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About This Book

Is this all there is?

When Jackie Carleton woke up that autumn morning, that question exploded in her head without warning. Married twenty-six solid years, with both of the kids grown and gone, with a great house and... blah-blah-blah. She stared open-mouthed at her sleeping husband.

‘Is this all there is’?

Of course, she loves Roger! But what has she missed out on, being with the same man since high school?

It's been a great life. Duh! But...

‘Is this as good as it gets?’

When she finally admits to herself…in the most secret places in her heart, that she wants more, things get complicated. Searching online, to spice things up, what she finds at first surprises her...then awakens impulses that, according to her research aren't so taboo anymore. There is such a thing as a Hotwife, and husbands who get off watching their wives with other men. Who knew?

But how the hell can she tell her husband she’s curious? As great a guy as Roger is, how would he react if she told him she wants to get it on with other people? He'd flip out.

Right?

Right?
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1: WILE E. CYOTE
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JACKIE CARLETON GAZED OUT THE PICTURE WINDOW in her living room and admired the view. The large maple in the center of the circular driveway was a brilliant red in the crisp autumn sunshine. Her lips pursed in a small smile. Late fall had become a melancholy time of year for her for the last few years. Ever since first Janette, and then Greg left home for college, the hole in her life always felt deeper during this season. For the last six years, late autumn had been painful, but now, two years after Greg’s graduation and his move out west…the sense of loss in being an empty nester was still there.

A quick tear formed in the corner of each eye, which she quickly brushed away. She and Roger did a god damned good job—no, a great job raising those two! She should feel proud, not bittersweet! What the hell—it won’t be all that much longer before she’d probably be a grandmother for God’s sake! Greg was living the high life out in California doing some high tech something or another, but Amy’s life was really settling down in D.C. with her boyfriend the Captain. Sooner or later, they’d want to have kids, for sure.

Jackie let out a scoff. Her eldest daughter was 26 and was putting off the idea of kids ‘until my mid 30’s or so’. Shit—when she was in her ‘mid 30’s’, Janette was in high school! Well, good luck with that, hon; if Janette had kids at that stage in her life, she’d be Jackie’s age by the time her daughter was in the sixth grade!

“Nope. Started young, and I’m fine with that!” she said aloud. Was this habit of hers of talking aloud to herself going to ever stop? “Nope!” she laughed.

Damn right, she was fine with that. Maybe there wouldn’t be kids to take trick or treating anymore. At Christmas there wouldn’t be kids tearing through presents under the tree anymore. Really, it hasn’t happened for some time. Quite some time Maybe… in a few years if she was lucky there will be grandchildren though. That was fine. She had a whole lot more living to do.

She startled a bit when the panel truck swerved into her driveway. Emblazoned on the side was ‘United Parcel Express’.

“Speaking of Christmas…” Her eyes lit up and she clapped her hands in delight.

She was already at the door opening it by the time the driver came up onto the portico.

She couldn’t help but give him a once over. Early thirties, he was taller than she, with a stocky build. Not fat, more like a guy who played rugby or something. His short, black hair was neatly trimmed, and he had a natural friendly smile. The name tag on his shirt (which he filled out nicely, but who would notice something like that?) read ‘Don’.

“Good afterrrrnooon!” His boisterous voice was crisp and deep as he held out the package along with a handheld tablet.

Jackie took the package and set it down on the threshold so she could sign for it. “It’s just the one item?” she asked. When Don just shrugged, she added, “I ordered about four items.”

“I don’t know…I just bring what they give me?” he replied with a sort of forced smile.

“Then I guess I’ll see ya tomorrow!” she said with a grin. “When I ordered the shipment, I told them signature required.”

“No problem,” he made that smile again, “until we meet again.” With a tip of a wave Don turned to go back to his truck.

Watching his oh-so-tight buns work as he headed away, Jackie said under her breath, “No problem, indeed…”

As Don pulled out of the driveway, Jackie picked up the box. It was feather light. No doubt it was the lingerie. She gave it a test shake, hearing the fabric rustle within.

She went through the hallway to the kitchen and got the utility box cutter from the kitchen junk drawer. She opened the box and fished out the first item.

Holding it up by the straps, Jackie admired the sheer red chemise. The cups were embroidered with black lace over the fabric with a button-down front. She rifled through the rest of the parcel and laid out the panties and garter belt. With a gleam in her eye, she drew out the final item—an almost floor length, sheer peignoir robe in the same color as the chemise. Okay, that part was done. Repacking the box, she squirreled it away in what was now her crafts room. It had remained a shrine to Janette for two years after she graduated college but when the invitation to Janette’s housewarming in D.C. arrived, she asked Roger to redo the room.

Coming out of what was still Janette’s room in her heart, she glanced over at what had been Greg’s bedroom. Roger turned that into his ‘mini-man cave’ the very day Greg left in the U-Haul bound for California. It was funny how the second one leaving home was sooo much easier than the first.

She turned and closed the door. Well, enough about memory lane. That part of her life—the ‘Mom’ part was over. She stared at the door for a moment. She turned sharply around and with an impish smile lighting her face, said aloud, “Now…let’s see what trouble we can get ourselves into!”

Her laptop was on the breakfast counter that separated the kitchen from the dining room. She hopped up on the barstool and opened a private browsing window. No way was she going to show these searches to Roger.

Well…not yet, anyway…

For the last week or so, Jackie had become more and more curious about how to spice up her sex life. Twenty six years with the same guy, the same loyal, good looking, kind and…just decent man… Things became different the morning when she woke up in bed, looked over at Roger sleeping and the question first popped into her head:

Is this it?

Her eyes bugged out of her head when the thought at first flitted through, then returned and roosted in her brain like a falcon on a tree limb.

Is this all there is?

What. The. Hell?

The talons of the question had clawed into her brain and wouldn’t let go. In the shower, and after breakfast, and Roger ambling off to work, it kept scratching at her. Finally, she sat in the living room running the question over and over in her head. Of course that was all there is, for Pete’s sake! She and Roger met (still in high school), got married really young against the advice of their respective families, and made a hell of a go at it!

More than twenty five years later, now she’s asking that question?

What. The. Fuck?

She wasn’t unhappy. Not at all. Roger didn’t drink too much, never—not once—forgot their anniversary nor her birthday— he was always was fun to be around, and…and…

Is that ALL there is?

She wished she had a girlfriend to talk to. A bestie or whatever it’s called these days. She sighed. The only person that ever came close to being a real friend was that woman she met during that time she took yoga for a while. What was her name? Laurie? But nothing really gelled before she and her family went overseas for her husband’s work. Too bad, she was cool.

For the last twenty five years she had been sooo proud of being practically the only member of her high school class who didn’t have to work. She and Roger made the decision to get by on just his paycheck once she got pregnant with Janette.

And man, was it a struggle until he got his Engineering degree.

But as it turned out, Roger was wicked good at his job. Promotion followed promotion. The great economic meltdown barely touched their lives, thank goodness.

All in all it had been a damn fine life. What kind of ingrate was she to even think that question? There were plenty of women in the world who would change places with her in a heartbeat! Just visit a Wal-Mart at 8:30 at night!

So she went online and visited all sorts of stupid websites. ‘How To Put The Spark In Your Marriage!’, ‘How To Turn Him On!’ and on and on.

She let out a snort. The box of satin and lace that arrived today was because of all those suggestions about ‘pushing the envelope and getting sexy’. She ordered that stuff and some other sexy things because those websites practically nagged her to!

But despite all her online searching, not a single website came close to answering the question ‘Is that all there is?’ Damn it.

She had never been one to join clubs or stuff, and now she wished she had. No close confidant and no ‘ladies of the club’ for her. She was on her own with this.

She didn’t even know what the hell to search for. She sat in front of the laptop thinking.

God, that delivery man was hot. A hot guy like that had to be married, right? Was his wife just as hot as him? How long were they married anyway? Hot husband, hot wife. Did he come home from work and tear her clothes off every day? Or did she tear his off as soon as he came in the door?

Absently, she typed the phrase ‘hot husband’ into Yoda Google and hit images. Oh yeah…that delivery guy could easily be in these photos.

“What about his wife?” she asked herself aloud. With a smirk she typed in ‘hot wife’.

“Holy Hannah!” burst out of her.

It’s a term? Wait. It’s one word? Hotwife? Her fingers clicked a link and Jackie’s eyes bulged out so much she felt the pressure under her eyelids.

Hotwife

…a married woman who has sex with other men with her husband’s permission, if not outright encouragement…

There were women who had sex with other guys and it turned their husbands on? Fucked other men and their husbands were okay with that?

What the hell?

Roger would lose his shit!

She got up and grabbed a beer from the fridge. The hell with it being only the afternoon. She popped the cap, took a pull and kept scrolling and clicking for the next twenty minutes.

She was just curious, that’s all. “This is just online, internet smut, that’s all,” she said aloud.

She let out a snort after speaking. “That’s it; I’m getting a god damn dog! At least there’ll be someone here to talk to!” She couldn’t help but laugh at herself as the words filled the room.

“Oh my…” she said. There was a link called ‘Our Hotwives’. No way!

She clicked her way in.

Ohmygod…

After another half hour of prowling and lurking on the website it dawned on her. It wasn’t a question of ‘is that all there is’ at all. The real question was ‘what did she want?’

And the answer dropped into her head like an anvil on top of Wyle E. Coyote. In utter shock, disbelief…and a twinge of excitement in her tummy it dawned on her.

She wanted to fuck other men.

…and maybe women too…?

How the hell was she going to be able to do that?


2:ALL IS WELL
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DON COULD FEEL THE WOMAN’S EYES ON HIM as he walked down the driveway and got into his delivery truck. It was always so damn cool to be admired by a woman. And with one as hot as that petite lady, it was a real bonus. As he pulled out of the driveway he glanced at her still in the doorway. Oh yeah, he’d be more than happy to give her a punch in the pants!

She was probably ten years older than he was if not more, he figured. In great shape, though. She had to have at least D-cup boobs if not double D, and the way her hips flared out in those yoga pants…yummy hunny for sure.

‘I can’t wait to tell Connie about her!’ he thought with a smile that was almost a smirk.

He went through the rest of his route and returned to the depot to drop off his truck. They’d fill it again overnight, and he’d be back in the saddle at 7:30 the next morning.

As he got into his SUV his phone buzzed with a text.

Gonna b late 2nite

He gave a small shrug and tapped out

What time?

He no sooner sent it than it replied

About 8

Well shit, that wasn’t too bad. Connie hadn’t been getting in from work before 10:00 up until the end of September. But this month the latest she’d been was 8:00. Things were looking up!

Well, that’s an improvement. What ya want for supper?

He already knew the answer before her reply confirmed it:

Ordering Chinese delivery and will eat here. You get whatever you want

No problemo…the vino will be chilled babe

He no sooner hit send than her reply came back

You’re the best!

He went home, nuked a TV dinner, watched some NBA and Connie was home just after eight.

Just like she said.

He came out of the living room into the kitchen when he heard her car in the driveway. By the time Connie came through the front door, he had the wine bottle open and was pouring two glasses.

She dropped her purse and laptop bag on the front credenza with an exhaled whoosh. “Oh man, what a day.” Her hands flew to the severe bun at the back of her head. She pulled out the clips and pins and gave her head a shake, letting her blonde hair cascade halfway down her back.

Don stood with a smile as he watched the transformation. A straitlaced, almost stiff, flinty-eyed businesswoman—hell, executive walked through the front door. Briefcase, charcoal gray pantsuit, low heels and hair up in a bun so tight not a single strand dared to wander out of place… He watched as she shucked her jacket off, stepped out of her sensible heels and accepted the glass of wine from him.

They clinked glasses and in a single pull, she put half of it away.

Don tilted his head. “Tough day, huh?” When Connie would take a hard hit that quickly, it usually meant that she had battles in boardrooms.

“Oh yeah,” Connie drained the glass and held it out for a refill.

As he poured her second round, he shook his head sadly. “How many dragons did you have to slay today?” He passed the glass back. Despite her efforts to dress totally corporate, understated pants suits, low heels and not a peek of camisole under her blouse. Despite all her efforts to play herself down, a single glance at her was all anyone needed to be floored by how gorgeous she was.

And in the business world, that was usually a liability. Beautiful women were too often either hit on or else condescended to. Connie’s biggest battles were with people who underestimated her. And then when she stuck up for herself, they disliked her. Until they came around and just decided to work with her. It had always been a pain in the ass; being very attractive came with liabilities which she had to overcome just to be able to get the job done.

So he was surprised at how her face brightened at his concerned question.

She blinked at him. “None, actually. We just got a mountain of work done.” Her face lit up even more. “We brought in this consultant…”

“Consultant?”

She nodded. “Yeah. We’re new in Ohio, and Black Rapids as well. We hired him to sort of give us guidance through the various government bureaucracies we have to deal with. Roger—that’s his name—has been in Civil Service for about twenty years and really has a handle on helping businesses develop.” She shook her head. “And he’s worth every penny.”

Don nodded. “Okay…so he was a big help?”

“Oh yeah! Roger and I spent the entire day side by side at a conference table ripping through a ton of problems!”

“No shit.”

Connie’s eyes brightened. “No shit fer shure! Remember that huge problem with new hires?”

“You mean when not a single person who applied had any experience in solar energy?”

“Yes! The tech’s so new and is changing so damn fast, even I have a hard time staying on top!” She shook her head and looked away for a moment. “That Master’s in Engineering got outdated pretty fast…” She whipped her head back to Don. “My damn training budget’s too small! Even after my flying to New York last month to plead my case, finance still wouldn’t up it!”

“Okay…I know all that. So what’s the big solution?”

“Well, this new guy contacted someone in the city he knows and he got the city to come up with a grant to cover the extra expenses!” She started jumping up and down. “Not only will the new hires be totally up to speed when we start up, but my budget is intact!”

“Guy sounds like a miracle worker,” Don said with a grin. It had been weeks and weeks since he’d seen Connie this happy with the project. Ever since they moved to Black Rapids six months ago, she’d been under ever increasing pressure to pull this off. After six years at Harnel Energy, she convinced one of the biggest oil companies in the world to make a commitment to renewable.

And so Solstice Energy, the renewable subsidiary of Harnel Oil was born.

As a backhanded reward, they dumped on her lap the job of setting up the new company.

Both of them knew that it was Harnel’s goal to have it fail. Take a loss, tell the shareholders they tried, and get back to ‘drill baby drill!’ Her archenemies at the head office were all in on fracking; in a way, this assignment was her Waterloo. If she failed, she would be done.

“And it gets even better!”

“Oh?”

“Yeah! He knows some people at the local TV station. They’re going to do an in-depth profile on the plant!” She leaned in and grabbed the bottle of wine. She waved it at Don before taking a huge pull from it. Smacking her lips, she planted it on the countertop with a heavy clink. “And those guys are going to get it on Sixty Minutes!”

“What?”

“Yeah! And with that kind of…good publicity, Head Office is going to throw their weight behind it!” She let out a bray of laughter. “The factory’s gonna be too big to fail!” She hooted in laughter at how her end run was working.

Don shook his head slowly, taking in the abundance of good news. “Wow. You had a really, really good day, huh?”

Connie leaned against the counter and jutted her hip at that delicious angle. “Mmm-mmm…” She closed and opened her eyes slowly. “A very, very good day…”

Don stepped into her space. He reached up and undid the top button of her blouse. “And you’ve already eaten…”

“Mmm-hmm…”

He undid the next three buttons and pulled her blouse’s shirttails up and out. “Now that’s a sensible bra…” he murmured, his hand padding over the tops of the cups.

“Minimizer…” she breathed back.

“I know…” her generous C cup boobs on her slender, willowy frame worked against her in the office. From her second day at work years ago, Connie wore bras that were able to bring those puppies down a full cup size.

Don reached behind her; with years of practice, the hooks were undone leaving her bra hanging loose.

Connie let out a sigh. “Oh, that feels so good.”

“Well, at least it’s not high heels,” he replied. He drew her to him, pressing one of her breasts with his hand. Getting down and dirty with Connie as soon as she came home from work was always a turn on for him. She’d walk in the door, all professional businesswoman—a sleek barracuda in a pool of sharks—and in moments transformed into a hungry, insatiable slut.

At his touch.

His cock was already thick from watching her let her hair down.

His mouth dropped on her lips with a hunger. He bit her lower lip hard enough to make her jerk a little, then swabbed the spot with his tongue. They both liked the extra kick of a little pain (or occasionally even a lot of it) with their pleasure. Like steam from an iron, he felt the tension of the day waft off her. She fell languidly against his chest with a soft sigh.

Connie chewed her lower lip as she inhaled the aroma of her man. A splash of Polo in the morning mixed with the sheen of sweat he always worked up hopping in and out of his delivery truck was always a turn on for her. Her hands tugged at his shirt, freeing it. She wanted to feel his skin, she wanted to glide her hand over his flesh.

When she felt Don’s hand run down her back and begin to palm her ass, she rolled her hips welcoming his caress as his mouth attacked and claimed her.

His hunger for her was in itself an aphrodisiac.

