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About this book

Valerie is having the time of her life.

She’s forty-two years old, pretty damn rich, and now has a college student lover who’s crazy about her. The sex is amazing, and Danny West is a great guy. What more could you ask for?

Nothing, really. She’s living the dream.

Right?

Well, if that was the case, why is she flying off the handle at the drop of a hat? One minute she’s hot-to-trot and ready for anything, and the next minute she’s an uptight divorcee. What’s up with her?

And she’s supposed to be the grown-up.

As things heat up between Valerie and Danny, she’s getting closer and closer to a meltdown.

Then what?
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Valerie

I never thought for one minute in my 42 years on this earth that I would ever play the role of a Cougar. Sorry, but I’ve never had children, so I can’t be called a MILF. I didn’t even know what the hell a MILF was until Dan-O explained it to me.

Dan-O…yes, that’s my lover. He’s an eighteen-year-old freshman at Emerson University here in Black Rapids. Since the beginning of the current Fall term, we’ve been insatiable lovers—well as insatiable as a boy who’s a first-year engineering student could be. He’s really, really motivated to do well in school; to tell the truth, I’ve never met anyone as conscientious about his schoolwork as Danny is. He’s on top of his course load way, waaay more than he’s on top of me if you know what I mean. (I can’t believe I just said that!)

We met entirely by chance just after Labor Day. He had arrived at Emerson only to find out that his dorm had been closed down for repairs. There was some sort of mold infestation in the building and so it was going to be closed for the school year while they fixed the problems. It was all over the radio, TV and newspapers. They sent an SOS out to anyone in the city who could spare a bedroom to put up a notice in the Student Union to help out. I met Dan-O wandering around the lobby like a lost soul. Although he was in over his head—he moved here from the big city, a good three hours away by car—he did manage to keep a sense of humor about it all.

So I told him I had room in my home to rent to a student if he was interested.

And boy, do I have room!

I have a bank account balance of well…a lot. No, let me correct that. A FREAKING

L

O

T!

And yes, I earned every penny of it. My (now ex) husband and I built up a nice sized company designing and managing network systems for cell phone companies. If you’re able to read this on your cell phone and then check out the latest headlines while listening to Spotify…you’re welcome. We started the company from our apartment’s eat-in kitchen right after college, and for more than twenty years built it up into a company with billions of dollars in revenue a year at a great profit margin.

So…when my ex Gerard hit his mid-life crises and threw me under the bus for his ‘sex-a-tery’, my divorce settlement was quite fair. Gerard and I pooled all our money to give the company a start, and I never missed a day at the office. While he was a genius with his Ph.D. in Computer Sciences, I was the one responsible for expanding the team. He was the nuts and bolts and I was the human resources. So yes, I had a healthy divorce settlement. Nothing close to what Mackenzie Bezos got, but more than enough. Mackenzie (a delightful, funny woman, let me tell you) got the Lear jet and so on, but I do love my Tesla.

And a big ol’ house. I kept the one in Black Rapids. Gerard got the one in Silicon Valley and the beach house in Seattle. We sold the place in Aspen, and that’s fine. The next time I ski I’ll probably go to Canada.

This house…I was going to sell it (too many memories, you know?) but then I put my foot down on my heart. They were good memories for me too! We had wicked Christmas parties every year, and a Fourth Of July barbeque that was the cat’s ass, let me tell you. Sadly, all of our friends from those days gravitated to Gerard when we split. While we didn’t have children to squabble over, he got custody of the friends.

For years after the divorce, I pretty much hid from the world in this big place. I had everything delivered; from my groceries to toilet paper. The grounds keeping was done by the same company we had used in the past, and since I live alone in this place and I am pretty fastidious, I didn’t need a housekeeper or anything like that.

I read a lot of books, watched a ton of movies, and became a hell of a gardener. I have a small greenhouse, and a fifty by fifty plot for growing my own vegetables in the summertime. Just call me The Queen Of The Swiss Chard.

It was sort of like being in prison, maybe. Sure, every winter I’d head down to the Caribbean for a few weeks. For some reason, down there I could really let my hair down. I had a few flings, but they were predicated on an agreement that it began and ended down there.

I didn’t think I was lonely. I was comfortable being on my own, and there was absolutely no way no how I was going to get involved with another guy. I did give it a shot on some of those dating sites after my breakup, but those four or five coffee dates ended when the server brought the check. I’m no man-hater, okay? I think it was more like the men in my age bracket were going through their own mid-life crises’ or coming out of one, and…sorry, been there, done that, and have the lawyer’s invoice to prove it.

I was perfectly content with my life of solitude.

When Emerson put out the call for help, I remembered the apprehension I'd felt when I'd went away to college. It had been overwhelming. I figured I’d find some girl in a similar situation, and help her out.

I certainly did not expect to rent a room out to a male student.

But there was something about Dan-O….

He’s a skinny kid. (To his face I tell him he’s slender, but seriously, the lad could really stand to add about thirty pounds to that six-foot frame!) He grew up in a pretty rough neighborhood in Chi-town, and coming to Emerson was his first time leaving the nest. Yeah, kids that live in housing projects don’t get a lot of opportunities to go away to summer camp growing up if you know what I mean.

He’s making the most of the opportunities which he’s earned. He’s on a full scholarship and works hard to stay on top of his courses (When we’re not screwing like a pair of wanton minks, that is…)

It started pretty early on. I discovered that my panties in the laundry hamper had been used as his ‘cum rag’, as he put it. He was snitching them from the bottom of my hamper, masturbating into them and replacing them.

Well… it had been a long time since I was with a guy, okay? I began to masturbate during the day, smelling and tasting his semen on my underwear.

Well, wouldn’t ya know that the truth came out pretty damn quick!

And now…

We are trying to figure out just how to get the most of our time together. The sex is fantastic—really. Okay, maybe it’s because of my long layoff, or maybe he’s a sexual savant, I really don’t give a damn. It’s been wonderful for these past few days. We were just talking about how to try new things, and the suggestion of writing a list came up.

I called it a ‘Laundry List’ because it did all start with my hamper, no?

And here we are…


1: DO ME, SHOW ME
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“Laundry List?” Danny said. “Not ‘Fantasy List’? That sounds a little lame…” He was blabbering and he knew it. He figured if he kept his mouth running his brain wouldn’t explode.

Valerie shook her head. “Nope. I like the concept. Sort of like a ‘Honey Do’ list, but better.”

“What the hell is a ‘Honey Do’ list?”

Valerie smirked. “It’s the list of things women write up for their men to do around the house. Like…fix a light switch, or set the mouse traps…stuff that men are supposed to do.”

“So you say ‘Honey do this, and honey do that…” When Valerie nodded, he added, “Honey Do Me…” and snorted a laugh.

“Hmmm… ‘Honey Do Me’… I like the sound of that. So let’s get to work on your  landlady’s ‘Do Me List’ then.”

“Do Meee… I like the sound of that!”

Valerie wiggled her eyebrows at him. “Me too!”

How the hell could a woman in her forties make a navy blue tracksuit look so damn alluring? It wasn’t ‘tight’ on her; it fit her perfectly; just snug enough to let you know what’s going on underneath. He loved how she had the front zipper of the jacket part pulled just enough down to see a good glimpse of her cleavage, but not so much that it looked stupid. You know, just enough, but not trying too hard.

And Valerie was gracious enough to spin on her heel and walk away, giving him a perfect view of her ass. The fleece stretched and relaxed as she strode away. “Let me get a pad and paper from the kitchen,” she called over her shoulder. He loved how the smile formed on her upper thigh by her ass cheeks came and went with each step.

He followed her into the kitchen and hoisted himself onto one of the bar stools at the breakfast counter.

Valerie retrieved the grocery list pad from the fridge door and grabbed a couple of pens from a cup on the counter. She tore a page off and passed it to Danny before perching on a stool beside him.

“So, Dan-O”, she said, “what gets your motor running?”

“You in a tracksuit is working pretty damn good right now.” 

He stood up and stepped behind her. He reached into her top, rubbing his hand over a breast. For some reason, the sensation of her skin and the edge of her bra cup excited him. Who was he kidding? Every damn thing about Valerie excited him.

Valerie straightened her back as Dan-O fondled her, shaking her head slowly. “You have a one-track mind, young man.” She smiled, but it was more of the kind of smile you make when you see a buddy do something dumb; she was amused. Whatever…her titty felt spiffy.

“You like my tits, don’t you, Dan-O,” she purred. Tilting her head back, she sloooowly pulled the zipper lower. “They’re sort of droopy though, you know…”

“No they’re not!” he replied, his voice crackling and hissing like a campfire. He cupped his hand under one, squeezing it like a shopper testing tomatoes, “they’re firm and full…” His thumb pressed over her covered nipple, grazing it.

Valerie opened her top all the way. Damn, zippered tops sure helped in times like this! The fabric dropped off, baring her torso.

“Play with your tits…” Dan-O muttered in her ear. “Unhook your bra and play with your titties for me…”

She reached behind her, and with a practiced flick, her bra was unhooked. She pushed Dan-O’s hand away long enough to doff her top and bra, and leaned back into his chest. She felt his cock thicken against her back as she started to fondle herself.

Slowly, her hands cupped the sides of each breast, stroking them in a C-shaped caress. She loved that feeling at the start. There would be plenty of grasping and clutching, tweaking and pinching later…and sucking of course; but to start, just to get the girls’ attention, she loved having the sides of her breasts caressed.

They did droop; Dan-O was either being gallant again, or else he simply hadn’t handled enough boobs in his young life. She could easily put two pencils under a boob and they’d be held there as securely as if they were in her pocket. But she had to admit to herself, they had pretty much been that way since her twenties. ‘The downside of a D-cup’ was an article she read in Cosmo back in the day.

The small huff from Dan-O as she palmed herself told her loud and clear that he didn’t give a damn. He liked what he was seeing.

What about what he heard? The Ex always asked her to ‘talk dirty’ to him…

What the hell. She closed her eyes. “I love how soft they feel, Dan-O…” she said, just a small tremble to her voice. “I love how they warm up in my hands.” The hiss of him behind her inhaling sharply told her she was on the right track. “Whenever I play with myself…you know, I always start by doing this…” She lifted each orb in the palm of her hand and began to brush the top of her nipples with the side of her thumb. “I tease myself like this…”

“You like being teased…” he murmured. His hands were on her shoulders, gently squeezing them.

“I love being teased…” She pinched one of her nipples, rolling it between her fingers and let go. “Mmm… a little nip, and then letting go…Oh yeah…” She did it again. The third time, she pinched hard enough to make her body tense, then clutched them even harder. “Yes!” she gasped. “I really like that!”

“Keep going, babe. Show meeee…” Dan-O’s voice was a low roll in her ear. His tongue darted out, barely touching her ear. “Show meeeee…”

Her tummy began to warm. He wasn’t asking, he was telling her. That almost-command, that simple statement of his desire fueled her own. She hated being ordered around, but this was different. He was amping up her desire, telling her what he wanted.

Her body responded on its own; it didn’t need to think things through. She felt her pussy’s immediate reply to Dan-O’s words; that tiny twitch up inside herself was so quick she would have missed it if she didn’t have her eyes closed and only her hands on her body…

Now she was ready to have her tits sucked. “Suck my tits…” she said.

“No. Show me.”

Her eyes opened. What the fuck? ‘No?’ She looked up at him, looming over her.

Before she could say a word, Dan-O whispered, “I want to watch you.”

“But…but…but…”

“Do this for me babe.” There was something about his voice, an even-ness that Valerie noticed. There wasn’t so much of a hint of a wheedle or whiny timbre. He was again, simply telling her what he wanted. Shit—she didn’t even think he was asking!

She put her hands to her mouth, wetly licking them and returned them to her breast. Again, she heard his breath. The warm wet palms glided over her flesh. She wet her hands again and rubbed her boobs, toying with her nipples. She closed her eyes again, and let out a small ‘ahh’.

With a mind of their own, her hands left her chest and began to rub her stomach in slow circles, the clammy skin of her palms felt like a warm cloth. She outlined the edge of her belly-button, tapping her innie gently with her fingertips.

She had been sitting on the stool with her feet on the footrest. Her knees began to oscillate, opening and closing as that twitch in her pussy returned with a stronger presence.

Oh man, how she wanted her pussy to be touched!

“Touch meee…” she said.

“Show me.”

Damn, he was being such a prick! A small squeak of a repressed giggle escaped through her nose. Damn, he had her right where she wanted! Okay…

She pressed herself back against him with a murmur, feeling the firmness of his groin and abs holding her up, his hands firmly on her shoulders. With another flick and tug, she loosened the tie of her track pants. She pulled at the waistline, loosening it and holding it open.

“I don’t have any panties on…” she said, as her other hand traveled from her belly down to her crotch. Dan-O rumbled his approval with a deep purr in his throat-- how a tiger would purr.

Her fingers fluttered along the sides of her pussy lips, teasing herself. With two fingers, she began to gently rub up and down over her outer lips, first one side, then the other. She didn’t rub her clitoris yet, just as she teased her tits, she was doing the same thing to her pussy. Her hips flexed, urging her on. Not yet, honey-pot. Not. Yet.

Her body huffed out a breath unable to control the frustration.

Dan-O’s voice rasped in her ear, “Showw meee…” He clutched her shoulders.

She put her fingers up at the top of her pussy, off to one side, and pressed her fingertip in a small circle.

“Oh!” she gasped. It was a quick shock; a rapid bloom of pleasure and release. That first ‘O’ was a lot stronger than she anticipated! She pressed down again. “Oh! Oh!” And she had barely started! Her thighs clamped together over her hand on their own, but she wasn’t going to be denied.

She quickly brought her fingertips to her mouth and wet them. She was in the hunt now. Returning her hand to her pussy, she rapidly whirred the pad of her finger over her clitty.

“Oh shit!” The orgasm leaped through her. She spasmed back against Dan-O. “Oh my god!” It came out as a yelp!

“Keep going!” Dan-O’s voice was almost harsh. “Stay with it!”

“Oh baby, I caaan…t!” but she kept her fingers flicking.

“Show me!” Dan-O barked. He clutched her to him by the shoulders. “Show me!”

Her stomach muscles contracted in a spasm bordering on painful, and she dug her fingers into herself, searing and shattering herself into a series of starbursts and blue-white shards that like diamond arrow tips exploded out into the universe.

Squinching her eyes closed, she bent at the waist, held up only by Dan-O’s grip as wave after wave of wet, burning release exploded out of her. “Nuhhh!” Her teeth gnashed, a dribble of spittle ran down her mouth as she pressed on and on and on…

“Oh, baby!” Dan-O called out from a million light-years away.

She sat back, gulping for air. Eyes still closed, she panted until her breath evened out.

Holy shit. Did she pee herself? An embarrassed feeling swept over her.

Before she could move, Dan-O’s hand was between her legs.

“No baby!” she said, pressing her thighs together.

“Lemme get a taste.”

“Nooo…” But Danny’s hand was between her legs, fingering her before she could stop him.

“Jesus you’re wet!” he said. He brought his hand to his mouth and she heard him slurp his fingers. “Oh, man! Did you squirt?”

“I pee’d.”

“I love it!” His free arm was wrapped around her chest, holding her as he licked his fingers. They remained there, holding and being held for an eternal moment of bliss.


