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Chapter one
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Attractive, Not Sexy


The clock was ticking. Valerie Winwood counted the days that were left. She’d been on edge since Easter, and that was weeks ago. Today was a big day. It was the beginning of the end. If she had known how hard it was going to be, she never would have started anything with that damn guy.

Guy. Huh.

Danny West was still a kid. Just a kid; no matter that he was twenty-one-years-old, twenty-five years her junior. He’d always be a kid.

A kid who was breaking her damn heart. And it was her own damn fault.

She sighed loudly and stood up. It was a bad idea to just sit here in the damn living room, waiting for him to come home! She’d better get used to doing something—anything—to get her mind off it!

She looked around the spacious living room. No, she didn’t have to vacuum. Sonja the house keeper had just been in yesterday; and as usual, the entire home was immaculate. The living room was so clean it was practically sterile.

Maybe she could go work in her garden in the back yard? But the season was still early. It was only late April. There hadn’t even been time for weeds to grow.

She wished she had taken Danny’s advice when he told her she needed a hobby.

She glanced at her watch. It read 4:30 p.m.! Where the hell did the day go? His exam—his ‘Final Final’ was now over. Was he heading home? Or was he out celebrating the end of his studies with a bunch of classmates and chums?

She recalled her ‘Final Final’ from twenty-five years ago. She snorted. It took her a full day to recover from the hangover. And she was a Liberal Arts major back in the day, not a god-damn Engineering student like Dan-O. That faculty had the reputation of being the party animals in any college.

So yeah, he was out getting hammered. Who could blame him?

She sat back down on the leather sofa. Slipping into something sexy for him wasn’t a good idea. He’d stumble in, drunk as a lord and be all slobbery and stupid. Sure, he’d want some lovin’—was there a drunk guy on the planet who didn’t? Especially a drunk guy in his twenties?

Maybe if she started drinking, she’d be in the same head space as him?

No. Both of them being hammered, and her so much on edge was a recipe for disaster. He’d say something she’d take the wrong way, or not say something, and her temper would boil and that would be that.

‘No drinkee for you, Val,’ she said to herself.

‘Okay then, grandma…what do you think he’d like?’

How the hell was she supposed to know!

‘Unlike Dan-O, YOU have experience doing ‘Final Finals’, right? Can you stir up those memories of the small, self-centered mind of yours and maybe come up with an idea of what YOU would have liked on that evening?’

Hmmm…

Well, her brain had been fried. From the stress of studying day in and out for the two weeks leading up to exams, and the sudden sense of lightness when it was all over, all she wanted to do was sleep for three days.

But then…her friends and now ex-husband wanted to ‘blow off steam’ and she went along with the plan.

‘But what was it you would have really loved to do?’

As stupid as it sounded, she would have rather just come home, get into jammies and watch a marathon of Friends on TV. She had been physically and mentally wrung out when she turned in her final exam booklet. All she really had wanted to do was vege.

For about a month. In bed.

“Okey dokey!” Val said aloud. She reached for her i-Pad.
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An hour later she set a series of paper bags containing food into the oven, and set it on ‘keep warm’.

It was some spread. A ‘Build Your Own Burger’ kit from Deli-Delight with onion rings (Dan-O’s favorite side), a pepperoni, sausage and mushroom pizza from Alventi’s (best in Blacks Rapids six years in a row, and again Dan-O’s favorite), and a full pound of honey-garlic chicken wings also from Alventi’s.

She cracked a bottle of Modelo open and took a pull as she leaned against the warming oven door.

Hearing the front door open, she headed to the entry.

Danny stood in the doorway; his backpack slung over one shoulder. He saw her coming down the hallway and his eyes brightened. “Hey…” he said.

“How’d it go?”

He nodded as he stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “Really good. I think I aced it,” he said, dropping his bag by the coat tree. Tilting his head at her, “I love the track suit.”

“I know.” She stepped into his arms. “You’ve been loving me in it for the last four years.” With her arms around him, holding him tightly, she lay her head on his chest. He silently stroked her back. “I wasn’t sure when you were going to be home.”

“What do you mean? Where else would I be?”

She chuckled. “Well, back in my day, Engineering students were notorious for partying at the end of exams, and fourth year students were known to be drunk for days after.”

She felt his hand stroke her head. God he was tall; her head rested on his chest right between his pecs.

“Yeah,” he replied, “a ton of people made a bee-line to one of the campus pubs. I stopped in for a beer, but I’d just as soon come home, so I did.”

Home. Huh. What kind of a home did he consider it to be, if he was so itching to move out in three weeks? Valerie held her peace. “Well,” she said, “I also remember being completely wrung out at the end of exams. All I wanted to do was vege.” She rubbed his back. “How are you feeling?”

“Mmm…that sounds really good,” he said. “Maybe we can order a pizza or something?”

“Burgers, pizza, chicken wings sound like a plan?”

“Oh yeah…”

“C’mon then, big boy.” She took him by the hand, and led the way to their bedroom. “Get into your comfies. Supper’s warming in the oven. We’ll picnic in bed, what do you say?” She handed him the TV remote. “See? You never wanted a TV in the bedroom, but isn’t it cool to have one here now?”

He nodded and sat on the side of the bed and began unbuttoning his shirt. “Yes, dear.” He smiled.

“Have you ever watched ‘Friends’? It was super popular back when I was in college. Netflix has the whole series.”

He shrugged. “Never got around to it.”

“Then you’re in for a treat. I’ll bring the food, you get comfy.”

“I’m not going to argue!”

An hour and a half later, Danny shook his head. “They don’t make TV like that these days!” He drained his bottle of Modelo and let out a belch. Shaking his head slowly, he said, “Val, this was a great idea. I’m stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey, and sooo relaxed.” He cocked an eye at her. “Does that guy get together with that girl?”

“Ross and Rachel?” she shook her head. “There are people on this planet who would scold you for not knowing their names after four episodes.”

Danny shrugged. “So?”

With an impish grin, Valerie said, “You’re just going to have to watch and find out.”

“Okay. How many episodes are there?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. About two hundred, probably more.”

“WHAT!” Danny’s jaw dropped. “Two hundred?”

She nodded. “It was on the air for ten years.” With a wistful look, she continued. “It went off the air almost twenty years ago, but when it was on, let me tell you—every girl I knew was totally hooked on it. We had watch parties when I was in school.”

“Like Game Of Thrones?”

“Yeah.” Her eyebrow cocked like a gun. “Sooo…who’s your favorite? Rachel? Monica? Phoebe?”

Danny rolled to his side, propping his head up. With his free hand he started stroking Val’s tummy. “Good question.” He made small circles across her stomach.

“Well?”

His lips turned down in a moue. “Rachel has the nicest figure—Monica almost looks like a ten-year-old boy, but has the strongest personality, and Phoebe is a real oddball, but she embraces it.” His hand wandered lower from her stomach, glazing over her midriff below her belly button.

Val couldn’t help but squirm a little at his teasing. It felt nice, with a promise of things to come. “So? What’s your final answer?”

Danny shrugged. “They’re not my type.”

“Bullshit.”

“No, I’m serious.” He eased his hand under the waistband of Val’s track pants, and put his finger underneath the elastic of her panties. He didn’t go any lower, just stroked back and forth along the edge. “They’re beautiful woman—”

“Duh…”

“But they’re not…sexy. I never had a dirty thought about any of them. They’re funny as hell, don’t get me wrong! But they’re not…” his voice faded and his hand went lower on Val’s abdomen, now just at the top of her mons where he stroked with a firmer touch. “They’re not sexy. It’s like watching my sisters or something.”

“You didn’t find them attractive at all?” Val couldn’t help herself; her hips began to push up into Danny’s pressing hand.

“No, they’re attractive, for sure. I said they weren’t sexy. They didn’t turn me on at all.” His hand drifted lower. “Now I do happen to know what turns me on…” His hand began to stroked down one side of Val’s pussy; down one side, up gently across her clit, and down the other side.

Val bit her lower lip. “That feels nice…”

“That feels sexy.”

She closed her eyes. “You said you know what turns you on? Tell me…”

“Just a second.” Sitting up in bed, Danny leaned forward and pulled off Val’s track pants, taking her panties down as well. He changed position, lying across the side of the bed, resting his head on Val’s tummy, his head faced away from hers. “Now this is sexy. Lying in bed with a half-naked woman, playing with her pussy.” He reached between her legs, coaxing them to spread wider. “Yeah, that’s sexy. I love how you keep your pussy completely bare, with just a little landing strip at the top. That’s damn sexy.” He continued teasing Val, stroking her outer lips with his finger.

When Danny’s fingers rested on top of her clit, Val closed her eyes. “Oh baby…”

He drew small circles around the top of her pussy, teasing her clit. He quickly wet his finger with his tongue and returned to his smooth insistent strokes. “Mmm…baby, did you know that your clit gets a little bigger when I play with it? I love it when it gets swollen.”

“Mmmm!” Val arched her head back when the first climax sparked in her core. “That’s so nice…so you like my swollen pussy?”

“Oh yeah.”

Still crouched beside her, Danny lowered his head to Valerie’s hips. With warm breaths, he blew on her pussy as his finger continued to gently diddle at her love mound. “Mmm…” he murmured, “Now this is sexy…” He lowered his mouth, and began to flutter his tongue wetly across Val’s clit.

“Oh!” Valerie’s entire body clenched at the climax. It was surprisingly strong, but hey, they hadn’t had sex all week! And for Danny, going a full week without sex was a record since he moved in, with the one exception when he caught COVID in his second year and was laid up for a couple of days. “Oh Danny, I need this!”

He moved up onto his knees and bent over her. “I think I’m going to need to do a taste test…”

“I didn’t shower…”

“Even better…” his voice husky as he lowered his head.

“What the hell does that mean?”

“Your wet warmth is pungent; a sexy, tangy aroma.” He put his mouth over Valerie’s mound and began to take long wet licks.

Arching her back, Val let out a soft ‘Ohhh yesssss!”

“And you taste even better than your scent!” Danny climbed over Val’s leg to lie between them. He gently spread Val’s pussy apart. “Your clit is so swollen. Almost like a tiny dick.” He glanced up at Val. “I’m going to suck your little dick, Val.” He pursed his lips and covered the nub of her clitoris and bobbed up and down in tiny oscillations.

The sensation of his mouth engulfing her made Val’s hands clench the bedsheets. “Don’t stop, baby! You’re sucking meeee!” She looked down at his head, slightly bobbing up and down. ‘Has he ever sucked another guy’s cock? Would he like to?’

The thought alone turned her dial up to eleven. She clenched her thighs around his head and sat partway up as the orgasm thundered through her. “Yes Danny! Keep it going! Yes!”

When he slid two fingers up inside her wet slit, Valerie exploded in pleasure.


Chapter two
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Water Sports


Ahalf hour later they were spooning in bed, both completely spent; Valerie had a week’s worth of orgasms, and Danny’s climax had his legs quivering as he emptied himself inside of her.

He had his arm wrapped around her, cupping her breast as he dozed. When he shifted a little, she stirred. Shimmying into him, she felt his cock still firm. ‘How the hell does he do it?’ She wondered.

She felt the pressure on her bladder. Danny roused as she lifted his arm off and began to slip out of bed.

“Mmmph?” he asked, blinking his eyes.

“Gotta pee. Back in a minute,” she whispered. Why was she whispering?

Sitting on the toilet, she tried to pee, but nothing was happening. Damn it, what the hell? It had happened once or twice in the last month or so. She had the urge to pee, but when she tried to, it took a while for her bladder to get the message. Crap. She’d have to look online to see if this was common for women in their forties.

The door to the bathroom opened and Danny came in. His cock stuck out almost straight from him. Was he horny again?

“You’re not done yet, babe?” he asked.

She shrugged. “Just takes a while sometimes. Especially after you ravage me.” She tilted her head at him. “Are you up for round two?”

