with a dare to Anna; one she could barely imagine! He wants her to dress provocatively and meet him at a stripper joint. Whaaat? What’s going on with him? What’s Mason up to now?

Mason’s up to plenty!
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Before We Begin…

An Invitation To Mia’s Readers Club!

Please consider joining my Readers Club. I’d love to be able to stay in touch with people who have read my work. It won’t be spammy; I’ll be sending you notifications on my newest releases and special promotions.

Aaaand…      

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you three of my popular books!
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So just click on this link: http://eepurl.com/bGtpED and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,

Mia

Now, let’s go on a date!


Chapter 1

Damn. It figures. Just when I get settled, all cozy in bed and my laptop is downstairs. I see Mason’s resting open on his night table. What the hell. It’s just a quick look to see if the email about tomorrow’s meeting is there. I reach across the bed, grab it and rest in on my lap, scanning the door to the en suite before turning to the blue glare of the screen. He’s singing the theme song of the movie we watched earlier and bound to be a while longer in the shower.

My toes wag under the warm cotton sheet as I wait for the laptop to wake up. When it does, Mason’s email page is open. The right column of the screen is filled with photos of nearly naked men and women advertising sinfully, erotic vacations. What the hell does he READ on this thing when I’m asleep? I close the window on the screen, congratulating myself on not being snoopy, and go to my own email account.

I turn to my inbox and see that the meeting is cancelled. Good. A few more days to get the specs of the project solidified as well as freeing up my morning. I’ll have time for the gym after all.

As I check and adjust my schedule for tomorrow, my snoop itch tingles and sky-rockets into the red zone.

Once more my gaze flits to the bathroom door and I click on the history icon to see what he’s been reading. The mystery thriller book ads are there but there’s also a long list of porno sites. I shake my head and blow air through tight stretched nostrils. We haven’t had sex in almost two weeks and he’s jerking off to porn? And from the look of it, it’s not the normal man woman stuff, but threesomes and orgies.

Uh oh. The shower stops. He’ll be out any second. I click the back button barely breathing as I wait for the computer screen to close.

The bathroom door opens and he steps into the bedroom, a large white bath towel tucked about his waist. His eyes flash wide when he sees me sitting with his laptop.

“What’s up?” His chin juts up indicating the laptop, before he turns and slides the drawer of his armoire open.

I stare at his broad back, the muscles rolling as he scoops pj pants out and whisks the towel away. His waistline is still trim and buttocks almost as tight as when we were in college. For a few moments I watch, seeing him with fresh eyes. He slides long muscular legs into the pants and turns to join me on the bed. A lock of damp dark hair has fallen forward, resting above eyebrows drawn tight in question marks. God, if anything he’s become more handsome with age. What happened to us, that we don’t really see each other anymore?

“Nothing. I forgot my tablet downstairs. I was just checking email.” My voice is casual as I hand the laptop to him. I take a deep breath knowing he’s bound to see that I’ve spied his browsing history. “You get a lot of ads from porno sites.”

I look toward him, notice the roll of his eyes and derisive snort as he places the machine on his lap.

“The internet. Click on one site and they’ve got a person pegged— send all kinds of this crap to me all the time.” He turns to look at the screen, types some keys and his nighttime reading book file appears.

We both know his words are a lie.

Normally when he starts reading I turn my bedside lamp off and snuggle deep into the blankets to go to sleep. I toy with the idea. It’s so easy to slip into the familiar, but I remain sitting. “Mason, do you still love me?”

His sigh is heavy before he turns to face me, dark eyes peering into mine. “Of course.” He places his hand on my knee and gives it a quick squeeze. “Look, it’s late. We both have to work in the morning.”

“I remember a time when that didn’t matter—when having sex was more important. Is it me? I know I’ve put a few pounds on over the past ten years.” Even though I say this, I know it isn’t the reason. But after seeing the type of women flaunting their sexuality in his porn sites, maybe I need some reassurance. I hate that I’m this needy but I can’t help myself.

“Christ, Anna. Let’s not go there tonight, okay?” His head thuds against the headboard. “I promise, we’ll talk about this tomorrow. It’s not you. It’s me.”

“How can it be you? You obviously get turned on looking at porn. Is that what it takes to get you excited, now? Threesomes, even orgies? C’mon Mason, I’m not that dumb.” I push his hand away and fold my arms over my middle, staring at the doorway.

“No…I mean…Maybe it DOES turn me on. So what? You’re asleep anyway, so why would you care?”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing and turn to look at him. He’s admitting jerking off watching this stuff when I’m asleep? I don’t know whether to be insulted or…

Feeling the lightness in my stomach spreading to my arms, I turn back to watching the doorway. Oh my God. Relief? Oh shit, I’m actually relieved that he does this and doesn’t wake me up. How screwed up is that?

“It’s not right Mason. Especially since it’s been two weeks since we had sex.” My eyes sting and I inhale sharply through my nose, fighting the tears. How much longer can we continue on this path before one of us really gives up, has an affair?

“So what do you expect? We’ve been together a long time. I think it’s pretty normal…Even Joe and Daphne only have sex once a month or so.”

“What? You’ve discussed our sex life with Joe?” Now I’m pissed, picturing him talking to Joe. They’ve been our best friends from almost from the day we got married, but still. Not only is this embarrassing but it’s stupid. He should have talked to ME, not Joe.

“No. He did the talking about him and Daphne. Jeez Anna! You think I’d tell him anything that private? Give me some credit here. And as far as the porn, I’ll stop if that makes you happy. Maybe I should get some Viagra or something.”

From the corner of my eye I see him watching me. When I turn to him, there’s only concern on his face.

“Mason, I think we’ve got to work at this. Get away for a vacation, maybe a second honeymoon.” I place my hand on his and this time I let the tears flow.

He sets the laptop on the night table and folds me in his arms, strokes my hair. “Anna, I can’t get away until the end of the month. But I promise, we’ll go somewhere then, even if it’s just a four day weekend.” He pulls away and holds my chin in his palm, looking into my eyes. “I love you. You’re still as beautiful to me as you were when we met. Better actually.”

“Oh Mason, I love you too.” I kiss his lips and whisper. “I wish you had given me a shake to wake me when you— ”

He kisses me and still holding me close, shifts both of our bodies so that we’re laying down, lower on the bed. His hand drifts over my hip to clutch the hem of my night-gown and pull it up to my waist. When he touches between my legs, fingers probing, separating my folds, stroking my clit softly, I cling to him, tongue dancing with his.

His shaft presses against my thigh and I reach for it, slide my hand inside the elastic waistband of his pajamas and I hold it. His head pulls back and he sighs into my neck sending pleasant shivers down my spine. Oh God, it’s been too long since he’s touched me like this, dipping his fingers inside and then with a touch as soft as a butterfly, stroking, teasing my clit that way. My thighs open wider and my hips rock up and down in tandem with his fingers.

He’s hard as granite in my hand; the velvet knob oozes slippery warmth and I roll my palm over the tip and head of his cock. Oh Jesus, if he keeps playing with my clit, I’m going to come and I don’t want to…not yet. “Hold on.”

I sit up and wiggle the night gown up over my body and throw it on the floor.