2: NO THOUGHTS
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“You love it. You’re one sick puppy, Dan-O.” Shaking her head, Valerie slid off the barstool onto shaky legs. That orgasm was epic. Sitting on a stool in the kitchen, being held by her lover while she masturbated? And totally rocking her world! She hiked her track pants up and retied the waist cord. Cocking her head as she gazed at her lover, “I come like a hurricane, pee myself masturbating, and you loved it.” She was still shaking her head as she felt the strength return to her legs.

Dan-O stood there with a cocky expression. One side of his mouth was lifted in a half-grin and a single eyebrow arched. “You’re welcome,” There was a smirk on his lips.

“What the hell do you mean? I did all the work!”

“Ahhh yes!” he replied, pointing a finger to the ceiling. “But it was I who told you what to do!”

He was right, damn him. Valerie stuck her tongue in the side of her cheek puffing it out. “Well, you did have a role to play, I suppose.” Her eyes shot him a gleaming look as she stepped over to him, grabbing his belt buckle. “So let me return the favor.”

Danny skidded backward. “Hell no! Not now, babe! It’s a school night and I got a ton of studying to do!”

Valerie’s jaw dropped. If her eyebrows weren’t attached to her head they would have ricocheted off the ceiling. “What? You’re turning down sex? To do homework?”

“Just for now…If I jump you and get off, I won’t be able to get any studying in. All I’ll want to do then is take a nap. My concentration will be shot to hell.”

“But, but, but…”

“Val, babe, you know I’m right…” His voice went up to a high pitch and even cracked a little. “Aren’t I?”

In that second, she saw him as the kid he still was. He wasn’t as sure or confident as he would be in just a few years. He was just out of high school. A yearling colt who had just figured out how to gallop, but was still entirely capable of falling flat on his face.

A sense…a weird feeling towards him bloomed up in Valerie. She was so damn proud of his commitment to his studies, and yet, at the same time felt such sympathy for his shaky confidence. “C’mere young fella,” she held her arms out and took him into a hug. She’d let his temporary rejection go.

For now.

Pressing her face into his thin chest, she said, “You’re one of a kind, Dan-O. Yeah, you’re right; you should hit the books first. When you’re done, c’mon out and we’ll Netflix for an hour or so, okay?” She squeezed him. “Then I’ll…umm… Then we’ll head to bed, how’s that?” Phew. She almost said ‘Then I’ll tuck you into bed’. That would not have been a good idea. This was so messed up. Part of her wanted to tuck him in, wish him goodnight, and kiss his forehead. And another part of her wanted to suck his cock and swallow his load.

Yep. Messed up.

She stuck with the hug and the Netflix offer. “Want me to bring your dinner to your room?”

He stroked the top of her head. “Yeah, that’d be great.”

She looked up at him and pulled his head down. She kissed him warmly, her tongue slid into his mouth giving him both a blessing and a promise.

This was going to take some getting used to.

***

At 9:00 that night Danny came into the living room on his way to the kitchen, carrying a tray with his supper dishes on it.

“That was one delish roast chicken, Val,” he said. “I didn’t realize you were such a great cook.”

Valerie looked over from the TV. “I’m a great customer, Dan-O. That’s from Skip The Dishes.”

“No shit?” He glanced down at his plate and back up. “I thought you cooked it.”

She shook her head. “No… that’s one domestic skill I avoid as much as possible. I’m an awesome gardener, but cooking every night? When there’s this?” She held up her iPad. “I have access to some of the best cooks in the city.”

He was in the kitchen and called back to her. “Yeah, but you got that whole vegetable garden out back! You don’t cook them up?”

“Well, I hang onto a few tomatoes and Swiss Chard, sure. But there are food banks in town, you know? When I pick my crops, I drop them off to the Shepherds Of Good Hope food bank.”

He came back into the living room and flopped beside her on the couch. “So you grow food to give it away…”

“No, I grow food for the enjoyment and satisfaction of growing it.”

“Enjoyment?

Valerie’s eyes bugged out. “Sure!” She leaned into him. “Especially when you start with just the seeds. You plant it in the ground, and as the season progresses, you see the tiny shoots, then they become stems and boom! You’ve got a garden bursting with produce.” She nodded. “It’s a pretty rewarding hobby in itself.”

“Okay, if you say so…”

“Don’t knock it till you tried it, Dan-O.”

“Okay, what about winter?”

“Well…I used to do a lot of skiing before the divorce. There wasn’t much gardening in February, you know? But for the last few years, I’d go down south for a few weeks.”

“Where? Florida?”

She shook her head. “No. Costa Rica, Brazil, Aruba…but my favorite is St. Martin/ Sint Maarten.” She poked him. “That’s a cool place. Half of it is owned by France, and the other half is owned by the Netherlands. But the entire island’s lovely.” She shrugged. “And when I come back home in March I start getting my seeds going for planting in April or May.”

“So no cooking.”

“Well, I can if I need to; I just don’t get a lot of enjoyment from it.” She nodded towards the kitchen. “The cleanup’s a pain, you know?”

“Yeah, I get that…but, y’ know we both could do the cleanup.”

She nodded at him, “Yeah…that’s a possibility, I guess. I mean, every restaurant has people who just do the dishes, and other people who just do the cooking…” Her eyes focused on him. “What about you? Did you do much cooking growing up?”

He nodded. “Yeah, but mostly basic stuff; burgers, hot dogs, that sort of stuff.”

She smirked. “No Chateaubriand, eh?”

“Now that’s a dish I’d love to try to make!”

Valerie was a little surprised at his reaction. “Really?”

“Oh yeah. Remember when we had that at your friend’s restaurant? Oh man, I could eat that every damn day!”

“Okay then. How about over the weekend, you cook it up, and I’ll do clean up. That way neither of us gets overworked.”

“Sounds like a plan.” He glanced up at the TV. “Before we start watching Netflix, what about our little ‘Do Me’ list?”

“Hmmm…” she grabbed the remote and flicked a button, firing up the TV. “You want to Netflix? Or Hulu? Or Amazon Video?” She kept her eyes on the screen as it lit up.

“Hey…”

She felt her face redden a little, but stayed quiet.

Dan-O put his arm around her. “Hey…Valerie…list thing? You having second thoughts or something?”

She drew in her breath. “Not second thoughts. No thoughts, Dan-O.”


3: CANDYGRAM
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“No thoughts?” Danny asked. What the hell was going on? “I don’t get it. I come in the house and you want to make lists. We get our freak on in the kitchen, and now you don’t want to make lists. What the hell happened?” This was a little nutty as far as he was concerned.

“I don’t know…” She kept her eyes on the TV screen’s menu.

“That’s kind of nutty, you know.”

Valerie slowly turned her head to him. “Oh really?” Her eyes were slits. “Nutty, huh?”

“Contradictory as hell, in fact. One minute you’re all hot, bothered and raring to go; and the next minute you’re not.”

He could see from her nostrils flaring that he hit a nerve with her. What was up with that? She was the one who was pissed off? What about him? He was the one who had just been blindsided.

“So you think I’m crazy.” Her voice was even, and quiet; as quiet as a minefield in the early morning fog. One wrong move and boom.

Fuck it. “I said ‘nutty’ not crazy.” He leaned towards her, despite being kinda scared just then. “So you don’t want to play that game, huh? You don’t want to make those lists?”

“That’s right!”

“Then why the hell did you suggest it in the first place?”

“It was just an idea, Danny! I thought about it, and it’s not as good an idea as I thought!”

“Whoa…take it easy…” Did she just call him ‘Danny’?

Valerie jumped to her feet. “No! I’m not taking it easy!” She pointed a finger at him. “It’s never good enough, is it? It’s never enough for you, huh?” She stopped and stared at him, her eyes wide. Her mouth opened, then closed into a thin line while she still watched him. “I’m going to bed. Alone.”

“Hey…” But it didn’t matter. Valerie turned and stalked out of the living room.

Danny sat back on the couch. What the hell just happened? A couple of hours ago she was so hot to trot she squirted, and now she’s tearing his goddamn head off? He stared after her. What the hell was going on?

Damn good thing he got his studying out of the way first.

He snorted. When they first met, she teased him saying ‘You’re not going to murder me in my sleep are you?’ Tonight…maybe he should put a chair by his bedroom door.

He glanced down at his crotch. “Sorry, little buddy,” he said. “It’s just gonna be you and me tonight…and I’ll be honest, I’m not in the mood.”

Mr. Happy was fine with that.

“Shit.”

He grabbed the remote and powered down the television. It was just after 9:00. He’d head to bed early and get an early start in the morning.

Growing up in an apartment full of women, between his sisters and Mom, he knew full well that when something gets under their skin, it’s best to just give them space. This was sooo not the time to try to talk sense to Valerie. That crack about ‘Never good enough’ was nutty for sure…but he made a smart move by keeping his mouth shut over it. She’s touchy as hell right now, and the last thing she needed was some eighteen-year-old kid trying to talk sense into her.

Not that he had any worldly wisdom to bestow. With a sigh, he got to his feet and headed to his room.

An hour later, lying in bed reading a novel about spaceships and time travel, his phone pinged with a text message. He opened it up. It was from Valerie.

Are you awake?

He smirked and tapped a few keys.

ZZzzzz

It pinged again.

Smartass

Damn right he was a smartass. “Walk softly, Danny” he said to himself aloud. “One wrong word and this will get a lot worse. Ah! It came to him, and he typed away:

I’m sorry

He stared at his screen. After a few moments, Valerie replied.

That’s nutty

He shot back

Why?

There was a knock at his bedroom door.

“Who is it?” he called out, suppressing a laugh.

“Candygram.”

What the hell’s a candygram? He got out of bed.

Before he got to the door, it knocked again. “Candygram for Mongo,” Valerie said from the other side.

What the hell? He opened the door.

She was wearing pj’s. Not a lacy see-through nothing. Not a peek-a-boo nightie. Pajamas. Flannel pajamas. She was looking up at him with an impassive expression.

“What’s a candy-gram? And who’s Mongo?” 

A quick smile lifted her mouth, “It’s from a movie I saw when I was a kid.”

“Was it a porn movie?”

“No!” Valerie burst out laughing. “It was a comedy!” She glanced past him into his room. “Is this a bad time? You have company?”

“What? No!”

“Then why don’t you ask me in?”

“Oh. Yeah.” Danny opened the door all the way.

Valerie stepped in and headed over to his bed and sat on the edge. Her hands were busy in her lap, her fingers twiddling each other. “That was pretty intense earlier…”

“Yeah, it was.” He knew the less he said, the better his chances were to not screw this up.

“I…kind of flew off the handle.”

He nodded.

“Do you…do you really think I’m crazy?”

“Absolutely bonkers.” He tried like hell to keep his face straight, but couldn’t hold it, dammit.

She swatted him and they both laughed.

“So…what the hell happened out there?” he asked.

Valerie pursed her lips. “I got scared.”

“Of what? Me?” This was making zero sense.

“Well…yes, you in a way. I mean…that stuff we did in the kitchen? That was the wildest thing I’ve ever done.”

“Oh. So last week, when you shoved your finger up my ass, was just a walk in the park?”

“No! I figured you wanted me to do that!”

“WHAT?” She jumped a little at his outburst, but Danny kept going. “Whatever gave you the idea that I wanted to do that?”

“You liked it, didn’t you? You came like a god damn McDonald’s milkshake machine!”

“Well…yeah! But I don’t think I’ve ever had a fantasy of having a girl shove her fingers up my ass. Why did you think that?”

Valerie let out a sigh. “Because my ex asked me to do that.”

“Did he like it?”

She went silent for a moment. “I have no idea. I didn’t do it. When he asked me to, I thought he was some kind of freak…” She looked away from Danny, her eyes searching for her past. It was years before we split up… we got drunk and started messing around, and it came up, and I kind of freaked out, and that was the last time he ever tried to get me to do anything…” she made finger quotes, “out there”.

“So you figured you’d spring it on me.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know what guys talk about! I thought maybe it was something you guys did or something.”

“Sounds like your sex life was pretty boring.”

She sighed. “My therapist told me that the two biggest things couples fight about are money and sex. Well, with our company, there weren’t any money problems…so I guess all our problems started in the bedroom, you know?”

Danny didn’t know jack shit and was smart enough to know that at least. He stayed silent for a moment, then asked, “So what does this have to do with me?”

“I’m trying to figure out this sex stuff.”

Shit, she came out with that pretty quick. “You’ve been thinking about this?”

She nodded. “Yeah. When I stormed out on you, I went into my room and…this is going to sound stupid, but I wrote about it in my diary.”

“You keep a diary?”

“Well, journal, actually. My therapist told me that they’re a good tool to use when you’re upset about something. I did it a lot for the first year or so after the breakup, and tonight I did it again. Trying to sort my head out.”

He was feeling a little dizzy from all this stuff. Valerie was kind of playing coy or something? Nahh…that wasn’t it. She was just confused. What the hell? How could you be in your 40’s and be confused about stuff? She was the adult in the room, dammit! He took a deep breath. “So what did you figure out?”

“I realized that when we do stuff that’s out there, I get nervous. And Dan-O, the fact that you’re twenty-four years younger than me is really out there. And so I got scared. And it’s because I’ll either not be good enough or whatever, or else I’ll ruin it or whatever, or we’ll go down a rabbit hole and I won’t be able to figure it out and at the end of it all, I’ll just…” her voice faded.

“Just what?”

“Fail. Again.”

Danny blew out another huff of air. “I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about, you know that? I understand ‘failing’, believe me. I’m scared shit that I could fail my physics course. But I don’t run out of the lecture hall because of it. If anything, I work harder at it, y’know? If there will be any extra credit work I can do, I’ll do that, believe me.

They sat in silence for a moment, and an idea hit Danny. “How about this?”

“What?”

“I just said some stuff about what I’m doing to ‘not fail’ one of my courses, right? I mean, if I had to, I’d get a tutor even—someone who’s been down that road, knows the stuff, and helps me figure out where I’m weak, right?”

“So?”

“Well, with us and that list, how about I write out three things that I’d like to do with you, and we try them?” This sounded pretty good to him, at least. He added, “And that way, because they’re my ideas, not yours if they’re not fun and stuff, it’s my fault, not yours, see?”

“Hmmm…” It looked like he was getting through to her. “But what if I don’t want to do the things you want to do?”

“You can’t say ‘No’ unless there’s a good reason. You can’t just say ‘No’ because you think it’s too freaky, or too out there. I guess if you think there’s a real safety risk or something, then that’d be okay…but at any rate, we go in on this with the idea that we’ll go through it.”

“I don’t know…”

“I think you’re going to have to trust me more.”

“Trust you?”

“Yeah. You already do, you know.”

“How do you know that?”

“When we first met, you asked if I was going to murder you in your sleep. An hour later you were signing paperwork letting me live in your home.”

“Yeah, and you started stealing from me right away!”

“What the hell you talking about!”

“My panties?”

“I only borrowed them!”


4: TAKE HER FOR A SPIN
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Back in class the next morning, Danny had one hella time focusing.

Making up with Valerie was great; even if she was still kinda nutty. He didn’t understand exactly what her problem was—but then, she had her therapist for that, right? Maybe she ought to go back to that therapist for some more sessions or something.

