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About This Book 

What happens in Vegas begins in Vegas…

Jane Harris has just been offered the chance of a lifetime—part ownership of the award winning restaurant where she’s managed the kitchen, for the last eight years. The hours are long, she barely gets a chance to see her husband Dean during the work week. As a Head Cook there are some fringe benefits, and a few extra pounds, truth be told… but how can you cook without tasting?

In addition to this great opportunity, the owner is sending her, and her husband Dean, to a Restaurant Convention in Las Vegas. So what if it’s called ‘Sin City’? She’s bound to get some new ideas and things to try out. Spread her wings a little. The boss has a house rented for her in a nice neighborhood—away from the glare and cacophony of the Vegas strip.

It starts the first night. Jane and Dean discover that the neighbors next door really know how to live it up in Sin City. Just on the other side of the privacy fence they’re having some kind of sex party! When Dean finds a crack in the fence that Jane can peek through… well, she gets some new ideas and things to try out that she never thought of before.

New arousing ideas.

Jane goes from Peeping Tom to Voyeur overnight. And that’s just the beginning. To watch is one thing… what about doing some sinning of her own?

The first of a series about a conventional woman exploring becoming a hotwife…

Author’s Note:

This is a work of fiction, and none of my characters practice safe sex. Please, in all your playing, play often and play safe!
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LIFE’S ALL ABOUT CHANGE
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JANE GLANCED AT THE PLATES ON THE SERVICE RACK. UH OH. She pulled one away and called out, “Tony! Come here for a second.”

“No can do, boss!” he called from the broiler. “This has to be perfectly medium rare or I’m getting my ass chewed out by the Maitre d!”

Jane blew out a sigh. She turned and grabbed a prepped lobster tail and coated it with lemon and butter, and put it in the broiler at her station. She popped the rack and adjusted the gas. This would have to be a quick cook. She’ll give it three minutes, maybe three and a half at that height from the flames. Turning, she maneuvered her way over to Tony’s station. She held out the plate. “You missed something, Tony. Again.”

Tony’s eyes darted from the outstretched plate to the broiler. “Looks good to me. Gimme just five… more… seconds… There!” He yanked the broiler open and in a deft move transferred the London Broil to its platter. In no time flat, he had it sliced, dressed, and up on the service rack.

“Hey! Where’s my damn Surf and Turf!” Joey, the waiter from station three, who was single handedly serving the reservation for eight, called out.

“Take out the rest,” Jane called. “It’s on the way! And Tony, grab two bus boys to expedite, will you?”

“There ain’t no bus boys, Jane! We’re packed to the walls! Even the hostesses are expediting!”

She shot a look to the dishwasher station. “Tiny! Stan! Grab those two aprons, and give Tony a hand serving!” The two workers dropped the pans they were scrubbing, rinsed their hands and darted to the kitchen entrance. “And put on the hats, okay?” She always left two hats and aprons on a hook by the entranceway for times just like this. The dishwashers’ hands were obviously clean, and when they serve wearing those god awful chef hats, the customers think they were the ones who cooked their meals. Always gave them a little thrill.

She turned back to Tony, still holding the filet mignon. “You got promoted to First Cook just last week, Tony. You’re doing a great job, but you’re hustling too fast. This is the second time you shorted the entrée.” She lifted her head. In his late twenties Tony was a few years younger than her, but was a full head taller. The bead of sweat that ran down the side of his head by his ear looked so damn sexy. A sweaty guy hard at work… especially ones with buns like his…oh man…

She gave herself a mental slap. ‘Stop it right now, Jane!’

“What’s wrong? The filet’s done medium, and they hit it with the Béarnaise at table. What’s your problem?” His eyes were dark, and he wasn’t backing down.

She held his gaze. “That’s right. You cooked it, and it’s perfect—why do you think you got the damn promotion?” She held up a finger. “But.” She held up the ticket. “You didn’t read the whole ticket, Tony! Yes, it says ‘Filet Mignon medium’.”

“So?” He folded his arms.

She held the ticket under his nose. “What does it say below that?”

He looked down. “Oh shit. Surf and Turf.” He looked up at Jane. “But that’s written in the ‘Beverage’ section of the ticket!”

“Tony, we’re getting slammed tonight! There’s a one hour lineup at the bar, everyone’s running their feet off! The server made a mistake, but you didn’t catch it! And you’re the cook. It’s on you.”

His eyes darted. “That’s a six minute cook, Jane. What do I do?”

She pointed to her station. “Go.” That way she could watch his buns one more time. Oh God, he looked as good as his cooking tasted… If working up the ladder in a kitchen didn’t work out for this guy, Chippendale’s would hire him in a heartbeat. “I put one in before I came to you, Tony. I reset the burner and rack. It should be ready any second.”

Jane was shorter, so her broiler setup was at a lower height. Tony bent over to check the rack. She enjoyed the view. So what if she was married? He had a great butt, and there’s no crime in looking. “Yeah, it’s good to go.” He pulled the rack, grabbed a set of tongs and taking the plate from Jane’s outstretched hand finished off the entrée. “Thanks boss,” he said.

“Don’t mention it. Whatcha’ gonna do from now on?”

“Read the whole ticket before starting.” He made a small smile. “When I tell Karen about this, she’s gonna laugh her ass off.” Karen was one of the hostesses out front, and she and Tony had been a couple for a year now. When he got the promotion in the kitchen, she had been so damn proud of him. As well as being a hostess in the evenings, Karen’s modeling career was starting to get traction.

The fantasy bubble popped and by a force of will Jane didn’t let her expression change an iota. “Why tell her? It wasn’t that big a deal.”

“We tell each other everything, Jane. She’ll get a charge out of how my boss lady got me to dodge a bullet. Karen thinks I’m a bit of a chauvinist.” He snorted. “How could I possibly be when my boss is a killer at the job and a woman?”

“Let’s go, big fella; there’s lots of hungry mouths still left to feed.” She patted him on the shoulder and turned back to grab the next ticket.

Yeah, they were getting slammed tonight. That was four in a row, and mid-week! It had been happening a lot in the last six months. Sure, the kitchen ran great under her watch, but she needed to talk to Chef Carl about this when he got in tomorrow after his off days. They needed to really look at their reservation/ walk in ratio. It was his restaurant after all.

Things didn’t start to wind down until after 11:00 pm and Jane was beat. Four seatings since five P.M. In a 300 seat restaurant, that’s a hell of a lot of plates. She folded her arms and leaned against the prep table watching the action as the rest of the staff went about their business. Everyone was beat, but everyone was also upbeat. Busy house meant busy tips, meant a few extra bucks all around.

Karen stuck her head in the kitchen door, looking for Tony. Jane nodded to her with a smile and pointed to where he was cleaning off his station. She watched as the svelte woman crossed the kitchen; the perfect front hostess—pencil skirt, sensible heels and a body to die for. Unlike her own dumpy figure, now damp with sweat from the ovens. Oh well. Karen tapped Tony’s shoulder and they both looked over to Jane who waved them out.

“See you guys tomorrow,” she said.

“No you won’t, Red,” a voice behind her said, causing her to jump a bit. She spun around to see the owner and head Chef Carl Williams standing behind her.

“Nice of you to show up,” she said, spreading her arms. “Perfect timing—the kitchen’s closed.”

“I know,” he said with a smile. “I got a call at home from Antonio.” He waggled his eyebrows. “Our Maitre d’ was in a real tizzy because of the crowd.”

“Well boss, we handled it. The night went off without a hitch.”

Carl eyed her and ran his gaze over the kitchen. “No problems?”

Jane shrugged. “Nothing out of the ordinary. Everyone pitched in. It was a real all hands on deck night though.”

“Fourth this week. What do you think caused that?”

Jane shook her head. “I don’t know. Luck of the draw maybe.”

“Hmmm…” Carl stroked his chin. “Do you read the newspaper?”

“Huh? Like a paper paper?” When Carl nodded, she said, “No, not really. I get my daily news online; that’s enough. I can’t remember the last time I bought a paper.”

He nodded. “That’s what I thought.” He pointed out the kitchen door. “Let’s sit down for a bit outside. I think everyone here can finish up.”

She followed him out to the main dining room. The house lights were still subdued because the bar was still busy even though the kitchen was closed. He guided her to a table for two in the corner—the best duo in the house. It had a lit candle on it as well as two champagne flutes.

“What’s going on, Carl?” she asked as she sat down.

Carl took a seat opposite her. He was in his early 60’s, old enough to be her father, but with a hell of a lot more hair than Dad had, even if it was white. He smiled to himself. “How long you been here?”

Jane looked away, calculating the years. “After I got out of the Navy, I went to Culinary School on the G.I. bill for two years… then worked at a Montana’s for two years…” she looked up at him. “Well, since I was twenty-seven.”

“Yep. You’ve been here eight years. Why haven’t you moved on?”

“Why would I want to? You pay me fair, treat me,” she looked around the dining room where a few of the staff were having drinks before packing it in, “treat me and everyone good. Why would I want to?”

“How many offers have you turned down, Jane?”

She shrugged. “Some.”

“Yeah. Right. Okay, let me make it easy. How many this year?”

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, a lot. This year? Well, five places have approached me.”

“Five? It’s only June!”

“Yeah, well some of them asked before and were just checking up to see if I was willing to move on. I’m not. I’m not like that, Carl. I like where I am.” She waved a hand towards the front. “I’m not the type to wonder about grass being greener out there.” She looked at the champagne flute. It was empty, but there was an unopened bottle in a silver ice filled cooler beside the table. “What’s going on here?”

“Remember in January how you talked me into redoing the menu?”

“It wasn’t that. I just thought we should add a few items and get rid of the ones that weren’t selling much.”

“Half the menu, Jane.”

“Okay. What about it?”

“You were right. We did the change in February, and by March things started getting busier.”

“Yeah, you’re right. The last three months have been really good.”

“Especially the last month.”

“Well, what can I say? Word gets around.”

Carl let out a laugh. “Yeah, I guess it does.” From the seat beside him he picked up a newspaper and a letter. “Check this out,” he said, sliding the letter across.

Jane picked it up. “Holy shit!” It was from the AAA, addressed to Carl, congratulating him on being awarded their Five Diamond Award as a restaurant. She shot her eyes up to him, seeing his crinkly smile.

“Check this out too, kiddo,” he said, opening up a copy of the Chicago Tribune. In its restaurant review section was a headline. ‘They Deserve It’ it read. Jane scanned the article and it was an absolutely glowing review of their place!

Jane gaped at him open mouthed. “Congratulations, Carl!”

He shook his head. “You’ve been here a long time. And this place bears as much your mark as it does mine.” He looked around the dining room. “You said to change the light bulbs to those ones that are in now. You said it would give a nicer feel to the place. You’re the one that said all the servers should be in uniform. You advocated for the menu change.”

“You listened. And you didn’t take all my advice.”

“Yeah, I thought the fish tank idea was too much. I have a proposition for you.”

“Oh? What?”

“I want you to go to Las Vegas.”

“What?”

He nodded. “The restaurant convention is there next week, and I want you to go.”

“But you’re the one who always goes!”

“Yeah… well… that’s the other thing.”

“What?”

“I want you to take the place over. I want to retire.”

“What?”

“Yeah. I’ll make you a partner, and I’ll still get a piece of the action, but I want you to run it. What do you say?”

She sat back in her seat, gobsmacked. “I… I...”

Carl held up his hands. “Look, talk it over with your husband already! I mean, what if you guys decide to start a family? This is a big decision.”

Yeah, like having kids at thirty-five was a real possibility. They had been trying, but gave up some time ago. Kids would have been great, but neither of them wanted them so bad to go through the fertility doctor thing. ‘Double Income, No Kids’ had taken some getting used to, but she and Dean were okay with it.

“Well, you’re not saying ‘No’ so that’s a good sign,” Carl said as he reached for the champagne and opened it.

“I’m not a big fan of change, Carl.”

“Honey,” Carl said, “Life’s all about change.” He popped the cork to underline his point.


[2]

DON’T ASK, DON’T TELL
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COMING IN THE DOOR OF THEIR CONDO, JANE SIGHED. As usual, Dean was already in bed asleep when she got home after midnight. Most nights it didn’t bother her a whole lot because all she wanted to do was take a shower and climb into bed anyway. Carl’s bombshell ensured she was going to have a hard time drifting off though.

She sighed again and went into the kitchen and rummaged in the freezer section of the fridge. She pulled out a bottle of vodka and downed a shot. The icy cold of the liquid and warm glow from the alcohol was one of life’s little pleasures. She looked at the bottle. What the hell—she downed a second one and headed to the bathroom.

She took off her jacket and pants and began to peel off her flaboflage. First the Spanx, then the control top panties. She stood naked and patted her belly. It was a small pot, but still controllable with the extra help. Although there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it if she was in a bathing suit. Oh well, she’s a cook dammit; and you gotta taste test, right?

Opening the glass door to the shower, she turned on the water. That was one of the best things about condo life—you never, ever ran out of hot water. And with her thick mane of bright red hair that needed a washing every day she was grateful.

Dean was tucked over on his side of the bed breathing deeply as she slipped in.

Partner…partner echoed in her mind as she stared at the ceiling. She’d never fall asleep…

***

Jane’s eyes flew open at the soft purr of Dean’s alarm and she sat bolt upright in bed before he could even turn it off.

Dean was startled by her sudden movement, and he sat up too.

“Whoa!” he said, “sorry to wake you, babe.”

“I was surprised I was able to sleep at all,” she replied.

Dean put his glasses on and tilted his head at her. “Something happen at work?” When she nodded, he tucked in next to her and put his arm over her shoulders. “What’s wrong?”

A huge grin complimented his wide eyes as she told him about Carl’s proposal. He grabbed her by the shoulders. “That’s awesome news!”

“There’s more,” she said, her mouth turning downward. “I have to go to Las Vegas in a few days.”

“Vegas?”

She nodded. “Yeah, there’s a restaurant convention that Carl wants me to go to. He says it’s a great way to pick up ideas just by walking the aisles. It’s a week long, and he rents a house on the outskirts every year.” She tilted her head at him. “Can you come too?”

“Vegas? Are you kidding me? Sin City! Nooo problem! When do we leave?”

Jane was taken aback a little. They never went away on vacations, not since their honeymoon five years ago. “This is a work thing, you know.”

“It’s Vegas, you know. You’ll have down time, and we’ll see the sights, take in some shows…” his hand began to glide on her shoulder again, rubbing small circles. “And… you know… maybe we can ‘sin’ a little!”

His hand left her shoulder and started to stroke up the side of her torso, glazing over the side of her breast. That spot, off to the side, always aroused her. It had been too damn long… She rested her head against the pillows and ‘mmmm…ed’ while she lifted her arms to encircle him.

Continuing the stroking, Dean moved in and kissed her. She opened her mouth a little, feeling his tongue against hers. ‘What would Tony’s tongue feel like?’ she wondered for a split second. ‘How did he and Karen make love?’

Dean’s hands brought her back to the here and now. His hand stroked down to her hip and back up again to the side of her breast as he moved over between her legs. She spread open wider, rewarded when he fondled her thick thighs, his hands grasping and pulling her flesh.

She reached down to find his cock. It was already swelling.

“Sin City…” he murmured as she began to pull up and down on his shaft. “You know that’s one sexy place, Jane…” His hand went up to her crotch and began to stroke the outside of her pussy, rubbing firmly over her pubic hair. “You might need to trim this a little for your bathing suit, y’know…”

“Would you like that?” she purred. “A close cropped bush? But if I do…” she tugged at his own pubes. “What’s good for the goose is good for the gander…”

“Oh yeah…” he murmured. “Like a couple of porn stars…” His finger slid up inside of her, dampening itself on her juices before coming back out and vibrating across her clit.

She gasped. “Shit, it’s been too long, babe!” as a small jolt shot through her. His finger kept going and right behind that first jolt, she felt a second one begin to well up. She pushed her hips up into his hand. “Keep going, babe!”

His voice low, Dean murmured. “I love you being so wet all the time.” He slid two fingers up inside of her while his thumb took over massaging her clit.

“Oh shit!” she cried out. That ‘O’ came out of nowhere! Her tummy was on fire. As he kept massaging her, she scooted over and pushed her mouth over his cock, licking the tip before her lips claimed all of it. She felt another orgasm build up at the same time his cock swelled to full hardness.

Before she came again, she eased back, releasing his thick shaft. “Fuck me now, babe!” she gasped.

In no time at all he was on top of her. He pushed his cock, now damp from her mouth deep inside her. Damn it was good.

He lifted her knees up as he watched her face. His eyes darkened. “Rub your stomach, Jane,” he said.

Her eyes flew open. “Whaaat?”

“Rub your stomach. I want you to rub it for me…”

Not her tits? He always asked her to play with her boobs when they did this. But her stomach? Shit, she was self conscious about that! She watched his face as it gazed down on her body as her hands dropped down making small circles around her belly button.

“Harder. Rub it harder,” his voice a harsh whisper.

She could almost feel his eyes burning into her flesh. Ohhhkaaay… if that’s what he wants… She grasped her flesh between her fingers pinching it.

“Oh yeah!” He started hammering into her. “Oh fuck that’s hot!”

She felt his cock swell and knew he was about to come. “Fuck my pussy, Dean! Cum in meee!” she panted at him as her hands grasped at her flesh.

“Bayyybeeee!” he moaned as he spurted up inside her. “Oh shit, babe!” Again and again his cock pulsed. She felt the sense of wet warmth fill her as he emptied his balls. No, she didn’t get off, but it was still good.

Right?

***

When Dean went to the bathroom for his ‘post come pee’ Jane’s finger drifted down between her legs, scooping up a taste of his jizz. Dean had come like a fire hose this morning. Okay, it had been a few weeks since they had done the nasty, but for some reason, her fondling herself had really gotten him off. She shook her head. Men. Go figure. What the hell was it about her extra poundage that was a turn on?

“No way I’m askin’,” she said aloud. Better to leave that sleeping dog lie; she was self conscious enough about her figure; ‘don’t ask don’t tell’ was a better strategy.


[3]

HOW SOME THINGS CHANGE
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DEAN HAD NO PROBLEM getting the time off from work and three days later and they were in a rental car using the GPS system to find the house Carl had reserved. They pulled into the sub-division and followed the directions coming from the speaker system.

“This is a different kind of setup,” he said as they circled around.

Jane had been staring out the window mindlessly. “What do you mean?”

He put the car into the driveway of the place they were heading to. “Look,” he said, pointing. “The houses aren’t next to each other.”

He was right. Instead of the homes side by side, on each side of their place was the back of a privacy fence. Dean looked around. “Seems like the whole sub-division’s set up this way. He pointed to each of the fences on either side of their place. “Their back yard ends at our house, and that goes all around the block. Sure makes for privacy, huh? The closest house is two lots over.”

Jane shrugged. “Well, it is Vegas, right?” She made a quick grin. “Maybe they take their privacy more seriously here.”

It only took a few minutes to unload the car. Dean put the suitcases in the master bedroom and they checked the place out.

Not bad, Jane thought. A good sized patio with a barbeque and swimming pool that opened out to a decent sized back yard that went on for almost a hundred feet. There were a few trees at the back of the property. She looked at the privacy fence—it was at least six feet tall; because of all the trees she couldn’t even see the houses that were at the end of the yards.

Dean came up behind her. “You can sunbathe nekkid out here with no problem!”

She scoffed. “Not a word about the BBQ, nor the swimming pool…”

“Hey! It is ‘Sin City’ right?”

After unpacking, Jane checked out the kitchen. It was pretty complete in terms of cooking utensils and so forth. Yeah, she could work with this.

“How about I cook for tonight?” she said to Dean.

“You’re kidding.” He shook his head. “We’ve been travelling in one form or another for the last ten hours and you want to cook?”

She shrugged. “On a day to day basis I cook for everyone else in the world but us.”

“Good point. I’m fine with not going out to eat… I love your cooking. Pick up some beer while you’re at it.”

***

She was making the last round at the supermarket. Tonight was going to be stupid simple—burgers and fries. She couldn’t wait to see the look on Dean’s face when she told him. Ha! And he’d be the one barbequing!

She grabbed a bag of burger buns in the bread section. There was a woman about ten years older than her holding two different bags of sausage buns looking from one to the other. Her dark brown, almost black hair fell below her shoulders, creating small waves as her head darted left and right examining the bags. Jane’s figure could be described as ‘healthy’ after a fashion, but this woman had crossed the line to ‘Rubenesque’.

When they made eye contact, the woman made a small smile and said “Excuse me, can I ask your opinion about something?” She held up the bags of buns. “I don’t know which one to buy.”

Jane looked at the bags and back to the woman. “You’re cooking sausages tonight?”

“Yep, I’m having a sausage party,” she replied with a wry smile. She took a deep breath, causing her generous chest to swell.

Jane noticed the wedding ring on the woman’s finger. Yeah, whatever. “Ha ha,” she said. “What type are you serving? Kielbassa? Polish?”

“Honey Garlic Mild Italian,” the woman said. She gestured to her shopping cart.

“Well, in that case, neither of those.” Jane stepped over to the ‘Baked Fresh Daily’ area and pulled a baguette off the shelf. “These go the best with that kind.”

“Oooh! It’s so biiig!” the woman said with a light laugh as she wrapped her fingers around its girth.

Jane shook her head. “Yeah. Whatever. Glad to help.” She turned and headed to the checkout. Poor woman was way oversexed.

***

She put the groceries and beer on the counter in the kitchen. Where was Dean?

“Anybody home?” she called out.

“I’m out back!”

Loading the beer into the fridge, she added, “You know, you could have given me a hand!”

“Sorry, but I don’t think that would be a good idea!”

“Thanks for all your help! Want a beer?”

“Sure!”

She hooked two out of the fridge and crossed the living room to the patio doors. He had a lounge chair set up with his back to the door. She could see just the top of his thinning hair over the back of the chair. “Don’t get up,” she called as she came out the door. Rounding to see him she stopped dead in her tracks. “What the hell—?”

The only thing Dean was wearing was sunglasses. He smiled up at her. “Told ya this was great for nekkid sunbathing!” he said with a cheese grin.

Her eyes were transfixed on his crotch. He had shaved himself down there!

“What the hell are you doing?” she asked, her voice cracking.

“Catching some rays.” He saw her gaze at his crotch and brushed his hand over it. “What do you think of my new look? My balls are more bald then my dome!” he added with a laugh as he rubbed his hand over his head.

“Ohmygod…” she stepped closer to him. “Did it hurt?”

“Nope. I took my time. I sat on the edge of the tub and used shaving cream. It was pretty easy, actually.” His hand began to massage himself. She could see his cock begin to thicken. “Care to join me?”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“Is that a yes or a no? How about doing a taste test?” When she didn’t say anything, he grasped his cock by the base and waved it at her. “You know ya wanna… We are in Vegas after all…”

She squatted down next to him and stroked his balls. He had done a good job; they felt smooth under her touch. Her hand drifted up and down in even, smooth strokes across his balls and up his shaft.

“Mmm… it’ll be easier for you when you go down on me now, Jane,” he said. “No chance of getting a hair caught in the back of your throat. Why don’t you take a test drive?”

“Like this?” she said before engulfing his shaft in her mouth. She could still smell a slight hint of the shaving cream he used as her mouth began to push down on him.

“Yeah. Just. Like. That.”

She took her mouth off his cock and started to wetly nuzzle his balls and shaft with her tongue. She sucked one of his balls into her mouth.

“Easy, babe! Keep it gentle!” he said in a hiss.

She eased back on the pressure, feeling his nut roll under the skin against her tongue. His balls were tight, how they always got when he was turned on. Keeping her mouth open wide, she eased her head from side to side against his balls as her hand encircled his cock, jerking it.

“Oh yeah… that’s perfect…” he said. “I love watching you suck cock…”

“You mean your cock,” she added, taking her mouth away for a moment and returning it.

“Mmmmm…” he said.

She started to blow him deeply now, one hand around his shaft and the other massaging his balls. She twisted her wrist as her mouth bobbed up and down, her hand just going over the crown of his cock before stroking down the length to the base as her mouth rolled over the edge of his knob. Up and down her mouth and hand cycled, as she felt Dean’s hips begin to roll under her.

She pulled her mouth away. “Come in my mouth, babe,” she said, and quickly went back down on him, keeping the rhythm. She felt his balls tense up, and began to make slurping wet sounds while murmuring. Any sound effects—dirty talk, slippery sex sounds, always got Dean hotter still.

“Oh shit, babe!” he cried out. His legs jumped and she felt his entire body convulse just as her mouth was flooded with his cum. “MMmmmm!” she exclaimed with a moan as she swallowed his seed. She gulped and swallowed as each pulse of Dean’s semen flowed over her tongue and down her throat.

She licked and sucked him dry, and as he lay back against the lounge chair gasping. She nuzzled into his balls again. It had taken some time for her to get used to swallowing. It grossed her out when she was younger, but she got used to it; now it was the best part of giving a blow job. How some things change…

Dean was completely spent when she stood up. She kissed the top of his head. “You’re cooking tonight, by the way,” she said.

“Whatever you want…” he said, still lying back. “It’ll be my pleasure…”
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NOSY PARKER
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“I NEVER THOUGHT A SUNSET IN A DESERT COULD BE SO BEAUTIFUL,” Jane said as she popped her last French fry into her mouth. She wasn’t exaggerating. From the horizon where the sun had just set the sky was a series of painted layers—burnt orange gave way to purple, then deep violet and the sky above was darkening from a deep navy blue to black.

Dean adjusted his glasses and followed her gaze. “Yeah, you’re right; it’s beautiful.” He had changed into his navy blue track suit before ‘rustling up the chow’ as he put it. He never said he cooked anything, he ‘threw something together’ or ‘rustled something up’. As he had said years earlier, one person in this household cooked, the other was a poser.

They both sat back and were relaxing in their seats at the patio table when the music started. Deep bass tones throbbed through from the trees of the house next door at the end of the yard. Overlaying them was a chanting, haunting melody.

Dean snorted. “Hmph!” Someone’s a fan of Eyes Wide Shut!

“What, the Tom Cruise movie?”

He nodded and pointed. “Yeah, that’s from the soundtrack. The orgy scene.”

“You saw that movie? I thought it bombed.”

He shrugged. “It was a little stupid, yeah. But there was this scene in a huge mansion that was really hot.”

Both their heads jerked at the sound of a shriek. It was quickly overwhelmed by a burst of laughter.

Dean wiggled his eyebrows. “Sounds like someone’s having a good time… Let’s go check it out.”

Jane shook her head. “We weren’t invited, hon.”

He stood up. “I’m not saying crash it… just take a look.” He turned his head again. “With that kind of music, and that kind of laughter… who knows what kind of sinnin’ can be going on, huh?”

Jane snickered. “You just want to be a peeping Tom.”

“Come on… let’s check it out.”

She waved him away. “Just don’t get caught, silly!”

He went to the back of the yard and eased through the copse of trees before disappearing in the shadows. Jane sat listening to the music. It was pretty sensual, she had to admit. You couldn’t dance to it at all; but the deep bass tones playing one over another had a primal appeal.

Dean came back within five minutes. He had his head down, as he watched his step crossing the lawn, lost in thought. Wordlessly, he sat at the table and took a pull on his beer.

“Well? What?” Jane said.

He made a short rapid wave with his hand. “I’m not sayin’.”

“What?” She leaned across the table. “What the hell’s going on over there? Human sacrifice or something?”

He shook his head. “You have to see it for yourself.”

She looked down the yard. The music was still playing, broken up by an occasional peal of laughter. “What’s happening down there?”

Dean put his hand to his mouth and made a gesture with his fingers like he was turning a key in a lock. He shook his head from side to side and held out his hands, palms up.

Oooh! She hated it when he did that! He usually saved that gesture for her birthday and Christmas when he would tell her he got her present, but wouldn’t say what it was. Arrgh! It drove her crazy! She also knew from years of experience that he wasn’t going to say another word. She also knew from experience what she was going to do.

“You’re pretty mean, you know,” she said standing. “Sucking me into your Peeping Tomery.” Dean just smiled, batted his eyes and pointed to the back of the yard.

As she marched down the lawn he called after her. “There’s a crack in the fence boards by the tall pine tree; you can’t miss it!” She made a dismissive wave over her shoulder at him. Bastard.

Stepping through the trees, she was able to hear voices from the neighboring yard under the music. A mix of men and women. She couldn’t make out the words, but laughter exploded every once in a while as she picked her way to the side of her yard. The pine tree wasn’t hard to miss, and she found the peephole in the fence Dean described. She put her eye up to it.

And softly gasped.

It was a group of six people, ranging in ages from early thirties to fifties and they were all naked! And, they were playing Twister on the patio. A series of gym mats were covered by the vinyl game mat.

“Right leg, green!” a woman younger and a lot thinner than Jane was called out, and the others burst out laughing.

“We’re already naked, Debbie!” a guy called out. He pointed to the clothing scattered along the edge of the mat.

“Yep, and now this is for the winner couple,” she replied. “You know the rules. Last guy and gal to fall down have to… you know…”

The man who had called out from the game mat was facing up, each hand and foot on different colored dots. His cock stood straight up, already stiff. Like Dean had been, the guy was completely shaved. Jane couldn’t help but lick her lips; it wasn’t too big, she’d be able to fit the whole thing in her mouth.

‘What the hell did I just think?!’ She glanced down the yard to where she had left her husband.

The slender blonde called out another color and hand combination and the people on the mat shifted again. A woman in her forties or so stretched over the guy who was playing face up. She wiggled her breasts over his hips as she reached past him to the proper dot with her hands. Her tits swayed from side to side, their nipples glancing over the guys cock. Jane couldn’t make out the woman’s face in the shadows.

Her back was to Jane, who was able to see her ass as well as her pussy, because her legs were spread wide. Again, just like the guy, she was completely bare. ‘What the hell is with everyone being naked down below?’ She thought to herself.

“I surrender!” the guy called out and eased himself down to the mat. “You win!” The others laughed, and the woman lowered herself on top of him, pressing his cock into the valley of her tits. She swayed from side to side, massaging his shaft with her flesh.

The guy gritted his teeth and hissed, “I love it when you do that Patty! Oh man…”

She scooted around so her head was between his legs and began to suck on his shaft.

Jane gasped again. It was the woman from the supermarket!

She watched silently as the woman’s head bobbed up and down over the guy’s cock with relish. Her deep red lips left a trail of lipstick over the shaft as her hand encircled and squeezed it. She let out a small ‘Oh!’ of pleasure and licked the tip of it.

“That’s some precum, Ed,” she said. “Yummy!”

Ed had his head lifted from the floor watching the woman. “Coconut milk, twice a day for a week before. Just doin’ my part.”

The woman craned her neck to where the blonde had been joined by an older man with a moon face and close cropped grey hair. He was tweaking the stiff nipples of the blonde’s small tits. “Honey, come here and get a taste!”

The guy kissed the cheek of the blonde and joined the woman from the supermarket at the other man’s crotch. She squeezed and milked the guy’s dick once more, and Jane could see another pearl of pre-cum ooze out.

Without any hesitation, the other man dropped his mouth and with a kissing noise, slurped the dollop of liquid. He nodded. “Yeah, babe tastes nice.”

“We’re putting you on coconut milk, Mike,” she said.

He gave a shrug and a cute smile. “Whatever you want.” He pointed with his chin at the blonde girl. “You mind? Vicki and I were…”

The woman kissed his cheek and he returned to the younger girl. “Now, where were we?” he said as she got back on his lap.

Jane’s jaw dropped open. The woman’s husband just took a taste test of a guy’s cock like she had asked him to sample spaghetti sauce. What the fuck?

Because the crack in the fence board was narrow, she couldn’t see the others who had cleared off the Twister mat. She heard some talking because someone had turned the sound system down. She returned he gaze to the couple on the mat.

Just as she had thought, the guy’s cock easily fit inside her mouth. The woman…(Patty?) had it engulfed, and was making loud slurping noises as her head bobbed up and down. The guy had his arms stretched out over his head with his eyes closed and a dreamy smile on his face. “You could do that all night, Patty,” he said.

Patty pulled off. “Not bloody likely!” She hoisted herself up and straddled him.

“I love it when you’re on top, baby,” he said while Patty’s hand was busy at their joined hips fitting him up inside. His hands rose and he began to clutch at her generous breasts, massaging them as she began to stroke up and down with her hips.

‘I’m watching people fuck!’ echoed in Jane’s mind. With a mind of its own, her hand slithered past the stretchy waistline of her yoga pants and found her pussy. She rested one hand on a fence post as she began to frig her slit, encouraging her dampness from inside over her fingertip so she could begin to stroke her clit.

Patty’s hands were resting on Ed’s shoulders as her hips undulated up and down his shaft. Jane could see her eyes closed and she was biting her lower lip.

“Talk nasty to me, Eddie,” she said.

Ed was up on his elbows sucking her nipples. “I love your titties, Patty. They’re so fucking lush.” He nipped at one with his teeth, causing Patty to jerk. “Your pussy’s so fucking tight! It makes my cock feel like it’s so big!”

Still eyes closed, Patty said, “I fucking love giving you head! I love being able to put it all in my mouth!” She grunted. “Oh yeah, I’m almost there, babe…”

“You gonna squirt on my cock, bitch?” Ed said. “You gonna drench my balls with your girl cum, you sexy bitch?” He began to bounce his hips up from the padded surface. “You gonna give me your cunt juice Patty?”

“Oh! Oh! Fuuuuck!” Patty began to grunt and Jane could see the flesh of her hips tremble. With a series of growls and hoots, she watched as Patty fell into a strong orgasm.

Her own hand was whirring across her clit, and she could feel the warmth in her belly begin. Just a little more please…

As if he could read her thoughts, Ed rolled himself and Patty sideways and over so Patty was on her back. “My turn, baby!” he snarled.

He lifted her ankles, but before he entered her, dropped his head and with his tongue wide, slathered it over her pussy lips. “Love your pussy juice, babe!” he said.

He straightened up on his knees, and with a few rolls of his hips was inside of her. “So tight, Patty, so fucking tight!”

Jane watched as he began to thrust into her.

Patty’s hands went up and she began to massage her breasts, tweaking her nipples. “Come in me, Eddie. Fill my hole babe.”

“Oh fuck yeah! Oh yeah! In youuuu!” Ed cried out as he orgasmed. “Oh shit! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!” Each cry was punctuated by a thrust of his hips. Jane was mesmerized by the hollow of the muscles in the side of his ass as he thrust in and out.

She gritted her teeth. Right there. Right THERE! Her own orgasm bloomed in her belly and through her crotch and her knees went weak. She squeezed her eyes shut and dropped her head.

“Oh fuck!” she said aloud as her head knocked against the fence. “Yes! Yes! YES!”

“HELLOOO!” someone from the other side of the fence called.

Oh shit! She took a quick peek through the fence to see Patty sitting up and practically staring at her.

“I hope you’re over eighteen, you Nosy Parker!” the woman called with a laugh.

Oh shit! Jane fell back from the fence onto her ass. As quietly as she could she scampered away.
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SO DIRTY…
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JANE STUMBLED TO THE PATIO.  

“Get in the house!” she whispered at Dean. Ignoring his shocked expression, she flew to the patio door and yanked it open. “Now!”

Dean scrambled from his chair and followed her in. She locked the door and drew the shades. Running to the light switch, she turned off the lights in the living room. She darted to the kitchen and doused its lights too.

“What the hell’s going on?” Dean asked. “I can’t see a damn thing!”

“Shhh!” she said. “Don’t turn on any lights for the rest of the night! If we’re lucky, they’ll think the place is vacant and it was some kids from the neighborhood!”

Dean snickered. “You got busted.”

“Yes I did! Why the hell didn’t you warn me!” She eased over to the patio door and peeked through the vertical blinds. “I don’t see any movement on their side of the fence; maybe we’ll be okay.” She turned back to Dean. “Why the HELL didn’t you tell me what was going on over there!”

He eased up beside her and put his arm around her shoulders. “If I did… would you have gone down to look?”

“No! Of course not!”

“But it was hot, right?”

“No!”

“Jane… tell the truth. It was hot, watching them, right?” Dean’s hand began to stroke up and down her side.

“Well…”

“So hot that you played with yourself as you watched.”

Her mouth dropped open. “You spied on me?” She slugged him. “You were watching me?”

“Yep.” He stepped behind her and began to rub her tummy. “And it was hot, watching you watch them and get turned on.” His fingers looped over the waistline of her yoga pants and he began to peel them down, hooking her panties at the same time.

She didn’t move. The air conditioning in the house was cool on her ass. Dean let her clothes puddle at her feet and she toe’d herself out of them.

His hand went below her tummy to her pussy.

“Dirty little spy…” he said. “Oh! How about that? You must have came already!” he said as his finger drew along the outside of her pussy, feeling the dampness of her climax. He lifted his finger and sucked on it. “Mmm…” he said.

She stayed quiet; she was getting turned on, but was still embarrassed from being busted. Again his hand dropped down to her crotch. His fingers began to buzz on top of her clit, sending a tremble through her.

“It was so hot watching them, wasn’t it, Jane? Taking off their clothes—”

“They were naked when I got there,” she said. “One of the women was older and heavier than me…”

“Oh yeah? Was she sexy?” His fingers plied between her outer lips and he slid two up inside of her. She rocked side to side spreading her legs a little to give him room.

She nodded. “She fucked a guy… right in front of everyone!” She bit her lower lip just like Patty had when Dean gave his wrist a twist.

“That sounds hot…” Dean said. His hand was now making that delicious twisty thing he did to her sometimes.

She gasped and grabbed his shoulder and rested her head on his chest. “Oh god… don’t stop…” The image of the other man being beckoned over and what he did flashed in her mind. “Oh shit! Oh shit babe!” she gasped again.

Dean’s other hand pressed against her ass, pushing her hips into the fingers that were up inside of her. “That’s my girl…” he said. “You liked watching them fuck, didn’t you?”

She silently nodded as a mental image of that guy licking the cock and Patty’s undulating boobs were grasped and sucked on by Ed flashed over and over in her mind. “Yes!” Her breath hitched, and she said over and over “Yes! I loved it! It was so dirty! Yessss!”

Dean held her up as she orgasmed again and again.
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HELLO THERE!
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“I NEVER THOUGHT IT WAS THIS BIG!” Jane said.

“Well, baby, go big or go home,” Dean replied.

They had been wandering the aisles of exhibitors for the last hour. Every sort of product or service that had anything to do with running a restaurant was on display. Uniforms, payment systems, furniture and table settings—there were multiple companies for each category.

And the food! Every type of food imaginable was available. Artisan bread baked in New Jersey could be shipped overnight frozen and popped into their ovens. Varieties of meats and vegetables of all types could be supplied to her restaurant with no problem.

Her restaurant. She liked the sound of that. Sure, she was the junior partner, but it was her business now too. Hers to run as she saw fit.

She hadn’t been in a classroom for years, and there were seminars being given by legendary restaurateurs covering a variety of topics and challenges anyone operating a restaurant would run into.

“No wonder the convention’s a week long,” she said to Dean.

He nodded. “Even at that you’d have a hard time hitting every place you need to.” He snorted. “And from what I overheard in one of the booths, this is a small show. The Big Kahuna shows are in LA, Chicago and New York.” He took an hors d'oeuvre being offered by a woman in the aisle and popped it into his mouth. “I think the food concessions at this show won’t be getting much business this week.”

They were holding hands as they wandered up the aisle. They had gone to bed shortly after their messing around in the living room and had sex again. Dean had climaxed twice before the night was over. Twice. And when he woke up, he wanted to go again!

God bless Vegas! She had talked him out of it, just because she wanted to hit the show as early as possible.

She looked down at her tablet. Carl had given her a list of exhibitors he enjoyed visiting with. Some of them were vendors she knew, and others weren’t familiar to her at all.

There was one thing she and Carl discussed before she left. He wanted her to get as many ideas for desserts as she could. When she had revamped the menu they had left that alone. But with the success of the last few months he thought it should be looked at more closely.

“Something Swiss or French,” was what he said. “See what kind of decadence they can come up with, okay?”

Swiss chocolate and French pastry? Was he kidding? She died and had gone to heaven! They had found one pastry supplier, but she was looking more for ideas that they could produce in house. She was more in the market for ingredients than finished product. And some new recipes wouldn’t hurt.

They rounded a corner heading for a booth she had marked out on the show guide when Jane stopped dead in her tracks. Oh shit! She grabbed Dean’s arm.

“We gotta get out of here!” she hissed up at him.

Before he could reply, the woman from the supermarket AND the party last night called out to them. “Hello there!”

Jane’s eyes bulged. Uh oh. What the hell would she do?
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FAMOUS LAST WORDS
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JANE WATCHED BUG-EYED as the woman approached. She was accompanied by the same guy who had done the precum taste test the night before.

“You’re the woman who helped me pick out the buns at the supermarket yesterday!” the woman said. She turned to the guy with her. “Mike, this is the lady that got me to buy those buns everyone loved last night.”

The buns for her ‘sausage party’. Oh double shit. She was no detective, but it wasn’t much of a challenge to realize that they were the ones who lived in the house next door!

Mike smiled widely and nodded. Steel grey hair capped his round face. “They were delicious.”

The woman stepped up, her hand outstretched. “I never introduced myself. I’m Patty Robinson, and this is my husband Mike.” She shook Jane’s hand and turned to Dean.

He shook her hand. “How do you do, ‘Mrs. Robinson’,” he said with a wry smile.

Patty held his hand for an extra moment. She smiled back at him with a mischievous glint in her eye. “I do as I should do, which is...I do it all well.”

They released hands and Dean and Mike shook.

Dean nudged her. “You can close your mouth, hon. It’s just a happenstance meeting.” He tilted his head at Jane. “She doesn’t get out much,” he said with a light laugh. “We’re Jane and Dean Harris.”

“Are you new to the area?” Mike asked.

Dean, bless his heart had taken over while Jane tried to gather her wits. “No, we’re from out of town. Jane’s taking over a restaurant back home and we’re in Vegas for the show.”

“You own a restaurant! That’s my own dream!” said Patty. “Well… I want to open a desert shop; you know—huge espresso machine and overpriced pastries I bake in the back.” She patted the bulge in her stomach. “I’ve done all the research for recipes and I’m starting to line up suppliers.”

“Oh,” Jane said.

“She speaks!” Dean chortled. He shot her a quick puzzled look and rubbed her back.

She turned her head up to him. Her silly husband didn’t have a clue who they were talking to. She made a small smile and turned to Patty. Patty had the oddest expression on her face; it was as if she was enjoying catching them off guard. Jane mentally squared her shoulders and decided to play her own game. “So how was your party? Was it a good time?” She fumbled with her hands in mock confusion. “What did you call it again?”

Patty didn’t miss a beat, and blew past her question. “We had a great time!” She looked over to Mike. “Didn’t we hon?”

“Hell yeah,” he said. He rocked his head side to side. “Good food, good friends, good times.”

Patty stroked his shoulder. “And Mike here came across a wonderful coconut flavored delicacy he just loved!”

Mike shook his head. “You liked it too.” He cocked his head at Patty. “If I’m not mistaken, you hogged most of it.” They both snickered at their private joke.

Not so private to Jane; she had been just a few feet away and saw the whole taste test they did with that other fellow’s pre-cum. She wasn’t going to let on about it of course; but she found it cool that they didn’t know that she knew. Ha!

“So where are you guys from?” Mike asked.

“Black Rapids. It’s in Ohio on the shore of one of the Great Lakes,” said Dean. He looked around the exhibit hall. “Not nearly as flashy as Vegas—”

“Is it as ‘sinful’?” Patty asked with a wolfish grin.

Jane gasped. The woman was a force of nature! Her husband Mike wasn’t put off at all, he just dropped his head shaking it, and smiled.

Even Dean was taken aback, but just for a second. “Well, we don’t have the bright lights, but we enjoy ourselves.” He turned to Jane. “Don’t we honey?”

She nodded silently, wishing her eyes weren’t as wide as they were.

“Where you guys staying?” Patty asked, watching Jane carefully.

“Oh… I really don’t know,” she said weakly. “We just plugged the address into the GPS at the airport and followed the directions.”

“Really?”

Before Jane could respond, Dean piped up, “We got a rental house over on Farquar Drive. It’s a nice place; it’s got a patio, a swimming—”

“Farquar? Really?” Patty clapped her hands. “That’s why I met you at the supermarket! We’re neighbors! We live on Farquar too!”

“No. Way!” said Dean. “Well, it sure is a hell of a neighborhood, let me tell you! We couldn’t believe what we saw—” Jane yanked his arm so hard he was jerked off balance. “Hey!” he said, looking at her. “Honey, what the hell?”

“Sorry, guys,” she said. “We have an appointment with one of the sales reps that we can’t miss and we’re already late.” She gave another yank on Dean’s arm. “Nice to meet you.” She gave a small wave and pulled Dean down the aisle.

When they got out of earshot, Dean said, “What the hell was that all about!”

Jane glanced over her shoulder. Mike and Patty were standing in the middle of the show aisle watching them. Still pulling on Dean’s arm, she got to an intersection and they ducked around.

“Hey!” Dean said. “What the hell’s going on here? We don’t have any meetings scheduled!”

Jane pointed her finger towards where they escaped the clutches of Patty and Mike. “Those are the people we spied on last night!”

Dean’s eyes flew open wide. “What!” He looked in the direction she was pointing. Thank God they had rounded the corner and there was a display of pots and pans blocking any view. He looked back to Jane. “You’re kidding!”

“No I’m not!” she grabbed his arm again and scurried them down the aisle and up another. When she felt safe that there was enough distance and turns between them and that couple, she stopped.

“It was them that I was watching!”

“Really? I couldn’t see much. I saw a thin blonde.”

Jane nodded. “That’s Vicki. I think she’s married to Ed.”

Dean stared at her. “What, did you talk to them or something?”

“No! I just overheard the conversations.” It was no problem to recall; every second of what she saw and heard had been burned into her brain. “They were playing Twister and stopped. Then Patty started messing around with this guy Ed, and Mike was feeling up Vicki when Patty went down on the Ed guy. She liked the way his come tasted…” her eyes flew open wide. “And then Mike tasted the guy’s come!” She poked Dean in the chest. “That was that whole ‘coconut delicacy’ they were joking about back there! Patty said the guy’s come tasted like coconut milk!”

Dean turned his head over his shoulder. “You mean, that guy Mike went down on a guy?”

“Yes!”

“Oh wow… he seemed like a normal dude.”

She shook her head. “They didn’t know that it was us who were spying on them! I think you gave it away though. They know we’re on the same street as them now.”

“I gave it away? Ha! Your panicking and bailing sure didn’t help.”

“I had to do something to shut you up!” She pursed her lips. Yeah, she did get them out of there fast, but she had to admit that Dean had a point. “But what else could I have done?” she asked.

“I dunno. What’s done is done, I guess.” He put his arm around her shoulders. “At any rate, we’re only here for a week, right? We probably won’t ever be seeing them again.”

For some reason, Jane couldn’t help thinking to herself, ‘Famous last words.’
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CAT ATE THE CANARY
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THEY DECIDED TO DITCH THE REST OF THE SHOW for the day in fear or running into Patty and Mike again, and spent the afternoon wandering up and down the infamous Vegas Strip.

Jane thought it was pretty much a letdown in the daytime. None of the neon lights were all that bright in the afternoon desert sun, no matter how hard the resort and casino owners tried.

Like all good rube tourists, they hit a casino and wasted $20.00 each. Jane played the slots and lost while Dean donated his money at the roulette wheel.

He laughed at himself. “I should have played blackjack. At least with that game you stand a tiny chance.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I saw some movie about it with Kevin Spacey.” He shook his head and looked back at the roulette table. “I was warned about that game in college.”

“Huh? What?” Jane never went to college, just her two year program for culinary school.

“Yeah. You have to take some statistics courses when you study Psychology. And in first year stats, they proved that if you make one dollar bets on roulette, over time, each bet costs you a quarter.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

They had more fun at Madame Tussauds Wax Museum. They took a couples photo of them with Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie and then another pic of them with Elvis.

“They ought to have a Jon Snow,” she said as they were leaving.

“I think they should have one of you!” Dean replied. She rewarded his gallantry with a kiss on the cheek.

***

It was night time when they got back home. They changed into their matching navy blue track suits and split a pizza and beers on the back patio.

Jane shook her head as she crunched on the last piece of crust. “You’re really getting short changed, Dean. I own an award winning restaurant, and you’ve had burgers and pizza for supper the last two nights.”

“I’m not complaining—we’ve had more sex in the last few days than we had in the last three months. You’ve been working too hard at the restaurant, and the hours have been long. This is a good change.” He reached across the table and patted her hand.

A faint, very faint melody of a Spanish guitar wafted over them. As a single unit, their heads swiveled to look down the yard.

Jane could see a glimmer of lights from the back of Patty and Mike’s. She turned back to Dean.

“Think they’re up to something again?”

He shrugged a little. “I dunno. I think they’re outside on their patio, that’s for sure.”

Jane’s eyes flared with an evil grin. “She’s such a horn dog, I’ll just bet they’re doing something again!”

“I think it’s guys who get the title horn dog.”

“Okay, bitch in heat then.” She leaned over. “Mike’s the horn dog, okay?”

Dean chuckled. “Arguing semantics isn’t what you really want to be doing right now, is it?” He turned his head back down the yard.

She stood. “You coming?”

“Hell yeah.”

They crept like Ninjas down the yard and through the trees. As they approached the crack in the fence the gentle strains of the guitar flowed over them like moonlight. Jane could hear their voices from the other side of the fence clearly. Patty’s voice had an edge to it.

“Look; it’s just a pipe dream, okay?” she said as Jane squatted by the hole in the fence.

“I think you ought to do it.”

“What if it goes bust, Mike? We’d have wasted all that money!”

“Look—it’s not like we’d go broke. Besides, the kids’ college fund’s all done.”

“Done! They’ve both graduated!” Her voice turned wistful. “And now they live on the coast and only come home twice a year.”

“Hon, that comes with the territory. Seriously—did you want either of them to work in the casinos here? No… it’s a lot better that they’re doing what they’re doing, even if they had to move away, right?”

Jane peered through the opening. Patty and Mike were sitting in a hot tub. The jets were off, but she could easily see the steam rising from the surface.

“Yeah, I know…”

“Hey,” Mike said sliding over. “Don’t go getting all maudlin. The kids are alright, and we have the house to ourselves so we can play all the time we want. Sounds like a good deal to me.”

She watched as Mike’s shoulders moved, his hand underwater. When Patty jerked a little bit, Jane knew what the horn dog was up to.

Mike’s voice was a purr. “You’re able to have your cake and eat it too, babe. You can go out to see them whenever you want, and still have your home for your ‘horny forties’. Sounds like a good deal to me…”

Patty leaned her head back and ‘mmm’d’ a response. In a lazy cat voice she said, “You’re doing pretty good too you know…”

“I wasn’t the one bitching just now, Patty. I know I’m living the dream.” His arm moved in the water and Patty inhaled sharply. “Don’t hear me bitching about how unfair life is… you get to come over and over again—I get my cookies off and need a nap!” he chuckled.

“It’s the fringe benefit of also getting the stretch marks, buster,” she said, her voice dreamy. She gave a small gasp. “Yeah… right there…”

“Who you thinking of right now?” he asked, his voice getting husky.

“That couple today… Dean and Jane…”

Dean was right beside her watching and listening. They both recoiled and looked at each other, mouths hanging open. Dean put his hand over his mouth, blocking most of the noise from his snort.

“Yeah… she’s pretty hot,” Mike said. “I love it when a girl has a few extra pounds on her, but is packed tight, y’know?”

“Unlike me…” Patty sighed. “My packing’s gotten a little loose…”

“Bullshit. You’re pussy’s tighter than it’s ever been.”

Patty slapped her belly. “You know what I mean…”

“I like the look…” Mike jerked his hand and Patty gasped again. “A little bit of extra padding turns me on, babe. You’re hotter than Vicki...”

“Yeah! Right there!” she panted. Her head arched back. “I loved watching you lick Ed’s cock!”

“You love that I like to!” he grunted. “Squeezing his thick shaft… putting my tongue over his slit and tasting his come right beside you…”

Jane gave a little jerk when Dean’s hand snaked into her sweat pants and he began to caress her ass. She rose to her knees and he pulled them down. She spread her knees as wide as she could and Dean got the message. His hand went from her ass and curled around under her pelvis and began to play with her pussy. She inhaled sharply at the sensation.

Mike had lifted Patty up onto the edge of the hot tub. He put his fingers up inside of her as she leaned backwards, her arms straightened behind her.

Mike kept up his monologue. “I love sucking a guy’s hard cock, babe.”

“I love eating pussy.” She gasped again. “You think that Jane woman’s a natural red head? I’ve never gone down on a red head…”

“You want to lick her pussy… spread her swollen lips open and put your tongue up inside her wet hole…”

“Yes…”

Oh fuck. Jane’s pussy twitched, trying to call ‘Helloooo’ to Patty by the hot tub. She’d never done anything with a woman! She glanced over to Dean. He was biting his lower lip as he hung on every word and sight coming through the fence.

“If she squirted, I’d suck it all up!” Patty said.

Jane saw Dean lick his lips, and he slipped two fingers inside her pussy.

“You’d lick her drippy pussy babe?” Mike said.

“Yeah! And I’d watch you suck her hubby dry!”

“Oh fuck!” Jane whispered. It was going to be a big one. A really, really BIG ONE. Her thighs started to tremble and she ground her hips down onto Dean’s hand as hard as she could. “Don’t stop, babe,” she whispered as softly as she could manage.

He put his mouth on her ear. “Not for a second, you wet bitch in heat. I got you!”

“OoooOO…” she moaned, trying as hard as she could to keep her voice down.

Dean’s hot breath in her ear drove her wild. “Patty wants to eat your pussy, babe. Your hot drippy cunt! Lick your fuckhole and put her tongue up your ass… you like tongue in your asshole, don’t you?”

She nodded sharply and Dean’s other hand snaked to the front of her mound, his fingers swirling on her clit.

She watched as Mike took Patty up and over the crest of orgasm; Patty’s wail of pleasure pierced the night air.

Dean hissed, “Eating out your cunt and asshole, baby!”

Oh fuck! She dropped down onto her hands and Dean stayed with her. From the back his fingers twisted and writhed up inside her and she felt his forearm nestled in between her ass cheeks. His other hand was roughly massaging her clit, driving her further and further on.

She put her mouth over her forearm and squealed as the orgasm crashed over her. Rolling like a tsunami of pleasure, it swept her up and all around, tumbling over and over. She could only lay limp panting, as Dean pushed her even higher and higher to new peaks of exquisite bliss. Oh God…

***

Like a pair of commandos they snuck away from the fence after Jane caught her breath. They moved slowly and silently through the trees until they got to the grassy area of the yard, then they dashed to the patio.

“Wow,” Jane said. “Just fucking WOW!” She opened the cooler and popped open a fresh beer, draining half in a single pull. Her knees were weak from that ‘O’ and she flopped into the chair at the table. “Just wow!”

Dean had his smug cat ate the canary expression on, and she didn’t blame him a bit.
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A GIFT
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“PHEW, I’M EXHAUSTED,” Jane said the following afternoon at four P.M. She sat down on one of the benches that were scattered around the exhibit hall. “I don’t get it. We’ve only been here six hours, and I’m totally wiped out. I spend way more time than that on my feet at work.”

Dean flopped into the seat beside her. “You think you’re beat? Ha! I’m strapped to a computer monitor all day! It’s been a loooong time since I’ve ever been on my feet this much!” He looked down at the leather folder in her hand. “You did a lot of business today though.”

Yeah, he was right. She placed four different orders for supplies. Three of them were with accounts the restaurant had been established with, and she picked up one new vendor. She fingered the brochure that had her order and the sales rep’s business card stapled to it. Her first order placed for her restaurant entirely on her own. “Maybe I should frame this one, you know?” she said to Dean.

He took out his phone. “Hold it up,” he said, and took a pic. “Good job, hon.”

***

“Go around the block first, would you?” Jane said as they entered their sub-division.

Dean smirked. “More spying?”

“Well… let’s just call it getting the lay of the land.”

He widened his eyes. “Well, the land of their house has sure had a lot of lays laid there, huh?”

Jane rolled her eyes. “Weak joke, but you get an ‘A’ for effort.” She was watching the homes as they rounded the corner and pointed. “That’s their place.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, because of the pine tree in our back yard next door. Our yard’s the only one with one.”

Mike and Patty’s home was larger than their rental, one of the biggest in the area. It was set back from the street with a circular driveway that had a branch that went to the garage. It was a lovely mixture of deep redwood carpentry and brickwork.

“Nice place,” Dean said. “And whoaaa… nice car!”

There were two cars in the driveway. One was a beat up Jeep Cherokee that had to be at least ten years old. But the other…

“You’re not kidding!” Jane said. Dean had slowed down a little to admire the other ride. “What kind of car is that?” It was a sleek black sports car, parked facing the street. The two front headlights hung over a shaped grill that made it look like a hungry predator. Where the two front doors ended, two airs scoops bulged from the sides like jet engines.

Dean brought their rental to a full stop in the middle of the street. “That… is a Lamborghini,” he said, his voice reverent.

“Oh wow. The name alone sounds expensive.”

Dean pressed the accelerator. “You’re not kidding. Expensive barely touches it. That car’s worth more than our condo, babe.”

“C’mon! That car’s more than two hundred thousand dollars? And they’d park it in the driveway like that? Get real, Dean.”

He looked at her sideways. “Try about half a million dollars, hon.”

“WHAT! Are you kidding me?”

He shook his head. “No. I’m in the ballpark, for sure.”

Jane twisted in her seat just as they were rounding the corner. “Those people are loaded, Dean.”

“Yep.”

***

When they came through the door, Jane grabbed the phone book and found a Chinese restaurant that delivered. They went through the menu, made their selections and ordered.

Dean tilted his head at her when he got off the phone and smiled.

“What?” she said, feeling defensive. “I’m beat!”

“Whoa! Dial it back already! I’m totally cool with it!” he said holding up a hand like a traffic cop.

“Then what’s so funny?”

“Who said anything was funny?”

“You had a grin on your face.”

“I wasn’t laughing at you.” But then he chuckled. “I was thinking that we’ve had more sex in the last few days than we’ve had in the last few months.” He closed the phone book and pushed it to the center of the table. “And if all it takes is a diet of pizza, burgers and Chinese food, then by all means, I’m ordering out chicken wings tomorrow!”

Jane’s lips twitched over to the side. “Huh! I cook dinner for a couple of hundred strangers every night at work, Dean. Good dinners. Award winning dinners. You’d think the least I could do is cook something up for my husband.”

“Meh,” he said, waving his hand. “It sounds strange, but having you eat take out with me makes that take out kind of special because of that.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

He sidled up next to her and groped her boobs. “I’d rather eat you than your cooking, babe.”

She laid her hand on top of his. Sometimes that idiot could be so damn sweet…

They ate supper in the dining room that evening, using the paper plates and plastic utensils the restaurant included.

When they finished up, Dean caught her looking down the back yard. The Robinson’s had their patio lights on again. He rubbed her shoulder. “Wanna get into our track suits again?” he asked. “Do a little more…” he coughed, “intelligence gathering?”

Five minutes later they were easing past the trees and sidling up to the fence again. They could hear conversation from the other side. Jane bent over at the hole in the fence.

It was boarded up from the other side!

Silently, she stepped away and gestured to Dean. He bent over and his face fell. She gestured for them to head back to the house and they slipped back up the yard.

“Damn!” she whispered when they reached the patio. “They knew we were watching!” she hissed.

“Why are you whispering?” Dean said in a normal voice and laughed.

She sighed. “No reason, I guess.” She looked back to the fence line.

“A little bit of a letdown, huh?”

“Yeah…” She opened the cooler they had prepared before their spying journey and fished out two beers. Dean took his and she opened one and took a sip and sat down with a sigh.

“Y’know, you’ve been pretty fascinated with those guys,” he said, sitting down beside her.

“Yeah, I guess so…”

“What’s up with that?”

She looked at him from the corner of her eye, feeling uneasy suddenly. “I don’t know…” Where was this going?

“I mean… you don’t get off watching porn online, right?”

“Yeah? So?”

“But watching Mike and Patty and their horseplay really gets your motor running.”

“So I like to watch! Big deal!” She didn’t like the edge to her voice, but it came out anyway. She felt embarrassed or something. He was right of course, but saying it out loud made her uneasy.

“Easy, hon… settle down. I’m not attacking you here.”

The corners of her mouth turned down. “No. You’re judging me.”

Dean burst out laughing. “Are you kidding me? Judging you? How the hell could I judge you when I’m standing right next to you doing the same damn thing?”

She closed her eyes and waved her hands in the air. “Okay! Then we’re both freaks!”

“Freaks?”

“Yes! We’re a couple of Peeping Toms!”

Dean took a deep breath. “Okay, so be it. We like to watch. What I’m trying to find out from you is why do you like to watch?” He took her hand. “I’ve never seen you so aroused, and I’m trying to understand what’s going on is all.”

The touch of his hand settled some of the nerves. Not all, but some. She looked down at their joined hands. “Cuz…” she said.

“Mmm-hmmm…” he replied.

She started picking at a hangnail on the tip of his finger. “Cuz… when I’m watching… I’m safe or something, I guess.” She could just look down and tell him. Whatever…

“It’s easier that way, huh?”

She nodded. Dean stayed silent, so she added, “You know how I am about… my…” she slapped her thick thighs. No matter what diets or exercises she did, all her life she had those damn thunderous thighs and hated them. “And now…” she patted her stomach. She’d gone up two pants sizes in the last few years.

Dean’s voice was soft. Steady as hell, but soft. “You’re not vulnerable when you’re watching.”

He hit that nail right on the head. “Yes! I’m safe! I’m not vulnerable!”

In the same tone of voice, he said, “You feeling vulnerable right now.”

She snorted. “You kidding? Fer shure.”

“Thank you.”

Huh? Her eyes rose to meet his. “Huh? What are you thanking me for?”

He had the gentlest smile on his face. “When you’re vulnerable, it’s because you let me in. You’re a little scared because sitting here talking and stuff is really, really intimate. You’re sharing a part of you that can get hurt pretty easily.” He gave a short nod. “And that’s a gift.” He put his other hand on top of hers. “And for that I thank you.”

They sat quietly in the dark, holding hands. When they went to bed, Jane slept like a rock.
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AM I A FREAK?
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THE NEXT MORNING before going to the show, Jane told Dean she had to head out for a bit.

“Where you going? What’s up?” he asked.

“Don’t ask. I just want to do some shopping is all.”

“Don’t ask?” When she nodded, he tossed her the keys to the rental.

“I won’t be long.”

Ten minutes later she was wandering the aisles of Home Depot, pushing one of their huge plastic buggy shopping carts. She only needed a couple of things, but what the hell.

She was too nervous to ask for directions, so she was wandering all over the store looking. She was working on her freaky nature and just thinking about it made her blush on the inside.

Which became a full blown fire engine red outside blush when she turned at the end of an aisle and bumped carts with Mike Robinson.

“Oh!” he said. “I’m sorry—hey! Jane… Harris, right?”

She felt her chest heat up, then her neck and her face was on fire. “Uh.. uhh…” was all that would come out.

Mike’s eyes widened. “Are you alright?” He was still on his side of the cart.

She nodded. “Uhh… yes! Yes, I’m fine!” She cleared her throat. “Fancy meeting you here?”

“Me? You’re the tourist!” he said with a laugh. He gestured to his cart that was holding two sets of solar powered patio lights. “I’m getting stuff for my house. What are you doing?” he asked, looking down at her empty cart.

“Umm… just browsing? I love Home Depot back home and was curious if the one here carried anything we didn’t have back at home.” She didn’t know if it was lame or weak, but it was the best she could come up with.

Mike’s eyebrows furrowed in puzzlement. “Well, that’s different for sure.”