Danny grabbed his junk. “Guys also get hard when they have to pee. But we can discuss a round two whenever you’re up for it.” He made a quick wave with his hand. “I’ll just pee in the shower.

She held out her hand stopping him. “Wait a minute.”

“Val, I really, really gotta pee!”

Grasping his cock, she guided him to stand above her. “I’ve always wondered about this…” she said. She stroked his cock and pushed herself back on the elongated toilet seat. She looked up at him. “Don’t think I’m weird, but…”

Danny’s eyes widened. “You want me to…”

She nodded.

“Val, I’ve never done this!” he said, his voice barely a whisper.

She looked up at him with a sly smile. “Neither have I.” There had been a hell of a lot of firsts for Danny these past few years since he showed up to attend college in his Freshman year. She’d never regretted taking him in as a boarder. Flashing a cheesy grin, she continued. “Look, you were a virgin when we met, right? Now we’re both virgins at water sports!” She punctuated her words by batting her eyes at him.

“Oh maaaan….” Danny took his cock from her grasp. “Gimme a second. Looks like my bladder got shy all of a sudden.”

With a snort, Val replied, “I know the feeling.”

“I really gotta pee…” Danny held his shaft, pointing it down at Val’s tummy.

She twitched in surprise when Danny began to urinate. The warm stream splashed on her breasts and began to run down her chest between her legs. She was a little surprised at how strong the stream was, like one of those super-soaker water guns kids play with.

“You like it?” Danny asked in a hushed tone as he continued to spray her.

She chewed her lower lip, and nodded slightly. “It’s so…dirty…so taboo…” His piss was almost clear and with hardly any scent at all. She reached up and took Danny’s cock into her hand. With a feeling of wonder, she guided it over first one breast, then the other before pointing it further down. His piss ran down her belly and between her legs before splashing into the toilet’s basin. “You really, really needed to go!” she whispered.

After another moment or two, the flow stopped for a second. She felt his cock soften. “All done?”

“Almost.”

She felt his cock pulse in her hand and another stream flowed, then stopped. She held his cock, staring at the tip of it, glistening with the last dribble.

She raised her eyes to him. Holding his gaze, she opened her mouth and put his shaft inside. She wrapped her lips over it and made a ‘Mmmm…’ sound.

Danny’s cock surge again, and she swallowed his piss. It wasn’t very much, but she felt it in her mouth and ran down her throat.

‘I’m drinking pee!’ blared in her head.

“Oh shit, Val! That’s so fuckin’ hot!”

His knees were trembling! ‘He likes it! He really likes it!’ Still making her humming sound, Val bobbed he head on his cock, coaxing the last of his fluid from him. It really wasn’t so bad; it was just filtered water with an extra tang. She was surprised at how arousing it was for Danny.

She felt her own bladder relax and start to empty itself.

“Oh no you don’t…” Danny pulled his cock away and squatted down in front of her. “Lemme watch…”

She raised herself up a little, her legs still apart.

Danny was transfixed watching her pee. He put his hand under her stream, wetting it. He looked back up to her as he took his wet fingers to his mouth and sucked on them, and repeated the movement.

‘Oh. My. God.’ She thought to herself. Her tummy began to warm as she watched Danny pay the same homage to her as she had just done to him. “God, that is hot, Danny!” she said as she finished.

“Hot as fuck!” he replied, sucking his fingers again.

“Less filling, tastes great, huh?” The look of confusion in his eyes made her giggle. “It’s from a commercial from the olden days, babe.”

He was still squatting in front of her. He got onto his knees and rose up. Encircling her with his arms, he kissed her. His tongue filled her mouth, stroking across her teeth and gums. Breaking the kiss, he said, “That’s one for the books, babe…so fucking hot!”

“You didn’t think it was icky?”

“No!” He eyed her. “Did you?”

She gave a little shrug. “At first, yeah…but…” her face brightened with a smile. “The look on your face…” she clasped his face in her hands and kissed him gently. “I’d never seen you so awestruck…”

And that made it all worthwhile.


Chapter three
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‘Find Out, Cowboy’


The next day Danny was still awestruck as he sat in one of the lecture halls in the Engineering Department. The memories of the night before had been with him since he opened his eyes that morning, so naturally he had to deal with a perma-chub all day.

He jumped in his seat at the tap on his shoulder.

Jen giggled. “You still hung over from Final Final yesterday?”

He shook his head slowly at his buddy and classmate. He and Jen had been friends since first year. They had a few courses together, but parted ways. Jen was in the Mechanical Engineering program, and Danny, who wanted to get involved with mega-projects went into Civil. Still, over the course of their undergrad studies they had run into one another regularly.

Her eyes sparkled as she watched him. Danny shook his head. “I’m not hung over in the slightest; I had one beer after my exam and headed home.” He eyed Jen up and down. “You don’t look hungover either.”

She shrugged. “It was fun, but after my third drink, you know what? I couldn’t help but think that the partying had gotten old after four years. I headed back to my place pretty early.” She gestured at the lecture hall. “I think you and I are the only people here who aren’t hurting from last night.”

Yeah, she was right. Despite the Engineering Student Society scheduling this event for 3:00 pm, just about every other person in the hall looked like hell. He snorted.

“What’s so funny?”

“Look at ‘em—the builders of the future look like a collection of train wrecks!”

“Maybe so, but they all showed up, right?”

“Yeah…I wouldn’t miss this either.”

Jen climbed over the row of seats and plopped into the empty one that had been behind Danny. “Yeah, we earned it. The whole ‘graduation and commencement’ thing is for the moms and dads. This event’s for us. I’ve wanted to be able to wear that stupid pinky ring since I was a little kid.”

“Yeah…both your parents being engineers, you grew up with this.” Danny shook his head slowly. “I didn’t have any idea about this until I enrolled.”

Jen held up her hand. “I’ll be a third generation in my family. If I had gone to school back home in LA, my parents and grandfather would have crashed this event.” She gestured at a few groups in the front rows. “See over there? There’re a few students with their dads.”

“Wouldn’t have gotten in if they didn’t have a ring on already,” Danny replied. He sat back in his seat. “It’s kinda cool though. None of the other undergraduate faculties do anything like this, gathering together the graduates and sending them forth with the command ‘Don’t skimp on quality’.”

Jen nodded. “The whole ritual of ‘The Order Of The Iron Ring’ came about because of skimping on quality up in Canada and has worked its way down to only a few Eng schools in the States. Up there, it’s a really big deal.”

Danny held out the lapels of his suit jacket. “Hey! I’m wearing a suit for crying out loud! It’s a big deal for us too!”

Jen got to her feet. “I dressed for the occasion too, y’know.” She sure did. Jen was wearing a lime green satin gown with spaghetti straps with a slit up one side that almost went to her hip. She had matching heels and was carrying a clutch purse.

“And you look fabulous.” He looked around. “There’s not a lot of girls here, but you’re the best looking one.” Which was true. Less than ten percent of the students in the Engineering department were females, despite the huge efforts the department made on getting women to study there.

Jen tilted her head at him. “For what it’s worth, you’re right up there with the guys, Danny.”

He shrugged. “The invite said ‘jacket and tie for gentlemen’.”

“You look like Ethan Hunt.”

“Who?” He knew who Ethan Hunt was, but he wanted the better compliment.

Jen sighed. “Ethan Hunt? The Mission Impossible movies?”

“Oh, so you’re telling me I look like Tom Cruise? A sixty-year-old man? Thanks, a hell of a lot!” But inside his head he was doing a fist pump and yelling ‘Yes!’

Jen flopped in her seat. “I’d do Tom Cruise in a New York minute.” She shot him a side-eye. “You know; just like you’re doing your landlady.”

Danny rolled his eyes. “Val’s not even fifty! She’s in her mid-forties, as a matter of fact.”

Jen shrugged. “But you’re doing her, right? Since we were freshman here at Emerson, you and her have had a thing going, right?”

Danny put his finger to his lips. “Gentlemen don’t kiss and tell.” He had never given the dirty details to Jen in all the time since they’d met in first year. He had alluded to it a few times, but had never talked about it.

Jen scoffed. “You’re sooo hung up on her.” Her smile faded. “Despite my efforts at getting you to notice me…”

Danny blinked. “Notice you?” Wait a damn minute! Was she…?

Jen stuck out a leg, the satin fabric of her dress cascading off it, showing her firm thigh well above her knee. “Yes, notice. Like you’re finally noticing now.” She shook her head. “Coulda been a lot of fun, y’know.”

She was. Oh man…

He felt his cock stir at implications. Jen was the epitome of college co-ed; lithe and slender with pert titties. Every square inch of her pulsed with the firmness of youth.

She pulled the bodice of her dress away for a moment. “I’m not even wearing a bra, you know.”

He did know; the satin fabric told him the moment he saw her. Two small shadows at her bustline told him two things: Jen had nice nipples, and the sharp outline of each one under the satin told him Jen was horny.

Now, peeking down her dress, he knew that he had been right. Her bright red nipple rested atop a swollen, pebbled areola. Staring at Jen’s breast, he licked his lips.

He watched Jen look around the lecture hall. The other students that were there were listening to the department chair drone on about something to do with ‘professionalism’ and ‘obligation’, noise that just droned in his ears.

Still holding the fabric away, she put her hand inside, cupping her breast, filling her hand with her softness. Her nipples pointed upwards, and as she watched him watching her, she fondled her skin and began to lightly pinch her nipples.

With a dusky voice, Jen said, “You like what you see?”

Her breast was perfection in itself, in perfect proportion to her willowy figure. He nodded as she toyed with her nipple; first pinching it, then rubbing the tip of it.

Jen closed her eyes for a moment. “I haven’t hooked up since the Christmas break…” she said in a dusky voice. “I can’t remember the last time a guy sucked on these…”

“Jen…” Oh shit, his cock was so hard it hurt! “Jen…I…I can’t mess around with you…” He cursed himself as the words passed his lips.

“Mmmm…carrying that torch for your landlady, huh?” Rather than looking crestfallen or insulted, Jen just made a small indulgent smile. She was still fondling her boob!

“Uhhh…I don’t know about carrying a torch…we’ve been involved for quite some time.”

“She’s your girlfriend? Isn’t she a little old for you? Like really old?”

He shrugged. “Yeah, I guess so. But it works for us.”

Jen took her hand out from her dress. She swept her hands through her hair, letting her tresses cascade over her shoulders. “Well, I have it from a very good source that she thinks that you need to sow some wild oats.”

“Oh yeah? Who? You’re the only person at school that I’ve talked about the two of us.”

“In fact, I’ll bet that if you take me back to your place, Valerie would be perfectly happy to see you and I get it on.”

“Bull. Shit!”

Jen gestured at the stage. “They’re starting the ceremony. Let’s talk about this after.”
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There was a reception after the ceremony, and with an open bar. Danny sipped a ginger ale because he had to drive. The last thing in the world he was going to do was jeopardize his future with a ticket or worse for drinking and driving.

A bunch of his buds from school gave him and Jen the eye as the two of them circulated in the crowd.

Jen slipped her hand into his as soon as they entered the room and hadn’t let go for the last half-hour. He’d let it ride until it was time to part company.

Although…her hand felt good in his.

She gave a slight tug on his hand, pulling his head down. “I can’t wait to suck your cock,” she said in a husky voice.

“Jen!” he whispered. “You’re so fucking hot my dick is hurting! But…”

“Do you think your Val would like having a threesome?”

“WHAT!” Everyone nearby turned at his outburst. Great. He felt the blush rise above his shirt collar. God damn it!

Jen tittered and gave the crowd a wave. “We’re just arguing over sports, people!” she said with a laugh.

“What the hell has gotten into you?”

“Lately? Not much, let me tell you. It’s a bitch.” She gestured at the crowd of students. “I don’t think three of the guys in this room had ever had the guts to make a pass at me, did you know that? And the ones who did…they had to get completely hammered to get the nerve to even try.” She shook her head. “Engineers are nerds, you know that? They don’t have the slightest idea on how to approach a girl.” She laughed lightly. “In fact, I’ll bet half the guys here have never been kissed by a girl.”