Mister Happy was well and truly pissed off with him though. Instead of make-up sex, Danny suggested that they spend the next few nights in their own bedrooms. Things had happened at warp speed between him and Valerie, and they needed to retire to neutral corners.

So instead of makeup sex, he tossed and turned all night. Didn’t even whack off. And that annoyed the hell out of Mister Happy.

So here he was, up to his elbows in the trigonometric functions of a circle…

With a Perma-Rection.

God damn…

And on top of that particular situation, he had one hella case of writer’s block.

Valerie did agree to let him make up a list of three freaky things to do in the sack. She promised not to dismiss them out of hand if they put her off. Which was great, right?

Not so damn much! He didn’t have the slightest idea what the hell to come up with!

It was like when he was a kid. Some guy who was ‘dating’ his mom took him and his sisters to the 7-11 and told them they could each pick out three items. Chips, ice cream, candy, whatever they wanted, they could choose THREE! That was great right? Except there were a million things to choose from! Which ones? What if he chose the wrong thing? What if he missed out on something really tasty and delish? What then?

AAaaaaa!

It gave him a stomachache in his brain.

And now he had a stomachache in his dick!

He took a stab earlier in the day doing some looking online at different websites. They were all about ‘spicing up’ your relationship with sexy things to do. And the ones he read were pretty lame.

Eating food off each other's body? For real? That’s supposed to be a turn on? Or how about blindfolding and then tickling with a feather? Whoop-de-freaking-doo-doo. Argh.

But the best one…the one that made him want to claw out his eyes was something about Kama Sutra. Spend the day not touching each other? Spend hours and hours teasing and stuff? No way, José.

After class, he was at the vending machines trying to decide between Cheetos and pretzels when Jen came up and elbowed him.

“So, how’s your landlady?” she asked with an impish grin. “Gettin’ any?”

Jen was everything Valerie was not. Where Valerie was a good foot shorter than him, Jen had to be at least 5’10”; she could practically look him in the eye. Valerie had curves and swells, and Jen had the physique of a basketball player. Jen’s hair was long enough to go halfway down her back, her flowing curly blonde hair held in place with a barrette. Valerie’s hair didn’t really know what color it wanted to be—a light brown that could go gray overnight, and it barely went past her shoulders.

Jen had kinda hit on him during the first week of class and was miffed when he begged off. And all because he thought that something was going on between him and Valerie. Since then, he got her squared away on some of the stuff in math class she was having problems with, and in turn, she showed him a cool way to deal with those damn word problems in the physics course.

She was his ‘buddy with boobs’ and he was her ‘pal with a prick’.

He smirked at her greeting. “You want to know if I’m gettin’ any? As a matter of fact, I am.”

“No way!” When he just nodded slowly, she asked, “And you’re good with it?”

“Yeah. Valerie’s pretty cool. She’s got some issues—”

Jen snorted. “What woman in her 40’s doesn’t? You should meet my mother’s friends. If ever there was a reason to go lesbian, it would be listening to them when they’ve had too much wine in the afternoon and get all bitchy about their husbands.” She made a face. “And their kids, of course.”

He glanced back at the vending machine and made a decision. Since Jen’s favorite item was Cheetos, and there was only one bag left, he chose pretzels.

Jen grabbed the last bag of Cheetos and they headed over to the Physics building. And just like a guy would, Jen pumped him for the dirty details.

College was sure different. In high school, a girl never asked a guy all about the details of his sexual conquests. So Danny told Jen about the whole thing—the panties, the confession and the wild sex, everything that led up to his case of writer’s block and blue balls.

“And you can’t come up with anything? Seriously?”

Danny stopped. “Okay, Einstein. If you were in my shoes, what would you do, huh?”

She snorted. “Why I’d…” her face clouded. She didn’t blush, and her eyebrows knitted in puzzlement. “I’d…well…uhhh…” She blinked and looked over at him. “Shit, this is tougher than it looks.”

“Thanks for all the help.” If she said one word about strawberries and whipped cream while naked he would dump his pretzels on her head… He sighed. “If I wasn’t a virgin coming here, maybe I’d be quicker to figure this out.”

“You’re a virgin?”

“Not anymore!” They both had a laugh at that one. “But…I mean, if I knew more about what gets a woman turned on…I’d have a better frame of reference or something.”

“Hmmm…I got an idea.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. Remember I mentioned the hen parties I spied on my mother hosting?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, they were all housewives in their 40’s right?”

Danny watched Jen’s face as the wheels turned. He tried to urge her on to spill it but she hushed him as she looked off into space. Her head tilted to one side, and she chuckled, then to the other…and her eyelids hooded and she licked her lips. Finally, she nodded to herself.

“What! What’d you come up with!”

She looked at him. “Your girlfriend—”

“She’s not my girlfriend!”

Jen was taken aback. “Really? She’s not?”

“She’s twenty-ump years older than me! She can’t be my girlfriend!”

“Do you care about her?”

“Well…uh…yeah…”

“Aren’t you all twisted over this because you don’t want to hurt her or affect what you two have going on right now?”

“Well, yeah!”

“When you head back home, do you tell her what happened in your day? Did you tell her how you aced that quiz last week?”

He nodded. “She was the first person I wanted to tell. I didn’t, I told you first. But I wanted to tell her so bad…” he looked away. “I didn’t after all, because I didn’t want to come off like some dumb kid, y’know?”

“You guys Netflix together?”

“Oh yeah.”

“How do you pick out what to watch?”

He sighed. “We went around that, you know. She really likes horror stuff, spooky shit like Annabelle or else The Haunting of Hill House and stuff like that.” He shrugged. “I like war movies and action thrillers like that new Stallone movie.”

“So what did you guys watch?”

“Sci-fi. We watched ‘The Arrival’—it was really mind-bending; time travel, the world on the brink, and aliens. It was really, really cool.” He smiled slowly. “We talked about it for like two hours after…then the next night we watched ‘Interstellar’. That was mind-bending too. They were terrific.”

“So you found stuff you could share.”

“Yeah.”

Jen folded her arms and tapped her foot. “And Valerie’s not your girlfriend because…?”

“Shit, you’re right…”

Jen laughed. “You’re an idiot, sometimes Daniel West! I mean, I knew you were stuck on her the day I met ya!”

“Yeah, well…I never thought that ‘my girl’ would be old enough to be ‘my mother’…okay? So cut me some slack for not being as insightful as you, okay?”

“I’m here to help,” she smirked.

“Okay, so help.”

“Well…basically, Valerie’s your typical suburban divorcee. She’s got the nice house, great car, yadda yadda yadda. All her life, she’s done stuff that was what she was ‘supposed’ to do, right?”

“Yeah…that sounds about right.”

“So…take her for a spin on the wild side…”


5: WE NEED TO LEAVE
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That Saturday night, Valerie had never been so nervous in her life. She and Dan-O had driven to Chicago earlier that afternoon, and now she was dressed and was to meet him downstairs in the hotel’s lobby bar. He had left an hour ago to give her a chance to get ready on her own.

She knew what was going to happen; earlier in the week he told her that he had come up with the three items on his ‘Landlady’s Laundry List’. She wanted to know what they were, but he played it cute.

“No, I’ll let you know what the first item is—it’s not that big a deal, so I don’t think you’ll veto it. But I’m not going to tell you what they all are. We’re going to do this one at a time.”

When he told her that, there was no nervous 18-year-old speaking to her. Dan-O had somehow morphed into a guy who knew what he wanted, and what he wanted her to do.

When she read his outline of the evening, she looked up at him. “Are you serious?” He just nodded. “Well,” she shrugged, “it doesn’t look like it’s all that big a deal, I guess.”

“Good. That pleases me.”

But now…with it really, really happening? She was wrapped in a bath sheet staring at her outfit he'd laid out on the bed. She lifted the blouse he left, holding it up to the overhead light. The damn thing was sheer! Totally see-through! He expected her to go around in public like this?

Across the bed were laid out the rest of her stuff. No pantyhose though, or even that garter belt and stockings—noooo…nothing on her legs at all. At. All. Thank god he had enough consideration to leave her a bra…sort of. It was a red lace number, the identical color of her blouse…

But the top half of the cups were missing. Hell, more than that!

But this wasn’t some run-down seedy hotel! They were at the Chicago Hilton for God’s sake! There were probably a couple of weddings going on! And she was supposed to dress this…slutty and meet him down in the piano bar?

A shiver of fear shot through her. When she said ‘out there’ she didn’t think he’d go this far. This wasn’t just ‘out there’; this was inter-stellar out there! Damn…

***

Danny was at one of those raised tables by the bar waiting for her. He was pretty sure Valerie would go through with his plans for the night, but he’d seen her do a one-eighty-degree turn around before.

Mister Happy was absolutely positive she’d come through. They hadn’t had sex all week leading up to this soiree; and if Valerie was half as ready to go as Mister Happy was, well then, she’d be down in the bar right on time.

He brightened up when she came through the entranceway.

He felt a swell of pride. Every single guy in the bar turned to check her out. So did most of the women.

She was wearing a sheer, deep red button-down blouse. It wasn’t as see-through on her as it was when he picked it out in the boutique at the mall. Valerie had enough Italian ancestry in her that her richly tanned skin left a lot to the imagination. Even so, the curve and swell of her breasts, bobbing with each step, let the world know what was underneath. The fabric of her blouse was taut against her nipples, teasing everyone’s eyes that were on her. Her breasts were supported by the quarter-bra he picked out; the push-up cups added to her decadence.

And she held her head high, with a steady gaze. He had wondered if she’d go through with it, and if she did, would she be confident or all timid and shit.

Oh man… she had confidence nailed to a wooden beam. She walked at an even pace, her eyes quickly flitting side to side, taking in glimpses of all the gazes cast her way. She put a hint of an extra roll in each step, one foot directly in front of the other, causing her hips to sway. Her back was straight, her chest proudly out.

The skirt, same rich burgundy red as her blouse, barely covered her hips, the ripples of the ruchings of fabric accentuating her curves. Like fingers across her hips, the folds of the fabric rose and fell along her flesh with each step.

He had been faking his confidence with her, and at that moment, whatever confidence he had decided to transport back to the Starship Enterprise. In the few seconds it took for her to cross the floor from the entrance to their cocktail table, Danny wondered if he’d be able to pull off the rest of the night.

When she came to the table, he stood up.

“You look ravishing,” he said, bending to kiss her cheek. He pulled a seat out for her to hop up on.

“I’ve never dressed like this!” she whispered.

“It sure works on you…”

That brightened her for a moment. Then she smiled at him, her lips curled up at the corners. “You’re sweet. But I could walk in here wearing a burlap sack and you’d say the same thing.”

He leaned over the table. “It ain’t just me babe, and you know it. You can feel the eyes of every guy in the place on you, all of them wishing they were me.”

She did that quick glance thing with her eyes; they were almost doe-shaped from her cosmetics as she quickly took in the room. “I am getting a fair bit of attention,” she admitted.

Danny looked around the room. A group of guys in suits sitting at one of the tables lined along the far wall, watched them. Two of them caught Danny’s eye and nodded and smiled at him; their mouths were curved up to one side. One guy gave him a quick thumbs up. Danny nodded back.

Total score.

Sure in high school he went out with a couple of girls, but he had never seen grown men (or anyone for that matter) check out his date and give him a thumbs up.

“That suit looks great on you, Dan-O,” Valerie said.

He gave a small laugh. “Your credit card at work, babe. “It was a simple black number, with an open-collared dark blue shirt. It also was the first suit he ever owned.

There were a pair of drinks already on the table. Danny picked up his glass and held it out for a toast. “To adventure,” he said.

Valerie picked hers up. She sniffed it and nodded before returning his toast. “To adventure.”

They both sipped. “Southern Comfort,” she said.

“With a twist of lime,” he added.

“Going for broke, eh?”

Their table was against a wall, giving them a view of the bar and the adjoining dining room. “What now?” Valerie asked.

“Well, our reservation’s in about fifteen minutes, so I guess we can enjoy a cocktail, and…” his voice faded. He watched her, his eyes shining.

“And what?”

“I want you to finger your pussy and then let me suck on it.”

Valerie’s eyes flew open. “Whaaaat?”

“You heard me.”

“Right here?” She looked around the bar. People were chatting and enjoying their own special night out. She glanced over to the other side of the room. There was a group of four men in suits having a great time. She knew it wasn’t a sales meeting—it was a Saturday night after all—but why in hell would four guys be all dressed up and be without dates?

Ohhhh shit. One of them looked familiar! Just as the thought crossed her mind, he turned his head and looked at her. His eyes opened in surprise, and then he smiled at her.

Shit. It was Rod damn Loeb. She flashed him a quick smile and turned back to Danny.

“We need to leave,” she said.


6: NOT GOING ANYWHERE
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“Why?”

“Because someone I knew from back in the day is here!” she whispered, her voice nearing panic.

“Oh? Who?” Danny turned around scanning the room. “That guy over there with the other car salesmen?”

“Trust me, Dan-O, they’re not car salesmen. I don’t know who the other guys are, but I do know what one of them is; he’s one of the biggest developers in Chicago. She looked over again. Yeah, that was Rod damn Loeb for sure. He was a buddy of the ex from college, and was one of the early investors in their company. Shit, he made a ton of money when they went public!

“A ‘developer’?”

“Yes. He brokers deals for office buildings, shopping malls…big building projects.”

“Oh. So he’s a big-time real estate guy.” When Valerie nodded, he said, “So he is kind of a salesman then, right?”

Valerie chortled. “He hates it when people tell him that, but yeah.” She kept her eyes on the group of men, and ohhh shit…Rod was still watching them. He said something to the others and got up. “Damn, he’s coming over!”

“Yeah, I see.” Danny watched the guy. He was one of the guys in the group that watched Valerie come in. He wasn’t one of the guys who flashed him the thumbs up, but he had been as mesmerized by her entrance as the rest of them. He was in his fifties and looked every bit the part of a high roller who was going to pot. He had a generous gut, and a nice comb-over. Danny couldn’t help but see the twelve pound Rolex on the guy’s wrist, and he had a gold chain on the other hand as well. And of course, the pinkie signet ring. He had all his establishment bling, and Danny was willing to wager that the watch alone was worth fifty K. His shirt fit pretty well; there was no bursting at the buttons like that governor from New Jersey, but man oh man was there a lot of fabric.

As Danny watched him approach, he thought the guy really should ditch the comb-over and just shave his dome. The thing with his hair made him look kinda…weak or something?

“Valerie! Valerie Santos as I live and breathe!” he said in a booming voice. And a smile like a great white shark. This was a guy who was used to people hearing him, that was for damn sure. He had his hand stuck out.

“Hello…Rod, isn’t it?” Valerie said, looking at his hand, then back up to him. “I'm back to my maiden name, Winwood.” She kept her mouth in a cool smile. “As I’m sure you know. You and Gerard still keep in touch according to the papers. Didn’t the two of you organize some big fundraiser for Chicago General Hospital last year?”

Rod looked at her, and back to his outstretched hand. He dropped his hand. “Yeah, I still keep in touch with Gerard. You’re holding that against me or something?”

