
        
            
                
            
        

    
Jane’s Hotwife Tale Book 3

The Final Episode

HER WANTON NEEDS

A First Time Hotwife Tale

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

By

Mia Moore


About This Book

The final volume in Mia Moore’s best selling series.

Since that life changing trip to Las Vegas, Jane and Dean have been busy plumbing the depths of her newfound wanton-ness. By day, Jane’s a straight laced chef in the city’s best restaurant. But by night, when the full moon shines, she transforms into ‘JJ’, a hungry, insatiable woman with the morals of an alley cat. A cat in heat. She’s having a hot time, and Dean’s enjoying the adventures.

But playing with fire can get you burned, right? Dean’s found it a turn on, yes, but the more aroused he gets, the more jealous he becomes. Jane finds out the hard way that not everyone can be as liberated as she is.

Emotions are running hot, and so are their escapades!

Come along for the ride!

Special Bonus Included!




Also with this book is Mia Moore’s Best Selling Steamy Swingers Box Set a full length novel.

Published by Mia Moore

Copyright 2015, Mia Moore

ISBN: 978-1-988913-06-3

License Notes




This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to it and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

081621docxBNS


Contents

Chapter 1: Three’s The Charm

Chapter 2: Fiiinnne…

Chapter 3: Good Memories

Chapter 4: More Like An Order

Chapter 5: Wowsey Dowsey

Chapter 6: Rapacious Hotwife

Chapter 7: Bad Moon Rising

Chapter 8: Sounds Fair

Chapter 9: Bullshit

Chapter 10: Hmmm?

Chapter 11: A Match Made In Heaven

Chapter 12: We Met At A Wedding!

Chapter 13: Right And Wrong

Chapter 14: A Day For Firsts

Chapter 15: Plenty More

Author’s Note

Bonus Book: Steamy Swingers


[ 1 ]

THREE’S THE CHARM
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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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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!”
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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?
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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
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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.


[ 14 ]

‘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.


[ 15 ]

PLENTY MORE
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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

A Note from the Author

Yes, if you go to certain hotels in Montreal, you will find yellow sandwich signs under the sink in the Ladies’ restroom that say ‘Closed For Cleaning’. It was a dear friend that told me about that strategy Jane learned when she and Ryan got together!

Well, that wraps up Jane and Dean’s adventures as they forayed into her playing the Hotwife. I hope you enjoyed this series; I had a great time writing it.

You hear me say it over and over again how important reviews are. I risk becoming a nag to readers such as yourself because the simply are that important. Someday I’ll put up a blog post or something that talks about it in greater detail, for now, please believe me they’re important.

Hugs and stuff,
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Hey… I’m not done with you yet!




Keep on reading; I’m including with this release a Special Free Bonus of a book that I’m selling online right now! It’s title is ‘Steamy Swingers’…

Ever go on a Date Night? Hmmm…?

Well, for Anna, her husband Mason has some ideas of an exciting Date Night… let’s see what trouble they get up to!


BONUS BOOK
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Chapter 1

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

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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




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

We both know his words are a lie.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mason?”

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

I shake my head and smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh my God! A stripper joint!

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

“Hi. How are you doing today?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

“Anna, I’d like you to meet Carrie.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I don’t not like it.


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m waiting for someone.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Is it cheating if he’s there?




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Is he angry? Did this go too far?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anna…” Derek groans.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Face away from me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In a flash, Mason is in position.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got a confession to make.”

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

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


Chapter 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey!” I haul back and swing at him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Make it worth my while and I’m in.”


Episode 2: It Hurts… So Good!
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Chapter 1

Since that first night at the strip club, it’s like I have two alpha husbands. Derek is a laugh a minute and keeps Mason and I in stitches. He joins us for dinner most nights and stays late into the evening. It’s not always raucous sex but usually the three of us end up in the king sized bed.

Each of them either calls me at work or sends me a text once or twice a day. The first texts were horny, sultry and dirty, yes. But after a few days, they each started sending me either pictures or Twitter links of something they thought was cool and thought of me. Kind of romantic.

But it’s strange. No… not strange— different. I mean, I’m being wooed by two guys at the same time! They’ve each gotten into my panties a bunch of times, and instead of growing tired of me, they’ve switched it up. I never had two guys on a string before; but I remember Amber from college did and she played one guy off the other to no end!

Those two guys also dropped her after a couple of months.

Unlike Amber, I’m not trying to take anything from Derek nor Mason. Hell, I’m married to one of them! I’m enjoying myself a lot, and so are they. They’re not competing with each other; they’re just showering me with appreciation and thoughtfulness. And mind blowing sex.

I remember once staying at a five star hotel. In the bathroom there were a couple of switches you hit when you take a shower. When I stepped out of the shower, there was warm air blowing down from a fan unit in the ceiling, and at the same time, the tile floor had heated up. Mason and Derek are like that.

Although we talked about going to the swinger’s club, I’m putting it off. So far it’s been a whirlwind ‘honeymoon’ for us. The guys are totally up for it, but I’m enjoying being the centre of attention. Share that with other women? Not yet. I know this won’t last forever, but I want to milk it for all its worth for now.

Speaking of women…the whole gym situation. I’ve lost two pounds and I’m ahead of Carrie by a pound. Sheila is working both of us really hard. She’s also made no bones about the fact that she’s attracted to us.

A couple of weeks after the night in the strip club, I do a really strenuous work-out and after, I try to relax in the sauna. My headphones are on, as I sit naked in the steam, back propped against the wall, eyes closed and lost in music. What delights do Derek and Mason have planned for me later? Naturally, I’m horny as hell picturing them.

I don’t hear the door open and I’m only aware of another person in the room when the bench under me, depresses a little. I open my eyes and turn to see Sheila is there, sitting only inches away. I’ve only ever seen her in the yoga pants and tank top and try to disguise the surprise when I see her naked and smiling.

“Good work-out today.” Her hand drifts to my thigh and her fingers dig into the muscle, massaging the strain out. “I knew you were over-doing the leg lifts. How many times do I need to tell you? Small increases in the weights. Too much and this is what you get—muscle strain.”

My head lifts and falls back against the wooden wall, closing my eyes as she continues kneading the muscle. Her hand works higher and I suddenly become self conscious of the fact that my thighs have drifted apart. How much higher will she go before she stops of her own volition?

Since exploring my sexuality with Mason and Derek, I’m not as shocked or prudish about Sheila being a lesbian. Sometimes I catch myself staring at her chest, wondering what it would be like to touch and kiss a woman’s nipples.

Her hand massages the inner thigh muscle, a scant inch from the hollow below my pussy. A jolt of shock and pleasure cause my eyes to fly open when the back of her hand grazes the slit between my labia lips. Like I said, I’m horny and my clit is swollen, protruding a little. My pussy lips aren’t the only thing she’s touched.

Her gaze lifts from my crotch to my eyes and she leans closer. Her hand swivels and her fingertips spark electrical synapses of pleasure as she touches my pussy. We continue looking into each other’s eyes and my lack of protest spurs her on.




Fingers press into the furrow seeking my swollen nub of pleasure and I gasp when she finds it. My legs part farther still. I look at her breasts, firm and round as apples, topped by dark chocolate buttons. I reach and roll it in my hand. I want to lean over and take it in my mouth but moving would interfere with her finger on my clit.

She knows what she’s doing—dragging the pad of her forefinger softly along the underside. My heart thunders in my chest and I can barely breathe. In one swift, fluid movement she drops to the lower bench and pulls my ass forward to meet her tongue. Her mouth is hot on me. Her fingers slip inside, curling up, reaching for my G spot.

The fact that the door of the sauna can open anytime and someone can walk in and catch us, adds to the excitement. She licks me with her tongue extended so I can see a well as feel what she’s doing.

For some reason I feel power over this woman. Out in the gym, she may be my personal trainer but in here, she’s my bitch. She’s made it clear from the sneaky, accidental caresses, the wanton appraisal of my tits and ass when she thinks I’m not looking—she’s fucking hot for my body.

Well now she has it and her mouth on my pussy is both of our reward. “Suck it into your mouth. Fuck me with your whole hand.” I say it in a commanding voice. I’ve never spoken like that during sex! Hearing my voice be so direct inflames my desire. Sheila responds by nuzzling even deeper into my cleft. That instant of control and yielding … oh God. My hips spring to a life of their own, churning into her mouth.

I watch as she cups her hand, pushing her thumb down towards her pinky and slides it up into me. Oh shit I’m so full! She bends her head back down and sucks my clit as her hand twists and turns up inside.

I rock into her, press her face against me as the orgasm starts to claim my pussy. “Lick my cunt, bitch,” my voice guttural.

Sheila’s responding groan sends more vibrations through me. She attacks my cunt like it’s her last meal. I watch her as she plays with her pussy, mine grinding into her mouth, joining me in lust—forbidden and pure female.

When she rises, I taste my juice on her tongue and lips, we kiss with wide mouths, tongues lashing each other together like serpents mating.

“Did I bust your girl cherry?” Her breath and tongue are hot on my ear. “Was it good?”

My hands are filled with her tits, my thumbnails scrape hard across the pebbled surface. “Yes to both questions.”

“I have a private gym in my home. Come over and I’ll give you a real workout.” She holds my tits in her hands, squeezes them hard and a thrill goes through my body, straight to my clit.

I’ve never wanted a scene to continue as much as this. I’m ready for more, to force her onto the bench and taste her cunt, suck and lick while fisting her. She’s my she-bitch and I want to claim and conquer.

Footsteps outside and the door starts to open. I push her away. There’s barely time to grab my towel and headphones, straighten up and act casual.

It’s Carrie who enters. Her eyes flit from Sheila to me. I can tell that she knows what just happened but she smiles anyway.

Fuck. What is happening to me? It’s like my secret slut, a sexual demon has taken control of my body. First Mason and Derek and now Sheila?

I watch Carrie gracefully sweep the towel from her body and lay on her back on a lower bench. She’s got a great body, luscious boobs and a cut little landing strip tapering down to the slit between her legs. I risk a sideways glance at Sheila. Her eyes are half closed and her tongue slides along her lower lip but her gaze like mine, feasts on Carrie’s body.

Her hand slides along my thigh and we smile at each other.


Chapter 2

That evening, Mason and Derek are perched on the edge of the sofa listening to me recount the scene with Sheila in the sauna. Mason’s eyes almost rest on his cheeks, he’s so surprised, but Derek makes no bones about how turned on he is. He sinks back into the cushions and his hand is on the bulge in his jeans.

“Oh my God, that’s hot. I’d love to watch you with another woman, Anna.” He lands a playful punch on Mason’s arm. “How about you, buddy? That’s every guy’s fantasy.”

There’s a grin on Mason’s face when he turns to Derek. “For sure.”

When he looks across at me, his eyebrows are drawn together and the smile has faded. “I have to admit I’m a little confused…Not about the sex, of course but rather the mindset that came over you, Anna. When the three of us play, I’ve always considered you an equal partner. But when you were with Sheila, you were dominant—kind of a male trait. Frankly, I didn’t know you had it in you.”

“I know. To be honest, I was surprised. But fuck, it turned me on.” I lean forward and reach for my glass of wine on the coffee table between us. A mental picture of Sheila kneeling between my legs pops into my head. A jolt of pleasure spikes in my pussy and I gaze at Mason and Derek over the rim of the glass.

They’re both alpha—strong, with high sex drives and stamina. Many women would consider themselves lucky to land a hunk like Mason, handsome and smart as he is. Sure, I’m no slouch in the looks department and I work at keeping my figure, so his attraction to me makes sense. But, it was his imagination and confidence that led to Derek entering our lives.

It won’t last forever. Derek’s such a great guy—smart, funny and almost as good looking as my husband. There’s bound to be a woman just for him in his future. From what he’s said about his ex, he can do much better.

“A dominant head-space with another woman…or is it just Sheila?” Mason sits back and rests his head against the sofa back, looking at the ceiling.

“Fuck! Is there a way I can plant a video camera on you? My dick is dripping at the thought.” Derek presses his hand into his hard on, adjusting it.




Mason’s head tilts to the side and when he looks at me, dark eyes hooded, lips parted, my panties melt. I know that look. It’s a big part of the reason I fell for him.

“Would it turn you on to dominate me or Derek? I mean, just in a sexual scene to mix it up a bit.” He smiles and turns to Derek. “What do you say, Bro? Think you could get into that? Give it a try?”

“You mean, be Anna’s sex slave? Think I’m already there.” He gives a snort and turns to face me. “What would you have me do for you Mistress?”

Wow! My pussy swells and I’m barely able to control my voice when I reply. “For starters, remove your clothes. You too, Mason. You will be naked, kneeling on the floor when I return.” I stand up and hold my chin high, give my best haughty look as I calmly pass by them on the way to the bedroom.