His gaze locks on my breasts. “So beautiful…” He murmurs before his hand is there, rolling, squeezing my flesh. He moves closer, takes the nipple in his mouth. The sharp edge of his teeth scrapes over the tip, sending shivers of lust to my clit.

“Oh Mason…” For a moment, it’s like when we first made love. The frantic passion, his lips and mouth devouring and adoring my breasts while my fingers thread through his hair.

I want him now, all of him but especially his cock. My hands cup his jaw and I push him back onto the bed, turn to kneel beside him.

With one hand, I shove the PJ pants down, gratified when it immediately pops free despite the heavy thickness. It feels like too long a time since my eyes have feasted on the smooth, mauve helmet, the curve under it before the pulsing ropes of hard flesh. My hand closes around it and I slowly massage from the bulbous head, down the length to the thick base, nestled in course hair.

I hear his intake of breath and my lips part, tongue sliding over them to moisten them. He’s turgid, resisting the pull of my hand as I bend and take him into my mouth, taste the salty pre-cum on my tongue, smell the mixture of soap and male musk, ever lowering onto him. My tongue swirls around his shaft, lingers on the sensitive underside.

“Look into my eyes when you suck it.” His voice is a soft growl.

This is new--something he saw on the porn site? I turn my head slightly so that I can see his face, his eyes half closed watching, lips lasciviously parted.

“Fuck, that’s hot.” He murmurs and places his hand on the back of my head, pushing me lower still.

Oh God, his cock glazes the back of my throat, deeper than he’s ever been. I have to raise my head, swallow and breathe deeply. I want to take all of it, be able to lock my lips around the base while the head slinks down my throat.

“Stick your tongue out and lick it.” He reaches for my hip and gives it a little push. I roll so that now I’m resting on my side. His hand shoves the inside of my knee, splaying me open, pussy exposed to his gaze.

The tip of my tongue extends and I swirl it over the satin wetness of the fleshy head, to the slit, teasing there for a moment.

The touch of his finger on my clit interrupts my concentration. “Oh yeah…” It’s a plea for more, rather than a sigh rasping from my throat.

His gaze flits from my mouth sucking his cock to my pussy and back again. My knee presses outward even farther, my craving for his touch consumes me. I’m rewarded with his finger fluttering my clit quickly…Oh my God, it feels so good…more intense than if we were doing 69. Somehow, knowing he watches his finger play with my clit, sees my wetness, wanton desire for more is deliciously decadent.

I suck and lick his shaft, frantic in lust, adoring his cock with my mouth.

“Oh fuck…don’t stop.” His hand shoves my head down farther while his hips thrust up. His breath hisses, cock throbs thick, pulses deep into my throat. I pull my head back tasting the first spurt. He always comes with a small spurt first, followed by larger ones. The second and third fill my mouth and I gulp and swallow the best I can; a small runnel escapes the side of my mouth, trickling to my chin.

I glance up, see his eyes widen at the sight.

For a few seconds he’s lost in ecstasy; the vibration of his finger on my clit pauses.

He tugs at my cheeks, pulls my head up, removing my mouth from his cock while I smile and lick my lips. From the amount of cum he shot into me, it’s been a while since he jerked off.

He leans onto his side and now both of his hands play with me. I rest my head on his thigh and close my eyes, surrender all to him--my pussy and pleasure. His fingers slip inside my opening while he continues stroking my clit with his other hand. There is only the delicious full sensation deep inside me…quivers of pleasure sparking my clit…waves of glorious lust.

“Oh Mason…oh yeah.” My hips roll against his hands, muscles tight on fingers inside me, riding the crest of the orgasm. It’s never been this long or so intense.

I push his hand away and squirm away from his touch deep inside me. It’s too much now.

He pulls me up and we lay, legs and arms entwined. I love him so much. THIS is what’s important. How could we let this go so long since we connected? I don’t know.

If I’m a bit sleepy at work tomorrow, so what. It feels like forever since we’ve had this kind of lusty pleasure having sex. Things are going to change, starting now.

“Mason?”

“Uh hmmm?” He pulls me closer and strokes my back.

I lift my head from his chest and look into his eyes. “We don’t need to go away on a vacation. But I think we need to do this more often, connect like this. Tonight was different. You watching while you played with my pussy…fuck, it was erotic. I liked it.”

“Yeah, me too. You know, we should make a point of changing things up…rekindle the spark. And you’re right. We don’t have to wait until a vacation.”


Chapter 2

It’s a half hour earlier than usual when I open my eyes and see him still sleeping. Last night was awesome. I barely breathe as I gaze at him, the hollow under his cheekbone and the shadow of dark beard creeping along a strong jaw line. The line between his eyebrows is soft, and the long lashes of his eyes flicker a little in a dream state—so peaceful and handsome.

I lift his arm off my stomach and creep out of the bed. Normally, breakfast is coffee and a muffin eaten on the run as we get ready for work. Not today. I’m going to actually make bacon and eggs. Last night was a break-through. We’d both taken the other for granted and now it’s time to step up, let him know how special he is. I throw my housecoat on and leave him, smile at the sound of his soft snories.

Downstairs, I turn the coffee pot on and grab the bacon and eggs from the fridge. As the bacon cooks I stare into the frying pan, reliving the sex in my mind. The whole looking at him while I gave him head and him watching and masturbating me… A tingle rolls through my stomach to my pussy. The sex had been hot.

It used to be hot all the time when we were dating and first married. How did something so exciting become boring? No, not boring… routine. That’s it… last night wasn’t routine. We went from almost having a fight to having fantastic sex. It came out of nowhere! No having to put out on ‘date night’—ugh, now that’s routine. No having to put out on Valentine ’s Day or his birthday… It was ‘expected’ on those times. There wasn’t any… any what? Any uncertainty on his part?

I put the eggs on the counter and stare off. This is important. What the hell DID happen last night? I saw his porn sites and felt neglected. Oh for God’s sake, be honest! I was pissed. He came back at me with desire, and I was ready. Just. Like. That. It was so unexpected, I didn’t even think about it. I was hot under the collar, and he made me hot under my waist. With a kiss. An unexpected, surprising kiss…

I shake my head and smile.

I flip the bacon and crack two eggs into the other frying pan. Sure, he’s probably learned those two things from the porn sites but that doesn’t make them any less hot, does it? An image of the threesome, the two girls and a guy naked in bed, pops into my mind. Jeeze, does Mason think I’m up for that?

But he likes porn…Maybe we could watch it together. Not the swinger, multiple partner stuff but regular guy girl ones. Porn is boring, yes but if it will help get the zing back in our marriage, I’ll suffer through it. There’s an adult store just around the corner from work. NO. Forget that. What if someone saw me going in? They’d think I was a pervert or something. I’ll find one that’s a little more out-of-the-way.

His lips are warm on my neck while his arms circle my body, hand slipping inside my robe to cup my breast.

“Mmm…a real breakfast?” His breath and words tickle my ear before his teeth gently bite the lobe.

I turn and place my arm over his shoulder and run the fingers of my other hand through the fine dark hair on his chest. “That was nice, last night. Just showing my appreciation, I guess.”