“No…not at all…” She batted her eyes at him. “How’s wifey number three doing? I’m sorry, but I can’t recall her name…you see, I was heartbroken when you and she hooked up. I mean, Donna is a wonderful gal, and yet, you were so, so…smitten by that…party planner?”

“Karen’s an event director, Valerie.” He looked over at Danny. “Taking the nephew out to the big town?”

“Daniel is my boyfriend, Rod.”

“Boyfriend? Aren't you still in high school, son?” Again, Rod stuck his hand out.

Danny kept his hands to himself, holding his drink glass. He was nervous, but no damn way he was going to shake this guy’s hand after Valerie’s refusal.

Valerie laughed lightly. “He’s an engineer, silly.”

“Oh yeah? For who? I know a lot of the companies in Chi-town.”

Danny just shrugged. Valerie had this, and he wasn’t taking any chances of screwing this up for her. He did, however, hold fatso’s eyes as he did. The first rule in the projects—never look away first. Never.

“Cat got your tongue, boy?” Rod said.

Danny just smiled widely.

“Rod…” Valerie said, her voice syrupy sweet. “Remember how you came onto me during that boat cruise we were on?”

Rod turned to her, his face wrinkling in puzzlement. “No, I can’t say that I do.”

“It was so interesting, Dan-O!” Valerie laughed. “There was a gang of us, about eight couples or so. We chartered this yacht to sail around the Great Lakes for a week. My ex and I almost canceled, because we were on the rocks by then…”

She turned to Rod. “And you knew all about that situation! You kept coming on to me that entire trip!” She sat back in her seat. “I always wondered if Gerard put you up to it, you know that? Because if I had gotten drunk enough to give you a roll in the sack, I’m pretty sure it would have come up with a vengeance during our divorce negotiations, wouldn’t it?” Her lips were a thin smile.

She turned to Danny. “He got the girl who’s his current wifey-poo to shed her bikini top.” She leaned into Danny. “They weren’t married yet, and that poor dear would do anything ‘Mister Loeb’ asked her to do. He got it into his mind to get all the gals on board to go around topless.”

“Hey…” Rod said, “it was all in good fun.”

She swung back to him. “Yes, you always were the life of the party, weren’t you, dear.” Turning back to Danny, she continued. “About half the women present—all of whom were the second or third wives of the other guys—went along with Rod’s ‘clowning around’, but none of us ‘first wiver’s’ did. Poor old Rod started nagging, and cajoling for us ‘girls’ to join in.” She turned back to Rod. “Thinking back on it, you were kind of pathetic…until…”

“I was drunk, Valerie. And I apologized.”

Danny kept watching, but the curiosity was killing him.

Valerie peered at him. “Yes, it’s still there, isn’t it?”

Danny watched as Rod’s hand absently went up to his face, touching his eyebrow.

Valerie turned back to Danny. “Y’see, I had grown tired of Rod’s idiotic game and got up to go back to our stateroom. But ol’ Rod here, grabbed me. He tried to untie my swim top. As you can see, he’s a pretty big fella, right?”

Danny just nodded.

“So what’s a girl to do?” She slowly turned back to Rod. “It worked, didn’t it? You behaved yourself afterward.”

“I almost lost an eye,” his voice seethed.

“Well, you didn’t, did you? And I kept my clothes on!” Pointing with her chin, she said, “You only have just that little bit of eyebrow missing.” She made a sad face. “And I was so trying to get at your eyes.”

Rod held up his hands in mock surrender. “Valerie, that was a long, long time ago. I came over just to be friendly.”

“And find some dish to bring back to dear old Gerard. I can hear your brain working right now—‘What the hell is Valerie doing dressed like that? And who’s the guy she’s with?’ Is that about right?”

“Who’s the kid you're with?” he shot back.

Valerie sat back in her seat. “My boyfriend had just asked me to do something, when you interrupted us…” She looked over at Danny. “You still want me to honey? Please say yes.”

Danny nodded slowly. He hoped it was a cool looking affirmation, and not a puppy dog bobbing of the head.

“Thank you, sweetie. I wasn’t all that sure about it, until ‘Rod-Comb-Over Loeb’ showed up.” She turned back to the man, who stood there dumbly. “Daniel asked me to do something, Rod…something dirty.” She let out a quick titter when his eyebrows twitched.

She looked up at Rod, holding his gaze. “I’m dressed very, very provocatively, don’t you think?” She trailed a fingernail down the front of her blouse. “I’ve always been a ‘good’ girl, whatever that means…” She made a little shrug. “It definitely means ‘not exciting’…” Holding Rod’s eyes, she flicked her nail over a nipple. The tang from her nail made her nipple stiffen even more than it had been. She did it a few more times, her teeth biting her lower lip. “Ohhh…that feels sooo sexy…” She took her hand away. “But that’s not what my boyfriend asked me to do…”

She wiggled in her seat and made a show of looking around the bar as her hand dropped to her thigh. The hem of her skirt barely went past her hips. She sat in her seat, tracing her hemline with her nail. “Daniel…he wants a taste, you see…”

“A taste of what?” Rod said. His voice was low and he licked his lips.

“He wants to taste my pussy, silly!” Valerie opened her knees just enough to slide her finger under the hem. She stroked her damp pussy. Since she walked into the bar, when she decided she was going all in, that wonderful glow began in her core. Now, watching Rod be transfixed on her was intoxicating.

She pressed her finger up inside herself and taking it out, turned to Dan-O. “Here, honey.”

Danny leaned into her outstretched finger and took it into his mouth. He sucked it, slowly drawing his head back until it was released with a little ‘pop’. “Mmmm-mmm! Now that’s tasty!” he said.

Rod had watched the entire exchange with a steady gaze. “What the hell are you doing?”

“Giving you some dish to gossip about, dear,” Valerie said. “Now run along back to your little friends and tell them all about it, okay?” She flashed a quick smile. “You should really do something about that comb-over.”

“You little slut.”

Danny was out of his seat. “Watch your mouth, pops. You’re only getting the one warning.” His hand gripped the tumbler he had been drinking out of. One more word, and this guy was going to be chewing on the edge of it.

“I think you’ve just worn out the teeny welcome you had, Rod,” Valerie said.

Rod’s eyes flitted to Valerie, then back to Danny. He looked Danny up and down, his eyes not missing the hand on the tumbler. With a shrug and quick nod, Rod returned to his table.

Danny watched the group. Rod slid back into his seat, gesturing back at them with his buddies. Their eyes flew open wide and stared at them. Shit. This was going to go sideways. He knew what was going to come next. The four of them will pump one another up, and before you knew it, at least one, if not a couple of them, would come over to see what kind of shit they could stir up.

He wasn’t going to wait. As soon as any of them approached the table, he’d start hitting. Shit. He’d probably get arrested. God damn it. Why the hell didn’t they just stay in the damn hotel room? His first bar fight was going to be in a five star freaking hotel? Shit.

Valerie stood up. “Let’s blow this pop-stand, Dan-O.”

Danny looked at her, then back to the group of men. God damn it; these people are adults! Considering what Valerie told him, that fat guy who just left could buy him for a freaking pet, and as sure as god made little green apples, he was going to be back here again.

He looked at Valerie. She was a walking, talking, wet dream standing there. He could see just a small tremble in her hand—good, that matched the knocking of his own knees.

Just as he planted his feet on the floor to stand up, he stopped cold.

“No,” he said. He stood the rest of the way up and grabbed Valerie’s bar stool. He held it out for her. “Sit back down, Valerie.”

“Dan-O! There’ll be trouble if we stay!” she hissed at him. “There’s four of them and only two of us!”

He nodded. “They know that too.” He shook his head slowly. “We’re not leaving until they do. There’s no way—no damn way—they’re going to be able to high five each other at how they chased us out of here.” He jiggled the chair. “Sit back down. We’re not going anywhere.”

“Daniel!”

“No. Time to stop running, Valerie.” He looked over at the group; all of them staring frankly at them. “If something happens, so be it. Bring it on. You’re not going anywhere.” He flashed a smile. “Just promise me you’ll at least post bail, OK?” He looked over at the group of guys. They were all watching, giving evil eyes like mad. And then stood up together.

Oh shit, here we go…
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Valerie didn’t turn around to watch; she saw Dan-O’s eyes narrow and knew something was coming. What is that poor boy going to do against four men? Honest to god, if they started anything, she was going to make damn sure that Rod lost an eye. She felt her knees begin to knock.

And sat back down. She leaned over the table to Dan-O. “As soon as you start swinging, I’m going for Rod’s eyes, Dan-O.” What the hell was she talking about? The only time—the only time she had ever raised her hand in anger since grade school was back on that yacht! Who was she trying to kid, coming off like some bar-room brawler?

But having made the decision, it was exhilarating. She was ready to rock and roll, or whatever you’d call it. She was terrified as anything, and at the same time excited as hell.

Bring it on.

She watched Dan-O’s eyes as he tracked them over her shoulder. Should she look around? Or should she wait? Well, she wasn’t going to give anyone a chance to catch her off guard, so she turned around.

And watched them all head out the door of the lounge.

She looked back to Dan-O. He was still watching the door. Taking a deep breath, he said, “Maybe they’re going to the restroom.”

“All together?” she replied. “Men don’t do that, Dan-O.”

He peered at the glass doors. “The dining room?”

“No,” she pointed. “That’s over there.”

“So they just left.”

“Yeah. I think it’s because of you.”

“Me?” He looked at her shaking his head. “What the hell you talking about?”

She shrugged. “You’re an unknown quantity. Seeing me dressed so…”

“Provocatively.”

“Thank you. I was almost going to say ‘slutty’, but once again you’re a gentleman.” She tilted her head and smiled. “And doing what I did at the table…they didn’t know what the hell they were dealing with.” She scoffed. “To see me act like that…and then you call Rod out the way you did…I think they decided discretion is the better part of valor or something.”

Dan-O shook his head. “Valor? Nah…they chickened out.”

Valerie blinked. “I think you’re right!”

The release of pressure from the almost-fight was like a weight being lifted from her shoulders. It was a relief.

And desire…wanton craving desire filled the void left from the fear leaving. She stared into Dan-O’s eyes…

***

Danny watched Valerie’s face as her expression transformed from tense exhilaration. Her face had been lined, and now her cheeks had smoothed out. Her mouth had been a tight line, ready for confrontation, and now, her lips parted slightly as she stared at him. And her eyes…her beautiful olive, doe shaped eyes that had been sparking, were now half hooded and glistening as they stared at one another.

She dropped one of her legs half off her bar-stool, stretching the hem of her skirt tight across her thighs.

“That was sooo exciting!” she said, her voice almost guttural. “We were ready to go to war!” Her hand was caressing the bare skin of her thigh. “You really were going to go at them, weren’t you?” When he nodded, she added, “Pretty brave…”

He snorted. “I was scared shitless, babe, but yeah.”

“That’s brave, Dan-O… She leaned across the table, her nipples looking like they were about to poke two holes in her silk blouse, and kissed his cheek. “I never had someone willing to get into a fight on my behalf…” As she bussed his cheek, he saw her hand dart up under her hem.

She placed her now glistening finger against his lips. “I’m so turned on right now…”

He suckled her finger again and released it. As he pressed his tongue against his teeth, he tasted her essence; it was creamier this time.

Her eyes were on fire, when she said, “Let’s go someplace else…this place is too tame for what I have in mind.” She reached into her tiny purse, pulled out a few bills and left them on the table.

“Want to order room service?” he asked, getting up.

“No.” She reached across the table and tugged his shirt. “C’mon, young man.”

She hopped off her barstool. Her skirt had ridden so high up it just barely covered her ass cheeks; the hem was hugging that smile where her butt met her thighs as she strode towards the door.

Danny followed her like a shot.

He caught up with her and took her hand.

It was the first time they ever held hands in public. Her fingers felt so tiny in his palm as she squeezed him.

Valerie headed into the spacious lobby. Yes, heads turned seeing them—a striking woman holding a young man’s hand, her hips rolling with each step as they traversed the atrium. The lobby was all dark mahogany bathed in a golden glow from the lighting. The walls swept up in a curve to the domed ceiling twenty-five feet up. He was glad he wore a suit. It was like walking through a cathedral.

Danny’s eyes darted around to see if those four lugs were still hanging around, but they must have left.

Over at the front desk, the clerks hesitated with their guests, taking quick looks. People sitting in the various divans and armchairs stopped their conversations for a moment to give them a once over. Just like in the bar, some men nodded to him as they passed by.

At the lobby entrance, a doorman swept open one of the etched glass doors. Without batting an eye, he touched the bill of his cap to Valerie. “Taxi, ma’am?” he said.

She smiled brightly. “Yes, one of the hotel cars, thank you. We’ll need it for a few hours.”

After a quick confirmation of their room number, the doorman swept his arm out and waved his hand. As if by magic a shining black town car pulled up and the driver got out. He hustled to the rear passenger door and held it open.

“This will be on my room account,” she said, and the driver nodded.

Danny had enough presence of mind to slip a five to the doorman. He did some quick math in his head and realized that the doorman to this place probably pulled in about 100K a year, a lot of that untaxed. He really was in a different world.

When they were settled in, Valerie leaned forward to the driver and spoke quietly to him. He nodded, and they were off.

“Where we heading?” Danny said.

“I want to show you off a little,” she replied with a playful smile.

“Show me off.” He tilted his head at her. “Are you kidding? Have you looked in a mirror?”

“What? This ol’ thing?” she laughed, plucking at her blouse…right at the spot where her still stiff nipples were. Danny watched in silence as her hand slid up the side of her breast. “I’ve never in my life worn lingerie like this…” she said with a wistful tone. “I tried once, and the ex made fun of me.”

“You kidding me?”

She blinked, just once. “No, I’m not. He said, and I can remember every single word… ‘You look like a Victoria’s Secret reject’.” She sighed. “Damn. That was almost twenty years ago and it still stings.”

“You kidding me? Why the hell would a guy say something like that?” When she shrugged, he added, “I think that says more about him than you, y’know.”

“He had a cruel streak. He wasn’t even aware of it most of the time.” She looked over at him, her eyes hard. “He was one of those assholes who thought that living by the phrase ‘Never complain, never explain and never, ever say you’re sorry’ made you more manly or something.” 

“That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard.”

“A lot of people think apologizing makes them weak or vulnerable.”

“Then how the hell can you stay friends with someone like that?” He rolled his eyes. “Let alone marry someone like that?”

She clucked her tongue. “I guess you don’t over the long haul, do you?” She made that wistful smile again; her eyes looking down and away. “Eventually the slights add up.”

“More like erode.”

Valerie brightened and turned to him. “I think you’re right.”

Danny fell into those eyes. “I’m sorry, Valerie. I’m really, really sorry.”

She tilted her head and frowned. “Don’t worry, it was a long, long time ago.” She made a small laugh. “It happened before you were born!”

He held up a hand. “I’m not apologizing for your ex, or for what he did. I’m doing a pre-emptive apology! I’m going to screw something up, sooner or later, and I’m getting some ‘I’m sorry’s’ out there now.” He grinned and waited for her to reply.

She rolled her tongue inside her cheek again. “Hmmm…in that case, apology accepted, under two conditions.”

“Tell me! Tell me how I can undo the hurt I’ve yet to cause!” he joked back.