She turned to Danny and put her hands on his waist. “You, on the other hand, keep it really on the down-low about what happens with your so called ‘landlady’. You’re getting more ass than all the other guys in this room put together.”

Danny laughed. “Nope. That’s not true. Some guys have girlfriends.”

“Oh really? Where?” She looked around with a wide-eyed stare. “Sure, out of the fifty or so guys here, maybe five have girlfriends. But the others?” She wrinkled her nose and shook her head. “I doubt it. Engineers ain’t got no game.” She squeezed his hips. “But you…you’ve spent the last four years with an experienced, older and wiser woman…” She gave him a saucy wink. “I think you’ll do.”

“Do for what?”

“Take me back to your place and find out, cowboy!”

“No. Way.”

“Yes. Way.” She opened her clutch purse and took out her cell phone. “Val wants you to.”

“Bullshit.”

Jen pressed a button on her phone and held it to her ear. “Hi Val, it’s Jen. The dress looks fantastic by the way.” She paused. “Well…you should know that Danny is a very loyal guy.” She giggled. “Okay.” Passing the phone to Danny, she said, “Val wants to speak to you.”


Chapter four
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‘Ask, Sweetie’


You’ve been driving this Honda Civic since your first year,” Jen said. They had left the ceremony and were heading to where Danny lived.

“One of the perks of being Val’s tenant,” Dan replied. “She basically gave it to me back in first year because her house is so far from campus.”

“Hmmm…” Jen smiled to herself. “That’s good to know.”

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

Jen batted her eyes. “Oh, I’m just glad that you have such a generous landlady.”

Danny pulled into the drive and pulled in front of the entrance.

Jen’s eyes bugged out. “Holy shit! This isn’t a house, it’s a frikkin’ mansion!”

Danny looked over Val’s home. Jen wasn’t very far off. The front door was sheltered by a portico, protecting visitors from any rain as they would head inside. Large glass windows stretched out from either side of the doorway, golden light spilling into the dusky evening. “If you think the front of this place is nice, wait until you see the view from the back. It’s on the lake,” he said. He was going to miss the view on cold winter mornings when the back lawn was covered in fresh snow.

Jen sat with her eyes wide, gaping at Val’s home. Danny couldn’t blame her; he had been the same way when he came here the first time. When she went to open her door, he put his hand on her shoulder. “Allow me.” He got out and circled over to her side and swept the car door open with a flourish. Extending his hand, he said, “May I be of assistance?”

“Why thank you, sir! How gallant!”

Danny chuckled. “I’ve been called that before,” he said as he handed her out of the car. When he relaxed his grip to let go of her hand, Jen clasped it.

“I’m a little nervous,” she murmured. “I’ve only talked to Valerie on the phone.”

“Oh, now you’re finally going to tell me about that?” On the drive over, she wouldn’t say a word about how she and Val knew each other.

“We’ve been in touch for about a month or so. She called me out of the blue.”

“What did she want?”

Jen chewed her lower lip for a moment. She then spread her arms. “I think she wanted this to happen. You to bring me out here.”

“Why?”

“Oh Dan-O…don’t anticipate, participate!” Still holding his hand, she led him to the front door as it swung open.

‘She’s calling me ‘Dan-O’, and just used one of Val’s favorite phrases. What the hell are these two up to?’

Standing in the entranceway was Val. She wore the same style dress that Jen had, but in a bright red satin. “Finally, we meet face to face!” She smiled at Jen as she approached and hugged her. She bade them enter into the foyer.

Again, Jen gazed around her, taking in the crystal chandelier above. She looked to her left and right at the expansive living room that took up the entire front of the house. “What a beautiful home,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Val led them to the fireplace that was encircled by three sofas with an oval coffee table in the center. On it was a bottle of champagne on ice, and three flutes.

Before they could sit, Val said, “Now, let me see the rings!”

Jen held out her hand, displaying the shining steel ring on her pinky. Val peered at it. “Wonderful.” Turning, she said, “And you, Dan-O?”

He held his hand out. “The two of you really have been talking about me, haven’t you? Jen’s calling me ‘Dan-O’ too.”

Val only nodded in reply as she fingered the steel ring on his pinky. “That’s quite the accomplishment, you guys. I’m so glad that Emerson College has this tradition.”

Jen said with a grin, “You can thank Canada.”

Val looked at her puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“My mother’s Canadian and she told me the whole story. It goes back to some bridge that was built that was engineered wrong. It fell down. Twice.”

“No way,” Danny said.

“Way. And one of the repercussions was that the field of engineering became a profession.” She held up her hand. “These rings are supposed to be a constant reminder to us to do the best work we can do.”

“That’s what the old-fashioned oath we took was all about.”

“That’s right.”

Valerie folded her arms, her eyes going from Dan to Jen. “Hmmm…now I have a conundrum.”

“What’s that?” Dan asked.

“How the hell do we go from falling down bridges to a champagne toast and…” she bobbed her eyebrows.

“And what?”

“You’ll see…” Val nodded at the bottle sitting in an ice bucket on a stand. “Open the champagne, hon.”

“Waitaminnit…”

Val’s lips curled in an impish grin. “Don’t anticipate, participate Dan-O!”

“Argh!” He shook his head. “Okie dokie…” He pulled the bottle from the bucket, and picked up one of the two linen napkins that hung on the handles to dry it off.

“Make sure you cover the cork with one of the napkins, Dan-O,” Val said as he loosened the wire basket that covered the cork. In no time at all, Danny had the cork removed; it came off with a deep ‘pop’ sound, almost like a thud.

“I’ve never drank champagne,” Danny said as he filled the three flutes. He passed them around. Val and Jen were on one of the couches, at either end with their feet tucked under.

The sight of the two women was exquisite. Val was in her red satin evening gown, and Jen in her bright green one. Each gown had a slit on the side, flashing a lot of leg.

Being more endowed, Val’s breasts strained against the scoop neck of the bodice, round orbs of softness pushing up. At the other end of the couch, he saw Jen’s nipples had hardened, their poking shadows again clearly visible.

He shot a glance at Val. What the hell was she up to?

As he passed the flutes around, Val said, “I propose a toast. To great accomplishments and new beginnings!” She held her glass out.

Both Danny and Jen clinked, each one repeating, ‘To new beginnings.’

Danny drained half his glass in one gulp. This stuff was as smooth as Mountain Dew but with a much lighter sweetness. This was some dangerous firewater, man; he could see himself drinking this like soda and getting completely smashed in the process.

Valerie preened on the couch watching him. “Well, how do you like champagne?”

He nodded. “It’s good.” With a quick smile, he added. “It tastes…happy.”

“I like that!” Jen said. “Champagne! The happy drink!” She looked over at Val. “Moet, right? I didn’t see the label.”

“And a vintage year, dear. They told me that 2006 was an exceptional year.”

“My parents have a bottle every New Year’s Eve. Even when I was a little girl, they would let me have a taste.” She took another sip, draining her glass. She held it out for Danny for a refill. He topped her off, and before he was able to put the bottle back in the ice bucket, she drained that second one and held her glass out for another refill.

She smiled at him with a sly smile, her lips curled up with a hint of mischief. “Liquid courage,” she said.

Val watched their exchange. “You better be careful Jen; keep that up and you’ll get into trouble.” Her voice became a purr. “You wouldn’t want to get in trouble now, would you?”

Jen rolled her eyes. “Oh, I don’t know… a little bit of trouble can make things so…” she captured Danny’s eyes, “adventurous.”

Val slithered down the sofa and nestled right up next to Jen. “You already look like you’re having an adventure.” Her fingers rose to playfully stroke Jen’s shoulder.

Jen closed her eyes and let out a soft ‘Mmmm…that’s nice…”

“Your breasts are nice, Jen…your girls are poking through the fabric…” Val looked up at Danny. “Didn’t you notice, hon? Poor girl’s already hot and bothered…” Using her fingernails, she began to graze the fabric covering Jen’s tits. “So stiff…”

Danny gulped the rest of his champagne, quickly refilled it and sat on the coffee table across from them.

Jen’s eyes were closed and her head tilted back against the sofa.

Valerie’s hand began to massage her boob. She gently covered one breast and squeezed it gently. “You like that, sweetie?” When Jen nodded, Valerie slid her hand inside Jen’s dress. “Oooh, I was right! I didn’t think you were wearing a bra!”

Danny watched Val’s hand undulate under the dress’ fabric as Jen let out a little moan of pleasure. Jen slid her feet to the floor, stretching her legs out. She plucked at her skirt, flipping the fabric away, baring her legs almost up to her crotch. “That feels so nice, Val.”

“I told you it would, hon.” Val pulled at one of Jen’s spaghetti straps, lowering it. Keeping her eyes closed, Jen snaked her arm free of it. “You okay?” Val asked. “I want to see your boobs.”

“Yesss….” Jen’s eyes remained closed.

Val gave a quick look over at Danny and licked her lips, wetting them. “I know you’re going to enjoy it, aren’t you, baby?” He nodded in reply almost a hundred times, looking like a bobble head and Val giggled.

She lowered the fabric, exposing Jen’s titty.

It wasn’t a very big breast, not the 38 D’s Valerie had (he checked out her bras more than once in the last few years); Val was able to easily cup it in her hand.

“Ohhh…so petite! I’ll bet you hardly ever need a bra, do you, Jen?” Val stroked her hand across Jen’s cone shaped breast, the nipples pointing upwards with desire. They were a deep blood red—almost burgundy and stood out from the pale pink of her areoles.

“I only did this a few times with a girl,” Jen breathed.

“Are you a lesbian?”

Jen snorted. “No! I’m straight, but I have standards.” She opened her eyes. “Me and one of my room mates went out to the clubs one Friday night but couldn’t meet a decent guy to hook up with…when we went back to our apartment…” she blinked a few times, smiling at the memory. “We decided to ‘help each other out’. Lydia was sweet.”

“That sounds like a yummy memory…” Val pinched Jen’s nipple and bent over it and began to suck.

Jen let out a small gasp. “It was nice…” She bit her lower lip.

“Nice? Vanilla ice cream with whipped cream is ‘nice’.”

Jen closed her eyes. Her shoulders gyrated in response to Val’s ministrations. “It was more than nice…Lydia made me come sooo hard!”

“Mmm…that does sound more than nice…” Val took her champagne flute and dribbled some onto Jen’s breast. She bent her head and began to lick the pliant flesh. She sprinkled some more onto Jen and mouthing murmurs began to suck all over Jen’s dampened mounds.

“Ohhh that’s sooo…”

“Nice,” Val said between her slurping lips. Val’s hands began to drift down Jen’s chest. She made small circles with her hand over the middle of the co-ed’s stomach.

Danny watched as Val’s hand pressed onto Jen’s stomach, firmly massaging it. With each gentle stroke, her hand drifted lower and lower. Oh God…

His cock was hard in his pants, straining against the fabric of his clothing. He began to massage it through his trousers as he gazed at the Sapphic delight in front of him. What the hell was it about two women pleasuring one another that was such a turn on for him?

Shit! His hand froze on his meat. If watching two women go at it was a turn-on for him, did girls get off watching gay porn?

Never mind that crap for now. Val was still suckling on Jen, but her hand had splayed Jen’s legs apart. There was still some of her skirt covering her crotch, but Val’s hand stroked Jen’s bare thigh higher and higher.

She released her mouth from Jen’s titty. “Do you want me to play with your pussy, love?” She asked.

Jen nodded; her eyes still closed.

“Then ask, sweetie.”

Jen’s eyes opened. She looked over at Danny, then to Val beside her. Then she looked back to Danny. Holding his gaze, she said, “Please play with my pussy, Val. It’s so wet. Please play with my clitty and finger meee….”

Val didn’t hesitate; Danny watched her hand slither up under Jen’s dress.