His fingers lift my hair from the side of my cheek and he tilts my face up. “Why don’t we go out for dinner tonight? I’ll meet you after work, maybe Shenanigans.”

“Shenanigans? That’s a stripper joint.” I pull back and scan his face. Is he kidding?

“Wear something sexy.” His hands slide down over my back and he squeezes the cheeks of my ass. “Something tight that shows your beautiful ass.”

Oh my God! A stripper joint!

“And…” He ogles my breasts. “Low cut. You’re a D cup and I want cleavage.” He grins at the shocked expression on my face and reaches to turn the stove off.

“But…but… a stripper joint and dressed kind of slutty? What the hell?” My mouth opens and I gawk. He’s still grinning but he’s got a chubby, straining against the soft flannel of his PJ pants.

He places my hand on his cock and tugs my body hard against his. “I may be a little late getting there. I want you to wait and be prepared to be hit on. You’re sexy. It’s about time you realized that again. Fuck, it will be like when we first met. Remember that night?”

I lift my face and smile up at him, my hand massaging him. “Yeah but, that was a regular party, not some strip joint. Besides, it was only Gerard hitting on me when you walked in. When I saw you, I swear my panties melted.”

“Hmmm…that’s another thing. Panties. Don’t wear them tonight.”

The area between my legs is heating up fast, his cock in my hand, thinking of our ‘date’ later tonight. So much for routine date nights! Shit, maybe we should call in sick, spend the day in bed. When he steps away from me to get the coffee mugs and plates, I can’t take my eyes off him—the strong tanned, back, tight ass and long muscular legs. No, waiting and playing this little game of his will be fun. Fuck, it’s making me horny. My hand actually shakes as I take the mug of steaming coffee from his hand.

***

I can’t stop smiling as I pull on the handles of the rowing machine. Thank God the meeting was cancelled and it’s Friday. I don’t have to be at work until this afternoon…not really. I’m going shopping as soon as I finish here.

“Hi. How are you doing today?”

I glance up and see Sheila, one of the gym’s personal trainers smiling down at me. On the stationary bike a few feet away, is the dark haired woman she’s normally with. Sheila embodies fitness standing in her dark yoga pants and tight, muscle tank top, always happy and offering encouragement.

“Great. I’ll be happier when I lose the last few pounds. ” I continue rowing and return her smile.

“Hey Anna, you’re doing great. What is it…ten pounds was your goal right? Personally, I think you look good the way you are but if that’s what you want…The last few are the hardest. You may need my help with that.” Her head tilts and her lips pull to the side.

“Yeah, maybe. Do you really think you could help me?” Stupid question, but I’m getting fed up with the weight plateau.

“For sure. I’ll tell you what. I’ll make up a routine and you can try a few sessions free of charge.” She squats gracefully down on her haunches and places her hand on my arm to stop my movement. “I’ve got a few suggestions, right now.”

“Oh yeah?” Anything… especially if I’m going to be strutting my stuff to get my guy hot.

“Come over to the new machine we just got in.” She stands up and flashes five fingers at the dark haired woman, letting her know she’ll be back shortly.

I follow her watching the curve of her butt cheek, the slender shapely thighs as she walks. God, I’d give anything to have the muscle definition she’s got. Her fiery red hair is tame today, pulled back in a pony tail that swishes over her shoulders.

She stops at a high machine that contains a seat and two long, padded extensions in front. “This one will work the inside and outside of your thighs, areas that normally are hard to exercise. Have a seat.”

I sit down and place my legs on the extensions, watch her make adjustments so that my legs spread wide. She steps behind and there’s a clang of weights dropping.

“Okay, now breathe in as you squeeze your legs together.” She stands next to me with her hands on her hips.

I pull my muscles tight and my legs close quickly, the pads at my knees thudding together.

“Try it again but slowly this time, inch by inch, a little at a time.”

It’s much harder as I concentrate on the motion. Her hand slides along the inside of my thigh, stopping just short of my crotch. “That’s it. I can feel the muscle working.”

Oh my God. This can’t be part of the personal training, can it? Seems a little familiar.

“Again. Slowly come back to the starting position.” Her hand presses the inside of my other leg, sliding from the spot above my knee and up. She smiles and this time her hand flits in the crease between my leg and pussy. “Hmmm…you’re damp. That’s good. Do eight more reps and I’ll be right back.”

I turn my head to watch her walk back to the dark haired client. Sheila puts her arm over the woman’s shoulders and hugs her to her body.

Okay. Maybe her touch on my leg is just the normal way she treats her clients, all touchy feely. But her fingers grazing my crotch? Today is definitely not the day for that— not with Mason getting me all worked up for the date-night. Some of that dampness is not due to sweat.

Sheila is busy with the other client when I finish the leg squeezes. I’m pretty well finished my work-out and besides I have to get shopping. As I walk by her, on my way to the change room, she stops me with a hand on my arm.

“Anna, I’d like you to meet Carrie.”

We shake each other’s hands and exchange the normal, ‘pleased to meet you thing’. Carrie is petite and like me carries a couple extra pounds on her hips and waist. She’s quite pretty with dark, almond shaped eyes, a perfect tanned complexion over high cheekbones. She’s probably in her late thirties, just a bit younger than me.

“We’ve been talking and we think it would help both of you to work out together to lose the last few pounds. You two are usually here on the same days, so it could work out pretty well.” Sheila beams a smile at me and winks at Carrie.

“I hate counting calories. But I’m up for a workout buddy, if you’d like to give it a try.” Carrie looks up at me through dark eyelashes, a wide smile on her lips.

She seems so friendly, a lot like my best friend Phoebe, that I’m drawn to her. “Sure. We could make it some sort of challenge between us—the ‘Great Race’ to lose five pounds.”

“A woman after my own heart. I’ll warn you. I’m super competitive.” She grins and steps closer to me.

“Bring it on.”  I laugh at her mugging the threat, especially when the top of her head only comes up to my shoulder. “Look, I’d like to talk more but I’ve really gotta run.”

“Chicken. Running away already.” She puts her hands on her hip and shakes her head, stifling a giggle.

Oh my God, she’s crazy. I like her already. “Seriously. When do we start? I can’t wait to whup your skinny ass.”

“Oh yeah. It will be skinny when I WIN.”

“Hey you guys! This is going to be fun. How does Monday work for you? Every other day, three times a week. Weekends off, but no cheating with desserts.” Sheila puts her arm around Carrie’s and my shoulder drawing us into her body. I catch a whiff of coconut, like sun tan lotion permeating a beach. It must be her body lotion.

“Hey, aside from losing the weight, there should be another prize. How about, loser buys dinner for Sheila and me?” Carrie grins and presses her finger against my chest.

“You’re on. I’ll have sirloin, Carrie. Lots of it. Bring your wallet.” I grin and remove her finger.

“Okay, that’s it. Now get out of here, Anna.” Sheila’s arm drops from my shoulder and she gives my ass a swat.

It stings and I glance at her. There’s a small smile on her face and her arm is still draped over Carrie’s shoulder. I like Carrie; she’s fun and every bit as normal as me, but Sheila? All the times that she spoke to me, giving me encouragement, was she sizing me up?