“Well…first of all, you need to accept my heartfelt apology. I’ve got more than twenty years of practice in screwing up. So, I’m really, really sorry too.”

He was grateful to see her eyes go to ‘merry’ mode. “Granted. And condition number two?”

She peered out the window of the car. “We’re about five, maybe ten minutes away from our destination.” She turned back to him. “My second condition is you have to let me suck your cock, right now.”

Danny rolled his eyes. “God, you’re tough.”

“Only fair—you’ve tasted me twice. I want some too…”

The town car they were in had an enormous rear passenger area. He could almost stretch his legs out fully. He quickly undid his belt, unhooked the waistband, and pulled his fly open.

Like Valerie, he didn’t have any underwear on. Mister Happy popped out at full attention, ready for action. Danny looked up at the driver. His eyes darted from the road to the rearview mirror. How many times did this happen to this guy?

Valerie noticed Danny’s eyes darting. “Don’t worry, hon. The hotel’s drivers are very, very discreet.” She turned her head. “Aren’t you?”

“As long as you don’t leave any messes, my car-o is your car-o, ma’am.” The guy didn’t even turn his head.

Outside of the school bathrooms and the locker room at the gym, Mister Happy had never been out in public.

Valerie reached over and clutched Danny’s member at the base. “It’s such a lovely cock…” she murmured. “I love how smooth it is when it’s hard.” She began stroking it. Up at the top, she ran the pad of her thumb along the edge of his knob. Licking her lips, she said, “I love how big your cap is.”

“I’m glad you like my glans,” he quipped; his voice just above a whisper.

Giving his shaft a squeeze, she said “And I love how the rest of you is sooo hard!” She dropped her head and took him into her mouth.

He leaned back, watching her. Her rich, red lips left a trail of gloss on his shaft as she began to suck on him. He rolled his hips at the delightful sensation.

Shiiiit….he was in the back of a freakin’ limo, getting head by a gorgeous woman. ‘Kill me now, Lord, and I’ll die a happy man!’ ran through his mind. ‘Wait, God! I’m just getting started, okay?’

He glanced out the side window when a pulse of lust contracted his stomach. Streetlights and traffic lights whizzed past the car as they cruised smoothly down the avenue like on a cloud.

He looked back down. Valerie had slid to the floor, and was between his legs. He angled his head so he could watch her mouth work.

And oh man, what a good worker Valerie was. She held his cock, and with her mouth half-open, ran her lips wetly around the crown. She tilted it to the side a bit, and her tongue joined her lips in leaving a shining trail up and down his shaft. Her two lips slid up each side, and her tongue caressed the rim of his knob, that super-sensitive edge of the crown, underneath the mushroom-shaped cap.

“I’m so glad you’re circumcised,” she murmured. “I prefer a cut dick to a hooded one.”

“Oh my dear…I assure you, the pleasure is all mine,” he groaned.

She cupped the side of his cock in her hand, slowly stroking the meat of his shaft as her tongue and lips continued their glistening homage.

On their own, his hips pulsed again, a slight push up towards her and back down.

“Mmmm…I like you doing that…” Valerie said.

“That’s me wanting to come, babe…”

“Oooh, not yet, darlin’. Not. Yet.” She squeezed his shaft in a milking gesture. “But I do want my taste…” Her other hand kneaded his balls in a gentle massage, while she stroked up from the base to the tip. “Oh! There you are!” she cooed when a thick dollop of his cream oozed out the tip. She quickly covered it with her mouth, making suckling sounds as she kept her hands busy stroking and plying his manhood.

She quickly lifted her head, pouting her lips at him. He could see the droplet of his seed like a pearl in the center. She smacked her lips, closing her eyes for a moment. “The taste of your cum turns me on so much, Danny!”

“You turn me on, babe!” he gasped back at her.

She dropped her head back to his groin, nuzzling into his balls. She inhaled deeply. “I love your taste, I love your smell…” Her eyes darted up at him. “We’re going to have to give this a shave though; I hate getting pubes in my throat.”

He threw her a salute. “Yes, ma’am.”

Valerie’s head jerked up. “Did you just say ‘Yes, Mom?’”

“What? No! I said ‘Yes Ma’am!”

Did he just see a shadow of disappointment, flit across her eyes? He was definitely going to file that away for later. Valerie has some kind of unfulfilled maternal instinct or something there. He wasn’t sure if it was hot or not. It didn’t gross him out, so that was okay… But for now… “Kiss my cock, ma’am. Please.”

“Oh, baby…” Starting at the base, Valerie wetly kissed his shaft with parted lips, her tongue stroking him each time. When she got to the tip, she gazed into his eyes as her lips encircled the very tip, sucking lightly before releasing him with a soft pop.

“God you’re good at that,” he hissed. “Do it again!”

“I’ve been watching a lot of online porn while you’ve been at school, baby,” she said. “You can pick up a lot of things from videos, huh?” She put her mouth over his knob again, and making ‘mmmm’ noises, bobbed her head and let go, only to return to it once more.

Danny’s head swam from the entire experience. Just a couple of weeks ago, he was living in the projects; as a skinny white boy, he might as well have a target painted on his back. So much of his life had been ducking gang-bangers and trying to stay out of trouble while trying to get ahead at his shitty high school. And now, he’ was getting his cock sucked in a limo by a beautiful woman.

Not just ‘a woman’. Valerie.

His Valerie.

He reached down and cupped her face as she nursed on his shaft. Her eyes looked up at him.

He wanted to say something profound, romantic, and erotic all at the same time, but shit—he had nothing. So he just held her face as he chewed on his lower lip as the back of his mind puzzled over how something could be so dirty and slutty at the same instant it was so deeply moving?

All he managed to get out was “Ohhh wow, Val. Oh wow…”

“Sorry to interrupt you love birds, but we’re here!” their driver announced, pulling the car to the sidewalk.

Danny looked out the window. They had pulled up in front of a three-story brownstone in the heart of the downtown. A guy the size of a refrigerator stepped up and opened his door.

“Shit!” he said, fumbling with his pants.
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“Starting early, sir?” the guy said with a grin as he watched Danny put himself back together. He was six and a half feet tall and built like an NFL linebacker. He was shaven-headed, with a pristine goatee and no neck. His eyes flitted to Valerie, and they narrowed. “Hey baby, you can’t work here.”

“I’m not ‘working’ dear. We’re on a date,” she replied sweetly.

“They call it dates too,” he replied, looking down at Danny. What had been friendly eyes now hardened. “How much is junior here paying you for the night?” He had his hands on each side of the car door’s opening. Nobody was getting out until he said so.

“We live together,” Valerie said. “We’re just out for a good time.” Her voice was a hella lot steadier than Danny’s would be, that was for damn sure.

“Live together.” Bullet head’s eyes flitted to Danny. “You guys live together.” When Danny nodded, he smiled sardonically. “Well god-damn, if this isn’t a first,” he said as he shook his head slowly. Tilting his head at Danny he added, “I haven’t seen a pimp as young as you since ‘Risky Business’, pal.”

The penny dropped for Danny. “Waitaminnit. You think she’s a hooker?”

Valerie had gotten up from the floor and was sitting on the seat beside Danny. “There’s a terrible misunderstanding here,” she said. “Dan-O and I are lovers. We’re from out of town for an adventure.”

“He’s your lover.” The look in his eyes stated clearly he didn’t believe a word.

“That’s right,” Danny said. “We’re staying at the Hilton downtown.”

“Really.”

There was now an edge to Valerie’s voice. “Yes, really.” She swept her hand taking in the car. “This is a hotel car.”

“Oh yeah?” He pointed with his chin at the driver. “That so?”

The driver turned around. “Hey, Gary. Yeah, they’re telling the truth.”

“Oh—hi Paco, I didn’t see you.”

Paco grinned and gestured at Valerie. “I’m not insulted, man.”

Bullet-head, now Gary, tilted his head. “Your hotel’s guests don’t come here enough, man; I didn’t recognize the car.”

“Don’t worry about it. She’s telling the truth. They got a suite up top. Not the penthouse, but damn close, and they got me for the night.” He nodded at Valerie. “The lady’s no hooker, man.” He nodded at Danny. The kid’s no pimp.” He cackled. “The kid’s just the luckiest guy in Chicago, y’know?”

Gary looked to Valerie and Danny. “No funny business, alright? You guys enjoy yourselves, but don’t hit on any of the patrons, okay?” He stepped away from the car door, holding it open. “Welcome to Abraxas. Enjoy your visit.”

Danny hopped out and held his hand out for Valerie. This had just gotten intense. He held his hand out and Valerie grasped it, stepping out of the car like the queen of England.

She looked up at bullet head. “Now Gary, we’d like one of the Private VIP rooms, bottle service with Southern Comfort, and a girl…” She fished a credit card out of her purse and held it out for him to see. “There won’t be any problem with the bill.”

He looked down at the card. “Don’t see many of those here either,” he said. Looking back up to Valerie, he added, “Any particular flavor of girl?”

She looked over at Danny. “Any preferences baby?”

‘Preferences? Was she kidding?’ he thought. “Uhhh…no. In fact, you’re plenty for me, as it is, babe,” he replied.

“Okay then, I’ll pick,” Valerie said back. Turning to Gary, she said, “Young, lithe, blonde…and horny.”

“Horny.” Gary nodded in understanding. “I’ll make sure your suite’s kept private, ma’am. I think I know just who to send up.” He walked them to the door and handed them over to another man inside after whispering instructions into the guy’s ear.

“What’s going on?” Danny asked. “I didn’t ask for any other girls, Valerie.”

She nodded sweetly. “I know…” she tilted her head at him. “Maybe she’s for me…what do you think of that?”

Danny’s eyes widened and all the breath left his body. Was she for real? His mouth opened and closed without saying a word. He recovered, and said with a smirk, “Wait! It’s my list, isn’t it?”

Valerie let out a laugh. Not a ‘girlish twitter’ either; a honking belly laugh. She clutched at Danny’s lapels and said, gasping, “Nooo…it’s my list. Didn’t we call it the ‘Do Me List?’ after all?”

He rolled his eyes. “Yes ma’am.”

“Come along for the ride, big boy,” she said, taking his hand and leading him into the club.

The front area was closed off from the main lounge. There was a counter where other patrons would pay the cover charge before going in. The inside manager called over one of the waitresses and gave her some instructions. She nodded, and approached Danny and Valerie.

“Hi, I’m Angie, and I’ll be looking after you guys tonight!” she said in a chipper, friendly voice. She could have stepped out of the pages of Maxim; her black smooth satin Merry Widow corset lifted her full breasts up and out. Her long supple legs were in sparkling fishnet stockings, and she had three-inch heels. “Just follow me!”

She turned and went around a partition and into the main lounge of the club.

It was an enormous room, Danny couldn’t even see the back of it. Down the center was a huge bar, and right behind it was the dance stage with four brass poles. Three women were performing, all of them completely naked. Seated at padded bar stools, a collection of men, ranging from guys in golf shirts and khakis to other guys in suits and ties were watching the women perform as a heavy, sensual deep bass beat throbbed from unseen speakers.

Throughout the lounge were tables with as few as two and as many as twenty patrons. Some were eating steak dinners, and others were just cheering the various women who circulated through the room.

Angie guided them over to a spiral staircase. “The VIP and Champagne rooms are upstairs. You can have a great view of the stage if you need it, but your private dancer will make sure you won’t!” She smiled brightly at them and headed up the stairs.

Danny took up the rear of their procession, his eyes transfixed on Valerie’s butt as she navigated the circular ascent. 

She must have felt his eyes on her because she paused and looked down at him. “Enjoying the view, babe?” she asked. When he nodded, she pulled up the hem of her skirt, exposing her sweet bubble of a derriere.

Danny noticed some guys who were at a table near the staircase, their eyes glued to Valerie.

He didn’t feel jealous—he felt…proud or something. His woman was making guys in a freaking strip club turn their heads!

Watching the guys, he reached up and stroked Valerie’s ass with his palm. Eat your hearts out fellas!

She shimmied and smiled. “Let’s head up,” she said. They went the rest of the way up with Valerie’s ass hanging out and Danny’s hand rubbing it for all he was worth.

They were in a corridor. One side was a wall with posters of alluring women in various stages of undress and all with inviting sultry expressions. The other side was a smoked glass wall with doors separating the various skyboxes that looked down onto the action below.

She took them to the end of the corridor to a black door with another bouncer standing beside it. “This is our ‘Anything Goes’ area!” Angie said. “It’s a private 'Members Only' part of the club.” She smiled sweetly at the bouncer (a clone of Gary the bullet head at the door) and he swept it open.

Again, there was a wall of smoked glass that curved around. “There are only two private rooms here,” she said. “I’ll be your server for your stay…” she licked her lips. “And if there’s anything else you may need, just ask me.”

She pulled the door open. The room had three tiers to it. At the opposite side from the door was a balcony that looked down onto the performing areas with a group of four leather lounge chairs lining it. On the second tier was a leather sofa, and a stripper pole. Where they stood at the entranceway was a platform with a table and service bar. There was a bottle of Champagne already uncorked with two flutes. “Would you care to start with some champagne before your performer arrives?” Angie asked.

“Certainly,” Valerie said. Thank god she was taking the lead; Danny knew dead certain that if he spoke his voice would crack like a twelve-year-old’s. Valerie tugged her hem back down and stepped down to the balcony.

Danny followed. From their perch, they could see the other VIP rooms that ringed the stage and bar below. A few of them were occupied. One had a crew of about eight guys in it, and there were two girls circulating among them. Each of the women was completely naked. They were perched on the arms of a Laz-E-Boy that was occupied by a guy in his early 30’s or so. He had some kind of sash draped across his chest that read ‘Groom-To-Be’. He was running his hands up and down the thighs of one of the women as the other one was whispering into his ear.

“Last fling before the ball and chain,” Valerie said, following his gaze; she had a small smile.

Danny shrugged. He never got how a guy, who was about to marry a girl, could go out and mess around like that. Sure, let his buddies go for it and shit; but that idea left him cold.

He looked down at the lounge. The music was still throbbing, but up there it was more like background noise instead of a deafening beat. They could actually talk in normal voices where they were sitting. There were men at tables with dancers gyrating on their laps, while the men ringing the stage were tossing dollar bills at one of the dancers as she pulled her g-string lower and lower.

He stroked Valerie’s back. “Dance for me,” he said.

She looked at him with her head tilted. “That’s what the performer will be for, babe.”

“No. I want you to dance. I want you to seduce me with your body.” He kissed her. “Dance for me.”

Valerie’s eyes dropped. “I’m not very good…” she said.

“For me.”

She pursed her lips and looked away for a moment. “You know, I thought bringing you here would be something that would blow your mind.” She swept her arm out. “All these beautiful women, these young women will do anything you want for a price. They’re professional dancers, I’m not.”

“So I can have anything I want, right?”

She nodded.

“Then dance for me.” He stepped up to the middle level where there were the sofa and brass pole. “Show me…” he said and sat on the sofa.

Valerie turned to Angie. “I’m going to need that champagne now. Is there anything harder there?

At that moment, another woman walked in carrying a tray. On it was an ice bucket, two tumblers and a bottle of Southern Comfort.

Valerie nodded. “Saved by the bell!” She took the bottle, unscrewed the cap and took a long pull on it. “Thank you,” she said, wiping the back of her mouth with her hand. “Liquid courage will help!”

