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SEEING DOUBLE

His callused hands glide across her skin, raising shivers. Want pulses through her. It’s the first time a new man has touched her in over a decade.

Carla’s marriage cooled off years ago. Now her husband’s raring to go all the time. Anger consumes her: it must be an affair. Snooping on his computer, she finds tons of adult videos, all staring an actress who’s her exact double.

She demands answers. He wants to watch her with other men. Her shock transforms into fantasy: sex with the gorgeous “pool boy.”

She thought she knew how exciting this would be for both her and her husband. She had no idea.


+++

Dan’s heavy weight collapsed on top of her, bearing Carla forward to the mattress as her arms gave out. They lay panting for long moments, then he kissed the back of her neck and said, “That was amazing.”

She ummed an affirmative, but as soon as he rolled off her, she jumped up and disappeared into the master bathroom without letting him see her expression.

It wasn’t that she disagreed. It really had been some of the best sex they’d had in ages. Doggie style had always been one of her favorite positions, and her husband had even started things off by going down on her for the first time in years.

Yet that was exactly what worried her. Now that her orgasm had cleared the lust-addled haze from her brain, one thought popped into her mind, refusing to be ignored: Dan must be having an affair.

They’d been married for just over a decade, and things had cooled off. Yet after a couple of years of indifferent sex, her husband had become increasingly attentive over the past few weeks. She hadn’t seen it at first, but the cunnilingus was too out of the blue to be ignored. Another woman must have sparked his newly revived libido. What other reason could there be?

She stared into the mirror, running her hands over her firm breasts, her flat stomach, her long thighs. At thirty-two, she looked good. Her body hadn’t changed much from her twenties, and she had an extra layer of confidence now to go with it. Plenty of men hit on her. Men she ignored because she loved her husband. The eyes of her reflection hardened.

Once Carla found proof of his infidelity, there’d be a comeuppance.

+++

The next morning, Carla stopped her impatient pacing across the white kitchen floor tiles and perched on the edge of the stool as soon as she heard her husband’s footsteps approaching. She rested both elbows on the hard granite countertop of the island and held her coffee cupped between her hands. It had gone cold a half hour ago, but she’d been too distracted by her racing thoughts to bother with a refill. Still, it made for a good prop to keep her anxious hands from giving away her restlessness. Not long now before she’d finally have some answers.

Dan walked into the kitchen and sat his golf bag beside the door to the garage. His red hair picked up glints of extra warmth from the bright-yellow walls splashed with morning sunshine. His tall frame looked good in his golf clothes, his shoulders wide and strong. Even after all these years, he’d kept in decent shape. Clearly his mistress thought so too. Carla ground her teeth.

After filling a travel mug with coffee, he swiped a croissant from the bread box. He stepped over to the island to give her a kiss on the cheek, his handsome face smiling, his blue eyes sparkling. “Have a wonderful day, honey.”

“You too, dear.” She forced her voice to pleasant blandness. “Good luck on the links.” Was he even going to play golf, or was he going to visit her?

With a wave over his shoulder, he left.

She sat, cold coffee in hand, staring at the way the sunshine glittered as it hit the flecks of silver in the mostly white granite counter tops. Finally, the roar of his car engine echoed from the garage, followed by the ratcheting noise of the garage door closing.

With a thunk, she sat down her coffee and leaped to her feet, her body vibrating with suppressed energy. It was time for answers, and she’d already waited long enough for the best opportunity to not be caught. Dan spent hours every Saturday playing golf, and today should be no different.

All the relationship experts said not to snoop, but Carla couldn’t help the wave of anger and impatience that washed over her. She had to know.

She opened the door to his home office, her steps quiet on the deep brown carpet as she hurried over to sit behind his golden oak desk. His computer started up with a musical boing, and she typed in the password, relieved that he hadn’t changed it. That had to be a good sign, right?

The screen blinked to life, showing a photo of the two of them on vacation last year. With the smooth sands of a beautiful Hawaiian beach surrounding them, they wore crazily colorful vacation clothes and smiled widely at the camera. They looked happy.

God, how she wanted that to be true.

There was nothing incriminating in his photos or documents folders, so she launched the browser. Carla frowned. His personal email looked clean, even the deleted folder contained nothing suspicious, and he was too smart to risk using his work email for anything untoward.

She drummed her fingers against the hard wood of the desktop. There had to be something, she felt it.

After a quick Google search, she found a YouTube video showing how to uncover someone’s deleted browser history and followed along.

And there it was. Her stomach dropped as she read the website’s title again and again. SexKitten4U69.com. Dan had visited over ten different locations on this one website in the past few days.

She could stop there, stop before she found anything too damaging to forget, but anger boiled up and she stabbed a finger into the touch screen, launching the site.

“What the hell?”

It was a private video service featuring adult videos. The banner at the top read: Welcome back, Dan! A note on the side said Dan was a gold-level supporter with unlimited access to videos.

Carla ground her teeth together and clicked on the link the history said Dan’d watched yesterday evening when he’d claimed to be finishing up some work.

A woman’s body dressed in a red bra and panty set filled the view. Then the woman stepped back, and Carla’s mouth dropped open.

The woman looked like her long-lost twin. The same face, the same build, even the same honey-brown hair hanging thick and straight down to the tops of her breasts.

She paused the video and took a close-up of the woman’s face with her cell phone. She sent the pic with a quick text to her cousin, Janice. Super into charting the family tree, Janice spent every free hour on DNA sites trying to find missing cousins. If anyone knew, she would. Hey, Janice. Saw this woman in a video—she didn’t say what kind of video, of course—and wondered if she’s a cousin. Don’t have a name.

Within seconds her cousin wrote back: OMG! I have no idea. If you find out anything more you have to tell me. We must be related! She looks just like you.

Carla thanked her and restarted the video.

Her double continued to back away from the camera until a bed came into view behind her. A man stepped into frame. He looked like a bodybuilder, with smooth light-brown skin stretched tight over impressive muscles easily seen since he wore nothing more than a pair of black boxer briefs.

“Hi, everyone! Sexkitten here.” The woman’s voice was high and breathy, and she burst into giggles.

Well, at least there was one difference between the two of them. Carla’s voice was deep and a little raspy, and she tended to laugh deep and full.

“Mike here is going to help me out today with this itch I simply can’t scratch myself.”

Carla watched in fascination as the couple began to kiss. It was like watching a dream or a fantasy made real, with her in the starring role.

After removing her bra and sucking the woman’s nipple, the man dropped to his knees and pulled off her double’s underwear. He sat her on the edge of the bed and buried his face between her thighs. The camera zoomed in, and the woman held her leg out in a pose that probably took years of gymnastics to perfect. It also let the viewer clearly see his tongue as it worked over her folds.

Sexkitten writhed and whimpered for a while and eventually faked an orgasm. She did a pretty good job. Men probably wouldn’t be able to tell, but Carla’d been a drama major. She could spot acting.

The video finished with a giggly signoff, stopping on a close-up of her double’s face.

Carla clicked through a few more videos, focusing on the ones Dan had watched. They all featured Sexkitten and a variety of partners. There were blowjobs and sex in various positions in addition to the cunnilingus, but nothing her and her husband hadn’t done over the course of their marriage, so this didn’t seem to be about a kink going unfulfilled.

Carla sat back.

Not an affair. Her anger drained away, leaving behind confusion.

So Dan watched porn. No big deal. Lots of people did.

But why would he watch porn starring her exact double? Shouldn’t he be using it as a way to look at other women?

What the hell was going on?

+++

As soon as the garage door clanked open a few hours later, Carla dropped her e-reader and jumped up from the couch in the living room to return to Dan’s office.

The garage door closed, and the side door slammed in the kitchen. “Hey, honey, I’m back,” Dan yelled loud enough for his voice to echo through the house. “Got a text from Bill and have to do a little work. Should be done in an hour.”

He swung open his office door to find her sitting behind his desk. He gave a little jump. “Oh, hey, I didn’t expect you to be in here.” He cleared his throat and rubbed at the back of his neck. “Did… ah… something happen to your laptop?” A red flush stained his light cheeks, startling against the red of his hair.

Carla knew her husband. He was nervous, but fighting to hide it.

“No,” she said. “I decided to spend a little time with Sexkitten since she’s taken so much of yours lately.”

His mouth opened and closed repeatedly, but nothing came out.