They stared at each other in silence for a moment or two. Mike’s eyes frankly went up and down her. ‘He’s wondering what I look like naked,’ flashed in her mind, and the blush rose again.

She stopped herself. She already knew what he looked like naked. And it wasn’t bad at all. Sure he was older, but the guy definitely spent time at the gym, from how his arm muscles rippled and how his thighs were so cut and buff when he squatted down next to Patty the other night…

‘Thighs… oh God…’ she gave her head a light shake. “Uhhh… aren’t you guys going to the show?” she asked.

“Funny, I was about to ask you the same thing.” He made a small shrug. “Patty’s already there, and I’m going to head over after these errands and meet her. There’s some seminar about financial preparation she’s going to.”

“Preparation?”

“Yeah, things to look out for when you open a new place, you know?” He smiled again. “Maybe you girls could get together. She’d love to go all over you—I mean go over it with you; you already owning a restaurant I mean.”

Jane’s head rocked back with his entendre and fast correction. She remained silent for a moment, rolling her tongue on the inside of her cheek. What the hell. “Well… it’s important that she keeps everything tight. Tight is good, don’t you think?” When Mike blinked at her three times in surprise, it felt great. Two can play this game.

His eyes crinkled when he said, “I’m not sure what you mean…” his mouth a small smile.

She folded her arms under her breasts watching him watch her. She rubbed each of her upper arms with the opposite hand, feeling the firm flesh of her tits undulate from the motion. She plastered a thoughtful look on her face as she said, “I run a tight ship, and I prefer keeping things about me really, really tight, you know?”

The silence between them crackled. Jane made damn sure to keep her face completely impassive. Mike lost that battle. He took a breath and exhaled. He smiled, his wide teeth looking like a shark from Finding Nemo. “Interesting choice of words there. Tight…”

She nodded. “As in tight ship, yes.”

His lips closed, but he still smiled. “Yeah. Well… maybe we’ll see you around the neighborhood. You guys are staying on Farquar, aren’t you?”

“Uhh.. no. We decided to take a hotel the other day.”

“Oh? Why?”

“Uhhh… the beds weren’t comfortable?” Damn, she hated that every time she tried to sell a fib it sounded like she was asking a question!

He chuckled. “I don’t know, were they?”

“We just weren’t happy with the place is all.”

“Oh. Too bad. Where you staying now?”

Shit! She thought quick. “The Best Western.”

“Ohhh… yeah… the one over on Redondo?”

“Yes, I think so. Dean made all the arrangements.” She shrugged. “Thank goodness for the GPS in the rental or I’d be lost as anything.”

Mike nodded slowly. “Yeah, I understand.” He looked at his watch. “Sorry, but I gotta run. Patty’s already waiting for me, and I got to get out to the exhibit hall and meet her.”

“If we don’t meet again, best of luck to you.” He held his hand out to shake it, and she had no choice.

His hand was warm and dry. He gave an extra squeeze with his thumb in the space of her hand where her thumb was.

It was electric. Her eyes flared, he released her hand and gave a small wave. “Till next time, Jane.” And was gone.

She inhaled deeply as she watched him leave.

There was definitely going to be a next time. But it was going to be her kind of next time.

***

When she got back to the house and removed her purchases from the bag, Dean’s eyes popped with questions.

“What the hell are you up to now?”

“Am I a freak?” she asked, resting her hand on the two items she bought.

“No.”

“Let’s get to work then.”

“You’re sure about this?” When she nodded, he added, “I love you like crazy right now, you know that?”
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‘YES, YES IT DID’
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THE CHICKEN WINGS FOR SUPPER WERE FINE. They got a variety—honey garlic, BBQ, and suicide hot. Jane didn’t mind the hot wings at all, which was a bit of a surprise for her. Normally, she avoided spicy foods, but they were actually pretty good.

They ate on the patio again. When the music started from Mike and Patty’s home, they looked at each other and nodded.

“Game on,” said Jane with a giggle. They rose from their seats without another word and went to change into their Ninja clothes. She didn’t bother with her panties this time.

They crept down the yard as silent as possible. They really didn’t need to worry about making noise. Tonight’s music mix was louder—top forties pop music, with Katy Perry and Taylor Swift tunes alternating over the speakers in the yard next door.

They crept up to the crack in the fence. The crack was still covered up; but the work they did earlier in the day got around that problem. Except now, only one of them could peek through at a time.

She had purchased the cheapest cordless drill in the store. It had only taken them a few minutes to drill a hole in the fence next to the repaired crack. Jane had decided that if they were going in for a penny, they might as well go all the way and also purchased one of those view thingies that they put on apartment doors so residents could peek through and see who was at the door. The wide angle lens on it would give a wider view of the patio. She had gotten the smallest one they had and it fit perfectly. She hoped from the other side it would look like a small knothole or something. Not that it mattered all that much—they’d be back home in Black Rapids in a couple of days.

They could hear murmurs of conversation as she bent over to peer through.

Mike and Patty only had one guest tonight. It was a woman, about Jane’s age, early to mid thirties. The three of them were in the hot tub, and the jets were running, creating a foaming wake on the surface of the water.

She watched as the woman stood, stark naked and began to gyrate to the music while Patty and Mike nodded to the beat. Her black hair was pinned up in a bun, and her heart shaped butt rolled from side to side as she spun in a slow circle.

‘Where in the world do they meet these people?’ she couldn’t help but wonder.

When the song ended, the woman stretched out her arms and Patty and Mike both applauded. Mike leaned over to Patty and said something. She nodded, and as the next song started, she stood and began to dance too.

Dean tapped Jane on the shoulder, and she looked to him. Only fair. She pulled away from the viewer and Dean put his eye up.

She heard him suck in his breath and say “Aaaahhh” softly.

Jane had an idea and eased around behind him. Her arm encircled his waist, and she slid her hands down the front of his sweat pants. “You like watching Patty, don’t you, babe?” He nodded, and her hand encircled his cock.

It was still soft, so she squeezed and massaged it. His skin felt warm under her fingers. “I love your bare balls, babe,” she whispered in his ear, her tongue giving a slight flick. He shuddered.

“You like Patty’s ass? Isn’t it too big and flabby?”

“No,” he whispered. “It’s perfectly spankable.”

“Mmm! You’d like to spank her bottom? Watch her flesh quiver under your hands?” When he nodded, she added, “I think you want to fuck her ass, don’t you? You want to shove your thick cock right up her asshole, don’t you?”

“Yessss…” he hissed.

He was rock hard now. He braced his hands on the fence as she jerked him off.

“I’m going to suck you off, babe. I’m going to go down on you as you watch Patty…” She made a little girl voice. “Can I put my mouth on your big cock mister?” she said in her most plaintive tone.

“Yesss…” he growled.

“Oh thank you!” She pulled at the edge of his pants and brought them down to his knees. Scooting around, she got down and took his cock in her hand. “Tell me what they’re doing, Dean,” she said before she started sucking on him.

“Patty and the woman are slow dancing in the hot tub…” he whispered. “They’re both all wet, their skin glistening…” He inhaled sharply. “They’re starting to rub their hands over each other… the woman’s grabbing Patty’s ass… oh man… she’s spreading her ass cheeks and they’re spinning around slowly…

Jane felt his cock throb in her hand as she jerked the part of his shaft that couldn’t fit in her mouth. She made a ‘mmm…’ noise while her wrist twisted around his cock as her mouth sucked up and down leaving a wet trail. She slid her other hand between her legs, teasing her pussy.

Dean’s hips began to gently thrust into her face and she opened her mouth as wide as she could. She was never able to deep throat—that damn gag reflex of hers—but she did the best she could, and massaged his balls at the same time.

“You gotta see this, Jane!” he said. He pulled away from her and helped her to her feet. She bent over to the fence, resting a hand on one of the fence posts and peered through the spyglass.

Everyone had gotten out of the hot tub and had moved over to where the lounge chairs were. She watched as the woman gracefully lowered herself onto the lounge chair, keeping her feet on the ground on each side. She tilted her head up at Patty and rolling her hips forward, spread her pussy lips apart. Like everyone else, she too, had shaven herself down below.

“You sure you want me to, Debbie?” Patty asked. Jane could barely hear her voice. “Because, you’re going to have to return the favor, babe,” she added with a smile. “You sure you want to go down on me?”

When Debbie nodded, Patty held her hands out. “Then you go down on me first.”

“But…”

Patty shook her head. “Trust me; do it this way the first time. That way you won’t lose your nerve, because you’ll be too turned on!” She took Debbie’s hands and the women traded places, with Patty reclined on the chair and Debbie standing above her.

Jane saw the hesitancy in Debbie’s body language now. She shifted her weight from foot to foot.

“Hon,” said Patty, “if you don’t want to, that’s okay.”

“Just last minute nerves,” Debbie said, “that’s all.” She squatted down and lowered herself between Patty’s legs.

“I know,” Patty said, stroking the top of Debbie’s head. “I was pretty nervous my first time too.”

Debbie lifted her head. “Really?” When Patty nodded, she eased further up and Jane watched the two women engage in a long, wet kiss. Their cheeks pulsed as their tongues melded together. Oh wow.

Debbie broke the kiss and nuzzled Patty’s neck, her mouth hotly breathing on it. Jane saw Patty’s toes curl. ‘She’s just like me! Nuzzle my neck and you own me!’ she thought to herself.

Debbie moved further down, and was massaging Patty’s breasts, kneading them in her fingers. She pulled her head up and stared for a moment at Patty’s dark brown nipple before lowering her head on it and sucking loudly.

“Oh yeah, baby” Patty sighed. “That’s perfect!” She cradled Debbie’s head in her hands, stroking the back of her head as the woman moved to her other boob, pleasuring it too.

As she traced wet kisses down Patty’s belly, Patty’s hands went to her groin and pulled her pussy lips open.

Reaching her mons, Debbie looked up at her. Patty licked her lips and mouthed ‘Go on’, and Debbie dropped her head, her tongue a wide paddle, and stroked Patty’s cleft from the bottom to the top.

“Oh yeah, babe!” Patty sighed. “You just ate your first pussy!”

Debbie’s head rocked up and down as she laved the other woman’s slit. After a few more oscillations, her head stilled. Her own fingers held Patty’s lips apart as he tongue began to whirr on top of the clit.

“Ungh!” Patty cried out. “That’s the first one! Just made me come!” Her toes curled again, and her knees shook. “Keep going! Do it again!”

Debbie must have crossed some kind of line, because she began to stroke and rub Patty’s thighs and belly as her mouth moved in circles over the woman’s pussy.

“Now put two fingers in me, babe,” Patty said, “and turn your wrist. Finger fuck me as you suck my clit. Do me like you want me to do you…”

Debbie didn’t need to be told twice. She pushed two fingers up inside, her mouth still wetly pushing Patty further and further up in pleasure.

Debbie lifted her head. “Your pussy tastes good,” she said. “So goooood!” and dropped her mouth over Patty’s mons.

The two woman became a single entity, pulsing and thrusting as Patty scrabbled and heaved up to orgasm. When she began to cry out, Debbie’s arms wrapped around her knees and shoved them up towards her head while her mouth became relentless.

“Oh fuck babe! Oh shit Debbieeee!” Patty cried out, her voice a long wail. They heaved and bucked as one while Patty yielded in complete surrender to the waves of pleasure that washed over her.

Jane’s eyes were glued to the peephole. She chewed her lower lip. She had never done anything with a girl. Ever. God knows, when she had served in the Navy there were plenty of opportunities, but she never had any desire to even experiment.

Now that was all different.

She looked over to where Mike stood. His mouth was slack, but his cock was almost purple, it was so engorged. He was gently stroking it as he had watched the women make love.

She turned her eyes back to the lounge chair. The two women were now cuddled on it, their legs stroking over one another in graceful arcs as they nuzzled and kissed each other, sharing the tasty wetness from Patty’s orgasm.

Jane felt Dean’s arms encircle her waist, his hand rising up to play with her boobs. She nestled back into his chest as he massaged her. “That was hot,” she said in a low voice. She put her head back to the peephole.

Mike had moved over to where the women were still reclined. He said something to them and they laughed. He bent over to Patty and whispered in her ear, and she gave another small laugh.

“What did you think, hon?” Dean asked.

She stepped away from the fence, into the shadows of the yard. She was glad it was dark.

“That was so hot and so sweet all at the same time!” she said in a low voice.

“Turned you on?” he said in the darkness.

She paused. ‘What’s happening to me?’ she wondered. “Yes,” she said. “Yes it did.”
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BEST EVER
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DEAN TOOK HER BY THE HAND and led her back to the house and to the bedroom. She stood silently as he pulled off her track suit. With a nudge, she was stretched out on the bed and he climbed in beside her after shucking his own clothes.

He put his arm around her and she cuddled into his chest, his hand rubbing up and down her side.

She reached over to find that he was still aroused. Her hand wrapped around his manhood and she stroked him gently.

Dean broke the silence. “You never did anything with a girl, huh?”

“No.”

“You never played ‘Doctor’?”

She shook her head.

“Not practice French kissing during a slumber party?”

“Nope.”

“Nothing when you were at school?”

“I lived at home when I went to Culinary School, so nope.”

“Nothing in the Navy.”

She grunted. “There were plenty of guys, Dean…”

“Yeah, but nothing with a girl.”

She shook her head. “You know, the other night I watched Mike kind of go down on a guy…” She felt Dean stiffen under her and she gave his shaft another squeeze. “Since you’re all curious about my past experiences, it’s only fair for me to ask you if you’ve ever…”

“Sure did,” he said.

She rose her head to look at him. “You never told me before.”

He snorted. “You never asked!”

“When? How? What?”

He chuckled again. “I’m not gonna talk about it.”

She let go of him and sat straight up in bed. “Not fair!”

“Whaddya mean ‘not fair’? You didn’t tell me about any walks on the wild side!” He lay back on the pillow, crossing his hands behind his head.

She slapped him playfully. “Because I never did!”

“Oh.” His mouth quirked. “You do have a point.”

“So?”

“Well, the first time I was just a kid, and me and my buddy Dino… we were going through puberty, right? And we were looking at some porn, and wondered what it would be like to have your dick sucked. So he went down on me, and I went down on him.” He shrugged. “You know, experimenting.” He chuckled again. “It freaked us both out afterwards and we promised each other we’d never do it again, and we didn’t.”

“How did you like it?”

“Shit, Jane, it was a long, long time ago. It scared me more than anything else, to tell the truth. I didn’t want to be gay!” He turned his head from side to side. “I was just a kid.”

“Hmmm… yeah, I guess you have a point.”

“But that wasn’t the only time.” He made an evil grin. “The other time was a lot better.”

Jane’s eyes flared. “What? Tell me!” When he stayed silent, she began to slap him on the chest. “Not fair! C’mon!”

“Well…” he sat up. “It was in my last year at college. Me and my roommate went out partying and came home really drunk, but didn’t hook up with anyone that Friday night.”

“Yeah, go on…” She reached over and began to stroke him again. He had softened somewhat.

Dean closed his eyes remembering the scene. “You never met Victor. He lives in Europe now. He moved there right after graduation.”

“Yeah, we talked about him a couple of times, I remember you mentioning him.”

“Yeah… well it was April. Exams were right around the corner, and for some reason, Spring Fever was really rampant for both of us. We were low on money, it being close to the end of the school year and had to walk back to our apartment from the bar zone in town. It was a pretty mild night…”

She watched his eyelids flutter even though they were closed.

“Anyway, like I said we were both pretty drunk, and the entire way home we talked about how horny we were and what we would have liked a girl to do to us if we had been able to pick up.” He smiled a little wistfully. “I can’t remember who brought up the topic, but by the time we got back to our place, we were bitching about how hard it was to get a girl to give a blowjob and swallow… and how most girls weren’t that good at giving head.”

Dean’s cock was fully hard now. Jane moved down the bed and peeled the sheet back that was covering it and lowered her head to rest on top of his stomach. She stared at his cock as she stroked it.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Just keep talking, babe,” she said. She opened her mouth and pushed her face up to his cock.

“Mmm… nice effect for this story,” Dean muttered. “Anyway, when we got up into our apartment, we were both really turned on… and we admitted it to each other. I said to Vic that I was going into my bedroom to jerk off…”

“Mmm-hmmm?” she asked as she bobbed her head up and down. She made a small grunt to urge him on.

“Well, I looked at him, and looked down to see that he had a boner in his pants too. We stared at each other for a second, then we each reached out and began to play with each other’s dick through our pants.” He groaned a little. “And that started the ball rolling for my ‘gay weekend’ with my buddy. We each fumbled with the other guy’s belt and pants and had our pants down at our ankles. We sunk to the floor, right there in the living room and began to do 69 on each other.”

Jane closed her eyes and bobbed her head up and down the crown of his shaft. She gave a squeeze and tasted the tanginess of Dean’s pre-cum.

“We kicked our pants and shoes off as soon as we got on the floor, so we were both naked from the waist down. I grabbed at his cock and squeezed it, and nuzzled in between his legs and inhaled. It was different, I’ll tell you. A deep musty smell, almost sour, but man, the smell of it—the ‘taboo’ of it made me even hornier, you know?”

Dean’s breath hissed between clenched teeth as his hips began to nudge up and down slightly from the mattress. “Fuck Jane, he was so hard. His cock felt like a steel pipe! And his mouth on my dick… oh man that felt awesome. I began to fuck his mouth with my cock and I shoved my face over his cock.” Steve grunted. “I managed to get his entire length down my throat; I only gagged for a second, then relaxed, and before I knew it, my nose was touching his balls. I brought my head up, and spat on his cock and began to go up and down.”

She could see it in her mind’s eye. Two guys on the floor, their pants shoved off beside them just going at each other like a couple of wrestlers.

“I was on top,” Dean said. “I had my knees spread wide, and Vic’s head was coming up off the floor to get his mouth around my cock. I had a better angle, so I just sucked and stroked on him. After a minute or two he dropped his head back to the floor and started begging me to finish him off. I felt his cock… I don’t know, throb or something, and I knew he was just about ready to blow. I squeezed his balls with my other hand. My head and hands were like one big stroking machine over his meat… when his hips started vibrating on the floor, I squeezed his cock extra hard and sucked on his knob making wet sloppy noises.”

She kept going down on his cock, feeling him throb in her mouth.

“And that did it! Those slurpy noises put him right over the edge! He grabbed at me and bellowed, and a split second later, he shot such a fucking load into my mouth I gagged on it!” Dean let out a whoosh of air. “It was so fucking sexy, babe. His cum spurted into my mouth, and I got almost all of it. Some ran out the side of my lips, but that was okay.”

She felt his cock begin to throb. She pulled her mouth away and said, “You liked sucking his cock dry? You liked swallowing his jizz?” She put her mouth back onto his cock and started making loud slurping noises. She pulled away for a second. “I love the taste of cum, babe!”

“Yeah! Oh yeah babe!” Dean’s hips clenched and relaxed and she felt that pulse along his shaft telling her that he was going to blow. A long spurt of his semen flooded into her mouth and she made noises of pleasure—mmm’s and ahhh’s—while she sucked and swallowed all of his flow.

When he finished thrusting, she squeezed out every drop.

Then, for the first time in the years they’d been together, she scooted up on the bed and leaning over him, kissed him, sharing a snowball of his cum between them. Dean’s hands came up and encircled her head, pressing their mouths together as his tongue swabbed and licked inside of her partly open mouth.

It was the best kiss ever.
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VIP
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WHEN THEY CAME BACK TO THEIR PLACE the following afternoon, Dean said, “No spying tonight.”

Jane felt a little let down. “Really? I don’t know… the weekend’s coming. If they’ve been this wild so far, how crazy are they going to be during the weekend?”

“Nope, I want to go out tonight.”

“Not back to the casinos I hope. I didn’t really enjoy them.”

He shook his head slowly. “No. Someplace different.”

“Oh? Where?”

“It’s going to be a surprise. You packed your little black dress, right?”

“What? The one I got for you on Valentine’s? Hell no!”

He laughed. “Yeah, that’s why I packed it with my stuff. It’s in the closet. Wear that tonight for me, okay?”

“Dean!” ‘No freaking way’ she thought to herself

“How about this.” He reached into his shirt pocket and took out an eyeglass case. “Wear these with the dress. That way… I don’t know, but I think wearing sunglasses will make you feel more comfortable.”

“You really want me to.” When he nodded, she took the eyeglass case from him. “Oh well… I just hope I don’t get arrested for public nudity or something!”

He laughed again. “This is Vegas, baby! It IS a dress after all!”

“Well… okay I guess.”

“Good. Let’s get ready.”

An hour later Dean called out to her from the living room. “You ready? Our ride’s here!”

Ride? She put on the last of her lipstick and checked herself in the mirror. Little black dress was an understatement. She had bought it as a surprise for Dean last Valentine’s Day and had only worn it once, and that was indoors. Inside their condo, to be exact. She didn’t dare wear it out in public, especially in Black Rapids; God forbid if someone they knew saw her in it!

It was the most daring article of clothing she owned that wasn’t lingerie. Form fitting spandex with a slight control top around the middle, halter top cut low, almost to her navel. Her boobs were held in place by two built in cups. It was backless, and the skirt was so short if she took a long stride, the crease where her butt cheeks met her thighs were there for the world to see!

She didn’t wear any pantyhose, just underwear. Black, lacy panties.

“Oh boy,” she said aloud. With shaking fingers, she opened the eyeglass case. “I sure hope this works,” she said to the slutty image in the mirror. She slipped them on and struck a pose.

They did work. The dark lenses provided a shield from the outside world. Now she just looked hot, and felt protected! The aviator sunglasses were a stroke of genius on Dean’s part.

“Honey!” he called out again.

“I’m coming!” She slipped into the pair of three inch stilettos Dean had packed with the dress and checked herself one last time. Her mane of red hair looked like gold rings cascading down the front of the dress. She looked flaming hot! She grabbed her small patent leather ‘night out’ purse and slung the chain over her shoulder.

Dean confirmed it when she entered the living room. He didn’t say a word; his eyes just goggled at her. He stepped over to the front door and bumped into a wall on the way because he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. “Oh wow. Oh wow wow wow…” he kept saying over and over.

He opened the front door, and parked in the driveway was a limo! Jane looked up at him. “How much did this cost?” she asked.

“Nothing, believe it or not. It’s included in the price,” he replied.

There was even a uniformed chauffeur holding the back door open. After she got in, she looked out to see the guy give Dean ‘the nod’; that silent stamp of approval men give one another when their woman’s hot as hell. Seeing that made all her nerves worth every tremble.

Fifteen minutes later they pulled up at the front entrance of a nightclub that was bathed in blue light. ‘The Palindrome’ was written over the front wall of the place in red neon script against a deep blue background. She slid across and took the chauffeur’s proffered hand as she stepped onto the sidewalk. Dean was right behind her.

She looked up at him sideways. “There’s no windows on this place,” she said.

“That’s right.” He took her hand and they went through the glass door entranceway. The door was held open by an enormous beefy guy in a tuxedo. He could have played for the NFL. Stepping into the foyer she could hear a rat-a-tat-tat techno beat coming from the main floor. Dean walked over to a podium where another Godzilla sized bouncer stood and gave their names. The guy looked down and made a tick mark on a list and nodded to one of the women standing beside him. The hostess smiled brightly and said, ‘Follow me’.

Any thoughts Jane had of her outfit being scanty went out the door. She was wrapped up like a mummy compared to the hostess. Six inch heels, a thong and the teeniest bra was all she wore.

Jane stopped dead in her tracks when they entered the main dance floor.

It wasn’t a dance club—it was a strip club! In the center of the large room was a raised lit stage. Two women were on it, wearing only G-strings and heels and gyrating to the music. She yanked on Dean’s hand, jerking him back.

“What’s going on here!?” she said.

He made that Cheshire cat smile again. “A sexy night out, hon. After all, I know you like to watch, right? Well, so do I.”

“Dean… I…” she looked around the place wildly. Even with her sunglasses on, she saw the place was half full. The only women in the club were either serving drinks or on the stage. Wait—there was a group of about ten at a large table on the main floor that were couples. They were about the same age as themselves.

And they were all watching Dean and her!

She whipped back to Dean. The hostess was about two steps past him, waiting patiently. “You’re sure about this?” she said. When he nodded, she walked past him towards the hostess. Just as she passed him, she grabbed his arm. “Okay then. I need a drink, and make it a double!”

The stage that the dancers were on had a runway that stretched out halfway across the floor of the club. In addition to all the tables on the main floor, there were two rows of tables that stretched around the walls of the club, staggered in two tiers so everyone could easily see the performances.

The hostess brought them to a table for two. “Mika will be here for your drink order,” she said before leaving them.

She sat down, her seat facing the stage. She looked over at Dean. He better watch his drooling over the performers or she’d kill him. Except he wasn’t even so much as glancing at the stage. She was looking at him looking at her.

“What?” she said.

“You pissed at me?”

“Well, I wish you had warned me.” They had to speak with raised voices to be heard over the sound system. This was no ‘quiet little table in the corner’ that was for sure.

Dean snickered. “Oh, right. Let me see… I ‘warn you’… I can see it now. ‘Honey, wear your sexiest outfit and let’s go to a strip club!’ As if you’d say anything but ‘No freaking way’.”

Jane’s lips quirked sideways. He was right. She huffed a breath and looked around. “Well, I’m here, and I still need a drink!”

As if on cue, a young woman in her early twenties appeared holding a tray. She was wearing short-shorts and a midriff black t-shirt that had ‘The Palindrome’ written in the same script as had been out front. Like every other woman working there, she had a body… well, a stripper’s body. “What can I get you guys?” she asked.

Dean ordered a beer for himself and a double vodka and tonic for Jane.

They sat and watched the stage. One of the performers left, leaving the other alone. She got picked up by a spotlight, and began to move and gyrate to a sensual beat.

Jane leaned forward. “The mating dance begins…” she said with a grin.

Dean nodded. Their server returned with their drinks. Before Dean finished paying, Jane had downed half of hers. He nodded to the server and pointed at Jane’s glass for one more to be brought.

“You trying to get me drunk?” Jane asked.

“Nahh… just trying to get you to loosen up.”

Well, it was working, truth be told. Knowing that a second round was on the way, Jane drained her glass. The vodka was warm in her belly, spreading out.

She put her chin in her hands watching the lithe blonde on stage. The woman must take gymnastics. She did a split that brought her crotch right to the floor and the audience cheered.

“I wish I had a body like that,” she said glumly.

“I wish they had more strippers with your figure,” Dean replied without missing a beat.

“I call bullshit, hon. Sweet, but bullshit.”

He looked at her directly. “No, no bullshit. I like your softness.” He pointed at the woman on the stage. “I’m not saying she’s ugly or anything, okay? She’s hot and knows how to work it. But her boobs are too small and her ass, although it’s got a nice bubble, isn’t as sexy as yours.”

Reaching across, she laid her hand on his shoulder. He was being honest. “Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me, thank your parents. I like soft curves!”

When her second drink came and Dean paid for it, he leaned into the server and they had a short conversation. The girl’s eyes traced up and down Jane and she hesitated, then, nodded. She whispered back to Dean and left.

“What was that all about?”

“I asked for some company,” he replied.

“Whaaat?”

“I’m going to indulge myself.”

A few moments later, a woman in a silver mini-dress approached them. Jane’s eyes flew open because unlike the svelte girls on stage, this woman had a tummy and thick thighs. She was also in her mid forties. At least.

“Hi there,” she said in a light Southern drawl. “I’m Dixie. Someone was asking for a private dancer who’s buxom?” She bent over and shook hands. Jane’s eyes goggled again at the river of cleavage spilling from the top of her dress.

Dean said, “Is there anywhere more private where we can get to know each other?”

Dixie’s smile broadcasted that he said exactly the right thing. “Let’s head over to the VIP section,” she said. They stood up and followed her. There was an arched entranceway off to the side. Above it were neon letters in the club’s motif that said ‘VIP’.

The room was lined with about twenty cubicles. In each was a vinyl bench, a small table and chair. Three of the cubicles were occupied by individual dancers and single patrons. They were the only couple in there.

“Do many couples come here?” she asked Dixie.

Dixie smiled. Up close Jane was sure that underneath the perfect makeup job, Dixie must have had some work done; her face didn’t have a single wrinkle. Smiling in reply, she said, “A few times a night, yeah.”

Jane eyed her up and down. The woman could easily be an employee at a clothing boutique. Jane didn’t see any tattoos, and the woman didn’t have the spray on tan look of the girls who were on stage. She looked more like a suburban housewife in a hot outfit than what you would think of as a stripper.

“How long have you been doing this, Dixie?” she asked.

Dixie laughed. “Just a couple of years. My husband sent some dirty pics of me to a magazine that specializes in…” she paused for a beat, “mature women. They wound up doing a spread on me, and from that I got the job here.” She gazed around the room. “The younger girls who work here are great, but the owners thought that having a couple of MILFs in the stable could help business.”

“MILF?” what’s that?”

Dixie crinkled her nose. “Ask your guy later, he knows. He specifically requested your hostess for one!” She grinned. “I make good money. Some guys find me more approachable because I don’t have the perfect body.”

“Really?”

Dixie nodded. “A gal with your figure could clean up doing this.” She held out a finger and traced the side of Jane’s breast. “You’re pretty hot.”

“Me?” Jane shook her head. “Not me. Coming in here is the wildest thing I’ve ever done!” She looked over to where Dean had taken a seat on the bench. “So what happens next? I’ve never done this before…”

They had stepped into the cubicle. Dixie put her hands on Jane’s shoulders and nudged her over to the bench to sit down. “You’ll see, darlin’.”

Seeing was the word. The VIP section was so dim Jane took off her sunglasses and put them in her purse.

The music from the bar was also piped into the VIP lounge. A new track had started, a sensual, throbbing Reggae beat.

Dixie raised her arms over her head, her hands twirling in and out of each other. Jane watched as the hem of her miniskirt rose higher and higher. She was able to make out the edge of the fabric of Dixie’s G-string.

In perfect time, Dixie spun around and bent over. She wasn’t as limber as the women on stage, but even so she was able to touch her ankles, and that was while wearing stilettos. Now her hemline rose and showed her ass.

Jane licked her lips involuntarily. Dean put his arm around her, and his hand began to rub first her shoulder, then he slipped it under her arm and began to massage the side of her breast.

With a flick of her fingers, Dixie undid her halter top. She held her hands over her breasts, the straps of the halter spilling over them. She rolled her hips and massaged her tits to the music. She eyed Dean first, then her gaze rested on Jane.

When they made eye contact, Jane bit her lip.

Dixie smiled seductively. She held Jane’s gaze while she turned her head away a bit and back again and licked her lips with a long, wet stroke of her tongue.

Holding Jane’s gaze, she slowly lowered her hands. Inch by inch her full breasts were revealed with tantalizing slowness. Jane’s breathing quickened when Dixie’s hands stopped and she began to pinch and tweak her own nipples through the silver fabric.

She lifted her gaze to Dixie’s, and smiled watching the other woman’s eyebrows wiggle lasciviously. With the smallest of nods, Jane could hardly believe how badly she wanted to see this woman’s boobs. Dixie dropped her hands away, revealing two plushy orbs that had large pale pink areoles surrounding two button nipples. She lifted her hands again and Jane watched as she fingered and tugged at them. Oh god… it was hot.

“Give her a lap dance, Dixie,” Dean said. He scooted sideways on the bench.

“My pleasure, darlin’.” She eased over to Jane and hiked one leg up and over. Jane gasped as the woman’s practically bare ass glided across her own naked thighs. With a will of their own, her hands rose and began to stroke up and down Dixie’s legs, from her knees to her hips. She looked up at Dixie, over the edge of her tits and licked her lips as her hands began to fondle the swells of Dixie’s ass. Oh fuck this was hot.

“Mmmm darlin’ your hands sure feel nice…” Dixie purred. “But don’t you think the girls should get some attention too?” She continued to fondle and squeeze her breasts, holding them out.

Dean let out a whoosh of air when Jane’s hands moved from Dixie’s ass and for the first time in her life she started to grope another woman.

When her fingers grasped at Dixie’s nipples, Jane felt a twinge in her pussy. Oh shit, this was such a turn on.

“Have a taste, sugar,” Dixie cooed.

She pressed her mouth over a nipple and began sucking on it.

“Mmmm… that’s nice…” Dixie murmured. “You’ve done this before?”

Jane released her mouth and looked up. “No. Never.”

“You’re a natural.” She tilted her head to where Dean was. “I think your man is finding this a real treat darlin’.”

Jane turned her head to see Dean, with the biggest shit eating grin you ever saw, rubbing his crotch for all he was worth. She blew him a kiss and turned her head back to Dixie’s boob. It was wonderful.

The song ended too soon, and Dixie stood up. “I think that’s enough for your first time, dear.” She pointed at Dean with her chin. “Why don’t you take your man home and have your way with him?”

Jane felt a twinge of disappointment. “But…”

“Ah stretched a couple of the house rules for ya’ll, darlin’. We couldn’t go any further anyway or I could get fired, maybe even arrested.”

“Oh.” She looked over to Dean who was already standing. He slipped a fold of bills into Dixie’s hand and led Jane out of the VIP lounge.

They were holding hands as they wended through the club and outside.

“Well, that was pretty fast,” she said. “Are we going home now?”

“You kidding? The night is young, my dear,” Dean replied.

“Okay, where to next then?” She was positive he had something else up his sleeve. “Want to drop by the Robinson’s next door?” she said with an impish grin.

He pulled her around the side of the building to the parking lot.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

Holding his arm around her, they threaded their way to the back of the lot. He glanced from side to side. Wordlessly, he turned her around and nestled up behind her. His hand dropped down and lifted the hem of her dress and began to rub her pussy through her panties.

Jane gasped. They were outside, in a parking lot and he was doing her! But his hand on top of her pussy was just what the doctor ordered.

“I loved watching you suck her titty,” he breathed into her ear.

She rolled her head backwards, resting it on his shoulder. “It was okay.” No, that wasn’t entirely accurate. She closed her eyes for a second and said out loud, “I liked it.”

His hand on her pussy rubbed firmer. “Yeah, I believe you. You’re so fucking damp down here!”

“Oh shit! Don’t stop babe!” she felt an orgasm start in her pussy, the warmth spreading out to her core. “Don’t stop!”

Without warning they were enveloped in a beam of light. “You know, you can get arrested for that!” a man’s voice called out.
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HORNY
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THEY FROZE IN THE WHITE GLARE OF THE FLASHLIGHT, staring at it.

The light came closer. Jane could make out a huge guy behind it. He lowered the beam to the ground.

It was the doorman from earlier.

“When I saw you guys go for the parking lot, I got curious,” he said. “I remember you arriving in the club’s limo.” He shrugged. “Well, I guess you’re not trying to jack a car.”

“No! We’re not! We’re perfectly innocent!” Jane squeaked. She pulled Dean’s hand from her crotch.

The doorman smiled. “Well… I’m not sure if ‘innocent’ is the word, but I get your meaning. But listen up—for real, if a cop had come across you guys doing that he would have locked you up with no hesitation.”

“But we’re married!” she said.

“Don’t matter. Believe it or not, the laws against sex in public is a big deal here in Vegas. Sin City or not, the powers that be know that if they give an inch on that, people would be screwing all over the place.” He looked away and back at them. “There’d be no problem for you guys to get a room around here, y’know.”

“Yeah man, I know… but…” Dean groped for words. “This was hot, y’know?”

The guy nodded. “And you’re on your vacay. Yeah, I know.” He eyed them up and down, especially Jane. “I can’t blame you a bit, bro. Your lady’s a knockout.” He turned off the flashlight and tucked it under his arm and reached into the pocket of his tux. He pulled out a business card. “I think maybe you should visit another club. It’s just a block or so that way. It’s called Café Desire.”

“Another strip club?” Dean asked taking the guy’s proffered card.

“No. It’s a dance club, but for couples. And if you want to get frisky there, they ought to be able to help you out. Give them my card at the door and they’ll knock a few bucks off your cover.”

‘And in all likelihood cut you in for a piece of the action.’ Jane thought to herself. She knew enough about the hospitality industry to see that one coming. Wranglers, steerers, whatever they called them out here, she was positive that there was a fair bit of kick backs going on in Vegas.

Dean fingered the guys’ business card silently, watching Jane with a question in his eyes.

“Café Desire?” Jane asked the doorman. She was thrilled to see the expression of astonished joy roll over Dean’s face. What the hell.

“That’s right. Tell them Derek sent you.” When Dean reached into his pocket and pulled out a bill, he waved him off. “No thanks man, but thanks for the respect.” He gave them a bit of a salute and headed back to the club.

“You’re sure about this, babe?” Dean said.

Jane grabbed Dean’s arm and began quick marching them in the direction of the club. “Let’s go before I lose my nerve!” She didn’t know if she was more scared than horny.

Bullshit.

She was horny.
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TURNING UP THE HEAT
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DEREK HAD BEEN RIGHT ON THE MONEY, Café Desire was only a short walk from the club.

It was a little more complicated getting in though. They had to show ID and sign some forms. But because of Derek’s business card in hand, they knocked $10.00 off the cover charge.

Entering the dance floor felt— in a way that surprised her— like coming home for Jane. Her dress fit right in here; the vast majority of the women were wearing hot club wear. Tiny micro-mini skirts, high heels and tons of cleavage were the norm. She scanned the club and was able to see a few couples dressed a lot more conservatively perched here and there.

Of the more conventionally dressed couples, some of the women’s eyes were wide watching the sensual antics on the dance floor. Their guys—husbands probably— looked happy to be here. No wonder. What was happening on the dance floor was as close as you could get to a Live Sex Show as possible.

The people dancing were pawing at each other, or kissing each other with thick wet tongues. One woman drew her boob out of her dress and her partner bent over and right there on the dance floor started sucking on it. Then a couple who had been dancing beside them moved over and the woman of that couple started to lick and suck the other boob!

“I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore, Toto,” Dean said.

“You got that right, Dorothy,” she replied.

As they threaded through the crowd looking for a table, Jane checked out some of the other ‘newbies’ that were dressed less risqué. She noticed one or two of those couples were not in the right place. One woman sitting there had a look of absolute disdain. Her mouth was turned down at the corners, her lips a tight line. Her partner looked sheepish as he sat sipping his beer. The woman didn’t have a drink in front of her. ‘One for the road and you guys will be out of here,’ Jane thought to herself.

She nudged Dean. “You know, you sure made a good call taking me to that stripper joint first.”

“Well, I wanted to see how it affected you… especially after all our…” he made a phony ‘cough cough’ noise, “investigations this week. I figured give it a go, but don’t push too hard too fast.”

She looked up at him. “If we came here first, I’d be too shocked to handle it.” She tilted her head at the sour-pussed woman. The guy had finished his beer, and as soon as his bottle touched the table the woman jumped up. They headed for the door in no time flat. Jane pointed after them subtly. “That could have been me.”

“Yeah, I understand. But I got to tell you that I didn’t know about this place. I figured we’d go to the strip joint, get all ‘horned up’ and take it from there.”

Jane laughed out loud. “If you told me that I’d be at a Swinger’s Club this week, I’d call the men in the white coats on you!”

Dean nodded. “They do call it a ‘Couples Club’…” he looked around. “But I think your term’s just as accurate.” He turned to her with a serious gaze. “Whatever you want to call it, I have no plans of ‘Swinging’ here with anyone but you, okay?”

She stepped on her tiptoes and kissed him. “That’s a good plan. I’ve been really pushing limits this week you know.” She took another look around the club. ‘But if she did, which of the people here would she do it with?’ She blanched. The thought came through entirely on its own. What scared her wasn’t having the thought; what scared her was that having the thought DIDN’T unnerve her this time! Oh boy…

Dean nudged her shoulder. “You okay? You look like you just saw a ghost.”

“I’m good.”

He blew out a huff of air. “Thank the Lord you didn’t say ‘fine’! I’d be nervous if you said that ‘F’ word.”

They found a vacant table and sat down.

“Let me get some drinks,” Dean said. “Another double?”

She nodded and he left. She relaxed in her seat, watching the dance floor.

Now that she was alone, she let herself check out the people there and played a mental game with herself. If she could do the nasty with anyone here, who would she do it with?

“So many men, so little time,” she said out loud. Wasn’t that a song once? She took a deep breath. After her episode with dear ‘Dixie’ she wasn’t sure if she’d leave the women off the list. ‘What the hell?’ Her eyes flew wide again.

She quickly glanced to where Dean was in the lineup at the bar and back to the dance floor.

There was a couple about their age gyrating and rolling in perfect time to the throbbing beat. The guy had a lot more hair than Dean’s sparse scalp, a mop of jet black kiss curls framed his ears as he pulled and pushed his wife into a series of twirls. Give that fellow some facial hair and he could be Jon Snow’s cousin. She let out a small sigh as he twirled his partner again. She was always a sucker for guys who danced well.

His partner was a tiny pear shaped thing; even in heels she was just over five feet tall. But she made the most of her wide hips with a pleated skirt that fluttered up and out with each twirl. Her long blonde hair also flared out as she spun, and her smile of sheer joy was a sight to see. Jane wondered why the woman didn’t wear contacts; instead she had on a pair of oversized black framed eyeglasses. Whatever… it worked. She was pretty and hot.

She shifted her gaze over to an African American couple. The guy was slender, like a long distance runner and so dark his skin was almost purple under the lights. He was dancing with a thick woman who had a mocha complexion. Well… dancing would be a stretch; the way they were grappling with each other they were practically fucking standing up.

Jane wondered what would it be like to have sex with a black guy… would crossing inter-racial lines be very different? She had only been with white guys; the most exotic was one of her ship mates she got it on with during her stint in the Navy who’s parents had been from Sicily. She put her chin in her hand and scanned the crowd. Hmmmm…

She turned at Dean’s nudge. “Thinking dirty thoughts I hope.” He said. He was holding two beer bottles and two glasses. “I got two of each because it was so busy.”

He took a seat beside her and lifted his beer. “What should we drink to?” he said.

She clinked his glass. “To us!”

Dean watched her over the neck of his beer bottle as he took a pull. The grinding melody of the Donna Summer classic ‘Love To Love You Baby’ filled the air and he stood and took her hand to the dance floor.

Everyone in the place was inspired as well. Before they got their arms around each other the floor was filled. The crowd created a massive multi-limbed creature of warm pulsating flesh all around them. As Dean’s arms encircled her, she felt other bodies pressing against her from the side and rear; she felt carnal pressure glide over her and away to be replaced by another as she gazed into Dean’s smoldering eyes. Mosh pits had nothing over this experience.

She felt his thickening cock press into her tummy and like the dial on a stovetop, her own desire began to increase.

Her eyes widened when she felt another hand glide up the side of her dress and pass over the side of her boob. She whipped her head to the side and stared wide eyed into the black framed glasses of the woman she had watched earlier. The woman’s tongue brushed her lower lip and she was gone, her partner spinning them away.

Jane looked up at Dean. He hadn’t noticed, it had happened so fast. But it was enough to turn her dial up from simmer to medium. She lowered her hands and began to mash and pinch Dean’s ass as the sighs and moans from the sound system increased.

Dean lowered his head onto her shoulder, his arms draping behind her. His hands went up under her skirt and traced the crack of her ass gently. Oh God. Her hips with a mind of their own began to undulate in time with the renewed glowing heat from her waist. Oh God…

He spun her around, so he was behind her again as the chorus of ‘Love To Love You’ came on at a heightened volume. She closed her eyes and put her head against his chest. She inhaled sharply as his hand began to firmly rub the front of her panties. She had gotten damp in the strip club, but that was only the preview. Her burners turned up to high.

Dean’s other hand was squeezing her breast and he began to nuzzle her neck as his other hand’s fingers snaked past the thin elastic and started rubbing her clit. He sucked gently on her neck, that sensation always ramped her up.

Her dial went to ‘11’.

“Oh shit!” she wheezed as an orgasm jolted through her core. Dean’s cock was pressed up against her ass. He was hard.

She opened her eyes to see the woman with glasses right in front of her, smiling. Jane caught her breath and spun back to Dean.

“Let’s explore and find the place where we can fuck, babe,” she said.

“Won’t be hard,” he quipped. “Just follow the crowd.” He pointed to the side where people were leaving the dance floor and passing through an archway into another area. He took her hand and led the way.

She had never wanted to get laid so badly in her life!
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‘LOVE TO LOVE YOU BABY’
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LEAVING THE DANCE FLOOR THEY FOLLOWED THE FLOW of the other partiers, taking their cues from them. First they stopped at a counter where padlocks were. The keys had numbers on them and an elastic wrist band was strung through the hole at the end. Dean took the lock and snapped the band over his wrist, nestling the key under it as he saw the others do.

Jane looked at him with a question in her eyes and he shrugged. Everyone ahead of them were taking white terry cloth bath sheets from a baker’s rack that was filled with them. Dean grabbed two and they followed the crowd.

The next area was lined with rows of lockers. As the other guests were doing, they quickly found an empty one and doffed their clothes and wrapped the towels around themselves.

The locker room opened up into a floor area the size of a small high school gym. Entering, Jane and Dean stopped short, their mouths dropping.

Row after row of beds, covered with crisp white sheets lined the room, and the lights were turned down low, a sexy golden and red aura permeating the space. Less than half of the beds were occupied. The people on them were in every stage of love making. Some were engaged in sensual foreplay; mouths and hands licking and stroking. Others were further along, with couples or threesomes grinding together in a slow and sensuous rhythm. Several couples were in wild throes of abandoned pleasure, relentlessly clutching and grasping in passion.

‘Love To Love You’ was still being piped in from the dance floor. It was the perfect background music for what lay before them. The moans and groans from the sound system were counterpointed by the coos, sighs and grunting groans coming from the people on the beds.

Jane turned at the tap of a finger on her shoulder. The pear shaped pixie was smiling brightly at her.

“I’m Donna,” said. “This is my husband Tyler. Would you like to join us?” Donna’s eyes flitted from Jane to Dean, and back to Jane. “I know we should have approached you back in the bar, but you never gave us the chance!”

Jane’s eyebrows flew off her forehead. “Whaaaat? You want to have sex with us?”

Donna tilted her head from side to side. “Well… that’s what we’re all here for… and you guys…” she put her hand softly on Jane’s chest, “are gorgeous.” She rose her hand and took a hand of Jane’s hair in it. “I love your red curls…”

Jane swallowed back a gulp. Before she could say (or mumble, truth be told) a word, Dean sidled up. He put his hand on Donna’s shoulder. “That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to us, Donna. But we’re brand new at this and we were just hoping to watch, and maybe just…be with each other.”

Jane nodded in agreement. “It’s the first time we’ve ever done anything like this.”

Donna’s eyes were stark behind her oversized eyeglasses. “Ohmygod! I’m sooo sorry! I…” she shot a look at her husband and back at them. “WE thought that you guys were experienced in the Lifestyle! I’m so sorry for coming on so strong!” She turned to her husband. “Isn’t that right, Tyler?”

Tyler shook his head in chagrin. “Yeah, it’s the truth. We really didn’t know you guys were newbie’s.” He held his hands up, palms out. “No disrespect guys. It’s probably better for you to just watch the action and play with each other.”

Dean snorted. “I’m not planning on playing with Jane, let me tell you!”

Donna gave a slight shrug, still smiling. “You really are newbie’s! It’s just a term people here use. You know what we mean, right?” she added, looking to Jane.

“Oh yeah,” Jane said, finding her voice. “I understand.”

“Tyler shook his head again. “We’ve been playing in the Lifestyle for three years,” he elbowed Donna. “And she’s been Hot-wifing for the last year, and we’ve never been this wrong before.” He smiled. “Again, sorry guys… we’ll leave you to it.” He took Donna’s arm.

“Well,” said Dean, “your wife is pretty damn hot.”

Tyler nodded in appreciation. “So’s yours, man. But ‘Hot-wifing’s’ another term.”

“Oh? What’s that mean? I figured out the meaning of ‘Play’…”

“One step at a time,” Donna interjected with a smile. They turned away.

“Wait a second,” Jane asked. “What was it about us that made you think we were more experienced?”

Donna’s face went slack. “That dress! Ohmygod it’s hawt! I’ve never had the guts to wear one like it! That’s why we thought the way we did!”

“Oh.”

Tyler cocked his head. “Look—if you want, why don’t you take a spot next to us? That way you can watch all you want, and get it on with each other when you’re ready?”

Jane looked over to Dean and nodded. “Sure thing, man,” he said. “Sounds good to us.”

Donna and Tyler led the way down the open space between the beds to the far wall. There were two beds beside each other. One of them had four posts, where other white sheets were held back with satin ties. Tyler gestured to that bed. “Take that one. If you get self conscious or anything, just undo the ties and you’ll have some privacy.”

Well, that was thoughtful. Jane scooted onto the queen sized mattress, not stopping until she was in the center. Dean plopped down beside her. He tugged her up until his back was resting against the wall and they cuddled up watching Donna and Tyler.

They stood at the foot of their bed, wrapped in each other’s arms. Tyler lowered his head and began kissing his wife. She opened her mouth, and Jane could see her tongue sliding out, meeting Tyler’s across a small space between their mouths. With languid strokes, their tongues interplayed while their hands began to caress one another.

Jane eyed Donna’s generous hips. She wanted to see what was under the towel. She shifted her gaze over to Tyler. His arousal was already apparent.

Donna’s hands pulled at Tyler’s towel and it fell away. She sunk down to a squat her hands now rubbing across his chest and stomach.

Tyler had a bulbous knob on the end of his cock, the skin of it darkening with desire as his shaft began to stiffen. Donna grasped it in her tiny hand, and holding it up, began to nuzzle into his shaven balls, licking them and brushing her cheek up against them.

Jane heard a sigh from Dean. She turned to him. “You like that, eh?”

“Yeah,” he replied in a low voice. “It’s like she’s paying homage to it or something. At any rate, it’s really hot, yeah.” His hand was on Jane’s ass and he was rubbing her backside with a steady, even pressure.

She always loved having her butt rubbed. She nestled back into his hand and continued to watch.

Donna had put the head of Tyler’s cock in her mouth. Her head bobbed back and forth as her hands rubbed his balls. She tilted her head over to Jane, and when they made eye contact, she bobbed her eyebrows.

“Oh baby, I just need to fuck you,” Tyler said. He bent over and helped Donna to her feet. He stepped behind her and opened up her towel.

Jane tilted her head forward as Tyler let the towel drop to the ground. A sizzling surge of pleasure threaded through her clit, her pussy getting wetter still.

Donna was a true pear shape. She had small breasts relative to the spread of her hips. They were perky though; the nipples tilted upwards belying her own arousal. She had puffy nipples, the engorged flesh of her aeroles made dark cones at the end of her breasts, ending with deep red nubbins, aching to be suckled.

Jane envisioned popping one into her mouth, sucking suck on it. A ‘mmm’ purred in her throat.

“Yeah, her tits are hot,” Dean whispered to her.

When Donna stepped over to the bed, Jane saw a closely trimmed thatch between her legs. Ha! The woman wasn’t a natural blonde! A little catty maybe, but still… girls had to be girls...or do girls or....She trembled with lust.

Donna bent at the waist and shimmied her ass in the air. Tyler stepped behind it and gave it a solid thwack. Jane started at the sound a little, and Tyler smacked it again three more times. Each slap made Donna’s face twinge at the impact, and she moaned a sigh.

Tyler then began to stroke her ass with his hands, going over the spots where he just spanked her. Donna let out a shuddering graon, and he spanked her four more times, harder.

“That’s it babe,” she called over her shoulder. “Spank my sweet ass!” She rotated her hips as he stroked her again, and then kneeled onto the bed, rolling on her back.

She lifted her feet into the air, and both Jane and Dean could see her pussy lips. “Fuck your Donna girl, Ty,” she said. “Give me your cock, babe.”

In a single fluid move Dean was between her legs. He moistened the tip of his shaft against her outer pussy lips.

“I’m so wet, Ty,” Donna said, her voice silky. She grasped at Tyler’s shaft and pulled him up and inside her. “Oh yeah babe! Oh yeah!”

Tyler braced himself over her, and holding himself up by one arm captured her wrists in his other hand, pinning them to the mattress. His hips began to piston in and out of her as he watched her face with intensity. “Your sweet pussy, babe,” he gasped as he thrust up and inside. “I love being in it…”

Donna’s feet wrapped around his waist, and her ass bounced up and down with the motion of his hips.

Jane licked her lips. She had never been pinned by a lover. They weren’t making love, these guys were fucking like animals. The rawness of their passion enflamed her own desires. Keeping her eyes on them, she fumbled with her hand under Dean’s towel until she grasped his own hard shaft.

She rolled onto her side, now holding him behind her.

Dean’s own hand came around her belly, and he began to play with her pussy. The touch of his fingers jolted her again.

“Fuck me while we watch them, babe,” she said over her shoulder.

Dean adjusted himself behind her. She had never been a huge fan of doggy style, but this time it was so hot. She bit her lip as she felt his stiff cock enter her. She was damp, but not fully wet, and the sensation of his thick member stretched her deliciously. He made a couple of half strokes, wetting his shaft on her inner dew, then began to stroke in and out.

“That’s it!” she gasped when his hand returned to her pussy, his fingers whirring on her clit.

Donna had been rocking her head from side to side under Tyler’s assault. Her eyeglasses had stayed put despite the ferocity of their entanglement, her eyes squeezed shut behind them. She gritted her teeth. “Oh baby!” She called out. “Keep going! You’re getting me there!” She suddenly opened her eyes and turned her head. Her mouth slack, she looked right at Jane.

“He’s making me come!” she groaned through clenched teeth. “I’m gonna come!”

Jane clutched at the sheet in her hands as they stared at each other. “Oh God!” she whimpered, feeling the crack in her own voice. “Oh God! Oh shit!” She clenched her eyes tightly as she felt her own climax begin to spill out from her core.

“Open your eyes Jane!” Donna wailed. “Come with meeee!”

Jane’s eyes flew open and the two women fell into one another’s souls as their orgasms swept over them. Groaning and mewling, they gasped at one another across the beds, feeling the deep cocks of their partners impale them.

Dean’s hand clenched on her hip, the pain feeling wonderful. “Gonna come, baby!” he barked out. “Gonna… gonna… aaaahhhh!” His hips ground into her ass as he filled her with his seed.

Tyler’s breath began to heave and gasp as he too reached his climax.

Jane kept her eyes locked with Donna’s as their breathing evened out, and that wonderful, slithery sound of Dean’s cock, now drenched with their mingled juices was music to her ears. She bit her lip again. This was awesome…
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CATCH 22
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THEY HUNG OUT WITH TYLER AND DONNA FOR A WHILE, getting to know them and then headed home.

“Not because of the company,” Jane said as she kissed Donna’s cheek. “It’s just that… well, I think my head’s going to explode. This has been an unbelievable experience for me.”

“For us” Dean added.

Donna smiled. “It was great for us too.”

They exchanged emails and promised to stay in touch and took their leave.

They grabbed a cab out in front of the club. Sitting in the back seat, Jane took Dean’s hand. She was feeling a kind of post coital depression or something. At any rate, she felt a little rocky. She toyed with his fingernail. “Hey…” she said, her voice soft.

“What’s up?” he said.

“Nothin...” She sighed and then clenched his fingers strong enough for Dean to go ‘Ouch!’. “Oops. Sorry.”

“What is it, babe.”

She huffed out a breath of air. “It’s… I don’t know… it was really, really good, you know?”

He put his arm around her. “Yes, yes it was.”

“But…” she waved her fingers in the air. “If it was so good, why do I feel so uneasy right now?”

“Uneasy?”

She nodded. “Well… kind of guilty, to tell you the truth.”

“What?” Dean leaned forward so he could look at her face. “Guilty over what?”

“I just watched people have sex! And they watched me!” She sighed again. “I should feel bad over that, don’t you think?”

“Hmmm… this is really bothering you.”

Jane nodded. “What’s bothering me is that it was so damn hot! That I really, really liked it!”

“I kinda thought it was really, really hot too, y’know.”

She snorted. “But you’re a guy. Girls aren’t supposed to be like that!” She dropped her head and whispered. “Unless they’re sluts or something.”

“I caught that, babe. I don’t think you’re a slut or something. I think I’m the luckiest guy in the world right now.”

“Hmph. You just like the sex.”

“Don’t you?”

She sat there silently for a moment. “Yeah, I did,” she finally said. “But… now what? I mean, where is this going to end?”

“Well, this ride will end when we get back to our place.”

She shook her head. “You know what I mean.”

Dean rubbed her back. “Actually I don’t think you do. I think that you’re trying to figure out what this all means. You’re going through the bullshit women go through all the time that society dumps on you. You think that you have to be either a Madonna or a Harlot. C’mon, Jane, you’ve dealt with that crap for long enough, haven’t you? Why can’t you just let that bullshit go?”

She frowned. He did have a point, and it was one they talked about a few times during their years together. If a woman enjoyed sex ‘too much’ she was slutty. Whorish. But… just who, or what decided how much was too much?

“Here’s the thing…” she stopped.

“Go ahead. I’m all ears.”

“How much is too much sex?” She inhaled a deep breath. “I’m saying this now, because we’re practically back at our place, okay? But I really didn’t want to leave that club when we did.”

“It was your suggestion to head home, hon.”

She nodded. “I know. I said let’s split because that’s what I thought I should say. Not because I really wanted to.”

Dean nodded in the darkness, the lights on the streets flashing over his head. “Okay.” He took her hand gently. “What did you really want to do then?”

“Promise you won’t get mad?”

“Promise.”

“I wanted to fuck Tyler. Then I wanted to make out with Donna. Then I wanted to fuck a black guy I saw on the dance floor. Then I wanted to fuck some other guy I saw there.” Her words came out all on top of each other, she wasn’t sure Dean heard her right.

“Wow…” Dean breathed.

“See? Pretty sick, huh? I had to get out of there!”

“Would I get to watch?”

“What?” She turned to him wild eyed. “You’d want to watch me be that way? Be such a damn pig?”

“That’s not being a pig, babe. That’s being sexy as hell!” He sat back against the seat. “Man… that’s a turn on for sure.”

“Watching me do all that turns you on.”

“Yep.” Dean laughed. “So if you’re some freak, what does that make me?” He tilted his head towards the rear window of the taxi. “We could turn this car around you know.”

She eyed him in silence. What was he up to? No way… no fucking WAY it could be this easy! Her eyes narrowed and she said, “What about you?”

“What about me?”

She tilted her head behind her. “Don’t tell me that you didn’t want to jump Donna.”

He eyed her in silence for a moment. “If I told you I did, would that be a problem for you?”

“I knew it! All you want to do is fuck anyone you can!”

He looked like she slapped him in the face. “Funny, I could have said that about you a minute ago, but I didn’t.”

“Don’t lie. You wanted to!” She was all worked up at him, her breath was coming in rasps and her lips were set in a firm line.

“I didn’t say it to you because I didn’t feel scared about you telling me the truth.” Dean’s mouth was also firm. “I told you that the idea of watching you do other people was hot for me. I didn’t say anything about wanting to do Donna or anyone else back at that club, hon.” He leaned into her. “Because the thought never crossed my mind. Those people are hot, sure; but I get off on you. And if you want to get it on with someone else, the only thing I’d say is ‘go for it, I got your back’.”

Jane folded her arms. “You think I’m a slut.”

“Hell no.” He reached for her. “Jane… baby…I’m your best friend! I’m your cheering section! If you get your cookies, no matter how strange it may seem to you, I’m all for it!”

She sat in silence staring at him. He was telling the truth. “You know, you’re pretty weird, Dean. Other guys would be up in arms all jealous and stuff if their wife just told them what I told you.”

“You didn’t marry other guys, babe. You married me because you know I’m special. And I know you’re special. If you want to have a good time, I’m all for it.”

“Couldn’t you be jealous a little bit?”

He barked a laugh. “Why? And get caught up in some Catch-22? If I love you enough to support your pleasure, it’s because I don’t love you enough?” He shook his head. “Sorry, but no.” He pointed a finger at her. “How about this—if I decide that I don’t want you to do any of this, I tell you, and then we talk about it.”

“If you told me that, we wouldn’t talk about it, I’d just stop.”

“I believe you. So how in the world could I possibly be threatened?”

“You mean all that?”

“Yep.”

“You’re a pretty smart guy Mr. Harris.”

“I have to be to keep up with you, Mrs. Harris.” He held out his arm and they snuggled for the rest of the ride home.
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ARE WE IN TROUBLE?
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THEY HEADED RIGHT TO BED AS SOON AS THEY GOT HOME.  

As she slipped out of her dress, Jane watched Dean mess around with the computer.

“Whatcha’ doing? Checking out porn sites?”

“Nope.” He slipped out of his clothes leaving them in a pile next to the bed and tapped a few keys and scrolled a little. “I’m doing research.”

“Oh? On what?”

“On couples like us.” He kept his yes on the screen as the typed and clicked. “Tyler and Donna used a term that I want to find out about.” He nodded at his screen and turned it to her as she climbed between the sheets. “Read this.”

She looked down at the screen. He had a couple of tabs open, but this one was at a Dictionary website. She scanned the page and gasped.

Hotwife (noun)

A married woman she has sexual relations with other men, with the husbands approval. Usually while the husband watches or joins.

Her eyes flew wide open and she turned to Dean. “Tyler said Donna was a Hotwife!”

Dean nodded. “I wasn’t familiar with the term, so I did what he suggested and Googled it.” He opened another tab. “There’s more. There are websites about this stuff.”

“No way!” She quickly checked out a few sites, her mind totally blown. She turned her head to Dean. “People actually are into this!”

“Yep.” He closed the lid of the machine. “So, you’re far from being a freak, okay? And I got plenty of company in terms of supportive husbands.”

Jane’s hand went to her mouth, covering it. This was un-freaking-real. She kept her eyes lowered. “You would really be turned on watching me fuck another guy,” she said.

“Yeah. The thought of you getting nailed by a guy is hot. You getting all filled with his cum and showing me… what a turn on…” he voice was husky.

“Or a girl? Like if I had done it with Donna?”

“Oh wow…” he took her hand and placed it under the sheet over his cock. “You just picking up a woman, or a guy… and fucking them, or whatever… oh man…” He was hard as rock, despite having a huge orgasm less than an hour ago.

She cuddled down next to him. “Watching me suck a guy’s cock… licking his balls and swallowing his load?” She started stroking him. “What else would you like to see your dirty girl do?”

Dean’s voice was a growl. “Being on top, fucking him while you’re sucking off another guy and I’m fingering your asshole…”

His cock was like steel. She peeled back the sheet and ducking her head licked off the pre-cum that was oozing out. The smell of his cock, with both their juices on it from back at the club was yummy. She raised her head up. “And on the other side of the guy I’m blowing is Donna… and I’m sucking her beautiful titties.” She sighed. “I wanted to do that tonight, you know…”

She turned her head back to his shaft and put her mouth over it. Making wet sloppy noise, she started sucking on him. Her hands and mouth working as one, she teased and coaxed him to higher and higher pleasure.

Dean prodded at her with his hand. “Get up on your knees, baby. I want to play with your titties while you suck me off.”

She rose to her knees and moved around a little. Dean’s hand came between her arms and he grasped and kneaded her boobs one at a time while she sucked him off.

She felt him flinch under her. “Oh yeah, baby!” he gasped. “Suck his cock for me! Oh yeah!”

She replied with a mewl of pleasure, and he began thrusting.

“Oh yeah! Oh shit yessss!” he gasped as his load flowed over her tongue. “Oh baby, oh baby, suck him dry! Get all of it!”

She tilted her head to see Dean’s eyes clenched shut. He was swimming in a fantasy of her blowing a guy. She finished draining him and kissed his cock up and down, massaged his balls and kissed them too, making ‘Mmm’ sounds the whole time.

She scooted under the sheets and cuddled next to him.

“Whatcha’ doin?” he asked. “You haven’t’ gotten off yet.”

She cuddled into him. “I think I’m going to be getting all the orgasms I can stand, babe. Let’s go to sleep.”