Oh boy. He didn’t want to blow this, but he really, really wanted to see. “Pull her dress up, Val. I want to watch you finger her,” he said, his voice husky. “Make her come.” He kept his eyes on Jen, who met his gaze with soft slitted eyes.. “I want to see Jen’s wet pussy. I want to see your fingers up inside her.”

Jen let out a moan and spread her legs while she lifted her skirt away. “You want to see my tight pussy, Danny?”

“Yes.” Thank God his voice didn’t crack. It still did once in a while when he was stressed. “Let me see her finger your cunt.”

“Oh! The ‘C’ word! Dirty man!” Jen scootched her butt to the edge of the sofa. She was wearing a lime green lace pair of panties. As Val’s hand rubbed on top of the fabric, Jen pulled her panty’s fabric aside, showing her dark pink and swollen labia.

She turned to Val. “Will you go down on me Val? Will you make me come first?”

Val looked over to Danny. She licked her lips, wetting them. “Of course, baby. Dan-O wants me to, don’t you, hon?”

He nodded silently.

Val lowered herself to the carpet and got between Jen’s legs. “I’ve wanted to do this since we talked on the phone the last time to plan tonight,” she said, looking up at the girl.

“I thought you did! And when you told me what your plans were for tonight, I hoped you did!” Val ran her hand through Val’s thick mane of hair as her head lowered into her mound.

Danny watched Val’s mouth yawn open, covering the top of Jen’s slit. She began with long, wet swipes of her tongue, making slurping sounds.

“Oh, that’s nice…”

Val spread Jen’s pussy lips apart. Her tongue whirring like the wings of a hummingbird, she licked at Jen’s clit. “You like that?” Her voice was husky when she looked up.

“Yes! Don’t stop!”

Val dropped her head again.

Danny couldn’t help but think how Val’s light tonguing of Jen’s pussy was so different from how he did it. Val barely touched Jen’s flesh. When he’d go down on Val, he was much firmer. He made his tongue as stiff as he could when he ravaged her; he figured since he liked his cock handled roughly, that’s how Val would like it.

But nooo… He’d have to ask her about that later.

Jen’s hips gyrated on the couch as Val ate her out.

Val looked up again. “You want me to fuck you now, honey?”

“YES!” Jen squealed. “Finger me while you eat meeee!”

Val slid two fingers up into Jen’s crevice and returned her mouth to her clit.

“Huhhhhnnnuhhh!” Jen grunted. “That’s it! Don’t stop! Oh god! Oh god oh god!” Her legs went straight out from her like two stilts, her feet twisting from side to side. “There! Right there!”

Valerie began to twist her wrist as she now pistoned her fingers into Jen, her tongue furiously fluttering over Jen’s clit.

“Now! That’s it! Now! Now! NOW!” Jen shrieked. Her voice was high pitched, and she bounced on the couch, curling forward and slamming back as Val flung her over the abyss, falling forever into a sparkling well of pleasure.

Danny sat back on the coffee table, propping himself on his arms as he watched Val bring Jen back down from her shattering climax. First, she slowed her tongue, and began to lick up and down the length of Jen’s pussy as her hands massaged the top of Jen’s hips to her belly button.

As Jen caught her breath, Val began to kiss and stroke Jen’s thighs.

“Oh. Wow!” Jen gasped. “I…I needed that more than I thought!”

“The night is young, darlin’!” Val said with an evil grin. She turned and looked over at Danny. “I think we got his attention, don’t you?”


Chapter five
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That’s So Cool…


Danny wasn’t sure what to do. From the look of her, Jen was completely wrung out from her orgasm. When she climaxed, her body was as rigid and tense as a steel column; now she looked like she was melting into the sofa.

Val was still between her legs, gently stroking Jen’s body. Her hands ran up and down Jen’s legs as she cooed at the younger woman. “That was so nice, Jen; thank you for letting me take you there…” she said, her voice as gentle as a breeze through a flower bed. “You are so special…”

He blinked at Val. What the hell was she thanking Jen for? Jen was the one who came like an earthquake, and Val got her off! Jen should be thanking Val!

Jen stirred, her hand lazily stroked Val’s head. “You made me feel so safe! I’ve never come like that!”

Val laughed lightly. “You’re still young; wait until you try Tantric sex.”

What the hell was ‘Tantric sex’? He bent forward. “What’s that? Did you and me ever do it?”

Val gave her head a quick shake. “No, hon. We never really had the time.”

“You kidding me? We’ve been lovers for almost four years!”

She looked over her shoulder at him. “I didn’t mean time like that. What I meant was that when you and I get down and dirty, we’re both so horny that we just love going at it.” She was smiling when she said it. “Tantric is something that can go on for hours.”

“Oh.” He couldn’t help feeling the twinge of jealousy hearing about her sex life before they got together. He set his lips in a firm line to keep himself from blurting out something stupid, but Val was watching him.

She tilted her head at him. Her eyes were soft with concern. “Something wrong?”

His mouth twitched.. “I don’t know…” Damn it, he did know; but he was going to keep his trap shut. For a change.

Val gave a quick peck on the insides of Jen’s thighs before sliding over on the floor next to where Danny still sat on the coffee table. She leaned against his legs and looked up at him. “Something’s bothering you. What is it, hon?”

“It’s stupid.” It was stupid. But it did sting thinking about it.

“Dan-O, Dan-O…you’re a fantastic lover…” Val said, stroking his leg.

“Yeah, but…” He gave his head a shake. He looked at Val, then over to Jen. “You’ve never come like that.” His mouth twitched. “And now, hearing that there’s even something else that can get you off even harder than what just happened to Jen?” He felt his shoulders slump as he sighed. “I…I thought that what we had shared was the best you ever had.” Seeing the look of concern in her eyes, he added, “See? I told you it was stupid.”

She laid her head on his thigh. “Oh Danny…what we do with one another is fantastic. You’re a passionate, fit and…” she began to now stroke his thigh. “And an incredible lover.”

He kept his silence.

She lifted her head and looked at him. “You know that, don’t you?” When he nodded slightly, she said, “But that’s not enough, is it?”

“I told you it was stupid.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “Being honest about how you truly feel is never, ever stupid.” When he just shrugged in reply, she said, “I’m not going to deny that my Tantric sex episode wasn’t fantastic—it was—but there’s a lot more to making love than technique and style.”

“Still ouch.” He smiled at her wistfully. “Up until now I thought that I was the best you ever had… See? Stupid, right?”

She smacked his leg. “You are, Dan-O. One climax does not a lover make.” She looked up at him. “Nor does it make one any less good.”

He ‘humf’d’ in reply.

“I do know that I’m the best you’ve ever had, babe,” she said with and evil grin.

He snorted. “That’s because you’re the only woman I’ve had sex with!” Shit! He didn’t need to let Jen know he had been a virgin before coming to Emerson College! He snuck a look at her. She didn’t have any reaction.

But Jen did have something to say. “I had never been with another girl until I came to Emerson, Dan,” she said in a matter-of-fact voice. She punctuated it with a smile. “I guess you were studying too hard when you were in high school to check that one off your to-do list, huh?”

“That and no way did I want to get anyone knocked up. In the neighborhood I grew up in, a lot of the girls had kids by the time they were eighteen.”

Jen nodded. “Yeah. You told me you grew up in the projects. Still…” she pointed her chin at him. “You’re a great guy, I’m kind of surprised no girl got her hands on you.”

“In my high school I was one of the nerds. Not a lot of girls want to hang with nerds, you know?” He ran his hand through his hair. “And…I dressed with the latest fashions from Good Will, had acne until the summer I came to college, didn’t know how to talk to a girl and finally I really didn’t have any money to take a girl out.”

Val looked at him skeptically. “Having seen how hard a worker you’ve been in college; I have a hard time believing you didn’t have an after-school job.”

He shrugged. “I did. But you’d be lucky to get twenty hours a week because if you work more than that you’re considered full time and they’d have to pay benefits. On top of that, my mother charged me rent from the day I got my first paycheck. There was enough money to fool around, but just a little.” He looked at her evenly. “I had to save up for college, remember?” He pursed his lips. “I mean I got a lot of financial aid and shit, but still…” He looked over to Val, his eyes shining. “To be honest, if you didn’t enter my life it would have been a lot harder.”

Val just nodded silently, smiling.

“Oh,” Jen said. “So not much of a love life, huh?”

“Yeah, ‘oh’.” He snorted. “Thank god for Porn-Hub!”

“So, no girlfriends at all?”

“Like I said, I was a nerd. And the nerd girls I knew…well, I just wasn’t attracted to them.”

Val gave his thigh a squeeze. “Are you attracted to Jen?”

“Are you kidding me?” The young woman was reclined on the sofa, completely un-self-conscious, naked from the waist down, and pretty much topless, the bodice of her dress pulled down below her boobs. “Of course!”

“Well then…” Val began to tug on the fabric of his trousers. “Why don’t we do something about that?”

He put his hand over hers, stopping her efforts. “Hold on. That’s Jen, Val; not a stripper-slash-hooker like we met in that club a few years ago. She’s different.”

Jen sat up. “Oh, you don’t like me?” she asked. Her eyes were laughing, though.

“I like you fine! It’s just that…you’re not a hooker…”

“That’s right. I am, however, still quite horny.” Jen shimmied a little on the couch, her hand drifting between her legs. “I’m sooo wet from what Val did to me.” Her fingers began to lightly stroke her pussy.

“Wouldn’t you like to fuck her, Dan-O?” Val said, her voice purring. “I told her what a great cock you have…and it’s been so, so long since poor Jen had her pussy filled with a hard cock…”

Dan’s cock was so rock hard, it was almost painful. He was positive that if he took his pants off Mr. Happy would be glowing blue. He gulped. “Poor Jen…” he said as Valerie began to massage his meat through his pants.

In a pouty voice, Val said, “Yes, poor, poor Jen. I think we should help her out…” Sitting more upright, Val fiddled with Dan’s belt and undid the top of his pants. As he began to doff his jacket and tie, she pulled off his pants, shoes and socks. Danny sat on the coffee table naked. A quick glance down at his manhood told him 1) his cock was not glowing blue, and 2) that it was as ready as it was ever going to be.

Jen slid onto the floor and over to him, opposite Valerie. Her eyes were transfixed on his shaft.

“Oooh, I like the crown of your cock,” she said as she took it in her hand. “I think circumcised dicks are prettier.”

“Pretty?” Now that was one he’d never heard before.

“Umm-hmmm…” she waggled his shaft. “It’s wearing such a pretty hat!” She bent her head to it, licking along the edge of his glans. Still looking at it wide-eyed, she squeezed his shaft in a milking gesture until a pearl of clear pre-cum oozed out of the top slit. “Yum!” She quickly licked it.

“I thought come grossed girls out,” Danny said.

Valerie jerked. “What! How the hell did you get that idea?”

“You’re a woman.”

Now Jen jerked. “What? What the hell does that make me?”

Oh shit. His breath caught and he looked from one to the other. “I mean…uhhh…aw shit.”

Val and Jen looked at each other and burst out laughing.

Still massaging his cock, Jen said, “We’re just messing with you; and you’re kinda right. Half the girls I know spit it out.”

Val chimed in, “I know I used to. I didn’t find—appealing or something?—until my thirties.”

Jen smacked her lips. “Not me. The taste never bothered me, and feeling a guy blow his load into my mouth feels like…” she looked away, trying to find the right word. She gave a small chuckle. “It feels like victory.”

Val laughed. “I heard that line in a movie once!”

“Oh?” Leaving it at that, Jen bent over Danny’s shaft. She licked the small slit at the top, and he jerked. Raising her eyes to him, she said, “Relax, Dan-O; I won’t hurt ya. Promise.” She slowly licked his pee slit again with a slow, warm, gentle stroke.

Danny clenched his teeth. He felt sooo vulnerable. Her tongue rested over his pee slit, pressing down with a series of small pulses. He made himself relax into the sensation.

Val stroked the side of his butt. “It doesn’t hurt, does it?”