“Do you really have to ‘work’?” She put bitter emphasis on the word. “Or is it just an excuse to watch more of her videos?”

He raised both hands, patting at the air while he still struggled for what to say.

Anger coiled hot within her, pushing her to her feet. She flung one hand out toward the computer screen. “What the hell is this, Dan? You’ve been watching this women who looks exactly like me fuck a bunch of guys! Why would you do that?”

His hands rose as if he tried to grasp something from thin air.

She rounded the desk and advanced on him to poke him in the chest. “Tell me! I deserve that much.”

“I… I…”

“Do you want to fuck her? Is that it?”

“God, no!” A horrified expression crossed his face.

“Then what is it?”

“I pretend.”

He didn’t continue, so she said, “Pretend what?”

“I pretend she’s you.”

“But you have me.” She waved a hand up and down her body. “I’m right here, every day.”

He nodded.

“So what do you need to pretend?” she asked.

“That’s it you… with other men.” Dan’s face crumpled, and he whispered, “I like it.”

Shock coursed through her. It was a kink! One she hadn’t thought of. “What? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t know until recently. Then I found her website. Something just…” He reached out a hand as if to grasp something, then let it drop.

Carla took a few steps back to prop her butt against the hard edge of the desk.

Dan stepped forward and picked up her hands, squeezing them with his. “Honey, say something.”

“I thought you were having an affair.”

“God, no!” He wrapped his arms around her, his large body engulfing hers. “I don’t want anyone but you.”

Carla gave a horse laugh. “That’s not true. You obviously get something from Sexkitten.” All the sex he’d instigated lately made that perfectly clear.

“I need the fantasy of you with other men, not her.”

She pulled back to look up into his face. “And if I could give that to you?”

His eyes grew wide with delight like a kid on Christmas opening the best present ever.

She pushed him off her and stood.

Dan followed her down the hall and into the kitchen to the French doors leading out to the backyard and the pool. Manny stood at one end, dipping a long pole into the water to scoop out little leaves with a net.

She draped a towel over her arm and untied her short robe and let it slide from her shoulders, exposing her red string bikini. She’d delayed her normal early afternoon swim, not wanting to miss Dan’s return in case he came home early.

“What are you going to do?” he asked.

Carla looked back over her shoulder. “Find somewhere to watch where you won’t be seen. If everything goes well, I’m going to make your dreams come true.” She smiled. “I’m going to fuck the pool boy.”

+++

Truthfully, Manny’d been a fantasy of hers for years. As tall as Dan, he had a leaner build, all ropey muscle, but strong. She’d seen him haul fifty-pound buckets of pool chemicals around as if they weighed nothing.

It was such a cliché to lust after the “pool boy,” but Manny was in his late twenties and devilishly handsome, with deliciously smooth light-brown skin, a gorgeous smile, and a killer pair of cheekbones. She’d have to be dead not to find him attractive.

He’d also expressed interest in the past, which she’d pretended not to notice even as it had fueled numerous masturbation fantasies. She’d chosen him as her first revenge fuck, but he’d serve her new purpose equally well. Today she’d find out exactly how interested he was, and hopefully put the seven-foot tall privacy fence they’d paid a fortune for to good use.

She threw her towel and robe onto one of the deck chairs and kicked off her sandals. Then she made a production of stretching, holding her arms straight overhead and arching her back.

Carla used her peripheral vision to check on Manny. Yes, he watched her.

She bent forward, hugging her face to her knees and keeping her ass high in the air. Having been a competitive swimmer in high school and college, she still swam laps almost every day, the exercise keeping her lean and supple.

“Hey, Mrs. S. I’m almost done,” Manny called out as she straightened.

“No hurry.” She smiled warmly. “And how many times have I told you to call me Carla?”

He grinned back and walked around the edge of the pool toward her, sculling the pole through the water. “Okay, Carla.”

As he got closer, it became clear a light sheen of sweat covered his skin. The sun beat down mercilessly, and the temperature edged close to ninety.

“Do you have many calls after this one?” she asked.

He shook his head. “This is my last.”

“Why don’t you stay and take a dip? It’s so hot out, and it’s a shame this pool doesn’t get more use after all the work you put in maintaining it.” He didn’t know she used it regularly since she normally timed her swims not to overlap with his visits to avoid temptation.

“That’s nice of you, but I wouldn’t want to be in the way,” he said.

Time to be daring. She let her voice drop into its huskiest register. “What if I wanted you in my way?”

His eyes assessed her, growing darker as his pupils dilated.

Yes, he was still interested.

Heat coiled through her center.

She stepped over to the side of the deep end and executed a perfect dive, her body slicing into the water with the smallest of splashes. The cold of it was deliciously shocking, hardening her nipples to sensitivity.

By the time she surfaced, he’d kicked off his shoes and was pulling his t-shirt over his head, his abdominal muscles rippling. Shoving down his baggy Bermuda shorts, he soon wore nothing but a tight pair of deep-blue swim trunks. They hid nothing.

Yum.

Manny caught her watching him, and smirked. Then he leaped into the water only a few feet from her. In a flash, he swept past her legs, his skin warm compared to the cool liquid. She dove after him, giving chase.

They swam back and forth playing a water-based version of cat and mouse filled with little touches that set her skin singing. He was good in the water, and watching the play of his muscles as they flexed had her itching for more contact.

Eventually, they came to a halt, treading water a few feet apart, both panting with exertion.

Then he was on her, his hot body pressed to hers as his tongue licked against her lips, demanding entry. She moaned and opened her mouth, her fingers digging into his firm shoulders. They got so lost in their kiss that they forgot to keep moving their legs and went under.

Carla kicked for the surface, and sputtered out a laugh, Manny joining in.

“Shall we take this somewhere with more options?” She titled her head toward the deck chairs, which fully reclined.

He grinned and waved her ahead of him. “Ladies first.”

She swam over to the ladder and climbed out slowly, putting a little extra twitch in her hips so he’d get a good look at her ass.

Instead of drying off, she draped her towel across one of the deck chairs, lowering the top of it until it made a flat surface. A quick glance at the house showed a darker patch behind the edge of the gauzy dining room curtains. Dan watched. Her heart skipped as the knowledge added another layer of excitement.

She turned to look at Manny. Out of the water, his erection became clear, his length creating an impressively shadowed bulge in his tight swim trunks. Carla licked her lips as he walked toward her.

Right before he reached her, she remembered something. “Do you have a condom? I…” She gave a little shrug. When they’d made the decision to wait before having kids, she’d gotten an IUD and hadn’t needed to worry about protection for years.

Manny grinned and reached down to dig around in his shorts for his wallet. With a rip of Velcro, he had it open, pulling out a slim plastic packet.

She plucked it from his fingers and tossed it onto the next deck chair in easy reach. Then she slid her arms up his hard chest to wind around his neck, plastering her body to his and grinding her mound against his cock.

He moaned into her mouth, and his tongue grew insistent, tangling with hers. Her bikini top loosened under his clever fingers. His hands traced lines of fire up her back as they made their way to the bow tied behind her neck. With a tug, her top slipped free, and he pulled away from her long enough to let it fall to their feet.

Carla rubbed her chest against his, reveling in the feel of his hot smooth skin against her hard nipples. It had been so long since she’d been with someone new she’d almost forgotten how good it could be.

Unlike Dan’s, Manny’s hands were covered in calluses. They rasped deliciously over her skin as he touched her more forcefully than her husband ever did. He shoved his hand into her bikini bottoms, his fingers stroking over her clit then back to swirl in the wetness seeping from her entrance.

“Shit, you’re so wet.”

He plunged two fingers into her, scissoring them as his thumb continued to work her clit. Her knees gave out, and she clung to his shoulders, unable to do anything but gasp as lust shot through her.

She rode his hand for long moments, her head falling back as he nipped at her neck. She almost mewed when he pulled away.

Manny stripped her naked, then stood looking at her, his eyes dark and hot.

Carla ran her fingers over his bulge, making his hips jerk. Then he shoved off his swim trunks, his cock popping forward, seeming to leap into her hands. He was nice and long. She wrapped one hand around the base and circled his head with the other, tugging on him repeatedly until she had him hissing.

“Enough. I’m going to fuck you now.” He pushed her back onto the deck chair, bearing her down under his weight.