I scamper up the stairs, suppressing a giggle at the surprise and yes, the turned on looks on their faces. What does a Dominatrix look like? I’ve got high, black leather boots, it IS Black Rapids after all, the snow’s already deep in January! The black lace corset will have to do. They’ve both seen it and next time, if there IS a next time, I’ll get a vinyl cat suit. One of Mason’s belts will complete the ensemble. For now, it’ll be my whip.

My heart is pounding hard and my hands shake a little as I strip and slip the corset over my hips, and tighten the laces at the waist. I glance in the mirror and adjust the cups, pull them down to free my breasts. Fuck, it’s a hot effect, especially to tease and torment them.

I slide the boots on and grab Mason’s belt from his closet. On impulse, I take a silk tie as well. Slowly, I descend the stairs and plant each foot with purpose as I cross the hallway and enter.

They’re on their knees in the centre of the room, facing the doorway. When they grin I hold the belt in a loop before me and snap the leather together, hard. The loud thwack gets their attention and their smiles fade.

“Mason, stand up.” I watch his puzzled look as he rises, see Derek waiting, a small smile on his face.

“Derek, you will take this tie and blindfold him.”

As Derek gets up and walks towards me Mason speaks. “Anna…uh…”

“Silence. You will speak only when I say you can. Do you understand?” Oh my God, I’m a natural at this.

“Yes Ma’am.” There’s a smirk on his face when he answers.

Oh boy. You’ll pay for that. I watch Derek secure the blindfold and stand back waiting for the next order.

“Derek, tonight you’ve won the honor of being my sex slave.” I walk over to him, brushing my leg against Mason’s on the way by. I sit on the large wooden coffee table and lean back, resting my elbows on the hard surface.

“On your knees. Attend to my pussy like a good boy.” I spread my legs. His cock is big and juicy and I’m tempted to trail my fingers over it but instead I smile and watch him fall to his knees. This is affecting Mason as well…he’s got a nice chubby going on.




Oh fuck, his fingers part my pussy lips and he almost dives in, tongue extended. “Yeah, that’s good. I always like it when you treat my clit like a piece of candy. Circle your tongue… Suck it into your mouth.” Oh my God, he’s usually good at this but now he’s so eager to please.

“You may touch yourself. Get it hard for me.”

He moans into my pussy and flicks his tongue across my clit. “Oh yeah baby, just like that.” He’s got me so hot, I want his cock filling me but not yet. The game has just started.

I glance up and see Mason’s hand move, about to touch himself. I allow him a few strokes before I order him to stop.

I place my hand on Derek’s cheek and his eyes flash up and meet my gaze. I signal to him with a finger crossing my lips, adding a wink for emphasis. He nods but his eyes are question marks.

“Derek, you’re a good sex slave. I’m almost ready to come, you’re so good. Look at your cock, so hard and ready to fuck me. Good boy.” I push his head away and sit up, once more signal for him to be silent.

As quietly as I can, I stand up and move closer to Mason. “Derek, look at poor Mason’s cock. He’s not allowed to touch it and it looks so lonely hanging out there so hard and horny. I want you to give him a hand, so to speak.”

I watch Mason flinch and Derek’s eyes become round. It’s hard not to giggle as I reach forward to massage Mason’s cock with my hand instead. When I touch it, his hips jerk backwards.

I turn my head and try to throw my voice. “Mason! Stand still.” I flick the belt so that the end of it snaps his ass. He lets out a surprised yelp but otherwise stands still.

His cock hasn’t lost any of its hardness. If he was really resistant to being touched by Derek, it would, wouldn’t it? My hand closes around his cock, just below the bulbous head. I stroke him the way I think Derek would, quickly towards the base and slower, a rolling pull to the head.

There’s a sharp intake of breath and his head falls back, lips parted. Oh my God! He thinks that Derek is doing this and he likes it! Fuck, my pussy creams at the thought of watching my two guys get it on.

And why the hell not? They think they have dibs on same gender sex as a turn on or something?

Derek slides silently closer, almost touches Mason’s leg. His hand hovers above mine which is still stroking Mason’s cock. He looks at me and signals for me to step back. As my hand leaves my husband’s cock, his is there to take its place.

Oh my God, his hand is so much bigger than mine and when he pulls and pushes on Mason’s shaft, experience shows. Mason’s hips rock in tandem with Derek’s hand. A dribble of pre-cum appears in the slit. It’s both mesmerizing and erotic as hell watching Derek jerk Mason off.

I take a step back and feel the arm of the sofa against my ass. I settle one cheek onto it and spread my legs. My fingers slide to my clit and my lips fall apart. “Suck him, Derek.” It comes out low, almost a growl. This is really getting to me.

Derek wastes no time in obeying. His mouth opens wide and slides down to the base of Mason’s cock. He’s deep throating him? Holy cow that’s hot. And Mason thinks so too, from the way his breath hisses through his nostrils. His hand flies to Derek’s head, pulling him harder onto his cock.

I’m so close to orgasm, it’s an effort but I manage to pull my hand away from my pussy. “Stop.” I get up and slip by Derek whose eyes are almost as wide as his mouthful of Mason’s cock.

I untie the blindfold and throw my arms over Mason’s shoulders, kiss his neck and bite him playfully. “You like this! Why did you never let me know?”

“Jeez Anna. Now is not the time for that discussion.” He strokes Derek’s head as he gazes down at his cock sliding from his friend’s mouth.

“But what about Derek, huh? And me, for that matter?” I step around him and touch Derek on the shoulder. “Think you could do that and fuck me at the same time?”

He grins up at me, his hand still fondling Mason’s cock slowly. “I’m up for the challenge. Do I get a prize?”

I take his hand from Mason’s shaft, pull him to his feet and kiss his lips softly. The taste and smell of Mason is on his lips-- delicious. “The swinger club, tomorrow night.”

Grinning, he steps to the coffee table, lays on his back, takes his turgid cock in hand and wags it at me. “Bring it on Mama!”

Oh fuck, the sight of that huge, polish sausage slapping against the firm, muscular stomach sends a thrill to my clit. I step forward, and straddle him, legs spread so far, it’s almost painful. My fingers circle the thick base of his cock, holding it straight; an arrow I intend to take deep inside.

He teases my nipples, scraping his thumbnail across them and pinching as I lower; his cock fills and satisfies my ache for male meat. Ohhh…the curve of it pressing against my G spot. I roll my hips, pulling and pushing his cock, reveling in the sensation.

Mason’s fingers graze my cheek as he steps by me and squats lower, his groin and turgid shaft close to Derek’s face. He strokes it slowly, pushing forward, like it’s a gift offering.

I stroke my clit slowly, riding the line just short of orgasm as I watch my men. Derek rises, props his torso on his elbow and welcomes Mason’s gift. His hand replaces Mason’s and he massages the cock with skill and affection, watching Mason’s face. It’s a man moment that women with husbands, rarely see. 

Derek glances over watching me ride his cock and smiles. He turns back to Mason and his lips brush the thick helmet before him. A drizzle of pre-cum coats them before his tongue licks it off. His mouth opens wide and there’s raw hunger in his movements, striving to take all of the thick cock inside.

An undulating hollow appears in his cheek and I know his tongue swirls, alternating with sucking on it. Mason turns to look at me, his breath fast through slack lips. He rocks into Derek, slowly at first and gaining speed. He’s close to coming.

The sight of my guys, their lust, floods my pussy anew. My fingers drag the slippery wetness from my opening to my clit. It’s firm and protrudes from pussy lips stretched flat, accommodating the thick cock inside me. My fingers thrum and I clench my inner muscles tight. Derek feels the tightness, moaning on the cock inside his mouth.

“Ah yeah Bro, suck it!” Mason’s head falls back, eyes squeezed shut, pumping fast into Derek’s mouth.

My hips grind against Derek, pushing him deeper…“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…” I ride his cock like I’m breakin’ eight—a cowgirl holding on with her cunt. Lust, delicious decadent lust fills me, stretches me farther yet, when Derek’s cock shoots hot cum almost to my throat.

I’m lost, floating on a cloud of ecstasy, my cunt and glazed eyes filled with male hotness—Mason spurting into Derek’s mouth, a dribble of it escaping and drooling down his chin.

We stay like that for a few moments, joined in love and lust, basking from the joy of our union.

I feel closer to Mason than ever before. And proud. The strength and confidence, in himself, in US, that he must have felt to do this—to just BE--loving and sexual with Derek.

My bi-sexual husband. I’d do anything he ever asked after seeing him with Derek.

And Derek…he’s Mason’s gift to me. A sexy guy friend, we both cherish.


Chapter 3

Derek stayed the night. The three of us laughed and snuggled in the king sized bed until the wee hours of the morning. One other really HOT thing happened as well. This is where the benefits of working out regularly really pay off.

The guys were ready for more sex. It didn’t end in the living room. When I returned to the bedroom after a long steamy shower, they were at it again. This time it was Mason kneeling in front of Derek, giving him head.

I stop and whisk the bath sheet from my body, step close to Mason and run my fingers through his hair. One of his hands leaves Derek’s cock and finds my pussy, fingers dipping into my still slippery honey-pot to slide smoothly over my clit.

Derek’s arm circles my shoulders and draws me close. He kisses me long and deep, our tongues dancing lovingly together as my husband pleasures us.

Mason’s hand drifts to the inside of my thigh and pushes, until my foot rests on the side of the bed and my pussy lay open. His mouth leaves Derek and with tongue extended, he dives onto my swollen slit. Oh fuck it’s nice. He licks my clit and sucks it into his mouth, rolls and flicks his tongue over my hot nub of lust as Derek’s tongue explores my mouth.

Mason stops just when my hips take on a life of their own, working my pussy into his mouth, well on the path to orgasm or as the French call it, the little death. He switches back to Derek’s cock, sucking and slurping on it, like it’s a giant lollipop. Never missing a beat, his fingers press into my cunt, all of them, filling it as full as any cock would.

Oh Jeez, the man’s coordination! In another life he could have been a drummer, the way his hands move so independently – stroking Derek in tandem with his mouth deep throating, while almost fist-fucking my cunt.

Derek breaks off the kiss, gasping and rocking back and forth into Mason’s mouth. “Hold on, buddy. Let’s take this onto the bed before we all collapse.”

Mason rises and I kiss him, murmur how much I love him, how sexy and hot he is before we join Derek on the bed.

Have you ever tried sixty-nine with two guys? It’s actually called a daisy chain, I think. We form a circle—Derek applying his expert tongue skills to my pussy, while Mason gobbles Derek’s naughty bits. And me? The specialty of the house, Mason’s hot cock.

***

After another romp in the morning, the three of us are now shopping in a sex store, preparing for the evening at the swinger’s club. I rifle through the rack of scanty, sexy, club-wear as the guys patiently wait. The sales lady has given up on trying to help us. We’re having too many laughs and giggles and her recommendations fall on deaf ears.

I hand another outfit to Mason and continue my search when a hand on my shoulder and voice whispering in my ear stops me cold.

“You still need to lose three pounds for that one, don’t you think?”

My head swivels and a smile spreads across my face seeing my gym competitor—Carrie. “Fuck you. I’ve got you cold. Shouldn’t you be in the plus size area?”

She punches my arm and we break out laughing.

“Seriously, what are you doing here? Got a hot date night with your hubby?” I grin at her and notice Mason and Derek hovering. “Sorry. Mason, this is my gym-rat friend, Carrie. Carrie, my husband Mason. And err…this handsome rascal is a friend. Derek meet Carrie.”

Both Mason and Derek scramble to shift the outfits to the other arm and extend their hands to her. I smile and shake my head at their obvious attraction. But who wouldn’t be? She’s petite, curvy, a double D and has the friendliest smile and let’s face it…she’s gorgeous.

“Nice to meet you.” She laughs and then blurts it out. “I must say, it is pretty liberal of you Mason, to bring your friend when Anna’s trying on slutty club-wear.”

Derek steps forward and puts his arm over Carrie’s shoulders. “I’ll be happy to give you my opinion on any outfit, Carrie. No charge. Hell, I’ll help you with zippers, buttons, laces, just name it.”

“Seriously? You’d do that for me? What a guy.” She removes his arm just as a tall, smiling man appears at her side. He’s drop dead gorgeous and from the way he looks at her, he’s obviously nuts about Carrie.

“Josh, this is my girlfriend from the gym, Anna. And these two guys are Mason, her husband and Derek the fluffer.” She reaches up and tweaks Derek’s face. “Gotcha.”

“Oh Mama. Do that again. I like it when they’ve got a little fight in them.”  

Giggling, she turns to her husband and murmurs. “He has no idea, does he, darling?” When Josh rolls his eyes, it’s obviously some kind of private joke between them.

For the first time, I notice the dress that Carrie has tucked under her arm. “Let’s see it. How sexy are you gonna be tonight? Red hot or street-walker?”

She shakes her head and holds it up to her body, prances and throws her hip to the side.