“Nooo…it’s just weird.”

“Let her keep doing it for a bit, babe. I’ll bet it feels different in just a bit.”

“Weird.”

“Now Dan-O…what did we agree on? You have try something three times before you make up your mind, right?”

Danny grunted in agreement; they’d been over this—the first time you don’t know, the second you’re not sure, but by the third you’re either dialed in or dialed out. Val nodded to Jen, who put her mouth back over his cock and her tongue resumed its massage of the tip.

Danny watched her. He’d never admit it to Val, but he had checked out Jen about twelve million times in the last four years, and whacked off thinking of her a bunch of times. And now, watching her give him head? He must have died without noticing, because he was in heaven.

The warm softness pulsing at the most vulnerable part of his body dissolved his apprehension. Her tongue’s massaging began to feel good; she was being sooo careful and he felt the head of his cock pulse back in response. “You’re right…it kinda feels good.”

“Mmm…” She opened her mouth wider and began to suck on him.

She brought her hands up to his cock, but instead of grasping it like a golf club, she glided her palms up and down his shaft as her mouth lowered and rose, leaving his flesh wet.

It was a tantalizing sensation. She pressed her hands on either side of his shaft as she stroked him, but didn’t completely encircle his swollen meat. He let out a grunt and pushed his hips up, trying to get as much of him through her lips, the only part of her that surrounded his whole cock.

“You’re such a tease!” he gasped.

“Mmm-hmmm…” Jen tilted her head, looking into his eyes as she kept his knob captured in her mouth. She stopped bobbing up and down, just stared at him with her head still as her tongue and lips kept rubbing on him.

A shiver of pleasure swept over him. He’d never felt anything like that before! Which was saying a hella lot, considering the escapades he had with Val over the last four years. He gasped at the new sensation. It was almost like a tickle, but without the jarring sensation; a delicate promise of deeper and stronger pleasures to come fluttered through his entire body. “Oh man…that’s fuckin’ nice…”

“Good,” Jen replied, her voice muffled. She changed her hands, now fisting his slick cock and began to pump it as her head went lower and lower on him. He watched and felt his balls surge a little pre-cum.

Jen pulled her head off. “Ahhh!” she breathed, as she milked his shaft a few strokes, coaxing a thick dollop this time. She covered his knob; her tongue licking and swallowed the pearl of his seed.

She got up on her knees, still stroking him. Dribble after dribble of his pre-cum leaked out, and she greedily sucked it all up. “You are one juicy mother fucker, you know that?” she quipped, “So damn yummy!”

Valerie had snuck up behind Jen, her hand swept up between Jen’s legs and began to rub her crotch. “I think you need something else, love,” she whispered to the younger woman.

Jen’s eyes closed. “Oh yeah…”

Val looked up to Dan. “She needs your cock in her, baby.”

Jen’s eyes opened. “Oh yes!” She clambered up onto the coffee table. “I want it hard, Danny! Fuck me hard!” She laid down on the marble table top, her feet on the floor.

Danny stepped over to the end of the coffee table, his gaze taking in the tousled vixen before him. Her dress was pulled down from her shoulders, her pert breasts stiff with desire, her nipples and areoles swollen and puffy. The skirt of her dress was completely swept aside, surrounding her hips like a satin halo.

She gyrated her knees in and out. “C’mon, big boy…” she said, her voice a pleading moan. “I’ve waited so long for this…”

Her pussy was completely bare; no landing strip for her. It was shell pink against the pale flesh of her thighs and tummy, and her labia were peeking out, deep pink petals promising pleasure within.

Oh god he was hot for her!

He lowered himself over her. Holding himself up on one arm, he took his cock in his free hand and began to tease her pussy with it. He slid his still leaky shaft up and down her pussy lips a few times. She gasped in pleasure. He then slapped the top of her crevasse with the tip, spanking the flesh that covered her clit.

“Oh!” Jen’s eyes widened in surprise, and he did it a few more times. “Oh! Oh!” she repeated with each spank.

Laying atop her, he ground his cock over her slit, dry humping her.

“Ohhhh Daaaaannyyyy!” Jen cried, her voice a faint squeal. “Pleeeease!” She bounced and gyrated her hips, urging him to enter her.

Rotating and tilting his hips, he nestled the tip of his cock at her entrance. “Ready?” he grunted. Before she could reply, he thrust himself all the way in.

“Oh man!” they both cried out together.

Jen clasped him within her, clamping onto his cock with a wet silkiness. He drew out and plunged back in, reveling in the sensation. It was like she had an extra ring of tightness just beyond her opening. As he fucked her pussy, he bore through the ring of clasping tightness to be completely encased inside her oozing warm walls. “This is fantastic!”

“You’re. Not. So bad. Yourself!” Jen rasped back. “So damn haaarrrrrd!” She clutched at his back, gripping his torso as he pummeled her. “Oh god I love it hard!”

He moved to the side a little, and shoved his way completely inside again, watching her eyes. At the very bottom of her pussy, he felt her entire body clench. He didn’t pull out, instead ground himself up against the back of her hot dripping box.

“Oh God Danny! That hurts so goooood!” Jen whimpered. “Oh god!”

He pulled away again, and punched her in her crotch, over and over, each thrust rewarded by her gasps of ecstasy. Every few thrusts, he held himself into the very bottom of her love hole, massaging the back of her pussy before thrusting again.

Jen’s voice oscillated between moans and whimpers of pleasure. He knew he wasn’t hurting her because she kept gasping ‘So gooood!’ as he hammered his body into hers.

He felt her stiffen, and her voice became husky, deepening in passion. Over and over, she said “So good, so god-damn good!”

All at once he felt her hands dig into his back and her legs wrapped around him like two steel pincers. Jen let out a shriek, then a yowl as she exploded into a shattering orgasm.

Danny held back from coming. All the time he had been with Val, when she came first, he always got so turned on watching, his own orgasm immediately followed, both of them blended into a single pulsing entity of mutual and selfish pleasure. This time, he wanted to see what would happen if he just kept fucking her.

“Ohgod Ohgod OHGOD!” Jen’s voice pitched higher and higher with each thrust until she began to babble incoherently. She still clutched at his back as he continued to hammer at her with a merciless passion.

Her head whipped from side to side. Her eyes were squeezed shut tight, lips pulled back showing teeth clenched as her voice dropped into a guttural, choppy grunts.

‘Just a few more!’ he thought to himself. He felt that exquisite clenching pressure in his balls; it was gonna be an epic load.

Jen let out an ‘Ayieeeeee!’ at the same instant her fingernails carved into his back. The searing pain transmuted into a shaft of pleasure that shoved down his body to his balls.

“Arrrgh!” he bellowed; the brute force of his pleasure turbo charged by the stabbing pain from Jen’s nails hacking into him. It wasn’t an orgasm, he didn’t ‘come’; his entire reality had been reduced to the surging pleasure erupting from his shaft. Wave after wave burst from him as his body quaked in release.

He collapsed down to his elbows as he continued to grind Jen’s pussy, slowly fucking her as they both came down from that mountain.

The mountain they climbed together.

Her head was turned to the side, eyes closed as she panted. After a moment, they opened and she looked up at him. At the same time, she relaxed her grip on him, covering his back with her palms. “Oh wow…” she said in a tiny whisper. “Oh wow…”

“Wow indeed…” He cupped her face and kissed her. She opened her mouth, and their tongues soothed each other; where moments before they had been engulfed in a savage passion, they gently, almost poignantly caressed one another.

When Danny released her from the kiss, Jen gazed at him. “Fuck Tantric, Danny-boy; this is awesome!”

He snorted.

“Oh!” Jen started. She took her hands from his back and looked at her palms. “You’re bleeding!”

“Probably just a little…”

“I never did that before! I’m so sorry!”

“I’m not!” he laughed in return. He wasn’t. He now bore some kind of mark or something; a crazy badge on his back that says ‘Great Lover’ or something like that. He felt proud, and it made the stinging pain scrumptious. He chuckled.

“What’s so funny? You’re bleeding!”

He waggled his eyebrows at her and gently smirked. “It’s kind of a badge of honor if you ask me.”

Chuckling, Val added, “Your Red Badge Of Courage, Dan-O.” They both looked at her with questioning eyes, and she gave a short wave. “It was a book.”

Turning back to Danny, Jen said, “Badge or whatever, just don’t return the favor, okay?”

“I think I already did; you came so hard you did that.” He smiled at her. “And that’s sooo cool!”

Jen rolled her eyes again and looked over at Val. “Is he bleeding badly?”

“You really scratched him, but some Polysporin will do the job.”

“He thinks it’s cool, can you believe that?”

Val stood and shrugged. “Men.” She headed off to the medicine cabinet.


Chapter six
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Now What?


Danny entered the kitchen where Val was tidying up after a scrumptious brunch. “Well, she’s off.” He poured himself another cup of coffee.

“Why didn’t you drive her home?”

“Well…” He looked away. “Seemed like a good idea at the time.”

That was odd. She came around the island to where he was seated. It’d be better to let the silence hang for a moment. She just arched her eyebrows at his non-answer.

He took a sip of the coffee, chewed his lower lip for a second, and said, “Well…I didn’t want you to worry that we’d get up to more funny business.”

“Oh.” That thought never crossed her mind. Should it have? Would she have been worried if he drove her home and it did cross her mind? “I don’t know,” Val said aloud.

“Don’t know what?”

She paced back and forth in front of Danny. “I don’t know if I would have been worried or something if you drove her home.”

“Neither did I!” he quipped. “And that’s why I didn’t!”

This was confusing. “Well, last night, and even when the three of us went to bed and you…”

“Banged both of you?”

“I was trying to come up with a nicer way to say it, but okay. Last night…I didn’t feel the slightest bit threatened, nor jealous of what you and Jen were doing.”

He pulled his head back. “Not even a little?”

“Not a bit!” She stepped up to him and took his hand. “On the contrary, I felt…and this is weird as hell…but I felt proud in some messed up kind of way.”

Danny’s jaw dropped. “Proud?”

“I told you it was weird, but yes.”

“Whaddya mean proud? I did all the work! Up and down, up and down, in and out, roll ‘em over…” he made a quick laugh, and then peered at Val. “I don’t get it.”

She grimaced a little. “I mean, when you and I met, you were a virgin. I was your first.”

“How insightful, Captain Obvious.”

She slapped his chest playfully. “A small part of me was worried about you being able to be with other women.”

He snorted. “You were worried that you ruined me?”

“I told you it was messed up!” Truth be told, saying it out loud made it feel even more messed up. She should have kept her mouth shut. She waited for Danny to say something. When he didn’t, she took a breath. “You’re graduating soon. And then you’re going to have to head out into the world and embark on your career. For the last four years, you’ve just been with me.” She felt a sharp pang in her heart, but soldiered on. “And I didn’t know if you’d be able to…you know…”

“Get it on with a gal.”

“Yeah.”

“So that’s why you set the whole thing up with Jen in advance?”

“Well…kinda.”

He wrapped his arm around her waist and kissed the top of Val’s head. “You are a diabolical schemer, you know that?”

She pressed her head against his chest. “You’re going to meet someone who you’re going to spend the rest of your life with, Dan-O.” She waved her arm. “She’s waiting for you out there in the big wide world.” She patted his chest again. “And I felt good seeing that you’re up for the challenge.”

He hugged her. “I’m not in the market, Valerie.” He pulled away from her to look her in the eye. “And I’m pretty sure that if I drove Jen home, you’d be… ‘uncomfortable’ maybe?”

She glanced away. He was right, dammit, she would have been.

Holy shit! Up until this moment, she was worried that Dan-O would be too hung up on her!

She was hung up on him!

Oh boy… Now what?


Chapter seven
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Oozing In My Mouth!


Danny took Val’s chin and brought her face up to his. He kissed her warmly. “Yeah, I thought so.”

“Thought what?”