Plastic crinkled, and he reared up enough to slide the condom over his length. Then he picked up one of her legs and hooked her knee over his shoulder, pulling her ass up off the chair and spreading her wide.

With a single thrust, he plunged into her.

“Oh, god, you’re so hot and tight.” He gritted his teeth, face contorting in a grimace that almost looked like pain.

She gasped, the pleasure sharp. It didn’t let up as he pounded into her, his hips pistoning forward time after time. In a few minutes, he slowed, but it was only to hook her other leg over his shoulder. Once he had her where he wanted her, he started up again, driving forward so forcefully her breasts bounced and he sent the chair scraping across the concrete with each movement.

Her vag felt filled and stretched like it hadn’t in over a decade. Carla’s hands curled around the metal poles of the edges of the deck chair, and she hung on as she was fucked harder than she’d ever been.

“Ung, ung, ung.” He wrung animal sounds from her, but she couldn’t help it. Something was building inside, something huge.

He said, “I love fucking you.”

Her muscles clenched around him. Dan didn’t do dirty talk, and she found she loved it.

“Yeah, just like that. Feel my cock inside you, baby. Making you feel good. So good.”

Then he leaned forward onto her legs, stretching her wider than ever, and he went even deeper, his erection so wonderfully long.

He mashed his thumb down on her clit, grinding against it as he rocked forward. “Come for me, baby. Let me see you break on my big cock.”

And she did. Her vag spasmed around him as pleasure coiled outward from her center. Her back arched even higher off the chair, and she wailed her release.

“Shit! Shit yeah!” Manny groaned and jackknifed into her one final time.

He pulled out carefully and let her legs slide down to rest on the chair as he got up to dispose of the condom.

Carla lay still for long moments, not sure she could move.

Manny stood over her, his face in shadow as the sun blazed fiercely behind him. She shaded her eyes and squinted, finally making him out as he bent over to press a kiss to her mouth. “That was great.”

While she slowly sat up, he dressed, his movements quick. He picked up his pole and bucket of chemicals and walked away, pausing only once to throw a grin over his shoulder at where she still sat. It seemed the “pool boy” had one more cliché to live up to: wham, bam, thank you, ma’am.

She had no complaints. It simplified matters. The last thing she needed was for him to become clingy. Not with so many more men in the world and her new-found freedom to roam.

+++

When Carla sauntered back into the kitchen, she found her husband hovering behind the refrigerator, out of sight of the windows. “He’s gone. You can come out.”

Dan stared at her, a stunned expression on his face. “I cannot believe you just did that.”

“You always say you love my spontaneity.”

He laughed. “Yeah, but you really outdid yourself this time.”

“Was it too much?” She frowned.

He cupped her face in his hands. “It was perfect.” Then his mouth covered hers, hot and insistent. His fingers slid lower to pluck at her nipples in exactly the way she loved. With a heave, he picked her up and sat her on the edge of the countertop, the hard granite shockingly cold for an instant. Then his mouth followed the path his hands had taken, sucking and licking his way down her breasts before continuing lower.

Carla let her head fall back and braced her hands behind her. She moaned as his tongue teased the crease where her thigh met her torso. He circled around and around, getting close to where she wanted him before moving away. Eventually, she growled and buried her hands in his thick red hair, trying to pull him into place.

He grinned up at her as his tongue reached out to flick across her clit. A finger slid into her, hooking upward to press against her g-spot, and his tongue went to work, fluttering lightly over her sensitive nub. Fire shot through her. Last night might have been the first time in ages he’d gone down on her, but he obviously remembered what she liked.

Soon she was climbing the peaks of pleasure again, but before she summated, she tugged him up, aching to be filled by more than a finger.

Dan’s height put him right where she needed him.

He unbuttoned his gray golf pants with eager hands, yanking them and his boxers down until his cock sprang free, its thick head already weeping precum. Manny might have been long, but Dan had a nice girth.

She moaned as he slid up and down her crease, slicking himself with her wetness. Then he pushed inside, slow and teasing.

Her legs rose to wrap around him, her heels digging into his ass, and her hands stayed braced behind her, pushing her hips forward.

He rocked against her, his cock sliding deliciously slowly all the way in and out, setting every nerve ending inside of her aflame.

“Kiss me,” she whispered, her voice gone husky.

His mouth opened over hers, hot and wet, his tongue mimicking the movements of his cock, sliding along hers.

As if fusing their mouths together connected a circuit, pleasure looped through her entire body from her core to her mouth and back, growing. She grew frantic, nipping at his lips and straining forward, but he kept to his same maddening pace.

Then his finger slid down to where they were joined, picking up some of her wetness. He spread the fluid lightly over her clit, sending a jolt of sharp tingling through her. She came, long waves of delight breaking over her one after another.

Dan’s mouth swallowed her cries, his lips curling into an ecstatic grin. With a hitch of his hips, he buried himself deep within her, gasping.

+++

When she slid from the countertop, her legs refused to hold her up, so the two of them ended up collapsed on the cool tile floor in a sweaty heap. They lay there for long moments, Dan completely clothed, and her completely naked.

“So,” she said eventually, trailing a finger down his arm. “Is this what will make you happy?”

“Yes.”

“And Sexkitten?”

“She’s got nothing on you, my love.” He grinned. “Besides, her voice is too different from yours. I had to watch with the sound off half the time.”

Vindicated joy zipped through her. Carla’s body hummed in satisfaction. She hadn’t felt this good in years, maybe even a decade. Too long. She wanted more. “Then I’m going to keep doing this.”

Dan beamed.

She untangled herself from his arms and stood to step over to the refrigerator.

“Where are you going?”

“Give me a second. I want to add something to my shopping list.” Carla picked up the pen attached to the small whiteboard she used for important notes and wrote “condoms.” Then she underlined it, twice.

She’d need a lot of them. Manny might have been the first fantasy she’d fulfilled, but he’d be far from the last.


ON THE DOUBLE

He touches new places, setting her nerves alight. It’s her first time… and it feels glorious.

Carla’s new license to cuckold has her seeing her favorite barista with fresh eyes. Caught up in Nigel’s bad-boy rock-star vibe, she decides it’s time to take him for a spin.

He’s hot, eager, and willing to be videoed, providing her with a sexy treat to show her husband. But Nigel demands rear entry. It’s a naughty fantasy of hers, but she’s never done it…

She’s ready and willing to take him anywhere and everywhere.


+++

Carla took a sip of her espresso and typed yet another query into her browser’s search engine: polyandry hookup sites. She hit enter, and her tablet screen filled with entry after entry. She scrolled down the page, overwhelmed. How could she tell which ones were valid and which were scam sites created to upload a bunch of malware onto her computer? Maybe she should just use a regular dating app and put something about being poly in her profile?

Carla finally had permission to roam outside her marriage, but she’d been out of the dating game for a decade. She needed ideas.

It had been a week since Manny. A week since his rough hands had tweaked her nipples and spread her vag wide. A week since he’d fucked her fast and hard and made her come.

She squirmed in her seat. God, the sex with her husband Dan had been so hot after.

And to think, only a couple of months ago she’d resigned herself to a cooled-off marriage. When Dan had recently regained some of his libido, she’d initially been thrilled. Then suspicions had mounted about the cause, and she’d gone snooping. Instead of a devastating affair, she’d discovered he loved the thought of her with other men and wanted to watch if at all possible. Pleasing him would finally allow her to fulfill her own fantasies. If only she could figure out how to do so.

She slumped back on the red velvet couch and let her gaze wonder. Her favorite coffee shop was independently owned instead of part of a chain, and Java Junkies’ owners took a rather eclectic approach to interior decorating. It looked like a cross between a Victorian bordello and a library. A couple of other ancient couches were scattered about, surrounded by a smattering of mismatched chairs and tiny tables just big enough for a coffee cup and small plate. Dark wooden bookshelves lined the walls, filled with leather-bound books, the newest of which were a good fifty-years-old.

The shop smelled like coffee and cinnamon and made the best espresso in town.

But for her the real attraction stood behind the counter.

Nigel was one of the baristas and also a part owner. Purposefully pale, with long jet-black hair and an all-black wardrobe to match, he wore an assortment of silver rings and chains. He had a lean yet defined build and exuded effortless rock-star cool.

Teenage Carla would find him dreamy, an older, sexier version of Art, the first guy she’d ever had sex with. And that spark of attraction still flickered in her belly whenever she saw Nigel.