Don was totally hot. He wasn’t a beefy, bodybuilder type; not overly muscular, but still strong-bodied for sure. It was the rest of the package that really got her going. His deep-set eyes, that complemented his deep voice…the way women checked him out as much as guys gave her the once over…his still so hot for her after all these years…

“We’re not gonna make it to the bedroom!” he warned, easily scooping her off her feet. That was another thing—she was just about as tall as him, but he was able to toss her around like a rag doll when he wanted. She circled her arms around his neck as he carried her from the kitchen into the living room.

Bending at the waist, he lowered her onto the couch. She looked up, her stomach beginning to churn at the sight of his eyes, glittering with desire. She stretched out along the couch, her arms above her head.

“Oh baaaaybe…” he grunted. He undid the buttons of her slacks and with one long, steady pull had her naked from the waist down.

He dropped to his knees and lifted each of her legs, tossing them over his shoulder as he dove into her pussy.

Oh God, she needed this all day! She arched her hips up to him.

Don pulled Connie’s thighs apart, admiring as always, her bare pussy. She shaved it in the bath, for sure; but also went for a Brazilian wax every so often to keep it nice and smooth. He looked up at her. “Remember how I had to talk you into shaving yourself the first time?”

“That was a lifetime ago, babe…” she murmured back. “Now I wouldn’t have it any other way…” she let out a gasp when he dropped his head down on top of her pussy.

Don did a series of long wet strokes with his tongue up the length of her crevasse. Her musky wanton scent—a rich aroma of creamy desire—wafted up. “You’ve been horny all day…” he said, looking up. “I’ll bet your panties are dripping!”

“Mmmm-hmm…” They sure were. When that guy Roger stood up at the desk and slammed the phone down after closing that training deal with the city, he looked like Daniel Craig playing James Bond. Those piercing blue eyes flashing in victory… If Roger had touched her anywhere, she would have climaxed.

“Poor girl…hot and bothered all day…” Don murmured. Let me help you out…”

She lurched when his tongue found her bud. With a stiff, almost dry tongue he whirred it over her clit. The sensation, after all those hours of arousal, sent a climax from her belly up through the top of her skull. “Oh shit!” she exclaimed.

She tried to bring her thighs together, but Don pushed at them hard, forcing them to remain open. He lapped at her pussy, slurping the warm wetness from her climax, but keeping his tongue away from her sensitive bud. He wanted her to recover a bit before his final onslaught.

Connie’s panting stopped, and he looked up at her. Her lips were pulled back in almost a grimace, waiting for his next move. Good. She’s on edge, not knowing what he was going to do next.

His cock was so hard in his pants it was on that exquisite border of pain. Soon, little buddy…soon…

He held Connie’s eyes. “You had dirty, bad thoughts at work today, didn’t you?” When he saw her chew her bottom lip, a rush of pleasure rolled over him. He dropped his head, slithering his tongue up inside her, wiping it against her sweet, tight walls before raising his head. “Yeah, I thought so…”

She chewed her lower lip again. “But that would be bad…” she said, her voice a whisper. “I’d be so baaad if I had those thoughts…”

“My bad, bad girl!” Don said. He rolled back upright and bent her thighs back, exposing her ass. With his hand quick as a riding crop, swatted her. “Bad!”

“Oooh!” Connie cried out at the sudden sting.

Now raising her thighs above his head Don bent back down, his mouth covering the flesh of her ass where he had spanked her. He blew on the spot, and wetly licked it before lowering her back down to the couch and straightening himself up again.

His fingers flew at his belt and pants, opening them and yanking them to his knees. His cock sprung out, thick with lust like a piece of undersea cable.

Connie let out a gasp at the sight. She loved it when he was rough like this. Especially after spending the afternoon so warmly aroused. She reached out for it, grasping it in her hand. She tugged on it, relishing the sight of his pre-cum. She stroked the tip of his cock with her thumb, smearing his seed on it before raising her hand to her mouth.

“Mmmm…” she said, watching his eyes, now almost black as she sucked his semen from her thumb. “Mmmmm.”

“Oh yeah!” Don said as he scrambled up onto the couch on his knees. He grabbed his shaft, and in one hard, unforgiving thrust of blind desire, buried himself in her. Connie’s pussy slithered over his shaft in a heated, wet clasp. He felt the ripples of her walls grab and release as he began to pump into her.

Connie shoved herself further down the couch so she could feel the top ridge of Don’s meat stroke over the outer edge of her clit. He filled her hole so deliciously, at the same time his now cream-coated fuck stick rubbed her clit. Her dirty clitty… Oh God…

“You have such a dirty mind!” Don grunted as he pounded into her.

She lifted her legs, clasping them around his waist. “Yes! Dirty, dirty mind! Fuck your dirty girl! Do meeee!”

Don’s breath caught in his lungs. Oh fuck, he loved it when Connie let herself go like this! He felt his balls seize up and his cock turned into a steel tube inside her as his orgasm began to roil.

“Come in meee!” Connie urged. “Fill my hole baby! Pleeeze!”

That did it.

Don let out a snarl as his cock pulsed, shoving a thick spurt of his essence down its length. That singular, eternal moment of mind-losing bliss erupted from him, filling his slutty beloved. In a series of four thrusts he emptied himself inside her, ending with him holding himself above her, their hips joined.

In a soft, cooing voice, Connie stroked his now sweaty face. “Ohhh baby…oh baby that was sooo goood!”

He gazed down at her. She was, as always in moments like this, radiant. Her face was flushed from her own passion; small blooms were roses on each cheek. Her lips were full as she mouthed the words over and over… ‘oh baby…’ in a gentle voice, a purring litany. It was the expression on her face that always, always moved Don so deeply. Connie wore such a picture of fulfillment. If there ever was a book titled ‘All Is Well With The World’, it would have her face on its cover.

Don blinked a couple times admiring his wife before saying, “Hot damn, I love you, Connie.”

She blinked and nodded silently before replying, “As I do you.”

He lowered himself onto her as gently as he could and they lay entwined on the couch.

All was well.


3: FER SHURE
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THEY SHOWERED TOGETHER and got into pj’s for the evening. After putting on her flannel top, Connie stretched and yawned.

Don gave her a look. “You’re pretty beat, huh?” When she nodded, he said, “How about we just cuddle in bed and turn in early?”

She held up a finger. “Bring me one more glass of wine and it’s a deal.”

Five minutes later, sitting up in bed, they cuddled together, sipping the remnants of the bottle. Don had cool jazz from Spotify playing on his cell phone, and the only light in the room was from his bedside table lamp. They were both quiet until Don finally spoke.

“That’s the first time we did it in almost two months, babe,” he said.

Connie laid against his chest. She nodded and patted it. “Yeah, I know…”

He stroked the back of her shoulders. “I’m not criticizing or anything. This was a huge challenge for you to take on.” He gave her shoulders a pat. “Especially since it started as a setup by the company, intending to give you the shaft.”

She nodded. “Yeah, I know. All the board of directors has ever known is oil and gas.” She lifted her head to look at him. “They absolutely refuse even to acknowledge that more energy from the sun falls onto the planet in an hour than we use in an entire year!” She shook her head. “All they care about is how much profit the company is going to earn in the next 90 days.” She held up her hand like a traffic cop. “But…Harlan Energy has the moolah they could invest in developing this instead of drilling new wells. If I can pull this off—make this plant a money maker for them…big time—they’ll look at solar the way electric companies looked at nuclear power plants sixty years ago!”

Don patted her shoulder. “And give you ginormous bonuses to boot.”

“Yep. Enough to give us our ‘go to hell money’ and be able to retire.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Yep, three years from now, we’ll be all set.”

Don nodded. “Or not. As long as we’re together.”

“I’d like kids, hon. And with enough money in the bank, I wouldn’t have to work.”

He raised his hands. “I know, I know!” he said laughing. This was about the hundredth time they talked about their future plans. He grabbed her boob. “But until then, I’m enjoying our practice sessions.” He felt her nipple stiffen already. It had been quite some time since Connie had been so responsive. “Let’s leave the babies and stuff on the back burner for now, okay?”

“Okay…” Connie pressed her chest into his hands.

“So…tell me about Rogerrrr…” he growled.

“Was I that obvious?” She glanced up at him. His eyes were smoldering as he pinched and tweaked her nipples. “He’s kinda like you in some ways…”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. He makes the same sort of stupid play on words jokes you do.”

Don pinched her boob. “Like ‘I didn’t like my beard at first, then it grew on me?’”

Connie giggled. “Yeah, you’re a real comedian. Anyway, Roger loosened up after we nailed down the budget. Then he started with them. My favorite was ‘I changed my iPod’s name to ‘Titanic’; it’s syncing now’.” She chuckled.

“Huh. Too easy. How about ‘I got some batteries that were given out free of charge’?”

She poked him. “That’s pretty good too.”

“Well, you know me—if the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach, the way into a girl’s panties is through her funny bone!” He barked a laugh.

Connie only heard Don tell that one about a thousand times, but still she smiled.

She began to rub his thigh. “It’s been a hell of a long time since we messed around with anyone else, you know…”

“Ha! Like forrrrr-everrrr! Shit, babe, we haven’t done those kind of fun and games since college!” He patted her rump. “Since before you went and got your MBA! That’s years ago!”

“Well…” she didn’t look up at Don. “Working with Roger kind of got me thinking…”

“Wait a minute. You can’t mess around with anyone at work.”

“Well… his contract’s going to be up soon…who knows?”

“Well, I got one for you too.”

Connie looked up at him. “What? Some lonely housewife came onto the hot UPX guy?”

“Yeah, right. I’ve been delivering packages for years now. Not once has that ever happened. I’ve only seen that happen in commercials for UPS and porn vids.”

“Sooo…?”

“So…” he snickered. “Today…some housewife checked me out like mad.”

“Oh rrrrealllly…”

“Yeah. She’s older than us; somewhere in her 40’s or so. She’s pretty short, too, only around five feet tall. But she’s in great shape.” He bobbed his eyebrows. “She has great curves and either had a padded bra or else real D cups…maybe even double D’s!”

“All you guys ever think about is boobs.”

Don’s hands got busy. “And asses… and pussies…”

Connie let out a yawn and sighed before she burrowed into him. “Can we put that off till tomorrow? You wore me out already…”

Don only felt a mild twinge of disappointment. Their fucking in the living room had been epic. He patted her rump. “No problem. It’ll give me a chance to build up for the next time.”

“I love you, honey.” Connie kissed him and rolled over. “I’ll make it up to you.”

He knew that fer shure.

He stretched out and rolled onto his side. They were going to start messing around soon, fer shure!


4: MAYBE…
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ROGER CARLETON WAS PROBABLY ONE OF THE LAST PEOPLE ON EARTH who still carried a briefcase. All the other people heading into newly constructed offices of the ‘Solstice Energy—A Member of the Harlan Group of Companies’ carried either backpacks or shoulder bags.

He preferred the dapper look of a briefcase. Sure his laptop was in it, held in place by straps and such. But also there was plenty of room for other stuff. He was able to keep each project folder for this contract sorted perfectly as well as other documents and info for this job.

Besides, it looked pretty spiffy. All those hipsters with their rad shoulder bags and knapsacks could just go—

He stopped in his tracks and a smile came across his face. Oh yeah…

He was in the conference room when the COO Ms. Connie Anderson walked in. As usual, not a hair out of place. Her demeanor was a lot more relaxed this morning than it had been the last few weeks. If they were friends, he’d tell her she looked like she really rumpled the sheets last night.

But they weren’t friends, they were colleagues. Well-matched colleagues and particularly amenable, but theirs was nevertheless a professional relationship.

“Good morning, Connie,” he said. “Ready to slay some more dragons today?”

“Damn right, Roger.” She held up her hand for a high five, and without a thought, Roger gave it a swat.

That was wayyy out of the ordinary. That gal definitely bumped uglies last night! “Good. Who shall we bring the wrath of Solstice Energy upon this morn, Khaleesi?” That was pretty good; kinda classy but kind of fun too.

She looked at him with a puzzled expression. “Cal-izzi? What’s that?”

Ooops. “Khal-eee-si” he said, sounding it out. “You know, the hotshot queen who took over Westeros?”

Connie stared at him blankly.

“Ahhh! You’ve never seen Game Of Thrones then?”

She shook her head. “Nope. Is that from the show? It looked like a dumb show to me. I never watched it.”

Roger’s jaw dropped. “Really?” Un-freaking believable. It dawned on him that moment that she had the same pale blond hair that Khaleesi had. Oh well. “You should give it a try. It was our favorite show when it was on.”

Connie’s mouth curved down in a frown. “Meh. I was never interested in fantasy and stuff like that.” She waved her hand. “I was probably the only kid in school who couldn’t be bothered when Lord Of The Rings was all the rage…” Her face did smile though. “Although…slaying dragons? I like that idea.” She dropped her shoulder bag onto the work table and pulled out her laptop.

“Great!” He opened his briefcase and retrieved his.

Connie shook her head. “Y’know, I think you’re the only person in the office who carries a briefcase.”

“My hipster quotient is quite low, I’m afraid.” Shit—did that sound stodgy or what? Okay, time to give it a try… “Speaking of hipsters… do you know how much a hipster weighs?”

Connie made a small smile. “Another one of your jokes?” When Roger nodded, she said, “Okay, I’ll bite. How much does a hipster weigh?”

“An Instagram!”

“Ohhhh!” she shot him with her finger gun. “That’s a horrid pun!”

Roger bowed.

Connie grabbed her phone. “My husband would get such a kick out of you.” She tapped out a text message and hit send. “I just sent it to him.”

“Really? I’m flattered!”

She shook her head. “You guys must have grown up together or something…”

Roger’s eyebrows lifted. “Really? He’s an older guy?”

Connie looked up. “No…he’s in his thirties.”

Roger grinned. “I was in my mid-thirties ten years ago, Connie. I’m 44.”

“You’re kidding.” When Roger shook his head, Connie blinked. “But you don’t have any gray hair!”

Roger made a mock primping motion with his hand. “And no chemical assistance either. All-natural.” He made a dismissive wave with his hand. My wife and I—her name’s Jackie—we were still getting ID’d at bars when we were in our 30’s.” He snorted. “And that’s after she had two kids!”

Connie shook her head. “I haven’t been carded in a looong time. And I’m not even 30 yet…”

“No way.” Roger looked around the room. “Harnel Energy trusted you with this project and you’re not even 30?”

“Yeah. I made such a pain of myself at headquarters in New York they banished me here to Ohio!” She leaned forward. “I think they hired me for ‘diversity’ or some stuff like that; you know, a woman on the fast track? But they didn’t believe me when I said that I was a big supporter of alternative energy. That’s what my Engineering degree was in.” She shrugged. “And my MBA was focused on start-up enterprises. So…” she held her arms out. “Here I am!”

“And your husband is out here too?”

She nodded. “He’s a delivery driver.”

Roger’s face betrayed his surprise. She’s a junior exec for one of the biggest oil companies in the world and is married to a truck driver?

Connie must have seen his expression because her finger started waving in a ‘tut-tut’ movement at him. “Now Roger—I know what you’re thinking, working-class guy and corporate climber. Don’s smart as a whip and his is a good, secure, union job. He was able to get a transfer here when I was given this assignment.”

“I didn’t say anything…”

“You have a really bad poker face, mister!” Connie said laughing. “That’s one reason I never talk about him at work!” She tilted her head at him. “In fact, you’re the first person I’ve ever told just what his job was. Back in New York, I told people he worked for United Parcel Express, but I also said he was in the distribution department and they all assumed he was a suit like me.”

“Your diabolical secret’s safe with me,” Roger replied. He nodded his head slowly. “They can send me into the darkest dungeons Khaleesi…”

“Thanks!”

Roger gestured at the worktable. “I think we need to call a meeting with the department heads.”

“Oh? What’s up?”

And with that, they settled in, side by side and began tackling the next set of problems on the list.

***

During the department head meeting, Roger gave a PowerPoint presentation on the schedule for equipment deliveries and setups. Connie was glad because it gave her the chance to really check him out without anyone clueing in.

She noticed that for a guy in his mid-40’s he had no paunch at all. She glanced around the room at the other men there, and the only other guy in the room who had as trim a waistline as Roger was the intern. And that guy was only 20 years old!

She looked back up at Roger. He had taken his suit coat off, and she could see how he filled out his shirt. It wasn’t tight or anything; just a perfect fit. When he lifted his laser pointer to highlight a column of figures she saw how his shoulder muscles and triceps filled the fabric perfectly.

What does he look like naked?

Under the conference table, she squeezed her thighs together. Since that chat with Don the night before, after that scrumptious roll on the sofa, the dial of her libido had been switched to the ‘on’ position. Just a low simmer, fer shure, but still…

Too damn bad his pants were cut so conservatively; she couldn’t get any sort of idea of the size of his package. But still… it was like watching Daniel Craig—okay, a dark-haired Daniel Craig, but still…Roger reminded her of James Bond. She looked around at the other women in the room, gauging their own attentiveness to the presentation.