***

They woke up at the same time, completely relaxed the next morning.

They wandered down to the kitchen and Jane put on the coffee. Dean moseyed out the back door to the patio. Just as she flicked the coffee maker on, the doorbell chimed. Who the hell would that be? She went to the door, peeked through the peephole to see a FedEx driver standing there. Huh?

She swung open the door and the driver handed her a brown kraft envelope. She signed for it and went back to the kitchen. Dean was waiting for her.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“I don’t know. FedEx just brought it.” She looked at the address. It read: ‘To Our Horny Neighbors Dean and Jane at 47 Farquar Street, Las Vegas’. She gave the envelope a shake. There was a small cylinder in the bottom of the envelope. Uh oh.

She tore it open, and as she suspected, the door viewer thingy she had put in the fence bounced out. Oh shit.

“Busted,” said Dean.

There was also a folded note inside. She pulled out the heavy, linen paper and opened it.

Hi Guys!

We figured out it was you who had been watching us the last few days! When you ran into Mike at Home Depot you told him you were staying at a the Best Western on Redondo. Guess what?

There is no Best Western on Redondo! LOL

Plus, you left the Home Depot bag on your patio! When Mike was stringing up the new lights he saw it over the fence (at the same time he noticed the enclosed spy device).

Now, we’re not angry, okay? WE SHOULD BE! LOL But we’re not! You want to know why?

Because you’re hot!

We’re having a big party tonight, and we’d like you to cum after you arrive.

It starts at 8:00, and Patty really likes Glenfiddich Scotch.

See you there!

Hugs

Mike and Patty

They stared at each other wide eyed.

“Are we in trouble?” Jane asked.

“I don’t think so.” Dean smiled wickedly. “Looks like you’re going to get to wear your dress again!”
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A NEIGHBORLY CHAT
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DEAN, BLESS HIS HEART, was totally stoked about being invited to the party. Jane was a nervous wreck. What in the world would they say to them? How does one ‘do’ one of these… sex parties? It was all well and good to talk about it last night, but now?

She bundled Dean off to run some errands. They needed a bottle of whatever that Scotch was for sure—if not for any other reason to thank Mike and Patty for not calling the cops. She also wanted her dress dry-cleaned. This was Vegas, for heaven’s sake; they had to have real one hour dry cleaners, right?

When Steve took off, she got dressed in her Ninja outfit again.

It was also a running suit. And she went out the front door and walked around the block.

As she drew closer and closer to Mike and Patty’s the flip flops in her stomach became a herd of rampaging elephants. No matter. She had to find out what they were getting themselves into. So, in a way, she was getting more… intelligence. She smiled at that thought.

Her knees were shaking when she walked up the driveway. The Lamborghini was gone, but the old Jeep was parked there. She hoped the sports car belonged to Mike, because she just wanted to talk to Patty anyway. For now, that is.

She rang the doorbell and waited.

It swung open and Patty stood with her hand on the knob. She made a small smile and bade Jane to come inside. Closing the door behind them, she said, “Mike owes me five bucks!”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, he thought you guys would be too embarrassed to show your faces. He figured that you’d lie low and fly out the day after tomorrow. Or…” she giggled. “Or get a real hotel room right away.”

“Do we need to?”

“No. Not at all! The invitation was given in good faith. You guys are okay, you just…” Patty shrugged. “Good thing Mike and I have a strong exhibitionist streak, huh?” When Jane didn’t say anything, Patty asked, “Can I get you a drink?”

“Oh yeah.”

They were seated on the patio with a pair of drinks. Jane was working on a vodka and tonic and Patty had a scotch on the rocks.

“So are you planning on coming tonight, or is this regrets only?” Patty asked.

Jane stared at her glass. “I’m trying to figure out why you’re being so gracious.”

Patty laughed. “Life’s too short, dear.” She waved her hand in the air. “If it really bothered Mike and I, we would have moved the party inside. Lord knows, the house is big enough don’t you think?”

Jane nodded.

“And when we figured out what you guys were doing, we gave our guests a heads up. They thought it was hot, you know.” She cocked her head at Jane. “You didn’t come down last night though.”

“No… we went out.”

“Oh well… there wasn’t much going on here last night anyway. Everyone’s all up for the party tonight.”

“You have a lot of them, huh?”

“Just this week. There’s a Lifestyle convention in town, and it’s a chance for us to meet up with friends we’ve made over the years.”

“What? People have sex conventions?”

“Hey! It’s Vegas!” Patty laughed.

“Vegas indeed…” Jane took a sip of her drink. “Coming here has changed my marriage, let me tell you.”

“For the better, I hope.”

“Oh yeah. From the first night when we watched you guys…” she shook her head. “It’s like I’m taking horny pills or something!”

Patty laughed lightly. “I totally understand. When Mike and I first checked this scene out I was completely on fire.” She looked down at her glass. “My youngest had just moved away to start college, and the empty nest syndrome was hard for me to take.” She shrugged and smiled. “Mike knew he had to do something drastic, and took me to a place downtown. It’s still there, you ought to give it a whirl with your husband.”

Jane shook her head slowly in disbelief. “You mean Café Desire don’t you?”

Patty’s head shot up. “Yes!”

“We were there last night…”

Patty leaned forward. “Well…?”

Jane looked away for a moment and took a deep breath. “Well…” she turned her head back to Patty. “It was awesome! We met a couple who thought we were experienced Swingers and they came onto us pretty strong. By the time the night was over, we were fucking side by side.” When she recalled the look in Donna’s eyes as both of them climaxed, her belly started warming. She made a slight laugh. “Just thinking about last night gets me going.”

“I understand.” Patty leaned back in her seat. “How secure do you feel with your husband? How… ‘safe’ are you with him over all this?”

“Totally. I was a nervous at first, but yeah… he’s got my back.”

“Good. That’s important. In this thing we do, it’s pretty much the woman who’s in the driver’s seat.”

“Real female empowerment, huh?”

“I’m not going to get all feminist and political, love. But the reality is, if I’m happy and excited, Mike’s over the moon too.” She nodded to herself. “So yes, he does treat me with a deeper level of consideration… respect… and affection than he did before we went down this path.”

“Really?”

“Yep. You’d be best off setting some ground rules as soon as you can.”

“Oh? Such as?”

“Well, for example—I don’t play with anyone without Mike’s full knowledge and consent. And the same goes for him. Although he doesn’t do much playing with others anyway. He gets a charge out of me Hotwifing.”

“I’ve only heard that term the other night.” Jane leaned in. “You really do that? Fuck other men, just like that?”

“Well, not,” she snapped her fingers, “quite like that… but if I meet a guy and we click, I just let Mike know and the three of us get together.”

“The three of you.” Jane couldn’t keep the shock out of her voice.

“Yeah. Mike really, really likes to watch me.” Patty twirled a lock of her long wavy brown hair in her fingers. “It’s the only way it works for us. He brings me to my ‘date’ stays with me the whole time, and takes me back home.” She burst out laughing. “One time, my ‘date’ sent him flowers!”

“Does he ever join in the fun?”

“Oh yeah; but you see, we get all clear on that at the beginning.”

Jane wondered what Dean was going to think of that sort of arrangement.

They talked about other sorts of guidelines that Patty and Mike used before Jane headed home. She wanted to be there when Dean got back.

They had a lot to talk about before the party.
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SHARING IS CARING
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THAT EVENING JANE AND DEAN WALKED over to Patty and Mike’s place again.

She wasn’t scared at all. She was just excited. As they stepped up the street to their destination, she realized that she felt in a very similar way to how she felt the first time she flew in an airplane. She was only nine, and her family was going to Disney World. Back then she was raring to go. Not afraid of flying at all, just excited about the adventure she was embarking on.

It was that same kind of excitement she felt as they turned up the driveway. She was going on an adventure!

From her chat with Patty, and then a heart to heart with Dean that lasted all of thirty minutes, she had no feelings of pain, nor fear and definitely not guilt. She was going to have fun!

Even so, she held Dean’s hand tight as he rang the doorbell.

“I really love you, babe,” she said.

He pulled her to him. “I love you too. Let’s have a night to remember, whaddaya say?”

The front door swung open and Mike and Patty were standing there with wide smiles. Mike made a ritual of pulling a five dollar bill out of the breast pocket of his golf shirt and passed it to Patty who tucked it in her bra like a Madame at a saloon in the old west.

Dean held up the bottle of Glenfiddich. “I hope this takes the sting out of you losing your bet, Mike,” he said with a chuckle. Mike took the bottle and the men shook hands while the women hugged hellos.

Dean’s head swiveled as he took in the cavernous open concept living area they entered. Like the place they were staying at, it was a one story affair. The front door led into a spacious living room with cathedral ceilings. Sofas and love seats were scattered about. Its southwestern décor gave the place a feel of a successful cattleman’s club than someone’s home. Music provided a background from concealed speakers.

They crossed over the living room area to the dining section and kitchen. Beyond those areas, the entire back wall of the house was glass. Two of the back panes had been pulled aside creating a seamless connection to the backyard. Jane figured that mosquitoes weren’t a big problem in the desert air of Vegas.

What little she and Dean had been able to see from their spy hole didn’t do justice to the place. The rear of the house opened up to a flagstone patio that had several sets of patio furniture scattered throughout. Halfway down the length was the eight person hot tub, already occupied by what Jane assumed were naked bathers. Past the patio was an in-ground swimming pool with a waterfall at the opposite end.

The same sultry music that had been playing inside also filled the air in the back.

Jane did a head count unconsciously. Her years of working in a restaurant enabled her to add up a group of people at a glance. Beside them and their hosts, there was another even dozen guests present. Patty made introductions, but Jane had a hard time keeping names straight.

“I’ll be back in a minute,” Patty said. “I just need to get some items from the kitchen. The hors d'oeuvres are running low.”

“Need any help?” Jane asked her.

“Not at all! I had tonight catered, so it’s just a matter of pulling trays from the fridge. But later on, when I put out the hot food, maybe you could give me a hand with the chafing dishes?”

“Sure. My pleasure.”

“You’re a love. I’ll be back in a jiff.”

Dean had gone to the bar, manned by Mike, for a couple of drinks. Jane turned around and watched the crowd. Bingo! She smiled to herself when she saw the fellow Ed from their first night of Peeping Tommery. He was getting out of the hot tub, and just as she suspected, it was a naked hot tub.

They made eye contact from across the patio as he dried off. He smiled at her, his pale grey eyes almost twinkling under the party lights Mike had strung.

What the hell; she was going to dive right in. Standing there watching him, her tongue slowly traced her lower lip as she dropped her gaze to his crotch.

Not to be outdone, Ed kept his eyes on her as he fondled and patted his cock with the towel. He then snapped the towel open and wrapped it around his waist as he crossed over to her.

“Hi… Jane, isn’t it?” holding out his hand.

“You’re Ed, right?” she said as they shook hands. His hand was a little soft from being in the water, but his grip was firm and calloused. She decided to push the issue a tad, and didn’t let go after shaking his hand.

Ed, smooth as silk, held on to her right back and then covered their joined hands with his free one. “How long have you been in Vegas?” he asked.

She nodded at Dean who was returning with their drinks. “We’re just here for the week, we’re leaving soon.”

“Are you here for the Lifestyle convention at the Mirage?”

“No… the Restaurant Expo.”

“Oh! A business trip.”

She rubbed her thumb between their hands. “I’m done with work… it’s time to mix some pleasure in, don’t you think?”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” Dean said as he arrived. He handed her drink to her and introduced himself to Ed. “Where’s your lady?” he asked.

Ed pointed with his chin back at the hot tub. “Tina’s still over there. She’s with Bob and Carol. They brought a wireless, waterproof vibrator… and well…”

Jane and Dean followed his gaze to see the same lithe woman they had seen here a few days ago moaning and thrashing in the hot tub as another couple stroked her back and nuzzled her neck. Jane saw Dean’s mouth hang open for a split second before he got his ‘cool’ back and brought it closed. Oh yeah, definitely not Kansas, Toto.

Still holding Ed’s hand, she sidled beside Dean. “Oh babe, that’s hot,” she said.

“Oh yeah.”

“You’re hot, Jane,” Ed said. “That dress is awesome.”

“Why this ol’ thing?” she said, and they all had a light laugh.

“What’s under it, is even more awesome,” Dean added.

“Mmm…” Ed murmured. “Well, it does give one a good idea,” said, his eyes drinking her in.

Jane watched his face as he ogled her. She swayed her hips a little as he did. All her life, when a guy would check her out, she had always gotten a case of the shy’s. But now, feeling the desire in Ed’s hand, and watching his face, she felt nothing but complimented. “I’m happy you like what you see, Ed,” she said. “I saw you get out of the hot tub and I enjoyed my view.”

“Whaat… this ol thing?” he said with a smile tilting his head down at the towel. “I just borrowed it for tonight!”

She saw just a flicker of a shadow on the towel and knew he was getting turned on. “Hold this for me, honey?” she said as she passed her drink to Dean. “I think poor Ed’s clothes are too tight.” With her hand now free, she loosened his towel and let it float to the ground.

She kept her head tilted down and looked up with her eyes innocently. “I hope I’m not being too forward.”

“Well, now that you opened it, what are you going to do with it, Jane?” he replied.

She reached down and began to stroke his already stiffening cock. “I want you to come in my mouth.” She heard Dean’s breath inhale sharply. “I want to suck you off and taste your cum.” She traced her fingers all around Ed’s shaft, and began to softly rub his shaven balls.

“That works for me, sugar,” he said. He broke their grip and put his hands around her face as he bent over and began to kiss her.

Jane opened her mouth as he lowered his own to hers. There wasn’t going to be any dawdling on her part. Ed’s tongue slipped between her lips and began to stroke her mouth, and then her lips. She kept toying with his shaft, feeling him stiffen even more. She let out a soft moan when his hand went inside the top of her dress and started massaging her boob. His fingers, now dry, felt rough; he must work with his hands.

Her mind whirled as she felt his tongue and hands laying claim to her flesh. Her husband was standing right beside her as she started foreplay with a man she just met! It was the first time in more years than she could count right then that any man other than Dean had done more than shake her hand!

She broke the kiss and keeping her eyes closed, groaned ‘Oh yesss…” She turned her head back up towards Ed and his mouth covered hers again.

As his cock became fully erect, she felt her nipple tingle under Ed’s strong fingers. Just it being different was enflaming in and of itself.

Ed pulled his hand out from under her bodice and began rubbing her stomach. Lower and lower it travelled, making small circles along the way until it got to the hem of her skirt. Without any pause, he lifted it, and began to rub her pussy through the micro-thin lacy fabric of her panties.

With a fingernail, he flicked the top of her pussy, right across her clit. She let out a gasp.

She felt the edge of a chair behind her knees.

“Sit down, hon,” Dean’s voice in her ear.

She lowered herself to the chair, and Ed broke the kiss and stood straight.

His cock was right in front of her. She held it out and licked her lips. She glanced up at Dean, and held his gaze as she took another man’s shaft in her hungry mouth. Dean’s mouth went slack as he watched her suck on the knob of Ed’s shaft.

Ed had a drizzly cock; pre-cum was already leaking out from their moments of foreplay. She sucked on the slit at the end and rolled his semen over her tongue.

Definitely coconuts. She made a yumming sound before looking up at him. Taking his shaft from her mouth, she said to him, “Your cum tastes awesome.”

“Your mouth feels awesome,” he replied, stroking her hair. “I love your hair, by the way.” He grasped it gently, running his fingers through her curls.

She was perched on the edge of the patio chair, her legs spread wide for balance and began to stroke her mouth up and down over Ed’s cock. She held her hand against her lips, covering his shaft as she blew him.

He began to murmur and make soft groans almost immediately. His hips made small movements into her as she sat before him, stroking and pleasuring him with her mouth.

She twitched at the sensation of a hand stroking her thighs. Opening her eyes she saw Dean squatting next to her, as he began to rub the soft pale flesh of her inner thighs, right up to the edge of her panties. He had the skirt of her dress peeled back.

The sensation of Dean’s fingers now playing with her pussy, whirring over her clit drove her on. Slurping and pulling on Ed’s cock, her own small moans of pleasure mingled with Ed’s own grunts and growls as she brought him closer and closer to the edge.

She pulled her mouth off his shaft, and while still jerking him, she looked up into his eyes. “Oh god, you have such a beautiful cock, Ed. I love sucking it!” her voice was dusky with desire. “Come in my mouth babe. I’ll swallow all of it!”

Ed let out a rumbling groan as he clasped his hands atop her head. She slid her mouth back on him and her hand even tighter, stroked and pleasured his shaft.

Because it was shorter than average, she was able to fit it all in her mouth. ‘I’m going to deep throat him while he comes!’ she thought to herself.

“Oh yeah, baby! Oh yeah!” Ed groaned.

He didn’t shoot a load. Instead it just flowed from his shaft a thick, wet stream that rolled over her tongue. She started swallowing, feeling it go down her throat.

She just sucked another man off! The realization was its own erotic reward. Her core began to radiate outward, spreading up her chest and down her legs; a delicious, tingly sensation. With increased relish, she made sucking sounds with her mouth as her cheeks brought as much of his semen from him and into her as she could manage.

Dean’s voice oozed in her ear. “Oh that’s so fucking sexy, babe!” he said, a tone of awe and wonder coating his words. “You’re so hot!”

His hand was still stroking her, and the sense of wickedness of swallowing Ed’s load, with her husband watching set off her own orgasm. She started to tremble and groan as the warmth in her core exploded out while she sucked noisily on Ed’s cock, getting every last, full drop.

Spent, she fell back onto the seat. Dean’s hand on her crotch went still, thank goodness. She panted and gasped, her eyes shut tight.

“That. Was. Awesome!” Ed said.

She opened her eyes to see a small group standing around her. Patty started to clap, and the rest joined in. Awww.

She stood and held the edges of her dress and did a curtsy. She then took Ed’s hand and Dean’s hand in her own.

“Take a bow boys!” she said, and they did, everyone laughed lightly.

A naked slender woman detached herself from the group as it broke up and marched up to Jane. She remembered her from that first night of them spying. “You just sucked my husband’s cock!” Tina said with a glint in her eye, smiling through her faux outrage.

“Did not! He fucked my mouth!” she replied. Everyone laughed again.

She turned to Dean. “I really, really need that drink now,” she said.

“You earned it.” He handed her the glass and kissed her lips. He held the kiss, and his tongue swept into her mouth.

He broke the kiss. “Hmmm… it does taste like coconut!” he said.

Jane was flummoxed. “You just tasted his cum!” she said in a shocked whisper.

He nodded. “Sharing is caring!”
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WONDERFUL
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JANE SAT ALONE WITH DEAN SHARING A DRINK. They were silent for a few minutes, taking in the tectonic change that just happened in their marriage.

It would never, ever be the same between them again.

She was watching Dean watching her. She didn’t see any sign of anything wrong, but she also didn’t see him all excited. Like her, she supposed, he also realized that this just opened up a new chapter in their life.

“Are you okay?” she said.

“Oh yeah… I’m just in a state of awe that we did this.”

They stayed silent for a moment. “Me too,” she said finally. “Me too.”

“I think it’s great,” he said. “Honestly I do. It was so hot while it was going on. I mean, I knew that it was going to be hot and shit… but I wasn’t prepared for how mind bending it was going to be for me.”

Jane nodded. He had a point. Knowing about something and then experiencing it for real were two different things.

“So you’re cool with this then?” she said.

“Yeah, I am. You?”

“Yeah.” She grinned. “I wanna do it again!” She held up her hand. “Just give me a minute to collect myself though.”

Dean gestured over her shoulder. “Plenty of fun poolside too, huh?”

She turned around. Oh yeah. A man and woman were sitting on the edge of the pool, their feet dangling in. Standing in the pool before them was another couple. The seated man was being given a blow job by the brunette in the pool, and the seated woman was being licked and fingered by an overweight bald man with an earring. Both of the people being pleasured were leaning back on their arms, eyes closed with a look of bliss.

“Fancy meeting you here!” Jane and Dean whipped their heads back around.

Tyler and Donna stood before them, holding hands, with huge grins on their faces. Jane and Dean were shocked.

Donna was wearing a red knit miniskirt and a see though top. Jane’s eyes fixated on her breasts for a moment before looking to her husband. Tyler, like Dean was in a golf shirt and khakis.

“Whazzamadda, cat got your tongue?” Donna said.

“Ohmygod!” Jane jumped out of her chair and hugged Donna, then Tyler. This was too good to be true.

Donna laid her hands on Jane’s waist. “I can’t believe you’re at this party,” she said.

Jane made a cheese grin “We’re staying in the house next door… and over the last week we saw what goes on here.” She waved her arm around. “To tell the truth, Patty and Mike’s ‘soirees’ are what caused us to wind up at Café Desire.” She felt Donna’s hands squeezing the flesh of her waist. It sent a shiver down her spine.

“So…” Donna said, her eyes going up and down Jane’s figure like a paintbrush, “you’re going to watch some more? Or are you…?”

“I’m going to…” She stepped into Donna and whispered in her ear. “I just blew and swallowed a guy while Dean played with my pussy. I’d like to find out what pussy tastes like.” She grasped the side of Donna’s face. “Your pussy…” she breathed before kissing her.

Their tongues wiped over one another like wet silk. Jane’s hands rose and she began to massage Donna’s tits through the sheer fabric of her top. She could just about fit the woman’s smaller breast in her hand. The barrier of the fabric made the experience more alluring. She was feeling Donna up, but not completely.

Donna’s hands began caressing Jane’s thick waist, cupping her flesh and rolling over it, up to her side. Their mouths still one with each other, Donna’s hands dropped down across her hip. She began stroking up and down in long arcs over it, from her waist down to the hem of her dress. When Donna’s fingers tucked themselves underneath, she let out a sigh. She felt the palms and fingers of the woman’s hands start to caress smoothly over the globes of her ass. Up and down, her cool hands began to warm her flesh.

Donna broke the kiss and dropped her head, sucking on that sweet spot where Jane’s neck reached her shoulder. Her knees quaked at the touch of the woman’s lips. No woman had ever done that to her before. Like a vampire’s willing victim, Jane rolled her head to the side, opening more of her flesh to the woman’s attention.

She caught the glint in Dean’s eyes. “Oh god, babe,” she gasped, “I love it!” She watched as the men turned and walked over to an oversized lounge chair. They lifted it and brought it back by the table, clearing a space and set it down.

The woman released each other and with the grace of two cats, reclined onto the wooden framed chaise.

Jane rolled above Donna and began to fumble with the buttons on her blouse, her fingers trembling.

Donna covered her hands with her own. “First time with a girl?” Jane nodded, feeling a blush rise up her neck. “In that case, let me lead on this dance, okay?”

“Okay…”

Donna moved Jane’s fingers away and had her blouse open in no time. She squeezed her titties, cupping them in her hands. Her areoles were dark red cones, topped by nipples the width of a cigarette butt, and almost a half inch long. Jane lifted her hand and stroked the top of Donna’s breast. The skin around her nipples was smooth and tight, unlike the pebbled surface of her own.

“Do you want to suck my titties, baby?” Donna said, holding them up and out in offering. “Go ahead.”

Jane dropped her head and took the flesh in her mouth. Her lips slid over the nipple as far as she could, taking in all of the darkened flesh of her breast. She smelled the floral hint of Donna’s perfume, but under it a salty tang of perspiration.

“That’s nice, Jane… now suck in and out as if it was a cock…”

Jane complied. She moved her mouth back and off Donna’s breast and back on again, her mouth leaving a wet sheen on the woman’s skin. Up and down, first one, then the other, she sucked and lightly chewed another woman’s boob for the first time. Oh god, it was heavenly… Listening to the soft sighs from Donna told her she was pleasuring her; but all she was doing was what she would want to be done to herself. She hoped Dean was enjoying her performance as much as she was enjoying giving it.

She stopped her affections on Donna’s titties and turned her head to her husband. Dean’s eyes were shining and his hand was massaging his crotch. She bit her lip a tiny bit, smiling. By watching and reveling in her making love to Donna, she and Dean were reaching a deeper connection between them. She blew a small kiss to him and dropped her head back down.

Donna pushed her back. “Let’s get out of these outfits before we ruin them,” she said, nudging Jane to a seated position. “Let me take off your dress.”

Jane pulled the skirt up so it was bunched over her lap and Donna lifted it off. Unconsciously, almost by themselves, her hands rose to cover her breasts.

“Uh, uh uh, darlin’,” Donna said. “You got ‘em, so flaunt ‘em.” She lowered Jane’s crossed arms. All she had on now were her sheer panties and heels. She toed off her shoes. What the hell, in for a penny in for a pound. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic and her panties were off.

She looked around the patio. Not only was she far from the only woman naked, she was also far from the heaviest. There was a woman in her late forties at the pool chatting with some people who had a pouch and stretch marks at her waist. Another woman getting out of the hot tub had dimples in her thighs from cellulite. Their nonchalance about their appearance instantly made Jane more comfortable about her own.

She looked up at Donna who had stood beside the chaise. Her blouse was already shrugged off and she undid the zipper on the side of her skirt and let it fall. Stepping out of her sandals, she climbed back next to Jane. Kneeling on all fours, she asked, “Now where were we?” as her hand rose to cup Jane’s bosom.

“My turn,” Jane said smiling as she guided Donna onto her back. Donna lay before her, her legs slowly scissoring open against each other’s, their eyes intent on each other.

Jane reached out and began to stroke Donna’s thigh. It was soft and warm to the touch. Her skin was as smooth as water. She watched as Donna’s knees spread open. Her thighs parted and Jane realized this was the first time she ever gazed at another woman’s pussy. Her tummy fluttered, spiking deep to her clit.

She lowered herself so her head was between Donna’s knees.

“Eat me out the way you like it, babe,” Donna said.

Her hands were still stroking Donna’s thighs. She watched her hand wordlessly, in a state of wonder at what she was about to do as it traced a path up her thigh and across her tummy. She chewed on her lip as she began to gently stroke the naked mons before her. She was really doing this!

Donna had gone completely still. She glanced up into her eyes, and saw her smile faintly. She dropped her gaze back down and eased herself further up the cushions. Her fingers began to stroke the furrow of the outer lips. She felt a sheen of dampness, and pressed in deeper, her fingers now between her lips.

Donna let out a sigh, and Jane began moving her fingers up and down. She felt the thick pebble at the top of her pussy and traced small circles over it, off to the side a little. She liked her own clit stroked off center, not directly on top. The pulse of Donna’s hips told her they had that in common.

She lowered her head. She placed her mouth over the spot where her fingers had been. ‘Doesn’t count until I lick,’ she thought to herself. She inhaled through her nose. The sweet and delicate scent of Donna’s perfume rose up, but under it was a tangy aroma. ‘Her pussy scent’ Jane thought. ‘I’m inhaling her pussy!’

She held her hands on each of Donna’s thighs and slithered her tongue out. She caressed her pussy with her tongue, tasting the scent and feeling the dampness of her nectar. She inhaled through her mouth and pushed her tongue deeper up inside.

She felt Donna softly lurch from side to side. “Oh yeah, baby,” her voice oozed into her ears. “Eat my wet pussy…”

Jane’s hands left her thighs and she spread the dark, slick pussy lips open wider. She looked at the pink furrows of flesh and with a series of wide strokes with her wet tongue ran up and down the length of it. She was greedy for Donna’s taste now, hungry for it. She made a shape with her lips like they were holding a straw and put it over her opening. She inhaled gently though her mouth, feeling more of Donna’s ambrosia enter her mouth. Donna squirmed and made a small gasp.

It was tangy and sensual rolling over her tongue. She repeated her sucking and then lifted her tongue to her clit.

She cocked her head off to the side and began flicking her tongue like the wings of a hummingbird over the outside edge of her clit.

Donna’s hands cradled and stroked the top of her head. “Oh yes, baby, that’s perfect…” she purred. “Just. Like. That!”

Donna’s hips wiggled and shuddered. They were pulsing now, her pussy making small short thrusts against her mouth. She kept it up and then slid two fingers up inside, rolling them to find the soft area of her G-spot.

“Yeah!” Donna hissed. “That’s it! Right there! Don’t stop!”

Jane kept her mouth on top of her clitty while she twisted and stroked the inside of Donna’s love hole. She felt another flow of dampness, followed by a louder grunt from above. She kept at it, finding the rhythm, until she had Donna jerking and huffing under her lurid assault.

“Hell yeah, baby! Gonna make meeeeee….” Donna’s voice collapsed into a series of snarling barks as her body trembled and bounced on the cushions.

Jane’s hand and mouth were soaked with her juices. She kept going until Donna pressed sharply on her scalp. Knowing too much is no good, she went completely still, giving the woman a chance to come back to earth.

“Hell yeah, hell yeah, hell yeahhhhh…” Donna said, her voice a litany. Her hand went from being clamped on Jane’s head to softly stroking.

Jane lifted her shoulders and snaked up and over her lover. The two women kissed again; with a sense of sweet tenderness she had never experienced before. They broke the kiss and relaxed in each other’s arms, softly stroking one another’s body.

It was wonderful.
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THEY’RE CALLING OUR FLIGHT
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TWO DAYS LATER Jane and Dean were sitting at the gate waiting for their flight home to be called.

The rest of the party was fun, but it was her encounters with Ed and then Donna that stayed with her.

“Glad to be heading back to the grind?” Dean asked. They were holding hands.

She nodded. “Yeah, but I’m going to shorten up my hours,” she said.

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I want to be around more with you in the evenings during the week.” She held up her hands. “I’m still going to have to be there during the really busy nights, sure. But Tony’s coming along well, and I’m going to start putting more responsibility on him. He can handle it.”

Dean snorted. “Sort of how Carl treated you. Once you proved yourself, he was able to start stepping back.”

“Yeah. It’s not like I’m planning on retiring…but there’s more to life than work.” She stroked the top of Dean’s hand with her other hand. “I’m thinking of taking up a hobby…”

“Really.” Dean tilted his head watching her from the corner of his eye. “Needlepoint, I guess, huh?”

“Nope.”

“Ceramics?”

“Uh-uh.” She gripped his hand tighter. “I’d like to work this out of my system, I guess.” She patted his hand, still looking down at it.

“You mean sex with other people.” When she nodded, he said, “Well… I looked online and there’s a couple of clubs in our general area.”

“That’s nice. Those will be fine for when we decide to go dancing and stuff…”

“But you want to do other stuff.” When she nodded again, he asked “Like what?” He covered his hand with hers. “You want to try some fantasies, don’t you.” It wasn’t a question, it was him demonstrating how well he knew her.

And how much he loved her. There wasn’t a whit of neither judgment nor apprehension in his voice. It was the same tone as him asking if she wanted the chicken or beef as an entrée.

She nodded smiling.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know…” she rose her head and pointed with her chin to a lounge near their seating area. “Something like going into a bar, getting picked up and getting on with a guy,” she snapped her fingers, “like that.”

“Sounds hot to me.”

“Or maybe going on a beach holiday and getting it on with the pool boy at the resort.”

“I like it.”

She turned to him. “Or getting on a flight and jerking off the guy in the seat beside me.”

“We’re in a row of three you know.”

Her eyes were bright looking at him. “I know.”

The loudspeaker blared announcing boarding.

Dean stood and took her hand. “They’re calling our flight.”
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THE FRIENDLY SKIES
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RICHIE MAVEN FLOPPED INTO A VACANT CHAIR in the waiting area for his flight back to Chicago. It was such a waste of time and money coming to Vegas. He really thought that his talent for numbers was going to pay off big time. Ha! Just when his streak started at the Blackjack table, two gorillas politely asked him to join them in a ‘quiet talk’. An hour later he was ushered out of the casino, barred from playing anywhere in the State of Nevada.

What. A. Bust.

At least those bastards let him keep the winnings he had piled up at the table. But after expenses he was coming back home just $200.00 richer than when he left.

He had counted on a few thousand. At least a few thousand. Damn.

He let out a sigh, running his hand through his hair. He should have taken those clowns on right there at the table.

Yeah, right. Even in suits, he knew, he just knew that those guys would be quick like cats if he tried anything. And who was he kidding? He hadn’t been in a fight since grade school, and Moe kicked his ass but good that time. He shrugged in resignation. Who was he trying to kid? At 6’2” and only a hundred and fifty pounds he wasn’t going to be much of a challenge to any bouncer. Being a skinny guy wasn’t any blessing, that was for sure.

“Some graduation present,” he muttered to himself as he rummaged through his knapsack for his tablet. Sure, he had a job lined up—every other student in his program had their jobs nailed down by the start of the final semester; Geological Engineering was a big deal right now with all the fracking going on. When Mom and Dad asked him what he wanted to celebrate getting his engineering degree, he told them that he wanted a solo few days in Vegas. He figured he could card count a few grand, if not more, and maybe do it professionally. But his trial run was a total bust. Damn.

What a loser. He was in Vegas for three days and couldn’t even get laid. He dropped his head to his tablet and opened the latest Jack Reacher eBook.

BAM! The shot to the side of his head almost knocked him out of his seat. He gave it a shake to clear the stars and looked up.

“Ohmygod I’m sooo sorry!” she said.

He blinked. A woman in her 30’s wearing a sundress was squatting down in front of him wide eyed. “My purse slipped from my shoulder; are you okay?” She had eyes as big as Bambi’s, all doe shaped and a light green. Her Cupid ’s bow mouth was pursed in concern.

“Uhhh…” was all he could croak out when his eyes dropped down to the swell of her titties. They were practically falling out the elastic top of her sundress. He stared at the double nipple shot pressing through the yellow cotton fabric.

She put her hand against the side of his face. “Hey…” she said softly. “You alright?” Richie lifted his eyes again. There was some half bald guy with glasses standing behind her silently watching. He was beefier than Richie, as well as pushing 40.

He rubbed the side of his head. “Yeah, I’m okay, lady. More surprised than hurt.” He couldn’t help himself; his eyes dropped again. What a magnificent rack… He lifted his head to stare at the lucky son of a bitch who gets to play with them.

The older guy held his hands out. “Sorry, man; sometimes Jane is in too much of a hurry.”

Richie looked from the guy back to the woman. She put her hands on the armrest of his seat to haul herself up and he saw the wedding ring. She brushed her curly red hair back over her shoulders and said, “I’m really sorry.”

Richie waved her off. “I’m good. I’m glad it wasn’t a computer case.” He stole another glance at the nipple shots. Oh dear lord he loved nipples pushing through fabric like that.

“Okay then,” she said. He lifted his eyes to hers. The sly smile she gave him telegraphed that she knew he had been checking her out! She gave him another smile, and slowly blinked. Or was that a wink? “Have a good flight,” she said and turned. She took the arm of the guy who was with her and they wandered away to find a pair of seats.

Her sundress ended three, maybe even four inches above her knees. He watched the sway of the skirt swish back and forth with each step she took. She looked as scrumptious from the back as she had from the front. The red pumps she was wearing put everything in the right place at exactly the right time; the swell of her hips made the fabric tight with each forward stride. She had muscular calves that led up to a healthy set of pale, almost blue white thighs. The curls of her flowing bright red hair bounced gently with each step.

She was a pale version of Mariah Carey with red hair. Richie fell in lust, his hand grazed over his crotch under his tablet as he watched them find a pair of seats. They sat in a row with their backs to him, their heads almost touching as they talked.

An attendant got on the public address system and began the boarding process. When they announced the range of rows for his seat, Richie smiled. The redhead and her husband they stood up at the same time. Cool. He would get to walk behind that bodacious body one more time.

He made his way down to his row. It was going to be a three across. When he got to his seat he saw the guy from the waiting area again. The fella looked up and made a wry smile.

“Hey, it’s the man my wife assaulted,” he said.

Richie shrugged. “More of a love tap.” He looked at his ticket. “I guess I have the center seat, huh?”

“I’d be more than happy to switch with you.” He turned at the voice behind him. “Oh, I’m Jane, by the way, and this is my husband Dean.” She nodded down to her husband. “He prefers aisle seats so he can stretch his legs out a little. They put me on the window seat, but I’m happy to sit between you guys.”

“You’re sure?” This was great. He always loved the window seat on a plane.

“No problem at all!”

He eased himself through. “Oh, I’m Richie,” he said as he sat down.

“Nice to make your acquaintance,” Dean said. The two guys shook as Jane reached up into the overhead compartment.

“Damn…” she said, struggling with some stuff.

Richie’s heart stopped. Her skirt had hitched up in the front somehow. As she pushed and prodded at whatever was above her, he saw the hem of her skirt rise up past her crotch. Holy shit! She wasn’t wearing any underwear! A fine down of red hair lined the top of her pussy, but he could clearly see that rich pink rosebud of an inner lip peek out. His eyes almost fell out of his skull and he felt his mouth drop.

“Oops,” Dean said. He reached over and with a snappy sort of tug, brought the hem of her skirt back to a normal position.

Richie sat back into his seat and turned to look out the window before the guy caught him. Nipple shot and now pussy peek? Well at least this trip was ending on a positive note. He loved stuff like that!

He watched the tarmac below ease by as the plane rolled out onto the runway. He loved the take off part of a flight the best. That moment when they’re hurtling down the runway and then poof, the ground starts falling away. Four hours from now and he’d be home.

When the plane broke though the cloud cover and reached cruising altitude, he sat back from the window. Jane and Dean were talking together in low tones. While her head was turned away, he feasted his eyes on her legs again. As most natural redheads were, he skin was milk white. He bet she sunburned pretty damn easily. He looked from the hem of her dress down across her thighs to her knees, drinking in her smooth skin. He could see a blue vein ripple across the inside of one thigh, her skin was so translucent.

She wasn’t head turning hot, but she definitely had something about her. ‘Yeah going Commando always gives a woman a leg up!’ He smiled to himself at the thought as he reached for his knapsack to get his tablet out.

Jane reached up and pressed the call button for the flight attendant. When he came she asked for a blanket. “The air in here’s a lot cooler than I expected,” she said with a sweet smile. The attendant nodded, and was back in no time with a thin blue blanket that she spread over her lap.

Richie felt a little disappointed, but what the hell. Jane hadn’t been lying; he saw the goose bumps on her thighs.

When they were about 45 minutes out from Chicago, she tapped his arm.

He turned and she was looking at him with her big green eyes. “My husband and I would like to watch a movie on his laptop, but we’re worried it might disturb you,” she said, ducking her head and looking up at him. 

“Oh? What movie?” The one on the flight was pretty lame. Waitaminnit. “We’re going to be landing pretty soon, you know,” he said. “Will you have time to finish it?”

She ducked her head from side to side. “Well… I think so…” She then chewed her lower lip for a second. “I mean… it’s not a ‘movie’ movie. It’s a video actually. Sort of like a YouTube thing.” She put up her hand. “We’ll keep the sound way down… but…” her voice trailed off and her eyes glanced away.

Richie was confused. “I… I don’t understand.” He was curious as hell. This was a little weird.

Jane kept her eyes averted. She took a breath and huffed it out before turning her gaze back at Richie. “Well, it’s an ‘Adult’ movie. My husband downloaded it from a friend before we left for the airport. He told me it looked really good and I’m dying to see it.”

Richie’s mouth opened and closed twice before he was able to get any words out. Finally he found his voice. “Porn? You want to sit next to me and watch porn?”

She made a wan smile and nodded slightly. “Erm… you can watch too if you want…?”

Richie’s voice decided that it needed to go someplace else at that moment. He gestured with his hands out palms up. “Erk… ack…” finally he croaked “be my guest!”

Jane’s whole face squinched in delight as her shoulders flared up and down. “Thanks a lot! I’m so glad!” She turned back to Dean who had been watching in silence. “Roll the video, babe,” she said, as she dropped the seat tray in front of her. “We can put it up here and all watch it.”

They were in the last row of the plane. The bathrooms were on the other side. The meal/snack trolley had already been by. Because of the layout of the aircraft, instead of there being a row on the other side of the aisle, the space was filled by the walls of the lavatories. It was about as private a spot on the flight you could get.

Dean already had the movie cued up, so when he put his laptop in front of Jane, all he had to do was click on the trackpad and the film started rolling.

Jane scootched herself in her seat and pulled the blanket up a little. When the video started, she let out a little ‘Oooh!’ and pointed at the screen.

On the screen a woman in her 40’s was sucking a guy off while she was being done doggy style. The camera was a little jittery.

“Home made porn, huh?” Richie said.

“Yeah,” Dean replied, keeping his voice low. “Friends of ours gave it to us as a going away present. It was filmed last night and they emailed the link for it to me today.”

Richie’s eyes were transfixed on the screen as the camera zoomed into a close up. Yeah the woman was defiantly pushing fifty. Despite her makeup he could see the crow’s feet around her eyes and lines on her cheek as she sucked on the guy. Her cherry red lipstick was leaving a glistening smear along the guy’s cock as she went up and down it. She took her mouth off the cock, kissed the tip, then blew a kiss to the camera with wet lips. Oh man…

“These are friends of yours?” he didn’t give a shit that his voice had jumped up two octaves.

“Mmm-hmmm…” Jane said. “We just met them.”

“Pretty friendly!” he gasped.

“Mmm…” she replied.

She eased her seat back as far as it could go until it rested against the bulkhead behind her. Richie watched, his eyes transfixed as she slid her hands under the blanket. Jane’s tongue came out and rubbed across her lower lip as she began squirming in her seat. Richie looked past her to Dean, whose eyes were bouncing back and forth, from Jane, to the screen and to Richie.

“That’s so unfair, babe,” he said. “You’re able to get off with no problem, but the two of us have to sit here like a pair of dopes.”

“Shhh!” she hissed. “I’m almost… oh God!” She squeezed her eyes shut and Richie watched her hand move rapidly under the blanket. “Yes! Yes!” she whispered.

“Still not fair… don’t you agree, bud?”

Richie had already had to shift in his seat. His cock had gotten rock hard as soon as the video began. The woman in it sort of reminded him of one of his teachers from High School he had the world’s biggest crush on back when he was 16. He had never gotten it on with a woman that age, but he always fantasized about it. Now here he was sitting next to a woman at least 15 years older than him and she just masturbated!

He was positive that the buzzing in his ears was his brain melting. And if so… what a way to go.

“Hey, Richie… what do you think?” Dean reached across and snapped his fingers in front of his face.

“This can’t be happening. What is this, an episode of ‘Punked’ or something?” His cock softened at the thought. He looked around to see if he could spot any hidden cameras. Shit. If they were hidden, how the hell could he see them?

“What’s ‘Punked’?” Jane asked, coming off her getting off.

“A TV show… where they play tricks on people.”

“Nope. This is real life hon.” She fluffed out the blanket so it covered his lap as well as her own. “Why don’t you join the party?” Her hands slid across his waist and began to stroke his cock through his pants. Oh God… He stared at her smiling face, his heart going a mile a second.

“Let’s have some fun during the landing,” she said. Her green eyes had brightened and he started getting hard again. She saw his gaze lower to her chest. “You like my tits?” she asked. When he nodded silently, she whispered, “Would you like a peek?”

He nodded again. Jane glanced over her shoulder.

“Don’t worry, I got the lookout, babe,” Dean said. He gestured at the row of seats in front of him. “Just keep your voices down.”

Richie bent forward. “You don’t mind this? Your wife’s gonna show me her boobs and…”

Dean leaned forward for a second. His voice barely above a whisper, he said, “I hope you come all over her hand, man. That shit turns me on!” He sat back, his head moving slowly around keeping an eye on the cabin.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, we’re making our final approach to O’Hare airport. Please turn off and put away any electronic devices you may have on. Please put your seats and tray tables in the upright position while we prepare for descent,” came over the PA system.

“Oh dear,” Jane said. She took the computer and closed the lid before passing it to Dean. She rolled up the blanket and tucked it on the floor in front of her and adjusted her seat back. Seeing the look on Richie’s face, she grabbed his cock through his pants. “Don’t worry, hon; we’re not finished, just a short intermission.”

Richie sat as still as a statue while the flight attendants did their last check through before going to their own landing stations.

“Excuse me, miss,” Jane said as one passed by, “how long till touchdown?”

The woman gave a small shrug. “We’re on final, so we should be wheels down in about ten minutes.” She continued to the back of the plane.

“Perfect.”

Dean leaned his head out and scanned the length of the cabin. Sitting back in, he said, “All clear, babe.”

“Perfect!” Jane said again, reaching forward for her blanket. She again shook it out and spread it over her lap and Richie’s. “Now where were we?” she asked as her hands came up and began massaging her breasts through the cotton fabric.

The front of her sundress was some kind of ruffled elastic thing. Jane pulled down on one side to show Richie the most magnificent boob in all of creation. It was a heavy, round orb with rich pink, almost red nipples surrounded by a halo of paler pink skin. “Oh my godddd…” he said, reaching out for it.

He was no virgin, but he may have well have been. His hand shook as he began to squeeze and fondle her tit.

“Pinch the nipple,” she said in a low voice. “Not too hard, but show me you’re in the game!”

Pinch it? He wanted to suck that thing! But he followed instructions, encircling her breast with his hand as best he could and bringing his thumb and index finger to the nipple. It stood out like the top hat game piece from Monopoly. He twirled it between his fingers, feeling its stiffness and put a little sting of pressure on it.

“Yes! Perfect!” Jane whispered. She reached a hand up behind his head and pulled it down to her chest. He opened his lips and began to suck on it, his tongue rolling over it at the same time.

Jane’s other hand began to fumble at his pants under the blanket. Richie hitched himself up, undid his belt and popped the button before snaking them down around his hips. He put his mouth back on her tit while he felt her cool hand encircle his cock the best she could.

“Omygod you’re huge!” she said. She turned over her shoulder for a second. “Honey, get a look at Dirk Diggler over here!” she whispered. She whipped the blanket back exposing his shaft.

Dean gasped. “Is that real?”

Richie had heard it before, every time he got naked with a girl. Eight and three quarters inches long and thick. He nodded. “Yeah, skinny guy, big dick,” he said.

“Oh baby…” Jane said. “I never saw one this big!” She took her hand away from it and licked her hand, wetting it. She repeated the motion before covering them up again with the blanket.

Oh shit she gave great hand… She loosened her seat belt and knelt on her seat so her tits were at his mouth. Stretching her arm down, she began stroking him.

“You are so big!” she whispered in his ear as she jerked him off. “Oh wow!” She was twisting her hand as she came up to the top of his knob and going over. Her hand glided down his shaft and back up again.

He kept sucking her tits, first one, then the other, his own hands holding them together, relishing the salty taste of her skin and the scent of her perfume.

“Finger me,” she said, her voice hoarse.

He let go of her boobs and his hand went up between her legs. He found her pussy, and it was already dewy. His finger slid in easily.

“Rub the top of my pussy with your thumb, baby… yes, just like that!”

He felt her hips jerk. “Did you just come?” he asked.

“Just a small one,” she replied.

His fingers up inside her were suddenly wetter. She did come! All over his fingers! Oh man… He kept doing her while she stroked him.

“When you cum all over my hand, I’m going to lick up every drop,” she said in his ear. “You’re so good at this!”

At that moment the whine of the jet engines increased to a higher pitch and the cabin was filled with a rumble as the landing gear deployed. As the gear dropped, the plane jerked side to side a little.

Jane dropped her so her lips were at his ear. “Oh yeah baby!” she said, her voice a raspy whisper. “Oh yeah! Right there! So good! Finger fuck my wet hole! Hand fuck me!”

Her hips were now bucking along with the plane’s movements and her dirty talk put Richie right over the edge.

He clenched his eyes tight, feeling the surge in his balls. They contracted and his cock pulsed. Just as he was about to blow, Jane squeezed really hard on his shaft. He let out a bull-like grunt.

“Now!” she hissed, and released the pressure.

That hold back for a split second, turbo-charged his orgasm. His hips heaved and bucked and a jet of semen flew out. His abs clenched with the force of it.

“Oh wow!” Jane’s voice was in awe. “Oh wow!” His come left a rivulet on the tray table in front of him. She tilted her hand so his cock was pointing straight up. Pulse after pulse of thick wet jism oozed out the slit, covering her hand. “Oh babyyy… oh Richie…” she cooed at him in wonder. “You’re still cumming…”

He looked down to see her hand, dripping with his hot white sauce sliding up and down over the crown of his knob. She had her fingers spread over his cock, thick threads of his come stringing over them. He watched as a thick dollop oozed over her wedding ring.

She bent over and covered his cock with her mouth. He jumped at the new sensation as she sucked and licked his shaft clean. When she finished, she sat back in her seat. She held up her drippy hand and he watched mesmerized as her lips and tongue gathered up each dollop and drop, her eyes focuses on his as she did so.

As she cleaned off her hand, her other hand continued fondling him. Each stroke made him quiver. He began to twitch from the hyper sensitivity in his dick, but decided to ride it out, his hip jigging on the seat and his feet tapping on the floor as he gasped and heaved.

The bump and rattle of the plane touching down was a perfect ending.

Richie sat back in his seat gasping while Jane used the blanket to wipe him and her hand dry. She stuffed it into her purse and sat back in her seat.

“Erm… maybe you should…” she said, pointing at his crotch.

Shit! He yanked his pants up around his waist before the plane left the runway. He’d button himself up when he stood.

He leaned forward in his seat and stared first at Jane then over to Dean who was watching him quietly, with a small smile.

“I…you…” he shook his head. “Wow. Oh wow, oh wow, oh WOW!”

“I think he liked it, Dean!” Jane said, not taking her eyes off Richie. She had a smile that was just… kind. Not pompous or vain for what she just did to him and for him… kind! Maybe a little humble even. “I’m so happy it pleased you, Richie,” she said.

“Pleased me? You just blew me away!” He looked over to Dean. “Both of you! I…” He bowed his head for just a second and looked back up. “Thank you so much,” he said with an even voice. “I’ll never forget this.”

The plane had eased into the terminal and stopped. Everyone in the cabin stood, except for them. The people in the row in front of them didn’t even glance back at them, instead they started rummaging in the overhead compartments. The three of them sat quietly, watching the bustle.

What the hell was he supposed to do now? Mom was probably at the gate waiting for him. “Hi, Mom, let me introduce you to my new friends. Jane and Dean something or another. We just met on the flight and she jerked me off.” Yeah, that’ll work. NOT!

“I…” before he could say another word, Jane put a finger to his lips.

“This was what it was, Richie, and now it’s a memory. We gave each other intense pleasure as we passed in and out of each others’ lives.” She nodded over her shoulder. “Dean and I are happy for the time we spent together.”

He took her hand away. “I hope when I get married one day it’s to a woman like you.”

Jane’s eyes filmed and she smiled widely. “That’s the sweetest thing you could possibly have said to me.” She bent forward and kissed his cheek before sitting back in her seat.

“Yo, Richie; think the Cubbies are going to repeat this year?” Dean said with a grin.

***

Richie’s mom was waiting for him at the arrivals gate and like leaves on a stream, the eddies and movement of the crowd pushed them each back to their lives. Jane and Dean barely said a word to each other until they got to their car in the long-term parking lot. They had been surrounded by people all through the airport.

When Dean got behind the wheel, he turned to Jane. “That was something else, babe,” he said with a smile. He blew out a huff of air. “Talk about your friendly skies!”

She nodded back to him. “Yeah, it was. But now that adventure’s over. Let’s get back to the real world, okay?”
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WHAT IF WE’RE CAUGHT?
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JANE LOOKED AT DEAN’S WIDE OPEN EYES through his glasses and looked away. He didn’t start the car, just sat there staring at her. Damn. She should have waited until they were on the road.

“What do you mean?” he said.

She had to nip this in the bud. “Just what I said. What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.” She shook her head slowly from side to side. “That’s really not me, you know.”

“Wha—you were possessed by an alien species for a week? A take out ordering, non-cooking, sexed up creature from another planet took over your body?” He turned in his seat and reached out for her. “I thought you got a real charge out of everything. What’s going on?”

“Of course I enjoyed myself! Don’t be silly!” She looked over to him. “But…” she held her arms out. “We can’t do that sort of stuff here! What if people found out, huh?”

“Hmmm… you may have a point.” He started the car and they headed home.

They rode in silence. “So now you’re pissed off at me,” Jane said.

“Pissed off?” He snorted. “Now who’s being silly?”

“Sure you are. You thought that we were going to keep going with this wild sex stuff, and now you’re mad at me because I don’t want to.”

“Okay, Brainiac, what else am I thinking?” She looked over at him; his lips were pursed together.  “I’m thinking of a number, what is it oh great mind reader?”

“Oh come on! You know I’m right!” He was being stupid now. Of course he’s pissed off! She was mad at herself for calling quits on it—so of course he would be mad too!

Dean shrugged. “I’m disappointed sure. Like when the Good Humor truck comes to the neighborhood after I spent the afternoon planning on getting a Rasberry Ripple, but when the truck arrives they’re out of it.” His eyes slid sideways. “But there’s plenty of good stuff still in that truck, right?”

“You’re comparing me to a truck. Thanks a lot.” She folded her arms and huffed.

Dean burst out laughing. “You’re just itching for a fight!”

“I am not asshole!” When he started whooping, she added, “Stop laughing at me!” She would have slugged him except they were going 65 miles an hour. But he sure deserved one.

Dean caught his breath. “Look, if it’s a case of being worried about confidentiality, I get that. But I’m pretty sure that people are able to do this kind of stuff on the down low, okay?”

“Dean, Patty and Mike practically flaunted being involved in this! And those people at the club we went to! How in the world could you possibly keep that a secret?” She shook her head. “No, I can’t see a way of getting around this. Ohmygod, what if we ran into someone we knew?”

Dean waggled his eyebrows. “Well, if they were good looking…” When she shot him daggers, he held up his hand. “Look Jane, I’m not saying that there aren’t some kind of risks involved in this, okay? What I’m saying is that I think they’re smaller than you think, and whatever they may be, as far as I’m concerned, they’re worth it.” He held up a finger. “But… this sort of a thing isn’t meant for couples unless they’re both into doing it. So if you don’t want to keep going…” he dropped his hand and stroked her thigh, “there’s plenty of other goodies available.”

“You mean that?” She relaxed back into the seat as his hand went further up her thigh and began to toy with her pussy. She spread her legs.

“Yeah. I do.” His fingers softly rubbed over the valley of her lips, up and down. When he got to the top of her pussy, he began to make small circles right on her clit.

“That feels nice…” she said. “I mean, it was exciting and everything, you know? Doing what we did on the plane… that was crazy!”

“Crazy good…”

She opened her eyes to make sure Dean was watching the road. His fingers on her were getting her motor running all over again. “Oh babe, that feels sooo good…” She lifted one foot and put it up on the dashboard, opening herself up to him. Dean slid his middle finger up inside of her from above and crooked it. The pad of his finger found her G-spot instantly and he began rubbing it firmly. She immediately felt that special itch; almost a burning sensation as he rubbed it. Keeping his finger inside her, he curled his other fingers and began stroking up and down over the top of her pussy.

She rested her hand on top of his, holding and guiding it.

“You’ve been so wet all week, hon,” he said.

“I’ve been so horny all week,” she sighed. She began to rock her hips. “All week long if we weren’t doing something sexy, I was thinking about it.” She purred. “Put another finger in me…”

He slid a second finger up inside of her and began twisting his wrist. She took over rubbing her clit. She closed her eyes. Visions of Richie’s huge cock filled her mind. Oh to be fucked hard by such a cock… She gasped as the first ‘O’ hit her at the thought.

“That Richie sure blew a big load, huh?” Dean said, his fingers wiping up inside her walls.

“Umm-hmmm…” she said.

“I wish he had put all that come up in your pussy…”

Oh hell yeah. Jane began squeezing her thighs as she pushed and pulled Dean’s wrist. “Me too…” She was such a tramp. She just said that she didn’t want to do any stuff like that anymore, and here she was getting off thinking about it! But Richie’s cock was like a porn star’s. What would it be like to get all stretched out by such a huge cock? She gasped again.

“Getting ready, baby?”

“Yeah…” she was grinding into Dean as hard as she could.

“You hot, wet bitch… I love my sexy Janey… such a hot sexy, wet bitch…”

“Yeah! Oh YEAH!” Her orgasm bloomed in her, spreading out from her core to her toes. She was rubbing her clit hard now, crushing out of herself every ounce of pleasure. Her head rocked back in the seat as she splayed herself wide open. “Oh yeah!” She clamped both hands onto Dean’s wrist, riding his fingers. “Right there! Yeah baby! Right there!” Her legs shuddered and she felt her toes curl as the last of the wave of pleasure dropped on top of her.

Dean’s hand went still and she sat there, impaled on his fingers as she caught her breath.

BLAAAAAT!

She jumped at the sound of the air horn. A tractor trailer truck had passed them on the right. She looked up out the window and saw the guy’s hand stick out the window giving them a thumbs up sign. Another BLAAT came from his air horn as he pulled past them.

“Ohmygod!”

“Yep. Busted by a trucker!”

“Was it good for him too?” she asked. They both started laughing.
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LIKE SHIT
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WHEN THEY CAUGHT THEIR BREATH, Dean took her hand. “That wasn’t so bad, was it? Having that trucker peek on us while we were messing around?

She looked out the window, thank God, the truck was getting off at the next exit. She patted Dean’s hand. “Well… it was kind of exciting I guess. But…” she paused. “I’d like to go back to the way it was before Vegas.” Dean’s fingers that were wrapped around her own went still.

“Oh yeah? Exactly like before, huh?” She watched his face as he shook his head slowly, his lips a straight line.

“What was so terrible about before?” She felt that ball of apprehension form in her stomach.

“How long we been married, babe?”

“Ten years.”

“And how long were we a couple before that?”

She had to think for a second. “Two—almost three.” The edge in his voice told her that he was pissed. “What’s eating at you? You just said that you were okay with different flavors!”

Dean slapped the steering wheel. “Yeah, but the Good Humor truck has to show up more than once or twice a goddamn month!” He pivoted his head towards her and back to the road.

“Let’s talk about this when we get home,” she said.

“No. I want to talk about it now.” She watched him as he took a deep breath and let it out. “How many sexy outfits do you own?” He made a quick wave with his hand and held up a finger. “One. The little black dress you wore in Vegas.”

“Well, I did wear it!”

“I had to sneak it into the luggage!” He turned his face to her again, his eyes flashing. She couldn’t remember the last time he had gotten so worked up over something. Dean had always been the easy going, play it as it lays kind of guy. But here in the car, his temper was red-lining. “Note how I didn’t ask you to pack it? You know why I didn’t, right?”

She looked straight out the front window and didn’t answer.

“Jane…”

“Okay! Because I wouldn’t have, alright?” She folded her arms. “Satisfied?”

“Exactly.”

She felt her eyebrows tighten along with her lips. “I did wear it.” I came out almost pouty sounding, but it was the truth.

“Yeah, you did…I had to box you into a corner though.”

Now she could flare up at this self righteous prick. “Just like you’re doing now!” She beat the armrest on the door with her fist. “You’re playing all these head games with me right now to get me to do what you want me to do! You’re not the boss of me!”

His bark of laughter dripped with contempt. “Nooo shit, Sherlock! Who could ever, ever be the boss of Jane! You want to work a job that goes six days a week for three weeks—”

“That’s my job!”

Dean didn’t pause. “And when you get your days off, they’re in the middle of the week because… how did you put it? ‘That’s what Chefs in the best restaurants have to do’, right?” He stabbed at the air with a finger. “You’re the one who decides whether or not we’re going to have sex at all! And for the last eight years, it’s been getting less and less! Shit! We had more sex in the last seven days than we did in the last four months!”

“It was a vacation!”

“Yeah! Right! A vacation…and you just can’t wait to go back to the way it was before!” His voice took on a tone of sadness. “Back in Vegas, you were adventurous—” he made a small laugh. “And vivacious. And alluring and sexy…” she felt his eyes slide over her, “and wanton as hell.” He waved his hand at the front windshield. “So yeah, right. Sure. Let’s go the hell back to the frustrating, boring as hell and…” his eyes slid to her and back, “lonely as shit way it was!”

“So…it’s been a real drag being married to me, huh? Is that it? You want to go out and fuck any woman you meet, right?”

“No, that’s not what I’m talking about and you know it.”

Shit. That didn’t work. Damn. “So if it’s been so bad, why didn’t you tell me before this trip then?”

Dean sighed. “Boy have I tried to.”

“You did not! That’s bullshit!”

He waved his hand over the steering wheel. “Screw it. I’m not going to go back and do a whole ‘I said this and you said that’ routine. The fact is that I’m saying it now, loud and clear.”

“Couldn’t argue with that…” She had one last card to play. She hadn’t used it often during the few fights they had, but she needed to use it now. In a sullen voice, she said, “I thought you loved me…” and let her voice drift off into silence.

Dean snorted. The son of a bitch had the nerve to choke back a laugh! OOoohh!

Before she could unload on him, he said, “Look, it’s not a matter of loving you or not, babe. Of course I love you, you idiot. I had resigned myself to the crappy sex life, okay? But then you went and did something really unfair. You showed me that it doesn’t have to be that way, Jane. And now you’re taking all that away.”

They rode in silence the rest of the way home. When they parked the car in the basement garage of their condo building, Dean silently got the luggage out. He stacked the cases and pulled the handle so he could roll all three bags at one go.

When they got into the elevator, she said, “You know, you’re making me feel like shit.”

Dean kept his eyes on the numbers above the door. “That’s because you’ve been treating me like shit.”
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‘J.J.’
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THEY ENTERED THE CONDO LIKE TWO FIGHTERS CIRCLING IN THE RING. Coming through the entrance, Dean went to the left to the hallway where the bedrooms were, pulling the luggage behind him. Jane stood at the top of the three steps that led down to the sunken living room. The hell with it. She turned right and headed to the kitchen area instead.

The first one to make the wrong move would lose. As far as Jane was concerned, Dean could give her the silent treatment all he wanted; she knew how to give a cold shoulder when she had to.

No, that was bullshit. Those kiddie games worked ten years ago, but she hoped she had matured past that in the past decade of her life. Shit, for the last eight years she had dealt with all kinds of drama at the restaurant—from Carl the owner’s temper tantrums to the sous chef having it in for the dessert chef for heaven’s sake! Not to mention the disputes she had to arbitrate between the front of the house service staff and the kitchen crew.

Okay then.

When Dean came into the living room he said, “We can unpack tomorrow. I’m going to watch TV.” He descended to the living room and fumbled for the remote.

She leaned over the counter that separated the living area from the kitchen. “No.” She pointed to the dining room table at the side. “We’re going to talk.”

“Ohhkaay.” He tossed the remote on the L-shaped sofa and headed over to the dining room table and dropped into one of the chairs. Jane took a seat beside him.

The hard part of making up is making the first move. Because you leave yourself wide open for rejection, or a cheap shot. Then you get more pissed off, and the gulf stretches wider. Jane always hated making the first move. But she sucked it up and took his hand.

“I don’t want us fighting,” she said.

He looked at her levelly. “So what are you gonna do about it?”

“I feel like you’re pushing me into doing stuff I’m not comfortable with…”

He held her hand. “But you were comfortable with it just the other day…”

“Yeah but…that’s not here.”

Dean huffed a sigh. “I know that. At least you’re not frigid, right? I mean…doing that nasty stuff was a turn on for you too, right?”

She nodded. It was. It really, really was.

Dean clasped her hand in his. “And it was for me.”

“I don’t get that. You got so turned on watching me with other guys!”

He shrugged. “It’s a rush for me.”

“Yeah…but you didn’t do anything with the other women…”

“Yeah, I know…maybe it’s my kink or something; I really don’t know, and I don’t care. For now, it’s all about you, okay?”

This was moving way, way too fast! She threw up her arms. “Hang on! I didn’t say I wanted to do this stuff!”

Dean sat back in his seat, a smile playing on his face. “I think you do…I just think you don’t know how to and still feel safe.”

They sat silently chewing that one over.

“I got some ideas, you know,” he said finally.

“Okay—shoot.”

“Well… I think you felt a little overwhelmed after the episode on the plane. It was the hottest thing you ever did.”