At Mason and Derek’s wolf whistle, a chuckle escapes my mouth. It’s a green satin, with a scoop neck, backless and just barely covers her ass. There’s no way she’s wearing THAT at any conventional club. I wonder…

“God, it’d be great to see you guys tonight, maybe have a drink together. What club are you going to?” I look straight into her eyes, a small smile on my face, a moment of truth or dare.

“The Oooohs.”She turns quickly, sheltering her mumbled answer.

“What? Sorry, I didn’t catch it.” I place my hand on her shoulder and give it a gentle tug.

She spins around and there’re sparks in her eyes, chin held high when she answers. “The O Zone. It’s a swingers club. We’d love to share a drink or a bed with you.”

Oh fuck! My jaw drops down to my pussy and nudges my clit, waking it with a pulse of electricity. Carrie’s a swinger! She’ll be there, lookin’ all sexy and hot. A flashback of her laying naked in the sauna sears my brain.

“That’s where WE’RE going! All three of us. It’ll be our first time. I’m so glad that you’ll be there when we bust our cherry.”

Josh steps forward and throws his arms around me, kisses my cheek before grasping Mason and Derek’s hands and clapping them on the back. “Welcome! How about you sit with us? We’ve got a great group of friends and you’ll fit right in.”

***

I look out the car window straining to check out people going into the club. The lights over the doorway and on the signs are a brilliant contrast to the darkness of the industrial park neighborhood.

A couple in their late twenties cross the parking lot and disappear through the door. It could be any nightclub downtown that they’re going to—him in a sports coat and her wearing an overcoat that hangs below her knees—except I’ve got a feeling she’s not wearing much under that coat.

The same as me. I shiver even though Mason has the car heater on and I too, have a trench coat over my dress. It was tough choosing between Mason’s favorite and Derek’s, so I bought both. From what I’ve read about these places, it’s not unusual for a woman to change outfits half way through the evening.

“I think that’s Derek pulling in right now.” Mason leans over the steering wheel, peering through the windshield.

I glance at him and then look at the headlights of the car pulling into the lot. Oh God. A swinger’s club. If anyone had told me a few weeks ago even that I’d be dressed, or rather half dressed, about to go into a swingers’ club, I would have asked what cheap drugs they were on. Now, here I am. As my Dad used to say, ‘it’s a long road that doesn’t have a turn.’

Mason turns in the seat towards me and places his hand on my knee. His eyes bore into mine, and there’s concern on his face. “Any second thoughts?”

“No, but I’ll admit I’m nervous as hell.” That’s an understatement. The butterflies in my stomach are being all kamikaze.

“Makes two of us for what it’s worth.” He squeezes my leg. “If it’s too much and we hate it, either one of us, we ask for a Bloody Mary, okay? Surely, Carrie and her gang won’t pick up on that. I mean, they seem kind of nice.”

A tap on the driver’s side window and I see Derek’s face.

“But what about him? Does Derek know our signal?” I whisper and return Derek’s grin.

“Don’t worry. I’ll let him know. If that happens, he might decide to stay anyway.” Mason opens the door and claps Derek on the back.

The butterflies do a free fall. Yeah, Mason’s right. Derek is under no obligation to do what we do. He might hook up with someone and that’ll be that. It’d be good for him. So why does the thought of it make me uneasy? Oh for God’s sake, Anna! I’m resentful at the idea. No… jealous. I shake my head at myself. This is definitely a situation that you’ll never hear discussed on Dr. Phil. Jerry Springer probably has done a dozen shows on it though.

The door opens and Mason takes my hand. My steps are slow and mincing in the impossibly high heels. It’s a good thing I brought a back up pair.

Derek appears on my other side and kisses my cheek before looping my arm through his. “Beautiful and sexy as usual, Anna. Is that new? The perfume?”

“Yes. Like it?”

“I’ll like it better when that’s all you’re wearing. Yowl!” He bends down and kisses my ear, sending a fresh shiver through me.

“I hear you, Bro.” Mason grabs the brass door handle and opens it for Derek and me to pass through.

We step inside a large anteroom, the corners adorned with nude Greek-type marble statues and a high counter on the opposite side. Behind it, a pretty woman stands finishing the paperwork for the couple who entered ahead of us.

“Welcome to the O-Zone! You’re all together?” Her heavily made-up eyes scan Mason and Derek. “I mean, Saturday is a couple’s night. The number of single men allowed in is limited. Single women, unicorns--no problem.”

Oh no. I glance at Derek and see the smile vanish from his face.

“We’re together. No single guys here. It’s a variation on polyamory.” Mason steps forward, flashing his best flirty smile.

“It’s okay Rachel. They’re with our table.”

I turn to see Josh walking to the desk. Wow! He cleans up pretty well in the dark leather pants hugging slim hips and a white button down shirt. A few buttons are left open, revealing a gold chain, an edge of dark chest hair and a tattoo.

“Go ahead and sign in guys.” He takes my arm and leads me to the far wall where a long rack of coats hang. “Let me help you.”

I slip out of the trench coat and hand it to him. “Thanks Josh. I didn’t think there’d be a problem for us to get in.”




“Very nice…sexy.” His eyes travel over my breasts, bare above and between my nipples, the tight, blue fabric ending just above my navel. The skirt part hugs my hips flaring into a saucy flounce that kiss the tops of my thighs. “Oh it’s no problem. They try to control the number of single males and since you’re new…well, that’s why I kept an eye out for you.”

“Thanks!” I smile up at him, falling into the dark, chocolate eyes, lips pulled up in a quirky grin. “You look pretty good yourself.” Will I be fucking this hot piece of male sexuality before the night is through? A pulse of electricity sparks through my pussy at the prospect.

“Thanks Josh. Let me buy you a drink for that.” Derek sheds his leather jacket and hangs it up.

“No problem.”

I glance to the counter, which the woman, Rachel, leans on, displaying a river of cleavage for Mason. He finishes signing and hands the money and forms to her with a chuckle. Obviously she’s been chatting and flirting with him. He’s got to turn the charm quotient down or risk getting hit on by every woman in the place. I shake my head and grin up at him when he joins us.

“She was pretty cute. I think she likes you.” I snuggle into his arm and wink.

“Who? Rachel Coulter? Worked her for three years, gets off at midnight and is always ready to join the fun? That Rachel?” He kisses the tip of my nose and leads me into the bar area, following Derek and Josh.

Derek turns and nods his head at the bar. “I’ll get this. It’s crowded and I’ve got sharp elbows.”

I stand next to Mason looking around like a tourist seeing the Big Apple for the first time. Small round tables, mostly occupied with men and their sexy women, border a dance floor that’s half filled with people. The music has a throaty beat and the area is dimly lit, bright spots of light, reflections from a mirrored globe streak over the dancers.

A woman, every curve highlighted in a tight sequined dress, swings around a gleaming gold pole, while her partner and another couple stand beside it, watching.

A swarthy middle aged man brushes by me, taking the opportunity to eye my chest and give me a thumbs up and grin as he pulls his wife along. When she slides by, in a scoop neck, red dress, her gaze also settles on my cleavage and she licks her lips and smiles. Oh my God. Such open wantonness and a woman showing appreciation of another woman’s assets, even after seeing her husband ogle my breasts. This is unbelievable.




Josh takes a couple of the drinks that Derek hands him and gestures for us to follow. He leads us, snaking through people standing, chatting and laughing, down an open corridor that borders the dance floor, and sofas and set in small conversation pits. Almost at the end, is a larger section where Carrie sits, laughing and tapping the hand of a blonde, bombshell next to her. There are three couples there already but I notice enough empty seats for Josh and us.

When Josh sets the drink in front of Carrie, she leans back to see around his body and our eyes meet. Immediately she jumps to her feet and envelopes me in a bear-hug, kisses my cheek in the process.

“I’m so glad you guys came!” She holds me at arm’s length and her eyes take every liberty in their lewd assessment of my dress. “Oh my God Anna, you’re flaming hot! You make me wet just looking at you. I can’t imagine how the guys are managing.”

For a second, I’m speechless. I’ve never been in a club where a woman would both hit on and compliment me at the same time. And Carrie! In the green satin dress, loose and low neckline, the milky white orbs or her breasts jiggling with every move…she wasn’t the only one getting hot and wet.

On impulse and before I can stop myself, honestly, my hand lifts and cups her breast, kneads it softly. It’s supple with just the half moon of a dark nipple pressing up. “Sorry, they look so good, I had to touch.” I tear my gaze from her flesh and look down into her eyes.

“Now that’s a greeting, I love. “Her hand covers mine and together we roll her breast as she rises on tip toe to kiss my lips. It’s so soft and sensuous that everything else around me disappears.

Derek inserts himself between Mason and I and speaks in a hushed voice close to Carrie and me “Oh wow! I love this place already.”

Carrie eases back and smiles at him. She turns to me once more and places her hand on the small of my back, rising to whisper in my ear. “I want to continue this later.”

Her breath on my ear is hot and moist, just like the effect her words have on my pussy. I’m in a daze when she steps away and sits down again. She pulls the chair next to her out, and motions for me to sit beside her.

“Looks like I lost my spot. Mason, Derek, have a seat here and I’ll shift down the table.” Josh touches the two empty chairs beside the one where I sit and takes a seat closer to the others.

I glance at the couples sitting there, notice their welcoming smiles, how sexy they all are. Any butterflies fluttering their wings in my tummy are silenced.

“Everyone! This is Anna, her husband Mason and their friend Derek.” Josh’s arm extends, indicating us. “Now for the hard part. I wish I had name tags.”

His hand sweeps to the woman sitting next to him, a blond lady with the bluest eyes and porcelain complexion, wearing a black lace top and velvet choker. “This is Sylvia,” His hand moves to the man sitting next to her.”And her husband Byron.”

Oh my God, he could be a double for Antonio Banderos! Talk about hooded, bedroom eyes looking at me like he’s already fucking me, knows that nibbling my neck while pushing deep into my G spot would make me melt into a gooey mess. Oh yes.

From the corner of my eye, I see Josh continuing, but I’m still spellbound by Byron, a guy who’s easily in his fifties. Do I have Daddy issues? I tear my gaze away and see the guy next to Byron—“Keith, Dani’s husband.”

He must have played football in college from the width of his shoulders and neck. His smile is contagious and I just know he’s got a great sense of humor as well as a rugged handsome face.

“This is Dani. And of course you know Carrie.” Josh finishes the introductions and takes a large swallow of his drink.

“Nice to meet you Anna, Mason and Derek. It’s your first time here?” Dani leans forward and extends her hand to each of us. She’s also blond, with Kewpie doll red lips, high cheekbones and the D cup breasts, spilling over the top of a hot pink dress. Is having a set of D’s mandatory at this club? It seems that most of the women are well endowed.

Before I have a chance to answer, Mason pipes up. “Yes, we’d heard about it and had to see for ourselves. I can’t believe how sexy everyone is! And friendly.”




“It’s funny you know, the sex is fabulous of course, but the friendships formed…That’s the amazing part for me.” Dani’s eyes open wide and she shakes her head, causing a lock of hair to brush her cheek.

“Getting naked and intimate with people…I guess that has to bring you close on all levels.” Carrie leans over the table aiming her remark at Mason but her hand drifts to my thigh.

“So you three play together? Is that your thing?”

I look at Keith. His face shows only curiosity, no judgment. Even so, I’ve read that male bi-sexuality isn’t celebrated at swingers’ clubs the way girl on girl action is. “It’s every woman’s dream—two hot and horny guys always ready.”

“You have to be a good girl and share the bounty, Anna.” Sylvia laughs and continues.” Just kidding, of course. No one has to do anything they don’t want to here. And as far as being a good girl…personally, I have a great time being bad.”

“I like bad girls. Especially when they come in a package like yours.” Derek nudges Sylvia with his shoulder and grins.  

“Oooo…I like this guy.” I notice her hand leave the table and from the angle of her arm, I know she’s stroking Derek’s thigh.

I watch for a moment and feel happy for him. I’m not jealous of him flirting and maybe even fucking Sylvia, the way I thought I would, earlier. They’d both have a great time. I just hope that I can watch.

“Sylvia’s right. No one has to do anything that’s out of their comfort zone. A lot of people never go beyond soft swinging and that’s okay.” Byron holds me captive in his eyes and I feel my face grow warm. Does he feel the attraction too? It’s almost a relief when he turns his gaze to Mason.

“Okay, soft swing where a couple has sex next to another couple fucking. I got that. But what about touching or kissing the partner of the other couple—not actually fucking?”

I glance at Mason and my jaw drops for a moment. He’s thinking of my reaction of him with another woman. God knows both of us have been totally turned on watching each other have sex with Derek. But another woman in the picture?

Am I ready to go there? Tonight? We had agreed to a soft swing, maybe ME with another woman…but Mason with another woman?