Yep. Just like her, all the women were watching him with rapt attention. Not one woman was doodling on a pad or tapping stuff on their laptop. No… all three women in the room were watching Roger with rapt attention.

From the corner of her eye, she caught Joan at the far end of the table quickly lick her lower lip. Yeah…Roger had something about him…

The meeting ended at just about lunchtime. She got up to head to her office. She never ate in front of the other staff; her dad had been military, a drill instructor in the Marines for a while. She remembered when she was a child how he told her mom that he never let his recruits ever see him eat, nor sleep. It was a kind of weird thing, but she decided when she took this assignment to do the same. With all the pressure on her to make this project work, it was better to keep everyone at arm’s length.

Back in her office, she sent a text to Don.

How’s your day going? U didn’t respond to my joke from this AM?

It was a moment before he replied.

That was funny. Instagram! I’m stealing it! I was worried you’d be w/ people so I let it go till lunch

Fair enough. She opened her energy drink. Her mouth twitched, and she looked off into space for a moment before replying.

Last night was (((HOT)))

Before Don could respond she added

I’m thinking about being (((BAAAD)))

She no sooner hit send than Don replied

REALLY? That’s awesome! Got any ideas?

Oh boy, did she…

The consultant reminds me of the guy who’s playing James Bond right now… I might think about something with him when his contract’s up…

She sat back in her chair. Yeah…maybe…


5: BAD, BAD GIRL!
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DON WHEELED HIS TRUCK INTO THE DRIVEWAY OF THE CARLETON RESIDENCE. For three days in a row there had been a package for Jackie Carleton—‘signature required’. Since Connie had mentioned the other day that she was open to the idea of ‘messing around’ again…well, he saved this drop off as the last stop of his day.

Not that he would be able to do anything—he still had to clock out at work at the end of his shift, and for the money he was paid, there’s no way that the bosses would overlook any dalliances he had on company time.

But still…if she wanted to chat for a few minutes…what the hell?

Just before he got out of the truck his phone beeped with a text message from Connie.

For your eyes only... Slippery at work at my desk!

Holy shit! She sent him a pic! His jaw dropped looking at it and his cock swelled.

The last couple of days Connie had been wearing pencil skirts to work. Sure, they weren’t sexy—mid-calf length—but all her dirty talk the last few nights about this Roger guy at work had really gotten her juices flowing.

Staring at the image on the screen, he corrected himself. ‘Really flowing…’

She had held her phone over her crotch and had taken a pussy selfie of her fingering herself. Her finger was wet with her juices, and half of it was was up inside of her. Oh man oh man…his wife was playing with herself at her desk and sending him pics! The element of danger made the image even sexier. He tapped on his screen:

Hope you locked the office door!

He grabbed the parcel and headed up the steps to the front door. Before he even reached the landing, it swung open.

Jackie was the living image of a sexy soccer mom. She was wearing a white midi-tank top that revealed her tummy, and shorts that were oh so tight and oh sooo short.

He blinked and gaped at her for a silent, long second or two when he realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. Not only could he see the shape and hint of color of her nipples poking at the fabric, but the shade of the darkened flesh of her areoles were shadows surrounding them.

He collected himself as quickly as he could but saw that Jackie had an almost smug expression on her face. Her lips had an impish smile and her eyes shone. He caught her glancing down at his crotch. Just a flicker of her eyes, but there was no doubt she noticed his already thickening manhood. He felt a little flustered. ‘Thanks for the pic, Connie!’

“Oh! I’m glad you got here before my husband got home from work,” she said. She took the tablet from his hand and signed for the delivery. Don watched her as she did. She had makeup on! Her lips were a gorgeous red gloss, and the mascara and eye shadow made her eyes look like a cat’s.

A cat toying with a mouse. A mouse named Don. All his cool had left the building as he handed her the parcel. Was she wearing perfume too? “I don’t want my husband to know about our little meetings, you see,” she said with that same smile; her mouth almost pursed, but the corners of her lips were upturned. An impish vixen.

“Oh?” Yeah, real freaking suave. Well, at least his voice didn’t crack.

Jackie nodded and in one deliciously smooth move, leaned a shoulder against the inner side of the doorjamb, crossed one ankle over the other and crossed her arms under her chest, lifting her boobs, the fabric straining in protest. “Yes.” She glanced at the box and back to Don. “These are all going to be a surprise for him…”

“A surprise.” When she nodded, he said, “and what kind of surprise might that be?” He had gotten past the initial jolt of Jackie’s appearance now, enough to get his head back into this flirty game she was playing.

“Ohhh…I couldn’t possibly tell you…”

He knew he was going to take a chance and decided that he’d been to enough house parties in college to know when a girl wanted to tell something. Don rolled his tongue inside his cheek and lifted his arm, resting it on the outer side of the door jamb and leaning into her. “Well…may I guess?”

They locked eyes. Jackie’s tongue came out and deftly wetted her lips. Yeah, she was enjoying this little game. She gave a carefree shrug. “Sure.”

“Is it something you use or something you wear?” he asked.

Jackie chewed her lip for a moment and smiled before nodding. “That’s right,” she replied with a sly expression.

Don took the parcel from her hand. It was light as a feather, about the size of a shirt box. He shook it a bit. “I feel like a kid on Christmas Eve shaking a present, and it’s not even mine!”

Jackie giggled.

He handed the box back to her. “I hope he likes how it looks on you.” The look of surprise on her face was priceless. ‘Gotcha!’

“How—?”

Don straightened up and stepped back from the threshold. “You told me,” he said, batting his eyes.

“I did not!”

He nodded playfully. “Did too.”

Jackie’s mouth hung open in a perfect ‘O’. An image of those glossy red lips encircling his cock flashed through his mind. Fuck she’s hot.

He pointed a finger at her. “I asked you if it was something you wear, and you said yes right away.” His voice went low. “And now I have to imagine just what sweet nothing is in that box…”

Jackie huffed a sigh. “You’re pretty smart.”

Don’s jaw waggled from side to side before he replied. “And you’re pretty, pretty.” Now get the hell out of there, dude. Leave her wanting just that little bit more. Oh boy, if the gods are kind there’ll be another delivery tomorrow.

***

Jackie closed the door after watching the rocking hard buns of Don amble down her steps and back to his truck. Her heart was pounding a mile a minute. She hadn’t ever done anything like that in her life! Putting makeup on, wearing this midi top…that was one thing; but to outrageously flirt like that, practically flashing her boobs at a guy…

…made her horny! She sucked in a deep breath. Her hand went to her bare midriff and she stroked her tummy, just below her belly button. That was her erogenous zone. She closed her eyes. Don’s hands would be rougher than hers, from handling all those parcels day in and out. He’d probably grab her there. She squeezed her skin hard and let out a yelp. Whoa girl!

From further down and deeper inside she felt herself dampen. Her hand went past the elastic waistband of her gym shorts, underneath her panties and she began to stroke her pussy. She was still in the foyer of the house, and leaned her rump up against the credenza in the hallway. Yes, Don would be a little on the rough side…

When the tip of her middle finger stroked the top of her pussy, she threw her head back with a gasp as the climax built. Oh, that felt sooo good…

She was startled when she heard the garage door open. Shit, Roger was home.

Her head came forward and that impish smile returned. She scampered down the hallway to the back of the house where the kitchen was. Roger would come in as he did every evening through the side door from the kitchen that went into the garage.

She grabbed a stool from the breakfast counter and dragged it over to where the door was and hopped onto it.

She spread her legs and put her hand back down inside her pants. This was sooo dirty. When she had changed into this outfit, it was to tease the delivery man. She didn’t even think of her husband. Bad, bad girl!

Her fingers clutched at her pussy, pinching it.

Her eyes clamped shut as a moan escaped her just as the door from the garage opened.

She heard the thud of Roger’s briefcase hit the tiled floor just before he gasped “Holy shit!”


6: YUM-YUM

[image: Chapter Flourish STB copy.jpg]

ROGER HAD A HELL OF A HARD TIME at work that day. It had proven to be really tough to keep focused on business when he had to cope with a perma-erection every time Connie and he were alone.

If only he hadn’t been such a snoop this afternoon!

He and Connie were in the office of the Production Supervisor. It was the last slot of the team that needed to be filled and they had just finished interviewing the final candidate. They needed someone who could not only keep the staff busy, but who also could inspire them to want to stay busy. It was a hell of a needle to thread. Either the candidate was too damn bossy or else he was too soft. But that last woman who had just left was perfect.

When the door closed behind her, Roger looked over at Connie, eyebrows raised. They were sitting at a small conference table. Together, they both nodded. Roger shook his head. “The media’s going to love this—two women running a startup plant that will employ a thousand people the very day it opens its doors…”

“But you agree she’s the best candidate, right?” Connie replied.

“Hell yeah, no contest. Even with no manufacturing experience, her time in the Navy commanding a ship…and she’s got the mechanical background—”

“And knows more about keeping a team ship-shape than you or me.”

“Bingo.”

Connie stood and gave Roger a high five. That’s the fourth major success in two days. I want to go over a few other items with you, but I need to visit the ladies’ room,” she said.

He waved her out and picked up the next folder.

She had no sooner left than her phone buzzed with a text message.

He glanced at the door. When the phone buzzed a second time, he looked over at it.

Holy shit, she didn’t have a lock screen on it! His jaw dropped as he stared at the image on the screen. It was a guy’s cock, being held in his fist. Under the pic was a message,

You sent me one during lunch, so I’m returning the favor!

He looked back at the door. Connie sent a dirty pic during lunch? No jury would convict him—he swiped at the screen to see the thread and sure as shit, there was a picture of a woman’s finger buried inside her pussy. Oh maaan…

He quickly scrolled the screen back to its original location and moved back to his seat. He’d better look as innocent as possible. He popped his feet up on the table and leaned back, opening the folder of the latest cost/time estimates. He was as far away from the phone as he could possibly be.

Connie came back into the room. “Comfy?” she asked as she walked past him, giving him a light pat on the shoulder.

“Oh, sorry, I just had a bit of a leg cramp and I wanted to stretch it,” he replied, putting his feet back on the floor. “Oh, and your phone buzzed or something.”

“Thanks.” He watched her from the corner of his eye as she picked up the phone. Her eyebrows twitched a little, and she tapped the screen a few times.

“Everything okay?”

She made a small wave with one hand. “Yeah. There was a setting or something I had to adjust. Just a text from my husband.”

One lucky son of a bitch if ever there was one. He stopped himself from going any further down that road. Connie wandered over to the window overlooking the production floor and tapped out a reply, her back to him.

He didn’t mind the view at all. The last couple of days she had taken to wearing skirts to work. Yeah, sensible black pencil skirts. But after peeking at her phone, now he wondered if she was wearing any underwear.

His cock thickened at the thought. He better get busy with some boring stuff…

Later that afternoon while driving home, he massaged his cock. He had a supercharged hard-on when he pulled into his driveway and thumbed the garage door opener. He got out of the car and adjusted his junk. Maybe he could get Jackie to mess around tonight? She’d been pretty frisky the last few days, and he’d sort of put her off.

Well, not tonight, that was for sure! He’d ply her with some extra wine or whatever, because he was horny as hell. Grabbing his briefcase, he stepped through the doorway that led into the kitchen.

“Holy shit!”

Jackie was splayed out on one of the barstools from the breakfast nook. She speared him into momentary immobility with an evil smile as she blatantly played with herself. She was wearing some kind of super short T-shirt that barely went down past her boobs and had a pair of short—really short—black satin gym shorts on.

He stood in the doorway his mouth hanging open.

“You like-ah me-ah meee-staah? Me sooo horny! Me love you long time!” Jackie cooed in a sing-song Asian accent.

The twenty questions that flew through his mind were batted away by his throbbing member. He stepped up to her.

Jackie squirmed in the seat, her fingers hidden under the fabric of her panties. Her other hand wandered up under her T-shirt and she began to fondle herself.

“Shit, that’s hot,” he blurted out. No lie there.

“You don’t think it’s too dirty?” she asked in her normal voice, no play-acting. Her eyes were concerned. She had left herself totally vulnerable before him. One wrong word and she’d be humiliated. And he’d be a world-class asshole.

Silently he grinned her a leer and bent at the waist to raise the hem of her T-shirt, fully baring her breasts. Her nipples were hard, blood-red cherries surrounded by deep pink, almost burgundy areoles. He clasped her breast in his hand and began to suck on the nipple.

Jackie put her head back and let out a sigh, followed by an ‘oooh’. Good. He was on the right track.

He pulled his mouth off her nipple and grunted. “Let me taste your fingers, Missy.”

She took her hand from her crotch and put two fingers in his mouth. He could smell the tang of her essence as his tongue slathered over the pads of her fingers, relishing the dewy drops of almost lemony saltiness. They were frozen in a tableau at the barstool.

Jackie’s free hand began to stroke his already hard shaft through his pants. She clasped the length of it, and he began to thrust his hips. Shit, he was so turned on, he’d blow his load right there!

He stepped away from her and taking her hands, pulled her off the stool to her feet.

He lowered his mouth to hers and kissed her deeply. Her mouth opened immediately, her tongue accepting his charging thrusts. She had even rinsed her mouth out—the peppermint was tasty.

He couldn’t keep his hands off her. He stroked her sides, from the waistband of her shorts up to her tits and back down. His strokes became more insistent as his cock, now fully erect pressed into her stomach.

He broke the kiss. “Suck me,” he said. His voice had an edge of command to it, and Jackie’s eyes flared wide for a moment. “I said suck my cock with your mouth!” he grunted.

“You wanna me suck-ah your dick mistah sexy man?” she asked in her sing-song voice. “You gonna put your big dick in my tiny mouth?” She slowly sank down, her hands grasping at his ass cheeks until she was on her knees before him.

She tilted her head up at him and chewed her lower lip. “I don’ think I’ll be able to get it all in my mouth hon, but I’ll give it my best,” she said as she tugged his belt open and undid the button of his slacks. She groped him again through his pants. “It feels sooo big!”

Her eyes were made up to enhance their natural almond shape, mascara trailing away in dramatically thick lines from the corners. It was only then that he saw how her lips were all glossed with a deep red shade.

“I want your lipstick on my cock,” he said. Where the hell was this coming from? He never talked to Jackie like this! Like she was some slutty hooker. But then, in all the years of marriage, he had never come home to her so…so wanton like this. Fuck it—it seemed to be working…

“Oooh!” Jackie squealed when she freed his shaft from his clothes. “It’s sooo biggie big big!” She kissed it, and licked the length of it, never breaking eye contact with him. “Tastes yum-yum! So man taste!” She gave it a squeeze and was rewarded with a thick dollop of pre-cum.

Roger sucked in his breath when she covered the sensitive tip of his cock, her tongue laving over the slit at the top as she lapped up his essence. Her hand stroked his cock as she did so, twisting her wrist with each gesture. It was so intense, his knees trembled.

“You liiikeee?” Jackie asked, her hand brushing back her shoulder-length hair. Her tresses, always so full of body, shone in the afternoon sun streaming into the kitchen. She was so perfect, sitting back on her haunches on the tiled floor. She opened her mouth in an ‘O’ and pulled his meat into it.

The sensation of her wet warm tongue caressing his knob made Roger’s butt cheeks spasm. “Oh yeah!” he grunted. “Oh yeah!”

Jackie lowered her head to suck him good. He watched as her head bobbed up and down over his cock, her wet mouth leaving a sheen on it. She kept up that twisting move with her wrist and made all sorts of ‘Umm’s’ and murmurs of pleasure as she sucked on him.

Fuck, it was like she was enjoying it! Up until now, she was never really into cock sucking! But now…holy shit, she was going down on him like a starving woman on a bbq sausage!

He wished he had a camera. Wait a minute, idiot! He reached into a pocket and took his phone out. Jackie’s eyes were on him; they fluttered at the sight of the camera. A snapshot just wouldn’t do this hot scene justice. With his thumb, he activated the video camera, hit Record and pointed the lens at her.

She pulled away from his shaft and still stroking him, asked, “You takee movie of me?” He nodded and she added, “a dirty movie of your Jackie-chan?”

He nodded again, “I’ve never seen you so slutty…”

She arched her eyebrows at him and said in her own voice, “I got all dressed up for you honey… but then the doorbell rang…”

“Oh? Who was it?”

She smiled slyly… “The UPX guy…” She kept stroking him. She picked at her T-shirt. “I forgot I was wearing this...” She nuzzled into his cock again, hiding her eyes. As she continued to stroke him, she gave his balls a squeeze. “I think he liked it…” Her mouth encircled his cock again.

“Don’t blame him…” shit, that felt good, her small hand cupping his balls while she worshipped his shaft with her mouth. “He’s probably jerking off right now thinking of you… I would be…” His brain flitted to the sight of Connie’s pussy in that pic…

She pulled her mouth off and looked up at him. “I think he might…I mean…”

“What?”

She bit her lip and stayed silent for a moment before saying in a whisper, “I think he got a hard-on when he saw me!” she hissed.