I’ve never met a lesbian but gay-dar is niggling in my gut. Not that it matters what her sexual orientation is. I’m not gay and I don’t take Carrie as gay either. If she makes a pass, I’ll just tell her that. As I walk to the change room, I can feel her gaze on my ass.

And I don’t not like it.


Chapter 3

When five-thirty arrives I can’t leave my office fast enough. I grab the collection of shopping bags, filled with my purchases this morning and scurry past Susan’s workstation. Thank God she’s left for the day, no more questions about what I bought.

She would have shrieked, rolling on the floor with laughter if I’d shown her the black leather mini-skirt and the skimpy lace top--so totally different from the conservative business suits and dresses she’s only ever seen me in. If she had known me in college, she wouldn’t have been surprised at my purchases.

I press the button waiting for the elevator in a building that’s almost deserted. It’s Friday, and lots of staff like to get a jump start on the weekend. When the door opens, the face of Greg the Records account manager, lights up when he sees me. He’s the Adonis on the seventh floor, waaay too confident, even though he DOES stand out like an Adonis in a sea of Woody Allens.

“Hi Anna. Been shopping? You must have special plans for the weekend.” He doesn’t step to the side, away from me the way people normally do in an elevator.

No, he seems oblivious to personal spaces or probably thinks that his encroachment into mine is some sort of gift I should be grateful for, spreading his charm and expensive cologne.

I watch the buttons light above the door and smile. If he thinks he can charm me like half the women on his floor he has another think coming. I’m meeting my husband, a guy who could mop the floor with Greg and wring him out like a used dishrag. No special plans Greg, just dressing like a whore and going to a strip joint. I can hardly control the giggle.

“Nope. Same old. How about you?” THAT should take care of anymore small talk. Guys like Greg as so full of themselves that he could probably go on for hours. Thank God, it’s a short ride.

“Going to Chicago with a friend. Doing the whole blues and jazz circuit, clubbing and—“

When the door opens I step out into the foyer already planning a spot where I can change into my new clothes. It’s kind of rude, when normally I would allow a fellow manager the courtesy of letting him finish, but he’s so young. Sure, he’s smart as well as gorgeous but basically he’s as self absorbed as a teenager.

“Have a nice weekend! Don’t get into any trouble in Chicago.” I call over my shoulder before opening the large glass door to freedom and my car.

Butterflies swoop in my stomach as I float across the parking lot, the shopping bags keeping me anchored. What a day! No, that isn’t right. The last twenty-four hours have been surreal. Mason… finding out about his porn, knowing we were drifting apart and then deliciously decadent sex. A thrill of desire mixed liberally with pleasure pulses between my legs.

When he instructed me on what he wants—dressing slutty and meeting him in the strip club—oh God after the shock I almost melted into a puddle of lust. Maybe that was why Sheila came on to me, if in fact that’s what she did. Fuck, of course she did. How many women run their fingers a centimeter from another woman’s pussy. I don’t care that she was feeling my muscle working; it was also a sexual caress. I can’t wait to tell Mason. The first time a woman came on to me. It’ll probably get him hot. YES!

What the hell’s come over me? It’s like the line in that Madonna song—‘Rejection’s the greatest aphrodisiac’. I was losing Mason. He preferred masturbating to porn than making love to me. And what makes it worse was that I was complicit. Well, no more. Fuck, I’m horny.

I get in the car and ten minutes later, I’m walking into a fast food joint. The handicapped washroom here will do to change into the new clothes. Even though summer’s my favorite season, I’m almost grateful that it’s autumn and my trench coat will hide this outfit. Wouldn’t want the Mommies and Daddies with the brood of kids to choke on their fries seeing a sexy, blond bombshell strut by their table.

I slip into the stall, shed the coat and navy blue business suit- a carapace disguising the wanton woman of my college years. It’s time for that woman to appear again. How DID I get so stodgy and conservative? Sure, working as an accountant for an insurance company is bound to suck the life out of the best of us, but still…

The black lace top clings to my breasts and midriff, barely covering the charcoal demi-bra, and revealing the river of cleavage that Mason wants to see. Next, off with the panties. The narrow crotch panel is damp and I lift it to my nose, inhale my feminine musk. It was a long afternoon, pretending to work but actually fantasizing about tonight. Here’s the evidence.

I fasten the black garter belt around my hips, noting the slight pillow of flesh that mushrooms at the top. Mason had said I was actually more attractive now and I’m sure the swell of my hips is part of that. Too bad, Mason. I’m going to lose that and win the bet with Carrie.

Carrie…she’s nice and really pretty. I’m sure Sheila must have hit on her as well. How did she handle it? Oh God, maybe she’s gay as well. Was there a wedding ring on her finger? Maybe she’s bi. Oh shit, they’ll outnumber me and…and. I swallow and stare at the terra cotta floor tiles. In my head, Sheila and Carrie are in the sauna, naked, kissing while their hands explore each other’s bodies. There is just the slightest tingle in my clit and I shake my head to dispel the image. I’m not gay or even bi.

But maybe I’m bi-curious. That’d be normal enough, wouldn’t it? You can be curious and never act on it.

I roll the stockings and slide them up my legs--legs that are firm and shapely, one of the first things that Mason complimented me on when we first dated. Next the stiletto heels. My calf muscles screech above toes that are clamped tight in the shoes. How do women work in these things? Susan wears them every day.

I listen to the bathroom door closing and step out to get a quick peek at myself in the mirror. Oh fuck. Is that slutty looking, hot woman really me? I tug my boobs up in the bra so that they puff a bit more above the cup. There. Not only lots of cleavage but spilling over. I swivel to the side to check my ass. Holy cow, the skirt barely covers the crease under my butt cheek. People will be expecting ME to get up on stage, the way I look.

At the sound of a woman’s voice and the door starting to open, I scamper back into the stall and slip into my trench coat. Safely tucked in, I put my work clothes in the bags and leave, pausing for a moment in front of the mirror to refresh my lipstick—also new and scarlet red. I gaze for a few seconds into my blue eyes, wondering if I should put more liner and mascara on. Nope.

I wink at my reflection and stride out the door, ready to meet Mason. What’s he got up his sleeve?


Chapter 4

The deep thrum of dance music fills my ears as I step inside Shenanigans. Oh my God, where is the sexy confidence I had in the washroom at the fast food joint? My eyes flit from the giant standing at the entrance, casually chatting with one of the waitresses, to the inside of the dimly lit room. From my spot just outside the entrance I can see the stage where a young, black woman is pole dancing, mesmerizing the men seated around the stage.

What has Mason gotten me into? I take a deep breath and lift my head high, pull my shoulders back as I step through the wide opening and into the club.

The muscled giant turns and looks me over from head to toe and back up again, a questioning look in his eyes above the small smile. “Table for one or are you meeting someone?”

I return his smile for a moment and look past him scanning the tables quickly. I know Mason won’t be there but it’s back-up for my reply. “Meeting someone. I guess he’s not here yet.”

He steps back and gestures with his hand for me to enter. I nod and step inside, feel his gaze on my back and legs as I walk to an empty table near the centre of the room. He probably thinks I’m a hooker or something, trolling for a trick.