She snorted. “I just thought that I’d be a really skanky slut leaving Las Vegas. That kid sure didn’t mind.”

“It was a rush for me too, you know.” He reached over and took her hand. “You were kind of playing a role…right?” When she nodded in reply, he then asked, “And you got off on the whole thing too.”

They looked into each other’s eyes silently until Jane nodded. “Yeah. Yeah I did.”

“Because you were playing a role. A wanton, alluring—”

“Slut.” His eyes popped open when she used that word again. He really likes the filthy words. And she had to admit to herself that saying them out loud about herself was a turn on in a weird way. Her voice barely above a whisper, she said, “That kid had such a beautiful hard cock…I loved him coming in my hand and licking it off my fingers…” Dean’s eyes grew wider. “It was fun being a slutty, cock hungry slut with an aching cunt!”

“Oh yeah…” Dean growled.

“But how do I be that hot bitch and still be me?”

Dean shook his head. “Do you have any idea how much it turns me on hearing you talk so dirty about yourself?”

She glanced down at the bulge in his jeans and ran a finger across his crotch, feeling the hard on. “Yeah, I got a clue.” She kept her finger moving up and down the length of it.

“Well, remember how when we went out on that hot night in Vegas?”

“Do I! And we met Donna and her husband Tyler and had sex next to each other?”

“Yeah, exactly. But you wore sunglasses that first night, remember? You were so nervous going out in public in that sexy black number I gave you the sunglasses to hide behind.”

“Yeah. And it worked.” She started rubbing his cock through his pants.

“I…” Dean’s voice was a squeak, and he grasped her hand by the wrist. “I got an idea.”

“Oh?”

“What’s your middle name, it’s Jessica, right?”

“So?”

“So… when you’re acting like a little hot bitch in heat, you’re Jessica.”

“Like an alias…”

“Yeah.”

“No. It doesn’t feel right.”

“Oh. Damn. I thought it was a good idea.”

“I think you’re onto something, though. When I was in high school, my best friend was named Justine. We hung around together and got into all sorts of shit. I did my first drugs with her, and we told each other everything.”

“You never mentioned her before. She wasn’t at the wedding either.”

Jane shrugged. “You know how it is. We drifted apart after graduation. I went into the Navy, and she went to college.” She smiled wistfully. “She’d be all over this kind of shit; she was by far the more adventurous—”

“You mean she was sluttier.”

“Yeah. Yeah she was. But when we were together, we called ourselves ‘JJ’. It was like a third person took over us or something.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.” She rubbed his hand. “So…just like before, when I do this sort of stuff, I’ll wear a pair of sunglasses. And you call me ‘JJ’.

“Okay, JJ—show me your wet cunt.”
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INDOOR SPORTS
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THE WEEK JANE AND DEAN SPENT IN VEGAS HAD ACTUALLY BEEN A BUSINESS TRIP. She had just been made partner at Oaken Embers, the 4 star restaurant where she was Head Chef. The senior partner Carl sent them to a Restaurant Expo that he used to go to every year to get new ideas on improving their already close to perfect establishment. She attended a few seminars, lined up some new suppliers, and made her introductions to people Carl had been doing business with for years.

Even so, she and Dean found the time and opportunity to explore the sins of ‘Sin City’. It wasn’t all that hard. Instead of staying in a hotel on the infamous Strip, Jane and Dean had stayed in a rental house. They learned on the first night that the people who lived next door were bawdy wife swappers.

In the ten years they were married, Jane and Dean had never had any involvement with the Swinger Lifestyle. Up until then, their sex life had been okay—nothing off the wall exciting, but not too bad. Meeting Patty and Mike had given them a whole new perspective on pleasure.

And they were far from home…

But now, back home, Jane was back in the grind at the restaurant. She had a meeting every morning with Carl to discuss her plans for the place. And then she had to oversee the prep work for that night’s seatings. And then be on deck in the kitchen until it closed at 10:00. Long days and short night’s sleep were the status quo that first week. Pretty much as it had been for eight years she had worked at Oaken Embers.

Dean, bless his heart, had been completely understanding. For what little she saw of him during the week. He was a 9-5, Monday to Friday office worker. Sure, he had a management position at the head office for a bank, and was on the short list for the next Director slot when it opened up. He always had his Friday night and Saturday night supper at Oaken Embers with Jane, but the truth was that week in Vegas was the longest time they spent together in the last three years.

Yes, he had been understanding; but that was off the table now.

Things needed to change. She was working too damn hard and too long hours before becoming partner! Now, with Carl the owner being pretty much retired, her work load had gone up by a huge degree.

***

When Tony, her Assistant Chef arrived for work she was sitting in the dining room at one of the tables. They weren’t going to open for a few more hours, and she waved him over.

She watched him as he crossed the floor. He was in simple street clothes; jeans and a black t-shirt. But man oh man he filled them out nice! Before getting into the restaurant business, Tony spent his teens working for his uncle’s masonry company. He still had the physique of a brick shithouse from all his brick laying; the short sleeves of his t-shirt were tight against his upper arms and she just knew that his thick thighs were cabled with muscle. His jet black hair was trimmed short, and he had that smart assed knowing smile that told the world he was a dyed in the wool lady killer.

“Uh-oh,” he said with a grin. “What did I do now, boss?”

“It’s not what you did,” Jane replied, waving him to a seat across from her, “it’s what you’re going to be doing.” ‘And, if you weren’t my employee, I’d have you start by doing me!’ The thought popped into her head without warning, and Jane felt the back of her neck warm. Damn, she needed to get laid. It was a week since Vegas; she had more sex in one day there than she had since she got back home! ‘I’m waking you up when I get home, Dean,’ she thought to herself.

Tony sat down and stayed silent.

“Look, you’re doing pretty damn good here, Tony. And with Carl pretty much out of the picture, we need to hire a new cook. I’m taking over from Carl, and I want you to take over from me.”

Tony’s head moved backwards a touch. “What, you mean a promotion?”

She nodded. “Yeah. I move up to Head Chef, and you move up to First Chef. Who should we pick from the line to take over for you?” There were three line cooks to choose from.

“What? I’m supposed to make that call?”

“Yeah Tony, you are. You’re moving up to management rank.” She leaned in. “It means a lot more money too.” She slid a folded piece of paper across the table and watched Tony open it. His eyebrows flew off his face when he took in the number.

“That’s per month?”

“Week.”

“You’re shitting me!” He looked back down and back up to Jane. “You have any idea what this means? Karen and I can get married!” He and Karen had been steady for the last year. He looked down at the paper again and back up. “Jane, this is ‘I can buy a house’ kind of a raise.”

She nodded. “And there will be profit sharing on top of that.”

He folded the paper and put it on the table. “Okay, what’s the catch?”

“You’re going to be working longer hours. I’ve been killing myself for the last three years, and I’m going to need you to pick up the slack. I got to start backing off.”

“Yeah, I can understand that. All work and no play makes Jane a dull girl. How many more hours?”

They talked it out, and by the time they shook hands, Jane was back to a five day workweek with two weekends off a month.

“What are you going to do with all that free time?” he asked.

“I’ll think of something,” she said sweetly.

“Oh? A hobby or a sport?”

“I was thinking maybe taking up a sport. Something indoors.”

“Like volleyball?” He eyed her borderline stocky frame up and down. “Not basketball, right?”

“Something, definitely.” ‘Bedroom sports, Tony. Bedroom sports!’ she thought to herself.
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NICE SHOES…
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DEAN WAS OVER THE MOON when he found out they had an entire weekend off, and that it was going to be a regular thing.

“What? You mean we can go to the movies on a Friday night?”

“Yep.”

“And go out to eat on a Saturday night? Like normal people?”

“Uh-huh.”

He grabbed her and spun her around, lifting her off her feet.

“Whoa big guy! Don’t throw your back out!”

“You’re not that heavy, Jane,” he said setting her on the floor. “Oh!” he bent over at the waist, his hand on his back. “Oh! I musta’ broke somethin’!”

“See!”

He straightened up. “Gotcha.”

“Oooh! You scared me!” she shook her fist at him.

“C’mere, babe.” He took her in his arms, encircling them around her. “You’ll never be mistaken for that skinny chick on ‘Friends’, that’s for sure; but ‘bones are for dogs, meat is for mennn’” he growled.

She buried her head on his chest as his hands rubbed her back.

“Y’know… maybe we could go out dancing too,” he said.

“Sure,” she said, her mouth muffled in his chest.

“I found out about a place outside of town we can try…”

“Oh? Is it new?”

“It’s been around for a while I think, but we’ve never been.” He began to rub her back, right over her backbone, sending shivers down her spine.

“Yeah? What’s the name of it?”

“Venus and Mars.”

“Hmph. Sounds like a real ‘meet market’ from the name.”

“Well… the last time we went dancing we had a good time, right?”

“Hmph. The last time we went dancing was in Vegas, and you took me to a strip club first! Then we found out about a… what was it… a ‘Couples Club’ right? A Swinger’s Club!” Waitaminnit. She lifted her head and looked him in the eye. “Dean?”

“Umm… yeah?”

“Venus and Mars sounds like a couple, doesn’t it?”

“Ummm… yeah…”

She stepped away from him, but he held onto her. “I thought that we—” She stopped herself. The look of hope on his face was a sight to see. And when they went to that place in Vegas they did have a fantastic time. She pursed her lips to the side looking at him. “You really want to do this, huh?” He nodded in reply. She shook her head slowly from side to side. “If we get caught there by someone we know, I’ll kill you.”

“I’ll take the chance!”

Damn him. He looked like a kid at the Good Humor truck. Oh well, she did have just the dress already. Only worn three times, too.

Time for JJ to come out and play.

***

She surprised herself at how calm she was going into the club that Friday night. Just like the place in Vegas, they had to do some paperwork at a front counter while music throbbed from the dance floor.

It was a good sound system—the highs and lows came through crystal clear. Her hips began to sway on their own in response to Shakira’s ‘My Hips Don’t Lie’. She knew she’d never be able to get the staccato pulse in her ass that Shakira did, but in her head she imagined she could.

Dean rested his hand on her hip while the rep behind the counter validated his credit card. “Feelin’ the heat baby?” he said looking down at her. “Nice dress by the way!”

“This old thing?” she smiled back. “Just something I picked up at Good Will.” As if. It was her sexiest outfit, bought as a Valentine’s Day present for Dean last February. Black spandex mini skirt with a halter top. The skirt barely covered her crotch when she was standing. The fabric covered her boobs, but they peeked out the side anyway. Dean loved her in it.

“One more thing,” he said, pocketing the receipt. He bent at the waist, and in one single movement had her panties around her ankles.

“Dean!” She squeaked.

“Step out dear,” he replied. She lifted one foot and then the other. Dean straightened up and put them in the pocket of his black cargo pants.

Jane turned at the tap on her shoulder. The woman behind the counter was holding out a white terry cloth towel. “You’re going to have to sit on this, hon,” she said. “Health Department rules.” Jane’s face flushed a deep red as she took the towel.

She scowled at Dean. “Now everyone in here is going to know I’m not wearing any panties!”

Dean laughed and held out his arm. With a shake of her head, she hooked hers through the crook and they headed inside.

At the entrance to the club she froze watching the gyrating crowd. “I’m going to need a drink,” she said. For some reason she felt flabby, not voluptuous all of a sudden.

“Hey… take it easy,” Dean said, picking up on her vibe. He turned his head to her. “Your outfit needs just one more thing.” He reached into the leg pocket of his cargo pants and took out a pair of aviator sunglasses. “You wore these your first time at a club like this in Vegas, remember?” Holding them out to her, he said, “Shields up, Mr. Sulu.”

Yes! That was it! She snatched them away and put them on. Instantly, she felt that boost of confidence. Holding Dean’s arm, she sashayed across the dance floor as they searched for a table.

She was able to scope out everyone that was there. The club was filling up pretty steadily, and it was only 10:00. In the bars and clubs where younger people went it would still be deserted at this hour. But, she supposed, the older crowd didn’t need to stay out until all hours. She smirked to herself. ‘Everybody here is getting laid tonight!’

It was an older crowd than what she had seen in Vegas. She was on the younger end of the spectrum, and she didn’t see anyone there under 30.

She did take in just how many of the ladies there were sitting on towels and laughed.

“What’s so funny?” Dean asked in her ear. The music was pretty loud.

They found a table beyond the dance floor. Jane made a production of laying the towel on the seat of her chair just so. She leaned over to Dean. “I thought I’d be the only woman here sitting on one of these.”

“I guess this place has its share of dirty girls then, huh?”

Dean was able to snag a few drinks pretty quickly and they sat back for a while watching the action on the dance floor.

It looked like everyone was as over the moon to be out partying on a Friday night as she and Dean were. The dance floor was pretty packed—the revelers on it were like different parts of one single aroused organism. Hands and mouths were freely gliding over warm skin all over the place.

She leaned forward and noticed something a little different. She saw afew single guys at the bar and a few more standing around the side of the dance floor watching the couples. At first she thought that maybe their partners were in the washroom or getting drinks, but no… the guys were on their own.

There wasn’t a crowd of them, but out of the hundred or so people there, she easily saw six or so guys floating around.

She leaned over to Dean. “There are guys here.”

“Yeah. Guys do make one half of a couple at a Couple’s Club you know. I know this because I too am a guy.” He blinked at her a couple of time and made a cheese grin.

“No! Not that.” She pointed at some guys who were lined up around the edge of the dance floor. “I mean guys here on their own!”

“Oh.” Dean glanced over to them and back to Jane. “Well, it’s Friday. Venus and Mars is Couples Only on Saturday nights. On Fridays they charge a premium for single guys to get in.” He made a small pointing motion with his finger. “And, if I’m not mistaken, there’s a few single ladies too.”

Jane followed his gesture to see that yes, at the bar were a couple of women who appeared on their own. Hmmm… wonder how long that would last, she thought to herself. She turned back to Dean with a question mark forming on her face.

He snorted. “Ever hear of a threesome?”

“Oh.” That made sense.

“How about a dance, babe,” he said, standing up and taking her by the hand. She stood and he led her onto the dance floor.

As soon as they got onto the floor a throbbing tom-tom beat and a buzzbox guitar lick announced the opening bars of a club mix of Tone Loc’s ‘Wild Thing’. The crowd let out a cheer.

Jane grinned so wide her face hurt. Talk about the right track to play! Dean’s face lit up and he began busting moves with the music, taking her by the hand. She had never considered herself to be a really great dancer, but she was always able to hold her own. She spun and swayed and backed into him just as the chorus and guitar scratching pelted out ‘She loved to do the Wild Thing’…

Dancing always, always got her motor running. Dean’s hands began caressing her ribcage, up and down with steady, firm strokes his fingers and palms ran up her body from her waist to the bottom of her bust line, teasing her. His hands stayed up, beside the exposed sides of her breasts and he stroked the exposed flesh with just his thumb. The sensation caused her to shiver. Sure, she had been groped on the dance floor before, but this time, the restrained sensuality of it—just his thumb—increased her response.

When the song ended, they were clutched together, their mouths joined in a wet kiss, his tongue filling her mouth, thickly licking it. She dropped her hand and started stroking him through the pleated front of his pants.

They broke the kiss and arms around each other went back to their table.

There was a guy sitting at it. He had pulled up an extra chair and was watching them with a friendly smile as they approached. By the time they got to him he was standing.

He was about Jane’s age, in his mid-thirties, maybe a few years younger. His styled brown hair was in layers that covered his ears, ending at a strong jawline. He was smiling in a friendly way; his full lips were pulled away from his teeth as he nodded ‘hello’. His eyes, evenly spaced dark brown orbs were deep set.

“Hi, I’m Troy. I was tempted to cut in on the dance floor, but I didn’t want to be too pushy,” he said. He held his hands above their seats. “May I join you guys?”

Dean gave her hand a small tug. “It’s okay with me,” he said. Turning to her, he added, “Okay with you, honey?”

Jane’s mouth dropped, but only for a second before she snapped it shut. Is this how it happens here? Is she going to have to fuck this guy now? “Uhhh… uhhh…”

Troy held up his hands in mock surrender. “Oops. My bad. Excuse me for being so forward. Have a good time you guys.”

As he turned, Jane reached out and grabbed his arm. “Wait!” He stopped and looked at her, one eyebrow arched, and still with that cute half smile. “I don’t know what we’re supposed to do! I mean… if you sit with us, does that mean we have to have sex with you?”

Troy’s face collapsed into a serious gaze. “Of course!” he said. “Didn’t you read the fine print?”

Her mouth hung open again and her eyes exploded. Troy let out a laugh. “I’m just making a joke!” he said. “Take it easy.” To the side she saw Dean doubled over grinning and wanted to kill him. No, she wanted to kill them both. “I…thought you were serious. It’s our first time at this club…”

“Okay. Well, the bottom line is that ‘No Thank You’ means just that, and that’s the truth. As far as the sex thing’s concerned, I think we would get to know each other a little bit or something before jumping in the back of the club.” He stepped closer to her, inside her space, but kept his hands to himself. “You’re attractive as hell and you have a very, very pretty smile when you dance.” He turned to Dean. “And you’re nuts about her—that’s as obvious as the glasses you’re wearing. You guys make a great looking couple, and I figured if we clicked we could enjoy ourselves together.” He paused for a moment. “I’m not joking now, okay?”

Nodding, Dean said, “I’m Dean and this is my wife…” he paused for a second and shot her a look. “My wife JJ. Why don’t we have a drink together?” Nodding to the bar he added, “What can I get you?”

“I’ll have what she’s having,” Troy said, and Dean left.

Troy motioned to the chairs once again, and she sat down. On her towel. Shit. This guy knew she wasn’t wearing any panties, and he was at the table alone with her! As she sat, the blush exploded up her chest, over her neck and on her face.

Troy watched her without blinking, keeping his friendly smile on his mouth, lips slightly parted. He was being as polite as someone who knows the other person just farted but was going to ignore it.

“So this is a new adventure for you guys?”

She picked up the drink and slammed the rest of it, hoping Dean would have enough sense to return with a double. She put the glass on the table, and keeping her eyes down said, “Wellll... not exactly, but close. We went to a club like this in Vegas a few weeks ago, and also went to an orgy at someone’s house.”

“They’re called ‘House Parties’.”

Jane looked up quickly. “It’s like learning a whole new language.”

Troy made a small shrug. “It’s a Lifestyle, and just like any… uhhh…hobby, it uses certain terms, y’know?”

“I guess.” Jane shrugged back. “So anyway, we decided to come here tonight because we did have a great time back in Vegas at that club.”

“Did you play with anyone there?”

“Kinda. They were in the bed next to us.” She remembered how much of a sweetie Donna was… how hot it was gazing into her eyes as their spouses fucked them into tomorrow, and made a smile.

“So…at that party… did you…?”

“What are you, working a checklist or something?”

Troy rolled his eyes. “Of course I am! Sub-section 3 of paragraph 12 clearly indicates…” he let his voice trail off with another smile. “What I’m just trying to do is gauge how experienced you are and what I could expect I guess.”

“Why don’t you just ask me?” Troy tilted his head and looked at her disconcertedly. “Why don’t you just ask if I’d like to fuck you?”

“Just like that, huh?”

“Why not?”

He gave another small shrug. “I’d like to think I got more game than that.” He shook his head slowly. “Nah…that’s not my style, y’know?”

She waved her arms around her. “But that’s what everyone is here for isn’t it? Why not just come right out and say so!”

Troy pulled his chair back from the table a little. “Because that’s a little too cut and dry—for me, anyway.”

“Oh? How would you go about it then?” He was really good looking, and he hadn’t bolted running away yet; why, Jane didn’t have a clue. This whole encounter was unnerving for her.

“Kind of like at a High School dance,” he said. “I act like I’m at a High School dance.”

“You’re pulling my leg again, aren’t you?”

Troy shook his head. “No. It really works out well.” When she stayed silent, he pulled his chair back to the table. “I’d ask you to dance, and then I’d ask you to dance a slow dance. If you say yes and we stay locked together after the song ends, I’ll try to hold your hand back to the table. If you let me hold your hand, I’ll try to kiss you…”

She looked at him silently. That made sense. “So, even though we’d be fucking at the end of it, you go through all the motions…”

“Hey JJ, there is an element of seduction, you know. I mean, as we go through each stage, we’re each checking the other person out, right? And as we get more and more comfortable with each other, the next level’s easier. So that by the time we decide to make love, it’s a natural progression.” He made a silly face. “Hey Baby, nice shoes! Wanna fuck?” he said in a deep voice. “Nah… I don’t think that line’s ever worked for a guy. Ever.”

Jane chewed the inside of her cheek digesting what Troy said. She looked over at the bar. Dean was fourth in line. She looked at the dance floor and back to Troy.

“Wanna dance?” she said.
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LET’S DANCE
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TROY TOOK HER HAND and led her to the dance floor while her knees shook a little. The DJ was spinning a club mix of AC/DC’s classic rock hit ‘You Shook Me All Night Long’ which was good. They could boogie on the floor until the rest of her caught up with her knees.

It was obvious Troy loved to dance. Not only did he have some pretty good moves, but he had the happiest smile on his face as he let the music take him away. More importantly, he kept his hands to himself. Maybe that would change over the course of the night; she’d have to wait and see. But so far so good…

The club had really filled up by this point. The dance floor was packed. She did a little spin so she could check out the other people there. A blur of faces passed across her sight. All of them looked a lot more relaxed than she felt at the moment.

When the next song started, Katy Perry’s ‘I Kissed A Girl’ the crowd yelled just like they did for ‘Wild Thing’. She couldn’t help but smile. Every club had faves by the regulars. And it was a good song. After all, in Vegas, she kissed a girl, right?

Okay, it was a woman. Patty was probably 15 years older than her, but it was nice… She suddenly snickered to herself.

Troy stepped into her space and bent over. “What’s so funny? Is my fly open already?” he said over the music.

She looked down.

“Gotcha!” he said and skittered away in a spin. You can’t help but like a guy with a sense of humor.

“So what is it?” he asked again.

“I’ll tell you when we’re sitting down again!” she had to raise her voice because of the booming tune.

After two dances, she needed to use the washroom. Spandex was not known for its sweat absorbent qualities and she wanted to refresh herself. So far Venus and Mars had been as nice as the place in Vegas they were at, and there was no shortage of towels. A bird bath and a spritz of cologne would be just the ticket.

When they went back to the table, Dean had two drinks in front of each seat. “I figured if you guys were dancing together, Troy was going to be sticking around a while,” he said with a shrug and smile. “And if you do bail bud, JJ can finish it!”

“Thanks, man. I should have asked for a beer; it’s getting hot in here!” Troy said as he sat down and took a deep pull of his Vodka tonic.

“I’m going to the Ladies’ Room,” Jane said. “I’m sure you guys can find something to talk about while I’m gone.” It’ll be about her. For sure.

When she got to the Ladies Room she had to grin. She was far from the only woman bird bathing. Two women were at the line of six sinks giving themselves a wipe down with moist towelettes. Along the backsplash were arranged several boxes of Fresh Wipes, and there was a selection of mouthwashes, breath mints and colognes all lined up.

She tilted her head when one woman took off her blouse and ran a series of Fresh Wipes across her chest and over her arms while she stood topless in front of the mirror. Their eyes met. “That’s a good idea,” Jane said.

“You’ll see as many boobs in here as you will in the play area!” the woman replied with a grin.

Jane untied her halter top and dropped the front of her dress.

“Ahhh to be in my 30’s again!” the woman sighed. She cupped her generous boobs. Once 40 show up, these girls start heading south!”

Jane bit her lip again. “Thanks.”

The woman rummaged in her purse while Jane stroked her skin with the cool towelettes. “Here,” she said, holding out a lipstick. “Just put a little on your nips. It’ll make them look hotter.”

“Lipstick? On my boobs?”

The woman chuckled. “No; it’s actually for that purpose. It’s ‘Nipple Rouge’ believe it or not. It’s not supposed to stain your dress.” She held it out. “Just dab a little on them and spread it around.” She waggled her eyebrows. “And its strawberry flavored.”

“Oh. Thanks.” She took the tube and applied it gently and handed it back.

“See you out there,” the woman said and left.

Jane shook her head. The Ladies’ Rooms in the clubs she went to when she was single weren’t anywhere as friendly as this one.

When she went back to the table, Dean and Troy looked like they were getting along great. She was little disconcerted. If everything went the way Troy hoped—and from the looks of it, Dean too—one guy would be having sex with the other guy’s wife.

She better fill Troy in on a thing or two.

The men went to stand when she got to the table but she shussed them back into their seats before taking her own. She took a long pull of her drink. Putting the glass back on the table, she looked from Dean to Troy and back again. “So, whatcha’ been talkin’ about?” she said playfully.

“Well…,” Dean said, “we were both trying to figure out just how far you were willing to go tonight, to tell you the truth.”

“I see. That’s a pretty interesting topic. Figure anything out?”

“Yeah,” said Troy. “We figured out that we weren’t good mind readers.” He held up his hand. “But! The important stuff got discussed! We’re both Cubs fans, so it’s all good.” Troy smiled at her innocently.

“Yeah, but you cheer for the Bears not the Bengals.”

“Hey! I grew up in Illinois!”

Both men watched her from the corner of their eyes as they bantered.

“Look Troy,” she said. “Dean and I are new to this…”

“Yeah, you told me.”

“I mean…” she glanced at Dean and back to Troy. “I’ve never actually…gone all the way with a guy yet.”

Troy shot Dean a glance and back to Jane. “Really? I mean, Dean told me you gave blowjobs… and a hand job to a stranger on a plane… and got your freak on with your neighbor out in Vegas…”

Jane snorted. “Freak on. Now there’s a term…”

“I mean, I assumed it was with the guy is all.” He looked from her to Dean and back. “So you’ve never… uhh…”

“Fucked another guy,” she said.

“Uhh… yeah.”

She turned to Dean. “If either of us has a problem with something that’s going on, we’d say so, right?” When he nodded, she turned back to Troy. “Let’s see what happens when we slow dance.”

She stood and took Troy’s hand and this time led him to the dance floor.

Adina Howard’s sultry number ‘A Freak Like Me’ was seducing everyone on the floor. The easy, almost jazzy tempo with an assertive bass line made Jane’s hips roll unconsciously as she turned, raised her arms and encircled Troy’s neck and shoulders, pressing herself into him.

He was already thick as he slid his leg up between hers and dropped his hands to her waist. As the music flowed over them, he squeezed her gently, right in the area where her waistline began to flare out to her hips. He didn’t move his hands to her ass, he just gently massaged her flesh underneath the tight spandex.

It was very nice…

She lowered her hands down his back, kneading the flat planes of muscle.

“You’re a swimmer, aren’t you?” she said, her cheek against his ear. She felt his head nod. She thought so. There was a layer of muscle on his back; not gym muscle, but a solid wrapping, like a heavy sweater.

“Do you swim?” he asked.

“No. I mean, I know how, I don’t do it on a regular basis. I put long hours in at work.” She felt his hands now drop down to her ass. She clenched it as tight as she could. Oh what the hell… he was going to be seeing it in the flesh before the night was over…

What. The. Hell. Did. She. Just. THIIINK?

“Oh boy,” she said aloud.

Troy’s hands stopped their motion. “You want me to back off?”

She pulled her head back so she could look at him in the eye. She didn’t even know his last name. “I want…” she licked her lips. “I want you to kiss me.” She watched his face brighten. His tongue licked his full lower lip, leaving it glisten in the strobes from the dance floor and he lowered his mouth to hers.

She had her mouth open slightly right from the start. What the hell—in for a penny… His lips covered hers and his tongue darted between her teeth, quickly tasting her mouth. He tasted of spearmint, and she closed her eyes.

Troy brought his hand up from behind and held her neck. She felt his thumb resting on an artery, and began to feel her own pulse against it. He opened his mouth wider and his tongue rolled into her mouth, caressing hers and flicking against her teeth.

She had sucked a couple of cocks and swallowed. She had gone down on a woman who squirted. She had given a hand job to a guy five miles up in the air. But Troy was the first man she had French kissed in almost fourteen years who wasn’t named Dean. She trembles at the realization.

They held the kiss for a while before breaking it. They kept swaying to the rhythm of the music, their bodies pressed together.

A tap on her shoulder made her turn.

“We need to go,” said Dean.


[8]

GOODNESS AND GRACE
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“WHA—” She looked from Dean to Troy and back again. Dean’s face was set in a serious expression. She dropped her hands away from Troy and stepped back.

“Yeah, we need to go,” Dean said again. He raised his hand and pointed.

“Okay honey, okay.” Her heart fell through the floor. She had just gotten over some kind of barrier, and now he was calling ‘quitsies’? Damn! Well, there was no way she was going to argue the point. What the hell would that make her if she did? ‘I don’t wanna go, honey! I wanna stay here and fuck this stud!’ Yeah, right. As. If.

Dean had her purse in his hand and she took it. She couldn’t even bring herself to look Troy in the eye. If she was this let down, how the hell must he be feeling? She turned to the entrance of the club.

Dean’s hand was on her shoulder stopping her. “What are you doing?” he said.

She spun. “You said we have to go, so I’m going!”

Dean shook his head. “Not go as in leave!” He raised his hand and pointed again. “Go as in go there!” She looked over to a passageway at the side of the dance floor that was outlined in red neon lights. ‘Play Room’ was written on a side over the archway.

“Oh.” Jeeezuz! She was ping ponging back and forth like a… She snorted. Like a ping pong ball.

“What’s the joke?” Troy asked.

She looked up at him. “I am.” She hooked her fingers between the buttons of his shirt. “Come on little boy, before I lose my nerve!”

It was pretty much the same set up in Vegas with lockers and towels and so forth. Troy had ducked over to another row of lockers while she and Dean got undressed and wrapped their towels around. “I want to peel your towel off you, JJ,” he had said. “I don’t want to see you sitting on a bench in a locker room the first time I see you naked.” It was kind of stupid, but also kind of gallant she thought.

The Play Room was just about as nice as the other one they had been in. Large beds with snow white sheets ran in a few rows up the center of the room. One difference was that the walls and ceiling were painted black, with sconces along the walls providing a glowing amber light. Along one wall was lined a row of vinyl covered banquettes, the bench seats were enough for people to lie on. That was cute; it would be like screwing on the couch in your parents’ basement.

It was a separate sound system in the Play Room, not nearly as loud on the dance floor. The throbbing melody of Massive Attack’s Mezzanine album wafted from speakers overhead. Not enough to be a distraction, instead it was a harmony to the sighs and groans from the people already enjoying their pleasure.

Troy had taken the lead, which made sense—she and Dean had never been to this club before. She strode slowly across the room, her eyes taking in the display of carnality spread out before them.

She passed a daisy chain of two couples. They were much older; judging from the thinning white hair on the guys and the loose skin of the women, Jane figured them in their late 50’s or 60’s. One woman was going down on another, while a guy was going down on her, and the other guy was sucking him off as the first woman was giving him head.

Jane stopped. A guy was sucking off another guy right here in public. Dean stopped next to her and watched too. His hand went around her and cupped her breast through the towel.

“Pretty hot, huh?” she said.

“That turns you on, huh?” he replied.

“I think so…” she had never seen one guy blowing another before. In Vegas, she saw her neighbor Mike give a guy’s cock a lick, but that was all. During that week Dean had told her of a weekend when he was in college when he experimented with bi-sexuality. Watching it actually happen in front of her brought it all back. She felt her pussy tingle as the man in his 50’s lowered his mouth over the guy’s cock, deep throating him effortlessly. Her hand went to Dean’s ass, gripping it. “Yeah… it’s hot.”

She looked to the other side of the room and Troy had a bed staked out and was waiting with a smile. She waved at him and held up her index finger, gesturing ‘One minute’ before turning back to the foursome.

The guy who was getting sucked off by the other guy started to tremble. He pulled his head from the woman’s crotch. “Oh yeah, man!” he hissed. “Fuck, Brian! Oh fuck dude!” He started bucking off the mattress, his flabby belly quivering. “Oh shit!” As he orgasmed she watched his fists clench, making his knuckles white.

While he had been rolling up towards his orgasm, one of the women, quite heavyset, had clambered over to his side. Just before he started to blow his load into the other guy’s hungry mouth, she pressed his face into her tits, cradling them. As he orgasmed, he started sucking and chewing on her pillows of flesh, his cries now muffled.

She watched as a thin string of come ran out of the mouth of the guy sucking him off as he made loud slurpy noises. Her hand clenched down hard on Dean’s ass and her pussy was buzzing like a mosquito.

“Wow that’s hot,” she said before turning away.

Troy was stretched out on the bed making snow angels as they walked up to him. “Enjoying the sights?” he said with an evil leer.

“Very much so,” said Dean as he sat on the edge of the mattress. He turned to Jane. “Honey, I think Troy’s been patient…”

She crooked her finger at Troy. He got up and went to where she was standing at the foot of the bed. She held her arms out and his hands went to the small knot she had tied over her chest. When she felt the slight tremble of his fingers as he worked it open, it felt good. Nice to see the guy excited. Maybe a little nervous?

The knot undone, he let the towel float to the floor.

“Holy shit you’re beautiful, Jane,” he said in a low voice. “You are so fucking sexy!”

He stood beside her, his hands rubbing over the front of her body. When he reached her tummy, he made circles on it. “I fucking love your tummy!”

“You mean my gut,” she said.

“That’s a lousy word. Tummy’s much more accurate.” His hands made slow languorous circles over her midriff as he bent into her ear, his voice low. “It’s sexy. It’s right above your pussy,” his hand went lower, to her waistline. “A sweet swelling above your honey pot.” His breath was warm and damp in her ear. “So sexy…”

She closed her eyes listening to his voice and reached out to his towel and tugged it away. He wasn’t lying—his hard cock was proof enough. He found her hot.

She opened her eyes when her hand encircled his shaft. Oh my…

She looked down. Troy’s cock had a knob on it that she could barely get her hand around. It was as large as that kid on the airplane had! His shaft was fully hard and deliciously thick. She began to stroke it up and down in wonder. He was going to fuck her with this meatstick.

Troy put his hands on her shoulders and gently pressed down. She sat on the mattress at the bottom of the bed, now eye level with his shaft. She turned up to gaze at him, peeking out from under her lashes. “You have a beautiful cock, Troy…” she moved in and rested it against her cheek. “So big and hard…” She turned her mouth, and while still holding Troy’s burning gaze, kissed the tip of it wetly. “I can’t wait to feel it up inside of me…” She opened her mouth wide and managed to fit her lips over the knob. Her tongue rolled over it, and she squeezed his shaft, getting a drop of precum onto her tongue. He was salty.

She pulled her mouth off and squeezed out another drop. She lay her tongue on it and pulled her head back, making a thin string that lasted only for a moment before breaking. She slurped her lips. “So beautiful…” she purred.

Dean had moved down the bed next to her. “Scoot up here, baby,” he said. She let go of Troy’s shaft and backed up the bed, resting against the wall. “I want to suck you more, Troy,” she said.

Happy to comply, Troy got himself onto his knees beside her. She took his cock in her mouth again and started sucking on him as best she could.

Dean had gotten down between her legs and started to lick her pussy with long broad strokes of his wet tongue. It was heaven; her pussy being wetly aroused while she was tasting a scrumptiously thick cock.

Dean’s tongue began to whirr on top of her clit and she felt her core spark up. Oh god. She let an early orgasm pulse through her, then put her hand on the back of her husband’s head. She wanted Troy inside her before she had a strong orgasm so she could feel every ripple and thrust.

When he lifted it, she said, “I want to fuck him now honey…” She let herself slide into a realm she had never been in before. ‘Another man is about to fuck me!’ screamed in her head. She couldn’t wait; the taboo and her desire twinned together creating a rope of lust she felt through her entire body. She gazed into Dean’s face.

He rolled over her legs to the side. “I can’t wait to watch!”

Troy scampered between her legs and she lifted her feet. She stretched her arms above her head, imagining that her wrists were tied to the wall. If she couldn’t move, it wasn’t her, just her body.

She lifted her head to Dean. “I want you to put Troy’s cock in me, babe,” she whispered. She was so scared and so turned on all at once.

Dean’s eyes flitted from her to Troy.

Troy’s eyes slid over to Dean. “Go ahead, man. It’s cool with me,” he said.

Dean moved over beside her as Troy nestled up against her crotch, his cock laying over the swollen lips of her mons. He reached out and cupped Troy’s shaft from underneath and gripped it gently. He wiped it up and down her moist pussy, slicking it. Just before he slid it in, he looked into Jane’s eyes, his own eyes shining. “I love you so much right now, baby,” he said. He dropped his head and she watched him wetly kiss the tip of Troy’s cock before sliding it inside her.

Oh God. The sight of him doing that and the sensation of her being stretched by a different cock was being etched into her brain; she’d remember this first time as clearly as the time she let go of her virginity. Dean sat back on his haunches as Troy pushed further and further up inside of her, stretching her right to the edge of pain. He held still for a moment.

“I’m fucking you, JJ,” he said, his voice speaking aloud the sense of awe she was experiencing. She couldn’t reply; she just bit her lower lip and nodded.

Troy nudged his hips back and forth. He dropped his gaze to their joined hips. “You feel wonderful…your pussy clasping me…” He lengthened his stroke. “Oh yeahh… that’s nice… I like that…” He lifted his eyes to her. “Do you like my cock in you?”

She felt her eyes widen as she stared into his eyes. They were almost black with lust. Her breathing stilled and her mouth closed. All she could do was nod slightly.

Her kept her gaze and pushed in all the way. “Do you like my cock in you, JJ?”

She nodded again.

“Say it, baby…” Troy was now stroking in and out of her with his full length. “Tell me you like my cock…”

It came out as a tiny whisper. “I like your cock.”

“Where?” He rolled his hips.

“In me.” Troy pushed forward on his toes, the top of his shaft rubbed across her clit and sent a flash of pleasure through her body. She gasped, and he did it again. She took her hands from above her head and grasped Troy’s face. “I love your cock in me!” she groaned. “It feels so good!”

She had never liked to talk during sex. Now words and half formed phrases babbled out of her mouth, timed to each thrust by Troy’s hips. “Every time! All up! Oh God! Ohmygod! Troy…Troy…Troy… cock!”

Her legs took on a life of their own. She bent her knees, pulling him into herself, then began banging at his thighs and butt with her heels as her moans became snarls of a ravenous wolverine. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” she cried out over and over again.

Troy was merciless in his fucking now, trying to drive his cock through her and into the mattress. She gasped aloud in surprise when she felt him stroke a place she had never felt before. He backed off immediately.

“You okay?”

“Yeah… never felt that before!” They were both gasping. He plunged in again, not quite as roughly and brought her right up to that sweetly dangerous razor’s edge between torment and exquisite pleasure. “Yes! Oh there! Just keep it there!”

He began to twist his hips and she felt an electric current leap up in her core. “Oh yes!” she cried, her voice high.

Troy shifted his weight onto one hand as his free hand snaked between them. He kept twisting and rolling on top of her, bringing his hips in and out. His fingers started to pulse and rub her clit.

Jane’s eyes slammed shut as a billowing purple wall of light exploded behind them and wailed aloud as a totally unexpected and fully complete orgasm consumed her. Her face tightened around her teeth and she growled through the pulsing pleasure that obliterated and renewed her at the same time. Her hands left Troy’s face and gripped the sides of his arm, digging in to keep from falling off the edge of the earth. She was the experience itself and lost herself in it as Troy’s body cascaded her through the sun.

In a moment she was back to herself and felt Troy’s body still above her. She opened her eyes seeing his own watching her. She sucked in a lungful of sweet air and blew it out. “Oh. My. God!”

Troy began to roll his hips again, a smile playing on his lips. “You good?” he asked.

She chewed her lower lip again. “Oh yeah…” She put her feet on the mattress. “Come in me, baby…” A feeling welled up in her. She wanted… no, she needed him to have as powerful a climax as she just did. “You’re so hard… so big…”

She saw him screw his eyes shut and he began to hammer at her now. “Come in me, baby!” she hissed at him. “Fill me up!” She held his arms, loosening her death grip to a firm guiding one. “Oh baby, I love your cock in me!”

With a series of growls and grunts more primal than passionate, he began to climax. He drove himself deep into her, spilling his come; pulling out, he plunged into her again and again, emptying himself inside of her.

When his growls gave way to moans, she put her hands on his neck. “Oh baby…” she cooed. “So good, so good…”

She turned her head to where Dean was. His eyes were wide in amazement watching them. When he caught her look, he shot her a thumbs up and huge grin. She blew him a small kiss and turned her head back to Troy’s.

She pulled at his neck, bringing him on top of her, feeling his body cover her own. She turned her mouth to his and kissed him deeply, lost in the goodness and grace of the moment.


[9]

CROSS MY HEART
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TROY LAY OFF TO THE SIDE so he wouldn’t squash her and held her tightly. It was sweet, feeling his fingers run though her hair. Neither of them spoke for a few moments.

“Let me get us some water and give you two a chance to talk,” he said. He unwrapped himself from their embrace and stood. Both Jane and Dean looked at his now flaccid, wet cock. He picked up his towel and gave himself a quick wipe before wrapping it around his waist. “Back in a few,” he said.

Jane suddenly felt shy; she didn’t look Dean in the eye. Instead, she reached for her towel to cover herself up.

Dean stopped her hand before she could get to it. “Don’t, hon,” he said. “I’m getting such a charge out of just looking at you right now.” His voice was soft.

All at once, the intense pleasure she experienced faded. It took a conscious effort on her part to look him in the eye. It had been sooo good with Troy that a well of guilt was beginning to surge up in her. She really shouldn’t have had such a great time.

Dean squatted beside the mattress and cupped her face in his hand. “That was incredible,” he said. “You came like a Mack truck! Wow!” His smile was wide, but more than that, it was genuine.

She nodded silently, keeping his gaze.

“Hey… what’s up, babe?” His smile faltered.

“Was it too good?” she asked in a small voice. “Did I come too much?”

Dean’s smile was gone. His eyebrows came together, a furrow of concern filling the gap between them. “Too much?” When she nodded in reply, he slowly shook his head from side to side. His hand came up and rested on her side. “No, baby… don’t have second thoughts about that. You had a wonderful time, so did Troy…” His face brightened and he nodded sharply. “And so did I!”

“Really? For real, babe? You got off watching me fuck another guy?”

He nodded slowly. “I got off watching you get off, babe. It was fantastic! I never, ever saw you come that hard!”

She blinked at him. He was absolutely right, of course; but… “And that doesn’t bother you? That Troy’s a better lover?”

He snorted and looked away. “Well! Now that you put it that way…”

She put her hand on his arm. “Oh shit! I’m sorry, Dean! I didn’t mean—”

He looked back at her, his face a countenance of love. “Yeah, babe… you did, and you are telling the truth.” When she started to speak again, he held a hand up. “Let me finish, okay?” He took a deep breath. “I love you.” He shook his hand in the air. “No, more than that I adore you. You’re a fantastic person, a wonderful woman, and I am blessed in spending the rest of my life with you at my side!”

“Yeah but—”

He shuss’ed her. “When you eat an ice cream, I want it to be the absolute best ice cream you’ve ever had, okay?” He pointed at his heart. “But I don’t make ice cream! When you go to sleep, I want you to have the best night’s sleep you possibly can.” He shook his head. “But I’m not the Sandman, am I?” He put his hands on her shoulders. “I always want the best for you. And that you shared this experience with me right here… total bonus.”

“Really?” It was hard to take in.

He nodded and drew his hand over his chest. “Cross my heart.”

“Oh baby…” she reached out and kissed him. He kissed her tenderly, his fingers brushing the tendrils of her hair behind her ears.

When they came up for air, she kissed the tip of his nose and smiled. Dean had made her shakiness disappear like water on a sidewalk on a hot summer’s day.

She felt herself wet between her legs. She wasn’t the only one who came like a Mack truck. “I… uhhh…” she looked around for her towel. The owners of the club had also put tissue boxes beside the mattress. She pointed at it. “Could you pass me the tissue?” she said.

“Not yet. I want to see it. Show me your creampie baby. I’ve been thinking about this all day.” His voice was now husky.

She giggled. “You’re too much!” She lay on her back and spread her legs, putting her feet on the mattress. She nudged herself back up against the wall in a half sitting position, reveling in Dean’s face, now slack, watching her pussy.

She spread her pussy lips for him; the way his eyes flared told her she was on the right track. “You like seeing Troy’s come leak out of me, baby?” she said. Dean nodded silently. “He made your JJ come so hard!” she said. “His big dick plowing my wet pussy…”

Dean licked his lips. His hand went to his own cock, stroking his hard shaft as his eyes locked onto Jane’s fingers.

“I loooove being filled up with cream, baby…” she said. Her talking dirty to him was turning him on, and she was finding herself being aroused again. She dipped her middle finger up inside of herself, wetting it and began drawing circles across the top of her clit. “I’m rubbing Troy’s come on my clit, Dean, do you like that?” When he nodded, she continued, “I’m going to make myself come using his jizz as lube…” Dean’s sharp inhale of breath told her she was on the right track.

“Stand up,” he said. “I want to watch your pussy drip while you masturbate.”

Jane purred. “Now that’s freaky…” she climbed to her feet on the mattress, standing before him. She watched his face, transfixed on her oozing pussy lips. “It’s going to roll down my legs, baby…” her finger was making fast circles across her clit. “His big load’s going to run down my legs…” She gasped as she felt the bloom start from her core. “Oh shit, baby…looking at you watching his come roll out of me’s so hot! I’m gonna…” she ended with a hiss as the orgasm washed over her, her knees shaking. “Oh baby!”

“You’re so fucking hot, baby,” Dean said. “This is so awesome! His come’s dripping from your hot cunt onto the bed!”

She looked down between her legs in time to see a dollop cascade onto the sheet, right between her feet. Raising her eyes, she saw Dean’s face alight with passion. “You like that, huh? Well, every time I get my… my cunt filled, you’ll get to see that again.” Dean closed his eyes and sighed with a smile.
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OH BOY
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“HOW WAS YOUR WEEKEND?” Carl asked that Monday when they were going over the restaurant’s weekend receipts. She was at her desk in the cramped office off the kitchen and Carl was in a chair beside her. “First time in a long time you and Dean had a whole weekend together. Do anything special?”

“Oh, we went out dancing.” She was working the spreadsheet. It was pretty simple to reconcile the books nowadays. Just about all the tabs were paid for with bank cards of one type or another. It was ironic. Cash receipts made more work than anything else.

“Yeah? Did you have fun?”

“Oh yeah, we had a blast!” She looked up from her laptop’s screen, her eyes bright.

“Really? You didn’t feel out of place or too old?”

She shook her head. “No…the place we went to… well we were on the younger side of the spectrum to tell you the truth.”

“No kidding?” He drummed his fingers on the tabletop. “Eva and I used to go out dancing all the time when we were younger… We’re too self conscious now to do stuff like that unless we’re at a wedding or something.” He shook his head. “Seeing two people in their 60’s at a dance club… we’d scare the kids!” he chuckled. He looked back up at Jane. “It’s tough sometimes to fit in, you know?”

“Yeah, I hear ya.” Uh oh…

“Where did you guys go? We might want to check it out ourselves.”

Shit. Damn it. “Errr… it was out of town. Dean heard of it. I can’t remember the name of the place.”

“No big deal; I’ll find it online. What town is it in?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know. He drove and I wasn’t really paying attention.”

“Alright. Look, do me a favor? Can you send him a text and find out for me? It would be really cool if I took Eva out dancing. She loves to dance…” Carl wiggled his eyebrows. “And I still got some moves too. Maybe I can get lucky with her!” he added with a cheese grin.

“Sure, no problem.” She turned back to the screen on her laptop.

Carl was watching her silently when she glanced up. He made a gesture. “No time like the present, right?”

“Oh. Okay…” she got her phone out and started tapping the screen. “Well… he’s in meetings this morning, so it might be a while before he gets back to me.”

“No problem. Just let me know as soon as you find out, okay?”

“Yeah, sure.” She tapped a few more keys and turned off her phone. “I’ll let you know.”

“Great. Eva will get a kick out of it.” He looked away for a moment. “No—what I’ll do first is check the place out on my own first. I’ll just duck out to it on a Friday night or something. If I see people in the crowd in our age range, then I’ll take her there the next night or something.”

“Hmm… that sounds like you’re using your head.” She couldn’t help but think to herself ‘Oh, what a tangled web we weave when first we practice to deceive!’ She was going to have to figure something out here.

They finished tallying the receipts and went over the supply orders needed to be made. She’d handle that after lunch.

Carl stood up. “Well; that’s it for me, I’m out of here.” He tucked his iPad into his leather portfolio and zipped it up. He rested his hand on Jane’s desk. “Look, if you could get me the name of that club as soon as you can, I’d really appreciate it.” He grabbed his phone and sunglasses. “Just text me, okay?”

“Sure. No problem.” Now what the hell was she going to do?

Later that morning Tony showed up just as she finished placing the supply order. He leaned a shoulder against the doorway of her office. “How was your weekend?” he asked. “We were slammed again!” he said, rubbing his hands together. “The place is taking off like a rocket!”

“You were able to handle it all okay, right?”

He nodded, stepping into the office. “The kitchen crew were real troopers; it was great. We were all dead to the world by the time we closed it up though, I’ll tell you that. We actually had to turn some customers away. They wanted to know if we could ‘rustle something up from the back’ at 1:00 o’clock in the morning!”

“So what did you do?”

“I was just having a drink waiting for Karen to knock off—Al behind the bar is showing her some of the ropes of bartending. She’s catching on real fast. I told the couple that the kitchen had closed down at midnight and there wasn’t anything we could do.” He laughed. “So I told them that I could have some chicken wings and pizza delivered!”

“You didn’t!”

“Hey, it was a great night, okay? And we were all beat to a snot.” He made a face. “So I called for some pizzas and locked the front door. We had a kind of pizza party to wind down the night.”

Jane shook her head. A five star restaurant that orders Domino’s. “Don’t make a habit of it, okay? The last thing Carl would want to hear about is the staff here won’t eat the food or something.”

“Yeah…if you say so; the kitchen was closed you know. But I guess you got a point. It was good pizza though.”

She rolled her eyes.

“So… what did you do over the weekend.”

Not again! “Uhhh…we just hung out and stuff. No big deal.”

“You ought to go out dancing.”

Before she could answer her phone buzzed with a text from Dean. She picked it up and read it.

Howz my hot wife doing today? Feeling horny?

As if. She glanced up at Tony. “It’s Dean. This will just take a second.” She tapped out a reply.

No, not really. Carl wants to know the name of the club we went to on Saturday!!!

When she read Dean’s reply her eyes almost fell out of her head:

So tell him!

Her fingers flew:

Are you crazy! He’d never look at me the same way! He’d be undressing me with his eyes!

She rolled her eyes when Dean fired back:

MMmmm…. He probably already’s been doing THAT for years you know…

You and an older man… sounds yummy… ‘fuck me Daddy!’ Nice role playing opportunity there!

She tapped out

‘Daddy??? You’re out of your mind!

Dean replied:

What do you mean? It’s not uncommon for older guys being called that. Sometimes it really turns them on.

She thought about it.

Well not me. But…

Turning her head to the side, she thought about Carl. He was in pretty good shape for a guy in his 60’s… she squinched up her nose and sent another text:

Doing an older guy DOES kind of sound hot…

She no sooner pressed ‘Send’ than Dean replied:

‘Oh DADDY!’ BWHAHAHAHA!

“Asshole.” She looked at the screen. “So many men, so little time,” she said out loud.

“You talking to me?” Tony said.

OH SHIT! She startled and looked up to see him still standing in the doorway. He was smiling and blinking at her. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “Dean was asking…about an old song and I was trying to remember the name of it.”

“There’s a song with that name? ‘So Many Men So Little Time’?”

“Ummm… yeah, I think so; it’s from the ‘80’s or something.” A grin flitted across her face. “When I was a kid, me and my girlfriend’s played it during a slumber party once.”

“Oh.” He made a set of puppy dog eyes at her. “I thought you were trying to tell me something…”

“Ha! In your dreams, Tony!” Actually, he had been in her dreams, more than once. A lot more. Tony was a hot guy—he had a great physique. On top of that he was cool; even though he was her subordinate, he handled himself with a degree of confidence she admired. She had undressed him with her eyes a bunch of times. Right now, in his tight t-shirt and jeans he looked yummy. The way his biceps stretched out the sleeves of his t-shirt… She gave her head a small shake.

“So you really weren’t trying to tell me something, huh?” he said. His eyes watched her.

“Nope.”

“Well, that’s disappointing,” he said stepping up to her.

She raised her head and looked in his eyes. They had an expression she never saw before. ‘Is he coming on to me?’ she thought to herself. Jane blanched, and then sat back in her office chair and crossed her arms. “What the hell would Karen say if she heard you talking like that?” No matter how hot a guy was, fooling around behind his girl’s back was a huge turn off for her.

Tony smirked. “She’d be jealous as hell of course.”

“And that’s funny? She’d be jealous because she’d be hurt, Tony.” Jane shook her head slowly. “I have to tell you that I’m really disappointed in you right now.” She pursed her lips. “I thought you were a better guy than that.”

He chuckled. “Karen wouldn’t be jealous of me making time with you, boss.” His eyebrows flared. “She’d be jealous of me getting it on with you instead of her getting it on with you.”

Jane’s jaw bounced off the floor. “Whuuu—”

Tony burst out laughing and spread his arms. “She’d be envious of me if I made time with you. It’s the truth!”

“Oh.” She stood and turned away to put some files back in the cabinet. This was so wrong… “Let’s start the prep for tonight, okay?” She pointed towards the kitchen. “You do the steaks and I’ll start the…ummm…”

“Dessert. You and dessert sounds just right, boss.”

She spun back around looking at him. He had a shoulder up against the door frame. He crossed his arms across his chiseled chest and his eyes tracked up and down her figure as he nodded slowly.

“Tony!” She had come to work that day wearing her sun dress because it was so warm. She was going to change into her cook’s clothes in her office before starting. Tony’s eyes were transfixed on her legs, lasers focused on the three inches of flesh above her knee where the skirt ended. 

“You look good in that dress, Jane.”

That stupid blush crept up her chest, to her neck and made her cheeks apple red before ending at the top of her head. “Now listen to me. There’s absolutely never going to be any funny business going on in the kitchen, you understand?”

He nodded. “Sure. But I was thinking more about fun than funny.” He turned and headed down to the kitchen.

Jane gulped, but didn’t take her eyes off his ass until he was out of sight. Catching her breath, she leaned against the desk in her office. First Carl asking about the name of the Swinger Club they went to, and now Tony coming on to her? Not the playful flirting he had always been doing—going right up to the edge and then backing off. No… he was coming on to her.

“Oh boy,” she said out loud.
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HEADS OR TAILS
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EVERY NIGHT AT THE RESTAURANT WAS THE SAME ROUTINE. Oaken Embers was only open for dinner, and so the door remained locked until 5:00pm. At 3:00 the key servers and bartenders showed up to get the front of the house ready. Last minute vacuuming, then the chairs off the tables and the tables dressed. Everyone was busy as the clock ticked. And, as every night, the key staff would sit down at the eight seater at the back of the dining room for a family style dinner. It wasn’t as elaborate as what was on the menu—no filet mignon nor London Broil; but the beef cutlets were cooked perfectly, and the potatoes and veggies were five star quality.

At 5:00 pm sharp, Karen unlocked the front door while they cleared up the ‘family dinner’ and the first diners came through within ten minutes.

The evening started off with its now normal build up; and by 8:30 they were once more slammed. A one hour wait at the bar if you didn’t have a reservation. And if you had one, it was still fifteen minutes or so. The restaurant had gotten a flurry of fantastic reviews a few months earlier; from well established critics. That led to a bump in business, but now, those customers they got from those reviews are now regulars, and the word of mouth had kicked in. It was a spiraling cycle—the more people that ate there, the more people would come.

The front of the house had the atmosphere of a relaxed country club as the servers and staff welcomed guests, took orders and managed the flow of people. The calm and relaxed atmosphere in the front was the total opposite of the controlled bedlam in the kitchen. The kitchen was like the control room of the Starship Enterprise in the middle of a battle with the entire Klingon fleet.

Jane, Tony and the three other cooks were all at their stations processing the orders. Steaks, filets and London Broils were each prepared to perfection and sent out the door. Seafood and fish entrees were prepared with elan. Desserts and sorbets were whisked out without a single problem.

Jane stepped away from her station and watched as Tony took over to respond to the need for expediting orders. She watched as he kidded with the kitchen staff, partnered up with the Maitre d’, and got kept everything under control. The seating from 8:00 to 9:30 was like barreling down the Rocky Mountains on a freight train with no brakes. If they kept on track, things were going to level out, but if not, it could be a disaster.

And disaster struck.

Filipe at the dishwasher let out a yell that rolled over the cacophony of the kitchen when a water line on the dishwasher broke. A jet of water gushed out from behind the dishwasher, drenching him and his helper Antony.

“Oh shit!” Jane cried out. What the hell was she supposed to do?

“Watch my Veal Marsala!” Tony said, running past her. “I got this.”

She moved between the two stations. She had three entrees on the go, and Tony was handling three of his own. He had a chicken breast braising, a T-bone in the broiler and had just dropped the Marsala wine into the breaded veal he was sautéing. She moved with pans, plates and tongs getting the suppers out. Shit. If the dishwasher goes off line they were done for the night! They could handle who was at the bar, but at the rate the seats were turning over they’d have to lock the front door.

But the Real Estate Association had a reservation for 60 booked for 10:00! They were coming here after the Cirque du Soleil show at the arena! Oh shit!

“Tony! Can you get a plumber?” she yelled. “We can’t close tonight!”

“Gimme a minute, would ya! Watch my Veal!” He was on his back under the dishwasher, being drenched.

Shit, this was bad. She turned back and got the rest of the meals out. Oh frig—eight more tickets were in front of her! She looked wildly over at the dishwasher. Antony and Felipe were standing over Tony’s legs, their hands on their waist. The gushing water stopped.

She watched the meals on her station and kept glancing over to where Tony was still stretched out under the machine. “What are you doing?”

Tony pulled himself out from under the machine. “It’s okay!” he called over to her. He talked with Felipe and Antony, gesturing at the machine. They nodded and slapped him on the back. He pointed to the stairs to the second floor and they ran up.

He came over to Jane. “A seal on the mixing valve let go. I bypassed it, and they’ll have to go with just hot water for now. I told them to watch themselves and use the valves at the side to temper the water and to make damn sure the temperature stayed at 180 before running the dishes through.”

He may as well spoken to her in Klingon for all she understood. “So we’re okay?”

“Oh sure! No problem. They just gotta watch the temps is all. Felipe’s good to go. They’re upstairs changing into dry clothes.” He picked at his own chef uniform. There’s spares upstairs, and I’m scooting up to change. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

When he turned to go, she put her hand on his arm. “Thanks Tony, you saved our ass.”

He dropped his head to her ear. “It’s an ass worth savoring, not saving.”

Jane huffed, “Why do you ALWAYS have to be like that with me?”

Tony smirked. He leaned in and spoke quietly. “Because one day, I hope and dream that you’ll take it for what it’s worth.”

Jane folded her arms in front of her. “What the hell do you mean?”

“I mean that I like you, I respect the hell out of you, and you turn me on by just being in the same room with me.” He shrugged. “I’m not looking to marry you; Dean’s a hell of a guy…but really, enjoying each other’s body… is that a crime?”

“We work together, Tony.” She shook her head sharply. “You work for me. What you’re talking about could really screw things up here.” She watched him stare at her silently.

Then he smiled. “Well…maybe.” He held up his hand. “Or…maybe it would even make us work better together. In here,” he waved his hand around, “You got my back, and I got yours. Neither of us take advantage of the other. And…if…things changed between us in a different kind of way…I think we got a good foundation to work from. It’s not like I just walked in off the street, right?” He inhaled deeply. “Look Jane, no matter what, I’ll always have your back, okay?” He plucked at his soaking uniform. “I gotta go change.”

When he turned to go, she swatted his butt. He spun around and they stared at each other in silence for a moment. That moment felt like it lasted about six or seven years, before he turned to go.

When he went up the stairs to the locker area, Jane turned to the service counter. Jamie, one of the servers from the front was loading up his tray with four entrees. “Jamie, tell Karen I need to see her right away please,” she said.

“Uhh…Jane, it’s crazy up front.”

She put her boss lady face on. “Thirty seconds, Jamie.”

“Ohhhkay.”

She had to send Dean a text. She’d be late coming home. She corrected herself: ‘JJ needs to send Dean a text’.

She fished a quarter out of her pants pocket. Heads, it would be Tony, tails it would be Karen.

She flipped the coin, grabbed it in the air and slapped it on top of her opposite hand covering it. She lifted her hand and peeked.

“Good!” she said and smiled with an evil grin. She had the nerve to do this.

Right? Well, maybe not Jane, but JJ could in a heartbeat.
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GIFTS
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JANE WAS PERCHED on one of the barstools as she watched her staff finish up for the night. They were all pretty bushed; nobody expected that level of business in the place on a Monday of all nights. She could remember Friday nights that weren’t half as busy as that night had been.

Just as the last of the crew were leaving, Karen came up to her. She watched as the younger woman approach her. It dawned on Jane—shit, Karen was a decade younger than her, and was 25! Tony was absolutely right in being smitten with her. Slender like Gwyneth Paltrow, and with the same straight pale blonde hair and dancing eyes, the woman was a prize.

Karen leaned on the bar and glanced over her shoulder. When she saw that nobody was looking their way, she darted her head in quickly and kissed Jane’s cheek.

“I am jealous you know,” she said in a steely voice. “I’d been crushing on you since the day you hired me!”

Jane shook her head. “I had no idea.” She made a gesture with her hands in the air. “I… this is all pretty new to me…”

Karen patted her arm. “Just go with the flow, and be honest.” She gave a sharp nod. “That’s what’s worked for us.”

“Well… I called my husband, and he’s taking tomorrow off.”

Karen let out a sigh. “Dean’s hot…” she purred. They sat in silence for a moment. “Tony’s going to be smoked!”

Jane snickered. “Yeah…I think you’re right.” She picked up the keys for the place and they headed to the door.

Tony was at the door. He held it open for them.

“Thanks for the ride home, Tony,” Jane said. “I wish you were as good with cars as you are with a dishwasher.”

“No sweat, Jane.” He looked over at Karen. “You sure you can’t come for the drive?”

“No… it was a crazy night and I just want to head to bed, babe.” A taxi was waiting at the curb. She stepped up on her tiptoes and kissed him. “I’ll see you when you get home.”

They crossed the street to the parking lot where Tony’s pickup truck was parked. “You sure you don’t want me to take a look at it?” he said, pointing her car tucked off to the side.

“No… that’s okay. When I told Dean what the problem was, he said that the thingy that keeps the battery charged was probably shot or something.”

“Alternator. Yeah. If that’s not working, even if I gave you a boost, you’d conk out real soon.” He unlocked the door on her side and walked over to his.

“I really appreciate the lift, Tony, I don’t know how to repay you for this.”

He started the car. “Well, I have some ideas…” he said with a grin.

“You’re insufferable, you know that! What kind of a woman do you think I am!” she slapped the side of his arm lightly.

Tony slowly drew in his breath and let it out just as slowly as he kept his eyes on the road. Jane had given him more than a few pats on the shoulder for doing a good job in the time he’d worked for her. But that playful poke on his bicep was the first time her skin had touched his other than a handshake when he had gotten the job.

“Do that again, boss, would ya?” he said.

“What, this?” Jane patted his arm, right on his bicep. She held onto it for a moment and gave it a squeeze before removing her hand.