Roger could only growl at first. When Jackie’s eyes flitted in apprehension, he said, “Really? Oh man, that’s hot…”

“You not jealous-y? You not all envy-ish-ee?” she asked, back in her sing-song voice. Her eyes narrowed a bit watching him. The sight of her almost beseeching him turned him on even more than the thought of her sucking off some stranger.

He gasped at the realization. Jackie giving some other guy head was fucking hot! He should be jealous or something, but after twenty-six years, two kids, a fucking lifetime together…and to hear her talking like a filthy whore…while sucking his cock and playing with his balls…?

He shoved the phone in his pocket and reached down to stroke her face tenderly, despite his mounting passion. “That’s the sexiest thing I ever heard, baby…”

Her face lit up in pleasure. “Me so baaad…” she said.

“You so hot,” he replied. “You make me so horny!”

Jackie squeezed his balls again. “I want you to come in my mouth, babe. I want to try swallowing your cum.”

Roger’s knees went weak. Jackie always hated that. “You sure? You’ve never done that before…” He felt his own eyes bug out.

“Dirty girls swallow!” She dove onto him with an enthusiasm he had never seen before. Her mouth slurped over his member, wetly sucking it as her hands stroked his shaft and massaged his nuts. It was the noises she made that drove him to the edge. Muffled moans of pleasure floated up to his ears; first, low smoky murmurs, and as his hips began to spontaneously gyrate she began humming.

She pulled him from her mouth and looking up, her eyes almost in tears from her shoving him so deeply down her throat, and said, “Please…come in my mouth!”

That did it for him. “I’m gonna blow!” he gasped; at least he could say he did warn her, right? His ass began to tremble and he felt that rushing swell of cum build up in his groin and surge down the length of his cock.

His eyes open wide in shock and pleasure, he watched as Jackie’s startled head jerked back a little at the first taste of his emission; then her face tightened and she pushed forward onto his cock, shoving it as far down her mouth as she could.

With a series of grunting gasps, he spurted again and again into her mouth, filling it faster than she could swallow; a runnel of his white essence leaked out of the corner of her mouth.

‘This isn’t nearly as bad as I used to think!’ Jackie thought to herself in surprise. The first jet of Roger’s cum had erupted so suddenly despite his warning she had recoiled in surprise for a second. But then…the thick fluid had run over her tongue and down her throat before she could think.

It tasted…sexy! That was it! ‘This is what wild sex tastes like!’ she thought. Savage, fierce, gushing sex! The primal grunts from Roger as he fed his cum down her throat, her swilling it into her stomach was so… so raw. This wasn’t any hearts and flowers, mood music and low lights stuff—no, this was raw, pure human synergy!

Life itself!

She couldn’t get enough of his cum. Feeling the throbs of each burst in her hand that still gripped his beautiful man tool, she felt it start to relax in her grip. She squatted lower to the floor, tilting it down now over her open mouth as she milked every precious drop of him into her.

Roger felt his ears ringing with a high-pitched whine when Jackie lowered herself below him, her mouth open, tongue rolling over his pee-slit as her hand drained his shaft and balls. When she finished, she let go of him and drew a finger around her lips to gather the cream that had seeped out. Staring up at him her eyes enflamed, she licked her finger clean.

Her voice lilted at him. “You like-ah meee-stahh?”

“Oh yeah, I likee much much!” he said, his voice a gust.

She watched as he lowered himself to the floor in front of her, ignoring his pants, a knot of fabric at his ankles. He took her into his arms and kissed her deeply, his tongue swabbing the remnants of his juice from the underside of her lips and edges of her mouth. She brought her hands up to the back of his head, holding their mouths together.

At long last she broke the kiss. “Wow!” she said. “I sure got my money’s worth from eBay for this getup, huh?” She picked at the cropped T-shirt again, holding a corner of the fabric up. “I think I might buy a few more of these.”

Roger’s hand came up to her stomach, palming it. “I particularly like how the underside of your boobs just almost peek out.” He bent and licked the bottom of a breast, sending a thrill down her legs, making her thighs shiver. She inhaled sharply.

He kept his mouth over her flesh. “So…what was it about the UPX guy, that was hot?”

She patted his back. “I’m glad you liked it…” Her hand continued to rub his back. “I don’t know what’s come over me, but feeling him undress me with his eyes didn’t intimidate me…it kinda turned me on…”

“Turned you on…” Roger planted a kiss on her boob and sat up. He pulled his shoes off and snaked his pants the rest of the way off. The floor was hard on his butt, but right now he didn’t give a damn. He crossed his legs in front of himself and leaned in. “Well…I don’t know what came over me when you told me that…but the image of you doing to a guy what you just did to me…”

She patted his chest. “It’s okay, honey—it was just a fantasy.”

He gripped her hand. “No…I want to tell you...no need to tell you…” his eyes widened as he admitted to himself as much to Jackie the truth. “It turned me the fuck on!”

Jackie recoiled for a second. “Really?” When he nodded, her eyes goggled at him. “The idea of me getting it on with some random guy excites you?”

Roger took her hand and placed it over his cock. It was already thickening again, even though he had just blown a spectacular load. “Here’s your proof…”

They both stared at each other in silence. Twenty-six years of marriage, a lifetime of history between them was erased as they each processed this new, completely brand new turn.

What the hell was going to happen next?


7: ‘YOU NEVER KNOW…’
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WHILE ROGER AND JACKIE WERE TRYING TO FIGURE OUT just what the hell had happened to their marriage, Connie and Don flopped onto the bed cuddling after having a deliciously hot, sweaty and naked time.

He lay on his side, propped up on an elbow as he played with her hair, curling one of her blonde locks around his finger, gazing at her. “You really got turned on by pulling that trick on Roger…”

Connie glanced away and back. “I didn’t do anything wrong, did I?”

“Well…you really came right up to the edge, you gotta admit that.”

“Well, his consulting contract’s just about finished, so he won’t be in the office much longer.”

“Yeah, but what if you need him to come back to, I don’t know…do some more consulting?” he let go of her hair and began to rub her midriff beneath the covers. “Maybe you’ll need him to come back and finish up some…”

“Unfinished business?” Connie ended his sentence with a grin. “I don’t see that happening. He’s got more clients waiting for him.” She made a small shrug. “If anything, I kinda regret not having been more…”

“Assertive?” Don chuckled. “Yeah…I can see it now…you’re in the office signing off on his contract fulfillment…” his hand wandered lower down Connie’s abdomen, rubbing circles on her tummy below her belly button. “You hand him his paperwork and say, there’s one more thing I need you to do… and then you tear his clothes off and ravish him right on the conference table…”

Connie let out a snicker. “I had exactly that temptation this afternoon!” She gave her head a shake. “Maybe it was unfair to set him up to ‘discover’ those texts between you and me…”

“Well, I sent it at exactly the time you told me to…you’re sure he saw it?”

“Hell yeah. When I came back in the room, he had his feet up on the table, trying to look all relaxed and stuff, but when he dropped his feet, a blind man would have seen his chubby.” She tittered another small laugh. “I mean he did act all natural and stuff, but he kept glancing at me and my phone when he thought I wasn’t looking.”

Don gave her a small swat just above her pussy. “You’re such a tease…” He kept his hand there. He loved this aspect of Connie. She did get such a charge out of teasing guys back in the day. But she’d never left a guy hanging out to dry like she did with poor ol’ Roger.

Connie snorted. “Look who’s talking! You and that woman on your route you’ve been delivering packages to? Didn’t you tease her today?”

“No!” He patted the top of Connie’s crevasse and then kept his hand there. He could feel the dampness of her desire and also a bit of his cum still leaking out from her. “She tried to tease me! She was wearing this cropped T-shirt that would make a Hooters waitress blush, and these super tight and really short gym shorts…” He bent over Connie and pulled the sheet down lower, still pressing his hand on top of her mound, he sucked on her nipple eliciting an ‘aaaahhh’. “I was wearing my uniform…she was teasing me.”

Connie threw back her head when Don slid two fingers up inside her, worming them around. “So you’re trying to butter me up right now, huh?” She squirmed her hips over his hand.

“Well…it’s been a long time since you gave me one.” He curled a finger inside her, rubbing her G-spot and then pressed his thumb atop her clit.

“Been a long time—ah! That’s right! Right therrrre!”  Connie began to roll her hips under Don’s busy hand as she gasped.

“So? Do I get one?” Don’s thumb flitted back and forth over her clit. “Pleeease?”

“Oh God! I love it when you beg! Yes! Okay? YESSSS!” Connie climaxed, another flow of wetness from her pussy drenching Don’s expert fingers.

Don rolled over, arriving between her legs and began to lick her, driving her to another climax. When she crested and pushed his face away, he said, “So, Hall Pass, right? I mean, I don’t know if anything is going to happen, but tomorrow is Friday…”

“Hall Pass, yeah…”

Don scrambled back beside her on the bed and wrapped her in his arms. “Poor Roger, I doubt he’s having anything close to the fun this evening that you and I are having.”

Connie made a face. “Who knows? Maybe his wife is as much of a harlot as me?”

“I doubt that—you said he was married for years and years…”

Connie shrugged. “Hey, you never know.”

Neither of them had a clue.


8: BUCK UP, BUSTER
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ROGER AND JACKIE HAD RETREATED TO THE BEDROOM. He figured if they were going to get their freak on, getting down on a mattress was a hell of a lot more comfortable than the ceramic tiles in the kitchen.

He sat on the side of the bed pretty much naked, having left his pants and suit coat downstairs and his shirt in the hallway. She still had her clothes on, because when she went to undress, he told her not to.

“I like that look on you,” he said, lying back on the bed. His cock was already thickening; this kind of quick recovery was something he hadn’t experienced in years! 

She stood at the side of the bed, moving her weight from one foot to the other. He was surprised a little at the expression on her face. She avoided making eye contact and her hands went up to her chest, splayed out in an attempt to cover her bare skin.

He tilted his head at her. “What’s the matter?”

Jackie dropped her head, staring at her feet. For a woman in her mid-40’s, she could almost pass for a college cheerleader. Her ass was still bubbly; jutting from her back in a dynamic curve. Her legs were still shapely, gorgeous thighs leading down to prominent calves. After giving birth to Greg she started jogging in the afternoons, sometimes even while pushing his stroller, and had gotten hooked on the runner’s high. Since then, she would do a few miles of roadwork a couple of times a week.

Her hair, cut in a bob that framed her cheeks, hid the sides of her face. “Hey…” he said. “What’s the matter?”

She made a small, timid shrug. “I don’t know…”

“What did I do wrong?” It was always easier to take the blame upfront than wait for her to tell him how he screwed up.

“Nothin’… you didn’t do anything wrong.” Her hands left her chest and she started knotting her fingers.

“So, what’s the matter? I thought you enjoyed what we just did. I mean…you swallowed my load…was that it?” God knows she never really liked that; hell, until this evening she always spat it out.

Her hands went up to her head and she grabbed her hair. “Tha-that’s exactly what’s wrong.” She lifted her eyes and looked at him. “I got so turned on—it was almost like I was someone else! I never liked giving you head! And I always hated it when you came in my mouth! But now…” Her eyes dropped to his cock. “Now…I just want more.”

“Oh. Well, that makes all the sense in the world!”

Jackie’s eyes shot up to meet his. “What?”

“Not!” Roger shook his head. “So if I understand what you’re saying, what we just did was great for you.” When she nodded, slowly. “And as a result of having great sex, the best we’ve had in years, frankly,” he nodded his head sharply, holding her eyes. “It was so good you’re thinking something’s wrong.”

“Exactly.” She lowered her eyes again to his crotch and he saw her tongue dart out as quick as a hummingbird’s, flit over her upper lip and dart back in again. He rubbed his hand over his thickening shaft.

“Well, c’mere and suck on me some more, then. If you do, you’ll feel better.”

Jackie blanched and looked up at him. “You think so?”

He shrugged. “I haven’t the slightest idea. But I do know that I’ll feel better! And what the hell, that’s half the people in this room!” He grasped his shaft and bobbed it in her direction. “And you know you want to…”

Jackie nodded. And kept nodding as she climbed up on the bed. And continued to nod as she climbed between his legs. Bending over, she took his hand off his cock and replaced it with her own. She had an expression that flitted from wanton desire to wonder and back. One moment her eyes narrowed and her tongue wetted her lips, and the next moment her eyes widened and her mouth hung open. He could practically read her mind as she flitted between longing and astonishment.

He reached over and put his hand behind her head. Shit, she was so petite he could practically cover the entire back of her head with his hand. With a gentle pressure, he urged her head lower until the tip of his cock brushed her lips. And connected.

And just like that, she made up her mind, her mouth yawning open to welcome his shaft back where she wanted it. In no time, she had him fully erect.

She pulled her mouth off him. “I want cock up inside me…” she said; her eyes again, narrowed.

Roger clasped his legs around her and rolled them over together so he was on top.

Jackie sucked in a deep breath. That fear and apprehension that swarmed over her as she had ascended the stairs to the bedroom had wafted away as if it had never been there. In its place was a yearning for that delicious fullness she was going to get when Roger entered her. Her hips were already grinding into the mattress in anticipation and desire.

She let out a squeak of pleasured surprise when Roger yanked her shorts off. Now all she had on was the crop top T-shirt. She quickly covered her mound with her hand when Roger leaned his head down towards her pussy.

“Just fuck my pussy, babe,” she said. “I’m plenty wet..” she pulled her hand away revealing her damp, swollen outer lips.

Roger licked his lips. “I want to taste you.”

“You can, but not yet—because after you come, I want you to clean me out.” The sudden expression of shock on his face made her giggle. She smiled slyly at him and began to turn onto her side. “I mean, if you don’t want to…”

With a rough grasp, he pulled her back onto the mattress. “You got it!”

“Oh yeah! Be rough!” she squealed. She lifted her legs into the air. “Fuck me, baby!”

He poised above her, one hand on his cock. He batted the top of her pussy with his knob, the spongy velvet bopping on her clitty. She smiled at the thought ‘My kitty clitty’. He tapped his knob on the area again. And again. Each tap sent a shock through her.

She clenched her teeth. “Fuck me! Now!”

Roger moved his hips and with a rolling pressure, filled her. She felt him flex his hips when he was completely inside, and the back of her pussy felt his knob press onto her with that bizarre, painful sensation of spiky pleasure. “Oh yes!”

She threw her arms around his back, her fingertips clawing, pulling him into her as deep as he could go. He slid out and plunged back in, ramming that sweetly tender spot all the way inside her without mercy. She squealed at each sudden jab. “Oh yes!”

She didn’t want to ‘be made love to’, she didn’t want ‘to have sex’. Jackie wanted—needed— to be well and truly fucked and fucked hard!

Clutching at his back, she kicked at his hips with her heels, spurring him on like a racehorse. “Yeah! That’s it! That’s it!”

Roger was a rutting boar, drilling her hungry hole now. He was merciless, attacking her wet tightness with a vicious pleasure, spiking each stroke with the wanton and crazed lust she demanded.

Again and again she urged him on, her mouth spewing a stream of filth filled lust. “Give me that meat, baby. Oh yeahhh hurt meeee….oh baby, I want more! Unnh! Yeah! That’s it!” She bore her pussy muscles—NO! her cunt muscles! down like she was pushing out a baby, tightening her pussy onto his cock as hard as she could. Roger let out a guttural “Jaaaackieeee” when she did. She held that pressure throughout his assault, feeling him slide up inside her and back out over and over again.

Oh fuck. There it is! The bright orb of pleasure grew in her stomach, a pulsating throb, half agony, half ecstasy. A roiling ball of dark and light filled her tummy and burst out, detonating her into fragments!

She spasmed halfway off the mattress, raking at Roger’s back from the explosion. Her teeth ground as she heard herself snarl at him. They weren’t even conscious; they were two Neanderthals—more animal than human locked together in a battle of life…and life!

Roger kept hammering into her, until she felt his cock spasm, hearing his own gnarls and grunts as they fell into one another, exploding themselves into each other.

***

They lay spooned on their sides, each gasping for breath, still joined. From behind her, Roger stroked the front of Jackie’s chest gently. 

“Wow,” they both said at once, and then chortled.

“I agree,” Roger said.

“Me too.”  Still inside her, she felt him softening.

“Been a hell of a long time since I was so…” his hand waved in the air, trying to capture the word.

“Potent?” she offered with a cheesy grin. When he nodded, she kissed his cheek. “Thanks, I needed that,” she said. She squeezed her inner muscles along the length of his dick and he let out a sigh of pleasure.

“That was something else, Babe,” he said. “I’ve never seen you so…”

“Horny?”

“Pretty much…” He squeezed a breast, tweaking her nipple. “But more…you talking dirty about that delivery guy…that kind of turned me on…” His hand stilled. “Is that weird?”

Jackie bit her lower lip and closed her eyes. She rolled her hips around his flaccid but still delightful penetration, pushing her ass into his groin. “No…” she said. “In fact, it makes me feel…good.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. I mean…all our lives we’ve only been with each other, right? And…now with the kids gone…y’know…stuff we coulda’ maybe been doing with other people when we were in our twenties…”

Roger snorted. “Sowing wild oats…”

Jackie shrugged. “Yeah, playing the field…”

They remained silent for a while.