“Baby steps. If you both are interested but not sure how you’ll actually handle it, then take it slow. For example, Mason dances with Dani, close and sexy. Maybe kisses her and feels her up. You watch and see how it makes you feel, Anna. Mason, you need to keep touching base with Anna.” Byron sits back and takes a long sip of his drink.

His eyes meet mine over the rim of the glass and once more a thrill of pleasure swells through my labia. I’ve got to dance with him, feel his body next to mine. Is this something I have to run by Mason and Sylvia?

A song that I like starts to play and I turn to Mason. “Can we dance?”

“Sure Babe, I was just about to ask you.” He stands and takes my hand, leads me through the swell of sexy people to the edge of the dance floor.

It’s a slow song and we snuggle close, watching the dancers next to us. A couple sways to the beat, her long dark hair swishing across her back as their pelvis meet and rock together. He’s blond, clean cut in dark trousers and light shirt, even wears a tie. His hands cup the cheeks of her ass, tug the tight short skirt up revealing the crease and swell of her cheeks. When we turn, I notice her hand slither between them and end up rubbing his crotch.

Mason holds me tighter still and thrusts his hips into me, the hard-on rubbing into my tummy. “Anna, this is so hot. And Carrie’s friends…wow.”

“Would you like to try what Byron suggested? Dance with one of the women and kiss them, dance sexy with them? Just to see how I take it?”

He holds me away for a few moments, looking straight in my eyes. “Are you serious? You’d be okay with that? If you are… then, well…sure.”

I grin at him and place my hand on his cock. Oh yeah, it’s even harder now. “Which one would you like to fuck?”

“Oh Jesus Anna, all of them! YOU especially.” He pumps into my hand.

“Good answer.” I give his dick a squeeze. “Seriously. Which one first?”

“Promise you won’t be mad?” He slows to a halt, holding me, looking into my eyes.

“Promise.” I pause for a second and then blurt. “I want to fuck Byron.”

“What? He’s a lot older than you. But yeah, I get it. He’s pretty good looking.” He pulls me close again and strokes my back, murmurs into my ear. “I’d do Dani, in a heartbeat.”

This time I pull back from him and grin. “Not Carrie? If I were a guy I’d want to fuck her. Hell, I’m a girl and I want her. But sure, I can see Dani’s appeal. Double D appeal. She’s older too, you know.”

“God, I know! I’d like to smother in her tits.”

His cock is really hard now. “I think she’s attracted to you as well. And Derek…if he doesn’t end up fucking Sylvia tonight, then I’m losing it.”

His hand slides down and he grabs my ass, squeezes it so hard I almost jump back.

“What was THAT all about?” My eyebrows pull together and I scowl at him.

“Nothing. It’s just that I love you so much. It’s hard to believe that this all started when you found out I surfed swinger porn. Remember that night? We were open and honest with one another and look where it got us.”

I can’t stop the giggle that erupts from my mouth. “Yeah, at a swinger club about to fuck people we just met. I spoil you rotten, you know.”




“I know. But I prefer to think that maybe my openness brought us closer together. I mean, we share a friendship and great sex with Derek. That’s part of it. And here we are tonight, about to take another step that will bring us even closer.”

The song stops and we kiss like it’s our first kiss, long, slow and deeply passionate.

“Okay. So we’re cool with this, right?” Mason holds my hand to lead me off the floor.

“No. I’m not cool; I’m over the top, hot and horny.”


Chapter 4

As we walk to the table, we meet Sylvia with Derek in tow.

“Gonna’ teach this boy some sexy dance moves.” Her eyes glitter above high cheekbones and a perfect smile. Derek glows like a kid on Christmas morning, surrounded by presents.

“Isn’t this place something else! I feel like a guy who OD’d on Viagra—perpetual hard-on.” His eyes focus on a woman who tries to squeeze by us to get to the dance floor. Her dark eyes peer up under a fringe of straight cut bangs but it’s what the sequined bra is holding that has Derek’s attention.

“It’s amazing, all right.” Mason replies nudging me on the shoulder to keep moving.

At the table Josh and Byron are heavy into some conversation, huddled together while Keith sits casually back in his chair, arm draped over Dani’s. I take a seat next to Carrie once more and she turns and smiles before resuming her conversation.

“Uh…Keith. Anna and I talked on the dance floor about the baby steps thing.” Mason has to speak loudly to be heard over the throbbing beat of the song playing.

I see Dani and Carrie turn to watch him.

“Would it be okay if I danced with Dani and uh…you know—“

“Absolutely okay with me!” Keith grins and looks at his wife. “Dani? What do you think?”

“Well then, I’M dancing with Anna.” Carrie stands up and strokes my hair, pulls it off my shoulder.

The casual caress, a promise of much more, sends a scrumptious shudder through me. I rise at the same time as Dani and Mason.

“You’re in good hands, Mason” I thought Byron hadn’t noticed the exchange between Keith and Mason. His eyes flash to me and he smiles.

Carrie leads me to the floor, finger waving at the odd person as she walks. It’s obvious she and Josh are regulars.  She holds my hand and I can’t help noticing how small it is, like my own, soft, delicate.

When we slip into a vacant area her hands slide onto my waist and she begins to move. I hold her shoulders but when she wiggles closer, my hands slip to the silky skin of her back and lower. The top of her head only comes to my chin and I feel her lips press into the hollow of my neck. Her breasts settle into my midriff, comfortable and supple.

From the corner of my eye I see Dani and Mason, already dancing, bodies snug against one another. I turn Carrie and I in time to the music, to watch.

Dani’s hands roam over his back and she almost shimmies those grapefruit size boobs into his chest. He laughs and smiles down at her before leaning in and kissing her lips.

I freeze for a moment and Carrie looks up at me and then over to Mason and Dani kissing. She rises on her tiptoes and whispers into my ear. “Dani and Keith have been married for twenty years. They love each other very much.”

Her hands slide down to my ass to cup and knead the cheeks, pulling my hips closer into her.

She’s right of course. Dani isn’t a threat to what Mason and I have, anymore than Derek is a threat. We love each other and have a history. The first time seeing your husband kiss and be aroused by another woman is bound to be hard. I would almost have rather he groped her tits or ass than see that kiss though. Maybe that’s a limit for me…for now.

Carrie’s hands drift under the hem of my dress and tugs it up. Her fingers slip under the cheeks of my ass and graze the hollow where my leg ends and my pussy starts. Oh God, the anticipation of her touch blasts any thought of Mason and Dani from my head.

I slide my hand from her back and place it on her breasts. No bra, just firm, supple flesh under the dress. The hard button tip of her nipple is against my palm and I slide my hand so that my fingers scrape over it.

One of her hands leaves my ass and brushes my tummy, travelling down…Oh God, her finger presses my clit and I gasp, shoulders rocking forward. I glance at the people dancing next to us and see them swaying, hands freely moving over breasts and crotches. And Mason…

His hand covers Dani’s breast while she fondles his crotch. He kisses her neck and lifts his head and turns slightly, his eyes meeting mine. He arches his eyebrows and I give a slight nod. We watch each other as our dance partners stroke and rub, getting us more and more turned on. Fuck, it’s hot.

I smile and place my thumb and forefinger on Carrie’s chin, tilt her head up and we kiss. Her lips are soft, just barely brushing mine, our breath mingling as our hands caress each other’s bodies. I slip my hand inside the loose folds of the top of her dress, feel her warm, silky flesh fill my hand.

I groan as I bend and her finger leaves my clit but I need to feel her nipple between my lips. Her perfumed skin fills my nostrils as I lick the pebbled surface, suck the tip into my mouth. She sighs and arches her back, holds my head at her breast for a few more succulent moments.

I rise and glance at Mason. One arm is around Dani while his hand massages her bare breast, standing still, side by side and watching Carrie and I. His eyes are soft, lips parted, almost in wonder or….It’s probably arousal seeing that Dani’s hand is stroking his cock through the fabric of his pants.

The song ends and we look at each other, eyebrows raised, nodding the question. Before we have a chance to leave the floor, Byron is at my side. “May I join in?” His words are directed at Carrie.

She throws her arms around his neck and kisses him, a deep kiss before she pulls back and laughs. “I’ve seen you handle two women lots of times, Byron.”

The song that starts has a fast, primal beat and people crowd onto the floor. ‘I want to fuck you like an animal?’ That’s a song? Oh yeah.

Mason and Dani are lost in the people gyrating and bumping groins. Carrie spins and presses her back and ass into Byron. His hands hold her hips as he bumps his pelvis into her. Her hands flip her hair up and out as she wiggles and bends at the waist, meeting every thrust. It’s sexy and erotic as hell, a dance simulating fucking.

She twirls away and sways behind him, her hands wandering over his chest and stomach. He reaches for me and spins me easily, pulling my body into his. His erection is hard on the cheek of my ass and his hands adjust me so that it rubs between my cheeks. I try to move in time to the beat but it’s difficult when his hand slides inside my dress, holding my breast.

My arms lift over my head and back, bend to caress Byron’s hair. His lips are close to my ear, his tongue licks the lobes sending a red hot shiver to my core, when he whispers, “I want to fuck you like an animal, Anna. You want that too.”

Can a woman experience just a slice of an orgasm from words breathed, infiltrating all of her senses? I sigh, close my eyes and hang on for dear life, knees wobbly as the first taste of the pleasure he promises floods through me. Oh yeah.

After a couple of moments I turn and my chest presses into his. The back of Carrie’s hands touch my stomach and my hand grazes her fingers as I reach for Byron’s cock. It’s rigid and thick against my fingers.

I pull his head close to my mouth, lick his ear, while rubbing his cock. “I’m GOING to fuck you. Promise.”

Carrie’s hand slides on top of mine, both of us groping Byron’s cock. He turns and kisses me, long and deep. His tongue explores my mouth, and our lips just barely meet. He lets me know with the way it darts in and out what he’s going to do later. Jesus, everything fades as I suck it, the same thing I intend to do to his cock.

A small swat on the ass intrudes on the moment. I turn and Mason and Derek are watching me, small smiles on their lips. Sylvia leaves Derek’s side and she folds Carrie and Byron into her arms. Her eyes twinkle and her eyebrows lift up and down as a wicked grin spreads over her face.

“It’s time.”


Chapter 5

“If it gets too much, just say the word and it’ll stop. No harm, no foul.” Byron’s head is pressed into my breast as I sit on his lap.

Next to us, Dani and Mason sit close together, her leg draped over his as she lifts her glass to drain her drink.

The others have already gone to the playroom. I guess Byron and Dani wanted a final check to see that I’m okay with Mason fucking Dani. There’d be no problem with Mason watching Bryon and me; he’s had plenty of experience with that, since Derek entered our lives.

“I’ll let everyone know, don’t worry.” I ruffle Byron’s curly hair and kiss the top of his head. I’m pretty sure, I’ll be able to handle Mason and Dani together. I was okay with him touching her sexually on the dance floor. The kiss had been a shock, but I’m getting used to it.

“Okay, let’s go then.” Byron’s hands slide to my hips, urging me up.

Dani wastes no time popping up and taking Mason’s hand. And it’s not like he needs a lot of coaxing. He’s following her like a dog follows a bitch in heat. I suppress the giggle as a picture of him humping her leg flashes in my head.

I follow Bryon, also like a little puppy dog. What is with the dog analogies that stay in my mind? He leads me through a door and into an area filled with lockers. Pristine, white towels are neatly folded on benches that separate the rows of lockers.

We stop at two open, metal doors and he watches me as he unbuttons his shirt. Behind him, a couple of feet away, Mason’s bare back obscures any sight of Dani behind him, undressing.

My fingers clutch the hem of my dress and I lift it over my head, stand before Byron wearing only a black, demi cup bra, G string panties and thigh highs. His eyes roam over my body as he removes his shirt.

“Nice. Very nice.” His words are soft, seeping into every nook and cranny in my body.

His chest is dark with fine black hair. A sprinkling of grey appears between firm, rounded pectoral muscles, but not lower in the downy coating of tight abs.

I reach behind and unhook the bra, let it fall from my arms as I watch him unbuckle and lower his zipper. His cock strains at the fabric and he pulls the pants out to get past it. Oh fuck. He’s not wearing underwear and it springs loose, bobs heavily before pointing straight out.

I turn, slip my heels off and place my foot on the bench, resist the urge to sink to the floor and worship his huge cock with my mouth. I slide the stockings off and hand them to Byron. He’s naked and putting our clothes in separate lockers.

When he reaches for the metal hooks inside, the muscles in his arms show, the hollow in the side of his ass cheek. He may be in his fifties but he’s got the body of a thirty year old. He hands me the towel and then grabs another to wrap around his waist. His hand slips into mine and he leans forward to kiss me softly on the lips. “We’ll be right next to Mason and Dani. If you aren’t easy with him fucking her, don’t worry. It’s no chore for me to step in.”

I nod but there’s no way I’m NOT fucking Byron. Not only is he gorgeous, he’s nice, considerate.