When I pull the chair out, remove my trench coat and drape it over the back of the chair, I’m sure he’s not the only one who thinks that. Oh my God. Men sitting at tables nearby turn and give me the once over with their eyes.

I’m barely seated when a raven haired, young woman, wearing a red plaid kilt and a skimpy white blouse tied under her boobs, is standing next to me. If I thought I was revealing half of my boobs in the low cut top, I have nothing on her. How the full round orbs of her breasts manage to stay inside the shirt is a mystery that I’m sure her customers like to ponder.

One eyebrow is lowered, and puzzlement pours from her eyes but her voice is nonchalant. “What can I get you?”

“A vodka and soda, please. Make it a double with a slice of lime.” My throat is tight and my smile feels plastic trying to act as if coming to a strip club dressed like this is an everyday occurrence.

I focus on the stage; watching the strong legs of the performer grip the pole, holding her body aloft as she lowers her torso behind her. Aside from the rhinestone G-String she’s totally naked, shimmying her shoulders, making her boobs jiggle provocatively. Light blue eye-shadow highlights dark eyes that flash at the crowd, lips parted in seduction.

Her body swings around the pole and off, grasping it with one hand while she raises her leg to the side. She must have some training in ballet to be able to do that so easily. Her leg is aloft, hand holding her ankle and revealing a glittering g-string that falls short of covering her.

A man sitting at a table directly in front of the stage, rises and takes a bill from his wallet. He holds it up, while she dances closer and bends for him to tuck it into the strap at her hip. She lingers for a beat, long enough for his hand to drift down her hip and thigh before he returns to his seat.

My head swivels around at the slap of my drink hitting the wooden surface of the table. “That’ll be eight-fifty or would you like to run a tab?” The waitress smiles down and I notice a splash of freckles over her nose and the tattoo of a red rose on her neck.

“I’m waiting for someone.”

“Aren’t we all. That’s okay. I’ll run one.” She turns and with a swish of micro pleats she steps to the table next to me and leans over, places her ear next to the mouth of the guy sitting there. Just a flash of white, lace trimmed panties can be seen before she stands and walks to the bar.

The man she served, eyeballs me. He’s probably in his early thirties, dark haired, dressed in a business suit—handsome in a rugged way. I return his look, even manage a smile before turning my gaze to the bar and the rest of the people, mostly guys, sitting at tables.

When I’m about to look at the stage, I glimpse at him, see a smile spread over his mouth. He hasn’t stopped eyeing me. I take a long swallow of the vodka and watch the performer over the rim of my glass. She’s back at the pole and treats it like it’s a giant phallus, slides her pussy along the smooth, hard surface, up and down while rolling her head from side to side.

I’ve never been at a live show like this, only seen glimpses of strip shows in movies. I have to admit, it’s erotic watching her, almost like seeing her masturbate and have an orgasm right here in front of everyone. The warm numbing sensation of the vodka working its way into my limbs, also infiltrates my pussy. I take another long sip of the liquid courage and see the waitress appear once more at my table.

She sets the glass down and leans over to speak close to my ear. “It’s from the guy at the next table. His name’s Derek and he’s been tipping really heavy. You can make some serious coin tonight if you get what I mean.”

When she rises, I see him lift his glass and smile at me. Oh fuck. They actually DO think I’m a hooker. I finish my first drink in one swallow and hold the fresh one up, mouth a thank you.

“Hey Gorgeous.”  A whisper and quick peck on my cheek before Mason stands next to me, slides a chair out and is seated.

“Hi.” I’m not the only one who’s been clothes shopping today. He looks better than ever, in the new, black leather jacket. With his olive complexion and dark hair and the white button down shirt, he’s downright dangerous.

“So how many guys did you have to fight off waiting for me?” He signals to the waitress and places his hand over mine.

“Just the guy over there.” I signal with my eyes. “He bought me a drink. Thank God, you showed up before he asked to join me.”

He looks over my shoulder, checking out the table next to us. “Shit. He’s not bad looking. I would have liked to see that.”

“What! You’d like to see some guy hit on me? In a place like this, I’m sure it’d be a grope-fest.”

He sits back in the chair as the waitress inserts herself between us.

After she’s gone, he downs half the drink and grins. “You might like it.”

He pulls his chair closer to mine and leans in, his mouth so close to my ear that his breath tickles. “Anna, let’s ask him to join us. Have you ever fantasized about another guy? I know I’VE fantasized about watching you with someone else.”

My head jerks back and I stare at him. From the set of his mouth and soft gaze into my eyes, he’s serious. He places his hand on my thigh and slides it higher, inching under the hem of the skirt.

He likes threesomes from what I saw last night, but is he actually going to set one up, here? Now?

Oh my God. I down the rest of my drink and look at him once more, not sure what to say. Of course, I’ve fantasized, wondered about certain guys who’ve flirted with me, how would they be in bed? But to actually DO it? I’d never cheat on Mason.

Is it cheating if he’s there?

He nudges my thigh, pushes my legs farther apart and his finger grazes against my pussy. I glance around the bar but people are focused on the stage; well all but Derek at the next table. He smiles when our eyes meet. Oh fuck, can he see what Mason is doing from where he’s sitting?

Once more Mason leans in and speaks low. “Imagine that it’s the other guy playing with your pussy. How do you like it?”

“Mason, are you sure? You’d actually want another guy to fuck me while you watch?” A thrill settles low in my stomach as the words leave my mouth. It’s so decadent.

Oh God, his finger softly rubs my clit, rolling it and teasing. I gasp and now it’s my turn to shift closer.

“Yeah. Let’s try it. If you don’t like it, we’ll never do it again, promise.” He kisses my lips and when he pulls back, there’s desire, but also love in his eyes.

“How about if we just let him join us at the table, for now? If that goes okay and he’s interested, then maybe more.” The words fly from my mouth as his finger continues to rub and get me hot. What would it be like to sit in a place like this and have a stranger masturbate me in front of my husband? Hell, at my husband’s request!

Mason nods, pulls his hand back and stands up. He steps away and I watch him approach Derek. He bends over and speaks. I don’t need to hear what he says to know that Derek is all in. A smile spreads over the young man’s face and he nods before his eyes meet mine.

When he rises and follows Mason back to the table I’m barely able to breathe. At Mason’s suggestion, Derek takes the chair close to mine and extends his hand. “I’m Derek.”

“Anna. Pleased to meet you.”  I place my hand in his and feel his fingers close, locking me in place as he holds my gaze with his eyes.

“I hope you will be.” It’s as if his voice is the first caress, warming me to my core.

From the corner of my eye, Mason signals to the waitress for another round before taking a seat across from us. His back is to the stage, the performer’s efforts not even registering on his radar.

Derek wastes no time in placing his hand on my thigh when he lets go of my hand. “Such a pretty woman. Your husband’s a lucky guy.”

“I’ve… I mean WE’VE never done anything like this before.” I notice his perfect, white teeth, the dimple at the corner of his mouth, the cleft in his chin. His hair is a light brown and the shadow of beard growth has a reddish tinge.