Jackie blew out a breath. “So?”

Roger laughed. “So I gotta be the first one to talk?”

“Hmm-hmmm…”

“But there are so many landmines here, I’m scared something could explode in my face…” He wrapped his arms around her and nuzzled her neck.

“I feel the same way!”

“So why do I have to talk first?”

“Because it’s scary and you’re the man! Buck up, buster and spill it!”

“Oh! Like a spider in the bath tub?” He couldn’t help but laugh out loud. “Shit, I love you.” He took a deep breath. “Okay…like I said before—the idea of watching you fuck some other guy turns me on.”

“Tell me more…” Jackie’s voice was a whisper.

Roger closed his eyes and in a low voice continued, “You’d be on your back and he’d really be giving it to you. I’d be able to watch his cock stroke in and out of your pussy, your legs up in the air to get him in as deep as you could, and then you’d start to squeak and moan as you came…then he’d fill you up with his cum…so much that it’d leak out, white, sticky cum leaking down your ass…”

“And then you’d clean me up!” Jackie said suddenly. She shivered a bit at the idea. She’d be all full of some guy’s jizz, and Roger, to show her he was totally cool with it, would lick her clean. She held her breath.

“Well…I guess there’d be a first time for a lot of things then, huh?” He rolled her over onto her back and climbed between her legs. His face approached her pussy, glistening with their juices. He took a quick experimental lick. It wasn’t so bad; who was he kidding—he tasted his own spunk lots of times after jerking off. Pushing her thighs apart wider, he dove in.

Jackie clutched the top of his head. “Oh baby…”


9: SEX KITTEN JACKIE
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THE NEXT MORNING felt like the first morning of Jackie’s honeymoon. Something really important had happened the day before, and it was all settling in on her.

She felt a little apprehensive when the alarm went off and they both got out of bed.

It all vanished when Roger stopped at her side of the bed on his way to the bathroom and kissed her deeply.

“Good morning sweetheart, last night was wonderful,” he said before turning away to the bathroom.

She nodded to herself. It had been wonderful, then. In every way imaginable. She smiled, and when she heard the shower start, she went in and joined him.

Just like on their honeymoon.

***

Over coffee and breakfast, Roger asked, “So what are your plans for today?”

Jackie blinked wide-eyed at him. “Ohhh…maybe fuck the UPX guy? I got one more item on the way.”

“Wow!” Roger’s eyes flew open. “You’re really going to?”

“Yeah. I mean…if it’s okay with you and all…then you can come home and…” her hand went down between her legs and stayed there, “…you know…if you want…”

Roger shook his head slowly, a grin on his face. There must be something in the air. He hadn’t even gotten a chance to tell Jackie about that pic of Connie he saw on her phone at work, and now his wife of more than twenty five years is telling him about her plans to seduce some delivery driver!

He looked at Jackie with a raised eyebrow. “What’s gotten into you? I mean, it’s great and stuff; but you swallowed last night, and now you’ve become some femme fatale…”

Jackie nodded. “I don’t know…maybe it’s that the kids are really, really gone or something. I mean…I never dressed sexy, you know? I’ve always dressed modestly…well, sensible, right?”

He held up a hand. “You always look terrific.”

“Thanks. But it’s always been…me. I mean, kind of self-conscious; embarrassed or something.”

“Bashful.”

“Yeah…” she was standing at the breakfast counter and drummed her fingernails on it. “But yesterday…well, all week, kind of…something’s been building up a little at a time. Yesterday, I decided that I’d play a game.” She ran a hand through her hair. “When I thought of it as just a game, the idea of being all…alluring…became easier to do.” She knitted her eyebrows. “It was like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde or something.”

“More like ‘Dr. Jackie and Mrs. Horny.”

She rolled her eyes. “Yeah.” She snapped her fingers. “Ursula!”

“Who?”

“That TV show—‘Friends’? The character Phoebe has an evil twin sister named ‘Ursula!’ Anyway, I felt yesterday that I wasn’t really me, I was just playing a part. So that’s when I teased that delivery guy… I could see that I was turning him on…” Her eyes widened again. “The way he was looking at me—well, at the me I was pretending to be—that made me sooo wet and sooo turned on too.”

“I noticed when I got home…”

Jackie giggled and pointed at Roger. “You’re playing with yourself right now thinking about it.”

Roger’s hand flew from his crotch and he stared at it blankly. “Shit, I didn’t even realize I was doing it…” He rotated it back and forth before grimacing, staring at his watch. “Damn. I’m running late. This is the last day of the contract and I don’t want to look like a slacker.”

Jackie giggled. “Judging from your fly, there’s nothing very slack in your slacks!”

“Ha ha.” He got up and put his arms around her. “Whichever way this goes, just have fun, okay?” He kissed her. “Then tell me all about it! I gotta run.” He grabbed his briefcase and before going out to the garage, he said, “One more thing,” he said, holding up a finger.

“What’s that?”

“Your nails. Do your nails up in hooker red. Guys love red fingernails. And that cherry red gloss on your lips? Wear that again. You looked so damn hot yesterday. If that guy doesn’t jump you…he’s got rocks in his head.”

Driving in late, he made up the time on the highway, zipping in and out of traffic.

His mind was a million miles away, circling this new planet called ‘Sex Kitten Jackie’ and then careening across the galaxy to wonder about Connie’s sexy pic. He snorted. He had a sexy video on his phone…

He snorted when he came up with an idea. But did he have the guts?


10: GOOD MORNING
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CONNIE THOUGHT ROGER WAS ACTING A LITTLE ODD THAT DAY. He kept stealing glances at her as they did paperwork together, and was really effusive in the meetings, cracking jokes and asking each person present how their families were, recalling all kinds of details about them that she wasn’t all that familiar with.

He was acting like a politician, practically. Except that his interest in everyone felt genuine. It wasn’t like he was bucking for something; he was at Solstice Energy on a contract, so there wasn’t any phoniness of some guy buttering people up to land a promotion.

He had just finished some anecdote about that TV show Netflix was airing, ‘Friends’ or something and everyone started laughing.

She smiled at him. “You’re pretty chipper today.”

He grinned widely and started humming a tune.

She pointed a finger at him. “I know that song! ‘Good Morning’! It’s from ‘Singing In The Rain’!”

Roger chuckled. “Yeah, I guess it is, isn’t it?” He shrugged. “Let’s just say I had a good night’s sleep?” His eyes never left hers.

“Well, you certainly look well rested.” Connie was a little intrigued. After the phone thing yesterday, she figured he’d be kind of flustered or something.

Wait. Maybe he never saw it? Shit… She wondered whether she should try it again. She’d have to give Don a call and get his input.

Or…she could just ask Roger straight out if he saw that pic on her phone yesterday.

Yeah. Riiight. No way, José. That was wayyy too risky to try off the cuff.

The room had finished clearing out, and Roger was fooling with his phone on the opposite side of the conference table. He looked up at her. “Hey, I want to grab a coffee from the break room, want one?”

“Sure, that’d be great.”

“Just black, right?” When she nodded, he took off.

She had a few minutes. She grabbed her phone and dialed Don. When he answered, she said, “I’m not sure about Roger…”

“Oh?”

“Yeah…I’m not sure he saw that pic on my phone. I expected him to be kind of flustered or something today, but instead he’s all lively and keen.” She scratched her head.

“Not shy, huh?”

“Shy? You kidding? He was whistling show tunes!” She had stood with the phone to her ear and was wandering around. She saw Roger’s phone was on, and he had some kind of video playing on it. She started heading over to the other side of the extra-wide tabletop to peek.

“Really.”

“Yeah—from that musical ‘Singing In The Rain’… you know,” she started singing “Good mornin’, good mornin’ it’s—”

Don burst out laughing. “He got well and truly fucked last night!”

“Huh?” Connie stopped still. “How do you know?”

Don was still laughing. “What the hell do you mean?”

“Shit babe, back when we were kids, just after the millennium, around ’02 maybe? Viagra had this bunch of ads of a guy singing and dancing to that song!”

“Really? The impotence medication?”

“That’s ‘erectile dysfunction remedy’ if you don’t mind…” he replied in an old man’s voice. “Sometimes a guy needs more than a hand, y’know?” He laughed again.

“You men are weird sometimes…” she laughed too. “I’ll see you tonight.”

“Bye babe.” Don clicked off.

Connie had rounded the table and was now staring down at Roger’s cell phone.

He did leave it on.

It was playing a video.

The sound was off, and the picture was a little jumpy, but she was watching a doe-eyed woman, older than her, sucking on a cock for all she was worth. She’d pull it out of her mouth, then stare into the camera and say something before shoving it back into her mouth.

It was a dirty, sexy scene. The woman was wetly sucking on it, both her hand and the length of the cock sheened with her saliva.

That familiar and welcome flutter in her core started buzzing. Oh, that was hot. Why hadn’t she and Don ever thought of taking a quick video like that?

The cameras panned up and down the woman’s figure. She was wearing a sexy crop top, and the way her boobs undulated under the fabric it was plain she wasn’t wearing a bra. Hell, she could see the woman’s nipples poking out.

“Good morning, indeed,” she said aloud.

“Well, you showed me yours, so I’m showing you mine,” Roger’s voice penetrated from the doorway.


11: DYING TO KNOW
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“EEEK!” Connie almost jumped out of her shoes. She caught her breath. “You scared the shit out of me!”

Roger sauntered into the conference room. “Sorry about that.” He didn’t look sorry at all, that playful smile was too damn big. He made sure the door was completely closed before adding, “But you know, what’s good for the goose is pretty good for the gander…”

He crossed the room and handed her a cup of coffee. “You left that pic on your phone on purpose.” His voice was gentle, but steady. He cocked his head to the side and smiled.

She didn’t say anything.

“And…well…” Roger’s head started to bob. “Your pic was pretty exciting, and then when I got home—”

Her hand flew to her mouth. “Did you tell your wife about it?”

Roger chuckled. “I really didn’t have a chance to say anything at all…as soon as I got in the door…she was…feeling frisky!” He tilted his head at her. “But I will be telling her, Connie. I’m married and I don’t mess around.”

“Well…it’s not exactly like that…”

“Oh?” Roger pulled out a chair and sat in it. “Then tell me. I’m dying to know…”


12: C’MON, BIG FELLA
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ALL DAY LONG Jackie had been on pins and needles. The delivery truck had usually come late in the afternoon, but she wasn’t going to take any chances.

She was in the spare bedroom, all of her online purchases laid out on the bed.

She couldn’t help but snicker as her eyes wandered over the items.

There were not one, but two sexy outfits. Beside them was a collection of all kinds of sex toys—vibrators, cock rings, a vibrating cock ring, a blindfold, some satin restraints, a small paddle—she’d never tried that spanking stuff, but hey, you never know, right?—a few different kinds of lubes—not that she needed any, judging from last night—and a couple of anal toys.

She shook her head again. After last night’s incredible time with Roger, she probably wasted all this money!

And judging from what she saw online with the tracking and delivery notification for her final item, her ultimate purchase was coming today!

She better get ready…

She left the spare bedroom and went back to the master bedroom. Standing at the doorway, she stared at the ceiling, then scanned the rest of the room.

It was an expansive room; their bed was against the far wall with night tables on each side. She had wondered aloud many times should they put a love seat or something else in the room to break up the four or five steps from the foot of the bed to the closets beside her.

Roger had laughed at her. “Why the hell should we put furniture in our bedroom? You expecting company or something?”

He did get a kick out of the full length mirrored doors on the closets though. She’d caught him more than once looking at it while they made love, watching themselves in action as they rumpled the sheets!

That’s enough of that. She and Roger were no longer ever going to ‘rumple the sheets’ or ‘make love’ or whatever euphemism you’d use.

From now on she and Roger were going to fuck.

Her hand flew to her mouth at the thought. What the hell was happening to her? She was becoming a very, very dirty girl!

She took her hand from her mouth. “About damn time!” she said aloud.

She looked up at the ceiling, lips tight in concentration. Yeah, this would be good. Now, she should get this room ready.

***

Don pulled onto the street for his final delivery of the afternoon, the carton on the floor beside him. He wondered what oversexed Ms. Jackie…what was her last name? He glanced at the address label. Carleton. He wondered what kind of outfit she was going to be wearing today. Yesterday’s shorts and crop top were pretty damn yummy—no doubt the woman had something else lined up. He bet money on it.

He came to a stop in front of the address and looked up at the big home from the street before pulling into the driveway. This babe was making some decent coin to afford a place like this. What does she do for a living? Maybe she’s a stripper? Or one of those at home amateur porn stars? Well, either that or her husband could be some high-powered businessman or lawyer or doctor or something.

Kinda’ like he and Connie. She was absolutely killing it with her job. But they didn’t live in a house half the size of this place, and that was with him having a great paying union job too. But they had plans—when they started a family, Connie was going to quit working and be a full-time mom—until the kids started high school anyway. So for now, instead of living large as a pair of DINKs, they were putting away pretty much all of her pay, along with her annual bonuses. In a year, two tops, she’d be quitting.

He looked up at Jackie Carleton’s house again. Or maybe she’d go back to the corporate world anyway? And he’d be the full-time house husband? He snorted at that thought. It might be the 21st century, but he wasn’t going to be anybody’s house husband!

He pulled into the driveway and reached for the box. Lifting it up, he slid open the truck door and froze, his eyes narrowing. Shit. Wait. Husband? His eyes went to the front door. Jackie had a husband dammit!

Shit. Free pass from Connie, and it didn’t matter for shit. Damn. He shook his head and jumped out.

Once again, the front door opened before he could press the bell.

His eyes flew open at the sight in front of him. Oh shit. Oh damn. Hot Damn!

Jackie was wearing a red satin floor-length robe and it was open. Beneath it was a red lacy practically see-through peignoir. Her full breasts were covered in red lace cups, but it was easy to see her hard nipples through it. Translucent red fabric teased him with what was underneath.

Her had her hands were cupping her face, fingers topped with deep red nail polish framing her glossy red lips, which were pursed in a cupid-bow smile.

Don felt the blood rush from his head to his crotch…

“Thank God you’re here!” she said, her voice low and breathless. “I really need a man’s help!” She took the package from him and turned, heading for the staircase.

Don stayed at the doorway. Think, think, think! “Uhhhh…” He sucked in a breath. That was real smooth, dummy.

Jackie turned from the staircase, the box tucked under her arm. “C’mon, big fella. I won’t bite. I hope you’re good with tools. I’ll even pay you for your time.” With that, she turned, hiked up her gown with her free hand and ascended the stairs.

He watched as her ass cheeks undulated beneath the rippling fabric. Oh man…

He stepped into the foyer, closed the door and followed.


13: HEAVY ON THE DUMB
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HE FOLLOWED HER to the master bedroom, his cock thickening with each step.

By the time he joined her, she was sitting on the floor, opening the box with a utility knife. Beside her, a toolbox and a step ladder were set.

Jackie looked up brightly. “I thought I’d be able to do this, but when I looked at the instructions online, it was just too much for me.” Her eyes opened wide. “Please tell me you know how to use tools and stuff.”

“Yeah…I mean…I’m not a professional, but I’m pretty handy.”

“Whew! I never thought about that until just now!” She went back to the box, prying open the lid. “Yes!” she squealed, pulling out a large plastic bag.

“Lady—”

“It’s Jackie, Don. My name’s Jackie.” She had gotten to her knees, and he watched her full tits sway as she bent over, pulling stuff out of the plastic bag. It was an assortment of web strapping, a spring thing, and some chrome-plated hardware.

She quickly jerked her head up catching his peeking. “You’re checking out my boobs, aren’t you?” Before he could say a word, she said, “Look, if you help me install this, I’ll pay you a hundred dollars, okay?”

He fingered one of the parts from the box. “What…what the hell is this thing?”

She got to her feet and held it up. It was an assortment of straps, pads and buckles. The way she held it…it looked like one of those ‘Jolly Jumpers’ he remembered seeing as a kid.

“It’s a sex swing!”

Oh damn. “A sex swing? You want me to install a sex swing?”

She nodded, smiling sweetly.

Whoa…

***

They were finished in less than half an hour. Jackie had read the online instructions carefully. Every tool he needed—electric drill, stud finder, measuring tape, and on and on—were all there. As he stood on the step ladder, she was at the base passing him each tool and component as soon as he needed it. He felt like a doctor in an operating room.

With the sexiest nurse anyone could ever ask for!

He gave a final tug on the hanging strap, putting all his weight on it. This sucker wasn’t going anywhere.

“Okay, get down from there; let’s switch places,” Jackie said.

He got off the ladder and Jackie climbed up. She fiddled with one of the buckles. “Grab the seat of the swing and raise it to your waist.” When he did so, she pulled on the strap and locked it in place. “Okay, let go of it.” When he did, it was positioned right at the height of his crotch. “Perfect!”

He watched as she got off the ladder and stood facing him. Without warning, she stood on tip-toe, grabbed him by the back of the neck and pulled his head down, planting a solid wet kiss on his mouth. “Thanks, Don…you’ve been a big help…so far…”

Jackie let him go and skootched herself onto the padded seat. She grasped the upright straps and leaned back, her legs outstretched. Don watched as the hem of her gown slipped further and further up as her legs rose, feet together, toes pointed like a high diver’s. They were pointing directly at him.