I follow him to the end of the hallway and through a door. Inside the lighting is low with a red hue. We stand for a few moments adjusting to the light and atmosphere, scanning the area for Mason and Dani.

It’s a big room with king sized beds draped in white sheets along the outer edges. There’re actually a few spots where there’s a tier of beds at different heights, abutting each other. In the centre of the room is a low, round bed occupied with a couple who look to be in their early thirties. He’s lying on his back while she straddles him, knees bent, raising and lowering her ass on his cock.

A thrill goes through my clit as I turn to see other beds. Couples, foursomes, groups of people fuck and suck, flesh slapping, moans and groans of pleasure filling the air, exciting my senses. It’s a real mix of people, just like on the dance floor. Some are in the twenties but there are middle aged and even people who look to be in their sixties. As for bodies—a lot of women are cuddly, carrying some extra curves and not all of the guys are hard bodies.

Byron leads me to an area where two beds are set, side by side. Mason and Dani are sitting in the centre of one, his arm around her waist and hand stroking her thigh. He watches my face as we climb onto the bed beside theirs.

I knee walk to Mason’s side and hug him to me, kiss his mouth before looking straight into his eyes. “I love you. Enjoy yourself.”

Byron smiles and holds me close when I return to his side. He’s taking it slow, kissing my neck and rolling my breasts in his hand, allowing me to watch Mason. I reach for his cock and sigh when it fills my hand, almost too thick around to close my fingers together. For a moment my eyes shut, giving in to the shivers he sends through my body, kissing my neck.

When I open them, Mason is on all fours above Dani, his mouth and hands on her breasts. His cock is hard, pressed tight to his stomach. Her fingertips caress the tip of it.

“How are you doing?” Byron whispers in my ear and begins a trail of kisses down my neck and chest.

“I’m okay. Actually, it’s sexy as hell watching them.” I murmur an answer watching Mason slide his hand between her legs, slowly stroke her pussy.

“Good.” His reply is muffled, spoken between love bites on my breasts.

When he takes my nipple into his mouth, bites it softly, I feel it in my cunt. A fresh wave of wetness dribbles onto my pussy lips. The way he sucks and licks my nipples drives me crazy for more, especially with his cock in my hand.

He bends to kiss my stomach and his cock slips from my fingers. I moan and reach for it but he slaps my hand. “Later.”

His leg swings between mine and he pushes my thighs apart. His eyes meet mine for a moment and his face is the embodiment of lust--hooded, smoldering eyes, lips parted and straight. He pulls at my ass, lifts and spreads my pussy for his mouth.

When his tongue dances on my clit, I groan and clutch his head. He’s teasing me, just barely touching it. Again, he slaps my hands and pushes them off. He’s definitely in control of my body and knows it. I spread my legs as wide as I can and arch my pelvis up, open myself for his touch.

His tongue flicks quickly over the surface sending sparks of pleasure through my clit, making my cunt feel oh so empty and hungry to be filled.

I turn my head to the side and see Dani sucking Mason. He’s on his knees and she’s bent, her hand stroking his cock while she takes him deeply inside her mouth. He looks up and I smile at him. Her pendulous boobs sway back and forth as she rocks, sucking him in and then rising to release. His hand lifts her hair out of the way. Now we each see her face and his cock sliding into her mouth.

Byron’s fingers slip inside me and pump softly in and out, his mouth sucking my clit between his lips and ravishing it with his tongue. The sensation is exquisite; his experience shows. I fall into it, pump my hips in time to his hand fucking me. Next to us, Dani is working Mason’s cock, making slurping sounds she’s sucking him so hard.

Oh fuck…I don’t want to come…not yet but it starts. I try to pull away from Byron, to get him to finally fuck me but he’s got me locked with his hand gripping the cheek of my ass.

He stops just long enough to command, “Come for me, Anna. Now.”

“Uh..uh..uh…” I grunt, clutching his head, arching my cunt, squeezing his fingers as the wave of lust consumes my pussy, spreads through my body.

I watch Mason pumping into Dani’s mouth and I’m lost. Lost in lust for me and for Mason.

Byron stops and lifts his head, climbs higher on the bed so that he’s above me. His face glistens with my wetness and he bends to kiss me. I taste myself on his tongue and lips.

He pulls back and turns his head to watch Mason and Dani. “Isn’t it hot, watching them?”

“Oh fuck, yeah.” I’m still trying to catch my breath.

“Wait till next week.” He turns and kisses the tip of my nose.

His hand lowers and I feel his cock slide through my pussy lips before pressing against my opening.

“What do you mean?” How could this be hotter? Unless…it’s an orgy?

“You and Mason will relive this night for a couple of weeks. The sex between you will blow your mind. Until…” He pushes hard into me, makes me gasp from the sudden fullness.

“Oh fuck…until what?” Oh no, he withdraws slowly, making me ache for it to fill me again.

He thrusts hard. “Until you come back and re-charge your batteries. There’s a world of pleasure in front of you, Anna.”

“Show me, please.”

“No, let’s show your husband.” He withdraws and sits back on his haunches. “On your hands and knees. I’m gonna fuck you like an animal.”

His face is almost stern when he looks at me.

Men never tell me what to do, they ask. My clit sparks to life once more, just from the growl in his voice and the commanding look.  I flip over and present my ass to him, arch my back giving him full access to my cunt.

His fingers slide inside me and roll back and forth. It’s so erotic to kneel on my hands and knees, exposed to his touch, ready for his command. The fact that he continues, fucking my slippery hole with his fingers, sliding them over my clit…Makes me wait, fills me with wicked craving for his cock. I want to scream ‘fuck me’ but I moan instead.

“Tell me, Anna. What do you want?” Again his voice is low, hoarse, a rumble in his throat.

I hear his desire, feel the heat of his body so close to mine.

“Fuck me. Really hard and brutal.” I want to be taken, ravished.

“What’s the magic word, little girl?” His fingers slide in and out and his thumb slides to my asshole, presses it.

“Please, please fuck me.” It’s a whimper born of lust and hunger. He’s not only fucking my cunt; he’s fucking with my mind. Never before, have I begged for it. Tears well in my eyes while my cunt releases hot wetness.

When he raises, thighs brushing against the back of my legs and holds his cock at my opening, I gasp and bite my lower lip. I’m braced, ready for his thick shaft to invade the softness of my inner walls.

Instead, he slides his cock down, agonizingly, slowly to my clit and up again. Oh God, past my aching hole…presses it against my asshole. Oh Jesus, just stick it in me. Anywhere.

“UH..uh…” A guttural growl rolls from my throat when he thrusts into my cunt. My aching, needy hole. His fingers dig into the pillows of my ass, pulling me back hard as he pumps deep.

I knew sex with Byron would be hot. This is WAY better than I would ever have dreamed.

“Squeeze it, little girl. Clamp down. You may play with your clit but you can’t come until I tell you.”

My eyes shut tight; every muscle in my body tenses as I obey.

“Fuck, you’re tight.” He pumps into me and breaks his grip on my ass long enough to slap it.

My hand flies to my clit and I finger myself, riding the edge, almost ready to explode in an orgasm.

He pumps into me like a jackhammer, hard and fast, grunts his pleasure.

“Oh yeah, baby. Just like that… Come for me, Anna.”

A tsunami of raw lust kidnaps my body, as hot, thick cum explodes inside me. My legs tremble and I grasp the sheet in my hand, head thrown back, soft mewls mixed with ‘please, please’ escaping my lips. His hand fists my hair as he pumps one final spurt deep inside.

“Holy fuck, Anna. I’ve never seen you come like that.”  Mason is beside me, his hand stroking my arm.

I feel the bed depress and turn to see Dani kneeling beside Byron. “You wily, fucking fox.” She kisses his mouth. “You always know, don’t you?”

“Of course.” His cock slides out and he flops onto the bed beside me. I collapse, landing almost on top of him.

Dani shifts her attention to Mason, puts her arm around his shoulder and kisses his ear.

He places his hand on her arm and turns his head. “What did you mean, he always knows? Knows what?”

She slides away and sits on the bed, close to where my head lies. Her hand strokes my cheek and her gaze is soft looking into my eyes. “Byron’s got a kind of radar. If you have a secret fantasy, he somehow cues in on it. My guess is that Anna likes to be dominated, likes it a little rough.”

I watch her as Byron strokes my head, like I’m his pet or something. I like that he’s older—it’s a turn on, I never knew before. As for the dominance…she’s right. It was a new kind of hotness.

“Would you and Mason like to visit Sylvia and me? We throw parties that are quite wild. Would you like to come?” His voice once more seduces me.

“Yes, please.”




The End of Book 2


Episode 3 Too Much of A Good Thing… IS GREAT!
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Chapter 1

“I’m still totally smoked by how awesome that was. If anyone had told me two months ago I’d be watching my husband fuck a woman as hot as you and I’d actually be happy, I’d have said they were doing cheap drugs.”

Dani’s probably about eight years older than Mason and I…I’d guess forty, maybe forty-two but she’s in great shape and pretty as hell. It’s no surprise that he’d picked her of all the women at the table earlier to bust our cherry in the lifestyle. I can’t resist putting my hand on her leg and stroking it.

“Yeah, it’s a strange dynamic in some ways. Instead of being jealous, you actually enjoy it.” Her hand flutters in the air. “I don’t know, I think it’s that, it’s a shared experience, which brings you closer.” Her blue eyes sparkle as she pats my hand and then finishes the drink in front of her.

This is confusing…Plus I would never go along with Mason being with another woman if I wasn’t right next to him. “But you and Bryon were with US…Your husband and Sylvia were in another area…?”

“We’ve been in the lifestyle a long time and we’re all really good friends. Normally we play together, but tonight was special for you and Mason.”

“Actually, you honored us when you chose to be with us. Your first time…” Byron’s gaze rolls from Mason to me. “Not your last time, I’m sure.”

The special bond between us shines in Mason’s eyes as he reaches across the table and softly traces the back of his fingers over my cheek. “What do you say, Anna? Think we’ll become regulars?”

My heart swells with love for him and awe of this wonderful evening. “For sure.” I pull his hand to my lips, and kiss the palm.

I glance at the doorway which leads to the playroom. “Derek must be having a great time with your wife, Byron.”

“Oh, I’m sure of it. Sylvia is incredible and she’s attracted to your friend.” His eyebrow arches and he looks at Mason. “What’s the thing with you guys?”

Mason glances at me quickly before he turns to Byron and answers. “We’re friends and he’s going through a divorce. We asked him to join us in a threesome to add some spice to our sex life.”

“YOU asked him.” I shake my head and turn to Dani. “Has Keith ever asked you to dress slutty, then take you to a strip joint and secretly arranged a pick-up with his friend?”

“No, but it sounds like fun.” She grins and winks at Mason.

“It was and I have no regrets. Derek is a great guy and fun in bed. The only bone of contention was that I didn’t know.” I smile at Mason to let him know, I’m over it.

“Communication. Hmm…” Byron smiles and turns to the doorway.

Sylvia and Derek are entering the bar area and from the looks of it, she’s really taken a round out of him. He’s grinning but his hair is disheveled and he’s not nearly as spritely as when he went in there.

She slips her arm over Byron’s shoulder and kisses his cheek. “Did you have fun, my love?”

He casually strokes her ass, and pulls her into the vacant chair next to him. “Always. Anna’s a good lover and I don’t think Dani has any complaints with Mason.”

Derek flops into the chair next to me, grinning from ear to ear. “Wow! I love this place.”

Sylvia beams and turns her gaze to me. “And you, Anna? I trust that my wily old fox didn’t disappoint?”

I open my mouth to reply but Mason beats me to it.

“Are you kidding? He had Anna so hot, she mewled like a kitten.” He turns to Byron. “How’d you do that buddy? That’s a side of her I’ve never seen.”

“Me either and I’ve seen a lot of her sides.” Derek leans back and looks down my back, grinning. “I particularly like her backside.”

My eyes are drawn to Byron once more, meeting his sexy bedroom eyes and the small smile.

“I just fucked with her largest sex organ—the mind. The fact that I’m older, experienced played into a fantasy of hers.”

There is a flutter in my stomach as I fall into his eyes. “Yeah, but…I wasn’t even aware I had that fantasy. Believe me, being dominated is totally not me.” My head falls to the side as I watch him.

“Maybe not consciously and maybe it’ll never happen again. But tonight you wanted it.” Byron takes a sip of his drink and scans my face over the rim of the glass.

He made me come like thunder yet still the way he looks at me sends a thrill to my clit. And he knows it, from the smile on his lips.

“Hey guys. I guess we’re the last ones huh?” Carrie appears and rubs Dani’s shoulders before sitting down next to her. She’s still energetic even though she’s just spent the last hour fucking two men.

Keith and Josh amble in after, and almost fall into the last two chairs.

“Soooo…how’d it go?” Carrie’s dark eyes sparkle, looking from Mason and back to me.