Angie brought a flute of champagne over to Danny. He drained it in one gulp and passed it back to her. “May I have another?” he said as he settled in.

***

The Southern Comfort was just what Valerie needed. Danny turned the tables on her effortlessly. Up until he asked her to dance, she was the one controlling everything! She looked at her lover; his bright eyes and smile told her that she could clomp around like Granny Clampett and he’d be just fine with it.

Well…she could probably do a little better than that…

She glanced over at Angie, who was at a control panel on the wall. She pressed a few buttons, and scrolled the screen. She looked over to Valerie. “I think this is a good soundtrack for you,” she said, and pressed a play icon.

Speakers in the ceiling came alive, filling the space with the sound of far away thunder and rain. After a moment, an organ began pumping out a sensuous, rolling melody, accentuated by a stong bass line.

It was an incredible sound system, enveloping the entire space with the throbbing beat as the organ’s melody rose and fell over it, shimmying and sparkling it entwined with the lower toned thrumming.

Valerie closed her eyes, letting the music move through her. The melody skipped and pranced up her legs, and she began to roll her hips in time with the pulsing beat.

‘Wish to god I had more clothes to take off!’ shot through her head and she couldn’t help but chuckle. Dan-O had noticed, and his eyebrows knitted in curiosity. She made a quick wave at him and resumed grinding her hips.

Closing her eyes, she ran her hands up her sides. She imagined Dan-O’s hands firmly outlining her body. Her dress covered all the parts of her that wanted—no ached—for his touch. Not just his touch, she wanted him to ravish her; not pet and stroke her, but to grasp her in a strong grip.

She brought her hands up to her blouse and began undoing the buttons. When she got to the bottom, she let it drape open, giving Dan-O a view of her swelled flesh. Her nipples were already exposed. She wet her fingers and kneaded first one, then the other into stiffness.

She turned away from him and bent at the waist. Lower and lower she went, feeling the hem of her skirt rise up her ass.

When the music rolled into a crescendo, she kicked one leg out to the side. Still bent over, she wanted Dan-O’s tongue, then his hand to glide over her now exposed pussy lips. In time with the music’s now insistent rhythm, she began to stroke her pussy. She peeked over her shoulder to see Dan-O mesmerized by it all. Good.

She reached behind her and spread her asscheeks, showing him her virgin asshole. She’d never let the ex even think about fucking her up there, and yet now… Still gyrating her hips, she ran a finger up and down the cleft of her cheeks, drawing a small circle with her finger over the puckered flesh. What would it really be like…?

The music swelled again, and she straightened up and turned back around to face Danny. In time with the beat, she vamped over to where he was sitting on the couch.

She lifted her leg with just the teeniest of grunts, and rested her foot on the arm of the couch. Now her entire crotch was exposed to Dan-O. When he reached up to touch her, she swatted his hand away, and waggled a finger at him.

“No, no…look but don’t touch….” She grinned evilly. “Yet!”

Standing with one foot raised, she resumed stroking her pussy. The music, the absolute decadence of this place was everything she hoped for. She was going to make herself orgasm right in front of him. Oh god…

A light swelling wave of pleasure rose up from her thighs to her core. Yes…that’s it… Images of Dan-O pressing down on top of her as she lay face down on a mattress, his hand clutching her neck as he fucked her virgin asshole filled her mind as the pleasure in her groin pulsed again.

“Oh god, yeah!” her voice was a short, high cry as the ‘O’ shot through her. Keeping her thumb making small circles on her clitty, she stuffed two fingers up inside her wet opening.

Dan-O’s voice was a growl. “Oh yeah, Val, keep doing that!”

She cracked her eyelids open to see him massaging himself through his pants.

“Don’t you dare come!” she hissed at him with a smile. “Not yet!”

He jerked his hands away from his crotch like it was a hot iron. Good.

She took her fingers out and pressed them onto his mouth. “I’m fucking your mouth with my fingers…” she growled as his head bobbed up and down, licking her creamy dampness from them.

She took her hand away and began to stroke herself again. The music was building and building to a crescendo as she coaxed another orgasm into life.

‘Oh lordy, this one’s going to be epic!’ shot through her mind. She braced herself on Danny’s shoulder with one hand, as her other hand began to furiously buzz over her nub like an angry hornet.

“Oh shit, Dan-O! I’m gonna come!” she mewled, feeling her knees and thighs tremble as the wave of pleasure began to erupt. “Oh my god! Oh GOOOOODDDD!” she wailed as she exploded out of herself.

Relaxing her arm, she slid down onto Dan-O. His arms came around her, holding her as she finished trembling and quaking. She crawled up onto the couch, half splayed over him. He stroked her hair.

“Holy shit you can dance, Val!” he said. “Holy shit!”

Dance schmanz …she just needed a minute to flutter back down onto planet Earth…
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They lay entangled on the couch as Angie shut the overhead speakers off. She busied herself at the service bar and brought over two more glasses of champagne.

“If you ever want a job here, hon…” Angie said as she passed each of them a drink, “just let me know. You got ‘it’ in spades.”

Valerie flicked her hand at her. “Yeah, right.”

“I’m serious! I’m straight, and you even turned me on!”

Danny grumbled at them both. “Yeah, and she got off at least twice, and I’m sitting here with blue balls!”

“Ohhh poor baby…” Valerie said, mussing his hair. “It’s one of the joys of being a gal, Dan-O. You men get one shot, and then you have to recover. Whereas we’re able to just let them roll over us again and again!”

He stuck his tongue out at her.

The door to their skybox opened and a young blonde woman stepped in.

She was totally rocking the ‘School Girl’ look. She was only in her twenties and was pulling it off perfectly. A white cotton blouse with the tails tied into a knot above her belly button, a plaid pleated kilt, white knee highs and patent leather heels completed her outfit. Her blonde hair was done up in a pair of pigtails that rose off her scalp and splayed down past her shoulders.

“I’m Dorothy,” she said, her voice a tinkle. “I’m going to be your dancer, okay?” she said, her full lips smiling.

Valerie looked to Danny, who nodded. “That’s fine, hon,” Valerie said.

Dorothy looked Valerie up and down. “Do you dance?” she asked.

Valerie tilted her head. “Professionally? No. Why do you ask?” she added with a small smile.

“Well, you’re dressed like a dancer…”

“Nope. Just an old retired lady.”

Danny’s eyes were bouncing between the two women. He held up his hand. “I have an idea. Why don’t you two guys dance with each other?”

Valerie snorted. “Why am I not surprised?” She looked up at Dorothy, her raised eyebrows asking if she was good with the idea.

“That sounds like a plan,” Dorothy replied, reaching her hand out to help Valerie to her feet. Still holding her hand, she guided Valerie to the stripper pole in the center. “Just follow my lead,” she said as the sensual melody of Donna Summers old 70’s hit ‘Love To Love You Baby’ filled the room.

They stood on opposite sides of the shaft, and as the hypnotic bass throbbed, Dorothy leaned forward and began to rub her cheek up and down the pole. Her hips gyrated in time with the rhythm of the song.

Valerie reached out with her hands, cupping them around the brass shaft, she stroked up and down below Dorothy’s cheeks.

Dorothy stood and placing her back against the stripper pole, began to rub up and down against it. She gestured for Valerie to follow her lead, and the two women, back to back, stroked the pole with their bodies.

Valerie watched Danny as he drank the sight of them in. She put her finger to her mouth and sucked it for a moment, and the effect it had on Mister Happy was instantaneous. He sat back on the divan, stroking his crotch as he watched.

Dorothy reached out behind her, her hands palmed Valerie’s ass as they continued their undulations against the pole. Valerie returned the favor, her hands lifting the hem of Dorothy’s short skirt, exposing the girl’s ass. She leaned firmly against the pole and her hands began to stroke Dorothy’s thighs, her hands stretching behind her.

They released each other and stepped from the pole to face one another, still keeping in time to the music’s hypnotic beat and rhythm. Dorothy pointed to the knot of her top, gesturing to Valerie.

Valerie tugged at one end, opening the knot. She spread Dorothy’s blouse open and tugged at it, causing it to drift to the floor, baring her firm breasts. Each of her cupcake-sized orbs was cream-colored, topped by rich pink puffy nipples that stood stiffly out, pointing upwards. She put her hands behind her head and arched her back, inviting Valerie’s touch.

Valerie shot a quick look at Danny. “I’ve never, ever done anything with a girl, hon!” her voice was high pitched

He nodded. “Do you want to?”

“I...” her eyes went back to Dorothy and traveled up and down the young woman’s figure. “She’s hot, isn’t she?” she said aloud. On their own accord, her thighs squeezed together. “But… I don’t know…”

Danny leaned forward in his seat. “How about this—play with her for me then. Do it to please me. Watching you two is so damn hot! It won’t be on you, babe; it’ll be on me, okay?”

Something about that made a penny drop for Valerie. She wasn’t really into girls… “Well…if that’s what you want…I guess that’s okay…”

Dorothy spoke up with a giggle. “Gettin’ a little uncomfortable here!” She still had her back arched, displaying herself.

With her eyes shining, Valerie turned back to Dorothy and reached out, cupping each breast from the side and squeezing them. Each nipple protruded even more, and Valerie bent forward and licked first one, then the other. She looked up at Dorothy. “You like that?”

“Nibble a little—don’t make it hurt, but get my attention.” When Valerie lowered her head again, Dorothy crooned, “Perfect! That’s it!”

After Valerie laved her other boob, Dorothy pushed her back. “My turn,” she said. “I can see your nipples through your top, and…” she quickly unbuttoned the blouse and it joined her own top on the floor. “Ohhh…these are niiice!” she murmured as she lowered her mouth. Cupping her hands she kneaded and squeezed the larger breasts for a moment before coming back up. Reaching out, she brought Valerie closer and began rubbing her hard nipples into Valerie’s. The women stood there, each holding the other’s tits as they rubbed and teased the pink cones.

Valerie let go of Dorothy’s boobs and embraced her. She brought her mouth down, covering the younger woman’s with her own. Their tongues entwined as they kissed open-mouthed, letting Danny take in the enticing sight.

Valerie sank down to her knees and Dorothy spread her legs. She began stroking Dorothy’s bare pussy lips with trembling fingers. She’d never, ever done anything like what she just did…and was about to do. Bending her head forward, she went in to lick her first pussy.

But Dorothy’s hands came down on her head and stopped her. “Not like this, hon,” she said. She went to the love seat and sat on the edge of the cushion and crooked a finger. “C’mere, big girl!”

Staying on her knees, Valerie crawled over between Dorothy’s legs. She looked up at Danny. “I can’t believe I’m doing this!” she gasped.

“You’re not. I’m making you,” he replied. He then gestured with his hand for her to continue.

Hesitantly, Valerie nuzzled the woman’s thighs, getting closer and closer to her mound. She inhaled deeply, her head filling with the scent. It was a lot stronger up close than whenever she would sniff her fingers after playing with herself! She rubbed her nose along the crevasse of Dorothy’s outer lips, and then stuck out her tongue.

Nodding her head up and down, she wetly licked her first pussy. Feeling Dorothy’s hands gently rubbing the top of her head, she settled in.

She swiped her tongue at the top of the cleft, searching for that stiff nubbin of her clit. Like a prospector discovering a nugget in a stream, she let out a small cheep of pleasure when she found it. She licked it wetly and Dorothy responded with a tremor in her thighs.

‘I know how I like it…’ she thought to herself. She began to whirr her tongue up and down like the wings of a hummingbird over the woman’s clit.

“Oh yeah!” Dorothy moaned.

Encouraged, by the younger woman's cries and the arching of her pelvis onto her tongue, Valerie licked harder.

“That’s it!” She grasped at Valerie’s hair.

‘The girl just came! I made a girl come!’ snapped through Valerie’s mind when she felt the contraction of Dorothy’s thighs and hips. It wasn’t a big ‘O’, but enough to show her she was on the right path.

She broke away from buzzing Dorothy's clit and again began to wetly lick up and down her pussy.

Danny’s voice was almost hoarse when he said, “Tongue fuck her, baby. Lick her creamy pussy!”

Valerie stabbed her tongue inside the other woman’s pussy. The taste was oh so familiar, but yet different somehow. The way two different brands of vanilla ice cream could be different. The taste of her escalated Valerie’s own passion.

She didn’t want Dorothy to ‘come’, she wanted her to scream.

She moved her mouth up to the top again, and began to whirr her tongue once more. This time though, she went off to the side of Dorothy’s lovely clit. When she would play with herself, she got the most awesome climaxes not from pressing on her own clitoris directly, but off to one side.

“Yes! That’s it!” Dorothy cried out. She clenched her thighs tightly against Valerie’s head and clutched her fingers in Valerie's hair. “Ohmygod! Right there!”

Valerie wasn’t going to let up. She shoved herself onto Dorothy’s groin, her mouth now hungry to chew and consume the woman’s lust. Keeping her tongue whirring, she tuned into Dorothy’s body, being guided by the woman’s thrusts and spasms. She felt them build and build as keening cries of rampant pleasure surged in intensity.

When Dorothy began to moan, Valerie stopped her fluttering and began to gently chew on the woman’s clit with her lips.

“Oh god YESSS!” Dorothy cried out. Her legs shot out straight from her body, her feet off the floor as she shoved her hips into Valerie’s face. “Keep! It! Right there! Right there!” She was rocking Valerie’s head as she thrust into it, over and over again.


10: I’M NOT TALKING ABOUT YOU

[image: Chapter Flourish STB copy.jpg]

When Valerie felt Dorothy’s feet hit the floor, she went completely still, her lips and tongue still covering the woman’s mound. When she felt all the tremors in Dorothy’s legs stop, she planted a wet kiss on the woman’s pussy and raised her head. “I guess you liked it, huh?” she said with a grin.

“Oh. My. Gawwwwd!” Dorothy shot a look at Danny. “Your woman is so fucking bi!”

“No, I’m not! I’ve never done this before!”

Dorothy bent at her waist and kissed Valerie. “Well, you’re bi now, hon!”

Danny thought his head was going to explode. He and Valerie had just been a ‘couple’ or whatever the hell they were for just a short time—shit, they didn’t even have enough time in for a one month anniversary! And tonight she was getting down with someone else?

With another woman?

Half of him was shot through with jealousy. What the hell was she doing getting it on, at a god damn strip club of all places, with another woman? What did she actually do all day while he was at class? Was he man enough to satisfy her? Was it even possible for him to think he could? He was just a kid, and she was definitely hot enough to have anyone (and not just guys!) she wanted! Who the hell did he think he was?

But…

Watching Valerie and that stripper babe go at it was the most incredible thing he’d ever seen! Valerie’s hungry mouth on Dorothy’s wet pussy, her legs clenching so tight he could see the musculature of her limbs as she climaxed, clutching Valerie’s hair...holy shit. It was so god damn arousing he was surprised his eyeballs hadn’t melted. This…thing that just happened was not in his game plan at all! He thought he was being totally out there by just wanting to go to a classy place with her dressed to kill and messing around under the tablecloth at a restaurant!

Instead…this?

‘Where the hell was this going?’ he thought to himself. What the hell was going to happen next? And not just with this night to remember—shit, he’d be telling his fucking grandkids about this! Well…maybe not his grandkids, but he’d be bragging about it at the old people’s home, that was for sure!