“That you would have been ‘uncomfortable’.” He couldn’t put any other word on it. She wouldn’t have been jealous, exactly. She also wouldn’t have just taken it in stride. He didn’t know exactly what was in that black box that is a woman’s emotional life; shit, what man alive ever did? But he knew in his gut that driving Jen home, especially after the incredible night the three of them shared, would have made the black box that was Val’s brain go a little wonky. “And I was right.”

“I think so.”

Another idea just popped into his brain. “It’s not fair.”

“What isn’t?”

He began to rub her shoulder. “You made me a subject of an experiment without my permission, that’s what.” The corners of his mouth turned down. “Totally unethical.” He poked her shoulder. “And unfair.” When she just looked at him with a baffled expression, he added, “I should get equal time.”

“Whaaaat?”

“I mean, I’ve wondered what it would be like to watch you fuck another guy. After all, Jen wasn’t the first woman you set me up with. Remember that stripper from a couple years ago?” He poked her again. “Jen was the second time you set me up with another girl. I’d like equal opportunity.”

Val’s eyes narrowed. “You’d like to see me fuck someone else.”

“Yep.”

“Oh Danny, I don’t think I could!”

“What? You’re fantastic in bed, you’re damn good looking. Any guy would feel lucky to have you look at him twice, let alone jump your bones!”

Val shook her head. “When you and I met, I had been living like a damned hermit for years!”

“So what, you grew your cherry back?”

She shot him a look. “Y’know, sometimes you’re childish.”

“I’m a guy! We’re talking about sex! What the hell did you expect, Dr. Phil or something?”

“What I mean is that up until you and I…you know…”

“Hopped in the sack together? Seduced each other? Played hide the baloney?”

“Up until you,” she poked his chest. “I hadn’t felt horny in a long, long lonnng time.” She took a breath. “And since you…well, I just figured after you leave, I’d just go back to being a nun.”

“And now…?”

His hands were stroking her back. Both of them were still in their robes. He pressed her into him, and she felt his hardness. She couldn’t help but chuckle; the energy in this kid!

She pressed back, grinding her tummy into his thickening shaft. “And now…I go from having a relationship discussion to…” Her hand opened his robe and began to caress his thickness. “This.”

“Mmmm…”

She looked up at him. “I think I have a bi streak in me…”

“Oh?”

She bent down and took him into her mouth. She didn’t squeeze him though; she licked and sucked the surface of his shaft before straightening up. “Yes…” she said. “I really get turned on tasting Jen’s pussy on your cock.”

“Oh wow!” Danny gasped.

She continued stroking him. “Yeah. That was something I wondered about. I loved watching you be all Cro-Magnon with Jen…you fucked her differently than you fuck me. She asked you to fuck her hard, and you really went at it.”

“I…”

She put a finger to his lips. “Shhh… I’m not complaining, okay? I just saw a different part of you I didn’t know was there.” She continued stroking him. “You’re so hard again! After all that sex!”

She bent down to lick him again, letting out small ‘mmm’s’ of delight.

Danny grasped her by the hair and stood her up. “You like the taste of pussy on my cock, huh?” He flexed his grip, causing a twinge of pain in her scalp. Val’s eyes widened in surprise.

“Yes.”

He turned her towards the bedroom. Still having her by her hair, he guided her. “You should have licked out Jen’s pussy after I came in her.”

Val’s tummy fluttered. That was sooo dirty! “You’d like that?” she asked, as they made their way to the bed. “You’d like me to lick your thick come from a girl’s pussy?” She leaned backwards into him, pressing her ass into his crotch as they crossed the room.

“Oh yeah…” His hand tightened its grip on her hair.

Val jerked. “Oh!” What was with him? He didn’t ease his grip on her hair. Did she want him to ease his grip on her hair? She never had anyone ever pull her hair!

At the same time that it hurt, it felt…primal.

At the edge of the bed, Danny pulled her head back. “I’m going to fuck you like an animal.” His free hand wrapped around her waist and he slithered his fingers against her moist pussy. He gave her scalp another tug. “You’re already turned on…I like that!”

“Like I said; I’ve been wet every day since you and I started.” In a husky whisper, she added, “Even if I’m not horny, my pussy is wet…”

Still grasping her by the hair, Danny bent Val over the bed. Feeling his hand pinning her head to the bed, she ground her hips into his crotch.

It was…well, weird. This was a side to Danny she’d never experienced before. For the last four years he’d been the paragon of nice; always considerate of her experience. But this Danny wasn’t considerate like that; he was more commanding. Not in a bossy way, but he was definitely calling the tune.

She was a little scared; how far is he going to go?

‘Do you trust him or not, Val?’

If she didn’t trust Danny by now, what the hell had they been doing?

No, she wasn’t going to pop this bubble. But she was curious as hell. “What are you going to do?” she asked in a small voice.

He pulled up the hem of her robe, baring her ass. “Whatever I want,” he replied, a rough edge in his voice. “What. Everrrr.”

She took a deep breath, her hands clutching the bedspread. “As you wish…” she said. She rolled her hips into him.

Danny released her hair, and grasping her robe, pulled it away from her. He shrugged his own robe off, it puddling at his feet. He bent over her again. “I’m going to fuck your asshole, Val. I’ve never fucked you in the ass.”

Her eyes widened. He’d never mentioned wanting to do anal before! His hand rubbed her ass cheeks. Now was the time to say ‘No’. But…

“Will it hurt?” she asked.

“You tell me if it does, okay?” He squatted down behind her; she felt her ass cheeks spread apart. “You showered this morning…” he said, before licking her anus wetly.

Sure, after her divorce, when she tried the dating scene—more like revenge fucking than actually looking to meet someone and start a relationship—a few guys played with her ass, but she had shut them down pretty quickly.

But this was Danny.

Val’s eyes closed as she chewed her lower lip. The sensation was the most intimate physical experience she ever had. Sure, the first couple of times she had sex were scary, but she got used to it quickly enough. But this? This was light years past that. This was her asshole he was wetting down!

“I’m going to just finger you a little first. Get you to relax a little, babe,” Danny said.

She murmured a reply, and spread her legs a little.

She felt the pressure against her anus. Danny went up and down, rubbing her. When he began, she clenched up tight, her hips and legs stiffening.

“It’s okay, Val…I’m going to take my sweet time.” He lightened the pressure, and spat on her asshole. “As long as it takes…”

His voice, so calm, had a relaxing effect on her. She took a few deep breaths, letting them out slowly. After a few repetitions, she felt her stiffened muscles begin to slacken. It didn’t feel bad at all. She let out an ‘Mmmm…’ and melted a little into the mattress.

He stopped his stroking, and began to press against her entrance. Val bit her lower lip as he continued pressing.

Oh! His finger had passed into her ass!

Danny’s finger stopped pushing, just went still inside her. “You okay?” he asked.

Val nodded.

“Does it hurt?”

She wasn’t going to lie. “It’s a little stingy, but I’m okay.” It was a low burning sensation.

He began to pull out a little, then pressed back in. “I can’t wait for this to be my cock, Val. I can’t wait to fill your asshole with my come.”

“Mmmm…”

She felt his finger withdraw, and fought off the impulse to fart. Or worse. He pressed his finger against her anus from the outside. “But this is enough for the first time, babe,” Danny said. “Next time I’ll make sure we have lube in the bedroom.”

She turned her head over her shoulder. “That’s it? That’s all you’re going to do?”

“Yes. I want to, but we’ll need lube.” He hesitated for a second. “And I shouldn’t have sprung it on you. You’ll need to prepare for it more.”

“Oh? How does one ‘prepare’ for getting fucked up the ass?”

“Well…it’d be a good idea for you to have an enema beforehand. Not necessarily right before, but an hour or two before.” He narrowed his eyes at her. “You know why, right?”

She rolled her eyes. “To keep it from getting messy?”

“That’s right.”

Val rolled onto her back. “You’ve looked into this, haven’t you?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Well…we’ll plan for it better. I’m okay with the idea. In fact, I’m kind of curious.”

“Ha! Me too!”

She scooted across the mattress and spread her legs. “I hope this is an okay consolation prize…”

He rolled his eyes. “Well…I guess so…if that’s all you got…” and climbed in.

“Smart ass.”

He nestled between her legs, his cock slipping in to her drenched pussy easily, filling her up.

She loved that sensation of fullness. She felt more complete somehow. She chuckled.

“What’s so funny?”

“Well…ya know what they say, ‘A hard cock is good to find!’?”

“Right!” He lunged into her.

That’s the only word she could think of. Danny pounded into her, as deep as he could possibly go, pulled back and plunged into her again. Wow!

“Oh Danny!” She grasped at his back as his hips battered into hers.

He nestled his head into her neck. Usually, he held himself above her. But this time he draped himself over her, his arms wrapping her as his hips pistoned up and down. He wasn’t making love to her; he was using her, fucking her for his own pleasure.

Somehow, that was exciting. She cradled his head. “Oh Danny! Fuck me!”

He picked up intensity. His strokes were drawing in and out of her, plunging into her with a fervor bordering on violent. He didn’t speak to her as she urged him on, just grunted and huffed as he continued to claim her.

“Come in me, baby,” she hissed. “Come in meee!”

She felt his hips roll, and she wrapped her legs around him.

With a series of harsh grunting sounds his body trembled as he emptied himself. She felt the wet warmth of his seed slicken her pussy. Mmmm…it was so nice…

When he went still above her, Val stroked his back. “That was nice, baby.” When he mumbled a reply, she added, “Now I want you to do something for me.”

“Hmm?” He raised his head. “Sure. What?”

This felt so weird, but when the thought came into her head, it felt so right.

“I want you to clean up my pussy.”

Danny’s eyes widened. “You’re not asking me for a Kleenex, are you?”

She giggled and shook her head ‘No’.

“But I…”

“I know…” She tapped his cheek. “I know what it tastes like, and you should too…”

His nose wrinkled. “I dunno…”

“Oh. It’s okay for you to want me to go down on a girl after you came in her, but you don’t have the decency to clean up after yourself, young man? Tsk, tsk!”

Danny snorted. “Yeah, I guess I sound kind of stupid, don’t I?” He began to slide down the bed. “We’ve never done this before.”

“I know…” Shit, she should tell him. “I never had the guts to ask a guy to do it before.”

He was between her legs and lifted his head. “Funny, I don’t feel so honored. I think I’m going to be grossed out.”

“Try it, you might like it.”

He lowered his head, and she felt his tongue slither up her slit. “Mmmm…that’s nice, baby,” she said. “Now push your tongue up in me…”

She felt him just put the tip in, and was a little let down. But before that feeling of disappointment grew, Danny grasped her thighs and put his mouth over her pussy, filling it with his tongue.

He made an almost growling humming sound as his jaw hinged over her pussy, his tongue sweeping up inside her.

He lifted his head. “It ain’t so bad. I can taste you too, y’know.”

“Get back in there, coach!” she growled at him. “And don’t ignore my clit!”

“Yes’m!”

He put his head back down and lashed at her pussy again, from the bottom of her cleft to the top. When he reached her clit, he buzzed it with a stiff flutter before tracing back down. Oh yes! She felt that delightful glow of an orgasm edge into her tummy.

He looked back up at her. “Hang on.” With that, he wrapped his arms around her hips and gently urged her to roll over on top of him. “Get on your knees, baby…I want all of it!”

Oh wow…she didn’t expect this! She was facing the headboard, so grasped the upper edge and pulled herself up.

Kneeling above him, she spread her legs enough to lower pussy to his mouth.

His muffled voice came from between her legs. “That’s it, baby, it’s all oozing into my mouth!”

“Oh yeah, Danny!” She pressed into him, feeling his mouth engulf her. The glowing sensation in her tummy grew.

His fingers began playing with her asshole, and his tongue began buzzing against her clit.

Like a reflex, her hips began to pulse in rhythm to his mouth and fingers. “That’s it, baby…” she whispered. “Just like that…oh yes!”