“Great. We can’t wait to come back.” Mason answers and from the way he looks at her, I can tell she’s next on his agenda.

I watch the interplay and smile. From our dance earlier, it’s not just Mason she’d like to be with.


Chapter 2

“Are you and Mason going to Sylvia’s party on Friday? She told me that she invited you.” Carrie pulls back on the handles of the rowing machine, gritting her teeth in the effort.

“For sure.” I look across from the machine next to her, determined to give the last few pulls my everything. 

When I finish, I get up and stand, watching her while I catch my breath. Every time she pulls back, the position of her arms presses the sides of her breasts, forcing them together and up, despite the constraint of the sports bra. A memory of her in the loose cowl-neck dress, her breasts free just barely covered by the chiffon type fabric, flashes in my mind--how I couldn’t stop my hands from cupping them and feeling the firmness of her nipples.

Will I be able to control myself later, in the sauna, especially if there’s no one else in there? I probably won’t have that choice. Sheila has been watching us like hawks, waiting for the work-out to finish and for the three of us to go to dinner.

Carrie finishes the last of the routine on the rowing machine and when she stands up, she puts her arm around my waist. “Glad you’re not a sore loser. What was that you said when we made the bet? Oh yeah, sirloin steak. THAT’S, what I think I’ll order tonight.”

“I kind of wish it was just the two of us going, you know? There’re a million things I want to ask you about Sylvia’s party.” I look across the gym and see Sheila edging away from another personal trainer, finishing whatever conversation they’d been having.

Carrie looks up, her eyes almost completely shielded by dark bangs and glances away towards Sheila. “Let’s have lunch together on Thursday. We’ll talk then. Sheila’s been looking forward to this dinner. It’d be a shame to disappoint her after all her hard work with us.”

My head jerks back and I look towards the doorway at this comment. From the sound of it, Sheila’s never made any move on Carrie. That’s hard to believe when Carrie’s so pretty and sexually liberated. But then again, maybe she did and Carrie set a limit—not interested, just friends.

So did that make me special, to Carrie? She’d obviously been attracted to me at the swinger club. Or was it just the atmosphere there—everyone super-sexed up? The last couple of times we’d worked out in the gym, she’d never made any sexual references. We were like any two friends working out together.

“Hey, you two. Finished? Sorry about your luck in the bet, Anna. I tried my best to help you and it was so close—just one pound.” Sheila places her hand on my shoulder falling in step with Carrie and me. “Let me treat you to dessert. I spent the morning and a full bottle of brandy, making a berry trifle. It’s to die for.”

Carrie leans across my body and smiles at Sheila “Wow. That sounds yummy. But, I can’t stay late. Josh is at home and I’d like to spend some time with him. Plus, it’s a work night.”

“That’s okay. I understand.” Sheila smiles but there’s a trace of disappointment in her voice. “I’ve got to check in with the front desk. Give me five minutes and I’ll meet you in the change room.” She glances at Carrie and bounds across the floor, disappearing ahead of us into the hallway.

I know Carrie’s attracted to me and she also knows about me in the sauna with Sheila. Even so, she just made it pretty clear that if Sheila has other plans for après dessert, she’s not up for it. “I really shouldn’t stay late either.” I put it out there hoping she’ll comment.




She stops and places her hand on my arm. “Look, I try not to judge people. I know what’s on Sheila’s mind and I don’t want to be part of it. When I play, Josh has got to be there, period. It’d be too much like cheating otherwise.”

The scene with Sheila in the sauna flashes in my mind and my face becomes hot. I stare at Carrie, totally at a loss for words. This whole sexual awakening, and my curiosity about bi-sexuality… I exhale slowly, feeling my body sink into the floor along with my breath. If that had happened with a guy—NO, I wouldn’t have even considered it.

“We’ll have lunch and talk. I really like you, Anna. The lifestyle is actually quite simple for me—it’s about Josh and me. That may not be what it is for you and if that’s the case, go for it.”

Her hand drops and we continue on to the change room. “I DID tell Mason,” I said. “He thought it was hot. He wasn’t upset or anything.” But if I’d done that with a guy, he sure as hell would have been.




“Great. Maybe that’s part of your dynamic and it works for you guys.” She opens the door to the change room and holds it for me to enter. “As long as you’re both happy, that’s what’s important.”

“Agreed. Still…you’ve given me something to think about.” I wander to my locker and pull the tank top up and over my head.

“Don’t think too hard, you’ll hurt your head.” She follows this with a snort and dodges the sweaty top I fling at her.

We grin at each other and turn when the door opens.

Sheila appears and places her hands on her hips, her head down and mouth pulled to the side in a frown. “Sorry gals. The person who was supposed to cover this evening called in sick. I’m not going to be able to make dinner after all.”

“That’s too bad.” Carrie and I answer in unison.

The relief that spreads through my stomach is a surprise. I guess I don’t have much thinking to do on this issue. For any bi-sexual adventures in the future, my husband will be with me.

****

With Shiela bailing on us, I took Carrie to The Grizzly Grill for her reward steak dinner.

“You actually climbed a tree to see what goes on at their parties? Oh my god, you’re crazier than me.” I laugh before sitting back and taking a sip of wine. Carrie is petite and athletic. A picture of her scurrying up a tree, limb to limb and trying to get a line on Sylvia’s backyard makes me giggle again.

“Josh was ready to kill me for doing it. I’m not sure if he was embarrassed or worried I could have slipped and hurt myself. He’s a worry wart sometimes, but I adore him.” She grins and leans forward, glances around at the tables next to ours, and her voice lowers. “The first time we went, we were completely blown away. There was never any pressure, and that’s important. Still,we pretty much jumped in with both feet anyway— kind of like you and Mason at the club.”

“But don’t people ever get jealous? I admit, seeing Mason kiss Dani was hard at first. Maybe I equate kissing with romance and that’s between Mason and me?” My eyebrows draw together as I watch her. She’s been in the lifestyle a while. Surely, not everyone takes to it.

“Jealousy happens, sometimes. But it’s usually when the couple aren’t in sync to start with. You know, the guy wants to get laid and talks her into going. He ogles and is all turned on and she just keeps getting more and more angry, till she storms out. Swinging isn’t something you want to do unless your marriage and communication are solid.” Carrie looks down at the glass of wine between her hands.

I can get that. Look how pissed I was when I found out about Mason and his porn. He was jerking off looking at pics and videos of other women, and that threatened me. I shake my head— and yet at the club, watching him did turn me on. Eventually anyway.

And then Byron. Mmm… Byyyrroonn!

“What about Byron? He’s older, yet I was so attracted to him. That’s not like me. I don’t think… Maybe it IS.” My head tilts and I scowl. “My Dad died when I was twelve. Cancer. Do you think I may have ‘Daddy’ issues?”

“Who cares?”

“Well— ”

She shrugged. “Well, really. I mean, who cares why you like older guys.”

I hold up my hand for a second. “I didn’t realize I did until Byron!” I scan the room. “But now, after him… guys look different to me now, sort of.” I nod towards the bar. “I mean, look at that guy over there in the bomber jacket. He’s fifty if he’s a day… and now, after Byron… I wonder…”

Carrie bursts out laughing. “You sound like Josh! He was with a woman who had to be twenty years older than him at least at a club up in Canada, and now he checks out all women, regardless of age!”

I lean in, my voice a whisper. “But I never thought about guys that old before!”

“And now you do. ‘Daddy Issues?’” She shook her head. “I don’t think so. I think you just found that older guys can be hot too.”

That makes sense and I nod. I never had any fantasies about my father or his friends. I finish the glass of wine and top up our glasses. I’m going to have to leave my car downtown and take a cab home. But fuck it—I’m really enjoying the evening with Carrie. I’ll figure the car thing out tomorrow.

“At any rate Anna, Byron’s sexy as hell. That much I’ll swear to. But then again, so is Sylvia. Your friend had a good time with her, right?”




“Derek.” I shake my head and smile. “He’s such a great guy. I feel sorry that he’s going through this divorce. But he’s not likely to meet anyone at these parties or the club.” Part of me wants him to find the right girl and be happy like Mason and I, yet I know I’d miss him if she turned out to be vanilla.

“Not unless he lucks out with a Unicorn. They’re rare and the last one I met, Erika, is going out with a cop now. They’re pretty tight.” Carrie stares off and smiles for a moment. “I’m glad you and Mason are coming on Friday. You’re both nice, not to mention hot as hell.” Her head bows and she peers at me through thick lashes, a suggestive smile on her lips.

“Look who’s talking. I was kind of hoping that you’d be with Byron and me the other night. After the sexy dance and what you were wearing…” I lean forward and place my hand on hers. “Promise me, we’ll get together at the party.” My gaze drops to the table and my voice is almost a whisper. “I’ve never done anything to a woman…I mean Sheila did me but…I’m looking forward to that with you.”

Is it the wine or the fact that she looks so damn attractive in the low lighting of the restaurant? If we weren’t in public, I swear I’d lean over and kiss her.

“Oh God Anna, you’re making me wet. Josh feels the same way too. He and I have a thing for busty blondes. Your dance card is going to be pretty full on Friday.”


Chapter 3

“Derek’s going too, isn’t he?” I brush mascara onto my eyelashes standing in front of the mirror in the bathroom.

Mason leans against the door jamb with his arms folded across his chest, a patient smile on his face. “Wild horses couldn’t keep him away. He actually turned down a date to be there.”

My head swivels, mascara brush aloft. “Really? What’s the score? Someone asked him out?”

“Yeah, a woman at work. According to him, she’s been flirting like crazy since she heard he was single again. He took a pass on Friday but they’re going to dinner on Saturday.”

I stare at him for a moment sorting through my reaction. But of course, I’m a woman, a natural born romantic. “What’s she like, older, younger, any serious potential?”

“I don’t know. All he said was she’s built like a brick shit house.”

I scowl and shake my head, turn back to the mirror. Men. If Derek had told me, I’d sure as hell have the dish. “Well, I hope she’s nice. He deserves it. It’d be a bonus if she was liberal minded, I mean sexually. After being with us and then the club, I don’t think she stands much chance with him, if she isn’t.”

“I don’t know about that.”

I turn to him. “What do you mean? It’s going great for us three… isn’t it?”

He smiled. “Sure it is. But Anna, we’re married. I mean, we’ve done the whole dating stuff, engagement, and we’ve been a couple for years before we started this thing.” He gives his head a little shake. “I think that if Derek and his lady become a couple, he probably will put everything else on hold.” He shoots me a grin. “For a while, anyway.”

That sort of made sense. If Mason asked me to go to a swingers club with him when we were dating, I doubt I’d be able to handle it. “Well, we’ll just have to wait and see I guess,” I say.

I slip the mascara back into the make-up bag and grab the lipstick. From the corner of my eye I see Mason step behind me. In the mirror his gorgeous, smiling face appears next to mine. He plants a kiss on my cheek and slides his hands past my waist and up. One hand slips inside the low neck on my dress and cups my breast.

“I’m a lucky man. I hope he finds someone as beautiful and open minded as you. Who do you fancy tonight, my love? Sexy Byron or will it be the uber-stud Josh?”

I gaze into the reflection of his eyes and my lips part, become slack for a moment. “Carrie.”

He rubs his pelvis, cock now getting hard, into my ass. “Mmmm. Can I watch, maybe join you two?”

“You may have to arm wrestle Josh. Carrie told me he wants to fuck me.” I press back against him, wiggling against the stiff rod.

His lips brush my earlobe, his breath hot. “You’re driving me crazy.”

I turn and throw my arms around his neck, pull his head close to mine. “Maybe Carrie and I will be the warm-up. After that, don’t tell me you don’t want to fuck her, ‘cause I know you do.” I slide my hand along his body and massage his cock.

“Fuck, this is hot. Look at us, talking so easily about fucking other people tonight. Did I die and go to heaven?” His hand drifts over my ass and fingers sneak under the short flared skirt. “I love the G-string by the way.”

“Are there any limits tonight? Anyone you wouldn’t feel comfortable seeing me with?” The fabric of his slacks under my hand is damp from pre-cum. God, I’m not the only one wet and horny.

“Do anyone and as often as you want. No limits here. How about you?”

I picture the gang of people from the club and shake my head. “No. They’re all nice. But we play together, same room at least.”

“Got it.” He gives my ass a resounding swat. “C’mon let’s go.”


Chapter 4

The rain has started and it’s difficult to see house numbers on Sylvia and Byron’s street.

“There it is!” I point to a long ranch style bungalow, set back from the street, front door warmly aglow from two overhead lights. The driveway is full of cars, and others are parked along the street.

Nerves and excitement duel for control of my stomach—so many people, they’re all friends and have been members of the lifestyle for years. I scan the street searching for Derek’s car. Nope. Looks like we’re on our own walking in there.

He pulls ahead of a dark sport utility and parks the car. When he turns to me, there’s apprehension in his eyes too. “You ready?”