But…Valerie was a grown woman…what other surprises was she going to come up with?

The ‘sex-capade’ he'd come up with wasn’t anywhere close to what just happened!

He must have been staring off into space or something, because one of them nudged his leg startling him.

“Hey, you okay?” Valerie asked when his head spun around to face her. Her eyes were shining, but there was a look of concern in them too. “Was this too much for you to handle?”

“Handle?” God damn his voice! It cracked again! He cleared his throat. “Well…I…” he looked over at Dorothy who was also looking at him, her eyebrows question marks. “I’ve never done anything like this. I mean, sure, I’ve seen it online and shit…but in real life?” He felt his own eyes bugging out of his skull as he took the two women in his gaze. “I’m completely blown away!”

Valerie watched him carefully now. “In a good way?” she said in an uncertain voice.

“I’ve just never thought such a thing really happens in real life. In my wildest dreams, I never imagined this happening…”

Valerie barked a laugh. “Me neither!”

His head shot back. “What do you mean? You’ve done this kind of shit before.”

“Not. Even. Close.” She held her arms out. “First time ever in a strip club…” she reached out and took Dorothy’s hand. “And first time ever licking a pussy.”

Dorothy chuckled. “I call bullshit!”

Valerie shook her head vigorously. “God’s truth! I mean, I did ‘practice French kissing’ at a slumber party when I was a kid in college and stuff. But I never dreamed I’d ever go down on a girl!” She turned back to Danny. “Until tonight.”

Danny leaned in. “Really?”

She nodded. “You’ve really opened up a Pandora’s Box here, Dan-O!” She chewed her lip. “But I need to know if you’re genuinely cool with this.”

“Well…I think I’ll be bragging about this when I’m like 90 years old.”

She eyed him. “And that’s it?”

Shit, she could zero in on him like a freaking drone strike. He took a breath. “You’ve never done anything this wild before? Really?”

She shrugged. “Well, I did go to a nude beach. But only took off my top. And that was just one time.”

“Well…why me then? I mean…” he gestured at her. “You’re hot enough to be Dorothy’s mother—”

“Eeew!” Dorothy said with a laugh.

He waved at her. “You know what I mean! You both are gorgeous, and you know it. And babe, you’ve been on this earth for years! How come I’m the lucky bastard? I’m just a kid from the projects trying to get through school and shit. Why isn’t there some guy as rich and…” he paused groping for words, but couldn’t find them, “…stuff as you are, here instead of me?”

Dorothy leaned forward. “I think he’s saying you can do better, hon,” she said to Valerie in a stage whisper.

Valerie perked up. “Hmph! Really think I could?” She kept her eyes on Danny as she said it.

Dorothy laughed. “Hon, I get propositioned by high rollers a couple of times a week! They ask me to be their mistress all the time!”

Valerie turned from Danny to face her. “And so why are you here?”

She shrugged. “Well, when I tell them how much money I make here that they would have to replace, half of them change their minds.”

“Okay. And the other half?”

She made a wistful expression and shook her head. “This isn’t the kind of place where you start a relationship. This is a place where solid couples can go off and have fun, but not where couples meet, y’know what I mean?”

Valerie nodded. “I think you’re wise beyond your years.” She still held Danny’s eyes as she spoke with Dorothy.

Danny pointed at her with his chin. “You haven’t answered the question, Valerie. Why me?” He was feeling a little dumb asking but didn’t care.

She moved next to him and began to rub his thigh with one hand, while she put her elbow up on the back of the couch and supported the side of her head with the other. “I don’t blame you for wondering. Lord knows, I’ve asked myself something like that too.”

“Oh yeah?”

She nodded. “The question I asked was ‘what’s wrong with me? Taking advantage of a young guy like this? Why can’t I be with someone more my own age? What’s wrong with me that I’m with a guy more than twenty years younger than me? How come it’s not with a guy five, ten, or even fifteen years younger?” She shook her head slowly with a rueful smile. “Yeah, there’s gotta be a screw loose upstairs, huh?”

“I don’t know about screws being loose…but…”

“Then I asked myself ‘Would this have happened if it was another student besides Dan-O?’ Would I be so happy waking up in the morning if it was some other lad renting a room? I mean, ‘let’s be honest here’, I asked myself. ‘What’s so special about Daniel West?’”

Danny went completely still. The entire universe froze in place as he waited for her reply. What was so damn special about him anyway? He was a good guy, sure. But to go from the projects to Fresh Prince of Bel-Air? That’s too much, man.

Valerie eyed him for a silent moment, the music from the stage downstairs drifting up. She slowly nodded again. “I’ll tell you what I think. I believe…with the certainty that two plus two equals four that what happened between you and me would in no way happen between me and any other student who would have rented that room, Dan-O.”

Well, that sure felt good to hear, but still… Danny shrugged.

She put her hand on his chest. “Do you know what grace is?” When he shook his head ‘No’ she said, “Grace is receiving something wonderful without earning it. It’s a gift from God, or the Universe…or whatever.” She poked his chest. “It’s a gift.”

He nodded at that. “Hell yeah. I totally scored a big one when we met!”

She smiled at him. “Silly boy! I wasn’t talking about you,” she leaned forward and kissed him. “I was talking about me!” 


11: TANTALIZING DELIGHTS
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Dorothy made her way to the balcony that overlooked the bar and stage and sat on one of the chairs. Her heart was still beating a mile a minute from the orgasm she had received from that older woman, Valerie. She watched as the two of them kissed and cuddled on the leather sofa.

When she was asked to give the private show up in the Exclusive Area and was told it was a woman in her 40’s and a college kid, she automatically assumed that it was some spoiled trust-fund kid with his dad’s credit card who had a fetish for old broads. The Exclusive Area cost $300.00 an hour with a dancer.

The woman put down a full thousand on her credit card.

Wait? What? The woman paid?

“Yup,” Ronny the manager said. “So treat them real good; you’re covered.”

Seven hundred bucks? Before tip? When she had entered the room she was expecting a strange, freaky couple. But aside from their age diff, these two were normal as anyone you’d meet at the mall. Well, anyone horny that is.

People come to the Exclusive Area to get their jollies, so it was odd that Valerie went down on her. And her pussy was still thrumming from that epic orgasm. The woman’s a natural; her touch was hesitant, but urgent at the same time. And her tongue…it wasn’t the first time Dorothy had a woman go down on her, but it was definitely in the top five, pleasure-wise.

Valerie looked up from Danny. “Do you have sex with your clients?”

Dorothy snickered. “What do you think we just did, hon?”

“No…” she gestured to Danny. “I mean with guys.”

Dorothy laughed. “Sure! Why do you think this area’s so expensive? Anything goes in here, and the girls that work this section know that.” She shook her head slowly. “Although I gotta tell you, you two are sure as hell different from couples that usually come in here!”

“Oh?”

She nodded. “Yeah, if it’s a couple like you, the guy’s the one who’s way older. And he’s the one who wants to see the girl on girl action, you know? He’s being a Sugar Daddy, and she’s just dying to please him, so she does it.” Her eyes widened. “And it’s always been me who would go down on the girl—especially if it’s her first time with another woman.” She made a quick smile. “So yeah, you two are definitely a different kind of customer.”

Valerie shrugged her shoulders in a shimmy. “Well, we’re one of a kind pair I guess!” She turned to Danny. “So honey…I’d really like for you to fuck Dorothy, babe.”

Danny’s mouth dropped open. “Are you messing with me?”

Shaking her head ‘no’ Valerie said, “You’ve only had sex with one woman in your life, and that needs to change. I want you to fuck as many women as you can.”

He stared at her, his mouth still open.

She patted his arm. “Look, Dan-O, I popped your cherry, and you’re awesome. I can’t really explain why, but I want you to have as much experiences with other women while we’re a couple, okay?”

Dan-O’s eyes slid over to Dorothy. “You’re beautiful, Miss; but…” he looked back at Valerie, “I don’t think that’s a great idea.”

What? Now it was Dorothy’s turn to drop her jaw. He’s turning down free, hall pass sex with a top-level stripper? What the hell?

Valerie’s hand went to his crotch. “I know your cock’s ready to explode from watching me, hon. So let’s relieve the pressure.” She gave it a squeeze. “And the fact that you ‘don’t think it’s a great idea’ is why I think it’s the right idea.” She started undoing his pants. “Now let’s get to work, big fella!” She looked over to Dorothy. “Feel free to join in, hon.”

Dorothy sat for an extra moment taking the sight of Valerie tugging at Danny’s clothes, getting him naked. “Oh you have such a beautiful body…” she murmured when she pulled his pants and shoes off. She stroked his thighs. “I love how slender you are…like David Bowie…” She looked over to Dorothy. “Could use some help here, Dorothy.”

Dorothy came over and undid his shirt. Pulling it away, she gathered it with his other clothes into a neat pile off to the side.

Valerie was sitting on the floor beside Danny’s legs and was stroking his cock. “Isn’t it a beautiful cock?” she said to Dorothy.

Dorothy had seen better, but she was smart enough to keep that to herself. It wasn’t one of those king cobras some guys had; but then those oversized shlongs never got super hard the way Danny’s was already. His shaft was thick, and less than seven inches. And he did have a nice knob. Dorothy loved a guy’s cock with a good sized knob; that oversized cap like a pointy mushroom always felt good.

She curled on the floor on the other side of his legs and began to tease his thighs with her fingernails. He started a little at her scraping. She shot a look at Valerie.

Who smiled. “I’ve never done that to him, so I think that’s the first time he’s ever felt that.”

“You’re his first?”

“Umm-hmm…”

Dorothy looked up at Danny. “Is that right?”

He just nodded.

“Oh man, you’re in for a treat!” Dorothy bent her head and began to slather her mouth wetly up and down Danny’s shaft.

“I’m going to watch this one, Dan-O.” Valerie went and pulled one of the seats from the balcony over to where they were on the sofa.

Dorothy lifted her head. “You call him ‘Dan-O’; is it because he gives you such great ‘O’s’?”

Danny lifted his head. “Yeah, why ‘Dan-O’? I kept forgetting to ask you.”

Valerie shrugged and went over to his side opposite Dorothy. Curling up beside him, she grasped his cock and started stroking. “It’s from a TV show I used to watch in re-runs when I was a kid. I liked the character, and so when we became a couple, it just stuck.” She smiled. “He came off as kind of innocent…but he also knew what he was doing.” She kissed the tip of Danny’s shaft. “Just. Like. You.” With a playful wink, she returned to her perch. “I’ll leave you two to it!”

With ‘Dan-O’ now naked, his legs splayed out before him. Dorothy got between his legs. Holding his shaft upright, she lowered her mouth over it as low as she could go, getting about halfway down his cock. With pronounced slurping sounds she bobbed her head up and down, squeezing his shaft with her hand and making humming noises in her throat.

“Don’t make him come, dear,” Valerie called over. “I want him to fuck you, okay?”

“But…” Dan-O said.

Wait a damn minute! Dorothy pulled off his cock. “Y’know, that’s kind of insulting,” she said. “What’s the matter? I’m not old enough?” She looked over at Valerie. “Or am I too skinny or something?”

“No! I just…oh maaan!” Dan-O gave his head a shake. “This is just a hella lot to process, okay? Two weeks ago, I had just met Valerie! We’ve only been…” he made a gesture with his hands, “you know —”

“Fucking?”

“No—I mean, yeah! But it’s more than just fucking…”

Dorothy rocked her head from side to side. “Oh, you want a ‘cleaner’ word or something? How about ‘making loooove’? Or ‘sleeping together’?” She continued to stroke his cock. “You know, sometimes just a good hard fuck is okay too, you know.” She milked his shaft and a heavy droplet of pre-cum blossomed on the tip. “Your cock agrees…” she bent over and licked with a wide tongue. “Mmm…” she said. “You taste nice…”

Valerie spoke from her chair. “Oh god, that’s hot!”

Dan-O looked over at her wide-eyed. “You’re really okay with this.”

“Duh! Yeah!”

Dan-O began to pump his hips in his seat. He stroked the top of Dorothy’s head. “You’re not too young, not too skinny, alright? You’re a fucking sexy porn star!”

She looked up at him; her eyes playful. “You want to fuck me, Dan-O?” When he nodded, she said “Then tell me.”

“Oh I want to fuck you. Oh shit I want to hammer your cunt with my cock. I want to feel your pussy grind on my meat baby!” He was shoving his hips into her face. “First I want you to suck my cock all the way down your throat!”

Some switch was definitely thrown in this guy’s libido. Just like that, he went from a hesitant and unsure kid to a ravenous Lothario. Dorothy’s pussy tingled at the change in him.

“You want to face-fuck me first, huh?” When he growled a ‘Yeessss!’, she told him to stand up.

He got to his feet and Dorothy rose up on her knees. “It’s easier this way,” she said. With one hand she grasped his smoothly shaved balls, and holding his meat with the other, she guided him into her mouth, sucking on him as she felt his knob go over the back of her tongue.

She held him in place for a moment when he was more than half-way in her mouth, giving herself a chance to let the gag reflex pass. When it relaxed, she pulled his hips towards her.

“Ohhh wowww!” he said, his voice bathed in awe. “You’re deep throating me!” He began to rock his hips back and forth, his eyes shining.

Dorothy felt that familiar flush of pride. She was proud of her skills at blow jobs. She had the rep among the other girls who put out at the club for being extraordinary at blow-jobs. There actually were guys who were regulars at the club who requested her for both private dances and ‘extra services’ on a regular basis.

Being able to watch a man’s eyes as she took him in her mouth, the salty taste of his precum as he built up to his orgasm was a pleasure to her in its own right. Fuck it—even sex workers can have pride in their work, right?

As Dan-O began to pump himself into her mouth, her hands went around his hips to his ass cheeks. She clenched each one with her nails, not too hard; the sensation bordering on that razor-sharp line just under pain always heightened the pleasure for the guys. She felt the shiver that ran up his back.

She took one hand away and stroked his cock when he pulled back, letting go of it as his pubic bone rested against her nose. She inhaled his scent deeply. What a nice guy—the tangy scent of his cologne, mixed with the musk of his groin was heavenly.

She kept her mouth as wet as she could, slurping loudly, above the sound of the dance music from downstairs, along with her throat noises of pleasure as he continued to fill and empty her face.

He placed a hand on her forehead, stopping himself. “I gotta stop or I’m gonna come!” he said, pulling himself from her lips with a plopping sound.

Isn’t that the point? Wait—Valerie wanted him to fuck her, right? Okay…

She stretched her jaw back and forth as she climbed up onto the couch. One of the great things about working at this club; their cleaning staff was top notch. When she had started dancing, the so-called ‘VIP’ rooms at other clubs were pretty rank; but at Abraxis the management was fastidious about stuff like that. Their ‘Exclusive Area’ facilities were as clean and neat as a doctor’s waiting room.

She lay back against one of the armrests and hooked one leg over the back of the couch while keeping her other foot on the floor, opening herself up for Dan-O.

He stood over her, his slick cock glistening in the subdued light, his hand stroking it as he admired her.

She made a wicked grin as she tweaked her now stiff nipples. “Not too skinny, huh?”