The glow in her tummy started pulsing. “Yes! I’m almost—”

Danny moved his mouth and began to rub her clit with his chin. The light stubble of his unshaven chin was a delicious burn that threw her over the edged. “YES!” she cried out, pressing herself down onto him. “YES DAAANNNEEEE!” she cried as her thighs trembled, clutching the headboard so hard she almost broke a nail.

She rode her pleasure out, not giving a damn about anything but the exquisite pleasure rocketing through her.


Chapter eight
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Penny Drop


The weekend flew by, and on Monday Danny had to go to Chicago for a couple of days. There was a job fair at University of Chicago that he wanted to attend, and to put icing on the cake, he had two interviews lined up for after graduation.

During his entire time at Emerson College, he’d only spent three nights away. Those were when he’d go up to the Chicago housing projects and visit his family. He never stayed long; he was never close to his mother and siblings. In fact, as his education advanced, he had less and less in common with them. None of them ever expressed any interest in his life; instead, he had to listen to the litanies of the entitled—Mom was being forced to find a job after being on welfare for over twenty years, his sister wanted to get knocked up so she could start qualifying for assistance before she turned eighteen.

Valerie could not believe that was the background he’d escaped. How he had overcome that environment was astonishing.

With him out of the house though, she could get some stuff done. She had made an appointment with her lawyer and had her will updated. Not that she was planning on dying soon—she wasn’t even fifty for god’s sake!—but there was no doubt that her life had changed in the last few years. Sorry, Greenpeace; you’re not going to get the windfall that was in the last will.

Coming out of her attorney’s offices, she window shopped a little along the downtown core. Talking about wills and testaments, no matter how healthy you felt always brought one’s mortality to the fore.

Wandering up the street, she came to the entrance to Oaken Embers, her favorite restaurant in Black Rapids. She had been a regular customer ever since Carl Williams opened the place. He was now happily retired in Tuscany, having sold the place a few years ago to his head chef Jane Harris a few years ago.

It was just after 3:00 pm. The sign on the door said dining room opens at 5:00, but the bar was open.

Screw the shopping. She wanted a drink.

It was a warm an inviting establishment. The bar was right at the entrance, an old-school, mahogany number with a brass rail and worn surfaces. There weren’t any patrons yet, and the barkeep, also old school in a white shirt, black tie and white apron was actually polishing glasses and putting them in the overhead rack.

Val hoisted herself up onto one of the padded stools and ordered a Southern Comfort and OJ.

“Valerie Winwood! As I live and breathe!”

She didn’t even need to turn around to the entrance to the vacant dining room. Jane Harris’ voice was unmistakable; just a hint of a southern drawl that she picked up when she was a kid in the Navy. Val smiled as she looked over to her old friend. “I was hoping you’d have time for a chat,” she said.

Jane must have just arrived for work. Her double-breasted white chef’s coat was spotless, and her grey checkered houndstooth patterned trousers still had the crease in them. Her bright red hair was all tucked up under her chef’s cap. The only touch of femininity to her outfit was the pink neckerchief around her neck. She was smiling brightly as always as she scurried over, arms open wide for a hug.

As they embraced, Jane chattered a mile a minute. “It’s been way too long, Val! How have you been? Are you still single, or did that young fella finally rope you in? Are you here for dinner? I can rustle something up, no problem! I have Tony in the back and he can cover so we can have a nice long visit!” Val blinked at Jane. Does she ever take a breath?

Jane nodded to the bartender. “Jonas, can you bring Val’s drink back to our table please? And let Miriam know I have a guest.” She put her arm around Val’s waist and guided her to the dining room.

“Don’t I get a say in the matter?” Val teased.

“Ha! We wouldn’t have gone one single step if you didn’t want to Val; who you kidding?” She glanced back at the bar. “I’ll have one of whatever Val’s having!”

Jeez Louise, it’s been wayyy too long. Jane’s reaction to seeing her was a breath of fresh air. She couldn’t recall the last time she’d been so warmly welcomed.

In no time flat they were seated at the best table in the house; a duce off in the corner with a perfect view of the dining room but set a little back into an alcove. Jonas had brought their drinks and Miram was putting a delectable charcutier before them.

“You have got to try this Brie!” Jane said. “I just got the order in from a supplier we found in Vegas at the convention last week!” She took one of the saucers and sliced a wedge, adding some chorizo to the side. “Damn stuff goes right to my hips, but I stopped caring about that ages ago; Dean loves my ass, and that’s all I care about.” She stopped and looked at Val, wide-eyed. “Sorry about the hubby-brag. I should learn to shut up.”

Val laughed out loud. “Then you wouldn’t be Jane!” She leaned across the table and took the plate. “For your information, I’ve been having a wonderful affair with a young, energetic stud-muffin for the last four years. Besides, my divorce was ages ago.” She paused to think. “It was finalized nine years ago.”

Jane leaned back in her seat. “Didn’t I meet you with some college kid the last time you were here?”

“The same college kid.”

“No way!”

“Way”.

Jane tilted her head at Val as she took a forkful of the Brie. “Really…well…that sounds…ummm…interesting…” She eyed Val up and down. “Although you do have the figure to turn any guy’s head.”

“Along with spider veins.” She pinched her neck. “And this is getting a little flabby if you know what I mean. Wait’ll you hit your late 40’s.”

“Wouldn’t a noticed unless you pointed it out.” She leaned forward. “You left out the crow’s feet, though.”

Val shrugged. “At least no stretch marks.”

Jane leaned back and rubbed her stomach. “I don’t have stretch marks either. But I do look about four months along!” She shrugged. “Job hazard I suppose. But Tony says he likes it.”

Val’s jaw dropped and her eyebrows raised. “Tony? Your assistant in the kitchen?”

Now it was Jane’s turn to look surprised. “Oh! I mean…uhhh I meant Dean!”

Val’s mouth made a thin line. “Jane Harris…”

“Ummm…”

Damn it! She wasn’t going to sit here if the answer was yes! She knew precisely what it was like to have your spouse fuck around behind your back! Val’s voice went low. “Jane…are you having an affair?”

“No!” Jane’s hands fluttered in the air. “Well…not really!”

“How the hell does someone ‘not really’ have an affair?” Jane rolled her eyes and looked around the room. Val leaned forward. “We’re the only ones here, hon. Out with it.” She was fucking the help! Just like her ex!

Jane licked her lips. “Well…it’s a long story…”

“You’re in an open marriage? Jeez! I never thought you would be in something like that!”

“It’s not an open marriage! Dean and I…well…” Jane blushed. It started at her neck, a bright red creeping up her neck, perfectly complimenting her pink neckerchief, until her cheeks burned. “It’s kind of complicated.” She took a deep breath and let it out. “I can’t believe I’m telling you all this!”

“You haven’t told me a damn thing other than your assistant in the kitchen likes your pot belly!” Val hissed.

“Oh, he more than likes it! He loves it! He even gave it a name!”

“WHAT?” This was getting surreal.

Jane waved her off. “My marriage is as solid as a rock. Tony adores his wife—hell, I love Karen too! She’s a lot of fun and has shown me stuff…” her voice faded, and she watched Val closely.

It sank in. The penny dropped. The lightbulb in Val’s head went on. “Jane…are you and Dean swingers?”

“Damn right!”


Chapter nine
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Pipes Plunged Clean


It was two days later and Danny had gotten home that afternoon from Chicago. He was a little flummoxed. Stoked to the max, for sure, but now he had an embarrassment of riches when it came to opportunities after graduation.

Not one, but both of his job interviews ended with solid offers. And both of the companies asked him in no uncertain terms that if he got an offer from another company to give them a chance to respond.

On top of that, the stupid Job Fair he went to had a company that was pretty much devoted to the kind of mega-projects that had gotten him fired up about engineering in the first place! And they wanted to fly him to Houston for an interview next week!

His head was spinning the entire drive home. Sure, he broke his ass in school, but c’mon, man!

When he told Val about it, she just nodded. “I’m not surprised in the least, Dan-O.”

“Are you kidding me? These are big deals! These companies don’t throw offers around like this! It’s an entry-level position! I’ll have to work for a few years to get my ‘Professional’ license, but they’re throwing big money around!”

“It’s the market, babe.” They were on the couch with some music playing on the TV. She rubbed his stomach.

“What does that mean?”

Val sighed. “Look, twenty years ago when my ex and I were starting our own company, high-tech was in full swing. We had hundreds and hundreds of applications from computer engineering guys. And if anything, there are even gotten more engineers in school today doing coding and high-tech stuff. But…”

“G’head…”

“Nobody wants to get their hands dirty.” She waved her hand in the air. “I could get someone to program a new app for a hundred bucks right now on Fiverr.” She eyed Danny. “But I couldn’t get a plumber to stop by, a licensed plumber for less than $300. That’s what you’re doing; you’re getting your hands dirty, Dan-O. And there’s not enough engineers like you to go around at the moment. No wonder you’re getting offers.”

“I just like big stuff.”

“And you’ll get to play with really, really big stuff, Dan-O.” Her voice hitched. “I can’t wait to see what you do out there.”

“Hey…” Was she crying? Shit! She was! “Hey, Val…”

She swiped at her eyes. “I guess I’m pre-menopausal or something. Don’t worry about it.”

“But—”

“But nothing!” Val snapped. She turned to him. “Promise me, Dan-O.”

“Promise what?”

Val jabbed a finger at the windows. “Promise me you’re gonna go out there and help rebuild the world!”

This was a little strange. Dan crossed his heart. “I promise. You want me to pinky swear too?” He held his pinky up in the air and Val grasped it with hers. They pulled them away. She grabbed his wrist and brought his hand to her mouth. Watching his eyes, she said, “Good boy,” and popped his pinky into her mouth and sucked on it.

Danny’s brain went from construction equipment to sex at the speed of light. “Mmmm…double pinky swear, babe…” he murmured. He felt himself thicken already.

Val slid off the sofa onto the floor. She started fumbling with his belt, and Danny took over, shucking his pants off in a heartbeat. He was already hard when she grasped it.

She was wearing just a golf shirt and slacks. “Take off your shirt,” he said, when she grasped his hard cock.

“Mmmm…you like my titties, don’t you?”

“Yeah…”

Val quickly slid her shirt over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her breasts swayed as she bent forward to take him in her mouth. “Poor thing. You haven’t had any sex in more than two whole days…”

“You neither, I hope.”

She looked up at him. “No…not that I didn’t have the opportunity…”

Danny sat up. “What? Somebody hit on you?” He looked around the living room. “Here?” He shot her a level look. “Did you call a plumber in?”

“To get my pipes plunged clean?” she asked sweetly. “No…I didn’t call anyone.”

“So?”

“Mmmm…” her eyes flashed at him. “It’s my secret. For now.”

She bent her head over his shaft and went back to pleasuring her Danny.


Chapter ten
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Waitaminnit!


Val didn’t let him come!

In the four years they had been together, she had never, not once gotten him all horned up and left him hanging.

But after she went down on him, bringing him to a wonderfully excruciating hard-on, she licked the pre-cum off the tip of his cock, gave it a quick kiss and said, “I’m hungry. Let’s go out to eat tonight.”

“WHAT?”

She smiled innocently at him. “I said I was hungry and want to go out to eat.” She tilted her head at him. “Is there a problem with your hearing?”

“Wha-wha-?”

Grabbing her top, she stood, her breasts swaying. He hardly ever saw her standing while nude; or at least never really noticed the effects of the years on her until now. They were still firm, but they were a forty-something woman’s firm. They hung down, and her nipples pointed more south than north.

Maybe it was because just a few days ago he had sex with someone his own age. The contrast between Jen’s youthful firmness and Val’s older body was more apparent to Danny now.

“Cat got your tongue, honey?” she asked, seeing him watching her closely.

“No! You’re great!”

Val shook her head at him. “Thanks for the compliment, now let’s change into something nicer. I want to go to a nice place.”

He watched as she turned and headed to the bedroom to get dressed.

He launched off the couch. “Now waitaminnit!” He hustled after her. She was in her walk-in closet, checking dresses. “What the hell just happened?” he asked from the doorway.