“Yeah, that.” He slid his eyes over to her. Shit she looked good. She was about as ‘Un-Karen’ as you could be. Still, Jane was hot.  Karen was tall and slender, with the body of a ballerina. Jane was short and stacked with the figure of an athlete during the season break; a little soft around the edges, but still in shape. Karen was the perfect cliché of a girl with a Swedish background—long, straight pale blonde hair that had two bright blue eyes peeking out. Jane was the perfect example of a fiery Irish redhead, with the green eyes that were almost like an elf’s in that they were so almond shaped. Karen’s titties were, at best, ‘pert’, while Jane’s boobs strained against her bra.

“Keep your eyes on the road, Tony,” she said, her eyes watching his, feeling them glide over her like a caress as she pointed out the front of the car.

“Y’know, I’ve never been to your house.”

“Well, for starters, it’s a condo. Twelfth floor with a view of the lake.”

“No house?”

She shook her head. “No need. No kids, no dog…” her voice drifted. “It suits us.”

“Man, I can’t wait to own a house!” he said. “Cutting the grass in the summer, using a snow blower in the winter… fixing stuff in it…”

She made a small shrug. “To each his own. That kind of stuff never appealed to Dean.” She pointed down the thoroughfare. “Three more blocks, then make a left onto Lakeview.”

As Tony followed the turns, she said, “I can never understand how you always talk about how over the moon you are with Karen, but still be such a flirt.”

“Not with everyone, boss. Just you.”

“Yeah, right.”

“No, it’s the truth! You turn me on in a lot of ways. The way you handle the kitchen—especially when it’s a zoo. You’re a lot, L-O-T better looking than you normally dress for. You’re kind of quiet, but when you say what you’re thinking you show just how damn smart you are.” He looked over at her again. “I love watching your mouth when you taste the sauces…”

“But how does this jive with you and Karen? I don’t know how many times you’ve said you guys were soul mates?” From her short and pointed discussion in the kitchen with Karen she already knew the answer to that, but wanted to see how he put it.

“What Karen and I have goes beyond sex.”

She scoffed.

“No! I mean it! More often than not, I can tell what she’s thinking as she’s thinking it! We like the same movies, read the same books, and like the same types of food! We finish each other’s sentences all the time!” He looked over at Jane. “And we use the exact same words the other person was going to use! Isn’t that wild?”

She made a small laugh. “It sounds kind of scary, to tell you the truth.”

“Not for us. It’s like being at home when we’re with each other.”

“And that makes it okay for you to flirt.”

“More than flirt, boss. We have the same attitudes about sex.”

“Oh? And what’s that?”

“It’s a gift. Sharing your body with someone else and enjoying that pleasure is a gift. Nobody’s taking, nobody’s losing, it’s sharing… and if Karen does that with someone else, she’s shared a gift. Same for me.”

“Hmm…”

“You can scoff all you want, but it’s the truth.”

“No, I wasn’t scoffing that time, I was thinking.”

“Oh?” He swiveled his head and wagged his eyebrows. “About what?”

“That whole bit about ‘gift’ and ‘sharing’… I heard that before.” Before Tony could respond, she pointed to a driveway. “Turn in here, and go around to the underground garage door. When he pulled up, she gave him the access code that he punched into the keypad and the door slid up.

“Inviting me upstairs?” he said. He slid his car into a slot marked ‘Visitors’ that was beside the elevator. He watched her as she unbuckled her seat belt and turned in the seat towards him. He loved how the skirt of her sundress rode up her legs as she did so. She reached out and put her hand on his neck, sending sparks down his spine.

“You said ‘sharing’… and ‘gift’, right?” Her green eyes were shiny.

He nodded. “Yeah.”

“I believe you. I heard those same terms this evening.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes. Now two things. First of all, for the rest of the night, I’d like you to call me ‘JJ’.”

“JJ. Not Jane.”

“That’s right.”

Tony’s eyebrows creased in puzzlement. He waved at the nearby elevator. “Okay, ‘JJ’, shall we go up?”

She nodded. “Secondly, I have a gift for you. Hold out your hand.”

He held his hand out and Jane dropped a small ball of fabric into it. She opened the door and slid her legs out of the car. “There’s more where that came from, Tony.” She stepped to the elevator doors and pressed the button.

He looked down in his hand at a pair of lace panties.
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FRINGE BENEFIT
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TONY WAS BEHIND HER IN A FLASH, his strong arms wrapping around her from above and behind. His arms folded over each other on her midriff as he lowered his head to her neck. “You’re sure about this?” he asked. She leaned back into his chest and glided her hand up alongside his cheek, rubbing the soft scruff of his short beard.

“Yes. What you said in the car is word for word of what Karen told me tonight.”

“Now this is what I call a promotion!” He squeezed her gently.

Her mouth dropped and she spun to seen his grinning at her. “Call it a fringe benefit.”

He cupped her face in his hands and kissed her. He didn’t put his tongue in her mouth, just tasted her lips against his. He knew there would be plenty of time for all kinds of licking and sucking before this was over, so no need to rush it. Besides, Jane’s lips were soft and full against his own; he relished the sensation, feeling her mouth press onto his.

When she darted just the tip of her tongue against his mouth, he couldn’t help but smile to himself. She wanted him as strongly as he wanted her. He pressed her body to his own, feeling the crush of her breasts against his chest and her tummy against his waist. Holding the kiss, and returning her tongue’s dart with one of his own, he reached down to her skirt and rubbed the round orbs of her bare ass cheeks.

She let out a small mewl of pleasure at his touch, and he began to squeeze firmly when she raised her arms and encircled his neck.

Breaking the kiss, Jane rested her head against Tony’s chest. She could hear his heart thum-thumming at a remarkable rate. He was as excited as she was!

He began to ‘Mmm’ when his hands first palmed her ass. The strokes became clasping squeezes and he began to growl. “You have an epic booty, boss lady; I’ve always loved watching it… fantasizing about doing just this”. His hands each clasped a cheek and spread them. She flinched when she felt one of his fingers rest atop her anus. “What a great ass…” he murmured again as his hands explored and lay claim on her flesh. “Fuck, what a great ass!”

Up until that moment, she never thought her butt was anything special. Too wide if anything. But the murmurs bubbling in his chest in perfect time to his hands told her a completely different story. Tony didn’t grab her boobs, he wasn’t sucking on her mouth, he was fondling her ass… and it felt wonderful.

She snickered. “You like it, you really, really like it!”

His hands didn’t stop moving. “Oh yeah… I’ve never seen you in heels, but I’d bet you’d cause car wrecks if you wore this dress with a set of heels…”

She pressed herself into him, feeling his hardness through his jeans against her belly. “I can’t wait to see your cock.”

Before Tony could say or do anything more, the elevator ding’ed and the doors slid open. They tumbled into the car and she pressed the button for twelve.

She turned “My husband’s going to be there, Tony.”

His eyes flew open wide. “Whuuut? I figured he was away on a business trip or something!”

She shook her head. “He likes watching. We’ve done this a few times and… well… he likes to watch.”

“He doesn’t get jealous or any shit like that?”

“No.”

He stepped to her again as the doors slid open. He put his arm around her shoulders as they exited the car. “You looking for a threesome? Is that it?”

Jane turned her face up to him. “No…I mean, I’m not opposed to the idea, but Dean and I… well, he likes watching me…”

“Get your freak on.”

She nodded. “I’m kind of new doing this sort of stuff, being with other men…but it turns me on knowing he’s watching. Is this going to be a problem for us?” She reached out, surprised at her own daring to stroke Tony’s groin. A feeling of disappointment flowed over her when she felt he had softened somewhat. Not flaccid, but not the hardness she had felt before.

“Well, it’s kind of hard to get my head around, you know?”

Jane lowered her head. “I understand. I should have told you sooner, I guess, but I really wanted to surprise you in the car with my panties.” She suddenly felt embarrassed.

“I’m keeping them by the way,” he said.

She kept her gaze averted. “Like a trophy, huh? Another notch on your bedpost kind of thing?”

“Nope. When I get together with someone else, Karen wears the woman’s panties the next day. It really turns her on.” He brought his hands up and rested them on top of Jane’s shoulders. “Yeah, that sounds weird, doesn’t it?”

Jane lifted her eyes, her head bobbing a few times. “Kinda.” She made a cheese grin. “Right up there with married couples who fuck other people in front of their spouse, huh?” She hadn’t taken her hand away from Tony’s crotch and was feeling him thicken again.

“When you put it that way, I think you have a point.” He tilted his head down the hallway. “Lead the way…” What the hell—when he and Karen got together with other couples for some Swinger action, he always got a rush watching her fuck the other guy… or eat out the other woman, right? So obviously Jane’s husband got the same kind of rush.

“You’re sure?” she asked.

He nodded sharply. “If I had to do this at high noon in Times Square… and it was you it would still be no contest.” He put a finger on her lips so he could finish. “I’m not really the show off type you know; but if that’s what it would have taken, I’d do it.” He looked down the hallway. “I don’t like being the center of attention a whole lot, okay? But if that’s what it takes, let’s go for it.”

She took his hand and they headed down the corridor to the condo.

The door was already cracked open, and soft fusion jazz was wafting through the air as they entered. The entranceway led to a sunken living room that extended to floor to ceiling windows on the opposite side. A corridor on the left must have headed down to the bedroom and bathroom area. On the right, on the same level as the entranceway was the kitchen and dining area.

Hand in hand they descended the three wide steps down to the living area. A table lamp glowed diffused lighting over a rich cushioned L-shaped sofa. On the coffee table before it were glasses and a bottle of wine in a chiller, already uncorked. Opposite the sofa was a wing-backed armchair and ottoman with a side table and another glass of wine.

Dean’s head came out from the side of the chair. He waved. “Hey, babe, everything okay?” He gave a short wave to Tony. “Hey man, how ya been?” Pointing at the L-shaped sofa, he said, “I set out a bottle of wine for you guys. There’s plenty of other stuff in the fridge if that’s not okay.”

Tony stepped up to him to shake his hand, noticing that Dean was wearing only a bathrobe. Dean’s hand was dry and firm. “Hey, Dean,” Tony said. “You sure you’re okay with this?”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way, man.”

The two men watched as Jane poured two glasses of wine. Her back was to them, and her skirt hiked up enough for them to admire the curve of her butt as she bent over to fill the glasses. Straightening, she crossed over to them. Handing one to Tony, she held hers up.

“A toast. To good friends and good times.”

“Hear, hear,” Dean said as they clinked glasses all around.

Tony drained his glass, as did Jane. She took his glass and placed both on the side table beside Dean’s chair. She was surprised at how steady her voice sounded and how relaxed she felt. Once the decision had been made to do this, a sense of certainty had eased itself over her and remained.

Tony, being not completely sure of how to handle this made him even yummier to her as he regained his equilibrium. He wanted her; he overcame his surprise and confusion in no time flat. Him saying that he had a bit of a shy streak was something she could identify with easily. And yet…here they were.

She held her arms up to Tony. “Shall we begin?”
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SHOW ME, BABE
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“I’VE WANTED THIS SINCE THE DAY YOU HIRED ME, BABY,” he said. His voice was low and dusky, wrapping itself around her like a warm blanket on a chilly night.

Jane couldn’t help but make a small laugh. “I’ve had daydreams about you since the day I hired you!” He bent over and in a single flourish scooped her into his arms. Effortlessly. She put her arms around his neck. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been swept off her feet like that; it had been a long time since she felt weightless. She loved it. For the three or four paces to the sofa, she buried her head in his neck, inhaling his scent of musk and cinnamon.

Just as effortless, Tony bent at the waist and lay her along one side of the couch. She sat back watching him as he gazed at her, drinking her in with his eyes as he licked his lips. She began rubbing her feet together, toeing her sandals off. When they fell to the floor she began cycling her legs slowly, one over each other, that warm glow in her core beginning.

Tony bent again to lift the coffee table and move it a couple of feet from the couch. He then dropped to the floor by her head. His hand whipped up and crushed into the back of her hair. She watched as he stared at it flowing over his fingers, a cascade of bright red ringlets. He pulled his hand away, opening his fingers and watched as the tendrils stretched through them, dropping down one by one.

“It’s so soft!” he said in a whisper. “You don’t use anything to make those curls!”

She rested on one elbow, and rose her other hand beside her head and stroked her hair. With a purring smile she replied, “Yes, I have naturally curly red hair, just like in that Charlie Brown cartoon.” When Tony looked at her blankly, she laughed. “My parents had it on a video when I was a kid.”

“Never heard of it.” He ran his hand through her hair again. “It’s magnificent.”

She trembled when his hand went to the sweet spot on her shoulder and began rubbing her there. Small jolts of fire shot down from his touch down to her core, leaving a warming trail.

He bent in and kissed her again. This time he was ravenous. He held her head, one hand at her neck and the other cupping her chin as he began feasting on her mouth. His tongue slid in and began to thrust across the top of hers. She opened her mouth wider, urging him on with her own. He let out a groaning noise and his hands pressed onto her even tighter. She rolled her head back and spread her arms in surrender like a vampire’s victim.

She felt one hand leave the side of her face and travel down her abdomen, passing over her bust, and right down to her pussy. She opened her knees for him. He pulled at the skirt of her dress and made small circles on her tummy, each one leaving a trail of electricity after it until he came to her pussy. He cupped her mons gently and began to throb his hand over it, sending pulses up within her.

She broke the kiss when a pulse of pleasure shot through her. “Oh!”

Turning her face back to his, she gazed into his coal black eyes, shining with the same arousal she was feeling. In a way, it was like looking into a mirror. Every crease of his face, the flutter of his eyelashes, the flaring of his nostrils, she felt on her own.

They fell into each other’s eyes as his hand on her mons spread her pussy and he inserted a finger up inside.

“I’m innn youuu…” he whispered.

“Yessss…” She dropped her hand, covering his and pushed him up deeper as she ground her hips. “Yeeesssss….”

Tony twisted his finger up within her and pulled it out. He brought it up to her mouth and lowered his to it as well. He swabbed both their mouths with her dank taste, slurping at her finger. He pulled his finger away, wet it again from inside her now wet folds, and brought it up a second time. She was tasting herself as he tasted her for the first time.

When he dipped up inside her for the third time, the realization struck her that in an extraordinary way, they were going down on her together! A stronger climax rolled over her and she began to gasp in pleasure.

Tony released his grip on her neck and ducked down between her legs. He lifted one leg as she slid the other onto the floor, opening herself to him. His tongue thickly wiped over her clit as he shoved two fingers within her. She cried out at the suddenness of it and the hot blast of warmth that exploded out from her core.

He picked his head up for a second and called to her, “Ride through it baby!” He dropped his head again, his mouth now assaulting her pussy’s clit. His thick tongue alternated with quick, sharp nibbles of his teeth. She felt another orgasm build up suddenly—they had never come on top of one another so fast!

She grasped at the top of his head, desperately trying not to fall through the sunbursts behind her eyes. “HOLY CHRISTMAS!” she bawled as one after another, orgasms rolled over her. “Oh shiiiit!”

“Stay with it!” he growled. He spun his fingers inside her, the pads of his fingertips pushing against the soft spongy area at the top of her inner walls.

“TONNNNEEEEE!” she cried out, assaulted by the wall of sensation that exploded anew. “Oh TONEEEE!” She clasped her legs around him, riding him like a bronco. Gasping for air, she couldn’t breathe, the pulses were hammering at her so quickly.

And so completely.

“OOOHH!” she cried and collapsed down onto the cushions. If this killed her, so be it.

She no sooner fell back than Tony slowed, then stopped. He stayed down between her legs, rubbing the inside of her thighs with his cheek, his hands now out of her, and were gliding up and down her thighs.

She was still panting and gasping. It happened so suddenly! So quickly! “Oh God, Oh God, OGODOGODOGOD!” she said, over and over. She felt her heart hammering inside of her like never before. “Wow!”

His soft voice carried up to her ears. “You are magnificent…”

She lifted her head and reached down to caress the top of his scalp. “Oh wow, you’re good!”

He raised his head and his teeth shone. “That’s just the foreplay!”

“There’s MOARRR?”She gaped at him. “Well, bring it on, MacDuff!” Good grief he was a fantastic lover.

Tony got to his feet and pulled his t-shirt over his head. He toe’d his own footwear off, and dropped his pants, standing naked before her.

His cock, hard and thick, stood straight out.

“Holy shit!” came Dean’s voice.

Jane nodded. “You’re not kidding, babe. Hole-lee shit!”

She sat up on the couch and began to fumble at her dress, staring at Tony’s package. She couldn’t get that up inside her fast enough!

He reached down and stopped her hands. “No, stand up and let me undress you.” She took his hand and got to her feet.

His pecs were slabs of muscle, and his waist was narrow. “You’re every bit as hot as I’ve imagined, Tony,” she said in a small voice. She ran her hands over his chest and pinched his nipples. “So beautiful…” she bent her head and sucked on one of his nipples; it was a hard pea of flesh in her mouth. She bit down hard enough to make him startle, paying back tit for tat the pleasure he gave her clit moments ago… a lifetime ago…

His hands straightened her up. “I’ve been waiting a long time for this, Jane”. When she shot him a look, he added quickly, “I mean, uh, ‘JJ’. His eyes were all over her body. He reached behind her and pulled the zipper of her dress down her back. One at a time he pulled slowly at the shoulders of her dress, peeling it away. She watched his mouth twitch when her bra covered boobs came into view. She was wearing a strapless push up; and the extra help made the first impression she had hoped for. She knew it did when she heard him inhale sharply.

“Oh babyyy…” He peeled off the straps and reached behind her, undoing all three hooks with an expert hand. When the strap was free, he pulled it away. “Oh Jane—uh, ‘JJ’!”

She cupped them in her hands, pointing her nipples at him. Jane took a deep breath. She was never comfortable with ‘dirty talk’ but knew in her soul that needed to change. She gave her lower lip a quick chew for courage and said in a steady voice, “Suck them, Tony. Suck my big titties, baby…”

He got onto his knees before her and put his mouth over one nipple. His lips and teeth began to chew on the end of it; not painfully, but with an urgent desire. His other hand covered the other breast, massaging it and tweaking its nipple. He shifted from one to the other, repeating the process.

She felt herself grow warm again as he fed on her flesh. She circled her arms around his head, murmuring soft bubbles of pleasure as he wetly licked and sucked at her flesh. He let go of one breast and began to run his hand up and down her hip, from her side, down her leg almost to her knee.

“You are delicious, Jane,” he said.

She tugged him to his feet. “That’s enough. I need to taste you, Tony.”

She got down on her knees and grasped his tool. Because of her work, she always had to have her nails trimmed short. Whenever Dean and her had a formal event, she’d have to get a set applied at the nail salon, and before going back to work she’d have to have them taken off. This was the first time she wished she had nails. She wished she had a set of hooker red talons to tease Tony’s cock with. She stroked his shaft up and down looking up at him. He was chewing his lower lip. She heard her husband breathing heavily despite the music in the room.

She adjusted herself on her knees and twisted over to where Dean was seated. He had his robe open and was stroking his own hardon.

“He’s got such a big, juicy cock, babe,” she said. “It smells so…”

“Manly?” he said, his voice steady.

She nodded and nuzzled into the spot where Tony’s balls met his thighs, feeling his leg tremble just a bit. She inhaled deeply. A rich scent of hard work and body spray filled her nose. Desire bloomed inside of her. “Mmmm… so big…” she murmured.

She lifted her eyes again to Tony’s shining black ones. He reached down and twisted a tendril of her hair. “Suck me, baby. Suck me for Dean…”

She opened her mouth in as big an ‘O’ shape as she could and pushed her mouth atop the knob of his cock. The silky smoothness of his mushroom cap ran over her lips. She tickled the bottom seam of his cock with her tongue.

“Oh wow…” Tony sighed. “That’s nice!”

She began to wetly lick his cock, all around the head and put her mouth over it, feeling it stretch her lips. She wasn’t going to be able to do much more than what she was doing, he was so big… Then she had an idea. She spit on his cock, and as she stroked him with her hand, she ran her lips up and down the length of his shaft. She returned to the end of his shaft and began to wetly kiss and lick the very edge of his knob, around and around.

She slid one hand up his thigh to the side of his asscheek, rolling her palm over his skin. As she continued to stroke his cock with her mouth, her hand went behind him and began to play in the crack of his ass.

“I like that…Karen’s not into ass play…” he said.

She took her hand to her mouth and liberally wet the tip of her index finger. She put her hand back on his ass and wormed it to his anus, gently pushing.

He let out a huff of air. “Push it in, baby, I’m ready,” he said.

She buried her finger in him to the first knuckle and gave her wrist a little twist.

“Oh that’s niiice…”

His pleasure at her playing inside his asshole was transmitted to his shaft. She could feel it throb under her lips. She began to squeeze it, milking it from the base to the tip and was rewarded, not with a drop, but a leaking stream of his pre-cum. With a gentle suck, she put her lips over the slit and felt it spill on her tongue as she kept milking him. It had almost no taste at all, just a slippery delight.

Tony put his hand over the one she had at his backside, stilling it. “I need to fuck you now…” he said.

She pulled her hand away and he helped her to her feet. They stepped back over to the sofa and she lay back.

Tony stood above her. From the day of his interview with Jane for the job at Oaken Embers he had imagined this. She lay before him, her skin so white it was almost translucent. She watched him with a smile as he gazed at her and crossed her arms above her head, the ringlets of her hair splaying out behind her, a halo the color of a setting sun. The swell of tummy was a half moon above her pussy. He climbed up between her legs, holding his cock, glistening in the dim light.

“Ease it into me, babe,” she said. “I want to feel every inch…”

He rubbed it up and down her furrow and nestled it just at her outer lips before putting his arms on the couch beside her.

His eyes flitted down to her pussy and back up to her face as he slowly, torturously, eased his thickness up inside of her.

“I can’t believe how tight you are after cumming so hard!” he said.

She felt that little throb in her pussy when his knob went through her inner lips into her damp well. Her lower teeth came up against her top lip and she bore down on her kegels; the extra pressure in her made him feel even bigger. “So good…” she said in a small voice. “So good…”

Tony began to thrust and pulse in and out of her. The exquisite sensation—her pussy empty, then crammed full to bursting was exquisite. She rose her hands to his waist, holding him as he claimed her.

Her eyes flared open. At the same moment that her orgasm began its first flutters, it dawned on her: she was claiming him too! She was taking him inside her, aching for that scrumptious fullness, yes; but she was clasping him, embracing him in warm, wet intimacy. He ached for her just as much as she craved him…

His voice was almost gruff. “So damn sweet, JJ…so damn, damn sweet…”

She clutched at his waist. “Harder, baby. Fuck me harrrrderrr…” She wanted his strength, his power.

He gave a short nod, and his thrusts transformed from a steady in-out slide to that battering ram she knew was in him. Yes! He started to slam into her, pushing her into the cushions of the sofa. “Yes! Like that!” she hissed at him. “Hit me baby!”

She lifted her hands to his chest, scraping at it with her fingers as she shook beneath his onslaught, his own passion swirling hers higher and higher. She pinched his nipples and twisted.

He responded with a roar. “Oh yeah!” he crowed. “I like THAT!” When she bore down even harder, his slams increased in force and frequency. She was being well and truly fucked now!

“Oh baby! Oh baby!” she cried out when her orgasm fell on her. A burst of red warmth exploded out from her pussy like an erupting volcano, sending spews of hot pleasure out through the top of her head and through her fingers. She wailed with a long, grinding, pealing grunt as over and over pleasure soaked over her in wave after wave of hot electricity.

Tony was babbling now, a sheen of sweat covering his body as he began to empty himself within her. Pulse after pulse of his fluid burst out and up inside her, like a toothpaste tube that was stomped by a giant. He felt his cock swell and pulse with each spurt, hot cream jetting out.

He fell atop of her, his arms encircling her soft skin as his hips with a mind of their own kept up their jarring thrusts. Jane’s scalp was damp under his fingers, her breasts crushed against his chest as they roiled their way through their ecstasy together.

As their bodies calmed, they kept squeezing each other, Tony’s arms holding her, and her own legs running up and down his back, holding him to her. Their breaths, soft pants, were in perfect harmony as they brought their mouths together, kissing deeply until they grew still together.

When he grew too heavy, she gently pushed at his chest and he rose up and away from her. She flashed a wide, satisfied smile. “The reality was waaay better than my fantasy,” she said.

Tony’s face was slack as he nodded in agreement as she reached out and stroked his arm.

“Show me, babe,” Dean’s voice was quiet. She turned to look at him. He had his robe completely open, and was stroking his cock slowly. “That was fantastic,” he said. “Now show me your creamy  pussy…”

Jane made a small smile and stood. She stepped over beside Dean’s chair so the lamp beside him bathed her in its light. “He came so hard, baby,” she said. She spread her feet on the carpet, looking at him staring transfixed at her pussy. She lowered her hand to her tummy, rubbing small circles. “I felt him all the way up here…” she watched as Dean licked his lips. She bore down on her pelvis, willing Tony’s come to begin to ooze out of her. She felt the slightest tickle, as a dollop of his juice rolled across her pussy and down the side of her leg.

She dropped her hand to her crotch and swiped at it. Dean’s eyes flitted from her pussy to her finger as she took the dab to her mouth and licked it off.

“Your pussy’s so full of come,” he said, his voice steady. “I love seeing it leak out past your puffed up lips…” He reached out and let a thick dribble fall on his fingers. He held his hand up to her and she leaned over, tongue extended, and like it was an ice cream cone, licked at her husband’s hand, taking Tony’s seed into her mouth. Dean made his own noises of murmured pleasure as she licked at his hand.
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I’M HERE TO HELP
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TONY SAT BACK WATCHING THEM. She was insatiable.

“He’s got such a huge cock, Dean,” she said as she continued to wipe Tony’s come out of her pussy. “I wish you were bi… ‘cuz if you were, you could clean me out…” Her voice had a soft almost whispering quality to it as she stood there. “It was sooo good, babe! Thank you so much!”

“You liked his cock in your pussy…” Dean said. He was still stroking his hard cock, his face turned up to hers.

“Yes! He filled me up so much!” She bent over and lay her hand on Dean’s shaft alongside his own. “But I want more…” She swept a leg over Dean’s lap and sat on his thighs. Holding his cock she nudged herself further up towards it. “Want you cumming in me too…” She rested her hands on Dean’s shoulders, and lifting her hips, she guided her pussy over his cock as he held it. Slowly she lowered herself onto it.

Tony watched intently as she held herself above Dean, her heavy breasts swaying. Her tummy brushed against his and her pale ass began to shuffle back and forth along the man’s thighs.

She bit her lower lip. “I’m such a dirty girl…such a cock whore…” Tony watched her blush as she said those words. His eyebrows lifted; her blushing made it even hotter.

“MY dirty girl!” Dean rasped as he grappled at her hips, pulling her into him. “Dirty girl for meee…”

Dean held her in tightly and rolled forward until Jane’s back was on the oversized ottoman. “Fucking my little slut!” he gasped.

“Fuck your little slut! Right in my hole!” Jane’s legs clasped around her husband’s hips as he rammed into her again and again. “My sloppy pussy! Put your come in meee!” She shoved her hand down between their joined hips and began to rub her pussy furiously. “Oh baby! Come inside meee!”

Dean’s own face creased in hot passion as his own orgasm began. Heaving and grunting, he emptied himself inside her.

Tony’s own cock began to stir again as he watched them come back down from their ecstasy. He reached for his clothes. Time to head home.

***

Jane came out of the bedroom where she had gotten a robe. Even though the apartment was a comfortable temperature, and despite the wild abandon that just happened, a sense of modesty took over. If it came off a little contrary, so be it; she was a woman, after all.

Tony was fully dressed and seated on the couch drinking from his wineglass. She rested a hip on the arm of Dean’s chair and picked up her glass from his side table. She took a sip and looked between the two men.

“How’s everyone doing?” she asked.

“Great!” Dean said. “This was fantastic.”

Nodding slowly, Tony said, “It was very, very good; I hope it’s the first of many times.”

“Me too,” Jane replied. “And the next time I hope you bring Karen.”

“Don’t worry, that can be arranged, nooo problem!” He drained his glass and stood. “I better get going now,” his eyes flashed in mirth. “I think you two have a lot to chat about regarding JJ’s adventures, huh?”

Jane blinked at him. Yes, he was right. This has been an adventure. She kissed him firmly when he stood before her. He shook Dean’s hand and they saw him out the door.

Closing it behind him, Jane rested her back against it. “Adventures, huh?”

“Sounds like a good description.”

“Okay then; what’s next?”

Dean tilted his head at her. “What would you like?”

She went still. She suddenly felt like when she was a little kid and her Nana took her to the local convenience store and told her she could have any three things she wanted. The candy shelves, ice cream case and snack food section had overwhelmed her and she was unable to make up her mind. She felt that same blank response as she stood there. Shaking her head slowly, she said, “Babe, I really don’t have a clue.”

“You’re kidding. I got a million ideas!”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah! You can get it on with Tony and Karen, we can go back to Venus and Mars. You can find guys online—”

“Or girls…”

“Oh yeah!” He put his arm around her and they headed to the bedroom.

She leaned her head on his shoulder as they headed to the hallway. “I don’t want to stop, you know. Not by any stretch of the imagination, okay? I just don’t…” her hands fluttered. “I don’t know how this kind of thing goes on, you know?”

Dean snorted. “No problem; I’m here to help. I got some ideas…”
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ZOOT SUITS AND BOBBY SOX
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THE NEXT MORNING Dean said, “I want us to take a break from all this for a day or two, okay?”

Jane was pouring a cup of coffee. She kept watching her mug as it filled. “Why? Having second thoughts?”

“No! Not at all. I got some ideas and I want to put them before you when I have them firmed up in my head is all.”

“Maybe I should be part of that process, you think?” She pointed to her crotch. “After all, it’s my…”

“Well, yeah, sure, I understand, okay? I mean the uterus rules and all.”

“The uterus rules? What the hell does that mean?”

He smirked. “The power of the pussy then. What I mean is that of course you have the right of absolute veto. It is your body after all.” He tilted his head. “But last night… you kind of felt overwhelmed with the choices in front of you, right? So…let me come up with some ideas and see which ones click.”

“Oh.” She took a sip of her coffee. “I kinda like that…takes some of the pressure off me…”

“But not the pleasure, I hope.”

“No! Not at all! I love surprises, and I know that any idea you might have will definitely feel good!”

He pointed at her like he was shooting. “Bingo.”

An hour later as she unlocked the front door to Oaken Embers she wondered just how awkward it was going to be at work today. As she pulled the door open she heard her name being called and turned to see Carl hustling down the sidewalk.

They talked about the dishwasher exploding the night before, and Carl got on it right away. He made an appointment with D’Angelo Plumbing for later that day. She went into the office and booted up her computer to get the download from their answering service for reservations. They contracted with a company to cover their phones until 5:00 pm each day. It was a great setup; she could open up a file on her computer and the reservation files merged with what the Maitre d’ took last night. Wow.

“Another full house, Carl. We’re going to be turning people away tonight during the first seating.” She looked back down. “And probably the second, too.”

Carl rubbed his hands briskly. “That’s great news.”

They discussed hiring more staff. Carl was dragging his feet, but Jane was worried about the current staff becoming burned out. Especially her, now that she had a new…hobby. They definitely needed one more cook to cover for Carl’s semi-retirement, and she thought they could use one more server. She’d move up one of the busboys into a trainee spot, and the new guy would take over from him bussing tables.

After they wrapped up the rest of the day’s business, Carl sat back. “Well?” he said. “What about it?”

“What about what?”

“Come on, Jane. What about yesterday?”

Holy shit he knew! She started blushing. “Erm… yesterday?”

Carl nodded. “There’s some funny business going on and I want the truth.” He folded his arms. “Or should I just talk to Dean?”

She made a sick smile. “He’s pretty much okay with it.”

“Really.” When she nodded, a pained look covered his face. “Alright then,” he said throwing up his hands and standing. “I’m really disappointed in you. All you had to say was you didn’t want us, you know? We’re too old or whatever.”

“Carl, I’ve only just started this stuff! Take it easy! You’re hot and all, even if you’re my father’s age, but would you give me a break? I mean, fucking Tony was a big stretch for me, but now you want me to have sex with you? Come on! What would Eva think!”

Carl’s mouth dropped open and he froze in place, his hands still halfway above his shoulders. He stared blankly at her, his jaw began to move, but nothing came out.

“Hot and all?” he finally croaked.

She shrugged. “Yeah…you are.”

“You had sex with Tony.”

She shrugged and nodded. “Yeah, but it was after work. It’s not like we were banging on the desk here.”

“And your husband’s okay with it.”

As she ran her hand through her hair she laughed softly. “Turned him on to no end, watching.”

“I see. Well, that’s a surprise.”

“Yeah, it’s off the beaten path.” She stood and folded her arms. “Look, I’m not all that comfortable discussing my sex life with you, okay?”

“YOU’RE NOT?” His eyes were huge.

“Oh come on! Don’t make like you’re all stunned now!”

“Stunned doesn’t begin to describe what I’m feeling, Jane.” He made a series of busy motions with his hands like he was stirring two or three pots. “You…Tony…your husband! Jeeezuzzz!”

“Okay, maybe telling you about Dean was a little too much information, but you started it!”

“How?”

“By saying you knew about yesterday’s funny business!” She stared at him and it dawned on her. Oh shitty shit shit-eroo. Her voice became very small. “That’s what you were talking about, right?”

“NO!” The force of his voice made her step back. “I was just trying to get the name of the dance club you went to!”

Oh boy. Jane’s mouth hung open.

Carl looked from side to side. “So… you… Tony… your husband….” He turned back to her and their eyes met. He took a deep breath and waved his hands in front of his face. “I’m gonna pretend we never had this discussion. Just tell me the name of that club you went to that you…” he made air quotes beside his head, “couldn’t recall, okay?”

Awww shittytanaka! She let out a sigh. “You probably don’t want to know about that either then.”

“Just tell me the damn name, okay? Jeeeezuzzz!”

Jane closed her eyes and said, “It’s name is Venus and Mars.”

“Was that so hard?”

She kept her eyes closed. “It’s a Swingers Club, Carl.”

“Like the music? Big Band music? Zoot Suits and bobby sox? Please tell me it’s the music, Jane!”

She opened her eyes. He had his hands clasped in front of him like he was begging her. She shook her head from side to side. “Not like the music, the other kind of Swinger.”

“Oh.” He dropped his hands. “I’m going away now…” He turned and fled the office.

Oh boy.
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TELL THE TRUTH
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JANE SAT AT HER DESK WONDERING if her new life had just ended with her big mouth. How could she be so stupid? What the hell does Carl think of her now? That she’s some kind of sex obsessed nympho who’s preying on the staff? She dropped her head. If she was in Carl’s shoes, she couldn’t blame him a bit if he gave her notice of termination and dared her to try and make trouble. Damn it! What the hell is she supposed to do?

Her head jerked up at the sound of a knock at the door frame of her office. Tony stood on the threshold.

She stared at him. Oh crap. How badly did her big mouth screw up his future? And Karen’s?

Tony’s face changed from relaxed to concerned when he saw the look on her face. “Hey, is everything okay?” he asked.

She waved her hand at him. “Get in here and close the door!” she said in a low voice. As he swung the door shut behind him, she said, “No! On second thought, don’t close it!” Oh man… what if Carl came back and saw the two of them alone in her office with the door closed!

But she had to tell Tony what just happened!

“Sit down!” she hissed at him.

“Why are you whispering?” he said taking a seat across from her.

Jane stretched across the desk, a finger over her lips. “Be as quiet as you can, okay?”

“Okay…” she could barely hear him, his voice was so soft. Well, that was good, right? “What’s the matter?”

“Oh Tony…I’m so sorry…” tears welled up in her eyes.

“About what, Jane? Last night was incredible for me? What’s wrong?”

“I…I…” she was overwhelmed with fear and guilt for what happened last night. One slip of the tongue and she destroyed everything! She started to cry quietly.

“Whoa!” Tony stood up and came around the desk. “Hey Jane! Is Dean okay?”

When he tried to hold her she batted him away. He stepped back.

“Jane, tell me what’s wrong. We’ll fix it!” he said, keeping his voice low. The look of confusion on his face was touching. What a sweet guy. She just demolished his hopes and dreams he had from his promotion, and he’s worried about her. Well for now, anyway. The look of confused concern on his face was all the more poignant because she knew that it was going to be replaced by a fearsome anger when she told him.

“Well, ‘JJ’, time to face the music,” she thought to herself. She took a deep breath. “I accidentally told Carl about what we did last night.”

Tony’s face went still. “You don’t mean the dishwasher going ka-blooey, do you?” When she shook her head ‘No’, he let out a sigh. “Am I fired?”

“No!”

“Then why are you upset?”

“Because he lit out of here like he was in flames! When he comes to his senses, of course he’s going to fire me!”

“Oh. So aside from telling him we had sex last night, was there anything else?”

“Well, I told him that I didn’t think I’d want to have sex with him.”

Tony burst out laughing. “This is the weirdest conversation I’ve ever heard!”

“You’re telling me!” She gave Tony a full recounting as best as she could recall; the mixup about Carl wanting to find out about the dance club she and Dean had gone to, and how she had been confused and let it all slip out.

When she finished, Tony said, “So he wasn’t pissed off. And besides that, what you and I do on our own time is really our business you know.”

Jane shook her head. “Tony, have you ever seen how…weird it can get when office romances don’t work out? Let me tell you—I’ve seen things here,” she pointed at the ceiling, “get real strange when a bartender and one of the servers got together and then broke up. Carl remembers that very well.”

“Well, sure, I know what you’re talking about; but there’s one point you’re missing.”

“What’s that?”

He took her hand. “Jane—we’re not having a romance.”

Oh. She nodded. He had a point. Tony’s beau Karen and her own husband were well aware of what had gone on… “Oh. You’re right. I think.”

He cupped her face and kissed her cheek. “Don’t get me wrong; I think ‘JJ’ is a hell of a babe. I hope to get together with her a lot more! But romance?” He shook his head. “Nope. I’m in love with Karen.”

“How the hell do we explain this to Carl?”

Tony snorted. “If he asks, we’ll tell him the truth—we’re two randy people who enjoy each other.”

Jane frowned. “You make it sound like we go bowling or something.”

“Well…” he smirked. “Maybe balling.”

She rolled her eyes.

Carl was back an hour later. He didn’t say a word about their earlier conversation. When Jane attempted to raise the subject, he held up his hand. “Don’t wanna know anything, Jane. As long as things go smoothly here, that’s all I care about. I don’t recall any conversation about any funny business.”

“That’s it?”

“It has to be.” He shook his head with a rueful smile. “And all I wanted to do was go out dancing with my wife.”

And that was that.

Well, for a week anyway.
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EVA
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ON THURSDAY JANE WAS AT HOME getting ready to head into work when her phone rang. Her heart stopped when she read the caller ID: ‘EVA SELDIN’. Oh shit—it was from Carl’s wife! She stared at the screen as the phone chimed.

“Oh hell,” she said as she pressed the answer button before it went to voice mail. She held the phone to her ear. “Hello?”

“Jane, it’s Eva Seldin, Carl’s wife.”

“Yeah, I saw the caller ID. What’s up? Is everything okay?”

“I’m not sure.”

A stab of fear shot through Jane’s stomach. “What’s wrong? Is Carl okay?”

There was a pause. Oh no…

“Carl is well, Jane,” Eva said. “Unfortunately, I’m not. And you’re partly responsible.” Her cultured voice, trained by her English nanny as a child and cemented in at a New England boarding school when she was an adolescent flowed through the phone. Jane heard the slight nasal tone behind words formed with relaxed lips. “Could we possibly meet this afternoon?” In Jane’s ear she heard ‘Awfte-noon’.

“Uhhh, I have to be at the restaurant by 1:00 today Eva. What’s this all about?” She couldn’t help but have a vision of Eva sitting at a garden table in tennis whites at some swanky country club while she was on the phone. Eva’s family had been wealthy for generations. She knew that Eva had ‘married well beneath herself’ from what Carl had told her about their history—he was a talented chef with a dream and they met through Eva’s father who was a major investor in Carl’s first restaurant.

“I’m not comfortable discussing delicate matters on the telephone, Jane. You do realize that every cell phone call made is now recorded, don’t you?”

“Really?”

“Yessss. And all text messages reside on some computer somewhere too, I’m sure.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me!”

“No dear, I’m quite serious. So I’ll meet you at noon for tea at the cafe on Dyre Avenue?”

“Uhhh… okay.” She looked at her screen. ‘Call Ended’. Just like that. No goodbye, just disconnected. Jane blew out a sigh. She’d been doing that a lot lately. Screw that! Things have been downright bizarre in the last three weeks since Eva’s husband dispatched her to Las Vegas! Giving a guy a hand job at 10,000 feet while coming in for a landing… having sex in her living room while her husband’s watching? Now Carl’s wife is talking all paranoid? She snorted. The Chinese have a curse that went ‘May you live in interesting times’ or something like that. Did she piss off someone at Lu Chow’s restaurant or something?

Oh well.

Jane had arrived at the bistro ten minutes before their appointment. It was fairly busy, so she took a table by the sidewalk. Taking her seat, she looked up at the sky. It had been a bright sunny morning, but now clouds had moved in and it was threatening rain. Damn. 

At 12:00 on the dot Eva approached her table. She watched as the woman floated across the dining area to her. Eva was one of those people with that degree of grace that was able to walk without appearing to move their legs. Her pale grey hair was in a French braid, the tail running halfway down her back. She wore a navy blue linen blazer and canvas Capri’s. Jane couldn’t help but imagine Eva was on her way to her yacht club. She resisted the impulse to stand; after all Eva was her boss’ wife, nothing more. But she did have a compelling presence; she gave a quick smile and sat opposite.

“I appreciate you agreeing to meet with me,” she said. Her eyes were the color of her hair—grey as a winter’s evening with snow on the way.

“I’ve worked at Oaken Embers for eight years, this is the first time you’ve ever phoned me and asked to get together; I figure it’s important.”

Eva made a short nod and glanced around to ensure they couldn’t be overheard. “It is.” She paused. “Well, it is to me.” She looked down at the tabletop and drummed her nails on the surface. “Carl and I have become real homebodies since I turned sixty,” she said in a low voice. She looked up, capturing Jane’s eyes. “And it’s primarily been my fault. I’ve been trying to age gracefully, you see. And so, I believe that women of a certain age, once they’ve reached that milestone should act their age.”

Jane remained silent for the simple reason she didn’t have a clue how to respond. She nodded.

Eva patted the surface of the table. “Every winter, up until three years ago, we would go on vacation to a tropical island—either somewhere in the Caribbean, or else in the Pacific. For that week, we would dance the night away, and have the most wonderful time. She looked up at Jane. “We tried going on cruises, but that was simply not for me; I found being crammed on a ship with total strangers for a week or more not appealing in the slightest.”

Jane nodded again, wondering just where the hell this was going?

“Carl has tried to understand my…‘changed perspective’. He’s a dear. But when he heard about the nightclub that had a range of people, including our ages, he was excited.” She held Jane’s gaze. “I was pleased as well. We enjoy having fun you see.”

“Oh.”

“And so when he found out from you that this place…Venus and Mars?” When Jane nodded, she continued. “When we found out that it also had…” she coughed slightly, “a quite ribald atmosphere…well, you would understand how put off he was.”

“I guess…too bad though. It’s a lot of fun.”

“That’s what I said! I went to their website—they have a great deal of information on it about what goes on there you know.”

“Well, I didn’t, but I’m not surprised.”

“What struck me was how they stressed over and over again that there is no obligation to…” she groped for words.

“Fuck other people?” Jane thought some straight talk was way overdue. Eva was talking about a Swinger’s Club after all and was dancing around it enough. She was a little surprised when Eva didn’t flinch at the term.

Eva nodded. “I suppose so.” She leaned across the table with her head. “My question to you, based on your experience, do you think we could enjoy ourselves there?”

Jane shrugged. “It’s pretty racy even on the dance floor, Eva. This isn’t My Big Fat Greek Wedding. The dance floor is a warm up to an orgy in the back you know.”

“But one’s not obliged?”

Jane had to giggle. “You sound like me the first time Dean and I went! I thought that if I said anything to someone else I was expected to have sex with them!”

“But you didn’t, right?”

Jane couldn’t help but laugh out loud. “Actually I did!” She leaned across and took Eva’s hand. “But it was because I wanted to, okay?”

Eva didn’t pull her hand away, and the two women stared at one another silently. A patter of rain sounded on the awning stretched above them; the sound of a dozen ticking clocks.

They were interrupted by their server. Eva ordered a Perrier with lemon and a house salad with vinaigrette and Jane ordered her usual workday lunch—turkey club with mayo and fries. And a Coke.

Something had just happened between her and Eva. She didn’t know what exactly, but something did. She eyed Eva a little differently…and had to stop herself from reaching back across the table.

“You had sex with a stranger.” When Jane nodded, Eva said, “Why? And did your husband… Dean… did he have sex with someone too?”

Jane sat back in her seat, thinking. “We got caught up in this kind of stuff when we went to Las Vegas for the trade show.”

Eva’s mouth turned down. “I was never tempted to go there.”

“Well…for Dean and I, it started in Vegas. As to the ‘why’…” She took a deep breath and said in a rush, “It was THE MOST exciting thing I ever did. It was a little scary, really exciting, and oh wow…” her eyes flared. “Unbelievable orgasm. Just unbelievable.”

“Really?” Eva leaned across the table. She shot a glance from side to side. The rain was now coming down steady, so there were no passerby’s on the sidewalk. “It was that good?”

Jane nodded. “Yeah. And as far as my husband is concerned, he hasn’t yet… ‘messed around’ with anyone. Right now, watching me with other men really, really turns him on.”

“He watches?” Eva’s eyes flew open wide.

“Oh yeah! And it gets him sooo worked up!” She leaned forward. “He likes watching the other guy’s come leak out of me afterwards.” She watched Eva’s eyes glitter, and her breathing speed up. Holy shit, she was getting turned on. Keeping her voice low, she continued. “I talk so dirty to him as well…I’m not comfortable doing that, you know…but when I say dirty words…” she shook her head from side to side, “It just puts him over the moon.”

Eva sat back in her seat a little. “This is a whole new world! I mean, I’m no babe in the woods…but Carl and I have always been more conventional, I suppose.”

Jane made a small wave with her hand. “Tell me about it; I’ve always been the same way.”

“Really.”

“Hell yeah. So much so, that when I’m feeling…” she groped for a word.

“Randy?”

“Yeah, or wanton…when I’m in my wanton mode, Dean calls me by another name. He calls me ‘JJ’.” She gave a small shrug. “You would think it wouldn’t matter, right?”

Eva chuckled. “A rose by any other name…”

“I guess so; but it helps me. I’m kind of playing a role when I’m JJ, right? So calling me by a different name gives me a degree of freedom I didn’t have before.” She watched as Eva absorbed that information and nodded slowly.

“Like a stage name,” Eva said.

“Yeah. That way, even though it’s me doing stuff…it’s really not me.”

Eva smiled. “I understand.” She looked away, studying the rainwater puddles forming in hollows of the sidewalk for a moment. “I always thought the name ‘Erika’ was rather sultry,” she said, almost to herself.

Jane became still. Eva was coming to a decision, and she didn’t want to push her. Finally, Eva smiled and turned back. “Carl and I are going dancing on Saturday Jane. I’d like you to join us.” She made another of those funny smiles. “Actually, I’d like to invite ‘JJ’.”

Jane smiled too. “You mean Erika would like to invite JJ.”

“Exactly.” She clapped her hands. “Carl is going to be thrilled!” She smiled wickedly. “If he doesn’t have a stroke first!”
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ERIKA WITH A ‘K’
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CARL SELDIN WAS AT HOME WATCHING A BALL GAME ON TV. When he made Jane partner in the restaurant he had been worried that he would go stir crazy in a week. Quite the contrary; goofing off in front of the television wasn’t bad at all. He could get used to this. Since her promotion and trip to Vegas Jane was even more motivated for Oaken Embers to succeed, if that was possible.

He was astonished that she and her husband got together with Pat and Mike who owned the house next door. Those two were some wild partiers for sure; more than once when he would be in Vegas for the trade show he had snuck peeks at their wild parties. He had never breathed a word of it to Eva though; it was his little secret. Not that he would dare try anything with that crowd—especially on his own. He let his fantasies be his fantasies.

But when Jane let the cat out of the bag of her antics with Tony…wow. Just as long as they keep their fun and games out of the restaurant, he could care less. He had to admit (at least to himself) he was a little envious of Tony though. Not that he would dream of doing anything stupid.

Eva had been more than enough of a woman for his appetites. Well, until she had hit the big 6-0 a few years back, anyway. He didn’t understand just why she had gotten so…frumpy afterwards. She was still in great shape; you would never guess she had three children and now four grandkids! But nooo… she was now in her ‘golden years’ and little by little over the last three years she had gotten more and more staid or something.

When she said she didn’t want to go on a winter vacation last year he actually felt a twinge of grief. This was the time in their lives when they should be living it up! Shit! She was only 63! He was 65 and was raring to go! The last year had been a real drag though.

His ears perked up when he heard the front door open and close.

“That you, hon?” he called out.

“Yes dear,” Eva called back from the foyer.

She came into the living room a moment later. “Where were you?” he asked.

“Oh, I had lunch with Jane.”

“What?” He clicked off the TV and turned to her. “You’ve never gotten together with her on your own. Why did you do that?”

Eva plopped down on the loveseat across from him. “Well, when you told me what she had talked to you about at the restaurant the other day—”

“Me and my big mouth. I should have kept that work gossip to myself!”

“Carl! You’re my husband! What if I had learned about this from someone other than you? On the contrary, it was a smart move on your part to tell me.” She bent forward. “I’ve known you’ve had a secret crush on Jane from the day you hired her, after all.”

He put up his hands. “I think she’s a cute girl and a real go getter. I’d never try any funny stuff with her, Eve. C’mon! That’s not me at all.”

“But you do find her attractive, right?”

He shrugged. “Sure, she’s good looking; she’s got a pretty decent figure—not exactly hourglass, but she’s got some curves, so sue me.”

Eva made a small laugh. “I don’t mind, dear. I think that the Tony fellow you hired last year is pretty handsome, and I was pretty upfront about that you know.”

“Yeah, I know; you told me all about it.”

“Because we talk about everything, don’t we Carl?”

Carl nodded loosely. “Yeah, pretty much…” He stopped and glanced at her sharply. “What’s going on, Eva?”

Eva examined her fingernails. “Turning sixty frightened me.” She looked up at him. “It…I…time’s running out.” She held up a hand before Carl could protest. “When I turned sixty I realized that my best years were behind me. I don’t have anywhere close to the energy I had when I was in my thirties.” She cupped a breast. “All of the sags,” she patted her neck, “and looseness… I feel things are slipping away.”

Carl nodded silently. He knew exactly what she meant. Turning 65 had been hard on him. That was the spark for him to pull back from work and make Jane a partner. The clock was running down on this game and he wanted to make the most of what was left. He nodded slowly. “I understand, baby. So…what would you like to do?”

“Let’s go dancing, love.”

“Where?”

“I think you know.”

He fidgeted with his hands. “Are you saying ‘Venus and Mars’?” When she nodded, he shook his head in wonderment. “Eva, that place can be pretty randy you know.”

“Yes! It sounds like fun!”

“Yeah, but—”

“No love, there’s no more ‘but’s’ for us anymore. I’m curious about this place, and I think we can enjoy ourselves.”

“But we’ve never been to a place like that!”

“Don’t worry, we’ll be meeting friends there.”

“Who?” He watched as Eva slid off the loveseat and eased down to the floor at his lap. She brought her hands up and began to stroke his thighs. She had the most wicked smile on her face; her lips were pursed and her eyes crinkled in mirth as she started running her hands up between his legs.

“Jane and Dean Harris, of course.”

She started to massage his crotch, her hand flexing over his flesh.

“Wha—what are you doing?”

“I’m having fun.” She batted her eyes at him. “Would you like me to stop?” She stilled her hand.

“No! Not at all! It’s just that this isn’t like you.” Eva had never, not once squatted down between his legs to play with his crotch. He stared at her as she resumed her rubbing.

“Well, things can change, can’t they?”

His cock grew thick and Carl’s hips ground against the cushions. Eva laid her cheek against his thigh, watching her hand run up and down the fly on his jeans.

He collected his thoughts and lifted his head. “Are you serious? We’re going to a Swinger Club with Jane and her husband?”

“Mmm-hmm…. But she doesn’t call herself ‘Jane’ when she’s being naughty. She likes to go by ‘JJ’.”

“Oh. Well, whatever floats your boat I guess.”

“I like the idea.” He watched as she tugged at the button of his pants and drew the zipper down. He lifted his hips, and she tugged his pants down to his thighs. She started fondling with his cock, coaxing it from thick to fully hard.  “You’re going to need to trim yourself down here,” she said as she started stroking him. “You never know who might want to play with this.”

He couldn’t believe what Eva just said, and decided to go for broke. “And you’d be okay with that.”

Eva didn’t answer. Instead she lowered her mouth over the head of his cock and started sucking on it as her hand stroked up and down the length. She let it out with a soft ‘pop’ and holding his shaft, she watched his eyes as she rolled her head up and down his now stiff cock’s length, wetting it with her tongue.

He loved watching her suck his cock, she did it so rarely. Eva was always concerned with keeping up appearances. People rarely swore in her presence—she gave off this aura of propriety that they just picked up on. When they were on vacation at beach resorts, she only wore one piece swimwear. Her being so lascivious now was all the hotter because it was so unexpected. And so unusual, for her.

She lifted her head. “Talk dirty to me, Carl. Talk to me like I’m a whore you just hired.” She lowered her head back down to his cock, still watching him.

He couldn’t believe his ears. What the hell drugs did she take at lunch with Jane? Whatever it was, he wanted to order a case of it. “You like licking my cock, don’t you?” It came out almost a whisper.

“Louder dear; I can barely hear you.” She resumed stroking the surface of his shaft with her tongue. She held his shaft straight up, and traced the back of it from the tip all the way down to the base.

“You like the way my cock tastes, don’t you?” he said. When he saw her slight nod, he continued. “Same old cock for the last thirty seven years…you want to try some new ones, don’t you?” He saw her shiver a little. “That’s right; you need to suck on a different cock…after all, variety’s the spice of life, right?”

He cupped her head in his hands. “Suck my cock, bitch. Shove that meat in your mouth. I want to fuck your hot, wet hungry mouth!” She opened her mouth and he pushed it over his cock. He held her there until she started to gag a little and relaxed the pressure. She pulled her head off. “No, no, baby…get that mouth back on there.” She slid her mouth over him again, but not as far and started jerking his shaft with her hand.

“Oh yeah, that’s nice…” He lay back against the cushions for a moment, enjoying the sensation. He had an idea. He sat up and pulled her head away.

“Stand up.” She looked at him in surprise, but slowly got to her feet. His eyes travelled up and down her body. He squirmed on the couch and fished his wallet out. He opened it and took out a handful of bills. “Here’s your fee.”

Eva’s eyes sparked and she smiled. She reached out and took the money and stuffed it into the front pocket of her Capri’s.

Carl kept his eyes on her. “Take off your blazer.” She shrugged it off and it dropped to the floor behind her. “Now open your blouse. He watched as her fingers danced down the front of her blouse, flicking open the buttons.

Carl reached down and pulled his pants off, becoming naked from the waist down. He got to his feet and stepped behind her. He snatched at her blouse and in one strong tug it was off and she stood in her white bra. He bent his head and inhaled the tangy aroma of her scent. His nose filled with the lemony, almost bitter floral scent of her Dolce & Gabbana. “You’re going to have to change that scent for Saturday, you know. Something cheaper.” She nodded.

He grabbed her roughly from behind, pulling her ass into his thick cock. His hand wrapped around her waist and began to massage her stomach, his finger toying with her belly button. “I’m gonna fuck your pussy, baby,” he hissed into her ear. He grabbed roughly at her slacks, yanking them open at the waistband, rewarded with the sound of the fabric ripping and the button popping.

“Oh!” Eva said. Before she could say anything more, Carl had her pants yanked down to the floor. He pulled off her shoes and pants and shoved her onto the couch.

“I paid good money, let’s check the merchandise,” he said roughly.

“Wait! I need to shower or something!” she said, struggling to get up.

“Nope. I paid ‘as is’, and that’s what I’m getting.” He pushed her back onto the couch and lifted her legs, spreading them.

He dropped his head down to her crotch. He had never treated Eva like this before, but she started it. If she really wanted him to stop, he figured he’d get the idea; after all they had been married for 37 years, right? He was so turned on by this. Their sex life up until now could never be described as spontaneous.

She had never let him do that before. He had only been allowed to go down on her after she had a shower, and even those occasions were infrequent. He reached his hands to her pussy lips, spreading them apart. He put his nose against her pubic hair and inhaled deeply. A mixture of slight body odor, talcum powder and the pungent tartness of her pussy filled him. Eva had a heady scent. His cock pulsed in response to her pheromones.

He stuck out his tongue and slid it up inside. She was already damp, and the taste of her tender flesh was as piquant as the aroma. He felt her thighs squirm, but she didn’t say a word of protest. “That’s one nice tasting slit you got there, baby. Worth every penny!” He began to lick along the top of her pussy, his fingers parting her pubic hair, exposing her clit. It was hidden under the folds of her lips, and he made his tongue a point and began to stroke it.

Eva’s hands grasped his head and he heard her gasp loudly. He backed off for a brief moment and did it again, this time rewarded with a yelp from Eva.

“Glad you’re enjoying yourself,” he grunted. “I could tell though; your pussy’s really wet. You want to get fucked as badly as I want to pound you!” He heard her let out a mewl, her voice wordlessly pleading.

He grabbed his cock and stroking its hardness, pushed the tip across her pussy lips. “Oh that feels nice…” he growled. He looked at Eva’s face. A mixture of apprehension and blatant desire was etched in her eyes and mouth. Her eyes were wide, and her lips slack.

“Do it before I lose my nerve!” she whispered.

He slid up inside her. “Shit you got a tight pussy, bitch,” he said. He began rocking back and forth, filling and emptying her wet crevice. He hauled his arms up over her head and grabbed the couch’s armrest so he could look down between them. He loved watching himself as he fucked her. He always had.

Eva had her eyes shut tightly. She always did.

“Play with your pussy while I fuck you,” he said, his voice hoarse. He lifted himself above her enough so she could get her hand down between them. He watched her hand slide down to the top of her pussy. “Now rub it. Make yourself come.”

Eva’s eyes relaxed. They stayed closed. “I’ve never done this…” she said.

Carl thrust deeply into her, and she let out a small yelp of surprise. “That’s. Gonna. Change!” He punctuated each word with a thrust. “That’s gonna change! Now rub your pussy!”

Her mouth became a thin line of determination and he felt her hand move between them. He shut his mouth, and the only sound in the room was Eva’s intensifying breathing and the soft wet sound of his cock’s thrusts. “You hear that baby? You hear those fuck noises your pussy’s making? Your pussy’s kissing my cock baby.”

“Oh!” He felt her body tense up. Her fingers were whirling in a tight circle at the top of her pussy, rubbing across his cock as she masturbated on her clit. “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

“Come for me baby! Come all over my hard cock!”

“NNNnnnnrrrrr!” Her teeth were gritted and her legs began bouncing up and down beside him. Her head bent sharply and her eyes were shut so tight he could barely see her lashes. “NNnnrrr! Unnnngggh!” she cried out. “So hard! So damn HARD!”

In the same beautiful, mystical instant Eva surrendered and conquered him.

“Oh baby!” he bellowed as he felt his own orgasm swell up in his balls and burst out of himself. He clamped his eyes shut, seeing flashes of white brilliance behind his eyelids as each and every spasm killed him and renewed him. “Ohhhh baybeeeeee!” Again and again he died and was reborn. He clutched the back of Eva’s neck, cradling her head to his chest as they fell and rose as one in a wet and blessed moment.

After catching his breath, Carl gazed down at the top of her head. Who was this woman and what did she do with the real Eva? A chuckle bubbled up.

“Whaso funnee?” her muffled voice came up from his chest. She pushed gently against him and he moved over to sit on the couch.

With a dancer’s grace Eva rolled up and sat beside him. “Well?” she asked.

“What the hell came over you?” he asked. “I mean…I’ve never saw you and wild monkey sex in the same vision you know.” He looked her over. She looked damn good naked. A light sheen of sweat glistened on her tanned, almost flawless skin. It dawned on him that she was relaxed; in the past she had always been uncomfortable naked. She smiled at the comment, her cut glass cheeks rising in amusement. “I just had monkey sex, eh?”

“Oh yeah.”

She patted his thigh. It was one of her idiosyncrasies. Eva wasn’t the most overt woman in the world when she displayed affection. Over the years, Carl had grown to recognize and treasure those pats on his leg. She was deeply moved by something. He nudged her shoulder. “So what’s up? What brought this about?”

“It was a one two punch.” She laughed lightly. “You were so frazzled when you came home from the restaurant after Jane filled you in on what had happened between her and Tony.”

“I knew I better be the first to tell you, hon. If you had found out through some gossip at the place and I didn’t tell you, how much trouble do you think I’d be in?”

She nodded. “Smart man.”

“No, not all that smart.” He held up his index finger. “But awesome survival instincts.” He tilted his head. “Okay that was the one, what was the ‘two punch’?”

Her smile became wistful. “Well, the next day my annual copy of my college alumnae association magazine arrived in the mail. It was a real eye opener for me this year. You see, every ten years they do a special issue; and members of each graduating class are welcome to send in major life moments to share.” She bent forward watching Carl’s face. “If you start with the most recent graduating class, you’ll read all about who got married, who had children, who became a partner in a law firm or something like that… But then when you go further back in time, you start reading about who retired after 30 years of service with company X, or who sold their company for a bunch of money…” her voice faded. She took a breath and continued. “And you go further back you start to read ‘In Memoriams’ for members of classes who passed away.”

Carl rubbed her back.

“So Jane’s escapades as ‘JJ’ collided in my head with a powerful reminder of my mortality.” She flashed him a grin. “And, by extension—your mortality.”

He shook his head. “Nope. Not me. I’m gonna live forever.” He made a shrug and glanced around the room. “So far, so good!”

She did that pat-pat-pat thing on his leg again and an ice cold spear of fear shot through him. “Hey! Eva…” he took her hand in his. “Are you okay? Did you get bad news from a doctor or something?”

“No, silly. I simply decided that I’m going to see what it’s like to be a carefree and completely wanton woman!”

Carl breathed a sigh of relief. “You scared me there y’know.”

“I’m sorry.” She pat-pat-patted again. “While you’ve never wanted for sex, I had put many boundaries on it. I’m curious—and excited, to tell the truth—to see what happens when there aren’t any.”

“None? No boundaries?” Carl’s imagination went into overdrive.

“Well, within reason, but yes.” She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. “I’ve always like Jane, you know. I’ve respected her from the day you hired her. I never took the time in the last eight years to get to know her very well, and yet she’s an important part of our lives because of the freedom you now have, right?”

Carl nodded.

“She gave me an idea. She uses a different name when she’s…”

“Getting her freak on.”

“Well, whatever. My point is the ‘alias’ does serve a purpose you know. It’s like wearing a mask. You remember that New Year’s Eve masked ball we went to a few years back?”

“Sure. It was a hell of a wild night.”

“Exactly. I think Jane’s onto something for the same reason. Having an alias is similar to wearing a mask. It frees you from having to ‘be’ a certain way.”

“Oh? Then what’s yours?”

She smiled. “Call me Erika. With a ‘K’.”
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THE NEXT MORNING Dean’s alarm went off and he got up to get ready for work. When he came out of the shower he saw that Jane was already out of bed.

He headed to the kitchen. She was in her bathrobe and was pouring him a cup of coffee.

“This is a pleasant surprise,” he said, taking it from her. “You usually sleep well past me because of getting home so late from work.”

“I’ll be heading back to bed after you leave. I want to talk to you about our weekend plans.”

“Oh really?” He sidled up beside her and slid his hand inside her robe and began to massage her boob. “Does ‘JJ’ want to come out and play this weekend?”