She was smiling, but only with her mouth. Her eyes were watching his reaction, or else flitting off to the side for a moment like she was thinking. Don’s eyes kept dropping to her legs, as more and more of her flesh was exposed. Her knees, then her thighs were revealed until finally, only the lowest button on her gown and her tightly closed legs were occluding her most intimate parts.

Damn it. He wondered if she was shaved down there.

“Does watching me turn you on?” Jackie asked.

He let out a whoosh of air and nodded.

“I’m glad…” Jackie chewed her lower lip and ducked her head down for a moment. She brought it back up, her mouth slightly open. Her tongue stroked her glossy lips as her breathing deepened.

She closed her mouth and watching him with an intense gaze, slowly opened her legs.

Oh man oh man… Her pussy was completely shaved bare. He could tell she had done it herself, probably in the shower that very morning because the skin around it was bright pink from razor burn.

Even so, her outer lips were a little puffy, and her inner lips peeked out like petals of a flower.

“I’ve never done anything like this before…” Jackie said in a hushed voice.

‘Well, what she lacks in experience, she’s making up for with enthusiasm!’ Don smiled at the thought. “You could have fooled me,” he replied out loud. “You look sensational—absolutely sensational!”

“Really? Then are you gonna do about it?” She closed and opened her legs again.

Don bent down and kissed her inner thigh, wetting it with his tongue. He straightened up. “You’re not gonna believe this, but I’m gonna get out of here.” He pointed with his chin towards a wedding portrait of Jackie and some guy that was on their dresser. “I don’t mess around with married women without their husband’s okay…”

“It’s okay! Honest!” Jackie’s legs hit the floor with a thud. “I talked about you to him! It turns him on!”

Don backed away. He had all the reasons or whatevers he needed to be convinced. Except, he wasn’t convinced. In all the deliveries he made, it was only her at the door. Horny housewives were one thing, but he wasn’t that guy who fucks another guy’s woman. He did it once, a looong time ago; it was the only time he ever had great sex and felt like shit afterwards. Well, not this time.

He stood at the door to the bedroom, looking at the pained expression on Jackie’s face. Now he was doing the right thing…and it felt even shittier. “Look…” he grabbed a pen from his pocket and picked the instruction manual up from the floor. “If you’re telling me the truth, have your husband give me a call or text me or something, okay? I’m totally ready…” he rubbed his aching crotch. “But I don’t want to be the asshole who does some guy’s wife behind his back, okay?”

“But…”

Don held up his hand. “I’m not gonna be that guy, OK? That’s just the way I am.” He dropped it and let out a sigh. “I really, really want to believe your husband’s cool with this.” He stopped and had a thought. “Okay, let me put it to you this way—do you think I’m married?”

Jackie’s hand flew to her mouth. “Ohmygod! Are you?”

He nodded. “Yeah, I am. Do you want to be that kind of woman?”

She shook her head in silence.

“Okay then…but just so you know, my wife and I…well, we like to have fun with other people once in a while, okay? But just not like this; not if it’s behind your husband’s back. I’m not taking the chance.”

He put the paper back onto the floor and left the house with mixed feelings.

He felt dumb and sort of proud. But heavy on the dumb.


14: NOT THE ONLY ONE!
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ROGER STARED AT CONNIE, the silence between them deepening.

She was a strong woman, no doubt about it; she held his gaze during the entire interlude. Well, two can play that game, Connie. He saw it a hundred times when negotiations reached a crossroads—whether buying a car, or selling a consultancy contract, whatever—there often came a time when there was a long silence between the two parties, and the cliché always was…

He snorted. “He who speaks first loses.” Fuck it. He didn’t have the slightest idea what was on the table right now, anyway.

Connie nodded and smiled. “Yeah, my thoughts exactly. Except I’m not quite sure what we’re negotiating right now.”

Roger rolled his tongue inside his cheek. “I think…we’re trying to figure out how to get the other one into bed, Connie.” He gestured at his cell phone still lying on the table. “This ‘Game Of Phones’ we’ve been playing has been leading up to exactly that, right?” He was so damn impressed when all she did was just slowly nod. Not a hint of a blush; she wasn’t embarrassed in the slightest. Hmmm. The implications of that were promising. This wasn’t her first time doing something like this.

Connie gestured at his phone. “I like the shape of your cock.”

Roger stopped breathing. No…don’t…damn it! He felt the blood rise up his neck.

Connie’s eyes twinkled. “Ohhh…you’re a little shy now, huh?” Without warning, she leaned over and kissed his cheek. “That’s kind of sweet.”

The hell with it. “Well, I’m a quick study?” he said. There, quip away, bud; she may rattle you, but she’s not gonna sink you.

Connie folded her arms. “So you’re attracted to me.”

Roger responded in turn, folding his arms. “I think the feeling’s mutual.”

***

“The feeling’s mutual?” Connie shook her head. This guy doesn’t have the slightest idea how good looking he is. He looked so damn good in a suit…what the hell did he look like naked? And those hands…he had great hands; large like Don’s but with a classical look to them like a musician’s. How would they feel on her body? 

She ran her hand over her scalp, feeling her tight bun. “Oh Roger, you have nooo idea how mutual. You really got under my skin. It was easy to handle at first, when we hired you to consult.” She shook her head slowly. “But then when you just kept getting better and better at this project…” She took a deep breath, and cut right to the point. “I’ve never ever thought about getting involved with a guy at work until you.”

“Well, you’ve been pretty damn attractive from the moment I first met you.” He tilted his head to the side. “Despite you doing everything you can to play it down, you’re gorgeous.”

She stepped into him. “So what do you plan on doing about it?” Her hands rose to her hair again, but now she undid a series of hair clips and bobby pins. She ran her hands through her tresses, fluffing them out, her long blonde locks falling down below her shoulders.

Roger held both hands out. “Whoaaa…” He glanced nervously at the closed office door.

“Everyone’s gone for the day, Roger. I checked when I left the room earlier.” This was going to be so damn hot. She’d never done anything in an office before with a new playmate. She slid her blazer off.

“I said ‘whoa’, Connie…”

She stilled. Roger’s face had a strange expression. Shit, had she read this all wrong?

***

The thought just popped into his head. “You’re married, Connie.”

Connie’s head tipped to the side, responding with a sultry smile, “My husband’s fine with this. The question is…are you? And how about your wife?”

He deliberated for all of two seconds on whether to tell her. “My wife told me she’s going to seduce a younger man this afternoon. And know what? It was me who encouraged her to do it.” That much was true, yeah. But…Him getting his freak on with Connie? He had to admit to himself that hadn’t come up between them, but the way Jackie had kind of sexually ‘woke’ was promising. She’d probably be fine with it but maybe it would be best to clear it with her first.

“So you say.” She smiled a sensuous, almost feline smile.

“You doubt my word, yet I’m supposed to take yours as gospel.” He looked at her cell phone laying on the table. “Okay, let’s call him. Tell him what you want to do. Maybe even let me speak to him? I’m just a little gun shy right now about all this.”

She tilted her head at him. “Okay… You’ll see. He’s going to be so hot for us to do this!” She grabbed her phone and pressed a couple of buttons.

Her eyebrows tightened. “It went right to his voicemail.” She stared evenly at Roger and left a message. “Hi honey. Roger and I are at work and we’re about to start something hot…” She leered at Roger. “I’m going to suck his cock and then he’s going to fuck me. I hope he’s as good at sex as he looks… Anyway, give me a call, okay?” She twirled a finger in her hair, watching Roger like a can with a mouse and added, “Don’t worry about interrupting us…because I want you to. Bye.” She tapped her phone, ending the call.

Roger let out a whoosh of air. “You just left that voicemail for him? For real?”

Connie nodded. “Yes, I did.” She held up her hand. “Now it’s your turn. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander, right? So call that sexy wife of yours…” her eyes sparkled at him. “That was your wife sucking your cock, right?” When he nodded furiously, she continued, “Then I want you to talk to her, or at least leave the kind of voicemail I just left.”

“Okay…” He couldn’t help himself but let out a laugh. “I don’t think what’s going on here would ever make it onto a Hallmark card, do you?”

Connie snorted. “No…but maybe an erotic novel?”

“I’d buy it!” He punched in the number for Jackie’s phone. She picked up on the third ring. “Hey babe, I’m here at the office with Connie—”

“Shit Roger! Shit! Shit, shit!”

What the hell? “Hey honey, what’s wrong?” He was watching Connie whose face had a concerned expression.

“Oh damn it, Roger! I tried! I really tried! But he walked out on me!” Jackie’s voice was on the verge of breaking.

Awww man! Damn it! “I’m on my way home, babe.” He ended the call and looked at Connie. God damn it. And it really would have been fucking fun! He kissed her on the forehead. “I’m sorry; but there’s trouble at home.”

“What’s wrong?”

Roger took a deep breath. This wasn’t the time nor place to tell Connie all the crazy details of his home life. “Well…she had a big event planned for this afternoon that just went sideways. Look, I’d better run. After I sort this out with Jackie I’ll—no, we’ll be in touch, okay?”

Connie couldn’t help but shake her head slowly. “Your wife had some plans that fell through?” When Roger nodded, she said, “She’s not the only one!”


15: OH REEALLLY?

[image: Chapter Flourish STB copy.jpg]

JACKIE WAS IN THE LIVING ROOM with a tub of Ben & Jerry’s Chocolate Chip Cookie Dough. No dish, just a spoon and the cardboard carton. She had grabbed it from the freezer in the garage where it had been for a few months. While home for a visit, Janette had a spat with her boyfriend (now her fiancé) on the phone and had gone out and bought it. Before she was able to get into it, he called and they made up. Well, momma’s heart wasn’t broken, but she definitely needed some comforting.

And oh man, this stuff sure took the sting out of a wounded pride fer shure… The creamy flavor rolled over her tongue and into her tummy. Oh wow…

She heard the garage door open and a moment later, heard Roger burst into the kitchen calling her name.

“I’m in here!” she yelled out, stabbing the mound of ice cream one more time.

Roger rushed into the living room. “You okay?”

“I’m fine.”

“That bad, huh?”

She leveled her eyes at him, sending lasers.

“Hey!” he said. “I came right home, y’know; I’m always here for you.” When he saw her expression relax, he added, “I guess it didn’t go so hot for you, huh?”

She smirked. “What tipped you off?”

“Oh, I dunno...your phone call, you sitting on the couch wearing a hard-on inducing outfit with a towel over your lap like a bib…”

She scooped another spoonful. “I didn’t want to stain anything,” she said before slipping the spoon into her mouth almost defiantly.

He came over and sat beside her. “So what happened, honey?”

Her eyes were downcast. “He walked out—no, he practically ran out! I got all dressed up, got myself all worked up for a really wild time…and then as soon as I spread my legs for him, he kissed my thigh and ran out the door!” She stabbed the ice cream again. “And I wasn’t even wearing panties!”

“He took off?”

She nodded. “He said something about my being married—he saw our wedding portrait—and then said that he didn’t want to do it behind my husband’s back…” she shrugged. “Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea…”

Roger felt his eyes widen. “He said that?” This was too much! When she nodded, he said “You won’t believe this…I sort of did something similar with Connie at the office. That’s why I called you…we wanted to make sure you were okay with me and her…fooling around...”

“Whaaat?” She looked at him in shock.

“It’s a long story, but she started seriously flirting with me this week.” He looked around the living room, “Maybe there’s something in the water? People getting all worked up or something?”

“Something…” Jackie chuckled and took another spoon of ice cream.

“Yeah…I mean, if there’s a woman besides you that I’d love to jump, it’s Connie. But…I didn’t want to…to be that guy.”

Jackie snorted. “Yeah, you and dear old Don have something in common. Because those are the exact words he used, too!!” She waved her spoon. “Yeah, you’re hot! I’d love to fuck your wet pussy!”

Roger’s mouth dropped. “Oh man, you talking like that…”

She shot him a glare. “Shut up. You guys get us hot and bothered, wet and ready, and then you bail!” She elbowed him. “Sorry honey, my sympathies are with Connie.”

“But…”

“But nothing! You guys are sooo used to getting shot down you have some kind of armor! But us? We girls have a hell of a time coming onto a guy in the first place!”

“Waitaminnit. I don’t get any kudos for self-control?”

“Nope.” She dropped the spoon into the now empty container and tossed it onto the coffee table. She put her hands on her knees and stood up. “I’m getting out of this getup.”

“Oh reeeeallly?” Roger felt his temper flare. “It’s good enough for the UPX guy, but not good enough for me? Is that it?”

Jackie dismissed him with a wave. “This was all a big mistake. A huge mistake.” She headed for the stairs.


16: MISCHIEF
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DON AND CONNIE were also trying to sort out what the hell had just happened.

“You walked out on her?” Connie said. When Don nodded, she said, “That’s going to be a tough one for her to get past, you know.”

“Wellll…maybe it’s happened to her before!”

Connie shook her head. “No. If she was someone who had experience playing around—”

“Like you?”

“Yeah…kind of, sure! Anyway…she wouldn’t have been so…” she shook her head. “I don’t know; I just get a strong feeling that that was her first time or something.”

“Kind of like that guy at work, with you.”

“Yeah.”

“So what the hell did happen?”

Connie shrugged. “He called his wife, but some kind of emergency or something happened. He didn’t go into details about it, but he said he had to get home right away. So he just took off.”

“So where does that leave you?”

“I really don’t know. I mean, I think it’d be great to get it on with him…and maybe with his wife too? But now?” She shook her head. “I’m not sure, but I sort of suspect he was kind of fooling around behind her back.” She frowned. “And that would really suck. He always spoke really well of Jackie during his time at the office.”  She looked at Don. “What’s wrong? You look like you’ve just seen a ghost.”

Don’s eyes were huge and his mouth hung open. “Jackie.”

“Yeah.”

“The guy at work you want to get nasty with. His wife’s name is Jackie?”

“Yeah. So what?”

“This Roger guy…is his last name ‘Carleton’?”

“Yeah. Didn’t I ever tell you?”

“No. You just talked about ‘Roger The Consultant’. So his last name is Carleton and his wife’s name is Jackie?”

“Yeah.” Connie’s eyes revealed the penny dropping. “Oh shit! What’s the name of the woman who’s been hitting on you?” When Don only smiled and nodded, she said, “Oh shit!”

Then she smirked. “Wanna do some mischief?” she asked.


17: YOU GONNA GET THAT?
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JACKIE DIDN’T MAKE IT three steps before Roger spun her around.

“Hey!” she said in surprise. Who the hell does he think he is?

“Hey nothing!” He jabbed a finger between her breasts. “I’ve never seen you in this outfit!”

She stuck her chin out. “It’s new.”

“Ohhh…so you got a sexy new outfit for the delivery guy?” His nostrils were flaring.

She put her palms on his chest. “Nooo…I got it for us.” She saw his eyes narrow. He wasn’t buying it. “For the last couple of weeks, I’ve been tearing my hair out trying to figure out what the hell are we gonna do now that the kids are gone. I don’t know…I’ve just been wondering…”

“Wondering what?”

She took a deep breath. “Well…it started out with my trying to see if I could…you know, kick our sex life up a notch. I mean, I just figured…we got married sooo young, right? And then Janette was born…” She looked off to the side. “We never really got a chance to…you know…mess around, right?” She shook her head. “To do crazy stuff…” She picked at the lace gown. “And, I figured if I wanted to…you know…get us started doing…”

“Stuff.”

“Yeah…then I ought to dress the part, you know? I was going to surprise you, but then when you told me you were turned on yesterday…I figured I’d take this get-up for a test drive?” God that sounded lame. She ducked her head a little and looked up at him.

“A test drive?” Roger’s hands were on her shoulders now, running up and down them. He was staring at her boobs, and down the split length of her gown.

“Well… you know…?”

“Well…I can’t speak for that moron that took off leaving you… ‘high and wet’…” his hands traveled down her sides, running in small circles as they descended to her waist. “But I think you got a winner here for sure.”

He grabbed her possessively by the waist with one hand, and with the other tilted her chin up and kissed her deeply.

Jackie pressed herself into him, feeling his already hard cock through his pants. Her own hands went down to his ass cheeks and pulled him tight. When she felt his hand clutch the back of her head, grasping her by the hair, everything changed.

Oh boy—!

She couldn’t get enough of his ass cheeks as his tongue slid into her mouth, rolling over her own.

He moved a bit and pushed his leg between hers, pressing his thigh up against her naked pussy. She rolled her hip forward, feeling the fabric of his pants chafe against her kitty clitty. Oh god. ‘Here kitty clitty!’ She was going to stain his suit pants, but to hell with it—let him explain that to the dry cleaner! A small giggle burbled in her.

Roger broke the kiss. “Something funny?”

She pressed down on his knee again. “I’m feeling a ‘tickle’, okay?” And pulled his mouth back onto hers.