When the waitress appears, I turn and see Mason’s brief smile, the fleeting dismissal of assets she generously displays when she bends to set the drinks before us.

When she leaves, Derek’s hand wanders higher on my thigh and I’m so conscious of my lack of panties. Part of me wants to spread my legs, stoke the fire that Mason started, but another part is unsure. Unsure? Hell, scared to death!

The whole evening has a surreal quality to it—from the black chick on stage shimmying and shaking, the sparks of light flashing from the rhinestone nipple clips, to the stranger smiling into my eyes, his hand creeping up my leg.

There’s pressure on my knee and I turn to look at Mason. He nods and pushes harder with his shoe, silently requesting that I open my legs, expose my pussy to Derek’s fingers.

I exhale softly through my nose and give in to his command and my own desire. Derek’s finger slides in the hollow where my thigh and groin meet—oh my God, the second time today a stranger has touched me there—to find slippery wetness.

Ever so slowly, his finger inserts between my pussy lips and drags upward. I gasp when it lands on my clit, close my eyes for a moment to relish the jolt of pleasure that shoots through me.

When I open my eyes again, Derek is gazing at my boobs, his lips parted slightly. Now his finger alternates between rolling my nub of pleasure in small circles to stroking the tip of it. Oh God, it feels so good that I spread myself wider.

He leans closer and his tongue traces the folds of my ear; delicious chills skitter down my spine, but his words cause a fresh release of wetness, a quick hot orgasm of pleasure in my clit.

“I’d like to lick you there, suck your tiny rosebud into my mouth and drive you crazy while your husband fucks you.”

Oh God, one of my hands grasp the table as I arch forward, lost in lust. The other dives straight to his crotch. He’s big and thick as a Polish sausage under the damp cotton of his pants. I clutch it, straining to pull it away, to encircle all of it in my hand. But my mind pictures him driving it into me.

Mason clears his throat and we both turn to look at him. “Finish you drink, Anna.  Would you excuse us for a moment, Derek?”

Is he angry? Did this go too far?

“No problem, Mason. Give me a second to calm down though, Bro.” Derek drains the rest of the drink in front of him and rises. My gaze flits from his broad back, returning to his table to my husband.

Mason leans over the table until his face is only a few inches from mine. “How are you doing? Are you comfortable with taking this farther?”

“Oh God, Mason. I had an orgasm! What about you? Do you want more?” My clit is still pulsing and my pussy aches to be filled but if it’s Mason’s cock, I’m good with that too.

“Are you kidding? Let’s get a hotel room with him. I had to be sure that you were okay with this, before I suggested taking it farther.”

We both turn and smile at Derek, and gesture for him to return.

When he stands next to me, Mason rises to his feet and throws a fifty dollar bill on the table. “Derek, would you like a threesome with Anna and me?”

The back of Derek’s fingers brush my cheek as he watches me. He turns to Mason and grins. “Best offer I’ve had all day.” He flips a business card from the pocket of his jacket and gives it to Mason. “Call me with the details after you check in. I’ll pick up some more vodka.”


Chapter 5

The hotel turns out to be a motel but it’s nearby, only a few blocks away. I wait in the car while Mason takes care of the details at the front desk.

As he walks back to the car, I shiver watching the hotel lights highlight his shoulders and the side of his angular face. Sometimes he just takes my breath away; he’s so handsome and sexy. It’s like the night we first met, when he swept me off my feet and into his bed.

And THIS, tonight, has me squirming in my seat.

He gets in and turns to me, his hand resting on the car key in the ignition. “No second thoughts? I don’t have to call Derek. It can be just you and me and it’ll still be great.”

“I know. But this is fun. Derek told me he’d like to lick my clit while you fuck me. I’ve always wondered what that would be like--kind of the best of both worlds, if you know what I mean.”

Mason’s hand drops from the car switch and takes mine in his. He places my hand on his crotch and pumps his groin, pushes his shaft against me. “I know. Look how hard I am.”

“Oh God. Call him now. Hurry, let’s get in the room.” I give his cock a squeeze and he pulls his cell phone from his pocket.

He speaks briefly to Derek, hangs up and drives around the building to find the room at the back. We park and enter the room. I’m in some kind of dream state or something; just floating along in this scenario. I’m part of it, but part of me is watching at the same time. The watching part of me is bewildered. Bewildered at how excited I am.

There’s a king sized bed in the centre of the room, sheathed in a burgundy bedspread, a table with two chairs are set in front of the window and a short hallway is dimly lit from the open door of the bathroom.

“I’m going to take a quick shower before he gets here. I’m so wet from the scene in the bar.” I walk to the bathroom pulling the lacy top up and off.

When I enter, I see myself in the mirror clad only in the black demi bra and short leather skirt. My cheeks are flushed and my eyes sparkle and I know it has nothing to do with the double vodkas. I slip the skirt off and my gaze roves over my body. I’ll put the garter belt, stockings and bra back on before Derek arrives. It adds to the sexy, slut image.

Image. That’s it! My bewildered self points at me in the mirror. I’m role playing! Just like when we were kids! We’d play a game and take on roles! Someone would be ‘it’, and the others would hide! This… is just a game!

And I’m ‘it’! I watch my face and form an expression of a hot, horny, hungry slut and lick my lips.

I turn the shower on, slip the rest of my clothes off and step inside. The tub is narrow and short but the water pressure and temperature are fine. In a couple of minutes I’m bathed and ready for more.

As I dress, I hear Mason open the room door and then the murmur of voices. God, that was quick! He didn’t lose any time getting here. He’s as horny as Mason and me.

I open the bathroom door and take a few steps to enter the bedroom. Both men turn to face me, their eyes drifting from my half covered boobs, to my hips. The bare V bordered by the straps of the garter holds their attention for a few beats before they check out my stockinged legs and feet in the spiky heels.

Derek lets out a soft wolf whistle and walks towards me. His arms circle my body and he pulls me close, kisses my neck. “Jesus, Anna. You were hot in the bar but you’re smokin’ right now.”

My hand leaves his back and slides across his waist and down…down to his cock…cup it in my palm before I slide the zipper open. I unbutton his belt and waistband and shove the fabric away to free his cock. It pops out and my fingers close around it, massage the pre-cum into the bulbous head and lower, over the turgid shaft.

It’s so big and has a wicked curve…Oh God, I can’t wait to get that inside me.

Mason walks to us and stands behind me. His hand grasps and rolls my tit while his other slides over my ass and between my legs. I’m sandwiched between them—Derek’s cock in my hand as Mason presses his groin against my ass, teases my pussy with his hand.

Their lust, Mason’s breath against my neck and his hand stroking my clit…it’s hot but I need more. I moan and press my hand against Derek’s chest, push him away.

“Anna…” Derek groans.

I take a step away from Mason, see the cold drink of vodka on the table next to the bed and walk towards it. I pick up the drink and turn, wander to the end of the bed and sit down. “My turn guys. You’re over-dressed.” I’m going to enjoy watching them strip.

Derek smiles but his fingers tear at his shirt, loosen the buttons and he flings it on one of the chairs. His bare chest, the firm pectorals coated in fine brown hair and the abs reveal a man who is no stranger to the gym. When he pushes his pants past his hips, his legs are muscular and ropey. But it’s his cock that my eyes rivet to. It’s thick, pressing against his washboard tummy.