She nodded. “Oh yeah. But there’s a bit of a wrinkle. Let’s go back to Venus and Mars.”

“Sure! I got no problem with that. The last time we went it was a lot of fun meeting Troy.”

“Yeah…that’s the wrinkle. We’d be meeting another couple there.”

Dean’s hand stilled. “Oh? How did you meet this couple? Do I know them?”

“Yeah you do.”

Dean pulled his hand out from her robe. “Oh. Tony and Karen? Jeez baby…I don’t know.”

“What’s the matter?”

“Well…if we got together with them, then I guess I’d be expected to…what was that word? ‘Play’ with Karen, right?”

“Would that be so hard?”

“Well, no and yes and no I guess.”

Jane sniggered. “Thanks for making it crystal clear for me.”

“Hey, you don’t understand.” He sat on the barstool beside her at the breakfast counter. “This whole thing was all about you getting your jollies, okay? I didn’t want to—I mean I don’t want to—get caught up with getting it on with Karen.” He shook his head from side to side. “That’s not what this was all about.” He pointed at her. “I get off watching you.”

“Look, babe—it’s fine with me if you wanted to play with another woman. You know, maybe I’d get a charge out of it; why should you be the only one having that kind of fun, huh?” She said it with a wicked smile, the corners of her mouth almost pointing straight up.

“You’re sure about that?” He had never told her about the twinges of jealousy that had run through him back in Vegas when she gave that guy a blow job. And swallowed. He kept that to himself in the hope that it would fade and just leave the exquisite pleasure behind. He was glad he did, because what she did with that kid on the plane completely blew his mind.

But he did have to work through his insecurities and jealousy to get there. He wasn’t sure if Jane had the same degree of insight and self reflection in her to work through that stuff. Fucking other women was far down his list of sexual turn on’s now. He wanted to see Jane get it on with a woman again, he wanted to watch her get gang banged, oh man, the list just kept going on and on.

Jane was watching him. “You’ve gotten quiet. What’s grinding though your brain right now?”

“Well…I…” screw it. He took a breath. “Okay—the idea of watching you getting it on with a guy was a turn on for me. But I got to admit…that the first time it happened, I had to process some stuff, okay?”

“What? You mean you were jealous? You were upset?” Jane’s eyes were large.

“Take it easy. Only at first. I got past it pretty quickly, but yeah, it was a thing for a few minutes. I mean, think about it—I’m a guy, and I was watching my woman and another guy, okay? You couldn’t blame me for having those feelings, could you?”

“No! Not at all! You should have—”

Dean cut her off with his hand. “No! That was part of this whole thing—dumping all the ‘should have’s’ and ‘ought to’s’. I let it slide because I wanted to see how I would react at the other end. How much of me feeling that way was because I was supposed to feel that way?”

“How did you get past it then?”

He made a small chuckling sound. “It got real easy when I saw how turned on you were.” He shrugged. “And how turned on that guy was who’s cock you were sucking. Watching you two got me turned on…and when I got turned on…those shitty feelings faded away.”

Jane smiled. “Arousal as a cure for jealousy. Who woulda’ thunk it?”

“The more I got into the moment, and dismissed the ‘should’s’ the easier it got.”

“Hmmm… but you’re not giving me the same credit. You don’t think I could hang in there.”

“Baby, I just don’t want you hurt.” Dean shrugged. “And, to be honest, Karen’s a little too young for my taste anyway. Shit, she’s only in her 20’s!”

Jane chuckled. “I’m surprised to hear that. I figured any guy would want to get into her pants. After all, me and Tony had a lot of fun, right?”

“Maybe it’s because he’s in his late 20’s, I don’t know. But I’m being honest here. Karen’s a beautiful young woman. But I’m not really turned on by the idea of doing the nasty with her.”

“Because she’s so young.”

“Sue me, but yeah.”

“Good.”

Now she confused Dean. “Good? Look babe, I’m sorry you’re disappointed and stuff, but I’d rather tell you where I’m coming from, y’know?”

Jane laughed lightly. “It’s because we’re not meeting Tony and Karen, you dummy!”

“Oh? Then who?”

“Well…” she sat back against the counter. “It is someone you know…and she’s not in her 20’s…”

“Who?” He grabbed her shoulder. “C’mon tell me! The suspense is killing me! Who, dammit!”

“My boss Carl. And his wife—”

Dean’s felt the color drain out of his face. “Eva? Really! No way!”

Jane was watching him, her face uncertain. “Would you be okay with that?”

“Are you shitting me? That’s AWESOME!”

“Wait a minute,” Jane said. “You’re turned on by Eva? She’s in her 60’s!”

“Yeah, she’s 63. Her birthday’s in April.”

Jane was surprised, and then puzzled. “You’ve only met her a couple of times. How do you know that?”

“I know a little more than that. She has a degree in English and a teaching certificate. She taught high school for six years until she became pregnant with her first child.”

Jane was struck by the smug look on Dean’s face. “How…?”

He smiled. “She was a teacher in my high school. I had a crush on her since I was 14. It was a huge disappointment to me when I started Grade 11 and found out she had resigned. She only taught Grade 11 and 12, and by the time I got old enough…she was gone.” He shrugged. “I lusted after her from afar. Who am I kidding? A lot, and I mean lot of the guys in my high school were hot for that teacher.” He started humming ‘I got it bad, got it bad, so bad…I’m hot for teacher’.

“You never mentioned this before. Why not?”

“Oh yeah, I can see that conversation. ‘Hey, honey—I’ve had a crush on your boss’ wife for more than 30 years!’” Dean laughed. “And here you are, setting me up with the object of my schoolboy’s obsession…” he put his arm around her and gave her a big kiss on the cheek.

“She never recognized you?”

Dean shrugged. “Black Rapids Central High had more than a thousand students, Jane. And I was never in any of her classes.” His hand rose and rubbed his sparse scalp. “My hair was ‘way different and I wasn’t wearing glasses back in the day.” Holding up a hand to her he continued, “Do me a favor, okay? Don’t let on about this. I’m telling you, but I’m worried that it could weird her out or something if she knew how far back in my life she goes.”

“Come on, I’ll bet she’d be delighted to hear about this!”

Dean shook his head slightly. “I don’t. I’m worried that she’d think I was some kind of stalker or something.” He made a point with his index finger. “But it’s more than that. If she knew…well, I’d just be another one of the kids from way back when who were crushing on her. I don’t want her to put me in that category.”

Jane couldn’t help but giggle. “Except that’s exactly what you are!”

He shrugged. “Yeah, you got a point, but could you do me this favor? Just be discreet?”

“If that’s what it takes at first, okay.”

“Thanks, hon. Look, maybe I’d be the one all uncomfortable if I knew that she knew; how about that? Look—if it becomes a thing, then I’ll come clean. But as far as Eva’s concerned, I’d rather she didn’t know I went to the high school she taught at, okay?”

“Okay, I guess.” Jane shrugged. “It might not even come up.”

“That’s what I’m hoping. She only taught at my school for a few years anyway, and she’s done a lot of living since then, right?”

“Yeah, that’s a point.”

He took her in his arms. “Man oh man ‘JJ’, this is exciting as hell for me.”

“Oh, that reminds me, she’s going to try doing what I’m doing. At the club it’s not Jane and Eva, it’s JJ and Erika.”

“Erika? That sounds cool. I can handle that, no problem.”

Jane dropped her head for a moment. “Y’know…you’re not the only one who might get to fulfill a fantasy…”
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JANE’S EYES KEPT DARTING from the dance floor to her husband and to the entranceway while they waited for Carl and Eva—no, Erika—to show up. She really didn’t need to look towards the entrance, really. Dean’s eyes were focused on it like a hunter watching a tree line. From the moment they had grabbed their table he was transfixed on watching for ‘Erika’ to appear. They had picked a table at the very back wall of the dance floor. The wall had a bench seat stretching down the length, and in front of them was a table with two chairs. Other couples and groups were further down, but most of the crowd had settled closer to the dance floor, which was starting to fill up.

She nudged him with her elbow. “You’re pretty excited over all this; I don’t want you disappointed if they decide they’re not going to do anything with us.” Their table was far enough away from the dance floor they could actually talk in normal tones.

Dean nodded, not looking at her. “Yeah, I know. But you did let her know how sexy people can dress when they come here, right?”

“I sure did.”

“Any idea what she’s planning on wearing?”

“My lips are sealed, babe.” Jane made the gesture of locking her lips with her fingers. She wasn’t going to ruin Erika’s surprise. The two women had gone out shopping for a ‘suitable’ outfit, and Jane thought that Erika had picked out a really good one.

Dean shook his head. “Not fair.”

“Well, I think you’ll like it.” She bent her head forward next to his. “I don’t think you heard me. Now look—you just need to be prepared that you might not do anything more than dance with her, okay? Erika and Carl weren’t sure just how far they’re willing to go tonight.”

Dean’s eyes left the entranceway for the first time since he sat down. “What do you mean? They’re not going to play with us?”

“You mean you’re not going to get the chance to jump her!” Jane—oops, ‘JJ’—replied. She nodded slowly. “How many times did I tell you that Carl and Erika hadn’t made up their minds about this?” She patted his arm. “Look, the whole reason they wanted to know about this place was so they could go somewhere dancing and not be self conscious about their age, right?”

“Yeah, but they know it’s a couples club and they’re still coming…”

“Yeah, you’re right about that. But one of the things that made them decide about coming is that in the Swinger Lifestyle you’re not pressured into doing something you don’t want to do, right?” When Dean’s face fell and he didn’t answer, she nudged him again. “Right?”

He nodded and turned back to watch the entrance to the dance floor. “Yeah, you’re right. But man…”

“Just enjoy her company. If it’s any consolation, she bought her outfit specifically to look good for you.”

“Really?” He darted her eyes to his wife. “Well, that’s a hopeful sign.” Taking JJ’s hand, he added, “You’re sure that it’s OK with you if I do play with her?”

JJ shook her head. “Silly. Of course! Up until tonight I’ve been the one having fun with other people. It’s only fair. Aaand…I’m looking forward to watching you for a change.” She gave his hand a squeeze. “And as far as Carl’s concerned, as much as I’d love to play with him, I’m really concerned about things getting even weirder at the restaurant.”

“Why? I thought that things with you, Tony and Karen were cool?”

“They are. We agreed that it’s not a good idea for us to play together, and they understood.” She sighed. “Although, getting into Karen’s pants would have been fun for me…” She gave her head a sharp nod. “So now…if I play with Carl here tonight and word gets back to Tony…well, I’m worried that Tony’s nose will be out of joint.”

Dean let out a little laugh. “It was a lot less complicated in Vegas, wasn’t it?”

“You got that right…” JJ’s voice faded and a look of disappointment flashed over her face. “If they decide not to play with us, you’re not the only one who will be disappointed.”

“Ah so…Carl does turn you on then…” he smirked. “Right, ‘JJ’?”

She nuzzled her husband’s ear. “I’ve always liked older guys, babe. You’re 10 years older than me…and Carl’s 30.” She pulled away and nodded. “I’m excited too.”

“Well…” Dean raised his glass for a toast. “Here’s to them cutting loose.” They clinked glasses and took a sip.

‘JJ’ grabbed Dean’s arm. “There they are!” She waved at the couple coming through the entrance arch to the dance floor.

“Holy shit…” Dean said.

Eva had seen ‘JJ’ waving and waved back as she and Carl worked their way across the half full dance floor. She was wearing a floor length red silk Mandarin gown with a slit up one side that went to her waist. With each step, the panels of the skirt fluttered, giving teasing glimpses of her shapely legs and the briefest of peeks to her curved hip, almost to her ass. From what Dean saw, she was either not wearing panties or else had the briefest of thongs. The sight was splendid. The front of her dress was held together by a series of gold hooks that spanned her bodice, wide at top and narrowing down in a ‘V’ shape to her waist. He could see her belly button. Her eyes danced and a small smile played on her lips as she watched Dean’s hungry gaze soak her in. She had a bare arm crooked through her husband’s elbow, but still, blinked slowly at Dean as her tongue darted briefly out, touching the side of her mouth.

JJ was pleasantly surprised to see that Carl had put an effort into his appearance too. He was wearing snug black jeans and a snug black mesh pull over caressed his chest, pulling across his muscles that still held sharp definitions despite his years. She was pleasantly surprised to see he put effort into being appealing. Her eyes scanned his top, focusing on the areas where his nipples peeked through the mesh. Oh wow the man was hot; his thick strong body a contrast to Dean’s slender sexiness. Looking at them approach, she could easily imagine what Tony and Karen would look like in 30 years.

She stayed seated while Dean stood and shook Carl’s hand. When he put his hand out to ‘Erika’ she took it and pulled him in for a kiss on his cheek. She whispered something in his ear that made his eyes widen. He whispered back, and when she gave a short nod a wide smile spread across his face.

When the two men headed for the bar for drinks, Jane leaned in. “Well, ‘Erika’, I’m dying of curiosity to know what you said to my husband.”

“Well, ‘JJ’, I told Dean that I was very warm in this dress and asked if he had any ideas what I could do about it.” She made a slow seductive smile. “Playing a role makes it easier to be alluring.”

JJ took her hand. “Looking at Carl, I get the impression that you’re both going to go through with this.”

Erika smiled evilly. “On the drive over, he played with my pussy as he told me about how much he wants to suck your tiittes—his words, not mine.” She pulled at the panel of her skirt, exposing her thighs up to her crotch. “He then fingered me while he told me how he wanted to see me and Dean get it on…” She ran her finger across the tiny bit of fabric covering her pussy. “I’m so wet already!”

JJ grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand to her mouth. She sniffed Erika’s fingers and sucked them gently. “Yes, yes you are.”

Erika’s eyes went wide as she watched JJ’s lips cover her fingers. “I’ve never had a woman do that to me before…” her voice a whisper.

“I guess it’s going to be a night of firsts then.”

Erika’s other hand rose and slid into the top of JJ’s dress, rubbing across her breasts and tweaked a nipple. “I’ve never done this before either.”

JJ covered her hand with her own. “I like it.” Her other hand let go of Erika’s and began to glide up the woman’s thigh and across her dampness. “You’re very aroused…”

The two women sat side by side, their hands exploring each other’s flesh until the men reappeared. They stood at the table watching.

Dean turned to Carl. “My wife told me that you guys weren’t sure how far you were going to go tonight. Looks to me that you came to a decision.”

Carl turned his head taking in the club. “It’s a nice place, I think we’ll be comfortable coming here when we want to go out dancing.”

Dean nudged him. “That’s not what I was talking about.” He gestured to the women who were now tentatively kissing.

“I know…just messing with ya.” He took a breath. “We’ve never done anything like this in our lives. The closest we ever came was going to a topless beach right after we got married.” He gestured at his wife with his glass. “Eva…well, she kept her top on.” His eyebrows bobbed up and down. “But ‘Erika’ is another story.” He turned to Dean. “And the bottom line is that neither of us think an opportunity like this is going to come our way again, y’know?”

Dean huffed a sigh. “Sorry man, but I really need a straight answer.”

Carl slapped him on the shoulder. “I’ve had fantasies about fucking Jane—”

“JJ”

“Yeah, okay. I’ve been having fantasies about your wife since I hired her eight years ago, and I hope they come true tonight.”

Dean snorted. “Ha!” He turned into Carl. “I’ve had fantasies about Eva…Erika…” He held up his hands palms up. “For thirty years! From way back when her name was ‘Ms. Seldin.”

Carl’s eyes widened in surprise. “You were one of her students?”

“No. She got pregnant and left teaching before I could take any of her classes.” He glanced towards the women. “So I know all about carrying a torch.” He touched Carl’s arm. “Do me a favor—don’t let her know that I remember her from back then, okay?”

“Yeah, okay.”

JJ and Erika had finished their flirting and were sharing a drink. When they turned to look at the men, Carl said, “Mind if I dance with your wife?”

“As long as I can dance with yours.”

“I’m planning on doing more than dancing.”

“Me too!”


[22]

TOUCH-A, TOUCH-A, TOUCH-A, TOUCH ME
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ERIKA WATCHED AS CARL held his hand out to JJ and asked her to dance. She made sure to give her husband a wide smile before he turned and led the woman to the dance floor. It was a little disingenuous of her; she was nervous as a scared cat.

Dean held his hand out. “Well?”

She leaned back on the black vinyl covered bench that stretched along the wall and patted it. Dean sat in the same spot JJ just vacated. She was still in a state of shock. She had just been fingered by a woman while she groped her boobs! Still, she managed to keep up a semblance of confidence in front of Dean, smiling brightly as he sat beside her. Closely; his thigh pressed against hers.

“You don’t feel like dancing? I thought you and Carl were all about getting your boogie on.” He rested his arm on the back of the bench seat behind her. The back of her neck prickled. It was the first time in years and years a man had sat so…so intimately with her who wasn’t named Carl. She took a deep, deep breath and leaned her head back on his arm. In for a penny, in for a pound, right?

She turned her face to his, watching it closely. He had a half smile on; hell, he looked happy as a clam as he watched her in silence. “I’m not sure just how this goes,” she finally said.

“How what goes?”

“Well…I’m quite sure that I’ll be having sex with you before this night is over…but I don’t have the slightest idea how one goes from…” she waved her hand at the dance floor. “From this…to that.”

“Hmmm… quite a conundrum.”

She flashed him a smile. “Well put. What’s your advice on the matter? After all, Carl said that you and your wife are well experienced in this sort of thing.”

Dean burst out laughing. “I don’t know about that! This is only our third time at a place like this, and only our second time here!”

“Uh-oh. Does that mean you don’t know what you’re doing either?” Oh crap, that was the last thing she expected to hear.

Dean shook his head slowly. “I didn’t say that. What I meant was that I don’t have some ‘system’ on how to get into your pants that I’m working here. I want you, and I assume you want me, so I’m perfectly happy to let the rest of the blanks fill themselves in.”

“You could have just said ‘play it by ear’ you know.”

“Well, you’re the one yammering on like you’re in some novel by Dickens, not me.”

He was smiling when he said it, but still the truth stung a little. She always sounded like she was reading an excerpt from A Christmas Carol when she was nervous. And nervous barely scratched the surface of how she felt at the moment. She looked down at her hands, fidgeting with them. “Yes, Dickens was rather verbose. I studied him in college you know. He was paid by the word to feed his family with his stories, so he had a tendency to go on and on.”

“Really.”

She lifted her head. “Yes. Actually, I taught a class on his books, once upon a time.”

“Really.” She felt Dean’s arm drop over her shoulders. “Where?”

“I taught high school. I stopped years and years ago to raise my family.”

“I see.” He began gently stroking her back; like a stable groom attempting to calm a spooked horse. “I have an idea, since you’re so skilled with language. Let’s play a word game.”

“A word game?”

“Yes. Let’s see how many dirty words you know. Then we’ll graduate to phrases. I’ll say a word, and you say something similar.”

“A synonym?”

“Yeah. I’ll start.” He leaned into her. “Kiss.”

She had to think for a second. “Errr… ‘buss’.”

He dropped his eyes to the exposed skin of her chest. “Nibble.”

“Nip.”

Turning more into her, Dean rested his hand on her lap and began to slide it up the fabric of her dress. “Fondle.”

She watched his hand in silence, her mouth moving silently.

Dean gave her a nudge. “Give Erika a chance to chime in.”

“Grope,” popped out of her mouth immediately.

“Good girl.” His hand slid under the fabric and started to firmly rub across her skin. From her knee halfway to her waist. “Lick.”

“Suck.” As soon as the word left her lips, his hand went further up her thigh. He moved his wrist slightly and began to knead the flesh of her hip that was pressed against the seat.

“Lips.” He brought his face up to hers. Their eyes met. His hand slipped further up, and his fingers began toying with the waist strap of her thong.

She opened her mouth slightly. Quickly and wetly she licked her lips. “Tongue.”

His hand moved up to grasp the back of her neck, pulling their mouths together. It was so unexpected her mouth opened in surprise and Dean’s mouth was firmly atop it. She felt his tongue slither over hers and her hands flew to his chest by instinct. She stopped herself from pushing him away. So be it. Now it begins.

Instead of pushing at him, she started to rub his chest. She felt the tiny bumps of his nipples through the fabric of his shirt and one at a time, rubbed her fingers over each of them.

His hand dropped from her neck to her back and pressed her into him firmly. She opened her mouth even more, accepting the now stiff thrusts and parries of his tongue as it explored her mouth. She brought her hands away from his chest to cup the back of his head. She tilted her own head and began to explore Dean’s mouth with her tongue, tasting the faded remnants of a breath mint.

Dean broke the kiss and brought his head away. His dark eyes were shining with desire. “That’s a good start,” he said.

“I haven’t done that with anyone but Carl in quite some time.”

Dean’s cheeks rose in a smile. “Maybe so, but you’re a great kisser. More please.” He bent his mouth down to hers again.

Her hands caressed the back of his head and he made a ‘mmm’ sound of pleasure. His hands clasped her ribcage firmly, his hunger obvious.

Feeling his desire enflamed her own. Eva wouldn’t be caught dead in such a situation, but Erika felt that wonderfully pleasurable pulsing in her tummy and reveled in it. She lifted a bare leg and hooked it over Dean’s knee, opening her thighs.

She broke the kiss. “Toucha-toucha-toucha touch meee…” she sang in a soft voice. The song from that ‘Rocky Horror’ movie that had been all the rage when she was in college popped into her mind.

“Creature of the night…” Dean replied before covering her mouth with his again. One of his hands dropped down to her bare thigh and without any hesitation stroked her smooth skin up to her mound. He cupped his hand over the thin fabric covering her mons.

She broke the kiss and arched her head back. “Oh yes!” she whispered; it came out almost as a gasp. “Oh yes!” He took a finger and began to firmly trace the valley of her outer lips under the fabric. When he got to the top, his finger began to stroke in small circles, teasing and coaxing increased desire. She squirmed her hips on the seat.

“Touch me, Erika.”

She had relaxed her hands when he began to play with her crotch. She stretched and arm out and ran her hand over Dean’s slacks, grasping the muscle of his thigh, higher and higher until she felt the thickening flesh of his manhood.

Her eyes sprung open wide. She was touching another man’s dick! Releasing her grip, her back stiffened and looked up to Dean.

“You’re playing with me, Erika,” he said. “Keep going.”

“I…” before she could finish the sentence, Dean grasped her hand and put it back. “Grope me like I’m groping you.” He moved himself on the seat making the fabric of his slacks looser across his crotch. He kept his hand over hers, making her rub him. “Now hold it,” he said, his eyes not leaving her own.

She nodded and looked down. Her fingers again clasped at his shaft. The fabric and his posture only allowed her to grasp it in a pinching manner, her thumb on one side and her fingers on the other. Oh my. She felt it thicken and grow. He wanted her; and she wanted him to want her. She rose to look in Dean’s eyes again.

“I like you playing with my…” he cocked an eyebrow at her. “What are you doing, Erika?”

“I’m touching you…”

“Where are you touching me. Say it, Erika.” His voice was as thick as his shaft.

She dropped her head, watching her fingers again. “I’m…I’m…” she lifted her head and smiled. “Erika’s playing with your cock, Dean. I’m playing with your hard cock.” The pulsing in her tummy returned with a vengeance; she felt herself throb as her hand worked him.

“I like it.” He reached his hand back down between her legs. “What would you like me to do, Erika?”

“Rub my pussy.” The words leaving her lips felt like chains falling off a part of her. “I want you to play with my pussy and put your finger inside me.” She nudged herself tighter into him, her hand between his legs grasping and clutching him as best she could.

In a single move, Dean put his hand on her chest and pushed her back in the seat. He dropped his hand and spread her legs wider. He flicked the panel of her dress’ skirt aside and his fingers snaked up and under the elastic of her thong. “Raise your hips, Erika.” When she did he drew them off in a series of short tugs.

When he returned his hand, she craned her neck and stared down. She chewed her lip as his fingers stroked up and down her now naked vagina. “Oh Dean!” she hissed. “Oh Dean!” He rubbed his finger more firmly and she watched the tip of it slip under the folds. He made a quivering motion and turned his wrist and she felt him slip inside. “Oh!” The throbbing in her tummy spread out in a wet, red sphere.

She jerked her head up, feeling him slip another finger inside. “Oh!” she said again. She wriggled her hips towards his hand.

“I’m inside you, Erika,” he said, his eyes boring into her.

The sensation of another man touching her ignited her in a way she had never felt before. The sphere of wet warmth pushed outwards and she heard her ears buzz. “Yes!” she said. “In me! Yes!” She bore down with her hips onto his hand and a climax like she never had shot through her. Her head arched back, her neck straining as a blue bolt shot up from her waist and exploded out of her head. “Oh fuck yeah!”

Dean’s hand twisted and squirmed inside of her as she rode the crest of this sharp pleasure. She panted, her breath thick as his hand stilled. When she felt him withdraw she opened her eyes to watch as he licked his fingers.

“That…was…omygod…” Her breathing eased and she sat up. She kissed him lightly before pushing him back onto the seat. “My turn.”

“Be my guest.” Dean pulled at the zipper of his pleated trousers and spread his arms. “I don’t wear underwear  when we come here.”

She got on her knees beside him and slid her hand in, wrapping it around his shaft. She kept her hand inside his pants and looked at him. His head was tilted down between his legs. She looked around the club.

Carl was dancing very slowly with Jane, his hands clasped on her ass as they ground their hips together. She hoped he was having as much pleasure as she just experienced, and was surprised that was her first thought. She looked over at other people in their section of the club to see a man sitting on the floor before the bench seat, his head buried between the thighs of a squirming woman who was clutching his scalp. Good to see. She looked back down to her hand.

Slowly she drew Dean’s cock out. It was a solid, thick slab in her hand. She gazed at it for a moment, her eyes tracing the veins and colors of his engorged shaft. His knob was purple with his passion and desire. Oh!  The top of it was covered in a wet sheen. She squeezed him to see more of his clear juice dribble out.

She looked up to him. “I’m…”

“Do it.”

She bent over and put her mouth over his knob. Her tongue slid across the tip and she tasted him. The pungent taste was familiar enough, but there were tones of different as well. As it should be. She opened her mouth and took him inside.

An inner voice shrilled in her head. ‘I’m sucking another man’s cock!’ She responded to it by lowering her head further on Dean’s shaft, a moan vibrating in her throat. The buzzing in her ears stopped, and silence filled her mind. As she bobbed her head up and down an incredible sense of lightness filled her.

She pulled her mouth off and wiped her lower lip. She sat back on her haunches. “Kiss me, Dean.”

He brought his mouth onto hers and their tongues entwined as one as they explored each other’s mouth.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and crawled over onto his lap. Breaking the kiss, she whispered in his ear. “I want you inside of me. Now.”

As he pulled and tugged at her skirt, she pushed her pussy up against his cock, rubbing it back and forth across her now wet lips.

“Put me inside of you, Erika,” he said.

She dropped her hand to his cock and lifted a knee placing the tip against her outer lips. Their eyes met as she lowered herself onto him. She chewed her bottom lip, feeling his girth spread and stretch her. Oh God. She thrust her hips in a springy manner and felt his pubic bone meet hers. There.

“I’m fucking your pussy, Eva!” he said, his voice hoarse.

“Fuck me Dean. Fuck me…” She began to pump her hips, feeling him fill her and withdraw. His own hips met hers in sync as she rose and fell, her knees on the cushion. She was impaled on him, and she bore down, to feel every luscious speck of his cock inside of her.

“Oh man you’re wonderful Eva!” he hissed. She didn’t care that he was calling her name. Erika was no longer needed. This was her entirely. Completely.

“It’s sooo good!” she cooed at him. “So good!” Dean’s hands had risen and spread her dress open. He began to suck and chew her breasts.

“Love your titties, baby! Love your tits!” he nipped sharply on a nipple, then sucked it. The flash of a sharp pain and soft suckling drove her to a new height.

“Do that again baby!” she said. He did the same to her other breast, the sensation of pain and pleasure went straight to her belly, that hidden special place deep within where her climax had awoke.

“Oh yeah, baby!” Dean hooked his arms under her knees and stood. She was impaled on him now, helpless in his arms. She hung on as he bounced her up and down on his shaft, piercing her to the core. “Oh fucking yeah!” He turned and bent to rest her ass against the bench; once he had her in position he began to hammer at her.

She released her grip and lay back, her arms extended above her head. Oh God! The angle of his cock in her now was rubbing across the bottom of her clit as he stretched over her. “Oh yes! Right there! Keep that going!” she cried out.

“Got you now Eva!” She looked up at him. He was a savage. His lips were drawn tight against his teeth, baring them in a snarl of pure passion. The sight of his ferocious lust ignited her own.

She was almost there! “Fuck me! Fuck me harrrrd!” She tore at his shirt, yanking it up and her nails dug into his side. “Fuck my pussy!”

“Oh yeah!” He had reached inside himself and found another gear. He was punishing her pussy with a beautiful agony. “Gonna come in youuuu!”

His cry swept her over the edge. Her nails scraped and clawed at him. “Fuck! Cock! Pussy! Give it to meeeee!” Her own core exploded into a million sharp hot shards of bliss, each one shooting out from her to the world, the universe and beyond. Again and again. She was nothing and everything in the same moment. Her hands clasped at the side of Dean’s face, her own wonder and awe reflected in his own.

“Oh Eva!” he whispered. As they continued rolling off the thunderheads of utter bliss, he dropped his head and kissed her with a savage tenderness she had never felt before.


[23]

OH DADDY!
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JANE GLANCED OVER HER SHOULDER as Carl led the way to the dance floor. It seemed that Erika and Dean weren’t in any rush to dance.

She gave Carl’s hand a squeeze. “Are they okay?” she asked, tilting her head behind them.

Carl looked over quickly. “Yeah, I think so. If Eva’s not happy being left alone at a table with someone she doesn’t sit the way she’s sitting right now.”

Jane looked back. “What would be different?”

“Well, she’d have her elbow on the table between her and the person she found distasteful, and she’d be looking away from them.”

Jane watched as ‘Erika’ patted the seat next to her and Dean moved over to sit beside her. He put his arm up over the back of the bench seat, and the two of them were talking intently. “Well, that’s sure not the case with those two.”

Carl gave her hand a little tug. “Yep, just like I said. Eva—”

“You mean Erika.”

He shrugged. “Whatever… ‘JJ’.” His lips made a thin smile. “These fake names are kind of childish, if you ask me.”

Jane huffed. “They’re not fake names, Carl. They’re…” she paused. “They’re like nicknames you pick for yourself if you’re gaming online. Having an alias gives me—and your wife, for that matter—a little extra room to be…”

“Slutty?”

Jane stopped dead in her tracks. “No! I hate that word, you know. It’s so demeaning.”

Carl chuckled. They stepped off to the side of the dance floor. The sound system in this place was incredible. They were twenty feet from the dance floor but were able to have a conversation without having to resort to yelling in each other’s ear. “I don’t know what your problem is. If a guy called me a slut, he’d be complimenting me. It’d be like calling me a Don Juan or a Casanova.”

“Okay then, those guys were heroes in books or something right? Guys who got all the women they ever wanted, right?”

“Yeah.”

“And they’re admired by other guys, right?”

“Yeah…”

“Okay then, what are books or whatever that have women who ‘get all the guys they want’ who are admired by other women?” She poked his chest. “There aren’t any. If a guy tells another guy he’s a slut, they usually high five. If a woman called another woman that, they’d have a fight.”

Carl backed up and held up his hands. “Okay then, what’s your point?”

“I’m ‘JJ’ and Eva’s ‘Erika’ because it gives us a little room in our own head to be wanton. Horny and hungry, but not demeaned for being horny and hungry.”

Carl ducked his head a little. “So you’re horny and hungry…well, that makes two of us!” He reached out for her, and pulled her to him. “Just for the record, I’ve been horny and hungry for you from the day I met you. Shall we dance now?”

“Yeah, that’s a good idea.” She was glad he changed his tune, because if he hadn’t listened to her, he would have wrecked the moment. As it was, they barely got back on track in time. A nice slow dance was just the ticket.

A slow sensuous song was playing, one she wasn’t familiar with as they made their way onto the floor. Just like the other times she’d been on a dance floor at a place like Venus and Mars, the crowd was much more sensuous in their dancing than at normal dance clubs. People were openly groping their partners, their hands caressing exposed and covered flesh in a way that would have gotten a lot of men’s faces slapped in other night clubs. But here, not only was it the men who were fondling, the women were grabbing more than their fair share of ass and crotches as well.

“Holy shit,” Carl said when he saw a guy duck his head into the cleavage of his partner and suck on the exposed round side of her breast.

‘JJ’ had her hands on his waist and laughed lightly. “I know what you’re feeling right now.” She dropped her hands to the side of his hips. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it pretty quickly.” She began to rub her hands up and down.

“Oh maan… a dream come true, JJ,” he replied as he drew her into him. She rested her cheek on his mesh shirt. Lifting a hand, she snagged one of his nipples and gave it a firm twist. “Whoa! Pleased to meet ya!” he said with a startled laugh. In response she felt his hands glide over the back of her ass, his fingers running down the cleft of the cheeks over her skirt.

“Now you’re getting into the spirit of things, big boy,” she said. As if on cue, Carl pushed his thigh between her legs and began pressing into her firmly. She let out a sigh. Ever since her first high school slow dance years ago, that move on a guy’s part always aroused her. Unlike high school though, instead of pulling away, she pressed her hips forward. And was rewarded by the sharp buzz of her pussy’s response. She shivered slightly. “Mmmm…” she murmured.

“You like that, huh?”

She turned her hips just a smidge so that her thigh was rubbing against his crotch. She felt him thickening already.

“Mmm…” she heard rumble in his chest.

They spun slowly to the music, away from where their spouses were seated, to the opposite side of the dance floor.

“Let’s grab a drink at the bar,” Carl said, breaking off his hold on her. He took her by the hand and led her to the bar near the entrance to the club. There wasn’t much of a lineup and they each had a drink quickly.

“You don’t feel like dancing?” she asked.

“We can head back any time you want, JJ. I’m curious though. How long have you had a crush on me?”

She tilted her head to the side and thought for a few seconds. “It wasn’t right away, I’ll be honest. Oaken Embers was the first job I had that was at a good restaurant; so I was too preoccupied with doing the best job I could to have the time or inclination to look at anyone from a sexual perspective.” She laughed lightly. “To tell the truth, Dean and I had a huge fight after I had been there six months because our sex life had gone down the tubes.”

Carl’s face fell. “I worked you too hard.”

JJ shrugged. “The hours are hard, I won’t deny that. But it was also me being ‘the new guy’ and feeling that I had to prove myself too.”

He nodded. “Yeah. You came early and stayed late.” He lifted his glass to her. “Remember how I told you that you needed to back off?”

“Yeah. It was when I was there six months. You gave me my one year raise early.” She snorted. “Then gave me another raise on my one year anniversary!”

“So when was it? When did you start looking at me…” he smirked, “as a sexy beast?”

“Funny, but I know exactly when. It was the day that Jeff the bartender quit.”

“He didn’t quit. He gave notice.”

“Well, his last day then. You did two things that day that made me see you differently.” She held up a finger. “One, you made a big fuss over Jeff. You got a cake, and had us close early for a party for him.”

“Well, he decided to open up his own place—a tavern in Chicago. I felt kind of proud of him.”

She nodded. “I never saw another employer be that gracious and generous to someone who was leaving for bigger and better things. But then afterwards, when we had closed up and that woman had her purse snatched and you ran the guy down and got it back…” She grinned. “If I wasn’t married I would have fucked you right there!”

Carl made a stupid grin and flexed his muscles like a body builder. “Defender of the weak!” He dropped his arms. “I thought she was someone who owed me money.”

“Bullshit.”

“Yeah, you’re right.”

“That day I saw other sides of you—a really considerate guy, but also a guy who doesn’t sit back if something terrible happens.”

“I never picked up on it,” he said.

“I’m glad. It would have made things uncomfortable, right?” She pointed a finger at him. “And look who’s talking. I had no idea that you had a thing for me either!”

He smiled at her. “You have nooo idea how many times I was tempted to peek in on you when you would change before and after shifts, JJ.” He reached out his hand and began to stroke her waist. “You are sooo fucking hot.”

“Really? You’re not just saying that, are you?”

Carl’s hand rose higher and his thumb began to caress the side of her breast. “I’m saying it because I mean it.”

Their eyes met, and she looked into his crystal blues surrounded by smile crinkles. “I always thought I was kind of dumpy.” When he shook his head ‘no’ slowly, she lifted her hand to the front of her dress. “So… you like my tits, huh?”

He nodded and dropped his eyes to watch her undo the buttons in front. “And your ass, and your legs…” he lifted his eyes to hers again. “And that mouth. I love how it looks just like a Cupid’s bow.”

He bent forward and kissed her, and she opened her mouth to meet his. His tongue tasted of the vodka he had been drinking as it filled her mouth. She sucked on it, and closed her teeth on it gently. Her tummy clenched at the sensation and her arm lifted to rub his bicep. She released his tongue and he started to again feast on her mouth. 

He broke the kiss. “Wow. Been waiting a long time to do that! Worth every minute!”

JJ watched his eyes. “I agree.” She wrinkled her nose. “So… what was the fantasy about me you had?”

Carl looked a little sheepish. “Just that you would come into my office and climb all over me like a…” he waggled his eyebrows. “A wanton woman and have your way with me.”

She snickered. “Sounds pretty similar to mine.” She looked over towards where they left Dean and ‘Erika’. “Seems like our spouses are getting along well!”

Carl turned his head and his mouth flopped open when he saw them. “They’re not even in the back area…” he turned to JJ. “Is that legal?”

She shrugged. “Beats me. If nobody’s bothering them, who cares?” She eyed the front entrance. “Speaking of ‘illegal’…” she tugged at his shirt and he followed her.

She led him out of the building and into the parking lot. Venus and Mars was in an industrial park section, so she figured that any cars that would be coming and going in and out would be for the club.

“What are you doing?”

“Something I tried once before, but I hope to get it right this time.” She led the way. They went to where she and Dean had parked their car, and went to the back of the car. There was a grass divider that ran the length of the row of cars.

“What’s—”

Before Carl could finish the question, JJ had squatted down on the grass and began to fumble with his belt and fly of his pants. She looked up at him with an evil grin, the streetlights glinting off the red curls of her hair. She yanked his pants halfway down his thighs and encircled his cock in her hand. Holding his gaze, she kissed the tip of it, then licked the bottom of his shaft, paying attention to the most sensitive spot on his cock, right where the tip of his knob began.

“Oh shiiiit….” He murmured, watching her. Jane was on her knees in the grass, holding his cock and licking it. “Put it in your mouth baby…” he said.

“Yes, Daddy.” She opened her mouth and engulfed his shaft in wet warmth, her tongue sliding around it to the side. He dropped his hands to her head, cradling it.

“What the fuck did you just call me?”

She pulled her head up, his cock slipping out with a ‘pop’. “Daddy”. Her eyebrows furrowed. “It just came out. Does it bug you?”

“No, baby…it’s kind of hot.”

“You’re so much older than me, and you are my boss…it kinda fits, you know?”

“Suck my cock baby…be a dirty girl for Daddy.”

She didn’t know where it came from, but Carl getting so turned on made her pussy clench in satisfaction. “My pleasure… ‘Daddy’.” She dropped her head and began sucking on him with relish, twisting her wrist over the now slick wet skin of his shaft, making small burbles of pleasure as she tasted the saltiness of his precum. He was hard when she started, but now it was like holding a steel pipe.

She took her mouth away. “It’s so big, Daddy! I hope it fits!”

Carl bent over and hoisted her to her feet. He turned her around and bent her over the trunk of the car. “Only one way to find out, babe.” He tore her panties off and lifted her skirt, marveling at the milky white globe of her ass. He dropped his hand and started fingering her from behind. She was so damp she was practically dripping! “You’re a horny girl, eh, JJ?”

She wriggled her ass back and forth. “You make me horny… put your cock in me…pleeeeaaazze!”

Carl smeared her wetness across the top of his shaft and got behind her. He spread her asscheeks with one hand and rested the tip of his cock against the pale pink of her inner lips and began to slowly enter her.

“Oh! Oh it sooo good!” JJ cried out. “Up in meeee!” She spread her legs and pressed her stomach against the cold steel of the car. She bent forward, her breasts pressing against the hood of the car and her arms stretching out. “Fuck meeee! Fuck your JJ!”

It was all Carl could do to keep from blowing his load right then and there. He stroked her as slowly as he could, doing everything to keep from coming too soon. But her calling him ‘Daddy’ had shot through him like a thunderbolt. In a single word she made all of self consciousness he had of their age difference evaporate; she took the negative and turned it into a potent aphrodisiac. He had never felt so fucking hard! His balls were already churning with his come, and it was all he could do to keep from blasting a load.

“You’re so fucking sweet, baby!” he gasped.

“So big in me, Daddy!”

Oh fuck, that did it. He yanked out of her before he crossed the line, but just before. He looked down to see a trail of his semen ooze out. “NOT YET!” he growled aloud at himself.

“No! Not yet!” JJ stood upright and spun around. She braced her arms on the hood of the car and boosted herself up. “I want to see you when you come in me!” She braced her feet on the bumper, spreading her legs wide. Looking down at his cock, she saw a thick dribble ooze out and swept her fingers under it. He watched her eyes as she sucked his cream off her fingers with loud slurping sounds.

When she finished, she dropped her hands onto the hood. “Fuck me Daddy. Come in my pussy!” She tilted her hips up at him.

“My dirty girrrrl…” he growled. He took his shaft and plunged up inside her again, stabbing her with his cock.

JJ’s eyes flew open. “Oh! OH! So gooooood!” She bounced on the hood of the car from his onslaught, their writhing making the car squeak and groan underneath. An orgasm blossomed in her, filling her as Carl began to grunt. She clasped her hands on his face. “Look at meee!”

His eyes flew open and snarling in a rage of pure passion he emptied himself within her, watching her own bliss reflect his ecstasy.

***

Jane and Dean were in the car heading home shortly afterwards. They cut their own night short so that ‘Erika’ and Carl could get a chance to decompress, talk about it, and maybe get some dancing in. If they did, Jane would be impressed. Her romp with Carl left her completely wrung out. She was puzzled at herself.

“You’re pretty quiet,” Dean said.

“Well…I did something a little weird with Carl.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I called him ‘Daddy’…and it turned both of us on a lot.”

“Okay, where’s the weird part?”

She shot him a look. He wasn’t being sarcastic. “C’mon, Dean! ‘Daddy’? Doesn’t that sound a little sick to you?” She folded her arms. “Then he called me his ‘dirty girl’ too!”

“Did that bug you?”

She sighed. “Not until now. When he did, it really got me going, to tell the truth. It was so hot when it happened, but now I feel like it was weird.”

Dean reached over and patted her thigh. “I don’t think it’s weird at all, to tell you the truth. The age difference between the two of you… what the hell, right? And nobody got hurt, right?”

“Still…it’s weird. I mean, I don’t want to do my father, so why the hell should I call him that?”

“Your father’s your ‘Dad’ dummy. That’s completely different. This was some kind of role play. And it’s not all that uncommon, y’know. Shit, Jane, I know a few Latino babes that call their boyfriends…husbands even—Daddy all the time! They say ‘Papi’, but it’s the same thing, y’know?”

“Really? I don’t know anyone that does that.”

Dean laughed. “You need to get out more!”

“So I’m not weird?”

“Nope. Just a sexy girl is all.”

“Thanks hon.” Hmmm… she couldn’t deny that it really, really was hot when it happened.
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BETTER THAN PLAYING MONOPOLY
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THEY SPENT THE NEXT MORNING TALKING all about the events of the night before. Dean apologized for getting it on so quickly with Eva, but Jane understood. She and Carl had done pretty much the same thing, even if they had seen Dean and Eva beating them to the punch!

“I never thought I would have so much fun with someone so much older than me,” Dean said.

“Ha! You had a crush on her since you were fifteen! What are you talking about?”

“Yeah, I know…but a fantasy and reality are two different things.” He shrugged. “And in this case, the reality was way, way better than the fantasy.”

“I’ll drink to that.” Jane raised her glass of OJ. “Same for me, and the age difference between Carl and I is a lot bigger than the one between you and Eva you know.”

Dean smirked. “Hey, I am ten years older than you—you can call me ‘Daddy’ if you need to!” They both laughed. He stretched out on the kitchen chair, his body almost a straight line as he clasped his hands together behind his head. “So…you messed around with a kid who was maybe 21, then a guy in his sixties. What’s next for JJ, Jane?”

She looked at him closely. “You don’t want me to stop? It’s okay with you if I keep this up?”

He nodded. “It’s been a hell of a lot of fun so far, hasn’t it?” He folded himself back up to a normal sitting position. “But I don’t want you to get the idea that we need to just get together with other couples, okay? That time with you and Tony…and with Troy at the club…”

“And the kid on the plane!”

“Yeah—they were awesome for me as well, you know. Just keep me in the loop one way or the other and I’m cool, okay?”

“Good. I’m glad to hear that, because I’m having a great time!”

“So what’s next?”

Jane pursed her lips. “I don’t know…”

“How about we do this—let’s each write down on slips of paper things we’d like to try with this. Then we’ll put them in a jar and draw one each week and see if that’s what we’d like to do.”

“What, like a ‘job jar’? But instead of you doing handyman things, I’ll be doing things with lovers?”

He nodded. “It’s more interesting than playing Monopoly, right?”

THE END
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THREE’S THE CHARM

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

JANE STOPPED SHORT AT THE GLASS DOOR LEADING TO THE HOTEL LOUNGE. Peering through, she saw that yes, just as she and Dean had suspected, people in the trucking industry knew how to party. Almost every stool at the bar was occupied, and the twenty or so tables were full as well with men dressed from business casual all the way to Brooks Brothers suits.

Her mouth quirked as she entered and looked around the room more carefully. Yep, counting her, there were maybe eight women in the room that held almost a hundred people. She let her gaze wander across the crowd sizing up the men. There was plenty of potential; that was for sure.

‘In for a penny…’ she thought to herself as she headed for one of the unoccupied bar stools.

A few of the guys looked her up and down with frank, appraising eyes. They damn well better—she had chosen her clothes carefully. Fetching, but not too slutty. Her hips made the pleats of her green chiffon skirt sway nicely, her three inch heels giving her a soft bump but no grind. She put a hand on the edge of the bar and boosted herself up, pulling the sleeves of her matching blazer up a touch.

She chose her seat well. Sitting at the end of the bar she could see most of the room. She was apart from the crowd, but not isolated. The bartender noticed her almost right away.

He leaned over. “You working, hon?” His lips had a smile, but there was no welcome in his eyes.

Dean had anticipated this. “Don’t be surprised or offended if the bartender challenges you, babe,” he had said. “You’re giving off an ‘I’m available’ vibe, and he might think that you’re a prostitute. If he does, show him your room key and just say that you’re a guest at the hotel.”

Jane held the bartender’s gaze, not looking away. She let out a sigh. “I know what you’re asking,” her eyes dropped to his name tag and back up, “…Mike. I’m a guest, not a hooker.” She held her room’s key card up between two fingers. “Satisfied?”

Mike’s eyes faltered. “Uhhh… I meant if you were with the convention, ma’am, that’s all.”

She kept her eyes on him. “I’m not sure about that…Mike.”

He nodded his head sharply and made a quick smile. “How about the first drink is on me then, ma’am?”

She nodded and smiled. “Apology accepted. My name’s JJ, and I’ll have a gin and tonic with a wedge of lime.”

“I’ll make it a double.” He nodded again and headed off for her drink.

She took a twenty from her purse and laid it on the bar. Mike brought her drink and put it on a coaster and rapped the surface of the bar with his knuckles twice. “On me, JJ,” he said before getting back to the rest of the patrons.

She took a slow sip, and before she could put the glass down, felt a nudge on her shoulder. She turned slowly, a small smile on her lips.

“Hi,” The young guy’s eyes sparkled while, his lips formed a tentative smile. It struck her that he looked like he was expecting to be scolded. Leaning forward a little, with one hand in the pocket of his slacks, he tried to look assured and casual, but his dark eyes couldn’t hold her gaze. They darted everywhere but at her.

“Hello,” she replied.

“Uhh… are you here for the conference?” He glanced over her shoulder and blinked a couple of times, his smile widening.

“Conference?”

“Uh, yeah. The Midwest Highway Transport Association. We have an annual conference and a half-assed trade show every year.”

Jane looked around the room. “You mean like a truck driver’s convention?”

“Well… not a lot of drivers, the trucking companies and their suppliers and customers mostly.” He shrugged. “More management than staff.” His eyes wandered past her again, and his brows bobbed up and down before he looked back to her.

“I see.” She turned in her seat to see a group of three guys at one of the cocktail tables watching them. They were all in their mid to late 20’s or so, about the same age as the guy in front of her. They looked like a group of frat boys. Except for the boy in front of her, they were all in suits, but the line of empty bottles on the table showed that they were well into their night of drinking. Not high enough in their firms to be executives, but definitely the next generation on the way up. She smile brightly at them and turned back to her visitor. “What was the bet?”

“Bet?”

“Yes. Your friends sent you over to say hello or something. I want to know did you win the bet or are you trying to right now?”

“Oh.”

She hid a grin watching his face flare a reddish glow. His gaze sank to the floor and he mumbled, “Ten bucks if I can get you to join us at the table.”

“Oh really?” She turned back and gave a short wave to the frat boys and turned back. “Each?” When he nodded, she flicked her hand dismissively. “Sorry, but you’re not winning that bet.”

“Why not? I’m a nice guy… I got a good job--“

She cut him off. “Because you wouldn’t have had the guts to come up to me if you were here alone. Now run along back to your friends.” She shook her head, turning back to her drink.

She heard the young guy inhale sharply behind her. At least he scored a point for not being crude before heading back to his table.

Oh damn. Down the bar an older guy with thinning hair, was outright leering at her. He rose and pushed his way through the crowd until he stood next to her. The first two buttons of his shirt splayed open above a loosened tie. In his late 30’s, his body thickset, it looked like he was just a few years shy of going to pot.

“Hi, how are ya?” His ham hock hand thrust foreward. “I’m Bernie Weston! What’s your name?”

He would never be guilty of being shy, that was for sure. What he lacked in looks he made up for with personality. His eyes had that glaze of two drinks past his limit, but they were friendly. She took his hand. “JJ,” she replied.

“JJ what?” he asked.

“Just JJ is fine, Bernie.” He shook her hand, but didn’t let go right away. She disengaged hers and  her head tilted as she shot a look at him.

“Okay, JJ it is! Are you waiting for someone? Can I buy you a drink? Read any good books lately?” His questions battered her.

She pulled back a bit at the interrogation. She heard of coming on strong, but this was ridiculous. She smiled and then Bernie leaned in. Her nose twitched. Oh shit. The guy needed to become better acquainted with soap and water. Like a traffic cop, her hand rose and pushed against his chest. “No, no, and I don’t want to tell you what I read,” she said.

Bernie’s face fell to his knees. “Why not? You’re here alone, I’m a nice guy, and maybe we can get to know each other.” He leaned in against her hand, bobbing his eyebrows. “I like the way your hand feels.”

Her arm straightened, giving him a firm nudge until he was forces back a step. “Because you’re way, way too pushy and you smell Bernie.” This escapade was so not working out. Frat boys and salesmen. Oh boy.

She had to give him credit. His arm straightened and he sniffed under his shoulder. With a roll of his eyes, his arm dropped, muttering as he walked away, “Oh shit.”

Well that was that. A bust. She lifted her glass to finish her drink and get out of there.

“Excuse me.” Another deep voice beside her shoulder was there even before she set the glass on the polished surface of the bar.

Her head dropped until her chin brushed against her chest. She was ready to give up, but these guys weren’t. “What?” without even lifting her gaze from the bar rail in front of her.

There was a smile in his satiny voice. “I think you’re an attractive woman. I’d like to spend some time getting to know you…and I’m thinking that three could be the charm.” He paused. “That’s what.”

Well, that was different. She lifted her head and turned to the steady voice. His face matched his words. He was square jawed, about forty with tidy hair and penetrating dark eyes that didn’t blink when she looked at him.

“Well,” she smiled, “you get right to the point don’t you?”

He held her gaze. “Yes, yes I do.” He leaned forward, putting his hand on the edge of the bar. There was a hint of a smile on his lips and his head tipped to the side. “I saw you as soon as you came in.” There was smooth confidence in his voice.

She stirred the swizzle stick absently. She had already written this escapade off. “Funny, I didn’t see you.”

He shrugged slightly. “Well, let’s see… a guy in a suit in a room filled with them.” He gestured to her. “As opposed to a lovely redhead in an attractive outfit…” he glanced about the room. “One of only nine women in the room.”

“I counted eight.”

“You left out the waitress.”

“They’re called servers now, you know.”

He shrugged again. “You get my point, don’t you? I’m not offended that you didn’t notice me.”

“I see.” Now she felt a little chagrined for tossing out that sideways put down. She stirred her drink again. “My name is JJ,” she said after a silent moment.

“Hello JJ. My name is Matt.” He raised a hand signaling Mike behind the bar. “I’d like to have a drink with you.”

When he turned to the bartender, she silently took stock of him. The charcoal gray wool suit fit like it was tailored. Tall, with a medium built, that was a plus. She glanced at his shoes. You could always tell things by looking at the shoes men wore; it was the last part of their wardrobe they usually thought of. Matt’s were black oxfords, polished to a sheen. “Okay,” she said.

Matt pointed at her glass and with a few gestures to Mike at the other end placed their order. He pulled a money clip from his pocket and put a twenty on the bar. “You might want to put that back in your purse,” he said, pointing at her own twenty. “Wouldn’t want to confuse the bartender.”

“Thank you, Matt,” tucking the bill away in her bag.

“Where you from?” he asked.

“I’m local. I live in Black Rapids. Just stopped in for a drink.” She waited for the answer to the question in her eyes.

“I’m from Chicago, here for the convention to sell trucks for Peterbuilt. I just closed a deal for a bunch of power units. “He smiled, “...made my quota for the next two months.”

“So you’re a salesman.”

“That’s right.” Mike deposited two glasses in front of them and took the twenty from the bar. Matt waved him off. “Keep the change.” He turned back to Jane. “Some guys call themselves ‘Account Executives’ or ‘Customer Satisfaction Specialists’…I sell trucks. They’re good trucks at a fair price.” He made that casual shrug again. “I’m not embarrassed about the title.” His chin rose, is gaze warm taking in her hair and drifting back to meet her eyes. “Do you work?”

For a moment she was speechless. What kind of a question was that? “Of course I work! What did you expect?”

“You could be a stay at home housewife. My boss’ wife doesn’t work. What do you do?”

“I’m a—” she stopped herself. She was going to say ‘Head Chef in a Five Star restaurant’, but instead said, “I’m a cook.”

“Really? What are the best three things about your job?”

Her jaw dropped a little. Since she and Dean had started playing this sex game of random pickups, whenever she told a guy what she did for a living, they would go ‘Oh’ and then ask ‘Where’ and when she wouldn’t say exactly where, the conversation went to how she was being ‘attractively mysterious’ or something. Matt had asked a question that showed he’d told the truth when he approached her. He wanted to get to know her.

She had to grope for an answer. “Well…I like my business partner for one. The people I work with are nice. And making dinners for hungry patrons is rewarding.”

“Have you been doing it long?” When she nodded in reply, he asked, “Doesn’t it get repetitive?”

“No, not at all. Each plate is someone’s dinner, you know? ‘A night out’ kind of thing more often than not. I focus on each dinner as I prepare it. Sure it might be the thousandth or something that week, but each one is important.”

He nodded. “I understand.”

“Oh? How so?”

He smiled and got a far-away look in his eyes. “When I was a kid I worked at Disney World in Florida for a year. I was one of those kids who went around with a broom and dust pan sweeping up Main Street, U.S.A.. In a single hour I’d be asked a dozen times where the restrooms were. If I thought about how many times I was asked, I’d go nuts.” He smiled widely and his face lit up. “But they told us that each time we were asked it was the first time for someone on a holiday of a lifetime.” He nodded. “Seeing the bigger picture made paying attention to the details a snap.”

For twenty minutes their conversation ranged over current events, favorite movies and who was the most inane celebrity at the time. He kept his eyes locked hers as he spoke. A couple of times she found herself having to look away from his gaze. But she didn’t feel uncomfortable.

When there was a small break in their conversation, he said, “I’m a little confused right now.”

“Oh? Over what?”

He shook his head slowly form side to side. “I don’t know which I like better. Your almond shaped green eyes, or your lustrous red ringlets.”

She barked a laugh. “You’re smooth Matt, do you know that?”

He nodded. Holding her gaze, he reached over and tapped her left hand. “You’re also married,” he said. “Where’s your husband?”

“He’s not here, if that’s what you’re asking.”

He kept his hand on top of hers and she made no move to pull it away. “Does he know where you are right now?” He began to just so gently stroke the back of her hand.

“It’s possible.”

“Possible. That’s an interesting reply.” His hand kept caressing hers.

“We don’t own each other.”

“Oh. I think I understand.”

“Do you?” She hid a smile, enjoying this game of cat and mouse.

He gazed down at his hand layered over hers. “I think so.” His hand grasped hers and gently turned her hand over, entwining his fingers through hers. He held her firmly, his thumb running over the pad of flesh below her thumb. “Yes, I think I do.” Still holding her hand, he leaned in and kissed her, his lips soft on hers.

When their lips met, her mouth slipped open. His tongue needed no further invitation sliding inside hers. Mmm..He tasted like peppermint, their tongues dancing lightly.

With her free hand, she clasped the back of his neck. His hand drifted down to rest on her waist.

When they broke the kiss his eyes were sultry, his words whispered, “I have a room upstairs.”

“No. I won’t be going to your room, Matt.”

His face went still. “Oh?”

“No. You’re coming to mine.”
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FIIINNNE…
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MATT HELD HER HAND IN THE ELEVATOR like they were a couple going on a dinner date, not heading up to her room for casual (and she hoped hot!) sex. His fingers felt dry as his thumb caressed the back of her hand. Jane, on the other hand was nervous enough for both of them. He was a complete stranger and her knees trembled a bit.

This was amazing. Every time she did this, it was brand new. That excited butterfly feeling in her lower tummy never got old.

From the moment Matt touched her hand at the bar, her tummy started warming. It was a golden orb of gentle heat just below her waistline that flowed down to her pussy like honey drizzling over a slice of toast.

When the elevator ding’ed to a stop on her floor he put his hand in the small of her back and guided her out of the car. She turned to the right, heading to the end of the hallway where her room was located.

Matt’s hand on her back dropped a little, rubbing in small circles as she flicked her key card in the slot unlocking the door.

In the room, there was a bathroom on the left, and just past that was a king size bed. Her overnight bag sat closed on the small love seat opposite it.

Matt removed his hand and stepped into the bathroom. When he hooked a towel from the rack, and appeared in the larger room, her lips twitched in a grin.

“What’s that for?” she asked.

His smile was enigmatic, like the Mona Lisa’s . “Just in case I guess.” They walked past the bed and he tossed it on the smooth comforter covering it.

She wandered over, her teeth biting her lower lip as she gazed up at him. He pulled her arm, bringing her closer until his mouth was on hers. Again, she tasted the slight hint of peppermint as his tongue probed in her mouth. Again, she put her hand behind his neck, holding him closer still. When her fingers stroked his neck lightly, she was rewarded when his body pressed harder against hers.

He broke the kiss and pulled his face away. “I like that,” he said. “Not many women do that these days.”

With a ‘Mmmm’ reply, she pulled him back to her, resuming the kiss.

His hands slithered inside her blazer and began to stroke up and down the side of her torso, skimming over the fabric of her blouse. They travelled up from her waist to the side strap of her bra and back down. Each time he repeated the stroke it became firmer.

He stepped into her, his leg going between her knees. Jane pushed her pelvis forward against his thigh, rubbing her crotch on it. Oh God, she was humping his leg like a horny collie. She slipped off his suit jacket and tossed it towards the love seat and began to fumble at his tie while still holding the kiss.

He pulled back slightly, “Wait a second, baby.” He undid his tie for her. When she reached for him again, he held his hand on her chest, stopping her.

“Undress for me,” His voice was lower, almost a growl, and his eyes were relentless.

Her tummy did a flip that landed in her molten pussy. “Like a striptease?” 

His eyes travelled slowly up and down her body. “You’re no stripper, JJ. I just like watching a woman undress.”

“You first.”

He shook his head. “No. You first.”

There was a directness to his voice. Not an overbearing ‘command from on high’, just the tone and timbre of a man accustomed to getting his way. And under it, was a promise that he would brook no resistance.

She’d never admit it, but it thrilled her.

Her front teeth pressed into her lower lip as they dueled in silence, meeting each other’s sultry gaze.

“Okay.” Sometimes it was fun to lose when it came to sex. She opened her blazer and with a shrug of her shoulders let it fall onto the floor behind her. Her hands went to the waistline of her skirt and began to fumble at the hook and eye and side zipper. She gazed down at her fingers, fumbling at the catch.

“No. Leave your skirt on for now, please,” he said.

She flipped her head up, her eyes squinting a little as she peered at him. “Really?” When he silently nodded, she made a small shrug. It was no big deal, right?

But then, why did it excite her so much? Her core had ratcheted up another notch; what had been warm was inching its way up into a throbbing heat.

Her fingers went to the buttons at the top of her blouse. She watched his eyes as she undid each button. When she got to the last one, she undid it and then went to her wrists to loosen those. She watched his face. His tongue darted out, swiping his lips quickly.

A boob man, huh? Her lips compressed into a sy smile, and in a single move, she spun on her heel so her back was to him. The sides of her blouse opened and she shrugged out of it, dropping it to the floor. Her hands went up behind her and deftly undid the hooks of her bra. With a teasing slowness, her thumbs slid under the shoulder straps and lifted it away. She held it for a beat before tossing it at the loveseat.

She felt her full breasts sway with the movement of her arm, and in the silence of the room, Matt’s breath quickened.

Still facing away, she undid her skirt and let it drop to the floor. She stepped to the side out of the circle of fabric and hooked her thumbs over the edges of her panties.

***

Matt’s heart was hammering a mile a minute as he stared at the milk white, almost blue, perfect skin of JJ’s back. It scalloped into her waist and back out over her hips and thighs. She stood still with her fingers looped over her panties, gossamer thin white fabric that covered her sweetly round ass cheeks down below the half moon where they joined with her solid thighs. He could see a blue vein behind each of her knees, her skin was so fair.

He wanted to sink his hands in her flesh so badly he felt his fingers twitch. He took a long slow breath through his nose to compose himself.

“Remove them, please,” God, his voice had bordered on a growl. She was still in her heels, and aside from a little curiosity as to how would managed that, there was the greater lust to see her naked. So far, she had disrobed as elegantly as a courtesan; he hoped she wouldn’t disappoint him now.

***

Jane let out her breath and pushed the elastic down past her ass. Keeping the same fluid motion, she bent at the waist and ran them down her thighs to the floor. Remaining bent, she stepped out of them one foot at a time. Those yoga classes she started taking a month ago really paid off; she was as supple as al dente pasta.

She straightened but remained facing away from him, placing her hands on her waist.

“Turn around please,” Matt said.

She shook her head, feeling her hair brush against her back. “Unh, uh. Not until you’re undressed.” Two could play at this game. Besides, teasing was fun.

“Really?”

“Yes. Fair’s fair.” She heard the rustle of fabric as Matt got out of his clothing. “Socks too,” there was a hint of laughter in her voice.

“Of course.”

She hear the bed creak as he sat on it and the sound of the coins in his pants pocket jingle as he shucked them. The mattress creaked again. “Turn around,” he said.