Which reminded her of her task: find a way to find men to have sex with.

She obviously needed more caffeine. Downing the last of her espresso, she made her way back to the wooden counter. When she caught Nigel’s eye, she waggled her empty demitasse cup at him.

The hiss and spit of the espresso machine covered up the background conversations of the coffee shop behind her, yet her favorite barista must have heard her sigh.

“Hey, Carla. What’s wrong?” Nigel flashed his winning smile, transforming an already attractive face into devilish handsomeness. A cocky gleam filled his green eyes. This was a man who knew exactly the effect it had on women.

Carla offered him a wry smile. “Just working something out.”

His eyes raked over her athletic outfit, the skin-tight leggings and tank top with built-in bra leaving little to the imagination. “Well, you look good to go.”

“What?”

“You look ready to work out.” He offered a feigned innocent look she didn’t buy.

Carla pressed her stomach to the counter’s edge and leaned forward, letting him see more cleavage if he wanted. As he slid her fresh espresso across the wooden surface toward her, his eyes flicked down in obvious interest.

She reached out, her fingers brushing his in an electric tingle, and took a chance. “Tell me, Nigel. If you’d recently opened your relationship, where would you look for some no-strings fun?” Things with Dan were a little more complicated than that since it turned out he was into cuckolding, but her explanation was true enough.

His widened eyes tore themselves from her breasts to meet her gaze, then he smiled again, putting all his charm into it. “I’d look straight ahead.”

She took a slow sip of the hot, rich liquid, letting it roll across her tongue, then gave him a naughty smile of her own. Her heart raced, part caffeine, part excitement. “When’s your next break?”

+++

With fifteen minutes to wait, Carla settled back onto her ancient red velvet couch.

She finished off her espresso and pulled out her phone to text her husband. About to hook up with barista. Can you get to Java Junkies in the next half hour? Not that she’d yet figured out how her husband could watch.

The ping came quickly. No. I have a meeting I can’t miss.

What can I do to make this something for you too? she typed.

Video?

I can try. She glanced over at Nigel. Some men were into that, right? He seemed the type.

Another ping from her phone. Don’t worry if not. You can tell me all about it. In detail. He added a flame emoji that had her chuckling.

I love you, husband of mine.

Love you too.

Across the room, Nigel moved with the smooth confidence of someone good with their hands, manipulating the cranky old Italian espresso machine with a precision that had her wondering how good those exacting fingers would be at handling her.

Nigel caught her staring and smirked, sending a tingle of anticipation up her spine. This was going to be good. She often fantasized about her ex-boyfriend over the years. A trip down memory lane with a guy who looked so much like her first would scratch that itch quite nicely.

+++

The yoga class had limbered up her body, and the espresso had Carla’s heart thumping, or maybe that was Nigel.

He led her past the dark-red employees-only door into the backroom, which held the expected shelves of supplies and one surprise: another one of those decadent velvet-covered couches had been shoved up against one wall.

The door shut behind them with a click, and Nigel turned the lock then faced her.

“What if your co-worker needs to get something?” she asked.

“Val and I have an arrangement. She knows not to interrupt.” He stepped closer, sending the scent of cinnamon and sandalwood swirling through the air. Before they touched, he said, “Is there anything special you like to do?”

She held up her phone. “Can I video this?”

His eyes narrowed, and she hurried on. “For personal use only, I swear.”

“Are you going to post it on the internet?”

“No.” She shook her head adamantly. “I don’t want naked videos of me online, so I sure as hell won’t post this.” Then she dropped her voice, making it husky. “But watching it later will turn me on.” It wasn’t that much of a lie. Watching it would turn Dan on, and then her husband would fuck her furiously. So she would get turned on.

“Kinky.” His lips curled up on one side. “I’ll okay it if you agree to do what I like.”

“Which is?”

Instead of answering he closed the distance between them, wrapping his arms around her so he palmed her ass cheeks. He pulled her close, his scent heady with spice and sandalwood. His hair slid forward to tickle her cheek as he leaned close. As his hand slipped down her crack, he whispered hot in her ear, “I’m an ass man.” His fingers fluttered over her puckered hole, sending delicious shivers through her.

“Oh!” She’d never done anal before, but had always fantasized about it. Dan was one of those rare men who claimed he wasn’t into anal, and he was so large he was convinced he’d only hurt her, so it had fallen by the wayside.

Today would be even more special than she’d originally thought. She’d get to tick two fantasies off her list in one go.

She ran her hand up his chest to touch the bare skin of his neck. His pulse pounded hot under her fingertips, and his excitement set her stomach fluttering. “If you get me ready, and go slow, I’m more than game.” She leaned forward and nipped his lower lip. “I’ve never done it before.”

“I’ll be your first?” He sucked in an excited breath, his eyes darkening as his pupils shot wide. “So very naughty of you, my sweet Carla. I love it.” He ghosted his lips over hers, teasing, drawing her out until she stood on tiptoe and pulled at his shoulders to get closer. He gave a rich chuckle.

It was going to be like that, was it? she thought. Two could play at that game. Carla ground her mound against his erection, making him gasp, and as soon as his mouth opened, she slipped her tongue inside. His coiled around hers in a tantalizing dance, sending sparks racing through her.

After long moments, she pulled back. “I need to…” She waved her phone.

She arranged it on the shelf diagonally across from the couch, using a box full of napkins to prop it at the right angle. A snapped pic showed the couch well centered, so she hit record on the video app.

Nigel had used the time to toss a couple of towels over the burgundy velvet of the cushions and pull out a bottle of lube. He caught her watching, and his lips curled as his eyes grew hot. “Come here.”

She shivered and stayed still, a thread of trepidation rolling through her. What if she didn’t like it? “I’ve really never done this.”

“Don’t worry, sweet thing. I know what I’m doing. I’ll make sure you’re good and ready for me.”

Carla stepped into his embrace, and his hand slid down her back to her ass, fluttering over her puckered hole again. Desire flashed hot through her, making her squirm, and he smirked. “It’s going to be good. I promise.”

Then his lips consumed hers, hot and demanding, his tongue plunging into her mouth and forcing a response. Regaining her sense of composure, Carla gave as good as she got, sucking on his tongue and nipping at his bottom lip as he pulled away.

Nigel stepped back to pull his Punk’s Not Dead t-shirt over his head, rattling his collection of heavy silver necklaces and setting his long black hair swinging. He displayed a torso chiseled in sharp relief, every abdominal muscle clearly defined. The man had zero body fat.

His fingers tickled as he slid the tank top up her sides to pull it off over her head, letting her breasts bounce free. Nigel tweaked her nipples and made her gasp. Then he crouched before her, his hands hot on her skin as he peeled off her leggings, leaving her in a tiny pink thong. “God, you’re gorgeous.”

He spun her around and bent her over, so she had to brace her hands on the couch. He bit first one ass cheek then the next, sending flashes of fire through her and leaving her gasping. His fingers slid under the sides of the thong, and he pulled it from her slowly, his touch teasing and raising goose bumps across her body.

His hand spread her butt cheeks wide. “Such a pretty little pucker. All ready for my tongue.”

Then something hot and wet fluttered over her.

“Ah! Oh, god!” It was exquisite. Why had no one ever done this to her before? she wondered.

Nigel chuckled, his tongue pushing into her ass, setting every nerve in her body tingling. She was so sensitive there, far more sensitive than her vag. His tongue felt amazing. Lust, hot and thick, coiled in her belly, and she panted. He pushed his tongue in and out of her, mimicking the motions of sex, and her knees went weak, making her body drop dizzily.

He clamped his hands on her hips to steady her, then pushed her forward until she kneeled on the couch, her arms propped on its back. Then he rimmed her again.

Hot and wet, his tongue worked at her puckered entrance, plunging in and out. Each movement was such delicious torture, and he drew the pleasure out until her clit felt like it would burst. As if he’d read her mind, one of his hands snaked around her body, and his thumb pressed into her sensitive nub.

The added sensation sent her up and over. “Ah!” Carla choked back her scream as her orgasm flashed fire along her nerves. Her body convulsed with pleasure, leaving her gasping and shaking.

+++

When she regained her senses enough to lift her head off her arms, Nigel stood fully naked but for his silver jewelry, his cock long and hard and fortunately not quite as thick as Dan’s. He fisted it with one hand, sliding up and down its length as he stared at her butt. “Your ass is beautiful. I’m going to make it mine.”