“Ohhh baby…” he said as he lowered himself on top of her.

***

Danny shot a glance over at Valerie as he lowered himself onto Dorothy. She was watching them intently, but he couldn’t figure out what she was feeling. He arched his eyebrows, asking her ‘You really OK with this?’. She got the message because she nodded briskly back at him.

He wanted to pause and process on just how lucky a guy he was, but Dorothy’s hand grasped Mister Happy and pulled him up to her pussy lips.

He looked down at her. She was biting her lower lip, her eyes dancing as she tugged on his shaft, rubbing it on the outside of her pussy. With a quick flex of her own hips and her other hand wrapped around his back, she pulled him inside her.

Danny gasped at the sensation of her slick pussy. It was a tight envelope of wet pleasure that he entered, clasping his shaft inch by inch as he went deeper and deeper.

“That’s it, baby,” Dorothy coo’ed. “I love it when you start slow and easy…” She was stroking his sides as he entered her.

With a mind of their own, Danny’s hips began to stroke in and out, each stroke of his dick bringing new heights of pleasure. He felt Dorothy’s pussy caress the length of it, her slick pressure surrounding his entire shaft…his entire being.

“Oh maaan…” he whispered, his voice no louder than a puff of air.

“You feel sooo nice in me…” Dorothy murmured back. She shifted herself under him, bringing new sensations as he rubbed into new areas of her pussy. “This is so niiice…”

Holding himself up by the arm of the couch, he looked down at her. She was fit; far from skinny, her body was firm but soft; a warm, tight solace for his expanding hunger.

He hungered for her, his hips now pumping into her as he watched her begin to writhe under his thrusts.

She looked to the side, eyes closed as she bit her lower lip. “Oh yeah, Dan-O…oh that’s sooo good!” Her hands stopped stroking his back; they were now clutching at his ribcage, her fingernails clasping at his skin. “That’s good! That’s sooo good!”

He looked at her rippling tits, quivering with each thrust of his hips. Her nipples had darkened into deep pink tips of her breasts. He wanted to suck them, but couldn’t. He looked over to Valerie.

“I want to suck your titties while I fuck her!” It came out as a grunt.

Valerie hopped from her seat and stood at the end of the couch. “My titties, Dan-O?” she said, as she clutched each one of her full orbs. Her nipples were standing out, firm nubbins aching for his mouth. Or was it his mouth aching for their fleshy nubs? He yawned his mouth open. She stepped to the both of them, leaning slightly as she held one orb in her palm, pressing it to his lips.

Ohhhh bayyybeee! He covered it with his mouth, his tongue lolling over the firm tip as his cock began to swell with that perfectly agonizing snap that preceded a big ejaculation. He let out a harsh shout, muffled by Valerie’s breast.

Dorothy cried out at the same time. “Oh yes, baby! Give it to me! Oh Danny! Come in meee!” Her hips were spasming under him, her pussy clutching him in a cascade of tantalizing delights as he exploded into her.

As he felt the first pulse of his cum stream down his cock he raised his eyes to Valerie. She brought a hand to the side of his face, pressing into it. “Come in her, baby,” she hissed at him. “Fill her up!”

From below Dorothy was scratching at his chest, replying to each of his thrusts with her own passion.

He bit down onto Valerie’s nipple, hard enough to bruise. She jumped at the pain, and pressed him into her even more. “Yes!” she blurted, “That’s it! Yes, Dan-O! Yes! Yes!”

Each spurt of his cum felt like a stream of melted plastic as it jetted from his dick. ‘Tit! Cunt! Fuck!’ blared in his brain as he emptied himself into Dorothy in spasms. He snarled and grunted, his mouth wetly huffing against Valerie’s flesh as he felt his life end and begin again.

Releasing Valerie from his mouth, he lowered himself into Dorothy’s embrace. She rocked both of them from side to side as his now quivering shaft began to soften within her. He felt Valerie’s hand on the top of his head, caressing him gently.

Her voice from above gently floated. “Oh wow…that was wonderful to see, baby. Wonderful…wonderful…”

Dorothy nuzzled into his neck. He could feel her breath, small puffs wafting over the hollow of his neck as she continued to stroke her hands up and down his back.

It was blissful.


12: YOU. DON’T. KNOW.
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The next morning Valerie woke up in Dan-O’s arms. They were entwined in bed together in the hotel, her head tucked in under his shoulder. She blinked a couple of times and let out a long sigh.

‘This is what I’ve been missing,’ she thought to herself. ‘I didn’t even know it until it showed up…’ She let out a soft chuckle. How different things are…

“You awake?” Dan-O said.

She nodded. “Nope. Dead to the world.” She threw an arm across his chest. “You’re asleep too, you’re just dreaming.”

She felt his chest heave with his laugh. “Yup. I sure as hell have been living a dream for the last few weeks, that’s for sure. How about you?”

Hmmm… After a pause, she said, “No. Not really.”

“Wow. You sure know how to stroke a guy’s ego.”

She untangled herself and sat up, the sheet falling to her waist. Danny was still on his back and folded his hands behind his head. “That came out kind of wrong. When we met, I didn’t have any dreams, okay? I mean, think about it, Dan-O—I’ve got more money than I could possibly spend in my life. I’ve got a nice house…and…” her voice faded and she looked at him with a puzzled expression.

“And…?” He rolled onto his side.

Without warning, that blackness descended on her. Again. She looked away for a moment. “And…nothing! I mean…I got all this money, and a great house, but I don’t have any friends, no family to speak of…” Her voice faded again and her eyebrows knitted. Without warning, she smacked him on the shoulder. “God damn you!”

Dan-O flinched at her slap.

She slapped him again. “God damn you Daniel West!” Her face was twisted in anger and she began to lash at him again and again. She slapped his shoulders, and making fists, she began to hammer them down on him.

“Hey! Hey!” Danny jerked away. “What the hell’s going on?’ He was fending her off, but damn, she was getting some shots in.

Valerie had gotten to her knees and was flailing away at him. “You god-damn punk! What the fuck! What the fuck did you do to my life!”

Now she was swinging for the bleachers, trying to land blows on his face. Danny slipped the first one, and when she came back with her other hand, he grabbed her wrists. “Hey! Val! Take it easy! This ain’t funny, okay?”

A blossom of fury rose up from her belly. Purple and red rage filled her vision. “You son of a bitch!” She yanked her arm back, but couldn’t break Dan-O’s grip. She came around with her other hand, but he fended off her slap. She tried again, and he managed to grab that wrist too.

He rolled into her, putting her on her back, pinning her to the bed. She saw a trickle of blood on the corner of his mouth where she nicked him.

“What the fuck is wrong with you!” Dan-O’s face was a mixture of anger and bafflement. He shoved down on her arms, bouncing her. “What the fuck is the matter with you!”

“You are!” she spat with clenched teeth. “You are!”

“What the hell did I do? You want me to leave? Jesus H. Christ, all you had to do was say so! You didn’t need to start whaling on me for fuck’s sake!”

The tears started coming and Valerie didn’t give a damn. She blinked them away and felt them run down the side of her face. She didn’t cry; she didn’t feel any sobs inside of herself. If she had, she’d have let them bellow too. No, just silent tears of rage.

And regret.

And fear.

And grief.

NOW she felt the sob in her belly. But she held it back by grinding her teeth together.

Danny was watching her, his face the image of baffled confusion; wide-eyes and mouth open, he watched her the way you’d look at a foaming mouth dog wondering if it was sick or rabid.

She took a breath, forcing that sob back into her stomach. “You can let go of me.”

He closed his mouth and slowly relaxed his grip. Still watching her hands, he swung off her. He sat on the side of the bed, looking at her silently.

Valerie didn’t sit up. It was easier to talk to the ceiling. “Like I was saying…I had a pretty good life ‘till you showed up Dan-O.” She waited for a response. When there was none, she continued. “I’d get up, watch something on TV, read shit on my computer, futz around with a hobby—did you know I have hobbies?” She again waited for him to reply, but all she got was a blank white ceiling. She took a deep breath. “Yeah, I do. Funny I never showed you my crafts room. I got pencil drawings in there, the most intricate petit-point you would ever see, some paintings of my backyard…and in the summer I mess with my garden. After lunch, I go down to the basement where there’s one hella home gym. Did you know that there’s pretty much a fully decked out workout area downstairs? Including a sauna?” Again, Dan-O’s response was as blank as the ceiling.

“So,” she continued, “I’d work up a great sweat, hit the sauna, take a shower and head up to the kitchen and order supper. Did you know that my breakfast for the last five years had been pretty much the leftovers from the night before?” Again, nada from Dan-O. “Then I’d read a book.” She smiled. “I spent a year trying to teach myself Chinese in the afternoons…” shaking her head from side to side, she added, “That was a waste of time…I could never get the intonations right, according to the downloaded program I have.” She sighed. “I’d then watch TV for a couple of hours before trundling off to bed. Day in, and day out; days became weeks, then months, and then…years.” She punched the mattress with her hand like a hammer. “I know I was wasting my life away, okay? But it’s my damn life, right? I can do whatever the hell I want with it. I wasn’t hurting anyone…”

She let the silence hang, but Dan-O didn’t pick up the opening. Damn him. “So! It was a nice and quiet, drama-free life, right? But when Emerson U put out that call for help, I figured that I’d give some kid far away from home a place to stay.” She made a quick smile. “In fact, if it didn’t work out between us, I was gonna rent that kid a condo near the campus and throw in a car. So what the hell, there really wasn’t any risk to anyone in me deciding to stick my toe back into the world, right?” She lifted her head and looked over at him. “So if you decide that I’m too daffy to be around, you’re covered, Dan-O. That still applies. Want me to write a check for you right now? You can keep the car you’ve been using.”

Dan-O’s face didn’t move a muscle. The son of a bitch didn’t even blink. “Say something damn it!”

“Go on.”

Shit. She dropped her head back onto the bed.

“In four years, you’re going to accomplish more with your life than I have in the last five plus. And I have a hella lot more going for me five years ago than you do right now. Shit—you’ve done more in your life in the last two weeks than I’ve done with mine for five years! You got laid for the first time, started college, and did a bunch of assignments for your classes! I didn’t go forward with my life as much in five damn years!”

“Go on. I’m listening.”

That stupid phrase of his was like a cup of water in the middle of the Sahara.

“Okay then…I’m pissed off at myself, alright? I’ve wasted five damn years of my life.”

“Well, that explains why you just tried to kick my ass…not.”

“You’re moving forward with your life, Dan-O. Every day, every lecture you attend, every quiz you study for, every test you take…puts you one step closer to your goal. You told me that you’re taking Engineering because you want to build ‘mega-projects’, right? You want to get out there in the world and build cities on oceans, or subway systems in China, or bridges over the Rocky Mountains? Right?” He didn’t reply he didn’t have to; they talked about all that stuff the day they met—the last day of her old life!

She sighed again. “Well…every day you wake up…every damn day…you’re closer to the day when you’re going to go out into the world…”

Her lips clamped shut; an impenetrable barrier as diamond-hard as Captain America’s shield. They had to be. She had to keep her lips tightly locked. All she had to do was just lie there until that howling scream inside her gave up trying to wail out of her. She felt the muscles in her neck bulge in the battle to keep her mouth closed. Until…until that howl subsided.

Finally, it did, and she let herself simply speak the last words. “And…and when you go out into the world…you’ll be going out of my life.” There. She said it. Now it was real.

The silence hung between the two of them. Danny sitting on the side of the bed, and Valerie stretched out like a corpse on the sheets, both of them perfectly still like a painting.

Finally, Dan-O spoke. “You got it all figured out, huh?”

She nodded. How the hell else was it going to end? If he didn’t do that, she’d be so damn guilty of repressing his life; she’d be holding him back from what he was meant to be. Right? Of course! Why, she’d boot him out the door!

“Well…I’m not as good as you in fortune-telling Val. If you’re playing some kind of game here to get me to express some kind of un-dying love or something like that—”

She sprung up into a sitting position. “I am not! You got some nerve!”

He simply shrugged. “Well, all this yammering and boo-hoo’ing about what is going to happen in four years sure as hell sounds like that.” He jammed his thumb in his chest. “I’m barely nineteen years old! Jesus Christ! I only shave a couple of times a damn week! If you think that I have a freaking clue what’s going to happen in four years you’re out of your mind!”

She shook her head sadly. “The writing’s on the wall, Dan-O.”

“Christ almighty, Valerie, I don’t even see the damn wall! Is this something you do a lot?”

“Is what?”

He waved a hand at her. “Having something awesome happen, and figure out how it’s going to turn to shit years from now? Have you always been like this?”

She stared at him.

“I mean…when you got married—on your freaking wedding day—did you see that you guys were going to get divorced? When you and your ex started your company, did you see that it was going to blow up into the mega-corporation it is today?” He barked a laugh. “When you met me in the lobby of the Student Union, getting ready to pin your ‘Room For Rent’ sign up, did you know then that you were going to go down on a stripper in two weeks?”

“No! That’s silly!”

“Oh. So your ESP only works in the morning or something?” He tilted his head. “So tell me, what did you see in the future when we met that day?”

She shrugged. “Nothing…just a kid who looked kind of at sea… lost I guess.”

“You didn’t see that we were going to be hip smashing in a week.”

“No!”

“Val, that was just a week out. You didn’t see that coming?” He shook his head. “Man…but you’re able to see four years out, huh?” His mouth quirked into a smirk. “But Valerie The Prognosticator says ‘the writin’s on the wall’ huh?”

Oh.

She let out a sigh. A long one that drained her lungs. “Well…” He returned to his silence, watching her. “Well…it sure looks that way from where I’m sitting?”

“You. Don’t. Know. Do you?”

She shook her head. “Not really. Maybe.”

“Okay, neither do I. All’s I do know is that what’s going on between us right now is pretty damn cool. Where it winds up, I don’t have the slightest idea. But I’ll tell ya something, Val…” he hopped back into bed beside her.

“What?”

“I don’t want to be anywhere else. And if that’s not good enough for you—

“Shut up and kiss me…”

The End Of The Landlady’s ‘Do Me!’ List

Author’s Note:

Thank you for reading this far!

If you could leave a review, of course I’d appreciate it! They help writers find new readers! BUT did you know that they also help readers just like you find their next book? Yup. So if you would take the time and leave a review it’s win win and you rock!

JUST CLICK HERE AND LEAVE YOUR REVIEW!

If you’re new to my work, you can read all about how Valerie and Dan-O first met in my book ‘His Landlady’. It’s also on Amazon!

Click here to go to His Landlady!

Well, ‘Ol’ Valerie’ (and Danny would NEVER use that phrase) has sure battled some demons, hasn’t she? She’s so self-conscious of the age difference between the two of them that she can’t see anything permanent. Can you really blame her?

But it’s also true that all we have in our lives is the ‘Now’ isn’t it?

She’s lucky that Dan-O is wise beyond his years.

Yes, there will be a third part to this series!

When I write, my characters take on a life of their own, and I’m just their typist sometimes. I’m looking forward to finding out just how much fun a relaxed Valerie can really have!

Thank you so much for your readership. It means the world to me!
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Invitation to my Readers Group

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

[image: HW Chrons for BM.jpg]

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...

[image: First Time Swingers Bundle For BM.jpg]

Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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