I squirm on the bed, shifting my weight to the other side. When I tear my eyes from his groin and look into his eyes, Derek’s smile widens. Oh my. Nothing shy about this guy. I ogle his package and he likes it.

Mason is naked now, his cock standing out, stiff as a flagpole, ready for more. In two strides, he’s in front of me, taking the drink from my hand and reaching to set it on the night table. He climbs onto the bed, sitting with his back propped against the headboard. Okay…it’s like all he needs is popcorn.

Derek steps closer and I shift to the side of the bed. His delicious looking cock is in front of my face. I want to taste it, roll my tongue over the purple helmet that glistens in the light, and I know that Mason is watching, that this is something he longs to see.

My fingers close around Derek’s cock and I massage it slowly, look up into his eyes. His eyelids are hooded, lips parted and his fingers streak through my hair. I edge forward and lick the satin surface, slide my tongue in a circle, rim the head before teasing the pre-cum from the slit. It tingles and tastes salty. His fingers massage my scalp, urging me forward.

When I open my mouth wide and take him inside a sharp intake of breath fills my ears. Lower and lower, my tongue flicking over the veins and velvet thickness, while my hand continues to massage the base.

There’s pressure on the bed and Mason’s hand is on my breast, his fingers pushing the cup of the bra lower and pulling my nipple, tweaking and pinching it. A pulse of pleasure shoots to my clit and I reach for him with my free hand. His cock is hard as granite.

“Anna. I need to fuck you.” At the growl that erupts from Mason’s throat, I ease back slowly on Derek’s cock and turn to my husband. The lascivious request dripping with desire, the cock in my hand—it’s a fantasy come true. I’m no longer Anna the good wife, but sexy, slutty Anna these guys are dying to fuck—as much as Anna craves it.

Mason shifts and lays on the bed, his cock hard and pointed at the ceiling. When I rise and place my knee on the bed, about to straddle him and finally get a hard cock inside me, he stops me.

“Face away from me.”

I turn and swing my leg over his hips, take his cock in my hand. Oh God, I want it inside but instead, I lower slowly, slide it through my wet pussy lips till it glides over my clit, soft as a lover’s kiss. My eyes close and I sigh, roll my hips, pressing his cock on my swollen nub of lust. What makes it hotter still is the young man watching, gaze locked on my pussy.

“Fuck, that’s hot.” Derek edges closer, his hand rolling and massaging his cock.

I rise up and this time place Mason’s shaft against my opening. I can’t wait any longer.

“Ahhh…” It’s a whisper that escapes my lips as I lower onto him, my cunt deliciously stretched and filled.

His fingers clutch my hips and ass, pushing and pulling me harder onto him, as he arches his hips up.

Derek’s cock brushes against my lips and I open my mouth to take him in, lick the head and grasp the shaft with my hand, greedy for more cock.

“Oh yeah baby, suck him.” Mason’s hips thrust up, hard, press deep inside, hurt me in the way I crave.

I suck Derek’s cock like my life depends on it. My head bobs up and down his shaft. He arches forward each time I lower, fucking my mouth, his hand fisted in my hair. His breath hisses through clenched teeth and he pulls away.

I’m left empty, lips still parted. I glance up at his face and see him smile and drop to his knees in front of me.

“Remember what I said in the bar.” He eases forward, to my pussy.

I fall backwards as much as my knees will allow, arching and exposing my cunt to his tongue. Oh fuck, just the tip of it on my clit… “Oh yeah…more.”

I roll to the side and pull my leg out from under me and then do the same with my other leg. Mason’s cock inside me presses a new place in my cunt…the spongy flesh of my G spot.

Derek’s elbows push my knees wide. I’m spread out, impaled on my husband’s shaft, watching Derek’s fingers spread my swollen pussy lips and his mouth lower till it’s on me. His tongue drags across my swollen bud again and again.

Everything else in my senses fades. There is only the thick cock rhythmically pulsing into me, creating waves of lust as my clit is ravaged and sucked. It builds slowly, consuming my cunt, flowing to every cell in my body…legs tremble…muscles deep inside a quivering vise straining on the thick hot cock filling me.

Mason’s hips thrust up stretching me even more, his chin pressing into my shoulder and breath hot in my ear. “Oh Anna.” His hips jerk uncontrollably, pushing me harder onto Derek’s mouth. Another tsunami of pleasure spreads through my cunt. He gasps while driving one final deep thrust…more pressure, hot, wet pleasure.

Never, have I felt so sexy, the object of my husband’s passion and the man we’ve just met tonight—a man who adored my pussy with his mouth and who now trails kisses on the inside of my thighs.

“Oh Anna. That was fucking hot.” A shiver ripples through my body at Mason’s breath and words tickling my ear.

Derek rises, and settles next to us on the bed. I turn my head, and a smile spreads over my face. It’s not over yet. He’s not rock hard the way he was earlier, but I can fix that.

I sit up and feel Mason’s cock slide out and nestle between the cheeks of my ass. I swing around and kneel between the two men’s legs. The look on their faces--Mason fairly beaming with love, and Derek, a mixture of wonder and desire—makes me smile and lick my lips.

My fingertips follow the line of muscle on Derek’s thigh to his smooth shaven balls, linger there for a moment or two. He shifts his ass on the bed and pulls his knee up, leg splaying open and almost touching Mason.

At his silent request, I bend, reverently cup his balls in my hand and lick each one. He sighs when I open my mouth and pull them inside, softly, like fragile robin eggs. My tongue flutters along the puckered ridges of his sack and I release him with a popping sound.

I grip the base of his cock with my fingers, and pull it towards me. It’s rock hard again and curving up and into his tummy. With eyes open and looking into his, I extend my tongue and lick the length, treat it like the yummiest lollipop.

He moans through parted lips when I open my mouth wide and take him inside. Mason reaches and tucks a stray lock of hair that has fallen over my cheek. My gaze flits to his face, his wide eyes and parted lips.

I slide my free hand across his hip towards his cock, feel the stickiness of our combined orgasm but also that he’s getting thick again. I can see us in my mind’s eye—Derek’s cock in my mouth, my hand massaging his balls and the base of his shaft, while my other hand works Mason. The image sends a bolt of lust to my pussy once again. It’s like I’ve degenerated into an aching vacuum of sexual need—the need to take and give pleasure to these men.

I turn my attention to Mason, rubbing his cock faster and licking our juices from him. I know what I want and that it will hurt, at least for a little while.

I look up at him, my hands working both cocks. I’ve never asked for anything as dirty as this and I swallow hard. But I ache for it. “Both of you fuck me. Now…at the same time.”

“A double penetration? Fuck Mason, you said she was hot but man oh man… Move down on the bed buddy till your ass is on the edge.”

In a flash, Mason is in position.

“You’ll have to get on top Anna. You’ve done anal, right?” Derek is on his knees directing me, holding my leg and lifting it over Mason’s hip.

“A couple of times but Anna was never into it. Anna, this is gonna’ hurt. Are you sure?” The tip of Mason’s cock is poised and ready at my asshole.