“Condom,” she said.

“Of course.” He smoothed a sheath over his length and then coated his cock with lube. He stripped off his rings, letting them plink onto the shelf behind him. Another squirt, and he painted a thick layer of wetness over her ass, the tip of his finger dipping inside to spread it farther.

Her butt clenched. A finger felt a lot firmer than a tongue.

“Hey, now. Easy.” He stroked his other hand down her back and over her hip as his finger continued to work in her.

She loosened a bit, and he added more lube and thrust his finger deeper. The slight burning sensation faded to be replaced with… a tingle of pleasure. She relaxed a little more.

“That’s it,” Nigel said. “It’s going to feel so good to put my cock in your ass. And trust me, sweet thing, you’re going to love it.”

Carla nodded. “I want this.” She really did. She’d always dreamed of what anal was like, why some people were so crazy for it.

A second finger joined the first, and the burn returned, but she took a deep breath and tried not to clench. After a few minutes, the sensation morphed into a delightful tingle more quickly this time.

Nigel said, “Okay. We’re ready.” The fingers disappeared, only to be replaced with something that felt huge.

“Oh, god.” Her body instinctively rocked forward, trying to get away from the beast of a cock.

Nigel wrapped a hand around her hip and held her in place. “Relax, sweet thing.” He gave her a few moments, then said, “Ready?”

She nodded, biting at her lip. I want this, she reminded herself.

The pressure increased, growing and growing as her ass burned at the stretch. Hadn’t she seen that his cock wasn’t so wide? Then why did it feel like a two-by-four splitting her in two? Carla opened her mouth, ready to cry “stop” if it got any worse.

Then the head popped past the first tight ring of muscle. Instantly, the pressure lessened and everything got better. She took a relieved breath.

“You’re doing great.” He stroked over her hip. “That was the hardest part.”

Another squirt, and cool gel bathed her ass. He slid in a little farther, and it burned, oh god, it burned! Carla squirmed, her heart laboring, but Nigel didn’t let up, pushing deeper and deeper, his cock suddenly the biggest cock in the entire world. She stretched where she’d never stretched before, her ass reluctant to open.

“It’s… it’s so much.” She whimpered.

“Shh, sweet thing,” Nigel said. “It’ll get better.”

He pulled out a little, then rocked deeper, the burn edging toward pain. He repeated the motion again and again, until she wanted to scream at him to stop, her mouth opening wide as she panted.

Then he hit bottom, his thighs pressed to the backs of hers. Nigel held still. “Oh, god, you’re so fucking tight.” His voice had gone deep and guttural.

His hips jerked forward, and the pain hit a crescendo, then faded. He pulled partway out, then pushed in, and again. The burn began to change, the tingle growing inside. He thrust forward, and Carla gasped as the sensitive nerves in her ass came awake to pleasure. “Oh!”

“Yeah, sweet thing. That’s it.” He plunged in and out of her. “Feel my cock in your virgin ass, filling you up as no one has before.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Oh, yes.”

Encouraged by her words, he moved faster, then faster still.

The sensation grew, a hot shiver of delight far more intense than her vag ever felt. Carla reared back a little each time, her body greedy to meet his, to push him deeper inside. His fingers dug into her hips, his thighs slapping against hers as he pounded into her, the heavy silver necklaces jangling in time. Her breasts bounced with each impact, adding to the ache of sensation.

Her clit buzzed with delight, and Carla licked her fingers before reaching down to glide them over its surface. Pleasure coiled hot and bright in her belly, and she panted in time with his thrusts, her heart racing. Sweat coated her face, dripping salt on her lips, and the smell of cinnamon and sex filled her world.

Nigel groaned, his hips snapping forward with more force, hitting deep in her ass in flashes of tingling sensation. Carla’s fingers blurred over her clit, sending electricity sizzling through her. She bit down on her forearm, muffling her scream as her body lit on fire, a wave of pleasure flashing outward from her ass to set her entire being alight.

+++

Nigel didn’t linger, pulling out of her quickly, yet gently.

Carla swung around to sit on the couch, her legs still too wobbly to stand.

He disposed of the condom, and made use of some wet wipes, setting the packet down on the cushion at her side. He pushed a long lock of hair out of his face and smirked down at her. “Told you you’d enjoy it.”

“You were right.”

He pulled on his jeans, no underwear in sight. Of course he went commando. She stifled a giggle. It went so perfectly with his bad-boy rock-star vibe.

Once Nigel was dressed, he hooked a thumb over his shoulder, pointing to the front of the shop. “I gotta get back. You can take your time.”

“Sounds good.”

Once he’d disappeared, Carla forced herself to her feet and grabbed her phone, blowing a kiss at the camera before stopping the recording. Dan was certainly going to have quite the surprise. If she remembered correctly, he’d watched SexKitten’s anal video more than once. She grinned, anticipation zipping through her. Wait until he saw this one!

+++

Carla stood at the kitchen sink, daydreaming over her encounter with Nigel. He’d remained as devilishly charming as ever as she left the coffee shop, calling out that he’d be more than happy to make her a special order whenever she wanted.

She grinned. Such a cocky man, but one who knew what he liked and how to make her like it too, so the offer was tempting. She might take him up on it once she’d worked through a few more of her fantasies.

The garage door ratcheted open, the hum of a car engine swelled, then the door clanked closed. Dan came into the kitchen, his handsome face glowing and eager. “Did you do it?” His tailored business suit showcased his tall, athletic frame, the dark-blue color perfectly complimenting his red hair and fair complexion.

“Oh, I did it, all right. I did it like never before,” she said. He frowned in puzzlement, and she laughed, cupping his face in her palms and pulling him down for a welcome-home kiss. “You, sir, will just have to watch to find out.”

Dan glanced over the salad ingredients laid out on the counter and the steaks waiting to go on the grill. “Do we have to eat dinner now? I’m hungry for something else.” He caught her around the waist and pulled her to him. His erection pressed into her stomach.

“You want dessert first, you naughty man?” Carla grabbed him by the tie. “Come on then.” She tugged him behind her, leading him upstairs to the master bedroom.

She’d already transferred the video to her tablet, so she propped a bed pillow behind it and press play. Dan remained standing to strip off his jacket. His eyes scanned eagerly across the scene, taking in the couch and Carla and Nigel. “It’s that barista.”

“Is that a problem?” She raised an eyebrow.

He offered her a grin. “No. I always knew you had a bit of a thing for the bad boys.” Then his eyes latched onto the video again. After a few minutes, he gasped. “Does he mean…?”

“Yes.”

His eyes widened as Nigel knelt behind her and started licking her ass. Dan tugged at his tie, loosening it enough to strip it over his head without untying it. His fingers were frantic as they unbuttoned his dress shirt, his eyes glued to the tablet screen. Carla helped by tugging the shirt from his shoulders from the back, then she wrapped her arms around him and unbuckled his belt, pulling it free. His suit trousers fell open, and a single tug dropped them to his ankles.

She walked around him. His huge cock strained against the front of his blue boxer briefs, a damp spot forming over the tip. This video had turned him on even more than she’d expected.

Matching Nigel’s actions, Dan pulled her tank top over her head, licking across her nipples in a teasing flash of wet and heat that sent her heart racing. Then he crouched and peeled her leggings from her just as Nigel had done, following up by removing her thong. “You didn’t shower did you?”

She said, “You asked me not to.”

He buried his nose in her mound, breathing deep. A sizzle of lust shot through her. Dan looked up to catch her eye. “Should I do the exact same thing as him?” He waved a hand at the tablet.

“I think I’m too sore back there for any more attention today.” She ran a hand through his red hair and whispered, “But my vag sure feels awfully empty. It didn’t get any attention.”

His tongue lapped out, licking at her clit in time with Nigel’s attentions to her ass. Desire, hot and bright, shot through her with each flick. Carla was torn, unable to decide where to look: at the screen or at her husband eating her out. Her gaze ping ponged back and forth, enjoying both views.

When she moaned on screen, Dan groaned, his cock bobbing with excitement, the head blushing dark.

He stood when Nigel did, his fingers slipping into her aching vag even as the barista stretched her ass with his own. Delight speared through her as Dan slid his fingers in and out, curling them to touch her g-spot and set her shivering.