I nod, feeling like a deer in the headlights of a Hummer. My throat is dry yet somehow I manage to swallow and take a deep breath waiting for Mason to open my door.

He takes one of my hands in his, balancing the umbrella over my head as I get out. The rain mutes the sound of my heels clacking along the sidewalk but not the pounding in my chest. I clutch his elbow, huddling close to his body as we walk.

When we stand in front of the double door entranceway, he presses the bell button and glances quickly at me. I smile and turn when the door opens and Sylvia is before us.

Holy cow, she looks like she just stepped out of a Victoria’s Secret ad, from the spiked heels, black thigh high stockings and flowing peignoir, hanging open to reveal a sparkling ruby belly clip and hint of creamy white breasts.

“Hi! Come in. Come in out of the rain!” She steps back and opens the door wide, her smile a welcome beacon. “There’s a great crowd here. Dani, Keith, Josh, Carrie and some other folks who can’t wait to meet you.”

“Hi Sylvia. Thanks for inviting us.” I step inside and immediately Sylvia gives me a hug and peck on the mouth. Her perfume, a spicy, lemony scent fills my nostrils. Mason shakes off the umbrella and when he steps inside, she embraces him as well.

Behind her, Dani and Carrie stand, drinks in hand, grinning at us. Dani’s in a red corset replete with garters and red stockings, and Carrie’s in a purple demi-bra and lace panties.

“Wow! You look terrific!” Mason holds Sylvia’s shoulders giving her the once over with his eyes before turning to look at Carrie and Dani.

“Thanks. Let me take your coats.” Sylvia extends her hand, smiling seduction at my husband.

From the way he’s returning the look, maybe Sylvia will be number one on his agenda tonight.

“Derek didn’t come with you? He IS coming, right?” She smiles and takes my coat. “Very nice, Anna.” Her mouth drops open and her eyes are wide taking in my outfit.

It’s the one I didn’t get to wear at the club, the one Derek had chosen, very low neck, a royal blue, lace sheath.

Somehow getting a compliment from another woman, means more than if it came from a guy. “Thanks.”

Carrie steps closer and throws her arms around me, pulling my head and ear to her lips. “You look good enough to eat. RRowllll.”

Oh my. A thrill goes straight to my clit at her warm breath and suggestive comment. I place my hand on her back, holding her in place, leaning in to kiss her ear lobe and breathe my reply. “So do you. I can’t wait.”

Sylvia goes to hang up the coats and immediately Dani takes her place, reaching for Mason and drawing close to him. “So nice to see you again.”

When I glance over, she’s on her tip toes, straining up to kiss his lips. A look passes between them, familiarity and fondness. It’s probably the way it goes—the first one is kind of special. Is that how I’ll be with Byron?

I don’t have to wonder very long. I hear footsteps and he appears in the short hallway, drinks in hand. My stomach flutters when I see him—the small knowing smile, bedroom eyes gazing straight to my core.

“Anna.” My name on his lips is soft as a kiss.

“Mason, Anna, come in. We’re all downstairs and things are heating up. Your timing couldn’t be better.” He lifts his arm, balancing the drinks, nodding to the open door way to his right. “Sorry, I’d rather have my hands on you guys but the drinks beat you to it.”

Carrie takes my hand in hers and leads me to him. I place my arms around his neck and reach up to kiss his lips. Not a quick friendly peck, but slow, my mouth opening, darting my tongue between his lips. His breath hisses through flared nostrils and he kisses back, hard, his tongue dancing with mine.

I sense Mason and Dani behind us, watching, waiting to join the others, and break the kiss. “Later.” Our breath mingles.

“Get a hotel room, you two.” Sylvia laughs. “Wait, this IS kind of a hotel room isn’t it? Carry on.” She brushes by Byron, giving his crotch a squeeze as she passes.

Byron steps back and Carrie leads me down the stairs. I follow and my eyes widen when the large room fills my vision. Oh my god. It is a den of erotic pleasure.

A gleaming brass pole, mounted on a platform is set next to a mirrored wall. An Asian woman, wearing only emerald pasties and matching G-string wraps her leg around the pole and twirls, falling back at the waist so that her long hair brushes the floor.  A couple of naked men and a woman with severe red bangs fringing her eyebrows, a black choker and garter belt, watch the dance.

The pole dancer chick is pretty good—almost as good as the ones at the strip club. How many times has she practiced that routine? And the music is great too, with a deep throbbing beat.

The far end of the room doesn’t have any furniture. Instead, the square area, about ten or fifteen feet to a side is covered with a collection of mattresses and padded mats. There’s no doubt in my mind what that’s for or the fact that I’ll be spending some time there. I turn to Carrie and shake my head in wonder. “Now this is what I call a rumpus room!”

She laughs out loud.

Next to the mats is a conversation pit—two sofas flank a slate fireplace--where three couples are chatting.

To my left is the bar, its gleaming oak top reflecting the glow shed by strings of colored lights hanging above it. Byron is there, stirring a stainless steel container, spoon clanking against the sides and the ice cubes. When he sees me looking, he smiles and offers a drink with a hand gesture.

I step closer, more than willing to mellow out, enjoy the evening to the fullest. “This is some place you have, Byron. It’s almost as good as the O Zone.”

He finishes mixing the drink and pours the liquid into a fluted cocktail glass, smile widening as he hands it to me. “Thanks. I’ve got a couple of ‘S’ shaped lounge chairs on order. I was hoping they’d be here before the party, but c’est la vie.” He wiggles heavy eyebrows, his eyes twinkling. “They’re great for any sexual vagary you might care to indulge. Very fuckable. Like me.”

I take a sip and savor the icy, vodka martini. I think he must have known when we’d arrive and had it ready on hand, to fix at the last minute. As for fuckable…oh God. Again, my pussy tingles as I recall him pounding his cock into me last week and me begging him to do it.

“Speaking of fuckable…how come you aren’t naked, like the guys over there? I’d like to be served by a naked bartender.” I grin and set the drink down.

Carrie appears at my side, drapes her arm around my waist and tugs me into her.”What’s that about naked bartenders? C’mon Byron, you’re the host. Indulge your guests.”

“Only, if Anna removes her dress at the same time.” He places his hands on the bar and leans towards me, challenging me with a smirk.

“What’s going on? Do I hear a striptease about to happen?” Josh appears on the stairs, Keith ambling behind him.

Keith grins and turns to call up to the first floor. “Mason! Your wife’s gonna do a strip tease. C’mon Dani, Sylvia!”

Oh my God. I pick up the drink and drain it in one long gulp. It looks like the table’s been turned on ME! “Pour me another, Sir. I’ll need it.”

Byron takes my glass and as he pours, mutters, “I LIKE the Sir, wench.” His eyes glimpse up at my face for a second and again his voice is low. “Actually, I think YOU like the Sir.”

Carrie turns and kisses my ear soft and slow. “I’m wet thinking of your naked body. Strip home girl.”

Oh fuck! They’re both getting to me. I shift my weight to the other leg, oh so aware of the swollen warmth of my pussy. When Byron hands me the drink and looks into my eyes, I know in his mind I’m already naked and longing to be fucked. I down the glass of courage and step away from the bar.

A glance shows me the others from upstairs are on their way. And Derek’s arrived too.

“Hold on.” Byron turns and scans the laptop set up behind him. He does a search of his music files and clicks on one. When he faces me again, there’s a wicked grin on his face as the classic stripper song starts with the wail of a horn section. DAH DAH DAH DAH! DAH DA DAH DA!

Oh shit, everyone crowds around, clapping, chanting ‘take it off, take it ALL off!’

Byron steps out from behind the bar and we face each other, the bull and the Matador, except that I’m the bull and he’s the Matador taunting me, so controlled and assured.

His fingers drift to the buttons on his dark shirt and slowly, hips revolving in a circle any Elvis impersonator would envy, unbuttons it. He slips the shirt open. AND, he’s got a chubby! He’s SO enjoying himself and my shyness.

I take a breath and pull my shoulders back, raise my chin trying to look down my nose with eyes narrowed in determination. Meanwhile, my hands tremble as they drift to the hem of my skirt.

I lift it slowly, copying his hip movement, watching his fingers reach the last button and tug the shirt out of his pants.

The stretchy lace fabric hugs my hips, G string panties above dark thigh highs flash as I continue to roll my hips, the skirt now gathered at my waist.

“Atta girl, Anna! Woot! Woot!” Carrie claps her hands above her head, grinning and eyeing my crotch.

Byron shrugs his muscular, tanned shoulders from the shirt and he tosses it, in Dani’s direction. I have to smile when she catches it, brings it to her nose, inhaling deeply and feigning a swoon. She puts one hand across her brow and collapses back onto the sofa she’s sitting on. Josh throws his arms around her and scoops her to her feet. 

Byron thrusts his hips forward, head down, eyes glinting at me as he slowly unbuckles and slides the leather belt from their loops. He swings it in his hand as I pull the dress over my breasts, the flesh popping up from the constraining demi bra.

He keeps the belt in his one hand but the other, flips the button on his trousers and slides the zipper down. Oh my. His cock IS hard. It pops out of the opening, hanging heavy, almost horizontal. Fuck, it looks just…so…suck-able.

I place my two fingers on my lips and slide them into my mouth, in and out.

“Anna! That’s so fucking hot!”

“Anna, suck it.”

“Anna, you got him on the run.”

All of this seeps into my consciousness. The crowd loves me! I pull my fingers from my mouth and turn around, bend over and wiggle the bare cheeks of my ass at Byron. There. Take that, Sir!

Thwack! His belt nips one of my ass cheeks. I jump, causing my breast to pop up, revealing half of my nipples. Fuck! That felt good though. I bend over once more and taunt him for more.

He rewards me with two sound whacks, one on each cheek. I moan but remain in position, turn my head to look at him and slowly lick my lower lip.

People start chanting my name. “An-Na. An-Na. An-Na.” I know I have them in my corner. Now…if only Byron would fill my corner…

I pivot my waist up and down, mimicking a ‘fuck me’ movement. He steps behind me, hand on his cock, directing it, while his other hand pulls the fabric of my G-string to the side. His cock presses against my opening, hands fly to my hips and he stabs me with that glorious, thick cock. Oh Jesus, it’s so hard and huge!

“Ahhh…” The sigh rolls from my throat. I fall farther forward, rest my hands on the floor as he rocks into me, long, deep strokes. People have changed their chant, now they seem to be on his side. ‘Fuck her! Fuck her! Give it to her Byron!” I hear Mason’s voice mingled with the others, and that turns me on even more.

It feels so good, his cock fucking my cunt, people watching, getting turned on…but I raise my torso, push his hands off me and step away.

I lift the dress over my head and toss it at Carrie. I smile when I see her drag it along her satin covered pussy. Oh yeah, it’s not just my dress that will be tickling her there, later.

“Skin! Skin! Skin!” This crowd can’t get there fast enough. I see Mason standing next to Sylvia, his head bent nibbling her neck, hand around her waist. He’s not the only guy that’s turned on. Derek is on her other side, his hand inside her robe, kneading her breast. His side faces me and I smile as he humps her leg between his.

Fuck, this is sooooo hot! I’ve never felt more sexy and alive! There’s an older couple, probably in their sixties standing next to Derek. The guy has a bit of a tummy and his partner, a woman wearing a full corset with a saloon girl type skirt is rubbing his cock. I glance up and see their glowing smiles.

I reach behind me and strain upward with my hands to unclasp the hooks on the bra. Byron has kicked his shoes off and is sliding his pants down his thighs, lifting his legs.

Oh fuck. I can’t let him beat me. He’s almost there and the God damned hooks are being impossible. Carrie scrambles forward and her fingers tug at them. “There!”

I slide the straps down my arms and fling the bra at Byron who still has one foot trapped in the pant leg. In a flash the G-string panties lay on the floor.

“Yay!” My hands fly above my head in the classic ‘Rocky’ stance, bouncing from foot to foot-everything bounces, especially my boobs.

Byron slips his foot out and shrugs his shoulders, grins at me and gives me a thumbs up.

I’m just about to rush to him, hug him when Mason and Carrie fold their arms around me. He whispers in my ear, running his hands through my hair, “Anna, that was hot! You make me proud.”

“So sexy.” Carrie’s hand slides to my breast, pulling and kneading the flesh, rolling the nipple between her thumb and forefinger.

And I AM sexy, standing naked in front of all these people—almost all the guys have hard-ons and the women aren’t bashful in their ogling admiration of my strip tease and body. I reach for Carrie’s and Mason’s hands and lead them to the cushioned floor, winding my way through people, kissing, fondling each other’s bodies. I smile at the older man whose wife is on her hands and knees, mouth full of his cock.


Chapter 5

I turn from Mason and take Carrie into my arms, hold her cheeks in my palms, pulling her chin up as I lower to kiss her lips. It’s gentle at first but when her hand slides down my waist and ends cupping my pussy, I moan and press into her, tongue seeking hers. Her fingers slide along the crease of my labia to my opening. Oh God, it feels so good when she rubs the flesh there, inserts her middle finger and then pulls it up and over my clit.