Matt had reclined on the bed, watching every inch of her as she slowly turned. Her legs were tantalizingly wanton, shoulder width apart. She had spectacular tits; two half cantaloupe sized orbs of soft flesh as milky white as the rest of her with just the slightest sag. They were topped by large pale aeroles and dark pink, almost red nipples that stood out in small peaks. His eyes dropped down to her crotch. A pale landing strip of auburn down was above her pussy lips, and he could see the pink bud of her inner lips peeking out. He licked his lips wetly in anticipation as his hand wandered down to his already thickening cock. He lifted his other hand and crooked a finger at her.

Jane stood still for a moment, taking him in. Matt was lightly tanned except for an area where he wore a bathing suit. His broad chest was bare of any hair, as was his crotch. Which made it easier to see the defined musculature of his frame. From the thick layers of his pecs, to the oh so tight abs, down to his legs which had shadows and crevasses where his thighs and calf muscles undulated under his bronzed skin…she drank him in.

“You’re beautiful,” she said, her voice a breathy purr.

“That makes two of us then.” He held his cock in his fist, but two inches or more stuck up from the top; a slick crown.

She stepped onto the bed and covered him with her body, feeling his heat radiate up into hers. His hands drifted higher to embrace her face and he kissed her again. This time his urgent mouth was wide open and his tongue a wide wet organ claiming her entire mouth. She kept her mouth open and her tongue darted around to lick the underside of his.

With a long intake of breath, the light scent of citrus cologne mixed with a hint of perspiration, tingled her nostrils. His arms, legs and body were strong, but his aroma was a light ghost, almost not there.

She edged higher till she straddled him, her legs grasping each side of his stomach. He was so much taller and meatier than she was. Her hips rolled, grinding herself against skin, feeling its warmth against the outer lips of her pussy. Her clit began to hum and buzz lightly in this dance of flesh.

Matt’s hands released her face and skimmed lower, kneading and massaging her tits, squeezing them firmly. He spread his fingers wide, feeling her flesh bulge between them. He moved them in small circles as he grasped and fondled her, harder and harder, watching her face all the while. She recoiled a bit, and he stroked softer. When she relaxed, he clenched again.

“Oh!” she said. Once more he gently massaged just where he had grasped her. Her eyes closed and a soft mewling purr rumbled in her throat. He did it once more, changing up between a lust filled clasp and a soft respite, each one increasing her arousal. When he stroked her softly, she ground her pelvis into his abs.

He pushed her away from him a bit, raising to lick and suck on her breasts. His mouth was as hungry and as insistent as it had been when he kissed her—mauling at her flesh and lightly chewing each nipple in turn.

Jane bit down on her lower lip as she ground her pussy into him even harder. Another orgasm, this one with a deeper intensity than before, swelled up from her hips to her chest as Matt paid homage to her boobs, his mouth wetly claiming her.

“Just suck on them, baby,” she gasped. Matt’s mouth covered one nipple and he sucked wetly, his tongue whirring over the tip of it. “That’s right… yes…” she said. “I like that…” He moved to her other one, and the wonderful sensation repeated itself.

She rolled a bit to the side so she could rub her thigh against his cock. She felt a smear of wetness cover the skin and a new hunger for him blossomed in her. She pulled away from him and slithered down the bed. “I want to taste you…” she whispered hoarsely.

He adjusted a little so her head was lying on his hipbone. He watched her, his eyes shining as she grasped his cock in her hand, staring at it, her eyes wide. “It’s beautiful,” she murmured. Her mouth lowered onto it, her tongue stroking across the tip while she squeezed his shaft.

A thick white pearl oozed out. “Oh!” she said in surprise. She glanced up at him. “Usually pre-cum’s clear!”

“Just potent, I guess,” he smiled softly, watching every sensuous move of her mouth on him.

She pursed her lips like a kiss and sucked it up. It tasted very salty. She put her mouth over the crown of his knob and began sucking as she stroked him. Another dollop of his thick fluid glazed across her tongue.

“You like cum, huh?” he said. When she nodded, her continued, “Some girls don’t.” She gave a small shrug as her head bobbed up and down, relishing his thick cock.

She felt his hips flex against her. Girls…yeah; she was closer to forty than thirty…but then Matt was probably older than she was. She squirmed a little; she liked being a girl.

Her free hand slid between his legs and pressed against them. He took the hint and spread his knees wide. Her middle finger wormed up against his ass cheeks and she pressed against his anus. He flinched.

She took her mouth off his shaft and smiled at him with wet lips. “Most boys don’t like having their asses played with,” she said sweetly.

“I guess I’m one of those boys then,” he said.

She took her hand away and started stroking his thigh and went back to giving him head. Never missing a stroke on his cock, she scooted to her knees to get a better angle. Up and down her head went, bringing his shaft to a full, throbbing erection. His hips pumped up into her face, nudging his cock as deep into her mouth as she could take.

Which wasn’t very much. She was never able to deep throat, and that’s the way it was. Besides, Dean told her that it was over-rated in real life. Looked good on porn vids, but that was all.

She looked up into his eyes as she sucked on him. They were almost black with lust and she felt him tremble under her. She pulled her mouth away.

“Don’t come yet, we’re just starting,” she said.

“Don’t worry, baby. I bounce back real fast.” He kept thrusting his hips, his cock sliding in her wet hand.

“Really?”

“You’ll see…” his fingers made an ‘X’ across his chest. “Cross my heart.”

Well, this will be interesting… We’ll see. Hmmm. Matt had a juicy cock. Precum was drizzling across her tongue.  A tiny but steady stream of salty liquid trickled across her tongue and down her throat. He tasted delicious. Her head bobbed up and down as murmurs of anticipation and desire vibrated in her throat.

Matt was transfixed watching her blow him. The sight of her red nails and wet, red lips tracing up and down his shaft was a wet dream come true; her lipstick leaving a red sheen as her fingers grasped at his cock.

She felt Matt’s thighs clench and heard his breath hiss through clenched teeth. She closed her eyes and kept at him, waiting for his climax.

He came without warning—suddenly she felt her mouth filled with his seed. “HUNNHHH!” he barked. “ARRRHHH!” he let out one fierce growl after another as he emptied himself into her mouth. She swallowed as best as she could, but his juice ran out the side of her mouth anyway. She clasped at his member, milking and squeezing it with a delighted firmness.

He kept coming! His third spurt was followed by an even great fourth, then a fifth! She swallowed, feeling his semen run down her throat to her belly. What had been an initial thick, salty fluid thinned out to a briny broth before he was done. She kept sucking on him, delighting in his spasms of pleasure as his legs bounced up and down under her.

After he settled down, she took her mouth off of him and looked up. His eyes were almost sleepy, he was so spent. He watched her as she glided her finger across her lips and chin, cleaning them and then licking her fingers with her tongue.

“You had such a load!” she said, her eyes wide. “What, were you at sea or something for a year?”

Matt grinned. “Nope. Clean living and a sexy woman; what else would you expect?” He gestured to her and she climbed up the bed beside him, tucking herself under his arm. He plucked a tissue from the box on the night table and dried her mouth.

“There’s no way you have anything left after coming like that, Matt,” she said, disappointment in her voice.

He snorted. “Wanna bet? I’m still just as fit, and you’re even more sexy now…” He kissed her briefly and began to slide down the bed. “But I want to taste for myself!”

He glided between her legs and spread her thighs apart. She watched as he began to lightly stroke her pussy with two fingers, tracing its outline from the top to the bottom. “You have a lovely pussy, JJ. I love how pink and smooth you keep it…” he said in a whisper.

He dropped lower, covering her mons with his mouth while watching her face. He pushed his tongue up inside of her, and pulled it out and began to whir it over her clit. Jane sparked in response. Her hips bucked up into his mouth. He slid a finger up inside of her, then a second one. As he kept his tongue wetly licking at her, he flexed his fingers up to the top of her pussy, rubbing the spongy mass of her G-spot firmly.

The sensation was completely new to her. She ground her hips against the mattress, making small circles on it with her ass as Matt’s mouth and hand egged her on. An orgasm fluttered through her quickly, a promise of more to come.

She hiked herself up on her elbows and bent her knees so she could watch. Matt had dropped his gaze, feasting on her with abandon. He would draw his finger out of her and suck her wetness from it, and shove it back up inside of her.

“Oh fuck, you taste so damn good, JJ!” he hissed before going back down on her.

She felt another orgasm jolt though her without warning, and flopped back onto the bed gasping. “Oh shit! Keep doing that, Matt!” she almost screamed. She spread her legs even wider, rocking onto his mouth.

He rolled onto his side, pressing against her thigh as he wetly licked her clit from the new angle. He pushed a third finger up inside, and joining them together, began to strongly massage the upper part of her inner pussy, stroking over her G-spot and beyond.

“OH SHIT!” The next orgasm was a thunderbolt. Her breath caught in her throat as the explosion of red pleasure burst through her. With eyes wide open, the edges of her vision clouded in the intense experience. Her legs stuck out straight and lifted off the bed trembling like a pair of maracas.

Matt went completely still, bless his heart; if he had kept going she probably would have peed on herself or something. She sat up again, propped on her elbows gasping like a racehorse.

“Ohmygod, ohmygod…” she said over and over.

Like every single guy who ever made her come, he had that self satisfied smirk like the cat who got the canary. The thought ‘Why don’t I ever smirk?’ flitted through her mind. Sure, she always felt kind of smug or something when Dean or any of her partners got off, but she never…was so blatant about it.

She gave her head a small shake, watching Matt’s eyes crinkle in a smile. Who the hell cared? She reached up and patted his cheek.

“Good job, there,” she said with her own half-assed smirk. She giggled at the surprised look on his face.

He recovered quickly, and nodding murmured, “Most of the other girls say ‘thank you’ or something.”

“Oh. Like the way you said ‘thank you’ to me?” She batted her eyes at him and grinned.

He looked away for a second, rolling his tongue along his cheek. Looking back at her, he pointed his finger at her and cocked his thumb like a pretend pistol. “Well said, JJ.” He squirmed up to her and kissed her forehead. “Thank you. Thank you very much.”

She reached up and chucked her finger under his chin. “You’re welcome. And thank you, too.” She let him take her in his arms and they lay back cuddling, her head on his chest.

She ran her hand over his chest, feeling the muscles. “How many hours a week do you have to put in at the gym for this body?”

His hand was playing with her hair. “Not many, really. Once a week or so. I was really into the gym in college; that’s where I got fit. But for the last…shit, twenty years it’s just pretty much maintained itself. I watch what I eat and don’t drink too much, so I think that helps a lot.” She felt his hand wander down her side caressing her, and instantly felt self conscious. Not as much as she used to, but old habits die hard. Practically with a mind of its own, her hand scrabbled for the towel that was beside them.

He stopped her from covering herself. “I like looking at you.” They played a short bit of a tug of war before she gave up and let it go.

He blew out a sigh and shook his head. “If I thought you were unattractive, we wouldn’t be here baby; you look fiiine…” He emphasized his point by rubbing her tummy. “Fiiine…” he said again.

Whatever. His hand did feel nice… she rolled back a little to give him more access and closed her eyes for a moment. His hand had calluses where his fingers met his palm and the warm rough and soft sensation across her stomach felt good. He was making small circles around her belly button, going lower and lower each time.

Oh yeah. She was warming up again. She reached over and began rubbing his stomach, her own hand’s movements mirroring his.

Her eyes sprang open when she reached his crotch. He was hard again? Already? She lifted her head to see it with her own eyes. “You were telling the truth,” she said.

He nodded again, a hundred times more smug than he had been before, and that was just fine with her.
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GOOD MEMORIES
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MATT ARCHED AN EYEBROW. “Ready for another go at it?” His voice was deep and steady.

Her hand wrapped around his hard cock tugging on it.“Certainly.” Jane snickered. “I don’t have to ask if you are!”

He put a hand on her shoulder and gently pushed her onto her back. “I want to feel myself up inside you,” he said, staring into her eyes. “You felt so tight around my fingers, I want to feel your pussy around me.”

He nudged her legs apart and got between them. Taking his cock in his hand, he tapped the crown of it against her clit, spanking it with the soft spongy head. Her eyes closed softly, loving every minute of it.

“You talked me into it,” she said, spreading her knees wider in a wanton invitation. She hitched her hips and rose onto her elbows her gaze on his cock lying atop her pussy lips.

“You like to watch too, huh?” Matt said. She nodded slightly, the tip of her tongue rolling over her upper lip.

With the base of his shaft in hand, he eased it up against her pussy. She felt the rubbery resistance of her lips yield to him, and in a delicious slowness felt herself being spread by his shaft.

“Mmmm… that’s nice…” she murmured. He kept pressing into her until he was as deep as he could go in that position. She eased her elbows and lowered down onto the bed. It didn’t take long before her feet rose, knees bent fully opening to him.

Matt pushed forward, and she felt him bottom out inside of her. She jerked a little when his cock rubbed against the very core of her pussy. A warm sensation, just the right side of burning emanated outward as he slowly rotated his hips. Her voice became a raspy murmur, “Oh yeah… just like that…”

He held himself above her with one arm, and his free hand began to fondle her breasts. He pinched her nipple sharply, and at the same moment thrust his hips. The combined sensations made her gasp. This guy was some lover!

Egged on by her response, he did it again and again, picking up the pace.

Her fingers skimmed over his chest and she began to play with his nipples, pinching them in return. When he moaned with pleasure, she twisted one sharply.

“Ow! Yeah!” he growled. He slapped his hips into her again and again, the end of his cock burrowing deep inside her pussy. Each of them groaned in the dance, riding the line of pain and pleasure.

He hooked her knees over his elbows, readying for the next ravage into her cunt. She was spread open wide, feeling not only his cock filling her, but his balls slapping against her ass. An orgasm bloomed up; not the ‘big O’ but an agonizingly, sweet promise of what was to come.

“Fuck meee Matt! Fuck me haaarrrrd!” Her teeth were bared, the words a sharp hiss from the back of her throat.

It was all he could do to keep from coming yet. She was so damn perfect it wasn’t easy. Her pussy had his meat in a silken, slippery vise, pulling his flesh with each outward stroke before hammering in as hard as he could. “You’re so damn tight baby!” His jaw clamped down hard after the words left his lips. Just as he was about to hit the point of no return, he let her legs fall and pulled out.

Jane’s eyes almost blew out of her face in shock. “What’s wrong?” she gasped. “You okay?” She scrambled onto her side and was up beside him.

Matt threw his arms out to the side. “I don’t wanna come yet!” he groaned. “If I stayed in you one second more I would have blown my load!” His fists clenched, white knuckled and the muscles in his arms stood  out. After a few deep breaths, he said, “Okay. I’m good to go again.”

Jane giggled. “Shit, you scared the hell out of me!”

“What, you never had a guy pull out so he could keep going?”

She tilted her head, thinking. “Nooo..” she said slowly. “This was definitely a first for me.” Eyeing him she stretched back onto the bed like a contented cat. “So ready for round two? I sure am.”

“Oh yeah…” he rolled over to her. “Get up on your hands and knees. I want to watch your beautiful ass as I fuck you.” He guided her up and got behind her.

Jane stayed upright, her elbows straight as Matt maneuvered. Doggy style was okay, as far as she was concerned, but she always enjoyed plain ol’ missionary for pleasure. She felt his cock slide across the crack of her ass before he grasped it and slid it up into her pussy.

Grabbing a cheek of her ass in each hand, he held her, his hips pumping slowly deep into her hot hole. His lower abs began to slap into her ass, and he moved his hands around to the side of her hips. He nestled his grip further around, steadying her ass with her pelvic bone. He lifted one leg, so he was kneeling on one knee. The change in angle stretched her pussy even more, if that was possible.

“Oh, that’s niice…” she said.

He pulled at one knee, spreading her more and bent over her until his head was against the back of her neck. “You’re perfect…” he said in a growl. “So damn soft and so damn tight at the same time!” He punctuated each word with a deeper thrust.

She felt his hand reach around and over her belly, sagging a bit now, and pushed his fingers down to the top of her pussy. He whirred the pads of his fingers across her clit like the wings of a hummingbird. The sensations of her full pussy, his hand on her hipbone trapping her against his thigh and his other hand fluttering her clit made her moan. Oh God! Another, stronger climax was building.

“Right there, babe!” she said through clenched teeth, her eyes screwed shut. “Keep doing that right there!”

“You got it!” Matt’s hand on her hipbone began yanking at her, bouncing her knees on the bed. His other hand was a blur between her legs. She felt his shaft pummeling deep inside her. Oh fuck...It was heavenly.

His hand atop her pussy pressed harder on her clit.

“Oh yes!” she yelped. “Yes! Yes!” The orgasm swept through her like a warm wave...cascading from her core, up her back and out the top of her head. Another one, even stronger was right behind it. “Oh yeah! Keep going!”

Matt hammered into her again and again, the climaxes all melding into one luxurious, never-ending stream of pulses. Without warning, and as smooth as a gymnast, he rolled her onto her back and reentered her.

“Gonna come in you!” he gasped as his cock, a hungry, starving beast pummeled the base of her pussy. “Gonna come in your pussy!”

“Come in me Matt!” She grasped at him. “Fill my hole! Fuck meee!”

She watched his face tighten, his skin stretched against his jaw like a coat of intense red paint. His teeth were clenched as tightly and his eyes were shut. “Oh baby! Oh babybabybaby!” he snarled as he filled her with his seed. His thrusts were desperate, his hips bouncing onto her.

She was probably going to be bruised tomorrow and loved every minute of it.

His eyes flared open as his trembling ended. He smiled and she knew how cute a child he had been in that moment, his lower lip offset a little. She reached up holding the sides of his face to draw him in for a kiss. He lowered himself atop of her as gentle as a cloud as they kissed deeply and sweetly.

Holding the kiss, Matt rolled them both to their sides, their hands stroking and caressing each other through the bliss of pleasure.

When they came up for air, Jane smiled, “You weren’t lying about being potent, that’s for sure!”

He shrugged. “It’s just the way I am.” He looked around the room. “But I got to tell you I’m dying of thirst right now.” He rolled off and went to the bathroom, returning with two glasses of water. He handed one to her and she took a sip while he downed his in a single pull.

“Here,” she said. “I had enough,” she said passing him her glass.

“Thanks.” He gestured at her. “See? Everyone’s different. I come, and need to have a drink as soon as possible.”

She chuckled. “In the old days, you’d be lighting up a cigarette.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, don’t need that, let me tell you.” He waved a hand. “In college one of my roommates had the habit. You could smell it on him from across the room.”

She nodded. “Yes, my husband quit years ago. And the difference in how his clothes smelled was amazing.”

“You ever smoke?”

She shook her head. “No. I guess I was tempted in high school,” she patted a thigh. “As a way to lose weight. But when I tried, I got sooo sick I threw up.” She shrugged. “No great loss.”

He leaned over and stroked her thigh. “My gain today, anyway. Your husband’s quite lucky.” His eyebrows furrowed. “If I was him, we’d never get out of bed!”

“Dean’s a great guy.”

Matt’s face pinched a little in puzzlement. “But… if he was so great, why are you…” he waved his hand.

“Cruising hotel bars to get laid?”

“Well…” he nodded.

She patted his arm. “Because I’ve grown to really, really enjoy random sex. My husband’s okay with it too.” She made a small smile. “In fact it turns him on hearing about these escapades.”

He looked at her with a steady gaze. “So you’re a Hotwife.”

Jane glanced away thinking. “Yeah, I guess I am.” She smiled and turned back to Matt. “I get the best of  both worlds—the security of a good marriage, and an active, exciting sex life.”

The corners of Matt’s lips turned down. “I couldn’t be married to a woman like that.”

Jane’s head went back a little at that comment. “Well…” she said slowly, “you’re not, for starters. Secondly, your fine getting a woman like that in bed, though.”

He held up his hand. “Whoa… I’m not being hypocritical, just honest.”

“I didn’t say you were.” She drummed her fingertips on her thigh. “Have you ever been married?” When he shook his head ‘no’, she continued, “Ever live with someone?”

“Yeah, for three years.”

“Dean and I have been married for ten years, and were a couple for a few years before that. I never thought on my wedding day that I’d be doing what you and I just did, Matt.” She patted his leg. “Or enjoy it as much as I have. We’ve grown together to this point. Maybe when you’ve been with someone that long she’d need it too.”

He shrugged. “I don’t see that happening.”

“And that’s fine too. We all have our own lives to live.”

“Oh yeah? What if your husband told you to stop?”

She blinked at him. “I’d stop.”

“Just like that?”

“Yes.” She let out a quick sigh. “Look Matt, sex is a really important part of my marriage, but it’s not my marriage. There’s a lot more in sharing your life with someone than the way you get your pleasure. If one way isn’t open to you, do you throw the baby out with the bathwater? No. You find a way that you both enjoy. You compromise.”

“Compromise isn’t my style.”

She wanted to say ‘Well no wonder you’re still single’ but held her tongue. Instead she said, “Well, when you meet a woman who’s okay with that, keep her.”

“I’ll keep looking then…” his voice trailed off and he glanced towards the room’s entrance and back to her.

Jane stood. “I think it’s time we moved on, what do you think?” When she saw the look in his eyes, she added, “All good things must end; let’s end it now with good memories.”
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MORE LIKE AN ORDER…
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DEAN WAS IN THE COFFEE SHOP in the hotel lobby when his cell phone buzzed with a text.

He’s gone. C’mon up big boy!

He shook his head staring at the screen, a rueful smile feathering across his lips. He debated replying. Did he really want to know how her first truly solo experience went? He put the phone down and took another sip of his coffee. First things first...how did he really feel about this?

He was split right down the middle, truth be told. His Hotwife getting it on five stories above his head turned him on massively. Just sitting there thinking about it gave him a chubby. Watching ‘JJ’ fuck had been totally over the moon. In the years before they ever went to Vegas, their first foray in having sex outside their marriage, he used to fantasize about Jane doing other people. Other women, sure—who doesn’t think of that?—but just as much, doing other guys.

He covered his cell phone with his hand. Yet…at the same time he was jealous as fuck. There. He admitted it to himself. He. Was. Jealous. She was getting her cookies, and this time he was entirely out of the picture. He wasn’t in the room to say whether he wanted her to stop, or that the guy was too much or something; he was downstairs in a coffee shop waiting to be summoned for shit’s sake.

Like a little kid put in the corner for being naughty, he was completely out of the loop.

His hand drifted down under the table to his crotch and he began to fondle himself through his jeans.

He had to be losing his mind. The more pissed off he got, the hornier he got! He adjusted his tool so it didn’t make a tent in his pants and got up to catch the elevator.

***

When he let himself into the hotel room, Jane had her overnight bag opened and the gizmos on the bed. “Both feeds worked?” he said, sitting on the side of the bed.

“Yeah, they sure did! Look!” Jane pointed at the screen of the laptop. Two windows were open on the screen, showing her and the guy she picked up in the bar going at it like there was no tomorrow. He leaned in, watching her give the guy head from two different angles. The tiny wireless camera they had set up on the night table lamp had gotten a great view from the top of the bed, and the one he had set in her suitcase gave a great view from the side. The only way they could have gotten better camera work was if he had been there videoing them himself.

The tumult he had been feeling down in the coffee shop was overwhelmed by the look of satisfied pleasure on Jane’s face on the screen as she took the guy’s load in her mouth.

“Just a blowjob?” he said. Shit, that was a lot of effort for not much of a return. Still, it was hot!

“Hell no! He rested for maybe five…ten minutes and we were back at it!” She stood up on the bed with her legs apart. He saw a glistening pearl drop ooze from her pussy.

“Whoa…” he said.

“Hit fast forward and see for yourself.” She squatted back on the bed beside him. He pressed a couple of keys and watched the screen. “That guy’s the Energizer Bunny.”

She swatted him with a pillow. “Hey! What about me?”

He wrapped his arm around her waist. “You’re insatiable. But you also could fake it if you wanted.” Raising his hand to the screen he pointed at Matt’s hard on. “You can’t fake that, y’know.”

Jane leaned in watching herself. “Mmm…you have a point… Nobody’s faking anything there, that’s for sure.”

Dean put his hand around her waist. “What part did you like best, babe?”

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

“Hey…don’t go all shy on me now…” He gave her a little squeeze.

“Well, it’d be hard to pick a single thing.”

“Okay, the best three things then.”

Jane chuckled. “That was part of his pickup line down in the bar. He asked me what were the best three things I liked about my job.”

A flash of resentment shot though Dean. He kept his voice even. “Really? Sounds like a smart guy then.”

“Well…since you asked…his recovery speed. I never saw a guy get back in the saddle as quickly as he did. He told me before he left that he took herbal supplement of some kind or another and they helped.”

“Oh yeah? What ones?”

She shook her head. “I don’t remember. Anyway, the second was how he had taken breath mints. When we kissed, his mouth tasted fresh, and that really helped.”

“And number three?”

“He was really passionate. It was more than just going through the motions. He really wanted me, and I felt the vibe from him from the start.” She made a small frown. “But at the end, he sorta’ took some of that away.”

“What do you mean?”

She tilted her head a little. “I don’t know… he got kind of ‘judge-y’ or something. He said that if he was married, he’d never let his wife do what we—I—just did.” She looked over to Dean. “He couldn’t figure out how you could get turned on by another guy having sex with me.”

Dean paused the playback on the computer. “No shit. Instead of thanking his lucky stars he slagged me?” He shot her a look. “Or you? Us?”

“A little, yeah. He tried to walk it back, but it left a bad taste in my mouth.” She pointed at the screen. “When he asked me for my phone number or email addy, I turned him down. I told him that this was a onetime thing between us and nothing more.”

“How did he take that?”

“Pretty well. He didn’t get huffy or anything. He tried to apologize; he said if he said anything that bothered me, he was sorry. The thing was though, that what he said that did bug me was his honest opinion. I didn’t want to get into a debate and try to change his mind, but yeah… you won’t be seeing him around again.”

Shit. Downstairs he had been all worked up, confused and angry. Now seeing Jane feeling down over this he felt like crap. She could get stung doing this, too. He hitched onto the bed more and closed the laptop lid. He held his arm around her naked waist pulling her closer. “Hey…I’m sorry, babe.”

Jane took a breath. “Don’t be.”

“What do you mean?”

She smiled. “I really had a great time. I mean, outside of those couple of minutes when he told me how he would have felt if he was in your shoes…the rest of it…” she looked at him, her eyes bright. “The rest of it was awesome!” She clutched at his hand on her waist. “Oh baby, I came so hard!”

He glanced at the closed computer on the mattress and back at her. “You’re able to put that aside?” Shit, he wished he could. “How?”

She fluttered her hand. “Every single box of fresh tomatoes that we get at the restaurant always has one or two that are bad. You don’t throw out the box. You take what’s good and forget about the rest. More often than not, the bad part’s just a small part of the overall thing.”

“But you wrote him off.”

She nodded. “Yeah, I did. There’s a million other things he could have said other than that. He could have talked about how lucky he felt that we hooked up. He could have said something like that, y’know? Or he could have just kept his mouth shut about how if he was married how he would deal with something like this.” She snorted. “He’d never been in a relationship longer than a couple of years, but didn’t look in a mirror about that.” She put her hand on Dean’s and held it tightly. “We’ve been a couple for more than a decade, honey.”

“More than twelve years.”

“Exactly. He’s great in bed, and he’s got a good pickup line, but no…I don’t need to see him again.” She waggled her eyebrows. “Especially when there’s so many other fish in the sea, right?” Before Dean could reply, she added, “And, like I told him, if we decide that either one of us doesn’t like doing this, we’d stop.”

She couldn’t have said a better thing. He pushed the computer aside and pushed her onto her back on the bed. “His loss then,” he said, as he splayed her hair behind her like a golden halo.

Kneeling above her, he started to unbuckle his pants. Jane reached up and stilled his hands.

“I want you to stay dressed for a while, Dean.”

His eyes darted up from his belt to meet hers. Her gaze was level. “I want you to do something for me, hon,” she said. “Will you clean out my pussy?”

“What!” He jerked back like she touched him with a cattle prod. “You want me to lick his cum out of you?”

Jane held her gaze steady and nodded. “Yes. I want you to lick and clean out my used pussy.” She rose up on her elbows and looked down between her legs. “I want you to lick me clean like a good boy.”

‘Eat her cunt? Lick up another guy’s jizz? Was she nuts?’ The thought shot through his head like an ice pick, and he burst out angrily, “What the fuck? Are you crazy? Why the hell do you think I’d want to do that?”

Jane’s eyes had widened at his outburst for a second, then returned to their steady gaze. “For no other reason that I want you to. It turns me on.” Her eyes sparked. “And from the story you told me from when you were in college…when you and your roommate got drunk and had sex with each other? That’s been in my head like you wouldn’t believe!”

She lay back down and opened her knees. He could see the slick remnants of the guy’s orgasm on her pussy. She opened and closed her knees slowly. “Clean your baby up, Dean. Lick his cum out of my hole.” She met his eyes again. “Don’t you want to know what I taste like right now?”

“Hey…I don’t know…”

“Do it! I need you to do it!” she snapped. Her green eyes flashed with impatience. “Do you have any idea how hard it is for me to ask?”

“Sounds more like an order,” he said.

Jane’s lips were a thin line, and with one finger, she pointed at her crotch silently.

They stared in silent battle for a long moment. Finally, Dean said, “Okay,” and lowered himself between her legs.
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WOWSEY DOWSEY
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JANE LAY BACK AND CLOSED HER EYES FEELING DEAN’S HANDS ON HER THIGHS. She couldn’t believe what she’d just said. The idea of her husband cleaning out her pussy of another guy’s load just popped into her head and her mouth came out with it like she was possessed by an evil spirit!

But even as she said the words, her clit began to tingle. Having him do this took away all of the bad vibe Matt had left behind him.

Still, she was astonished that Dean relented!

She felt his warm breath on her thighs. He was still hesitating. She wasn’t going to say another word. If he was going to, he’d do it. And if he decided not to…well she’d deal with that when it happened.

Her ass rolled on its own volition. Shit, she wanted him to, she wouldn’t lie to herself.

The first touch, light as a feather across the top of her clit made her gasp with pleasure. There was no preamble this time—just like that, the lurid thrill of it both surprised and jolted her!

“Oh baby!” she cooed. “That’s so good! Now put your tongue inside me…” She felt his mouth cover her crevice and his tongue slid inside. “Awp!” she cried out, her hands clutching the bedspread tightly. “Oh yeah! Eat my nasty hole, Dean!”

Dean pressed his face into her now, and she pushed her hips up against him, smooshing his nose. His tongue lapped at her pussy, up her slit from the bottom to the top with wide, wet strokes. Each stroke made her jump like she was being touched with a small lightning bolt. “Oh! Oh!” She felt his tongue at the top of her clit, and he began tickling it with the tip.

She put her hand on top of his head. “No, baby—put your tongue in me. Finger my clit, babe. Pleeease!”

Like an obedient servant, he changed what he was doing. She looked down watching his jaw yawn open to get his tongue out as far as he could and his fingertips went to her clit. The sensation of her pussy being cleaned out and his fingers pressing on her jolted her head back to the mattress with a thud when the climax claimed her.

Her eyes clenched tight, feeling another orgasm follow on its heels. They were coming so fast! “Shit! Deeeaannnn!” she wailed. “Keep going baby! Ohmygod!” Her heels dug into the bed as she tried to lift her hips up and through Dean’s hungry mouth and busy hand.

Her tummy was a molten pool of bubbling lava, bursting forth with bubbles of white hot steam. She gritted her teeth, challenging herself to ride through the intense pleasure. As soon as she decided to let go, a new, billow of bliss erupted from within her, shooting up her chest and claiming her.

“AAaaaaahhhh!” she wailed. Her mouth opened wide and she let out another bellow as the world crashed in on her. “Aaaaahh!”

She rode through the billowing cascade as she was pummeled again and again until she started to feel numb. Her legs went limp, collapsing on the bed as Dean’s mouth and fingers slowed to a stop.

She opened her eyes and sucked in a deep breath of pure bliss. Dean had gone completely still.

“Oh baby, oh baby,” she scrambled up and over to him. She cradled him in her arms, kissing his cheeks over and over. “Thank you baby,” she said. “Thank you, thank you!”

There was a small smile on his face. He put his hands on her cheeks and kissed her. She could taste the saltiness of Matt’s semen on his tongue. He really, really did it! Her pussy tingled once again tasting Dean’s mouth.

Her hand tentatively went to Dean’s crotch and she smiled. His cock was thick. Not completely hard, but thank God, not limp. Whether it was her own wild orgasms, or the taste of Matt on her pussy; whatever it was, he was aroused as well. Awesome.

“Now put your come in me, babe!” she said, her voice gravelly. I need my Dean’s cock!”

“You’re such a cum hungry slut, you know that” he said, his eyes bright. He was fumbling at his jeans, opening them.

She lay back on the bed, spreading her hair up over her head the way he liked it; her red curls surrounding her head like a halo. She put her arms up over her head in a pose of surrender. She glided one ankle over another like a cat grooming its feet. “I’m your cock hungry harlot, baby. Fuck your Janey, baby…pleeeze!”

He got up on his knees and shoved his pants down to his knees. He fisted his cock as he watched her. “You look so fucking sexy Jane,” he said, his voice low.

She closed her eyes and purred. “I feel so sexy baby… You’re just gonna drop your pants and fuck me then?” She kept scissoring her legs slowly, watching his eyes become transfixed on them as she rubbed one over the other. “Do me, Dean…” She flashed him a quick smile. “I’m so wet already for you… you can just shove it right in…”

The realization flitted through her mind—the deeper down this rabbit hole of being a Hotwife she went, the more wanton her mouth was. She gave a slight nod to Dean and spread her legs.

He stretched out above her and she reached out to his hard shaft and guided it up through her slick furrow.

Her eyes flew open wide. Holy shit he felt huge! She gritted her teeth at the stretching sensation as he slid further and further inside. It was a piquant feeling, the biting edge of pain that pulsated into pleasure and back to a sharp feeling, over and over as Dean thrust within her. Oh God…

She sighed into it. After the red billowing raging orgasms she just had, this sensation was a dazzling compliment. She had exploded before, and now she was feeling a tidal wave pulse through her, each one growing in force with each thrust.

And she hadn’t even touched her clit!

He was watching her face as he fucked her, caught up in his own pleasure. The power of his anger had become fuel for his desire for his wife until both feelings wove into a single steel cable of passion. He dropped to his elbows and cupped his wife’s face as he ground his hips, feeling his stomach undulate over her tummy. His feet scrabbled on the bed as he tried to dig deeper and deeper into her. She felt so fucking tight around his cock, a far cry from the usual looseness she was if she orgasmed before he entered her. Her eyes were closed as her head rocked from side to side with her own pleasure.

“Look at me, Janey,” he breathed. Her lids lifted showing pupils that were wide circles surrounded by the clear pale green of her eyes. “That’s right, baby…watch me when I come…”

“Oh baby,” she cooed back to him again. “You feel so good…so damn good in meee…”

Her hips had a mind of their own, rocking and swinging as he plunged in and out. They wanted to feel every sensation of his cock inside of her. She felt Dean’s hips gyrate as well. A smile flitted on her lips as she realized they were well and truly doing the horizontal rumba.

The movement in Dean’s hips slowly transformed from a rocking and rolling motion to a plunging, rapacious thrusting machine. Her face was held firm in his hands. “I’m going to come, baby,” he growled, his voice a little chagrined. “You’re so tight I can’t hold back!” His hips began to slap into hers. He was almost there.

“Come in me, Dean!” she whispered. “I’m almost there too!” His hands clutched her face as he threw himself over the edge. His face took on that snarling expression of unchecked passion as he released himself inside her. The sensation of his cock expanding for those exquisite instants as he spurted his load up inside her was enough to push her right over the edge behind him.

They both clasped each other, grunting and gasping as they climaxed.

Dean relaxed on top of her, his weight still on his elbows as he descended back to earth. His grip on her face eased, and she covered his hands with her own.

“Wow-see dowsey bubbelah!” she said in a gasp.

Dean gaped at her for a second. “Bubbelah?” he said, and they both laughed. “That’s a new one!”

She felt him begin to soften. “Today was a new one! What would you expect?”

He nodded. “Bubbelah it is then.” He tilted his head. “It’s been a while since you did that you know.” He laughed lightly. “I always get such a charge out of your blathering right after you come.”

She smirked. “Believe me, the pleasure’s all mine.” She lifted her arms and pulled at his shoulders. “Now kiss me you fool!”


[ 6 ]

RAPACIOUS HOTWIFE
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THEY FINALLY GOT DEAN’S CLOTHES OFF of him and snuggled together under the sheets until Jane’s stomach growled.

“Uh-oh,” Dean said, rolling over to the night table. He opened the drawer and fished out the hotel’s room service menu. “I better get you fed before you become Hangry.”

Jane snickered. He was right. They had about twenty minutes from her stomach growling to when she would start getting testy. She had stopped years ago being self conscious around Dean when her stomach growled. And, he learned the hard way that she was a ‘Three Squares a Day’ kind of woman. Who, if a meal was missed, got testy when her blood sugar dropped. Which would cause her to get Hangry.

He sat on the bed with the menu and looked over at her. “I think you deserve red meat after all the work you’ve done today.”

She sighed and fluffed her hair, letting the sheet drop from her boobs. “Tough job, but someone’s gotta do it.” She snickered at the look on his face.

Prime rib for two was in their room in less than twenty minutes. Dean promised an extra ten dollar tip if they got it there within a half hour. She sat in bed as Dean answered the knock on the door and took the rolling table from the bellman. He was wearing one of the cotton robes from the bathroom.

“Picnic in bed?” he asked as he positioned the table.

“No, let’s eat at the table,” she said. She got out from under the covers and felt a chill.

“No nekkid dining for you, babe,” Dean said as he walked to the bathroom. “You’re covered in goose bumps already.” He grabbed the other robe and handed it to her.

“The trouble with being a thin-skinned redhead, I guess,” she said as she belted it. Temperature changes always hit her fast and hard. She sat as Dean pulled the plates from the warming cabinet below the table and set them out. He opened the wine and poured. Some merlot would warm her up quick, so she downed half the glass.

She put the glass down and took a breath. “So how was that for you?” she asked, pointing to the bed with her chin.

Dean sat down and removed the cover from his plate. “You mean doing clean up?” he said, his eyes on the table.

“Yes.” They had never done anything that nasty, and she had never taken such control in the bedroom like that and was feeling a little nervous. Bullshit. She was really nervous.

He sat back in his seat, his eyes still averted. “It was…weird.” His eyes flicked up at her. “If you weren’t so turned on, I don’t know if I would have done it…” his voice faded. “But…” he waved a hand in the air.

“But what?”

His face looked perplexed. “I don’t know…I won’t lie and say that I didn’t feel kind of deprecated.”

“Deprecated?”

“Yeah, put down…almost emasculated.” He held her eyes.

She gasped. Oh shit. Emasculated? Fuck, she’d pushed it too far.

“Take it easy. From the look on your face you’re taking it the wrong way. Let me explain.” When she tried to interrupt, he held up his hand. “You kind of made me eat that other guy’s cum out of you. It wasn’t anything I had thought about up until that moment. I had managed to get my head around fucking you and having sloppy seconds, but this was way, way past that, y’know?”

Her lips pressed together and she nodded. It really was. She took a breath to say something, but Dean held her off again.

“But… and this isn’t me saying that it’s okay from now on…BUT.” He took a deep breath. “It was kind of the right thing to do at the time I guess. I haven’t processed all of it, but there was a part of me that got it.”

“Got what?” She said it quickly before he could stop her.

“Doing this is exciting, right? And it’s been pretty good so far. But you and that guy, here in this room,” he waved his hand. “That was the first time you did that...so out of the blue—meeting a random guy and getting it on with him.”

“You said you ‘got it’, Dean. Got what?”

“Well, the reason I did it was to demonstrate to you that it’s something I can handle. It was a way of showing you that I was good with it. It’s kind of mixed up in me, but the bottom line is that everything going on in my head made me want you more than I ever had before.” He nodded sharply. “That’s what.”

She was totally still when she looked over at him. Finally she broke the silence. “Me fucking Matt made you want me more.”

“With all my heart and soul, babe, yeah.”

And just like that, he made the small voices in the back of her head—and there were more than a few—that called her ‘slut’ or ‘whore’; Dean silenced them completely. They had been nagging at her for years and years, ever since her high school days, and even in the Navy. And now they were quiet. Finally. She slowly let out a breath, staring in awe at him. “I love you so much.”

“I love you so much!” he replied with a smile. He held up his glass. “To us!”

They toasted and dug in.

“So,” he said after a few minutes of ravenous eating. “What’s next on the agenda?”

She snorted. “And you called me insatiable just a while ago!”

“Well?”

She took another forkful and chewed it slowly thinking. She swallowed, feeling her tummy filling up. It was a great Prime Rib. “I think we don’t do this on a regular basis. I don’t want to do this every week, I mean.”

“What! I was hoping for daily!” He grinned at her.

“Smart ass. No, every month or so I think. I don’t want it to get stale, so I’m not even sure if that’s correct. Maybe every couple of months, even.”

Dean looked out the window of the hotel. Night was falling hard over the city, but he saw the moon shining. “How about every other full moon or something like that?”

“Hmm..” she thought about it for a few moments. “That sounds kind of hot to me. When the full moon rises,” she held her hands up like claws, “the rapacious Hotwife will come out!”

“Mmm… sounds sexy!”
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BAD MOON RISING
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THE NEXT SIX WEEKS PASSED WITHOUT ANY ‘SEX-CAPADES’ or even a thought of any. Jane found herself busy at work, which wasn’t surprising. Being co-owner of the highest rated restaurant in the city made for long hours, especially when she still ran the kitchen. The weather was cooling as the year wound down into the Fall. After the post Labor Day slowdown, the end of September and beginning of October saw a big jump in business which was part of the cycle.

But this year’s September jump was a lot bigger than any other year before. Their September sales were almost a third higher than last year’s, and the month wasn’t even over yet!

She had to put in a couple of extra shifts, and called in her business partner and mentor, Carl Seldin, to help out two weekends in the last month or so. He was happy to oblige—he was a true gentleman at work, despite the two of them having a white hot ‘sex-capade’ back in the early summer.

But after six weeks, Jane felt her inner harlot begin to stir.

It started in the shower that morning. She was rinsing off, and as she washed her nether regions, she felt that wonderful thrill. She smiled to herself. Damn good thing they lived in a condo—you never had to worry about running out of hot water! She reached up and unhooked the shower wand from its clip, adjusted the shower head to pulsing spray and started her day off glowing from a nice climax.

When she went into the kitchen, Dean was at the counter sipping coffee. He was in his bathrobe as well. He looked up and smiled. “Casual Saturday morning for both of us, huh?” he said.

“Well, we have that wedding this afternoon, right? I don’t see the point of getting dressed only to change again in a couple of hours.” She went to the fridge and grabbed a bagel. She put it in the toaster and dropped into a stool beside him and doctored her own coffee. She tilted her head. “I don’t know this guy, do I?”

“You met Eddie at the last company Christmas party, hon.”

She snorted. “Along with about thirty other people from your office.”

“He transferred in from our New York office, remember? He met his fiancée online and she wasn’t going to move, so he did.” He shook his head slowly with a smile. “He’s kind of shy; as far away from a pushy New Yorker you can be.”

“Who else from your office is going to be there?”

“No one. I’m the only one he invited, and he did so quietly so as not to raise any kind of fuss.”

“Why you?”

“We get along really well—he’s the guy from work I play racquetball with.”

“Oh! Now I remember him!” Not surprising she didn’t until then. Eddie Kulik wasn’t the kind of guy who left a strong impression. Which, she supposed, fit into her stereotype of an anonymous banker. He faded into the background pretty easily.

She wasn’t all that excited about going to this wedding. They wouldn’t know a single person there.

But then…

Dean nudged her. “You’re looking distracted, babe. What’s up?”

She made a small shrug. “Well…” She flashed a quick cheese grin. “JJ’s getting a little restless…”

Dean’s face brightened. “Well! If that’s not a great way to perk up my morning!”

***

“Whoaaa…” Dean said as they entered the hotel ballroom. “Eddie’s a lot more popular than I thought.” The ballroom stretched out before them, with several hundred people either sitting at round tables or gathered at the two open bars on each side of the room. The dance floor at the far end of the room was set up for a big band; there was at least a dozen stations for the musicians, each one with a banner that read ‘Band of Time’ draped over the front of the music stand.

“Glad we skipped the ceremony,” ‘JJ’ said. “It must have taken forever at the receiving line at the end!”

Dean nudged her. “Your outfit would have been really distracting in a church setting,” he said with a leer.

She tilted her head up at him. “You might have a point.” Since she started these sexcapades, she had expanded her wardrobe. “Do I look suitable for here?” she asked innocently, stroking her hands down her dress. It was a bright red knit minidress, with spaghetti straps. The fabric clung to her skin because underneath it there was nothing at all except the shoes on her feet.

“You’ll be a distraction here, too.” He leaned over and tapped the red lens of her sunglasses. “Those granny glasses are a nice touch,” he said, “You look like you stole them from Ozzy Osbourne.”

JJ scowled and she adjusted the round lenses. “Granny glasses?”

“That’s what they’re called, and Ozzy wears them all the time, you know.”

“That old rocker? Hmph! Trust me, he wasn’t the inspiration. The color goes with the dress, that’s all.”

“Some dress.” He waggled his eyebrows. “I’m going to want to maul you on the dance floor you know.”

“Well…” she said as they made their way to the table number the receptionist at the entrance gave them, “if there are any prospects for ‘JJ’, pretend that you don’t like dancing, okay?”

Dean smirked. “How will I know? You got a super secret signal for me?”

“I’ll take off my sunglasses and clean them, how’s that?”

Their table was at the opposite end of the entrance, but close to the bandstand. JJ craned her neck looking for the table with the number 18 on it.

“Ohhh…” she said when she saw it. She pulled on Dean’s hand and whipped off her glasses. She rubbed them on her chest.

She would be the only woman at the table. There were six men sitting at it already, with two vacant seats for her and Dean. They ranged in age from mid-twenties to early forties. A few of them were in suits, the others were wearing business casual—golf shirts and khakis.

‘Oh yumm…’ she thought to herself as she put her glasses back on.

They introduced themselves and she heard a flurry of names she’d never remember as she took her seat. Dean sat to her right, and to her left was a guy about her age, in a golf shirt. He looked like he just stepped out of a magazine ad for surf boards: his tousled blonde hair looked sun bleached, and his blue eyes were cornered by crinkles that were either laugh lines or a lot of time outdoors.

He smiled at her and stuck his hand out. “What does ‘JJ’ stand for?” he asked. “I’m glad it’s a simple name because I can’t remember anyone’s name here. I’m Ryan by the way.”

She didn’t want to give her real name out, so dodged the question. She shook his hand. “It’s a nickname I’ve had since I was a kid and it stuck.” She nodded at him. “You look like you spend a lot of time outdoors.”

“You got that right. I work for the electric company as an installer, so yeah I’m outside pretty much all the time.” He pointed at the dais where the bridal party would be seated. “That’s how I met Eddie. We both had a summer job when we were in college for the power company. I got hired full time, and Eddie finished up his finance degree. We stayed in touch, and here I am.” He gestured at the table. “All the guys here know Eddie from either college or high school.”

“And none of you brought a date?”

“Oh nooo… we’re all enjoying our freedom. Worst thing a single guy can do is bring his girlfriend to one of these, let me tell you.”

“You mean you know about the wedding hormone?”

Ryan let out a laugh. “Oh, you know about it. I thought it was a guy thing.”

She tilted her head towards Dean who was chatting with some other guests about football or something which had to do with grown men being paid millions of dollars to play a game. “He let me in on it. He said that it happens; girlfriends want to ‘go to the next level in our relationship’ after going to a wedding.”

Ryan finger blasted her. “Yep, you got it.”

She watched his eyes as his gaze went up and down her. She turned away from him and leaned over into Dean, raising one hip off her seat to give Ryan a better look. “I need a drink, hon,” she said. “Make it a double.”  When Dean stood, she sat back and took her glasses off again and rubbed them with the napkin at her place setting.

“Got it babe,” he said. “Vodka tonic, right?”

Ryan’s eyes followed Dean’s back for a moment before he turned back to her. “He seems like a nice enough guy; how long have you been together?”

“Years and years,” JJ replied, putting her glasses back on. “He’s wonderful. He lets me do what I want, when I want.” She made a small smile.

“Really?”

“Mmm-hmmm…”

Before Dean returned, their server came up and took a drink order for the table. JJ ordered another vodka tonic. She needed a little liquid courage for what she had in mind.

“I think I’ll have the same,” Ryan said.

JJ looked at him from under her eyebrows. “Is that your normal drink?” she asked.

He made a small smile. “For today it will be, how’s that?” They stared at one another for a long moment before Dean returned.

They went through the whole rigmarole of the introduction of the bridal party and the first dance, and settled in for the festivities.

The band struck up a number and JJ started bouncing in her seat. Her skirt was so short that she felt the fabric of the padded chair tickle the bottom of her ass. Oh lordy, that felt so decadent. She nudged Dean.

“I want to dance honey.”

He shrugged. “So?” He made a flippant gesture at the floor. “So go dance.”

She huffed a sigh and turned to Ryan. “Tell me you like to dance.”

“If I didn’t, I’d lie and tell you I love dancing.” He stood and held out his hand.

Perfect. She held his hand, squeezing it repeatedly as they wove their way through the tables to the dance floor. When they got to the floor, the band was playing some tune from the 1940’s or something. People were spinning and jiving like a Hollywood musical.

JJ tugged at Ryan’s hand. “I need to visit the Ladies’ Room first,” she said. Still holding his hand, she headed to a side corridor.

When they got to the door, she said, “Wait here,” and ducked inside. She went down the line of stalls, opening each door. They were all empty.

Perfect.

She opened the door and pulled Ryan into the restroom by his shirt. Before he could say a word she pulled him down to the last stall.

The look on his face was priceless. His eyes were wide open and his mouth hung open as she slid the lock closed.

She put her arms around him and craned her neck to look up at him.

He didn’t need any more encouragement than that. He wrapped his arms around her and covered her mouth with his. His tongue felt thin, almost delicate as it entered her mouth. He fluttered it over her own, in a sensuous dance. Her head tilted to the side and she began to stroke it with hers, a promise and invitation of more.

Her hands went down to the small of his back and she tugged his hips until they pressed into her. Oh good. His arousal was evident, a match for her own.

He wasted no time, exploring her body with his hands on her ass, yanking gently at the hem of her dress. In a flash it was hiked up to her waist and he palmed the cheeks of her ass.

He broke the kiss and stared at her when his wandering hands found no panties. “You—”

“Dressed for the occasion,” she said sweetly. She rolled her naked butt in his hands. “You like?”

“Oh yeah…” He pulled one hand around to her stomach and glided down. He smiled and murmured into her neck, “You’re all ready to go, I see.”

Her hands slithered down to his crotch, grasping the fabric of his pleated trousers. He was thickening, but wasn’t full erect. Yet. She stroked his shaft, plating small kisses on his face. “Looks like you need a little more inspiration though.” She turned around and sat on the toilet seat, and pulled down the fly of his pants. Reaching in, she wormed his cock out and craning her head up so she could watch his eyes, began to wetly kiss and lick the end of his shaft.

“Oh that’s niiice, JJ” he said in a low voice. “Put your mouth on it.”

Just as she did, the door to the restroom swung open and the sound of two women chattering away filled the room.

Ryan’s eyes flew open. JJ took her mouth away and put her finger over her lips before resuming blowing him.

They listened to the women continue their conversation as the doors to the stalls at the opposite end squeaked open and closed.

Ryan immediately went soft in her mouth. Damn it. She dropped her gaze down and stroked and sucked on him, keeping an ear out for the women to finish and leave. She wasn’t going to look up at him until she felt him stiffen again.

In no time flat, she heard one, then the second toilet flush and the stall doors open. She kept her sucking and fondling on Ryan’s tool as she heard the women wash their hands and the paper towel dispenser snap.

Uh oh…

They weren’t talking anymore! Her eyes darted under the stall door. Shit, if they looked over in their direction, no way would they miss seeing Ryan’s feet by the door of the stall!

‘Note to self—go for the Handicapped bathroom in the future!’ she thought to herself.

Oh fuck. She saw two sets of feet, in heels, tiptoe into her line of sight beyond the door. They stopped, and one of the sets went up on tiptoe.

The hell with it. In for a penny, in for a pound.

She pulled Ryan’s cock from her mouth with a ‘pop’ and began to make slurping noises as she sucked on the crown and the side of it. She heard a small gasp from outside the stall.

“Oh baby,” she said, her voice cooing between slurps and suckles. “It’s such a sweet cock. I can’t wait until you come in my pussy. I’m soooo horny!” She lowered her head again and took him in her mouth while hearing another gasp from the other side of the door. Right after, she heard a series of sharp whispers.

A series of soft taps rapped on the stall door. “Have fun, you two!” was followed by a light rain of giggles. She watched as the two sets of feet tottered out the door, and the giggles rose to chuckles and outright laughter.

Before she heard the door open, one of the voices said, “Wait a second, Elena. Let’s do these newbies a favor.” JJ heard the sounds of someone rummaging, and the same voice called out, “We’re putting the sign that says ‘Closed For Cleaning’ out in front for you guys.”

“Thanks!” Ryan said, his voice high. “That’s…uhhh…really decent of you?”

“Decent? Yeah—riiight!” the voice called back.

Another voice piped up. “Silly newbies! Why do you think that sign is always left in the Ladies Room anyway?” Both of the women laughed.

“Ta-ta you lucky bastard!” was the last thing they heard as the door to the washroom swept closed again.

JJ finally looked up at Ryan. His lips were pulled back tight against his teeth. “Shit that was close!” he said.

JJ kept stroking his cock. “I wasn’t lying when I said your cock tastes nice…” she inhaled deeply as she nuzzled her nose into his groin. “You smell lemony!” she said.

He snickered. “Yeah…I keep a bottle of diluted lemon juice in the shower and dab it on around my balls before I towel off.” He dropped his hands on her head. “You never know when you’re gonna get lucky, right?”

She looked back up to him. “You need to try drinking coconut milk, too. It makes your cum taste nice.”

“You’re a connoisseur, huh?”

She blinked at him a few times. “I’m working on it…” and dropped her head again.

“This is a fantasy come true, JJ,” he said. He leaned his shoulders against the stall door.

She popped him out of her mouth. “Don’t tell me a player like you—a guy who scents his balls—hasn’t gotten it on in a bathroom before.” She smiled evilly.

Ryan snickered. “Well…yeah, I have; but it took a lot more work to get there than today!”

She watched him watching her as licked him up and down like a popsicle. A warm, thick one, but yes, a popsicle. His teeth gritted when she danced her tongue over the tiny slit at the end, and she popped him back into her mouth.

‘Cocksicle’ popped into her head and she muffled a giggle with a ‘Mmmm’ sound.

“You really like doing this…” he said, his voice tinged with awe. “You like being such a dirty, horny slut.”

She wasn’t going to get into a debate/explanation mode right now, and just kept her head bobbing up and down. He was free to think whatever he wanted, as long as it felt good. And he sure felt good in her mouth. Each time she slipped her lips down as far as she could go, with her closed hand in front of her mouth along his now slick shaft, she felt it pulse and grow harder.

Ryan watched the fantasy unfold between his legs. He was so hard it almost hurt, the divine sensation right on the edge between pain and pleasure. JJ’s head undulated up and down his cock perfectly. Her red hair stayed behind her shoulders, the curls bouncing with the movements of her head, changing colors as they caught the light from different angles from burnt orange to a shiny, almost blonde color. It was like watching rusty water burble on a sunlit stream.

She filled her dress perfectly with her lush body. He wished he was in a bed with her, exploring each rise and hollow of her curves.

He felt his hips clench involuntarily, the ache to get off growing. He gave his head a mental shake. He had been doing that stuff with the lemon juice since he read that article eight months ago every time he went out socially; and each time he hooked up, the girl always mentioned it. Well played…

He let out a gasp when his hips clenched again. “Oh baby…” he murmured.

Jane felt the constrictions of his muscles and pulled her mouth and hand off his shaft. She looked up at him and wet her lips. “Put it in me.”

She pushed him back and stood. Turning around, she grasped the sides of the stall and arched her back. She rolled her hips invitingly.

Ryan wasted no time. He pulled at the hem of her dress, the knitted fabric stretching easily as he unveiled her ass. It was perfect; a rounded bubble of creamy softness. He took his wet cock and bending his knees slightly, guided it up between her cheeks, searching for her pussy. He heard her grunt as he eased himself inside. She was so damn wet!

JJ loved the sensation of a cock entering her. The full, stretchiness of his shaft pressing against her walls, filling her was heaven. She bore down with her hips, forcing him in as deep as possible. Oh it was heaven.

When she felt him fully inside, she let out a coo. “Oh, that’s so good…”

Ryan grasped JJ’s hips and began to fuck her. Her wet slickness covered his shaft, and a tangy aroma wafted up as he withdrew and plunged back into her, slapping her butt with his hips. JJ tilted her shoulders and craned her neck looking back at him.

“You feel so good in me, Ryan!” she whispered.

He bit his lip watching her eyes; they had darkened from the bright green down to an almost olive shade with her arousal. “Oh baby, you got such a sweet pussy…” he nodded to her. “So fucking slick!”

“Mmph!” she replied, grinding herself down onto him. “Oh yes!” She dropped one hand from the wall and burrowed it between her legs. “I’m coming already!” she squeaked as he felt her thigh shudder. “Keep going! It’s soooo good!”

His hips and cock took on a will of their own and he let them loose to do what they would. He held her hips and battered at her, aching to fill her with his load. He knew he was going to come quickly, and didn’t give a damn.

He pulled almost all the way out when he felt his groin begin to twist into itself, getting ready to fire. He slid in half-way, and back out again, teasing himself with her hot, wet cunt. One more time…

“Oh shit! Oh fuck baby!” he howled as his cock erupted. From his pubic bone to the tip of his crown he felt the ecstatic pulsing shove as his load hurtled out from his balls. He buried himself up inside her, feeling himself splash out of himself and into her. “Oh yeah! OH YEAH!” Again and again his shaft quivered and spurted. “Oh JJ!”

She felt the billowy warmth of his orgasm slicken her pussy. Her fingers pressed down on her clit and she gasped. Just as he was beginning to soften, her own orgasm spread out from her pussy. Right down to her toes and up her chest the sensation bloomed. “Oh baby, baby,” she cooed, over and over. “So good, so good…”

Ryan’s grasp relaxed and his hands slid from her hips over her ass, palming and stroking each cheek up and down to her thigh. “Oh man!” he muttered. “Oh maaaan!” She felt him slip out.

In a fumbling maneuver, JJ straightened up and turned around facing him. He grasped her in his arms, but she pulled her hips back. “Don’t want to stain the front of my dress, baby,” she said.

“Good idea,” he replied as he bent down to kiss her. He clutched at her ringlets and filled her mouth with his tongue. They coaxed and caressed each other’s tongue as their bodies came back to earth.

She broke the kiss and looked into his eyes. “You’ll keep this quiet, I hope.”

Ryan’s eyes widened. “You…you mean I can’t go back to the table and high five everyone?” He chuckled at the look on her face. “Don’t worry—nobody would believe me.”

“Let’s just keep this between us, okay?” She took a breath. “At least until I let my husband know…”

Ryan did a second take, his eyes goggling at her. “Your husband? Holy shit! You’re going to tell him?”

She rested a hand on his chest. “Don’t worry. It’s our kink that I do this sort of thing. He gets a real charge out of it.”

“Uhhh…okay…” He held his hands up. “Look, he’s not going to come at me, right?”

“Well…” she stood on her tiptoes and kissed his cheek. “He might buy you a drink, but that’s it.” She reached behind him and unlocked the door to the stall and headed back to the table with Ryan in tow. 
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SOUNDS FAIR
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THEY WOVE THEIR WAY BACK TO THE TABLE as the servers were bringing the main course. The music had ended a while ago.

Dean looked up watching ‘JJ’. She was so damn sexy in that red dress. Her face was tinged with a light pink hue. He’d seen that complexion on her enough times in the last twelve years to know she had just orgasmed. She was walking a little oddly, just her knees were working, her thighs clamped together under the dress.

He tilted his head inspecting Ryan, who looked away quickly.

Jealousy and arousal wrenched inside of him in that familiar, but still bewildering way. Shit, his wife was hot.

Ryan flopped into his chair at the table and began to prattle on about sports while still watching Dean out of the corner of his eye.

JJ, on the other hand, stood beside Dean’s chair and leaned in to whisper in his ear.

“His cum is oozing down my leg!” she said as softly as she could. “I kept my thighs together to bring it to you!”

“Well, we can’t have you stain your seat now, can we?” he muttered. His napkin was on his lap, and as subtly as he could manage, he slid it up between her legs, patting her thigh as he watched the others at the table.

Yeah, one guy—was his name Doug?—was watching them and nodding slowly, a small smile on his lips. From the look on his face, JJ could stand on the table and tell them everything and he wouldn’t know anything more than what he already knew. Dean made a small shrug to him and the guy gave him a quick nod.

JJ’s hand covered his own and took the napkin as she sat down. “Miss me?” she asked the table brightly.

Doug leaned over from his place opposite her. “I was hoping that you could save a dance for me, JJ,” he said. He kept his brown eyes on Dean as he spoke.

“We’ll have to see about that,” JJ said. She pointed at Ryan with her chin. “That guy plumb wore little ole me right out!” She could barely contain herself. If she had her way, she’d take the whole group home and have her way with all of them. But the look on Dean’s face was a little strange…wasn’t it?

“Oh, that’s too bad,” Dean said. “Doug was really hoping to be able to have a turn on the dance floor with you, babe.”

“Oh really?” she replied. She took a deep sip from the drink in front of her, and lifted the napkin Dean gave her. She wiped her mouth with it while watching Dean’s eyes. They flared when he saw her tongue flit out to quickly lick a wet spot on the fabric. “Well…” she shifted her eyes over to Doug. “I might have some moves left in me…”

They ate their main courses and chatted about this and that. Movies, books, and the latest Hollywood gossip. When one of the guys at the table began to pontificate about some political topic, the rest of the table groaned and he dropped the subject like a hot potato; switching to how much he enjoyed playing Call of Duty online, but that new Battlegrounds game looked really good.

Finishing her dinner, JJ put down her knife and fork and snuggled into Dean as the wedding cake cutting took place. They chatted with everyone as dessert was served and coffee poured.

As if on cue, the band started up again. Doug rose from his seat across from them. “How about that dance?” he said.

She looked over to Dean, and getting the small nod, she stood, smoothing her dress. She picked up her sunglasses and put them on. Doug put his hand on her back and they headed to the dance floor while a slow number was playing. He took her hand in his, and rested another on her waist.

“You and Ryan didn’t dance at all,” he said.

“Oh? You noticed?”

He nodded. “And I don’t think you ‘went out for some air’ either.”

She looked up at him, grateful for the extra barrier of her eyewear. Somehow, having them on made her more confident. “So? What are you trying to say?”

He squeezed her hand gently. “I’m saying that maybe you and I could hook up.”

Well, that was pretty blatant, but what did she really expect? She gave Doug an inscrutable look. “I see…” She glanced around the ballroom and the other people moving to the music. “What do you have in mind?”

“Well… how about I get your phone number and we set up a time to get together.”

She shook her head. “No. How about I get your number instead.”

His lips pursed and he nodded. “Okay. Sounds fair.” At that moment, the band stopped playing.

As she walked across the dance floor she could see that the reception was beginning to wind down.

When they sat, Doug didn’t take his eyes off her from across the table. She wasn’t going to push her luck today—regardless of the ‘Washroom Being Cleaned’ sign secret she just learned. She smiled at him, and as the reception was breaking up, she gestured that she’d text him.