Carla wrapped her hands around Dan’s cock, amazed as always by its size. They’d really have to work to get it in her ass. But if I came so hard from Nigel’s cock, she thought, Dan’s will be even more amazing. A worthy goal for some future fun.

They were both panting by the time Nigel pushed into her ass on screen.

“Doggie?” Dan asked.

“Oh, yes.” She crawled onto the bed and kneeled. She loved doggie.

Dan ran his head up and down her slit a few times, then pushed forward, stretching her vag wide, so wide. The pressure was divine.

Carla mewed and pillowed her head on her arms, lifting her ass high in the air. She watched the screen, seeing the tense expression on her face morph into pleasure as Nigel rode her.

“You like it, didn’t you?” Dan growled, his voice rasping with lust. “I can see it on your face.” His hips plowed forward, and he set a punishing pace, pounding into her.

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, yes, yes.” She reared back to meet him each time. His cock was so huge, and this position allowed it to hit her just right, the head scraping across her g-spot with every withdrawal and filling her with delicious tingles that built and built.

On the video, Nigel sped up, and Dan pushed her farther forward, his weight bearing her down to the bed. Unable to hold still, Carla writhed, pinned by his cock and its magnetic pull on her vag.

Dan plunged into her, grunting, their thighs slapping hard together in a syncopated rhythm with the sounds from the video. Pleasure flashed through her. She’d never seen her husband this wild before! It was glorious. Her heart raced as he hit a spot deep inside over and over, the extreme sensation morphing into a solid wall of pleasure set to topple over and bury her in delight.

The Carla of the video stifled a scream, Nigel jerked with his last thrusts, and Dan roared above her, his cock jack-hammering into her.

Carla screamed, her back bowing up against the heavy weight of her husband as delight exploded from her vag, expanding outward in a blast that had her muscles clamping around him, milking his cock.

+++

Dan rolled off of her but left a hand tracing circles on her back.

Carla levered up onto her elbows and smiled down at him. “I think we need to have dessert before dinner more often.”

He let out a bark of laughter. “With you bringing me such delicious treats as this, how can I refuse?”

“So you liked it? The video?”

“Best video ever.”

“As good as seeing me with Manny in person?”

His lips twisted and a faint frown creased his brow. “Well, that was exciting because it was live. This was exciting because it was anal. Maybe if I saw you do anal live?” He grinned. God, she loved how playful he’d become now that he’d told her how much he loved being cuckolded.

“Nigel’s cool, but I’m not sure he’s that cool,” she said. Still, her husband’s words set her mind racing. How could she arrange another situation where Dan could watch her have sex in person? There had to be a way…

Carla added it to her list of things to search for.

After all, she still had a number of fantasies of her own to get to, and she was determined to fulfill every single one of them.


DOUBLE THE FUN

Desire spikes through her. The man touching her is a complete stranger. She doesn’t even know his name. And she wants it like that, all dirty and forbidden.

Ever since Carla found out her favorite adult store has live peep-show rooms in the back, she’s been desperate to put on a performance. It’s the perfect way to let her husband watch another man take her. It also satisfies a fantasy of her own. Sex with a complete stranger.

The danger is so steamy her body vibrates with want.


+++

“I still can’t believe you want to do this,” Dan said as he pulled the hood of his jacket up to cover his distinctive red hair.

They sat in her car in the parking lot of Toys, Toys, Toys, the best adult store in town. Although they’d visited it for various items over the years of their marriage, this was the first time they’d be venturing into the back where the viewing rooms were.

And definitely the first time they’d be offering themselves up to be viewed. If things went to plan, they’d find a stranger willing to have sex with her while Dan watched.

Carla tried to picture it. They wouldn’t exchange names, the man wouldn’t buy her a drink, and they wouldn’t make small talk. In short, they wouldn’t do any of the things society expected before hooking up. Instead they’d look each other over and fuck like the animals they were.

Her vag clenched at the thought.

Even though she’d already screwed Manny and Nigel, she’d known both of them for years. This? This was fucking a complete stranger. This was a whole ’nother level of new, and all the more exciting.

Her panties were already damp.

“It was the simplest thing I could think of that would let you watch from up close,” she said. True, even if she’d reframed this evening as fulfilling a desire of his when in fact this had long been a fantasy of hers. Ever since she’d first learned of the viewing rooms a few years ago, she’d been intrigued.

Carla rummaged around in her purse until she found the black domino masks she’d brought along. Left over from a masquerade ball they’d attended a couple of years ago, they’d provide an additional layer of anonymity. Then she made sure she hadn’t forgotten the condoms.

She smoothed a hand over her black skirt. It hit mid-thigh and had plenty of pleats so it could be flipped out of the way for easy access. Her deep-blue blouse plunged in a deep V in front offering a nice view of cleavage. She’d added a pair of black heels. It should be sexy enough to attract attention.

Anticipation bit at her. “Come on.”

She led the way from the car up to the door, Dan haunting her steps. Although the glass had been papered over to prevent anyone from seeing in, the inside of the store was bright and clean with everything organized onto shelves with clearly labeled sections. A few customers prowled the aisles, and Carla let her gaze skip over them with interest. Besides a few couples, there were mostly single men. Good. Hopefully that meant there’d be enough people going through to the back to up their chances of success.

As they headed down the first aisle, she lingered a bit in the vibrator area, curious to see the selection of the new style of clitoral stimulators that mimicked the feel of oral sex. “We might have to do a little shopping on our way out.”

Dan grunted. She knew her husband. The sound didn’t mean disagreement, just that he was too focused on what they were about to do to think of anything else.

They continued on past dildos in a wide range of colors and sizes, her favorite being a translucent pink one infused with glitter that attached as a strap on.

The door on the back wall had a large sign that read “No Bathrooms” and a smaller one saying “Private Booths for Rent.”

It opened on a dim hallway that had four doors set along each side. An older white man sat at a small desk. “You going to watch a video?” he asked in a bored voice.

“No. We’re interested in the peep show rooms.”

“They’re on the right.” He pointed down the hall.

“What if we’re performing instead of watching? Can we see the set up?”

He stood and led them through the curtain behind him to another hallway running parallel to the first. He opened one of the doors on a small, brightly lit cube of a room bordered by walls on three sides while the front was made of Plexiglas with a thin horizontal slot cut into it. On the other side, the room continued for a few feet before coming to a wall with another door. It had just enough space to hold a vinyl covered lounge chair.

“It’s fifty to rent the room for an hour. You keep anything you make.”

Carla glanced over, seeing a young woman getting ready to enter one of the other rooms. She wore a schoolgirl outfit complete with white knee socks and a short pleated plaid skirt and had put her hair up in pigtails. So that’s what the slot was for: money.

“Can we open the Plexiglas partition once we’re inside?” she asked.

“You can. But if the customer gets out of control, it’s on you.” He pointed to two sliding latches at the top and bottom of one side of the Plexiglas pane. Then he eyed Dan’s tall build and wide shoulders. “Though since you got muscle with you, you’ll probably be okay.”

“We’ll take it.” She handed over the cash and pulled Dan with her into the small room. The door shut behind them with a thud.

There was a small bench covered in white vinyl that had been wiped down so many times the surface had lost its glossy sheen. The cube smelled faintly of disinfectant, but since that meant it had been cleaned, it didn’t bother her.

It wasn’t the sexiest of settings in and of itself, yet here she was, her heart racing as she waited for someone to step through the door. It was the illicitness of it, the chance to fuck a stranger that added all the sexiness she needed.

Carla pulled out the masks and secured hers, then shoved back Dan’s hood to slip the other over his head before pulling the hood back into place.

He plucked at the mask with anxious fingers. “I feel ridiculous.”

“Would you rather be recognized?”

He narrowed his eyes at her while refusing to comment.

They sat side by side on the tiny bench. Dan fidgeted, and after a few moments said, “What happens next?”

“We wait. When someone suitable comes in, we negotiate what’s going to happen with them. Normally, they’d pay to watch us do something. But I’m going to offer them something else.”

In a few minutes, a man and woman opened the door, took a quick look at the two of them, and shut it without coming inside.

Carla didn’t let it bother her. Most people expected to find a single performer, not a couple.

A middle-aged white man opened the door. Between his narrowed eyes, tightly clenched jaw, and messy, food-stained clothing, Carla felt hard pressed to find him attractive. Before he could say anything, she said, “No, thank you.”