Roger broke the kiss again. He took her hands and stepped back. “Mmm-mmm! You look yummy! I love this shade of red on you.” He held her fingers. “And you did your nails too.” He took one of her fingers into his mouth, sucking on it.

The sensation of his tongue against the pad of her finger sent a tingle up her arm and down her spine. She watched him as he took her entire finger into his mouth and sucked on it like it was a small cock. Oh man…if this is anything like what a guy feels when getting head, no wonder they want it! She pushed her finger deeper into his mouth and they stood for a moment, the only sound in the room were his lips slurping up and down.

“Keep doing that,” she whispered as she settled again on his thigh. “Yeah, just like that. I want to come while you’re sucking me.” She saw Roger’s eyes light up and he pushed his thigh firmly into her.

Oh god—! She ground into him, her pelvis rolling and turning, seeking every possible sensation of friction from his pants against her clit. She was playing her own dirty version of ‘Bouncy Baby On The Knee’.

That obscene thought flung a climax through her. “Oh shhhhit!” she cried aloud, grinding herself into him. Oh man! She rubbed up against him like a cat in heat, feeling his leg on her bare—her naked thighs! Oh god, she was leg fucking him…

Roger reached behind her, clutching her ass, yanking her hips into his leg.

She still had her finger in his mouth, pushing it in and out. ‘I’m finger fucking his face!’ shot through her mind. Oh man…

That beautiful, swelling burn started in her belly. She started to pant.

Roger pulled his mouth from her finger with a pop. “Come on me baby! Come all over me!”

“Oh Jeeeezzzuz!” The swelling burn pulsed through her entire body. Her hips and thighs shook as the buzzing sensation shot through her. Roger had grabbed her by the waist and he held her as over and over the pleasure swelled and burst forth. 

Oh. My. Gawwwd! It was so intense! She had to pull her hips away from Roger; it was all she could handle. She felt herself weave a little. “Oh wowww. That was incredible!” she finally gasped.

Roger held her in a hug. “I gotcha.” His cell phone went off with a call and he ignored it. He kissed her again. “Let’s take this upstairs,” he said. “We’ll order take out or something.”

His phone rang again. “You gonna get that?” Jackie asked.

“I got better things to do, babe.”

The ringing stopped, but then his text message notification went off. What the hell? Jackie gave him a nudge and said, “Look whoever is trying to get hold of you, really wants to get hold of you, babe.” Her eyes widened. “Maybe, it’s one of the kids?”

Roger chuckled. “They’d be calling you, Mom!” He pulled out his phone. “But let’s see…” he tapped the screen. “Holy shit…” and looked up at Jackie.


18: KNOCK KNOCK
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ROGER STARED AT HIS PHONE for a second. “It’s a text message from Connie from work.”

“Oh? What did she say?”

He was still staring at the screen. “She says she wants to introduce her husband to me…”

“Oh. Well…” Jackie hesitated. “I really don’t know what to say?”

Roger shook his head. “She says that her husband knows you.”

“Whaat? Who is he?”

“She sent a pic…some pic!” Roger looked up at her from the phone. “Recognize him?” He passed the phone to her.

Jackie gaped at the pic. It was a selfie of a couple cuddled on the couch in a ball. Her boobs were hanging out, one of her nipples being tweaked by the guy while she had his cock—a large, thick one—wrapped in her hand.

And the guy was Don the UPX guy.

“Oh my god…”

Another text message dropped in.

Knock Knock

And then the doorbell rang.

We’re here

She stared at Roger. “What the hell are we gonna do?”

“I think we’re about to have an adventure! You up for this?”

She smacked her lips. “Oh yeah!”


19: RIGHT THERE
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JACKIE HAD KINDA LIED.

She wasn’t only up for an adventure, she was also scared stiff. She was wearing practically nothing, and a woman she’d never met before (who according to Roger was waaay younger!) was about to come into her home to fuck her husband.

Neither of them had yet made a move towards the front door. Roger was watching her as if she was about to jump off a cliff into a pool of water fifty feet below. Yeah, he had the same look on his face as he did that afternoon when they were in high school out at Carson Falls. Excited, but kind of scared for her.

“You good with this?”

She gave him the slightest possible nod.

“Y’know if it doesn’t go well we can always ask them to leave.”

Shit, she never thought of that. They could, couldn’t they? Her eyes narrowed and she set her jaw. “Let’s go welcome our guests,” she said in an even voice. Sure, it wasn’t her friendliest voice, but it didn’t crack with nerves either, did it?

Roger swung open the front door.

They were leaning against the door frame, Don’s arm around Connie’s waist. She was wearing a little black dress with a plunging neckline and heels. Don had on a deep red, almost burgundy shirt with the top few buttons open, and linen khaki pants. He has got to shave his chest because there wasn’t a single hair. Jackie stole a quick glance at Roger, wondering if he’d entertain the idea? After all, she started to shave herself down there last week, right?

And bare was hot.

Seeing Roger stare blankly at Connie was kind of heartwarming. Despite his poker face, it was plain to her, after all these years, that he was just as intimidated as she was feeling.

She grabbed Roger’s arm and with her other hand gestured the other couple inside. “Come in! This is an amazing…and most welcome surprise!”

Connie stepped in first. “I’m Connie,” she said and kissed her cheek. “You’ve already met my Don.”

Don shook Roger’s hand. “Your wife’s gorgeous, man,” he said.

Roger tilted his head at Connie. “Look who’s talking.”

“Drinks?” Jackie interposed. “I don’t know about you guys, but I could really, really use a drink!”

“Got any Southern Comfort?” Connie asked.

“As a matter of fact I do,” Jackie replied. “A friend gave us a bottle last winter.”

“Oh? Who was that?” Roger asked.

“Laurie! Laurie Dowd! We did yoga together.”

She hustled into the kitchen, her gown’s train wafting behind her. Laurie had said Southern Comfort really takes the edge off awkward situations… She rummaged in the cabinet under the sink and found the bottle.

Ha. It still had a gift tag on it. She had forgotten. She opened the tag:

Hope you have as much fun drinking this as we have! Works well with hot tubs!

Love,

Laurie and Dan

Their phone number was on the back. Shit. She felt a little bad; she had put the bottle away and forgotten about them entirely. They had moved overseas for a special job Dan had gotten and were there for a year. She’d give Laurie a call; from Facebook she learned that they came back home earlier this year. And that thing about hot tubs? Interesting… God, it’s been too damn long; she needed to get out there and make friends again. She glanced over the breakfast counter at the three of them in the living room and snickered. She was going to make some friends tonight!

***

Jackie came into the living room with glasses, ice, the bottle of liquor and a bottle of sparkling water.

“I’ll just have mine neat,” Connie said to Don.

“No surprise there,” he replied. They were seated together on the love seat at a right angle to the sofa.

Jackie put the tray on the coffee table and in no time the four of them were pretty much doing shots of the stuff.

“Wow,” said Jackie. “That is smooth!”

Connie nodded. “Goes down just as easy as schnapps or ouzo, but without the sickening sweet, huh?”

Roger scanned each of them. “So…how does this sort of thing work?” he asked.

Jackie scowled at him. “Roger! Don’t be silly! You just pick up the glass and down the shot!”

“I wasn’t asking about that!” He tossed his hand around. “I mean…you know…” he fingered the edge of Jackie’s lingerie, “at least you’re dressed for the event…”

“Like all good and fun…get-togethers…” Connie’s voice was low and smoky. “A kiss is a pretty good way to start things off…” She downed her shot and turned to her husband. “Don’t you agree, honey?”

“Oh yeah…” Don downed his, set his glass down and cradled his hands around Connie’s face. He brought their mouths together.

Jackie and Roger watched, their eyes growing wide.

Don broke the kiss and began nibbling at Connie’s neck. “You smell so gooood, baby…” he said, his voice thickening.

Connie arched her head back, exposing more of her neck to his hungry mouth. “No hickeys, babe, people at work would talk…” She gave a small gasp when his hand slid inside her dress.

“Wow…” Jackie whispered to Roger.

“Yup,” Roger agreed. He turned to her and put his arm around her shoulders. “Let’s join in, what do you say?”

He pulled her to him and dropped his mouth on hers. She opened her mouth, feeling his tongue thickly lay claim to her. For now, at least.

With a mind of its own, her hand went to Roger’s crotch, her fingers flexing over his shaft. She felt it begin to swell already. Oh man…

She opened an eye and looked over at Connie and Don. He had the front of Connie’s dress opened and was sucking her nipple. Right. In. Or living room. Oh wowwww…

She hadn’t made out with a guy in front of anyone else since high school! Yet daringly, her hand began to stroke Roger’s shaft, urging it to hardness.

As soon as Roger put his hand on her thigh, she spread her legs. He glided his hand higher and higher up between her thighs until he found her mound. She felt him jolt in surprise when he felt her bare pussy.

He broke the kiss and stared at her. “Oh maan...” he moaned, as his fingers glided over her smooth pussy. She lay back and spread her legs a bit more for him. He looked down, watching his hand as it slid up and down her crevasse, pausing at the top to rub small circles on her pussy. “This is hot,” he murmured. “Really, really hot.”

“You’re right…” Connie called over to them. “Now let’s kick this up a notch…and switch partners!” She crooked a finger at Roger. “C’mere big boy…I’ve been wanting you for some time…and now with Jackie’s permission, I believe…” Her breasts were completely exposed, swaying over the front of her dress, shining from Don’s mouth.

As for Don, his gaze turned to Jackie, while his hand went to his crotch and grasped his shaft; she could see he was already completely aroused.

“You’re good,” Roger whispered to Connie as sat forward on the couch.

“Let’s get this party started!” Jackie said.

She watched as Roger scooted off the couch. He dropped onto his knees and nestled in between Connie’s legs. She leaned forward to kiss him, and for the first time in her life, Jackie watched her husband make out with another woman.

And instead of jealousy, anger or anything like that, a sense of arousal she had never experienced before spread through her.

Roger’s tongue was out, licking Connie’s mouth with quick laps like a puppy at a water bowl on a hot day. Over and over, he licked the outside of her mouth, from one side to the other. Connie had her lips partly open, and when he finished, he covered her mouth with his, while his hand began to grasp and knead her left tit.

A soft moan escaped from them; Jackie wasn’t sure which one of them made the sound.

Don had stepped closer to her, still massaging his crotch.

She reached up and hesitated. ‘I’m about to play with another man’s cock!’ lit through her like a bolt from the blue. ‘And I can’t wait to put it in my mouth!’ This was sooo dirty! And soo hot!

She reached out with both hands and began to fumble at Don’s pants. She managed to pull down his fly, but got caught up trying to undo the front buttons and belt.

In a cartoon voice, Don said, “Ya ain’t even gonna kiss me foist?”

“Maybe later,” she teased back. “If you’re any good, that is!”

“How can I resist ya!” He undid his belt and opened his pants. Like his wife, he had also arrived commando. His heavy cock dangled out in front of Jackie.

She stared at it for a moment, just taking it in. Apart from online porn, this was the first guy’s dick apart from Roger’s she’d seen in decades. And this one was totally worth the wait. Don had a thick shaft, capped by a large crown. The head of Roger’s manhood was much smaller. Jackie used to call it his ‘torpedo of love’. But Don had a true knob at the end of his cock. She couldn’t help but lick her lips in anticipation of running her tongue around it.

Don dropped his loose-fitting linen pants and stepped out of them, now naked from the waist down.

She reached up and wrapped her hand around his rod, embracing its smooth, warm hardness and gave it a tentative squeeze. Yeah, it’s real!

Both of them turned their heads sharply at a squeak from Connie.

She was still sitting on the couch, her thighs firmly clasping Roger’s head. Her head was thrown back and her eyes were closed.

“She just came,” Don explained. “She was already worked up for your guy by the time we got here.”

Jackie had him held in place by his dick. She gave it a playful tug. “You’re not going to run away again are you?” she said with a smile.

“Can’t,” he gestured over at Connie. “My wife’s got the car keys, and I don’t think she’s in the mood to leave anytime soon.” He shot her a helpless shrug, his eyes dancing. “So…” he sighed, “I guess you’re stuck with me.”

“Smart-ass.” Jackie took his cock in her mouth and let it out with a pop. “Be careful of teasing—I can bite you know.”

They both giggled, and Jackie went back down on his cock.

His smell was heavenly. A heavy male scent that reminded her of the ocean. She stretched her mouth as wide as she could to get his crown in, and rolled her tongue on it as her head bobbed up and down. She held her hand in a fist in front of her mouth as she sucked on him, wetting his shaft as much as she could.

Well, there was no way she would be able to deep throat him, so she pulled her mouth off and instead, licked his length up and down while her hands massaged his bare, clean shaved balls. She was definitely going to have a chat with her husband after this. Don’s sac was tight in arousal, and smooth as her own inner thighs. She ran her tongue down his cock to his balls and licked and sucked gently on them.

“Oh baby, that’s nice…” he cooed. She felt his hands running through her hair.

She looked up into his eyes. “You are so damn tasty…” she murmured. And he was. His balls had a more pungent scent, a deeper aroma than Roger’s; all of Don’s scent was just sexy in her head. On her tongue was a mixture of perspiration and musk.

She went back to his shaft, licking and slurping on it. Turning her head, she saw Roger was now naked, his cock being attended to by Don’s wife. He must have felt her eyes on him because he turned his head away from watching Connie to look over to her.

“I want to fuck you, Connie,” he said while watching Jackie.

Both women gave him a thumbs up.

Jackie let go of Don’s shaft. “I want to see this,” she said to Don, who nodded.

“I like watching Connie fuck too,” he said. He guided her back up to the couch and the two of them sat back. He put one arm around Jackie’s shoulders and his other hand went between her legs. She returned the favor and began gently stroking his cock. They sat watching the other couple, keeping each other highly aroused.

Roger was on his knees before the love seat and Connie was perched on the edge. He lifted her legs and she grasped his cock guiding it up inside.

Jackie saw his lips tighten against his teeth and his eyes squint shut as he let out an ‘Ahhh!’.

He started pumping his hips back and forth and adding a bit of a side roll. Jackie always loved that side roll, and Connie must too, because she let out a purr.

“You really don’t have a problem with this? For real?” Jackie whispered to Don.

“You kidding? It’s such a turn on.” He gave her shoulders a squeeze. “But are you really okay?”

She felt her eyebrows tighten. “Yeah, I am. I’m so okay it makes me nervous. Shouldn’t I be all jealous and stuff right now?”

She jerked at Don’s unexpected penetration of her pussy lips. In a light whisper, he said, “You don’t feel jealous either. You feel aroused.” He began to gently stroke in and out of her and put his mouth to her ear. “And there are no ‘shoulds’ and ‘shouldn’ts’ in these waters, just your feelings. If you feel good about something and all parties are amenable, go for whatever’s on the table; but if you’re uncomfortable at any point, that needs to be addressed.”

She thought that approach made perfect sense. And right now she felt very comfortable hearing that squishy noise of fucking their spouses were making; the slurpy sound of Connie’s pussy around Roger’s shaft—‘The sound of my husband’s cock fucking her!’—made Jackie’s hips begin to pulse as well.

This was aided by Don’s busy finger along the outside of her pussy.

“Wet your finger up inside me again and then play with my clitty,” she whispered. She jerked again when she felt it slip inside her, roll around against her wall and back out again.

A guy was finger fucking her! “Oh!” she climaxed. She leaned back and opened her legs some more, her mouth open as she began to pant. “Yes, right there!” Her thighs began to pulse in and out, in a sort of rhythm with Connie and Roger’s movements.

Roger now had his hands on the back of the couch and was stretched over Connie who had her feet in the air. He was banging her for all he was worth, the sound of their flesh slapping punctuated by their gasps.

Roger’s face was red from the effort. “I’m gonna come!” he hissed.

“Come in me, baby!” Connie mewled. “Come inside me!”

“Arrgh!” with a groaning, gulping series of gasps, Roger’s ass clenched so tight the spellbound Jackie could see the hollow in his ass cheeks. He laid into Connie once, twice, and a third time, each thrust obviously spewing out his seed up inside her womb.

“Don’t stop!” Connie pleaded. She had one hand between them, stroking herself, no doubt. “I’m almost—almost—Ahhhhh!” Her legs clasped around Roger, her heels pummeling at his ass like tom-toms as her pleasure peaked.

Jackie’s own pleasure had been building and she felt another climax run through her watching the two of them explode into and with each other. It was the hottest thing she ever saw. Watching Roger fuck that woman she never met until just now… It was so…so primal!

Roger started to pull out, but Jackie gave a soft cry, “Wait you two.” She kissed Don’s cheek then scooted over on her hands and knees, squatting beside Roger. “I want to clean you up,” she said to him. She looked up at Connie. “Both of you.”

“Whaaaat?” Roger said. “You’re gonna…” he gulped and pointed at Connie, “go down on Connie?” He sucked in a lungful of air. “Is there something you’ve never told me? You want to go down on a girl?”

The look of absolute and utter shock on his face was absolutely priceless. “I mean…” she replied, looking around at everyone in turn, “if it’s okay with all you guys…I’d like to try it. And…” she poked Roger’s thigh. “I’m dying to see what it’ll taste like…”

Connie let out a laugh. “Great!” She spread her arms. “Once again I’m going to punch a girl’s gay card!” Don chuckled.