I look up to Derek standing at the edge of the bed. “In my purse, lube,” I breathe. I bought a small vial of it at the shop where I purchased my outfit on a whim and stowed it in my clutch. He grabs my purse and hands it to me. What a gentleman. I take out the lube and toss my purse aside. I dribble some over Mason’s cock, and over my asshole.

“Easy man. She’s wet but you need to go slow, a little at a time.” Derek has left his place on the bed and stands between Mason’s legs. His hands roam freely over my body, from my nipples down to my clit. When he rubs me there, I’m ready for anything.

I push down on Mason, wince at the initial burn as his cock enters my ass. After a few moments, with Derek’s finger vibrating my clit, I want more. I take a quick breath and shove farther down, keep sliding onto him despite the initial discomfort.

“Oh God, Anna. You’re tight.” Mason’s voice is soft, almost tremulous as he lays still, allowing me to take it at my own speed.

Just a bit more and my ass rests on his groin. It hurts a little but Derek’s finger is taking the pain away.

“Lean back on Mason.” Derek now holds his cock and presses against my opening.

Mason steadies my hips in his hands while Derek pushes his cock slowly into my cunt. I’m stretched beyond belief, filled with hot, hard cock. I finger my clit, fast the way Derek did.

“Oh God, this is so good…” I moan and bite my lower lip. The sensation in my ass and cunt is intense—riding the shiny thin edge of pain and pleasure.

Derek holds my leg up and out, his hips pumping that piston of his slowly, in and out. Mason’s movements under me are meant to be gentle but each time he thrusts, I’m stretched, almost ripped in two. After a minute of them alternating, I relax into it.

My holes are so full and the movement of two cocks inside is wicked. It’s so hot I almost wish there was another guy, another cock in my mouth. Oh God, it’s dirty and wild.

“That’s it. You like this, don’t you, Baby?” Derek’s movements become faster. “Jesus, it’s tight--so good.”

“Can you feel his cock against yours, Mason? It’s sexy, right?” My words and the movement inside are pushing me over the edge. I moan, gave in to the fiery pleasure in my cunt, cry out at Derek’s final, hard thrust into me, his cock bathing me with hot cum.

“Fuck! I’m…” a thrust from Mason’s hips, “coming…” a few final, trembling jerks, “again!”

During the heat of the moment Mason is almost sitting up. Both men are pumping the last of their orgasms into me, sandwiching me between them. I’m being thudded from the front and back until I fly over the edge myself. The three of us are panting and scrabbling at each other, riding the swell of pleasure, gasping raggedly with each pulse.

Spent first, Mason flops back onto the surface of the bed. “Shit, that was good.”

I had slumped forward lost in primal lust, my cheek against Derek’s chest. I sit up and feel the pressure in my cunt lessen as he softens and slips away. He turns and I see him stagger into the bathroom.

This time I fall to the side on my back beside Mason, rest my wrist on my forehead, staring blindly at the ceiling. “Oh my God, Mason. This was wicked good. I had no idea…”

He rolls over onto his side and hugs me close. “Anna?”

“Mmmhmm?” My body is almost numb with spent pleasure.

“I’ve got a confession to make.”

I lift my head and turn to look at him. “What?” Oh God. Don’t tell me. He’s having an affair and that’s where he got all these sexy ideas. My stomach falls through the bed to the floor.

“Derek and I are friends. I set this evening up.”


Chapter 6

Derek appears at the end of the bed, a grin on his face. “Anyone like a drink?” He moves to the table where the vodka bottle and glasses are set.

My jaw falls open and I stare at Mason. He set this up with Derek? How well do they know each other and what other sexual escapades have they done together. “Does Derek have a wife?”

“Nope. Not anymore.” Derek appears at the edge of the bed carrying two glasses filled with ice and vodka.

I take the glass from his hand and turn once more to Mason. He’s got a lot of explaining to do.

I watch him smile up at Derek and then sit up, take a long haul before turning to me again. “We’re friends from the gym. Derek was going through a rough patch with his wife. She left him for someone else.”

I shift on the bed to sit next to Mason, trying hard to keep my temper and the glass from spilling over. I glance over at Derek when he sits down beside me.

“Look, it’s not Mason’s fault. I saw you two together at a restaurant one night. Marsha was with me and we were fighting. I wouldn’t dare go near you two, but I couldn’t help admiring you Anna. You were everything Marsha wasn’t. Sweet, laughing and sexy as hell.” His fingers caress my cheek and when he looks at me there’s sadness in his eyes.

“It began with some teasing…Derek telling me he was gonna’ make a play for you, steal you away and show you how much you’d appreciate a good man. And then—“

“I suggested a threesome. It was fun, right?” Derek places his arm around my shoulder and gives me a quick kiss on the cheek.

“So you guys have never done this before? Tag teaming and fucking another woman?” I can feel my muscles thaw.

“Never. I swear.” Mason nuzzles into my neck and runs his hand through my hair. “I love you too much for that.”

Derek grins. “I like the idea…the way you put it.”

“Hey!” I haul back and swing at him.

He jerks his head back escaping my playful swat. “No seriously. This was sexy fun tonight. I’d like to do it again.”

“I wish you’d told me though, Mason. It makes me wonder what else you’ve got up your sleeve…” I pull away from his kisses on my shoulder.

His head tilts to the side and he holds my hand in his. “I’m sorry. My bad. I promise I’ll never do anything like this without running it by you first. I took a chance that you’d find sex with a stranger exciting, especially if I was there to make sure you were safe.”

He looks at me with puppy dog eyes and my heart does a flip flop. Probably if he’d suggested anything beyond dressing sexy and going to a strip club, I would have said no. But it was hot. With him there, I’d felt safe enough to just let go and enjoy the moment. A double penetration! Never in my wildest dreams but it’d been so erotic.

“Hey, I’m still thinking about the tag team idea. Except we do it as a threesome. Hell, even though I think I’m in love with you Anna, I can’t get fixated.” Derek drops to his knees in front of me. “There must be some other woman out there like you.”

“You crazy guy.” I ruffle his hair making light of it but it’s flattering to have a guy as good looking and a bit younger say this. “What are you proposing?”

I glance at Mason and see that his eyes are also sparkling at Derek’s comment.

“Ever hear of the swingers’ club over on Ellis Avenue? It might be a good place to start.” He stands up and steps closer so that his cock brushes my cheek. It’s already thick and I place my fingers around it, holding it while I reach for Mason.

Oh God. I smile when my fingers curl around it. He’s almost as hard as Derek.

“Make it worth my while and I’m in.”

More to come in Part 2!

Don’t worry, Anna and Mason’s adventures continue!

You can read Part 2 by clicking here

Or get all episodes value priced in The Box Set by clicking here!

In Case You Haven’t Done so yet, here’s An Invitaton To Mia’s Readers Club!

As I mentioned before, please consider joining my Readers Club. I’d love to be able to stay in touch with people who have read my work. It won’t be spammy; I’ll be sending you notifications on my newest releases and special promotions.

Aaaand…      

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you three of my popular books!
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So just click on this link: http://eepurl.com/bGtpED and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,

Mia
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