He took a step forward, hands balling into fists, and Dan stood, his great height becoming evident. The man scowled, shot them the middle finger, and stomped out.

In a few minutes, another man entered. Middle aged and going gray, he had the pale skin of an office worker who didn’t see the sun much. Not the most exciting guy she’d ever looked at, but the naughtiness of the situation could override a lot.

He sat in the vinyl covered chair and said, “How much?”

“What if you didn’t have to pay?” she asked.

He pursed his lips. “I’m listening.”

“What if I opened this partition and you joined me while my friend watches us?”

The man shook his head. “I only want to watch. I’ll pay.” The man grabbed his billfold and pulled out a few twenties, waving them in the air in front of the slot.

“Sorry, that’s not going to work for us,” Carla said.

He grumbled, but got up and left.

When the door opened for the fourth time, she held her breath. Dan had begun to shift restlessly. If this didn’t work soon, her husband would suggest they leave.

The next man who entered looked to be in his early thirties. He had a ruddy complexion and blond hair buzzed short over a plain, square face. Of medium height, he had the stout build of someone who either did manual labor or lifted a lot of weights. Carla noted how his pale-blue t-shirt strained over his barrel chest and bulging biceps.

“Well, isn’t this a treat.” He had an easy grin that brightened his face. “What are you willing to show me?”

Carla smiled. This she could work with. “Something special. Interested?”

He leaned forward in his chair. “Hell, yeah.”

She stood and stepped up to the Plexiglas. “What if I told you I wanted you to change places with my friend?”

He licked his lips, his eyes roving over her, lingering on her bare legs. “You mean you and me?”

“Yes.”

“How much?”

“No charge.”

He shot up out of his seat. “Then, lady, I’d say you’ve got yourself a deal.”

Delight bubbled through her as she spun to face her husband. “Is this okay?”

He stood and hugged her close to whisper in her ear, “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Yes.” She turned back to the man. “Yes.”

The stranger locked the door on his side and stood waiting.

Dan reached for the top latch, sliding it free. Carla crouched to take care of the other one, then swung the Plexiglas out and open.

Dan stepped over into the space to the right of the lounge chair while the other man stayed to the left as he came toward Carla.

“I’m M—”

She held up a hand. “Stop. No names.”

“Okay, okay.” He took a step toward her, pursing his lips.

“And no kissing.”

“You sure have a lot of rules, lady.”

She bent over and reached under her skirt and slowly lowered her underwear to her ankles, stepping out of them one foot at a time without removing her heels. She stood, letting the black scrap of lace dangle from her fingers. “Are you sure you want to complain about my rules?”

He swallowed audibly and shook his head.

“Good.”

Then she got a surprise. His comfortable athletic shorts obviously had a bit of stretch to them, because suddenly a huge bulge tented the front. The man was seriously well hung. Together with his muscles, he made quite an alluring package.

“Can I touch you?” he asked, his eyes glued to her cleavage.

“Yes.”

His fingers were hot, the skin rough as he slid them over the bare tops of her breasts and into the shirt. She decided to help and grabbed the hem to pull the whole thing over her head so she stood in a black lace bra. His hands returned, each cupping a breast, his thumbs rubbing over her nipples through the lace, then pushing the lace aside to touch her bare skin.

Fire shot through her, and her breath quickened.

He grinned at that and looked over at Dan.

Her husband sat poised on the very edge of his seat. The domino mask did little to hide the heat in his eyes as he watched.

The man laughed. “Shit, he really does like this, huh?”

Instead of answering, Carla reached out to run a teasing finger down the man’s length. His hips jerked forward, and his full attention snapped back to her, his hands squeezing her breasts. “Can I kiss these beauties?”

“Yes.”

His mouth descended, his jaw opening so wide it felt as if he could suck on her entire breast. His tongue teased at her nipples, and his teeth scraped at the edges, adding another layer of sensation. He switched to her other breast and ate at her flesh then sucked hard. She’d never felt so consumed, and a moan slipped out of her. When his mouth popped free of her skin, it left behind a wide reddened patch. He’d given her the biggest hickey ever, right over her nipple. His tongue ran over the peak, and she moaned again. His attentions had made her so sensitive!

He sucked on the other, and by the time he finished, she squirmed, her vag aching to be filled.

He grinned. “You liked that, huh?” His hand reached down and gathered up the material of the front of her skirt, pulling it up enough to touch her inner thigh.

She gasped, his calluses adding a rough rasp that raised goose bumps across her body.

In one quick move, his hand cupped her. “Damn, you’re wet.” One large finger parted her folds, sliding back and in. Her vag clenched around it, and her heart sped up as pleasure rocked through her. He pumped in and out, adding a second finger and scissoring them inside her until she squirmed with want.

His eyes watched her face avidly. “Who’s a hungry little kitten?”

“Me,” she breathed. Hell, he could call her anything he liked as long as he fucked her.

No longer willing to be passive, she ran a hand down his chest, sliding it inside the waistband of his athletic shorts. She pressed against his length through his boxers, only a thin layer of cotton separating them.

He growled and stepped back. Had she done something wrong?

No. He jerked his T-shirt over his head, exposing a strong chest covered in thick blond hair. Dan had a little chest hair, but nothing like this. Carla reached out, sliding her fingers through the crisp hairs, enjoying the way they tickled her palm.

Then he kicked off his shoes and stripped naked in one quick move. When he stood, his cock jutted forward.

Carla felt her eyes widen. Although a little shorter than Dan’s, it still had a decent length. But what caught her attention was the girth. The man’s cock was thick.

He smirked. “Gonna fill you up, girl.”

She nodded, licking her lips. This was going to be so good.

Carla pulled out a condom, and he laughed then reached down to dig through his own pockets, coming up with a different brand that read “XXX-large” on the side. “Those little things won’t work. I have to buy these special.”

She dropped her packet and watched as he rolled the condom over his erection.

“How do you want to do this?” he asked.

She’d never had a cock that wide before. She wanted control. “I’m on top.”

“Suits me.”

He lay back on the vinyl-covered bench. Carla caught Dan’s eye, raising an eyebrow in question. Was he still okay with this? He nodded and stood, moving to the side of the room where he’d have a better view.

Carla pulled her pleated skirt up around her waist and straddled the stranger. He kept one hand fisted around his cock, holding it steady as she positioned herself over him. His eyes glittered as they watched her.

The situation hit her as she stared at his face. I don’t even know his name, she thought. An illicit thrill ran through her. She’d never done anything like this before, had never even had a one-night stand until Manny a couple of weeks ago.

Lowering herself, she gasped as the tip of him stretched her wide, so wide! She eased up then lowered again, taking him a slightly deeper. God, he was huge. She had to keep going slow, only able to move a little bit each time. He kept his hand wrapped around the base of his cock, and if he had a problem with her speed, he didn’t voice it. He was probably used to such. Most women would need to adapt to his size.

But god, the stretch! The pressure was divine. Carla panted, pushing lower, then low enough to hit his hand. He grunted and moved it away, his hips pumping up slightly. She gasped, delight flashing through her, and he repeated the move.

She worked her vag onto his cock, bearing down a little more each time. Finally, she hit bottom, sitting on him as he stretched her wider than she’d ever been.

He sucked in deep gulps of air, beads of sweat covering his forehead. “You’re so goddamned tight. Shit. You feel so good.”

She clenched her muscles, and he grunted. Then she looked over to find Dan watching, his pants tented with obvious arousal. Carla blew him a kiss before turning back to the stranger.

Bracing her hands on his hairy chest, she raised up and brought herself back down. Pleasure washed over her, and she moaned. She rode him a few more times, but the feeling of his size was so overwhelming, it became hard to continue, her movements growing uncoordinated.

His rough hands reached up to brush her nipples, sending shivers through her. Carla’s head fell forward, her hair tenting her face.

“You ready to let me drive?” he asked.

She could only nod.

He said, “Wrap your legs around me.” Then he sat up.

It took a little maneuvering, but she got her legs around his waist while keeping his cock deep inside. His huge hands cupped her ass, and he stood, her weight seemingly nothing to his strength. His smell washed over her, plain soap and a hint of tobacco.

He turned them and lowered until Carla’s back hit the bench. Then he was over her, his body pulsing forward, insistent. His cock slid in and out, still so big, so wonderfully big! Carla’s feet dug into his ass, pulling him close, and she gasped with each thrust, pleasure spiking hot in her belly.