Jackie looked up at Roger with an innocent wide-eyed expression. “You okay with this?” As if she even had to ask. She already knew he loved online girl on girl porn!

“S-sure!” he grinned, while his eyes popped wide. Good

She gently tugged his shaft from Connie’s pussy and took it in her mouth, feeling a last dollop or two of his cum glide over her tongue. There was an extra tang to it from Connie’s own juices. It was nice. She bobbed her head up and down and licked over and under his shaft, swallowing all the creamy remnants of their passion.

Pulling away, she looked up at Connie. Her pussy was completely bare too, but there was no razor burn. “You get it waxed?” she asked. Connie nodded. “Does it hurt?”

Connie nodded even harder. “Only the first couple of times. Then it gets easier. Or maybe I just got used to it.” She wiggled her hips. “You better do what you wanna do hon, or your couch is going to need to be steam cleaned…”

Jackie hadn’t seen a pussy this close up since that slumber party when she was nine. Ginny LeBreque and she had played ‘show me’ under the covers with a flashlight back then. But now…this was for real desire, not childhood curiosity.

She was kind of surprised by how much she wanted to try it; it had never crossed her mind in any serious way until just this minute, but now… She lowered her head, stuck her tongue out and lapped at Connie’s outer lips.

“Mmmm…” Connie breathed.

‘Rats. I can’t even find out if she’s a natural blonde!’ ran through her head and she giggled.

“You find something funny down there?” Connie asked. “That’s a first for me—someone’s giving me head and laughing into my twat!”

Everyone laughed at that.

Jackie pulled up her head. “I can’t tell if you’re a natural blonde, that’s all.”

Everyone burst out laughing again.

“Well, I am! Now would you kindly get back to business?” Connie said, her hips gyrating. “You have a nice tongue, but I want the full treatment!”

Jackie threw her a salute. “Yes’m!” and burrowed her face back into the woman’s mound.

It was sexy. The taste of Roger’s come, mingled with Connie’s own essences sent a thrill through Jackie.

She burrowed her tongue up inside the woman’s slit, wiggling it back and forth, seeking every drop of Roger. She pulled out and began to lick Connie’s bud. It was still hard, and she placed her fingers on either side of it, rubbing them together as she wetly bathed it.

“Oooohhhh!” Connie gasped. “I’m gonna come again!”

She felt Connie’s hands grasp her hair. It felt nice. This was something she was going to have to explore lots more of…

She continued her licking, feeling the ebb and flow of the tension in Connie’s body; using it as a guide for how strong a pressure and how fast the strokes of her tongue should be. She felt Connie’s thighs begin to tense and relax in a series of flutters. She was almost…

“THERE! RIGHT THERE!” Connie yelled. “Don’t stop! That’s it right there! Oh God! Oh God! OHHHHHH!”

Connie was pulling her hair as if they were in a catfight, and instead of minding the sting, the pain spurred Jackie on. Her tongue was a weapon of lust, and over and over again she lanced at the woman’s pleasure bud, relishing her cries of almost painful ecstasy.

When Connie came back down to earth, Jackie wormed up on the couch and they kissed. Feeling the sensation of another woman’s mouth, her softer lips and softer tongue was a delight in itself.

Connie held the back of her head holding their mouths together as they shared their bliss. Jackie’s core began to warm again, that wonderful tugging sensation down below her belly button began to spread out.

Again.

Now that was something new. Up until now, it had been have sex, orgasm (most of the time, anyway) and that would be that. Coming, and then getting ready to come again? Whoa…

She pulled her mouth away. “I like this! I really like this!”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Don said, climbing onto the couch. “Because we have some…” he bobbed his eyebrows cheesily, “unfinished business…”


20: NO PRISONERS
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ROGER FELT HIS HEART SKIP A BEAT when Don stood up. ‘This guy’s about to fuck my wife!’ pin-balled around inside his head. A jolt of blind anger shot across his mind, caroming off into raging jealousy. From there it rebounded over to ‘What if he’s better at sex than me?’, and ricocheted between that and ‘Will she like HIM more?’ He managed to keep his face impassive in the second and a half those thoughts took to burn through his head while Don stepped across the narrow divide.

Don caught his eye. “You good, man?” he asked.

Roger gave a quick nod, lying through his teeth, “Yeah.” How the fuck could anybody be ‘good’ at this point? He was a nervous wreck!

He glanced down to Jackie, who had scooted up beside Connie. She was watching him carefully, measuring his mood by the way his lips pursed for a second just after he told Don he was good. “Hey big fella,” she said. “We don’t have to do this…” she let her voice trail off. “It could just stay a fantasy…”

“Nah… I think I need us to do this.” He held out his hands. “I mean…” he gestured at Connie. “It was really something to be with someone new. I’d like you to experience the same thing.”

Jackie leaned forward. “Yeah, but you don’t seem too cool with it.”

Roger gave a small nod. “Yeah, you’re right; part of me is kind of that way…but the other part of me really wants us to go through with it. I’m not gonna lie and say there aren’t any doubts. What I’m saying is that there’s not enough of them to make me want to call it off.”

Connie snickered. “You didn’t seem to be very doubtful when it came to jumping me!”

Don piped up. “That’s a guy thing—the little head was in the driver’s seat, hon.” He turned to Roger. “Your wife’s hot, I want to fuck her till I come, and my little head feels very strongly about that right now.”

Roger nodded.

Don punched him lightly on the shoulder. “I get where you’re coming from about the doubt stuff. That was exactly the way I felt the first time we messed around with another couple, okay? I mean, when I watched Connie and the guy do it.” He gave her a quick nod. “You won’t know how you really feel about it all until afterwards, and you two discuss whether you want to do it again.”

“Hey! What am I chopped liver?” Jackie jumped in. “You guys are talking like I’m not even here!”

Roger looked down. “I think I know exactly where you stand—or lie?”—or doggy style?—on this, Jackie.” He began to nod his head and smile. “You’re good if I’m good. Am I right?”

Everyone turned to Jackie, who nodded.

Connie kissed her cheek and said, “Let me give you guys some room.” She got off the couch.

Roger stepped back and patted Don on the shoulder. “She’s really good, man!”

Jackie had remained sitting on the couch and Don climbed on, straddling her. He bent his head down, and Roger watched them kiss. It was a little weird at first, he’d already seen her sucking on the guy’s knob just a while ago, but their long, wet kiss created more of a reaction inside him.

They say you can’t laugh and come at the same time, but you can be scared and excited as hell at the same time. Weird.

When Jackie’s hands went up and he watched her blood-red talons begin to stroke Don’s back, leaving faint, almost invisible scratches, his discomfort evened out.

This was hot. No doubt about it.

Don put a hand under Jackie’s shoulder and leaned her over sideways on the couch, her head now supported by the armrest. 

Connie rested her head on Roger’s arm. She tugged him by the hand and led him back to the other sofa. “Let’s watch together,” she whispered as she sat, pulling Roger down to join her. “I love watching Don fuck.”

“I’ve never watched Jackie fuck.”

“I think you’re in for a good time.”

They were both naked—actually, they all were naked but Jackie, who was still wearing her red and black lace peignoir set. Her white skin against the deep red of her ensemble was a rich contrast. The fabric covered part of her thighs, and her breasts, nipples now swollen to the point of looking almost painful, made deep shadows under the bodice.

Don cupped her chin in his hand as he continued kissing her, the wet slick sounds of their lips and tongues whispering into the air.

He the front of Jackie’s robe, then undid the buttons of her nightie, her orbs spilling out when he pulled the sides apart.

“I’ve never flashed my boobs in public before!” she said, her voice a shocked whisper. Her eyes were wide and darted to Don, Connie and finally Roger.

“You’re gonna have to do it more often, then,” Roger replied.

“Ohhhh yeah…” Don added, and grasped them firmly, sucking first one nipple, then the other. His hands slid over each tit, cupping the fullness.

“I’m jealous,” Connie said, nestling into Roger. “She’s a D at least, and here I am, a C on my best days!”

Roger put his arm over her shoulder, his hand coming up from the other side and began to squeeze one in his palm. “Yours are fine, believe me,” he said. “Also, she grew a full size after having kids.”

He continued to rub the side of Connie’s softness, warming it with his hand as they continued to watch the other two on the couch.

There was no doubt Jackie was enjoying herself. Her head was back, the cords in her neck stretching as she moaned. Don eased her legs apart and began to lick at her pussy.

She opened her eyes and looked over at Roger. “He’s eating me out, babe, and I love it!”

Roger felt his cock stir—again? This is better than Viagra!— and nodding, said “I’m loving watching! You’re so wanton…”

“I’m a slut, babe. I’m a horny, horny slut who likes this stud eating my pussy…” Jackie’s eyes narrowed with a gleam in them.

“I can’t wait to see him fuck your cunt,” Roger replied. His cock surged in thickness, and Connie’s hand encircled his flesh. She began to stroke him as Don’s head bobbed up and down over Jackie’s furrow.

Jackie’s eyes clenched shut. “Oh yeah! Yeah!” She began to roll from side to side as another orgasm flowed through her. “Yeah babe!” Her hands fisted Don’s hair and she grunted like an animal. “Unnnnghhh!”

“She needs your cock, babe!” Connie called out. “Now!” She whispered to Roger, “I’m never wrong, and sometimes he gets carried away…”

Don had heard her. He straightened up. He reached behind him and grabbed one of the throw pillows. With one hand, he lifted Jackie’s hips and pushed it under them, making her pelvis curve up further to meet his cock.

With a gaze of utter desire, he watched Jackie’s eyes as he began to fit that thick, almost purple knob up inside her pussy.

“Oh my god…” Jackie crooned as inch by inch he filled her with his thickness. “Oh my godddd!!” She curled her legs as far up as she could, until her knees were almost up to her face. She wanted him inside her as deep, and as hard as she could possibly stand it.

It was such delightful agony.

She had already been soaking wet, and now her pussy juices were flowing like she was a teenager again. Her walls and lips were soaked as he began to stroke into her. In and out, with one slow, deliberate thrust followed by the next, Don was fucking her slick hole.

Jackie closed her eyes and biting her lower lip, flexed her pussy muscles around him tightly. The additional pressure along his beautiful crown created a whole new sensation for her. It was like a ball on the end of a thick club, pressing against her, in spots she had never felt before.

Heaven. Pure heaven.

He moved his hips to a new angle, and the top of his cock grazed over the edge of her clitty. Oh Godddd… She wanted more! Jackie edged over the pillow, dropping her hips to arrive at that perfect, subtle angle, and she moaned again as the top of his cock began grinding at the underside of her hood. “Ohhhh GOD!”

He was both merciless and tender with her. His cock didn’t stop for a second in its ravaging assault on her most sensitive parts; but at the same time, he nuzzled and kissed her neck and lightly licked her ear, the delicate attention sending a new spasm of pleasure shooting down her spine and all the way to her toes.

All she could do was moan. Every time she tried to say something, her brain was overwhelmed with spasms of pleasure. She was carried as helplessly as driftwood along the crests and valleys, each one stronger than the last, building and building, tossing her higher and higher.

All Jackie could do was just let it roll over her, and that’s all she wanted to do. She threw her arms up and behind her, lifted her legs in the air, opening herself to Don in utter, pure surrender. She didn’t need him to call her in the morning. She could care less about whether he respected her right now. She just wanted him to ravish her; to take her completely, to use her for his own pleasure.

The more she yielded, the harder Don went at her. He wasn’t ‘Don’, he was a stud, a stallion claiming his prize. He was taking no prisoners.

It was epic.

‘Just fuck me, just fuck me, just fuck me hard!’ was a litany that rattled through her mind over and over.

She felt him begin to stiffen, his whole body going rigid. And at that moment… he dropped on top of her and bit her on the shoulder. Hard!

The sudden, intense pain became a fireball of pleasure that rocketed down into her swollen core. When it struck, she began to shudder! Her entire body went from being prostrate and submissive and stormed into a trembling, electric blast! Her lips drew back tight and she let out a pealing wail, a scream of utter release.!

Don wasn’t finished. He kept thrusting, each stroke thundering into her, shoving her deeper and deeper through that exploding star. Her lungs empty, Jackie began huffing and panting, as she came back to earth.

“Oh! Oh! Oh wow!” she finally gasped.

She opened her eyes. Don’s head, a trickle of sweat running down his cheek, was on her shoulder watching her. He kept rubbing his hips into her, his manhood still firm as he coaxed the last tendrils of pleasure from her.

“Oh Jackie…” he whispered gently. “Oh wow…”

She reached out with her hand and drew their mouths together, kissing him deeply.

And lovingly.

Connie’s voice carried to her ears lightly. “I think she likes it! She really, really likes it!”


21: NOT!
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A WEEK LATER, Jackie was still in a fog. She was a woman who had been color blind since birth, or maybe hard of hearing?—whatever the hell the metaphor was, ever since that stupendous night with Connie and (OMG) Don… the world was different now.

And the memory of it! After Don had come inside her, Roger had gone wild, licking her pussy clean…Oh God, a week later, and it still got her juices flowing. It had been a fantasy they had kind of discussed, but him actually doing it, that showed her in an absolute way, that they really were embarking on a new chapter of their lives together.

“More fun than getting a dog!” she said aloud.

It really hit her when she was out grocery shopping of all things. It was a Wednesday evening, just around rush hour when she needed to get some stuff for dinner that night.

As she went up and down the aisles of the supermarket, she kept checking out the people she passed.

There was a couple around her age, sorting through the envelopes of gravy mix. Yep, she’d do them. The next person was a woman, almost a senior citizen—probably in her late 50’s or early 60’s. Gray hair, glasses…but not bad looking. Yep, she’d do her.

As she cruised into the dairy section she spied a stockboy, maybe 18 or so, loading up the milk cooler. She snorted. Abso-freaking-loot-ley! ‘God bless you please Mrs. Rob-in-son…’ echoed in her mind.

The co-ed with the Ohio State sweatshirt was just plain yummy. A little heavier than herself, but she had such a cute butt in those yoga pants.

‘I’m turning into a fantasy nympho!’ She giggled at the thought. Here she was, wandering through a supermarket of all places, and she was undressing everyone she passed in her mind’s eye, imagining them in bed. With her.

Sure, she felt a little like a weirdo, but she didn’t feel guilty. If something happened, just out of the blue, she’d have to think about it. But as a thought experiment…well, damn it was a lot more fun than mulling over some TV show, right?

As she was making her way up the aisle, she passed a woman she had seen in the store a few times before. She was about the same age and figure as she was. In other words…nice looking. They caught each other’s eye as they drew closer.

Neither of them looked away.

Jackie’s heart picked up its pace. She continued holding the woman’s gaze. ‘I wonder what your pussy tastes like?’ flitted through her mind.

At that instant, the woman blinked once or twice and wet her lips as they passed.

What the fuck? Jackie kept going, but turned around when she got to the end of the aisle to see the woman also had stopped at the other end of the aisle and was looking back, watching her. They exchanged a short, brief wave, and went on their separate ways. But they would almost certainly encounter one another again…

And then what?

What the hell just happened? Jackie felt a thrill go through her as she approached the checkout lanes. Whatever the hell it was…it was nice.

And she’d thought her 40’s were going to be boring!

“Not!” she said aloud with a light laugh.

The End

Author’s Note

While ALL of the names have been changed to protect the guilty…(LOL!)

At a wonderful club in Ottawa called Bashful And Bold, we met two couples who were out together for their first time at a place like that. The hubby of one couple used to work with the wife of the other, and the husband of the other couple had been a parcel driver.

Independently, each couple had decided to explore playing with other people. They went onto SLS and arranged for a coffee date. At this ‘meet & greet’ they were astonished to learn they had all known each other separately in the Vanilla world. That ‘quick coffee to see if we mesh’ quickly became a shared hotel room. Thus, the seed for this tale was planted.

Of course, if you enjoyed this book, I’d really appreciate you leaving a review. More than ever, authors such as myself rely on them as a fundamental part of building a readership. More importantly, your review will help readers just like you find new authors and make better buying choices. I hope you’ll consider doing it.

Click this link to leave your review!


Of course I’d LOVE for you to join my Reader’s Club!

If you enjoy my work, please join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I can stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

Aaaand... if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away! Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for other books I’ve written!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City...

Click here for Episode 1

Or...

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is...

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results...
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!

OEBPS/image_rsrc1CJ.jpg
Dirty
Daydreames...
s

> R
Luty Vights





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CS.jpg





cover.jpeg
MIA MOORE






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CR.jpg
g Janice

arin;

h

g

kindle





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CN.jpg
MiA

v

M OORE

»

A MIA MOORE NOVEL





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CP.jpg
Al FOUR Episodes!

A~ COV—QWZH< BS—ZOWE®D

Eoxw aJwCHw-

B® FITw <O00-QWZF<d >—xO-—2Z

e FIw <O0-0QWZrH<o FDFOX






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CK.jpg
Mia Floorg