The rest of the reception went without any further adventures, to JJ’s disappointment. She assessed each of the guys at the table and had another quick fantasy about a gang bang. She glanced over to Dean and wondered how Dean would handle something like that. He didn’t know it, but it wouldn’t be her first one! Too damn bad it was a Sunday, JJ thought. If it was Saturday night, she’d talk him into heading out to Venus and Mars, the Couples Club they had been to. Her tummy was still buzzing in that subtle and exquisite way.

She’d spend the rest of the week scratching that itch!
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BULLSHIT
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JJ DIDN’T WASTE ANY TIME sending Doug a text message. She sent the first one as they were driving home.

“What you doing?” Dean asked when she pulled out her phone and started tapping away. “Sending Ryan a thank you note?” He grinned. “Make sure to send him my regards!” Thanks to Ryan, he’d spent the reception with a hard on.

“No…” she looked up from her phone. “Come to think of it, not only do I not have his phone number…shit, Dean; I don’t even know his last name!”

Dean shook his head. “Talk about casual…”

“Hey, come on!” Suddenly, she felt embarrassed. But then, she didn’t know her last fuck buddy’s full name either. Matt from the trucker’s convention was in and out of her life like a ghost. And he had made her orgasm like there was no tomorrow.

She wasn’t sure she liked the degree of shallowness which that demonstrated. She turned her phone off before sending the text and looked up at Dean. “Am I superficial?”

“Who’s asking?”

“Me, silly.”

He tapped the steering wheel and his brow furrowed as he considered his answer. “I think you’re complicated. I think part of you is as shallow as a puddle, yeah.”

“Thanks a lot!”

“Whoa! Lighten up!” He glanced quickly over to her and back to the road. “It’s true, honey. When you’re in JJ mode, you’re focused fully and completely on having great, no strings attached, sex. The absence of strings is going to lead to shallowness, admit it.”

“But I’m not really like that, am I? I mean, you’re saying I’m two people at the same time. That’s sick.”

“I don’t think it’s sick at all. It’s how you cope with it.”

“Sounds schizophrenic to me.”

“Don’t think of yourself, who you are, as cast in concrete. You’re not; you’re a human being, not some robot run by an absolute unyielding set of rules. And really, you don’t want to be one of those kind of people anyway.”

“Oh yeah? How do you view yourself then?”

He blinked. “Like a rope. A twisted braid of different parts that come together as me. I have completely different takes on the same things sometimes, and I’m learning to be cool with that.”

“What are you talking about? Are you saying that you love and hate something at the same time?” She huffed. “You’re as bad as me!”

“Sure I do!”

“Oh yeah? Like what?”

He chuckled. “Jeez, where do I begin?” After a pause, he said, “Take drinking—when we really party. I love getting drunk every now and then, even when I know I’ll be hung over the next day, which I’ll hate. Or something as everyday as cooking dinner.”

“Cooking dinner?”

“Yeah! I love cooking, but I hate doing clean up.” He glanced over to her. “And something else…” His voice faded a little, and his face got serious.

“What?”

He filled his cheeks and blew out a huff. “JJ’s ‘adventures’ for want of a better word.” Keeping his face forward, he glanced at her from the corner of his eye.

They were both silent for a long moment until Jane said, “What about them?” Before Dean could reply, she hurriedly added, “I’m not sure I want to hear this, but I probably need to, huh?”

Dean chuckled. “What you just said is an example of what I’m talking about. Wanting to hear something, and yet not wanting to at the same time.” He held out his hand and took hers, steering with his other. “When you get together with another guy, it turns me on to no end. I love…love watching you get fucked. I get so totally fired up watching you suck another man’s cock!”

“There’s a ‘but’ coming…”

“Yeah! There is! At the same time I get turned on, I’m jealous as anything!” He gave her hand a squeeze. “How’s that for schizophrenic?”

“This makes you jealous?” Her voice was almost a squeak when she finished--totally stunned by his admission.

“Yeah. And hornier and more hot for you than I’ve ever been!”

“So we got to stop!”

“No! Not at all! I think my jealousy is borne of insecurity. It’s there; I’m not going to deny it. It’s a powerful emotion.”

“So we stop!”

“No!” He slowed the car and pulled to the curb. “Listen to me. Emotions are feelings that come from a deep place. Yes they’re powerful! They provide the tangy zest of life! But we’re also logical people too. I don’t let my jealousy rule me. Instead I guide that jolt of energy into something more constructive.”

“Oh? Really? Like what?”

“Shit, Janey, there’s so much!” He held up his index finger. “For starters, how hot you are.” He held up a second one. “Then there’s the fact that you come home to me. Thirdly, is how much I get out of watching you come.” He shook his head. “There’s so much cool shit coming out of your ‘adventures’… That, ‘boom’ of jealousy…that surge of anger that’s borne of being insecure is guided by my ability to reason. And that energy makes that good stuff even better.” He leaned over to her. “I feel it more.”

“So you really don’t want me to stop?”

“That’s right.”

“You’re not angry at me for doing this.”

“Exactly.”

“I call bullshit.”

“WHAT?”

She folded her arms and sat back. “I think you’re full of it.” She looked over to him. “I think that you’re really jealous and that all that other bullshit is just a way to justify you getting horny.” He always did this! Twisting words into a pretzel so that he got his way!

Dean’s face fell. “You really think I’m like that? That I’m that deceptive? To you?”

When she didn’t reply, he put the car in gear and they went the rest of the way home in silence.
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HMMM?

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

WHEN THEY GOT THROUGH THE DOOR OF THE CONDO, Jane turned to him, “I’m sorry.”

Dean stood in the entranceway. “What are you apologizing for? That I’m full of shit? Or that you think I am? Or have you decided to believe me?”

He was making her head spin again, and she held up her hand like a traffic cop. “Stop it! I’m sorry I hurt your feelings!”

“You just told me I’m full of shit when I’m talking about our fucking marriage, asshole! Excuuuse me for being so fucking sensitive!”

He turned to stomp away, and she grabbed his arm. “So! How is the governing of emotions doing for you now?”

Dean spun around with frustration overflowing. “Argh!”

Jane folded her arms again. “Come on… I want to you to tell me how you’re ‘processing’ all of this and how you’re…” she held up finger quotes, “Guiding it into something more constructive.” She dropped her hands and put them on her waist. “Not so easy, huh?”

He reached out and grabbed her by the hem of her dress, yanking her into him. He put both hands on the shoulder straps and tore at them; not undressing, he tore her dress off. “Hey!” she yelled. “What are you doing?”

Holding her under her arms, he swept her feet out from under her and lowered her to the floor. He dropped down between her legs and started sucking on her pussy.

“Hey!”

His head lashed up. “Just tell me to stop and I will!” he rumbled. He dropped his head back down between her legs and began to lick and suck on her bare pussy. He rose his head again. “You smell like you’ve just been fucked!” he snarled. “You had a thick cock up your hole and he blew his cum inside you!”

She lay back on the tiled entranceway naked. Dean had moved so damn fast her head was still reeling. He’d never done anything like this before!

A fury of her own welled up. “That’s right! I sucked his big dick and he fucked me in the bathroom! He made me so horny I was drenched before he even touched me!”

Dean replied with a snarl. “And you fucking wanted him to! You wanted his big cock inside your tight pussy!” He dove his head down again, his tongue stroking her clit roughly; it felt like a cat’s tongue, dry and pebbly. He continued to buzz it along her clit, and wormed two fingers inside her.

“Oh shit!” she cried out before becoming lost in the pure lust of the moment, writhing under his expert tongue.  It happened faster than she’d felt before--a tsunami of pleasure claiming her.

She sat up, still panting from the force of the big ‘O’. “You fucker! You made me come!” She kicked her heels against the floor and batted at the top of his head with her fists.

He whipped his head up again. “That’s right! You love to come don’t you, Janey? Or do you need me to call you ‘JJ’?” He shoved his fingers around inside of her, and his thumb, with the years of experience he had, buzzed along her clit, and pressed down.

Once more, the sheer lust and pleasure of the moment captured her. Another orgasm bloomed and she gave in to it. “You bastard!” she howled in anger, feeling her legs quiver with delight. “You fucker!”

His mouth moved alongside his busy thumb and his tongue started lapping at the side of her clit. He alternated between wet strokes lubricating his thumb and teasing that ‘oh-so-fucking-sensitive’ spot off the side. Her stomach clenched, feeling him claim her pussy.

“Right there! Don’t you fucking stop, Dean! Right! Right! THEERRRE!” She had lifted herself until she was almost sitting up, banging her fists on his shoulders and top of his head as the orgasm blew through her like a hurricane. “Oh shit, you fucker!” she said over and over again as the top of her head exploded out into the stars.

She lowered her back down to the chilled floor as it passed. But Dean didn’t let up! He kept licking and stroking her. Oh god…

She clenched at him with her knees when she felt that pressure build up behind her belly button. “If you keep this up I’m gonna pee!” she hissed through clenched teeth.

Clambering to his knees, he wormed his fingers around inside her and began pumping at her with his wrist. “Damn right you are!” he hissed back at her. “You’re gonna let go and squirt all over my hand while I fuck you with it!”

He pressed down on her belly with his other hand while three fingers shoved in and out of her pussy, the wet staccato of their punishing pleasure making sloppy noises.

She felt a sensation like a party balloon being filled too fast well up in her tummy. The pressure pressed up inside of her, and she clenched her stomach muscles again against it.

Through gnashed teeth she began to grunt and snort like a feral animal. Spit dribbled from her mouth as she struggled to hold on.

“I’m gonna pee!” she gasped.

Dean’s voice was muffled. “Then tell me to stop.”

She wasn’t going to do that and he knew it! The bastard. With a will of their own her hips began to vibrate. She lay back down on the cold tile floor, her neck arched watching him. “Oh gawwed…” she moaned.

Dean’s eyes were bright; his own face a mask of ferocity. “Give me that! Let go and give me THAAAT!” He pressed down sharply on her tummy and wrenched the hand within her around over and over...until she exploded.

“NNUUHHHUUUHHH!” she wailed, her voice piercing as she surrendered and let go. A wanton stream spurted out of her in release; a flow of abandoned pleasure. She wailed again and again as her pussy jetted streams of pure, warm pleasure.

“Oh baby, yeah!” Dean was in wonder, watching the stream jet out and then ebb to a pulsing flow. “Oh my baby…” He crawled up beside her and held her as she came down; until her pants and heaves ebbed to gasps, then sighs…

He slid his arms under her shoulders and knees and with a grunt, lifted her from the floor. He stepped down into the sunken living room and laid her on the sofa. He took off his suit jacket and draped it over her. “Be back in a flash,” he said.

Jane was still in a daze. She stared at him owlishly as he hustled to the bathroom. She heard the sound of the bathtub running and lay her head back against the arm of the couch.

***

It wasn’t much later and she was lying in bed, the comforter drawn up almost to her chin as she sipped a cup of tea. Dean had given her a bubble bath; he had eased her into the soapy tub and washed her, dried her off, slipped a cotton nightshirt over her and tucked her into bed without saying a word.

The silence between them wasn’t uncomfortable. They each retreated into themselves to ponder and process the wonder of what had just happened. She watched Dean watching her, a small smile playing on his lips in perfect harmony to the one on hers.

She put the teacup down on the bed tray before her. “That,” she said, her arm waving out towards the front door, “that was awesome!”

Dean nodded, his mouth open slightly. “Yeah…” he let out a light laugh. “I think I had my first mental orgasm.” He took a breath. “My body feels that same totally relaxed way after I come…” He reached out and took her free hand and held it gently, his thumb stroking the back of her hand. “So… a day of first times, huh?”

Jane’s eyes flared for a second, and she caught herself. “Well, yeah—first time I pee’d when I came.”

“That’s what squirting is, baby. You didn’t pee exactly. You had a prostrate orgasm.” He made a definitive nod. “Sure, there might be a trace of pee in it—but most of what came out of you was from your prostrate.” He waggled his eyebrows. “You sort of experienced what a guy does when he comes.”

“Really?”

He nodded off to the side. “Pretty much.”

She laughed out loud. “No wonder you guys can only handle one orgasm at a time!”

He patted her leg. “Quality, not quantity.” He continued to stroke her leg. “And on top of that, your first time having ‘Ladies Room Sex’ too!”

Jane bit her lower lip, silently remembering another time, another place.

Dean caught her hesitation, dammit. He cocked an eyebrow at her. “Isn’t it?”

She hunched her shoulders and made a cheese grin. “Well… not exactly…”

His head went back a little. “Oh… from the ‘Before Dean’ part of your life…”

She nodded and he kept quiet. When they had first gotten serious, they made an agreement to not discuss their sex lives from the time before they met. They had talked about it, and figured that those past… episodes? Encounters? Or as Dean put it—shenanigans—were best off left in the past.

Jane was perfectly fine with that.

But the look of curiosity and puzzlement in his eyes told her that he was going to be learning a thing or two about his wife.

Still watching her, Dean shrugged his shoulders. “Well, you never told me about your adventures.”

“That was what we agreed to, hon. What’s the point?”

“Yeah, you’re right.” He made a mocking sigh sound. “I just thought that you’d have a lot of first times with me, you know?” The smile on his face told her he wasn’t being completely serious.

She swatted him. “A blow job on a plane? To a complete stranger? What about that?”

“Okay, okay!” he laughed.

“And I never got laid while at a wedding, you know!” she replied laughing.

He grinned at her. “Yeah… that Ryan guy sure got you warmed up, didn’t he.” He held up a finger pointing it at her. “You would have loved to take on all those guys at that table if you had the chance, wouldn’t you?” He nodded again. “Now that would have been wild, huh? A gang bang?”

He noticed her looking at him in wide eyed silence. Like a kid caught with their hand in a cookie jar. He leaned forward. “Jane…”

“Hmm?” she replied, still with the deer in the headlights expression.

In the silence, his mouth dropped open. “No way!”

She moved her teacup to the night table and patted the bed next to her. “I guess I need to tell you a few things, hon.”
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A MATCH MADE IN HEAVEN

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

DEAN SCOOTCHED UP BESIDE HER on the bed while Jane chewed on the inside of her cheek. She sat there, her hands cupped before her, her fingers twiddling among each other. When he reached for her hands she shook him off.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

She licked her lips. “You know I don’t talk much about the ‘old days’ the way you do.”

“Yeah…”

She scoffed. “You do know that you’ve probably told me that story about you finally standing up to the school bully when you were in Elementary school about a hundred times, right?”

“You’ve told me that I told you that story about a hundred times too, y’know,” he replied with a chuckle. When she didn’t smile, his voice grew quiet. “Honey, what’s going on?”

Her gaze slid across to him. “I’ve been out of high school for years and years, but you never hear me talk about it, right?”

“Yeah.” He shrugged. “High school was shitty for a lot of people.”

She poked his chest. “Not for you. You had friends, went to some parties, had a pretty good time. I mean, we went to your 25th class reunion and all.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“High school wasn’t like that for me.” She sighed. “In fact, I didn’t just go to one high school, I went to three.”

“Really? You’re kidding me.”

She shook her head. “No. I kept getting a reputation, and it got bad.”

“Reputation? For what? Were you a druggie? Did you get involved in some kind of criminal stuff? Cheat on tests?” When she silently stared at him, he grabbed her hands despite her resistance. “Hey, Jane; that was ages ago anyway. And you haven’t talked about that stuff for years and years. Why now?”

“I said ‘reputation’.”

“Yeah? So?” He took a deep breath and his eyes opened wide. “Ohhh… that kind of rep.”

“Yep. I was the easy girl.” Her eyes brimmed. “After puberty hit, I was horny 24/7. I must have masturbated two or three times a day…”

Dean snorted. “So did I! Back then, I mean.”

She nodded. “I loved sex! I mean, I couldn’t get enough of it, okay? But the other kids…well, they were cruel. They became crueler and crueler until I finally left each school.”

“Janey, I get it. Okay…so what’s your point?”

She looked at him, her face tight. “After I graduated, well, I was still horny.”

“What…were you a sex addict or something?”

“I thought I was…back then, I mean. Because my sex life had really affected my day to day life, you know?” She shrugged her shoulders and looked away. “But even so, I had great grades. I mean, I was offered some college scholarships even.”

“What—you could have went to college for free?” When she nodded, his dropped open in surprise. “But you joined the Navy! Why?”

“Men.”

“Men?”

Jane’s eyes brightened. “Lot’sa men. Lots and lot’sa men. After boot camp I got stationed on an aircraft carrier.” She leaned over to Dean. “It was ‘Man City’.”

Dean’s face was the picture of shock. “M-m-man City?”

She nodded. “There were five thousand guys onboard a floating island, and less than two hundred women. We were at sea for weeks and months at a time!” She shimmied her shoulders up and down. “I figured that I’d get my hornies out of my system, as well as learn a trade.” She tilted her head at Dean. “And…well, it worked, right? When you met me I had the typical, average sexual appetites of a woman, right? A few times a week—”

“Ha! At best! Then you got promoted at the restaurant, and I practically lived like a monk for two years!”

She patted his arm. “And you never…not once complained.” She got a faraway look in her eyes. “But when we went to Las Vegas…it was like a wakeup call for me.” She lifted a finger and pointed at Dean. “You’ll note that I really didn’t argue with you, right? I never put you through any of that ‘good girls don’t do that’ sort of bullshit, right?” When he nodded, she added, “For me, it was like putting on a comfy bathrobe.” She leaned in and kissed his cheek. “I love sex. I really, really really love it!”

“I got that idea, babe.”

“The thing is, though…” she continued, “I figured that you’d be all jealous and shit, you know?”

“Were you jealous of me when I got all down and dirty with Eva at the Swingers Club?”

“No! If anything, I was stoked that you got to play out a fantasy you had since high school! And besides, Eva’s great, right?”

“Yeah, she is…”

“So I wasn’t jealous in the slightest. I guess…” she paused, “I guess I just didn’t think that I’d be as lucky to have a life mate, a partner…” she patted his arm again, “a husband who was as secure as you are when it comes to this.”

He laughed out loud.

“What’s so funny?”

“We’re more soul mates than we even thought!” He threw an arm around her shoulders. “You’ve got a touch of the nympho in you, and I’m a total voyeur!” He made a cheese grin. “A match made in heaven, if you ask me.”
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WE MET AT A WEDDING!
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DOUG CAMPBELL SAT IN A BOOTH at the back of the bar of the Stradford Hotel watching the door. When he left the wedding, he figured that he’d never hear from that babe Jane again, even though she said that she would text him for a ‘rendezvous’. When the wedding celebration broke up, his buddy Ryan confirmed that he nailed her in the bathroom; but she had waited a week before getting in touch. So when he got her text, he was surprised.

Now sitting and waiting for this slut to show up, he was just as surprised to feel a little nervous. What if her husband showed up too and wanted to get involved or something? That would be a ‘no go’ as far as he was concerned. He wasn’t going to bang some broad and let her husband stand around and watch! That was just sick.

Or worse, what if her husband didn’t have a clue that she was so easy and showed up to kick his ass? Oh boy…yeah, that would be worse.

The bar was busy; happy hour was in full swing and had been for some time. He glanced at his watch; 7:30 on the dot. She should be there any time, unless she was going to play some kind of head game and show up ‘fashionably late’ or something. Well, she’d better not—she was pretty hot and shit, but he wasn’t going to let some broad yank his chain. No way, Jose.  He’d give her ten minutes and blow this pop-stand.

***

As Doug was getting himself all warmed up for his encounter with ‘JJ’, Jane and Dean had pulled up to a spot in front of the bar.

Dean’s eyes roamed up and down Jane’s figure as she sat looking at him, her prim pose with her hands folded on her lap belied her lascivious intentions. Not to mention her outfit—a burgundy mini-dress that was low cut with a button down front closure. He had watched her dress for this, and knew there wasn’t anything at all underneath that dress except for Jane.

He bobbed his eyebrows at her. “You ready for this?”

She nodded. “You betcha’.”

“Nervous?”

“Hell yeah…but that’s part of the thrill, you know?” She glanced at the entranceway to the bar and back to Dean. “I don’t know this guy at all, and if all goes right, I’m going to be fucking him within the hour.” She reached over and patted Dean’s thigh. “Then I’m going to come back to you.” She left her hand on his thigh, stroking up and down inside his leg, almost to his crotch. “And that’s exactly what you want.”

His eyes darted from hers for a moment and back. She was absolutely right—he did want that to happen. “But…” he said, “you want exactly the same thing, right?”

Silence hung between them for a moment as they peered at each other, watching for the slightest flicker hesitation. Jane nodded slowly, her gaze steady. “Yes I do.” She still had her hand on his thigh. “But what makes this totally awesome for me is that we both are getting such a rush out of it.” Her eyes darted to the bar and back. “I’m nervous going in there, sure; but I’m not scared because I have a wing-man, you know?”

When he nodded, she leaned into him. “I’m going to lick his balls…” His eyes flared, and she continued. “I’m going to squeeze his dick and suck that delicious first drop of his cum off that slit at the head of his cock.” Dean shifted in his seat, and her hand went up to his crotch, feeling the thickening flesh under his pants get harder. “He’s going to be fingering my pussy, hon…he’s going to be pushing his fingers up inside my hole—” she leaned back a little in her seat, opening her legs a bit, “I’m already so damp…”

His voice was husky and dry when he croaked out, “Oh man, I love you telling me this, babe…”

“It’s the icing on the cake!” she said. She gave his cock another squeeze and hopped out of the car.

***

When Doug looked up from his watch to the entrance, there she was. His table was tucked in the back corner, but he was able to see her easily.

How could you miss her? Her bright, red hair cascaded in a fall of ringlets halfway down her back, and her Betty-Boop-sized light, green eyes scanned the room. She saw him right away and her face brightened in a cute bow-shaped smile. He watched and licked his lips in anticipation as she made her way through the bar, each step in her heels making her heavy boobs undulate just enough to tantalize.

He’d keep cool and stay seated; don’t appear too excited, that wouldn’t be cool. He gave her a short wave when she arrived at the table and pointed to a seat beside him in the booth.

“I was surprised to get your text,” he said with a smile. Not a too-big smile, just a hint of one. “After a couple of days I was afraid that you lost interest.” That was good; he didn’t want to come on too strong, but he thought she’d appreciate his attentiveness.

She nodded. “Yes…well, I didn’t want to contact you unless I had the time free, you know?”

“Would you like a drink?” God only knew, he needed one.

“Sure. An icebreaker is a good idea.” She didn’t take her gaze from him as she spoke.

Doug flagged down one of the servers working the floors and placed an order. Turning back to her, he said, “So, what does ‘JJ’ stand for? Jane? Janet? Julia?”

“Just JJ.”

Their drinks arrived a lot faster than he expected. He lifted his glass for a toast. “Okay then, here’s to us, JJ.” They clinked and he took a sip. His eyes wandered around the bar.

She touched his arm. “Looking for someone?” she asked.

“Well…” he kept scanning the bar. “I was wondering where your husband—Dean, right? I was wondering where he was.”

Her head tilted back on her shoulders. Even though she was shorter than him, he felt like she was looking down her nose at him. “Oh? Would you like him to join us?”

“Hell no!” He gulped and then asked, “Do you?”

She gave her head a small shake. “Not this time, no.”

“This time?” He couldn’t keep the surprise out of his voice. “You do this a lot then?” Holy shit, he felt like he’d just hit the lottery! This could work out better than Tinder!

JJ’s gaze flickered. “I do it—well, my husband and I do this sort of thing… we’ve been doing this sort of thing for a couple of months now.” She batted her eyes at him. “It’s been fun, but we’re still…” she bobbed her eyebrows at him, “We’re still feeling our way around, I guess.”

“What is it that you’re ‘feeling’ around?”

“It turns me on hooking up with random guys, and it turns him on too. And so, we’re just trying to find out just where this is going to lead...”

Doug grinned. “Well, it’s led you to me…”

“Yes…yes it did, didn’t it?” She hitched herself closer to him. “And where is that going to lead?” Her hand dropped under the table and landed on his thigh.

He jerked a little in surprise. He was no virgin, sure; but he’d never had a woman do that so soon after sitting down with him. “You’re pretty hot to trot, aren’t you, baby?” he said.

She batted her eyes again and her hand began stroking the inside of his leg.

‘Okay, if you want to do that…’ he thought to himself. He shifted in his seat, spreading his knees. Her hand went to higher up his thigh and began slow, light strokes.

“Do you like that?” she said, her voice dusky. When he nodded, she said, “Goody.”

He watched her eyes. They were bright now as they stared at him. “So…” he said, “What happens next?”

She licked her lips and looked around the bar. Nobody was paying any attention to them. “What would you like to happen next?” she purred.

“Uhhh…” He jumped when a hand grasped his shoulder from behind.

“I knew you were up to something, you son of a bitch!” a woman’s voice barked. A very familiar voice.

Jane’s eyes flew open wide, staring over his shoulder, her mouth making an ‘O’. Otherwise she was frozen in place.

Doug gulped and turned around slowly. Shit. “Hi honey,” he said weakly. “What are you doing here?”

The woman’s dark eyes flashed under her bangs as she shoved back and forth on Doug’s shoulder, jarring him. “Following YOU!” she snarled. “I knew you were up to something! Leaving the house at the drop of a hat…and wearing that stupid cologne!”

“You followed me?” he squeaked.

“Damn right I followed you!”

Jane leaned forward. “You’re married?”

The woman glared at her. “Ya think?” She held up her hand showing an engagement/wedding ring combo. “Six damn years!”

Jane stood up. “I… I…”

“You what?”

“I had no idea!”

“Did you even bother to ask him? Or are you a hooker?” The woman glared down at Doug and back to Jane. “How much do you charge?”

“I’m not a hooker!” She gestured at Doug, who was trapped in his seat watching the two of them. “We met at a wedding!” She stood up and backed away from the table. “Nothing happened here between the two of us.”

Crossing her thin arms across her small chest she eyed Jane up and down. Her face was as tight to her skull as her short jet-black pixie cut. With a look of complete disdain she nodded slowly. “Yeah, but something was going to happen, right?”

Jane picked up her purse and fled.
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RIGHT AND WRONG
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JANE BLEW THROUGH THE STREET ENTRANCE OF THE BAR, GASPING FOR BREATH. This was SO NOT what she’d expected! Her hands flew to her face. How many other guys had she messed around with who were married? She didn’t have a damn clue! She looked behind her through the front window of the bar, peering in to see if Doug and his wife were still there.

They were. The woman was sitting in the seat she had just fled from and was leaning across the table, jabbing her finger at Doug while railing on him. Thank God they were in public; from the look on the woman’s face, if they were alone she probably would be throwing something.

She felt like a cheap whore, watching them. A skanky slut. All over again; just like in high school.

Her eyes changed focus, from peering through the glass to see her own reflection in the window.

“I’m not,” she said aloud. “I. Am. Not.”

She took a deep breath and marched back into the bar. She went straight to their table and stood above them.

Doug’s wife noticed her first and stared up at her with a murderous look. Her eyes were smeared from running mascara and in her clutched hand was a ball of well used tissue. “What the hell do you want?” she snapped. “Haven’t you done enough?”

Jane turned to Doug. “You never told me you were married.”

He shrugged. “You wouldn’t have gotten together with me if I did.” He kept his eyes downcast.

“That’s not true.”

“Slut,” Doug’s wife snapped.

Jane shrugged. “Maybe. I like sex, yes.”

“And you have no problem fucking married guys.” The woman pointed at her. “Slut!”

“I’ve had sex with a few…”

“See!”

Jane put her hands on the table and leaned forward. “And each time I did, their wives were right there…” She felt her knees knocking as she and Doug’s wife had a stare down contest. “So, yeah, I still would have gotten it on with Doug…” she raised her hand and pointed at the woman. “If you came along, that is.”

The woman snorted. “Yeah, right! As if!” She glared at Jane, who kept her gaze steady. “You’re disgusting, you know that?” Jane didn’t respond.  “You’re just a skanky slut who’ll fuck anything with a cock!”

Jane’s eyes flew open wide at the insult. There was enough truth in it to sting; but it wasn’t the whole truth. Her gaze hardened. “If I’m a skanky slut who’ll fuck anything, you’re a frigid, manipulative twat who’s afraid of her own pussy.” She took a deep breath. “I’m a cock hungry whore and you’re a self-righteous Madonna.”

They were face to face, steely eyed. “Don’t you dare judge me, bitch. I’m not the one fucking married men.” She rose a hand. “I could knock you into tomorrow!”

“Watch it dear—I hit back.”

The woman spun and grabbed Doug’s hand. “Let’s go.”

“See? Candy assed chicken who can’t handle the truth!” Jane waved her hand dismissively. “Go and crawl back under your rock, hon. Stay in the dark—at least it’s safe there, right?”

The woman spun back at her, her hand raised.

Jane faced her unflinchingly. “If you leave now, you’ll be divorced in a year.”

The woman’s hand froze, and her eyes immediately glistened with forlorn foresight.

Her hand was still stuck up in the air and Jane couldn’t help but think she looked as if she was trying to hail a cab. “It’s never, ever going to be the same for you from now on, you know. For the rest of your life.” She took a deep breath. “You have a decision to make. Is today, right now going to be a change for the worse?” She stepped in and grasped the woman’s hand. “Or for the better?”

She blinked her eyes at Jane slowly. “For the better? Are you insane?” she gasped. She didn’t take her hand away from Jane, but looked over to Doug and back. “How the hell can something better come out of this?”

Jane took a breath. “For years and years I believed that being horny was wrong. I also thought being ‘The Madonna’ was right...” She let her breath out slowly. “Now I know that they’re both wrong.” She clasped her fingers between the other woman’s and whispered. “And they’re both right.”

The woman shook her head from side to side slowly as her free hand waved at Jane. “You think that I would climb into bed and watch my husband fuck you? You’re out of your mind!”

A sense of calm descended on Jane. “What if?”

The woman’s gaze faltered. “What if what?”

“What if the three of us climbed into bed together?”

“No way!” the woman scoffed.

“Why?”

The woman gaped at her silently, her mouth hanging open.

“I asked you ‘why’? Why are you so dead set against that idea?” She pointed at Doug, watching the two of them with his eyes the size of golf balls. “Is he that bad in bed?” She turned and pointed at the woman with her chin. “Or are you?”

The woman’s face was frozen, so Jane continued. “I have a room booked in the hotel here. I’d like to have sex with the two of you.”

“You’re absolutely insane!” The woman slapped her free hand on the table top. “You’re out of your damn mind, you know that?” But her eyes were darting from side to side, and she still had hold of Jane’s hand.

“Why not? You know you’ve thought about it; everyone has. This is a once in a lifetime chance. Out of the blue, no strings attached chance to do something absolutely crazy.”

“I…” she looked over at her husband and back to Jane. “This…” Before she could say another word, Jane leaned in and kissed her. Releasing her grasp on the woman’s hand, she cupped her face in one hand and covered her mouth with her own. When the woman tried to pull back, Jane held her by the back of her head as her tongue slid in a little.

Jane hoped she didn’t bite it.

She didn’t. Her own tongue slid across the tip of Jane’s, once, then a second, slower time.

Jane broke the kiss and pulled back, her hand stroking the side of the woman’s face. “My name is Jane,” she said.

“I… I…I’m Debbie.” The woman’s face was the picture of shock.

“Hi Debbie…” Jane pressed her mouth on the woman again. She heard a slight murmur of protest, but continued the kiss. A second later the murmurs stopped and Debbie’s hand grasped the back of Jane’s head, making a fist in her hair.

They broke the kiss again, and Jane helped Debbie to her feet.

“I…I…aye yi, yi yi yi!” Doug piped up from his seat on the bench.

Both women turned to him and in a single voice said, “Shut up!” They looked at each other and laughed. Jane’s laugh was steadier than Debbie’s but they both did laugh. She took Debbie by the hand and led the way to the side entrance of the bar that led to the hotel lobby.

Debbie stopped and turned. “You coming or what, asshole?” without waiting for a reply, she let Jane lead her on.

Doug scrambled out from behind the table and clattered his way behind them.
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‘A DAY FOR FIRSTS’
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THERE WAS AN ELEVATOR WAITING FOR THEM. Jane got in, pressed the button for their floor and backed Debbie up against the mirrored wall. Her hands began to flow up and down the woman’s sides. Debbie was wearing black yoga pants and an oversized t-shirt. Perfect. She pressed her mouth onto Debbie’s again and her hands went up and underneath the top. Debbie was a small woman, even shorter than Jane, and lightly built. 

Debbie gasped when Jane began to grasp at her breasts through her bra, but Jane kept going. She pulled her mouth away, and lightly licked Debbie’s lower lip.

“You’re so petite!” she said.

Debbie’s hands skittered over Jane’s back. “I’ve never…”

“Kissed a girl? Not even for practice at a slumber party?”

“I’ve never done what we’re about to do!” Debbie’s voice was a whisper.

The ding of the elevator broke the moment.

“Come on, it’ll be fun!” Jane said, pulling Debbie after her. She fished into her purse for the room’s keycard and hand-in-hand they scurried down the corridor. She heard the elevator doors begin sliding closed and then rattle as Doug pawed them back open.

Both women glanced over their shoulders and watched him scramble out of the elevator.  Again, they laughed.

As Jane unlocked the door, Debbie began giggling. She ran her hand though her jet black hair. It was cut pixie style—she looked like a brunette version of Peter Pan. “I cannot believe I’m doing this!”

Jane’s eyes sparkled. “What’s so funny?”

Rolling her eyes, Debbie said, “I’ll tell you later. Maybe.” She glanced at Doug just a few steps away and nudged Jane. “Quick, before I change my mind!”

Jane  nodded over her shoulder at Doug. “Want to let him in?”

“I guess…” Debbie said with a false frown. “Maybe one of us can take him home or something, I don’t know.”

She pulled Debbie in the rest of the way to the room to the foot of the queen sized bed. She knew instinctively that if she gave the woman a chance to think, second and third thoughts would have her flying from the room, so she grasped the hem of her t-shirt and lifted it up and off.

Her small breasts were covered in a satin bra. Jane wanted to yank it off and check out her nipples, but restrained herself.  “Now unbutton my dress, hon,” she said. She wanted to keep things moving, but more importantly, get Debbie involved.

Debbie bit her lower lip while her fingers fumbled with the large buttons.

Jane kept her eyes on Debbie as she felt her dress loosen with each button. The ‘oh’ that escaped from Debbie’s mouth when she realized Jane was naked underneath made her smile to herself. Yes, she had come here for a sexual romp, and the naked reality of it gave the woman a start.

The fabric of her dress fluttered when Debbie spread it open and her eyes drank in Jane’s body. Jane took one of Debbie’s hands and placed it over one of her boobs. “Show me how you like yours played with,” she said in a low voice.

Debbie stared at her hand, mesmerized by the fleshy globe it held. “I…” she ran her hand up the side of it, “I like this…” she said in a whisper. “And I like this…” her hand glided back down under Jane’s breast, the pad of her thumb lightly brushing the very tip of Jane’s nipple. “I like it when my nipples get teased…” she said. She reached up with her other hand and began to do the same with Jane’s other breast. “I like this... going really slow at the beginning…”

Jane closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation. Debbie’s hands were a little clammy because of her nerves, but they were so gentle on her flesh. “Yeah…it feels nice…” she murmured. “What else would do you like?” She felt Debbie’s hands move onto her chest, stroking up and down the valley between her tits. Lower and lower they went, to her belly button, until she felt Debbie’s fingers softly play with the skin around her navel. A sense of warmth flowed out from where the woman caressed her.

Debbie’s hands were delicate, yet firm; she couldn’t help but think that she would make a great pastry chef with such a knowing touch. “Mmm…” Jane said, “I’ve never had that done just that way before…I like it…” She opened her eyes to see Debbie’s gaze transfixed with wonder on her body.

She reached up and took Debbie’s face in her hands again. “Kiss me,” she said. “And touch my pussy now…”

As their tongues again met, she felt Debbie’s hand glide over her stomach and stop just above her pubic area. She urged her on with a small moan, and rolled her hips.

Debbie’s hand began to move again and she felt her pussy lips spread and a finger make small circles over the top of her clit. Her hips twitched at the sensation, and she ‘Mmm-ed’ again into Debbie’s mouth.

She brought her hands to Debbie’s back and unsnapped the hook and eyes of her bra, sliding the shoulder straps down. Holding their kiss, the women separated for just an instant letting the fabric of her bra cascade to the floor between them. Jane shrugged her shoulders and her dress fell in a puddle at her feet before pressing back to Debbie. The sensation of Debbie’s breasts mashing into her own as Debbie continued to finger her pussy was delightful.

The gasp from the doorway of the room made each of them smile quickly, but neither of them looked over. He’d see what he’d see.

She backed Debbie up until she felt the bed behind her. She gently pushed the smaller woman until she sat down. Dropping to her knees, she grasped the edge of her yoga pants and pulled them off. Her eyes took in the woman’s slight frame. “Spread your legs for me,” she said.

Debbie laid back on the bed, keeping her eyes glued to Jane’s. A small smile played on her lips and her breath caught in her chest. She pulled her feet up to her ass, but kept her knees together as she slid her panties over her hips and knees before tossing them to the floor.

“You want to see my pussy?” she said, her hands gliding up and down her legs. “You want me to open up my legs and show you my pussy?” When Jane nodded, her voice was a hoarse purr, “Why?”

Jane got on the bed and knee walked down to her feet. “Because I always look at what I’m about to eat…” She put her hands on Debbie’s knees and pressed them apart. Debbie’s eyes were closed tightly, and her lips drawn in a grimace. “Hey…you ready?”

“Just nerves…Do it!” she hissed.

Jane lowered herself down to Debbie’s crotch. It was closely trimmed, but not shaved like her own. She nuzzled into the nest of pubic hair and inhaled deeply. Debbie had a pungent, tart scent to her. Spreading the outer lips, she rolled her tongue wetly across the top nubbin of flesh.

“Oh!” Debbie gasped aloud at the sensation. “Oh my God, you’re going down on me!”

“Oh baby,” Doug’s voice came from the foot of the bed. “This is so fucking hot!”

Jane lifted a hand and waved at him in a shushing motion as she wetly licked at Debbie’s pussy. It wasn’t anywhere near as damp or wet as she knew her own was; no surprise, the girl had gone through a gauntlet of feelings in just a few minutes. She stuck her tongue out as far as she could and slid it up inside.

She smiled inwardly. She had just popped Debbie’s girl cherry. Less than six months ago she was in a situation not very different—having a woman go down on her for the first time. Funny where life can lead you. Debbie’s pussy tasted nice, though. Not too strong a taste, and sexy as hell. She lapped wetly at the woman’s opening, her fingers busily stroking her firm little nub of her clit.

She lifted her head to look in Debbie’s eyes. “You taste like a forest after a spring rain,” she said.

Debbie bit her lower lip. “You don’t mind it?”

She shook her head. “It’s wonderful…” and lowered her mouth again.

A tiny roll of Debbie’s hips told her she was on the right track. She cupped Debbie’s ass in her hands, pulling herself more firmly onto the woman’s pussy. She felt the muscles flex and clench under her grip and heard a soft moan.

Feeling Debbie’s wetness begin to flow, and she raised her head again. “Oh sweetie, you taste so nice..” 

Debbie’s eyes gleamed and her lips were soft, “I’ve never done this…” she said. “You’re so good at it…” her hand absently entwined itself in Jane’s ringlets.

Holding her gaze, Jane slipped her finger into her own slippery twat, wetting it. She moved it up to Debbie’s lips. “Taste me, hon…” she said, rubbing her juice across her lips. Debbie’s tongue darted out and gave a small lick, then her lips enveloped Jane’s finger and sucked on it. “Good girl…”

Debbie clicked her tongue. “You taste like…” she arched an eyebrow. “Like briny peaches. A little tart, a little salty…” She pushed down on top of Jane’s head. “Do me, baby…” she whispered.

Like the wings of an angry wasp, Jane’s tongue whizzed across her clit, buzzing it. Debbie yelped “Oh yes!” and pressed her legs together against the side of her head. Jane pressed her mouth over her pussy, her tongue flitting side to side across the woman’s nub.

“Right there! Don’t stop!” Debbie’s voice was shrill and she tangled her fingers into Jane’s hair. “Don’t stop!”

She kept her head as still as she could while her mouth and tongue pulsed on Debbie’s clit again and again. She felt the woman’s hips begin to lift off the bed as she climbed higher and higher to her climax, Debbie’s voice a pleading moan that rose in volume and pitch with each thrust of her hips. “Oh! Oh! Oh!” she squealed.

In a single ecstatic convulsion, she wrapped her legs around Jane and pushed her head into her crotch, wailing ‘EEEeeeee!’. It went on and on, ending in a rasping moan. She rolled over to her side, pushing at Jane’s head while pulling her hips away. “Ohhhh…wow!” she said over and over.

Jane stretched up on the mattress and wrapped her arms around Debbie, who buried her face into the crook of her neck. She stroked the back of her head, murmuring ooh’s and ahh’s.

Debbie’s head snapped up without warning and she spun around to stare at Doug at the foot of the bed. “Enjoy the show, sweetie?” she said, her voice saucy.

His face was pale. He took a breath and silently nodded.

She pulled away from Jane. “It turned you on, watching me get eaten out, didn’t it?”

He nodded again. Jane couldn’t help but think Doug was smart, keeping his mouth shut for now.

Debbie began to squirm on the bed as she rolled away from Jane. Her hand went to her crotch and she began stroking her pussy again. “She eats pussy so much better than you do, you know that?”

Doug’s lips were a tight line, his eyes wide. Jane figured he didn’t have the slightest idea where Debbie was going with this; she sure as hell didn’t.

“Did you like watching me come so hard, honey?”  When he nodded again, Debbie tilted her head at Jane. “I want you to fuck, her, Doug.” Both Jane and Doug’s eyes flew open wide. 

She turned to each of them, her eyes bright. “That’s why you two met downstairs for, wasn’t it? Well, I want to watch!”

Doug let out a gulp. “I… I don’t know, hon…”

“I want to watch you come.”

His hands fluttered at the air. “I mean, getting busted by you kind of took the oomph out of me, y’know?”

Debbie snaked down to the bottom of the bed. Like a striking cobra, her hand whipped out and grasped his belt by the buckle. “I can help you with that.” She yanked him up to the foot of the bed and fumbled at his pants until they were down to his knees. She drew down his briefs and took his limp shaft in her hand.

She looked up at her husband with an evil grin. “Jane wants to fuck you, honey… she’s so wet! Pleeese baby… show me how you fuck…” She dropped her head down and took him in her mouth.

Jane lay back against the pillows watching the back of Debbie’s head bob up and down. She couldn’t see Doug’s cock, but still enjoyed the view of Debbie from behind. As she gave her husband head her ass twitched from side to side.  “Ohhh Douuug…” she said in a sing-song voice. He looked up at her, watching her fondle her breasts. “Me need me some dick…” she said. “Me fuck you long time…”

To emphasize her point and really drive him crazy, Jane started opening and closing her knees, giving him glimpses of her pussy. “I’m all bare down here,” she said as she spread her legs open. “You ever fuck a shaved pussy?” When he shook his head from side to side, she continued, “You’ll be able to watch your cock fill my slit, baby…”

She watched as his eyes flared for an instant and went on. “You’ll see my pussy juice wetting your cock…do you want to see that?” She watched his eyes as she continued to finger herself. “Mmmm…I think you do want to see that…”

Debbie pulled her head back, releasing Doug’s member with a ‘pop’. “He’s ready to go now, hon,” she said.

She scooted off the bed to stand beside her husband and began to pull at his clothes. “C’mon, babe,” she said, “help a girl out here.” Doug’s fingers flew, unbuttoning his shirt and stepping out of his pants. He started to climb onto the bed, but Debbie stopped him. “No…socks too,” she said. He whipped them off.

He tilted his head at his wife. “You sure about this?” he said. “I’m really sorr—”

She cut him off with a finger on his lips. “Later for that. I want to watch this.”

He blanched and shook his head for a second. “Okay, then.” He made a weak laugh. “It’s a tough job, but someone’s gotta do it, right?” He gave her a weak smile.

Debbie snickered, and then with a fake stern look, lifted her arm and pointed towards Jane. “Get to work, stud!”

They stared at each other just for a moment, but in that moment, Jane knew they were going to come out the other side okay.

Doug crawled up between Jane’s legs. Holding himself above her, he raked his eyes over her body. “This was the first time I was going to do something like this,” he said.

Jane looked at him suspended above her. “I…believe you,” she said. “I hope you’re telling the truth.”

“I am.” He turned to his wife. “I really am.”

Debbie nodded. “I believe you too.” She silently tilted her head towards Jane.

Jane’s arms rose up and her hands rested on his neck. “Now kiss me.” When she heard Debbie gasp, she looked over and snickered. “What? You think I’m going to screw someone without kissing them first?” She rolled her eyes and turned back to Doug pulling him down to her.

She tasted light peppermint on his mouth as their lips joined. His tongue was hesitant at first, and his mouth was still dry from anxiety after getting so busted. She moved one hand from behind his neck to the small of his back, urging him to lower himself on her.

When their bodies joined, she knew he was going to be good to go. He began to pulsate and sway against her, his thighs and hips gently pushing her own wider. He nestled his hard shaft atop her cleft and his hips began to saw up and down as they kissed.

His mouth warmed and moistened as his tongue went from a hesitant grazing tease to a thickened fullness against her own. She responded, stroking and caressing with her mouth, feeling his wetness now across her lips.

He was yummy.

He raised himself up onto one elbow, his free hand beginning to caress her breast. “I know what Debbie likes, what do you like?” he asked, his voice a rasp.

“I like my nipples pinched. Not too hard, but let me know you’re there,” she whispered back. Her hand rubbed the back of his neck. “Y’know something? You’re the first guy to ask that.”

She felt his shoulders shrug. “I stole the idea from you just now.” His fingers began to pinch her nipple, rubbing it firmly between them. He gave a sharp twist, then ducked his head down and suckled on it.

“Oh that’s nice…” she breathed. She started grinding her hips, feeling Doug’s shaft nestled between her legs. “I’m so wet baby…” she said.

He pressed his arm against the bed and raised higher. With his other hand, he grasped his cock and slid the tip up and down her cleft, wetting it with her dew. She dropped her hands down and her fingers spread her outer lips. “Watch yourself go inside me, Doug…” she said.

His head dropped and he watched as he pressed the tip of his shaft inside. She felt his knob spread her out and closed her eyes. Each one always felt different. She rolled her hips a little, moving her slick walls over his thickness. She luxuriated in the sensation; the sense of fullness that only a cock could provide. No vibrator nor dildo was ever able to match the sensation of a real man’s flesh…

Closing her eyes, she rolled her head back. “Mmmm… so nice…” she sighed, feeling his body begin to push and thrust within her. “So niiice…”

His free hand had returned to her breasts, massaging and stroking them as he thrust in and out. “You’re so fucking good…” he said, his voice low.

Jane flinched in surprise when she felt Debbie’s hand slide between herself and Doug and begin to stroke her pussy. She opened her eyes to see the woman beside them, her hand snaking down towards their joined flesh. Debbie’s gaze was intense as she watched them fuck up close; she licked he lips as she began to finger Jane’s clit.

Jane gasped when Debbie’s finger found the nub of flesh. “Oh I like that!” She began to pump her hips up and down meeting Doug’s rhythm. “Oh yeah!” she gasped again. “You’re going to get to watch me come too, Debbie!”

Debbie’s eyes flitted to her, brightly flaring. She blew a kiss and twisted her wrist a little, finding a new spot with her fingers. She lifted her eyes to her husband. “You gonna come in her, baby? Gonna put all your spunk up in her pussy?”

“In my hot pussy!” Jane rasped. “In meee…”

Doug’s eyes kept flitting from Jane to Debbie and back again. “So fucking hot…” He flipped his face to Debbie. “Let me…”

“What, baby,” she asked.

“Let me… lemme suck your tittes when I come in her baby…”

Debbie’s free hand began to stroke Doug’s back—from the center of it down to his ass and back up. “You wanna suck my little titties while you fuck her tight pussy? That what you want, baby? You wanna fill her cunt with your cum and suck your Debbie’s nipples?” She twisted and pulled her dark nipples until they stood out. “I’m such a dirty girl, aren’t I honey?” Pulling her hand away from their joined hips, she got to her feet on the bed next to him, bending so she could bring her tits to his mouth.

It was like throwing gas on a fire. Doug dropped his mouth onto Debbie’s chest, sucking loudly while his hips began to hammer into Jane. The room filled with the sound of his hungry mouth and their bodies slapping together.

Watching them, Jane couldn’t help but feel smug. She was so scared when she ran out of the bar, and even more scared when she walked back in. Feeling Doug inside her, watching Debbie’s eyes hood in pleasure as he sucked on her…it was wonderful.

Doug tore his mouth away from Debbie’s tit. “Oh fuck!” he gasped.

She grabbed him by the back of his neck. “Come in her! Give it to her!”

Jane’s hands clenched on the sides of his ass. She felt that magnificent instant that happens just when a man’s about to orgasm—his cock throbs with a steely pulse—“Come in me!” she moaned. She bore her kegels down as hard as she could, tightening her pussy around his shaft.

His voice was a low growl. “Oh shit! Oh shit oh shit oh shit!” He jerked his hips from side to side, his cock thrusting against her drenched walls. “Oh maaaannnn!” he cried as he erupted into her, pulsing tendrils of his hot sticky deep inside her needy hole.

Jane wrapped her legs around him, urging him on. “Oh baby! Oh baby!” over and over, feeling him throb and pulse, his hips bouncing her off the bed. Inside, the pleasure that had throbbed burst...spilling over the edge as the orgasm...a pulsing, throbbing fucking hot ‘O’ gripped her muscles tight.

Another thrust, less intense, and another one, even softer, and he was finished. He collapsed on top of her. “Oh fucking wowww…” he groaned. He was still rocking his hips, squeezing and coaxing every last dollop of his from his cock.

Jane bore down on her pelvis, squeezing and tightening around him, making him twitch. The full sated sensation was not lost on her either. It was delightful, that moment as the glow and passion pulsed and faded. She stroked the back of his head as he lay atop her; feeling Debbie’s hand caressing over hers.

She glanced up into her eyes. They were shining, and her face was quiet.

“That was awesome,” Jane said. “Thank you.”

Debbie’s eyes flickered. “You’re…welcome?” She looked at Jane dubiously. “I don’t have a clue what to say,” she added, shaking her head slowly. “My mind is completely blown.”

Doug lifted his head and looked from one woman to the other. “If I died right now, I’d go as a happy man,” he said. “This was incredible.” He climbed off and took Debbie in his arms. “I’m so sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…” he muttered over and over.

She stroked his head, nuzzling him into her shoulder. “It’s okay…I think…” she said. “We’ve been through worse, right?”

Jane’s eyes widened, hearing Debbie’s comment. What the hell could be worse than catching your husband about to fuck someone? She asked Debbie the question with her eyes.

Debbie shook her head slightly at Jane and mouthed ‘not now’ before grasping her husband’s shoulders and pushing him up to face her. Looking in his eyes, she said, “We got stronger after that, and we’ll be stronger after this,” she said to him.

Doug pressed his lips tightly together and slowly nodded for a moment. Then his eyebrows twitched and he gave a quick smile. “This episode went a lot better, huh?”

Jane snickered. “What do you mean, ‘went’, huh?” She rolled to her side looking at them. “We’re not done here, you know.” When Debbie and Doug looked over to her, she said, “I’m still horny, you know.” She crooked her finger at Debbie, then pointed to her midriff. “Clean up your hubby’s mess, hon.”

“I...” Debbie looked up at Doug, then back to Jane. “I’ve never—”

Jane waved her hand. “I know, I know…” she scuttled over to where Debbie had been earlier. “First time for everything…” Her eyes softened. “I’d like you to go down on me, hon. I’d like that very, very much…” Laying back, she spread her legs and felt a tendril of Doug’s cum leak out.

Debbie chewed her lip, staring at Jane’s crotch. “I don’t know if I feel ‘eeww’ right now or turned on…”

Doug gently pushed the back of her shoulder towards Jane. “I’m turned on enough for both of us,” he mumbled. “You’ll come around…”

Debbie took a deep breath. “Oh well, in for a penny, in for a pound, I guess…” Glancing up at Jane, she said, “I hope I do it right…” She nestled between Jane’s knees.

Jane glanced up at Doug. “She’s swallowed, right?” When he nodded, she looked back to Debbie. “This will taste even better—”

“Ugh! I never said I liked it!”

“You never said you didn’t!” Doug piped up.

Debbie flicked him a look. “That’s true…” She turned back to Jane. “Oh well…” she made a small smile. “I suppose I could handle it…” She put her hands on Jane’s thighs, grasping them. “Sure is a day for firsts…” and lowered her head.

Jane watched as she slurped at the tendril of thick cream nestled in the fold where her leg became her butt. Debbie’s mouth trailed down and back up and then began to lick at her pussy like it was a cupcake frosted with butter cream. Her tongue wide, she moved up and down Jane’s furrow. “That’s very nice,” she said. She reached down and patted the top of Debbie’s head. “You’re a natural…” She felt the breath of Debbie’s snort against her flesh and smiled before leaning back and closing her eyes.

She could hear Doug’s breathing over the sounds of Debbie’s mouth.

Debbie’s tongue felt dry as she flitted it out and over her furrow, teasing upwards towards her clit. Like a hungry kitten at a saucer of milk it flicked over her flesh, reaching her clit. Jane let out a sigh when Debbie opened her mouth and covered the top of her pussy, enveloping it with warm breath. Her tongue pressed in, broadly stroking Jane’s clit.

She flinched at the pleasure of another orgasm. “MMmmm…” she purred. “You can do that allll daaay…” She shimmied her hips.

Debbie moved her hands up Jane’s belly, now warmly stroking and fondling their way to her breasts. Each hand gently cupped a boob and Jane watched as Debbie stroked the sides and grazed her thumb across her button nipples. In a sudden move, Debbie grasped each tit hard, causing Jane to start, then relaxed and softly fondled. Debbie repeated the actions, creating a rhythm with her hands that matched the movements of her mouth and tongue.

Jane moved her pelvis down on the bed, nestling herself into Debbie’s hungry mouth. It was a dance of pleasure, with Debbie leading her up and up.

Her orgasms flowed this time, like an increasing tide. The first one was a gentle ebb of pleasure, lapping over her like a breeze. This one, urged on by Debbie’s hands, pulsed over her with a larger crest. Jane inhaled deeply, feeling a more intense orgasm wash through her. On and on it went, till her legs shimmied in the outpouring of pleasure.

When it passed, she let out a gasp and fell back onto the bed.

Debbie’s mouth relaxed for a moment, and nuzzled into Jane, rocking her head to and fro. Her hands came down from her tits and began to stroke and caress the sides of Jane’s hips.

The pause finished, she resumed licking and sucking again on Jane’s pussy.

The new sensations shot though Jane. “Oh!” she chirped; a little surprised. One after another, flushes of pleasure rolled over her. On their own, her legs began to bend and relax in the rhythm. “Oh this is good. This is really good…” she said.

In the distance she felt a larger wave form and gather strength. She shut her eyes tightly. “Just…” she said, “just keep at that! Keep that going babe!” Her voice was a hiss.

“Mmphh-hmmm…” Debbie replied, her mouth busily coaxing that wave.

Jane felt a surge pull away, like the undertow before a crashing roller. “Oh yeah! Here it comes! Keep it coming!” she spat out. Her hands made fists in the bedspread as she felt the swell of pleasure begin to burst out of her core; that molten moment just before the tumult. She rose up on her elbows to meet it head on.

It burst over and through her like a nova. “Aunghhhh!” she wailed, dropping back to the bed. “Awww-unnngh!” She spasmed and jolted from the flashes of pleasure bursting from her core, exploding through her body and soul. “Ohhhhh!” she moaned, “Ohhhhh!”

Instead of pushing Debbie away, she rode through it; every nerve ending in her body screaming in overload. Her legs scissored over Debbie as she rode on top, and under and through the enormous bursting rapture of pleasure. Gasping, she shut her eyes, feeling it wash over her.

It was absolutely wonderful.

Between her legs, Debbie became still. She moved her hand down and stroked the top of her head. Her lips barely moving, Jane whispered, “Day-um girl, you’re good!” She heard and felt the pulse of air from Debbie’s snicker between her legs. She lifted her head. “I mean…whoa!”

Debbie’s head rose, the smile on her lips highlighted from the sheen on her chin. Her eyes were wide in wondered puzzlement. “If you told me when I stormed into that bar that this would have happened…” she shook her head slowly. “Wow…just fucking wow!” She looked over at Doug. “I still want to kill you, y’know.”

He closed his eyes, nodding. “Yeah…”

“Me too, by the way,” Jane said. She reached down to Debbie. “I honestly didn’t know he was married.”

Debbie shrugged. “You also didn’t ask, right?”

“I never thought a guy could… or would…” Jane gave her head a small shake. “No. You’re right. I should have asked.”

Doug let out a sigh. Shaking his head, he said, “And I would have lied, Jane.” He dropped his head. “It wasn’t her bad, Debbie—it was mine.”

Jane shot Debbie a look and made a half smile. Debbie nodded and returned it. “Well, that was honest, right?” she said. Debbie nodded.

Doug took a deep breath and let it out. “I’m just trying to man up. I don’t like it, but there it is.”

“Keep the honesty going, and you’ll find it easier. Make a space where you guys can be honest and not worry about being judged…not by each other, anyway.”

Debbie snorted. “Oh, so you’re a marriage counselor, huh?”

Jane laughed. “Hardly! It’s just a line in a book about relationships.” She waved a hand at the room. “You do stuff like this, and you learn a lot about your relationship, you know?” She looked from one to the other. “What happened here was something special. I hope you guys can work out the rough spots.”

Debbie made a face. “Now that it’s over…” she shot a look at Doug. “I don’t know…”

Doug tilted his head. “Well, that’s honest, isn’t it?”

They got dressed and Jane rose to see them to the door. A few minutes later she watched them walk down the corridor towards the elevators.

They were holding hands.
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PLENTY MORE

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

DEAN WAS IN THE BAR WAITING for the text from Jane to head upstairs and join the party It was almost  an hour after he’d dropped her off; a lot longer than the other meet ups she’d been on had taken. He was watching the clock. He’d be calling her or else going up to the room on his own if he didn’t hear from her in five more minutes! Finally, finally, his phone buzzed with a text.

I’m coming down to meet you

His eyebrows arched up as he tapped his reply.

Everything OK?

Just wait for me

He drummed his fingers on the bar as he watched the entrance from the lobby.

Something’s wrong. The realization hit him like a slap in the face and he jerked to a standing position. He should head to the elevator. What if the guy went too far? What if he got all kinky on her? What the hell happened?

What if the guy hurt her?

A jolt of fear shot through him and he ran to the elevators.

Just as he got there, the doors slid open and Jane stepped out. She looked up at him with love in her eyes, but a funny expression.

“What’s going on?” he asked. He looked past her into the empty car. “Where’s Doug?” He looked back to her. “Are you okay?” She looked okay—a little ruffled around the edges, sure; but he didn’t see any bruises or anything really out of place.

Jane had a sort of wistful smile as she patted his arm. “I’m fine, honey.” She grasped his arm and started walking to the door to the indoor parking lot. “Let’s go home.”

***

She wouldn’t say anything to him other than assure him she was alright on the drive home, and he stayed silent.

When they entered their condo Jane said “I need a drink” and headed to the kitchen.

“Hey! What the hell happened!” He had been patient for long enough and his fear, frustration and curiosity exploded out of him.

She spun around wide eyed. “Whoa!”

“Don’t ‘Whoa’ me! You haven’t said a damn word since you got off the elevator! What the hell am I, chopped liver or something?”

Jane’s shoulders slumped at his outburst. “No, you’re not chopped liver.” She shook her head and gave a weak smile. “I prefer the expression ‘pate’ myself, but I guess it doesn’t ring as strong, huh?”

“Jane!”

Her hands rose. “Okay, okay. I’m sorry for being so quiet.” She stepped to him. “I wanted to try to figure out some stuff.”

“What happened, Jane.” His face was set, no more pussy footing around.

She began to tell him about Debbie’s appearance in the entranceway, and by the time she finished they were on the sofa in the living room, the dregs of two gin and tonics sitting on the coffee table.

“Think we’ll be hearing from them again?” he asked.

“I really don’t know,” she replied, shaking her head slowly.

“Do you want to?”

She chewed her lower lip, a thoughtful expression on her face. “No…I don’t think I do. What happened could have just as easily gone the other way—an ugly way. There could have just as easily been a cat fight in the bar, you know?” When Dean nodded in agreement, she continued. “I look at it as a one shot deal…two ships passing in the night, I guess. They got some stuff to work out between them that I don’t want to be a part of.” She nodded briskly. “At. All.”

“Yeah, I don’t blame you.” He let out a woosh of air. “When I was in the bar and got your texts, it scared the shit outta me…I thought he hurt you.”

She patted his leg. “I’m sorry; I just wanted you to not come up, and I wanted you to know that I was on my way down.”

“Yeah, I get that now; but at the bar…well, it scared the hell out of me.”

She nodded slowly. “Yeah, I can understand why…”

They both sat in silence for a moment, then at the same time drained their glasses. Dean tipped his empty at her. “Want another?” When she nodded, he stood.

“Let’s make them together,” she said, rising and following him to the kitchen. She just needed to be near him right now. And that was a good thing.

She looked at Dean over the rim of her glass as she sipped her drink. “Maybe I ought to stop and rejoin the normal world,” she said.

“Mmm…I figured that’s where you were heading.” His face was impassive.

“Sooo…what do you think?”

His lips pursed to the side before speaking. “When I got your texts while I was in the bar, a hundred scenarios of you getting hurt by some random guy flew through my head.” He nodded slowly. “So…yeah…I don’t blame you for wanting to back off.” He shrugged. “Shit, I want you to back off. This kind of stuff can get out of hand; tonight was a close call, right?”

She felt a sense of disappointment. She wasn’t going to deny that this evening’s events were a red flag; but she also knew that the sense of risk added a luscious spice. She’d miss that…

“Hey…” Dean said. “Doesn’t mean we can’t have fun anyway, you know. We’re just going to have to set some parameters.”

“Parameters. Sounds like a science project.”

“Okay, boundaries then.”

She rolled her eyes. “Now you sound like a schoolteacher!”

“Okay, how about ‘common sense’ then? Getting it on with a random guy looks good on paper, but in the real world you got to use some common sense. Finding out if the guy’s playing around on the side, is he some kind of nut case, things like that are just common sense.”

Jane shrugged and looked away. “Yeah…I guess so…”

“What if?”

She jerked her head back to him. “What if what?”

“What if we went to a place where you could screw any guy you wanted, but knew that you didn’t have to worry about the common sense issues.”

“Oh…like the Swingers Clubs we went to, huh?” Their first foray in Vegas at that club was exciting, and then going to Venus and Mars was pretty good… “But wouldn’t it get old? The same faces and stuff?”

Dean grinned. “What if it was an entire hotel filled with people like us? Or a cruise ship filled with people just as horny and just as liberated?”

“Yeah, right.”

“No! I’m serious! Did you know that there are Resorts for people like us? That they have cruises too?” Dean’s eyes went wide. “Shit, Jane—they have events where they fill up entire hotels with this!”

“Really?” She had been so into her own adventures that she never thought that there would be that many people in the world into this sort of stuff.

Dean nodded. “Yep.” He folded his arms with a smug look on his face. “There’s plenty more ways to get our jollies.”

Jane made an evil grin. “In that case big boy, let’s plan our next vacation.”

The End of Jane’s Hotwife Tale
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Of course I’d like you to join my Reader’s Club!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to 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!

[image: 3 in one cover for front matter copy.jpg]

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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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!

Wait! There’s More! LOL


The Hotwife Chronicles
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…

Click Here for Episode 1: An Indecent Marriage

Or...

Click here for all Three Episodes Value priced!

Pssst! Take one last peek! LOL


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!

Again, thank you for your readership!
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