A wave of lust infuses my body; my mouth leaves hers and I kiss her neck, my hand pulling the lace covering her breast down, rolling her naked flesh in my hand, bending to take the puckered nipple into my mouth.

Her hand holds my head to her breast and a sigh slips from her lips. With the utmost care, I take the tip of her nipple between my teeth and press lightly. Her warm, floral perfume wafts into my senses as I lick and tease her nipple. My hands slide over her waist, her hips and thighs as I lower to my knees. We gaze at each other and I’m only vaguely aware of Josh and Mason standing near us, watching us.




I hook my fingers in the elastic of her panties and slide them down her hips and thighs, turn my face to the smooth, shaven skin of her vulva and kiss it. Her legs part and I edge lower still, until my lips brush the top of her pussy lips. The floral scent of her skin mingles with a feminine musk that I pull into my lungs. My tongue extends and I taste her, sweet and tingly.

Her hands stream through my hair, pulling my mouth tighter into her, as her hips undulate for a moment. She pushes me a few inches away and lowers to kneel in front of me. We kiss and this time it’s me who unhooks her bra. She shrugs out of it and I fill my hands with her breasts, pulling her down next to me on the mat.




Her body is soft, seems small, so totally unlike a man’s. I roll onto her, part her legs with my knee and begin my descent, shifting my weight lower until I’m crouched between her thighs. Lifting my head for a moment, I drink in the sight of her naked beauty, round full breasts, nipples darkly teasing, the firm, smooth abdomen and slight mound of her tummy.




Barely able to breathe, tremulous, my finger touches the moist furrow and slides down. She’s wet and slippery when I press into her opening. I spread the folds of her pussy lips apart to see burgundy glistening skin. Oh God, there it is, her pearl of pleasure, protruding slightly. I bend and place my lips over it, roll my tongue, circling before licking the top. Her pelvis jerks into my tongue and her gasp fills my ears.

Oh yes. She likes this, especially when I lick the top—not so different from the way I like to be touched. My tongue teases, circling and licking where she’s really sensitive, alternating as my fingers slip into her. Her muscles tighten and I slide three fingers inside, pumping slowly in and out. My efforts are rewarded by small jerking motions of her hips and soft moans as I continue to lick.

She’s so fucking turned on by what I’m doing that once more the intoxicating sense of power floods through me. I suck one of her labia lips into my mouth and then the other, feel her squirm, seeking my tongue on her erotic nub, but prevent it.

“Please. Just lick it.” Her words are a whimper that spurs me on.

I want her orgasm as much as she does. I indulge her, drag my tongue slowly over the smooth bud and bat her hands away from my head. Now back to the circling, finger fucking her faster.

I look up when Mason’s hand strokes my hair. He’s naked now, kneeling next to Carrie’s waist, his other hand filled with her breast. There’s a glisten of pre-cum oozing from the slit of his cock.

“You want to fuck her, don’t you?” I smile looking into his eyes, half closed in lust, lips parted softly.

He nods, his eyes pleading with me.

“Lay down on your back.” I turn back to Carrie and swing my knee to the outside of her thigh. I bend down and kiss her lips.

Mason doesn’t need to be told twice—he’s already in position, head raised watching and waiting, his hand massaging his cock.

“I want to make you come like thunder, Carrie. Ride my husband’s cock, while I eat you out.”

A slow smile spreads across her lips and she sits up, turns to Mason eyeing his thick shaft. She swings her knee over his hips, facing his feet she places her fingers around his cock, pulling it hungrily to her opening. Her eyes close and her head droops back against her neck as she lowers her body, her cunt greedily swallowing his shaft.

I shift my body so that I’m in between his legs. She leans back into Mason. Her cunt is engorged with his cock, just the thick base of it shows. Her pussy lips are stretched tight, clit firm, begging to be licked.

When I place my tongue on it, fluttering it with the speed of a vibrator, she moans and rolls her hips. His cock is pressing her G spot the same way it pressed mine when Derek suggested this position.

My fingers cup Mason’s balls; they’re hard as walnuts, the skin ridged and tight as he grinds deeper into her.

“Oh yeah…this is good” She groans and her breath becomes a hiss through clenched teeth. I suck her clit into my mouth and her hand swoops to my head, pulling me into her harder.

She’s almost there. There’s slippery wetness at her opening and the base of his cock. She’s probably creamed twice in her thrashing, riding his cock and my tongue. I suck the bud of pleasure, stroke my tongue across it, a whir of hot wetness.

Fingers caress my back and slide around to my tummy, urging me to lift my ass. I turn my head and it’s Josh.

He leans closer and his voice is husky. “Stop. Make her wait. She adores being teased.” His head lifts and he looks at my husband. “Mason, hold Carrie’s arms above her head.”

His lips are on my ear, “As for you, Anna…I think you need some attention. Every guy here wants to fuck you but I’d like to claim that honor first. May I?”

My clit pulses at his words, hot in my ear. I reach beside me, run my hand along the firm muscles of his thigh until my fingers close around his cock. It’s iron hard, and thick. I can barely contain the width in my hand.

I lift my ass, arch it upwards even, “Please.”

I don’t know why, but saying this, asking a guy who’s so hot to fuck you, to do just that, is an incredible turn on for me.

He moves to kneel behind me, his thighs against mine and presses that glorious hard shaft deep inside in one hard thrust. Oh God, I need it. It hurts just a little but when he pulls back and thrusts the second time, it’s heavenly fullness.

His hand snakes around my hip and fingers vibrates my clit. Oh God, it’s so hot being fucked by him, his wife’s pussy juice on my lips and cheeks, still spread before me, impaled on Mason’s cock. I strain forward once more and my tongue flicks her sweet bud.

She gasps and I feel her body jerk up as Mason thrusts deep inside her. Both of them are riding the crest. It’s hot and Josh feels it too, pumping deep into me, his breath rapid.

Carrie’s legs stiffen and tremble. “Fuck…so good…don’t stop” Her words tumble, almost incoherent, writhing on Mason’s cock and my tongue.

He thrusts deep, straining, lost in ecstasy. My heart swells that I’ve helped bring this about, see his pleasure and hers. I ravish her with my tongue coaxing every last wave of lust to take them.

Her hands slip from Mason’s and clasp my cheeks, pushing me away. I look up and her eyes meet mine; the bond between us has reached a deeper level.

“Oh wow, Anna…” She turns her head when Mason’s hands slide up her hips and she rolls off, into his arms.

Josh pumps into me like a steam engine, hard but then he withdraws--his hand and cock leave me gasping.

A hand caresses my ass and I turn my head. What happened? Is he back? But, it’s not his face smiling at me, but Keith’s.

Oh my God, they’re tag teaming, taking turns fucking me?

“Anna, that striptease…it was hot. May I?” Keith is behind me, stroking and kneading the flesh of my ass with one hand, his cock in the other.

I’m so horny from Josh and Carrie and oh, so empty. The thought that there’re guys lined up to fuck me…It just makes me hotter—especially when Josh eases forward, places his hand on my shoulder, hips thrust forward so that his glistening shaft is just inches from my face.

I ease back towards Keith in answer to his question, reach with my hand for Josh. Mason sits with Carrie between his legs, her back to him and his arms around her. They both smile watching me with Josh and Keith.

“Oh yeah…” Keith’s cock slides slowly into me, “You’re so fucking hot.” When his thighs meet mine and it seems he can’t go further, he does, giving a short thrust, driving deeper. His balls bounce against my clit before he once more, withdraws, controlled and languid.

Josh moves forward, his hand holding his cock, brushes my lips. I taste my arousal, my wetness on him and rim the thick helmet with my tongue. In my mind’s eye, I see myself with these two men, being filled at both ends with thick, hard cocks. It’s decadent.

Wait. I flick my eyes over to the mirrored wall to see what I had been imagining just a moment before. The sight of me on my hands and knees, with a cock in my mouth and another up my pussy doggy style is better than what I had imagined. I turn my attention back to Josh’s cock.

Oh God, Carrie eases forward, kneeling at my waist. Her fingers brush against my tummy and slide down to my pussy. “Oh yeah…” I breathe against Josh’s cock when she fingers my clit. Her touch is perfect, dragging agonizingly slowly along the underside, in tandem with Keith’s thrusts.

They’re enjoying every second of it, prolonging the ecstasy, skimming the surface before sinking, lost in the depths of orgasm. Josh’s hand rolls over my head, caressing me as he pumps his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. The head of his cock brushes the back of my throat and I’m forced to back away to catch my breath.

When I do, I notice other people have joined us on the mat. The Asian girl and Sylvia are on their hands and knees facing each other, their lips meeting in a kiss each time the partners behind them push their cocks deeps inside—oh my God, Derek’s fucking the Asian woman; it’s a fantasy he told Mason and I about one night. Some black guy has Sylvia moaning.

The older couple is with Byron and the red haired chick. The man is devouring the red head with his tongue, arms under her ass lifting her pussy as he kneels between her legs. When her calves cup his neck, lock onto him, I know he’s got her close. The cheeks of Byron’s ass tighten each time he thrusts into the older woman. I hear her moan and his soft grunt.

Dani has taken Carrie’s place next to Mason, her hand coaxing life back into his dick. He kisses her lips and turns his head to watch me again. I’m not sure if it’s seeing me being sexually fulfilled by three people or Dani’s hand, but he’s hard again—a look of wonder in his eyes.

Oh fuck, everything before me is living tapestry of lust; people fucking and sucking, rubbing and groaning. I open my mouth and take Josh inside once more, strain for all of his hard shaft, brush the ridges with my tongue.

Keith’s hands cuff my ass cheek and he pumps faster into me. “That’s it…so fucking tight. Squeeze it, baby.”

Carrie’s finger is a whir on my clit now, pulling me higher. My thighs and ass are slapped by Keith, his cock is now a jackhammer, hard and fast. Oh fuck, it’s so good. It’s building and I suck Josh for all I’m worth, anxious to taste his cum.

Keith’s fingers dig into my flesh, pulling and steadying me for the assault of his lust—cock grinding as he starts shooting hot cum, bathing my inner walls. “YA!” His last thrust put me over the edge.

My lips go slack and leave Josh’s cock as I fall into heaven, totally consumed in waves of bliss. His hand takes over, stroking his cock. With a small dribble, then a series of spurts, he glazes thick white cum on my lips and cheeks.

There’s a flash of light but it hardly registers. My legs tremble and cunt locks onto Keith, Carrie’s are fingers driving me insane with lust. It goes on and on and I’m left gasping… I see Josh’s hand pulling a last pulse of pleasure from the purple mushroom head of his cock.

There’s no strength in my arms and I collapse to the mat. A hand lifts my hair and lips brush the folds of my ear. “Anna. I love you.” Mason’s hand strokes my cheek, his eyes gazing at me in awe.

He folds me in his arms, Josh’s cum smearing across his chest. We lay like that for a few minutes, him rocking me back and forth. “My sexy wife.” Over and over, he croons this into my hair.

When I open my eyes, Josh and Carrie are next to us, also holding each other tight. A glass, the sides clouded in liquid condensation, appears before my eyes.

“It’s just water. Drink it, honey.” Dani hands the glass to me and strokes my head, smiling sweetly into my eyes.

“Thanks.” I sip it slowly until it’s all gone and hand it back to her.

“I think you needed that.” She rises and disappears to the bar.

I wipe the corners of my mouth and turn my head to look at Mason. He looks back and smiles, strokes my cheek. “Did I mess up you and Dani getting it on?”

“No. Well actually yes. But it can wait. I needed to be with you first. I’m sure she understands, don’t worry.” He leans down and kisses my lips softly. When he pulls away, he’s still watching me with what can only be described as wonder.

“That was totally hot.” He reaches behind him and when his hand returns, he’s got his cellphone. He pushes a couple of buttons and then turns it so that I can see.

Oh my God. He’s captured me on camera, just as I’m coming. The look on my face is incredible. Mine is the only face showing—Josh’s cock, Keith’s rocketing into me and Carrie from the shoulders down. It’s porn star HOT!

“I don’t need to watch any porn on the internet anymore. I’ve got this.” He bends lower so that we’re cheek to cheek watching the screen.

I turn and kiss his cheek. “And that’s only the beginning.”

The End

A Word From the Author

One of my naughtiest experiences in my marriage occurred when my husband surprised me on a Date Night by taking me to a Strip Club. At first I was scared to death, self conscious as hell and terrified we’d meet someone I knew! LOL I got over it, and it was the inspiration for this book.

Of course I’d like you to join my Reader’s Club!

If you enjoy my work, please join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I can stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

Aaaand... if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for other books I’ve written!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City...

Click here for Episode 1

Or...

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is...

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results...
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!

Love,
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