He sped up a little, and she clung to him, whimpering.

“Like that?” he asked.

She nodded, unable to form words.

His hips snapped forward, and her heart raced as her body strained to meet his. The stranger moved faster and faster, fucking her properly now, his huge cock battering at her vag in the most delicious way.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he said. “You take my big cock, feel it fill you up.”

She glanced over to find Dan watching, a look of extreme pleasure on his face.

Pleasure coiled higher, the pressure overwhelming. When the stranger grunted and changed the angle, she let out a little scream. He slid one large hand under her butt, lifting her to an even better angle and plunged forward. Her nipples, so sensitive from the hickies, brushed against the thick hair of his chest, sending shivers through her.

Delight, hot and bright, rushed from her vag to burn fire along every nerve of her body. Her back arched up off the bench and she screamed, her finger digging into his shoulders as her vag spasmed around him.

+++

Carla remained sprawled on the bench while the stranger dressed. He gave her a grin as he pulled his t-shirt over his head. “Wish we could do a repeat, but my construction job is sending me to a new city in two days. Thanks for the treat.” Then he left without further fanfare.

Dan relocked the outer door behind the man and checked his watch. “We still have the room for a half hour. Do you want to…?”

He was leaving it up to her, but the bulge in his pants told her exactly what state he was in.

“Hell, yes. Get up here.” She gestured him too her.

Dan fell to his knees in front of the bench, his torso so long it put them almost equal in height to each other. She raised her hands to her mask, but he stopped her. “Keep it on.”

Her mouth was so hungry for attention. She’d never realized how much she got from kissing until she’d been denied it. Wrapping an arm around his neck, she pulled him to her, licking at his lips. His mouth opened, his tongue coming out to play, tangling with her. She sucked insistently, wanting more. Her orgasm had been great, but his desire for her had her hungry again.

When they finally broke apart, Dan’s fingers traced the edges of the hickeys the man had left all around her nipples. “He marked you.”

“Is that okay?”

He met her eyes, his filled with desire. “It’s wonderful.”

Then his mouth fell upon her, much more insistent than ever before. He tugged her nipples between his teeth, stretching them until she mewed. This was her gentle, sweet Dan? She could get used to this.

He trailed lower, skipping over the fabric wadded at her waist to bury his nose in her mound. Her husband grinned up at her. “You smell like another man.”

Then his insistent tongue went to work. He fluttered it over her clit, sending jolts of pleasure spearing through her. God, if only she’d known years ago what it would take to get him to do this! She would have fucked half the town by now.

He licked and sucked, driving her crazy until she squirmed. But her vag ached to be filled. Burying her hand in his hair, she tugged him upright so that he kneeled in front of her, his crotch at the perfect height.

Her hands trembled as she popped the button on his jeans and unzipped him. He shoved the fabric aside just enough to free his large cock, which sprang forward in all its glory. It had a good girth, but was much longer than average, and it was topped by a head gone swollen and purple with repressed lust. Carla licked her palm and ran it over the sensitive head, making him hiss and jerk his hips forward.

“I want you to ride me like you rode him,” Dan said.

Carla nodded.

He slid backward, giving her room to stand, then took his place on the bench. She slung a leg over to straddle him in exactly the same way she had the stranger. The denim of his jeans rubbed the inside of her thighs with a delicious roughness that mimicked the stranger’s calloused fingers.

Dan wrapped his hand around his erection, holding it upright and running the head up and down, brushing it over her clit and teasing her entrance. By the third time, she was ready for him and bore down, sliding onto his cock.

He sucked in a breath, his eyes closing for a moment, and she enjoyed his look of delight. Already warmed up from the stranger, she plunged herself onto him, taking him all the way. “Ah!” Delight flashed through her, the sensation intense as he hit places especially deep inside.

Bracing her hands on his chest, she rose up above him and began to ride, rocking her hips to take him as deep as possible every time they came together. Dan lifted his hips to meet her, giving little grunts that made her crazy. Her vag clenched around him, and he moaned, adding to her pleasure.

“Let’s change now,” he said.

“Yes.” As much as she liked being on top, sometimes she loved to be ridden, and she couldn’t wait to see how lusty Dan’s extra ardor would make him.

He repeated the stranger’s move, sitting up and wrapping her legs around his waist so he could turn them without slipping out. Then he bore her down onto the bench, grinding his pelvis into hers and going even deeper than before.

Fire shot through her, and her heart raced. “Yes!” she gasped.

Dan reared back and pulled almost all the way, his retreat a delicious scrape of his head over her g-spot, then slammed forward far harder than his norm. Yes! She’d hope watching another man take her up close would make him wild, and it had worked!

He repeated the motion, using long, deep strokes that had her panting. Her knees rose high to each side, spreading her wide, letting him go as deep as possible. And she clutched at his ass, her fingers digging in to hold him to her, never wanting to let go. Desire coiled hot in her belly, building with each stroke.

“My wife,” Dan panted. “My beautiful, sexy wife.”

His lips met hers, hot and demanding and perfect. His tongue pressed forward, filling her mouth even as his cock filled her vag. He tasted of sweet mint and smelled of her favorite cologne, all musk and spice. His weight pressed her down, his shirt rubbing her tender nipples and sending zings of sensation shooting through her.

Dan pounded forward, his cock jack-hammering into her in a relentless rhythm that had her moaning and panting like a wanton. He slid a hand under her ass just like the stranger had, tilting her to make the angle even better, hitting her g-spot with every thrust.

Carla made little sounds every time his body slammed into hers. She couldn’t help it. Desire built ever higher, and when his hips snapped forward to bury him one final time, she broke around his cock, her vag spasming as pleasure filled her, flashing fire along every nerve in her body. She bit into his shoulder, screaming, everything going black. Dan heaved forward, moaning, his cock jerking inside her.

+++

Dan stirred first, rising onto his elbow to take most of his weight off of her. He brushed aside the wisps of her hair that covered her face and looked down at her. “Hello, my beautiful wife.”

She gave a breathy chuckle.

He grinned. “You liked that, didn’t you?”

“Yes.” She clenched her inner muscles, making him twitch. He was still half hard. “You did too.”

“I did.” His eyes gleamed. He gave her a kiss and pulled out of her to stand. “Now let’s go home where we have a bed far more comfortable than this bench.”

Carla sat up and winced, her back a bit tender. The bench really didn’t have enough padding for what she’d gotten up to, but she had zero regrets. She’d not only ticked another fantasy off her list, she’d also had the thickest cock she’d ever seen.

They got dressed, and she reached for the latch to the door.

Dan stopped her, pulling her into his arms. “Thank you for thinking of this. It was… amazing to see you with someone else up close.”

She said, “Well then, it seems like I’m going to need to come up with more ideas.”

“I’m sure you will,” he said.

Carla smiled. She had a lot more fantasies.

The End
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Too aroused to back down, Carla offers a steamy solution. One that puts her in the middle of her first threesome and her first lesbian encounter. All while her husband watches.

She never imagined how amazing it would feel to be clenched between two people, to have four hands focused on her pleasure…

LESBIAN TRIPLE: First Time FFF – One woman licks her chest while the other caresses her from behind. She’s lost in sensation as desire overwhelms her.

Ever since her first FFM threesome, Carla can’t stop thinking about the beautiful and sexy Regina. Carla’s developed a new craving, one filled with lush breasts and open thighs.

Desperate to live out her steamy fantasy, Carla leaves her cuckold husband behind to share a private night with Regina. But the other woman comes with a surprise. She already has a date for the evening, and both women want to play. Carla longs to explore her bisexuality, but a lesbian threesome?

She thought being with one woman was exciting. It’s got nothing on being clenched between two, all four hands touching her, teasing her…

SWINGING FOURSOME: First Time MFFM – Her husband presses into her from behind. She spreads the woman’s thighs, mouth watering for a taste. The other man moans as lust flares through them all.

Carla’s had two hot and sexy threesomes with the gorgeous Regina. Now the insatiable Carla has a steamy new fantasy she longs to fulfill: a foursome.

So Carla entices her cuckold husband Dan to attend another swingers party. There they rendezvous with Regina and her husband. Carla’s tired of Dan watching from the sidelines. Will she finally get him involved in all the naughty action?

She fantasized about how exciting group sex would be, all those hands and mouths focused on pleasure. It’s better. It’s hotter than sin.
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