She held a vibrant red silk number up. It went to the floor and had spaghetti straps. “Do you like this one?” she asked.

“Val…you just left me hanging out there.”

“Oh honey, I’m sorry. Will you survive?” she teased, going past him to the bathroom.

“But…but…but…”

“I said I was hungry. Don’t my needs count?”

“But…but…but…” he repeated, trailing after her.

She went up on tippy-toes and kissed his cheek. “You’re such a dear, dear. Now get dressed. The sooner we get some food in me, the sooner we can get back to…” she waggled her eyes at him.

“Val…are you okay? Or are you freaking out right now?”

“I’m fine!” She started digging in her makeup tray.

He held up his hands. “Wait! I know enough about women to know that ‘fine’ is a baaad word when a gal says it to her guy!”

She looked over. “I’m good, I’m okay, I’m fine. Now get dressed, okay?”

He stood there, his mouth opening and closing for a few seconds, then went to get some clothes on.

What the hell?

****

On the drive over to Oaken Embers, Valerie was chatty. She told him how she had gone there for an early supper the day before and was able to re-connect with the owner, Jane Harris. She had known Jane from before her divorce, and told Dan-O that they had a wonderful chat.

“Didn’t I meet her once? When I first moved in you took me to this place.”

“Hmm…You’re right. Jane remembers you.”

“She’s a little shorter than you,” he said. “She’s chunkier than you, I recall. Not fat, but she’s got some junk in her trunk.”

“Daniel West! Were you checking her out! She’s almost my age!”

“Red hair, right?” Before Val could reply, he added, “Green eyes? A cute upturned nose? Perky kinda?”

Val stared at him. “You did check her out…”

“Duh!” He glanced at the clock on the dash. “It’s after nine. Will the kitchen still be open?”

“Yep. I made sure of that.”

Val’s mouth quirked in a flash of a smile. What was she up to?”


Chapter eleven
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Where Should We Begin?


How was your dinner, hon?” Val asked, a playful smile on her lips.

Danny narrowed his eyes at her. “Fine.”

“Oh goody!”

“Waitaminnit. I just said ‘Fine’.”

She blinked at him. “And…”

“That’s supposed to mean the opposite.”

“Oh Danny!” she waved at him. “Only if you have a uterus!”

What the—? “Not fair.”

“Okay…what’s your problem? You don’t like surf and turf after all?”

“What? No! It was awesome! I—”

“Told ya you’d love it.” She entwined her fingers and rested her chin on her hands. “Now…let’s enjoy a nice chat, and then we’ll have dessert.”

Danny looked around the restaurant. There were only two other tables occupied; small wonder, because it was almost eleven. One of the tables was settling the bill with their waiter.

He was in his thirties or so, with long hair tied back in a manbun. He had a distinctive face; deep set eyes, a strong jawline and a sharp nose. The diner must have made some funny comment, because the waiter burst into laughter, nodding as he took the check folder away. As he passed them back to the service area, he nodded to them both.

“Hi, Tony,” Val said. “Seeing how the other half lives?”

He paused for a moment. “Hi Valerie. Jane’s finishing up in the kitchen, so I figured that I’d give Karen a break and take over for her as we wind down for the evening.”

Val looked over to Danny. “Karen is Tony’s beautiful wife.” She looked up at him. “So, your hall pass was validated?”

He slowly nodded. “Oh yeah,” he replied, his voice dropping into a smoky tone. “She’s good. She wants to meet you, you know.” He crossed his arms. “I’m not sure if she’s going to stop by later.” He looked up at the ceiling. “We’re all set up upstairs.”

Val shimmied. “I’d love that!”

Danny had been watching the entire exchange in silence. There was more going on here that was on the surface. “Hey…what’s going on?” he asked.

Val and Tony exchanged a look before Tony said, “I’ll leave you to it,” and headed away to the kitchen.

Danny looked at Val. “What’s upstairs?”

“Dessert, silly!” She stood up. “Jane has an area above the restaurant for special customers.”

Danny got to his feet. “Like a VIP room or something?”

“Hmmm…something like that. It’s invitation only though. I just heard about it the other day from Jane, and she’d love it for you and I to check it out, what do you say?”

He shrugged. “Sure, I guess.”

She reached out and stroked his face. “Good.”

He followed her towards the front entranceway. Beside the front door (that now had a ‘Closed’ sign up) was a second door that was almost invisible, set into the dark wood paneling with a discreet, almost invisible wooden doorknob.

He let Val go upstairs ahead of him. He loved watching her ass as she climbed stairs; her butt flexing and relaxing as she ascended was highlighted by the slit in her dress that showed most of her leg.

“Well,” Val said when they reached the top, “What do you think?”

It was an expansive space, the floor area the size of the restaurant below. The walls were a rich burnt umber, illuminated by subdued lighting that was behind the cove moulding near the ceiling. Instead of tables and chairs downstairs, the room had conversation nooks comprised of plush sofas, overstuffed armchairs and coffee tables scattered throughout. At the far side of the room was a series of doors that were opened, showing king size beds within.

Danny took it all in. “This would make one hell of a nightclub, I think.” He nodded at the bedrooms. “Does your friend Jane run an Air BnB or something?”

“No…it’s just that sometimes people need some privacy.” She took him by the hand over to one of the conversation nooks, close to a burning gas fireplace. On the coffee table was a champagne bottle in an ice bucket and a tray of flutes beside it.

“Pour us out a glass, why don’t ya?” she asked as she reclined on the sofa, tucking her feet under. The slit in her dress opened, and Danny could see she wasn’t wearing any panties.

Oh boy…

He handed her a glass and they clinked them before taking a sip. “Val…what’s going on?”

She tilted her head from side to side. “Well…we never finished our conversation from the other night…” When all she saw was his blank stare, she added, “Where you said you’d like to watch me have sex with a guy, remember?”

Danny almost choked on his drink. He swallowed with a gulp instead, and put the glass on the table, his hand only shaking a little bit. “Are you for real?”

She held up her hand. “But I don’t think it’s fair. Maybe I’d like to see you with a guy the way you saw me with Jen…”

“What? Umm…no.”

Val’s face fell. “But, but, but…”

He shrugged. “Just doesn’t get my motor running at all.”

“Danny West! Do you mean to tell me you never played grab-ass with your buddies as a kid growing up?”

“Well…uhhh…we were just horny high school guys, Val!”

She held up her hand. “I’m not going to coerce you into anything you wouldn’t want to do, hon. Take it easy.” Still holding her glass, she pulled her dress wider open. “We can still find other wonderful things to do.

He looked around. “Is your friend Jane going to be joining us?”

Valerie’s hand went down between her legs. She began to gently stroke her outer lips. “Would you like that?” She giggled. “Sorry—stupid question; yes, she is.”

“And that other guy? Tony?”

Valerie nodded, eyes closed. “Mmm-hmmm…”

Wow.

Valerie was watching him with an evil grin. “Where should we begin?”


Chapter twelve
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Don’t Forget To Breathe


Danny didn’t know whether to shit or wind his watch.

He watched his Val stretch out across the sofa playing with herself while discussing them having sex with strangers (at least to him).

Val was purring. “I’ve never done anything like this before, you know. Up until we met, everything was pretty much same old same old.” She ran her finger up and down her cleft. “But now…” She let out a sigh. “I can get so turned on so easily!”

Danny cleared his throat. “Ummm…are you sure?”

Valerie blinked at him. “What do you mean?”

“Uhh…are you sure you want to do this?”

She blinked at him again and sat up. “Are you sure?”

His lips clenched against his teeth like he was about to get an injection in a doctor’s office. “I don’t know!” he finally burst out. “And that pisses me off!” He clutched his groin. “I should be hard as a rock right now. This is a fantasy in the making! And yet…”

“And yet?”

“I don’t know if I…” no way was he saying it out loud.

“Perform?” Val’s eyes danced in mirth. “I have no doubts about that, Dan-O. I’ve seen you go from zero to ‘sexty’ in record time too often to be concerned about that.”

“Yeah, but…”

She got off the couch and sat next to him, taking his hand in hers. “What are you nervous about?”

“Well…” He waved an arm, taking in the room. “This is a dream come true. No, it’s a fantasy come true! But fantasy meeting reality?” He turned to her wide eyed. “What if I really don’t like seeing you fuck another guy? What if Jane’s not turned on by me? What if I’m really not turned on by her?”

“I see.” Val looked around the room, her finger on her lips. “No…I don’t see any…”

“Any what?”

She looked back to Dan. “Any guns.”

“Guns? What the hell are you talking about?”

She laughed lightly. “Nobody’s got a gun to your head, silly! If you don’t like something, stop doing it! If you don’t want to stay here, just say the word and we’ll leave.” She cradled his face in her hands. “Dan-O, once Jane told me that she’s a Swinger—”

“These people are Swingers?”

“Well…they’re not crazy about the term…”

“Are you a swinger?”

Val laughed. “Not yet, but the night’s young! How about you, big boy?”

“I don’t know…” He shook his head. “And I don’t want to be a party pooper.”

Valerie began stroking his thigh. “Well…like I said, if you don’t want to stay, we can leave, no hard feelings.”

“I didn’t say I wanted to bail.”

Her hand went up to his pretty soft cock and began squeezing him. “I’ve never done anything like this before either, Dan-O. I’m nervous too. What if that Tony guy doesn’t find me attractive? What if I don’t like getting it on with him?”

“So you want to leave, huh?”

“I didn’t say that. I’m willing to try anything twice.”

“Don’t you mean ‘once’?”

“Nope. When it’s something as novel as what we’re up to right now, the anxiety’s off the charts, you know? So maybe the first time’s too laden with other stuff. For example—years ago I really wanted to try scuba diving. But the first time I went under water with all the gear I panicked. Badly.” She continued to fondle him. “I was so pissed off at myself for panicking. I thought that was it for me.”

“So, what happened?”

“Well, the woman who was my instructor told me that most scuba divers panic the first time. Sometimes even the second time. That’s why the intro class is held in a swimming pool. She said that if I was still panicking after three attempts, then maybe it wasn’t for me.” Val gave a self-satisfied nod. “And, as things worked out, it was the third attempt that went well.”

“Three was the charm.”

“Yep.”

Danny’s Mister Happy stirred. He ground his hips a little into Val’s hand. “If I really don’t want to do something—even if I freak out watching you get it on with that Tony guy—I can just say ‘stop’ or something?”

“I hope you do. But…” she licked her lips. “Only if you really want to.” She waggled her eyes at Danny. “Tony looks yummy, and Jane remembers you and finds you really attractive. She really, really hopes you two hit it off.”

“You’re sure?” When she nodded in reply, he added, “Well, I ain’t sucking some guy off, okay?”

“If that’s how you feel, that’s how it’s going to go then.” Her ears perked up at the sound of people on the stairs. “Looks like they’re coming up.” She bent over and kissed his ear and whispered. “And just like my scuba instructor told me— Don’t forget to breathe!”


Chapter thirteen
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Just Freaking WOW


It was the waiter from earlier who came up first. Tony was only wearing a pair of black pants and loafers without socks. Danny couldn’t blame the guy; he was in great shape. The guy looked to be in his thirties or so, but it was obvious he spent quality time at the gym. Even if he didn’t have washboard abs, his stomach was firm and tight. Danny felt a little self conscious—the guy had a full chest of hair while Danny’s own chest hair wouldn’t fit on a golf ball.

Tony turned and held his hand out as Jane ascended the last few steps.

She had a more abundant figure than Val or Jen; they were svelte, while Jane was curvy with a soft, rounded figure. She paused at the top of the stairs to look around the room, her eyes dancing above a smile that told the world she was happy as hell to be here.

As she crossed the room from the stairwell, her swelling bustline and hips were an undulating invitation. Her red silk coverup was tied with a black sash, her full breasts swaying underneath, putting a tantalizingly delicate strain on the fabric with every step. Her robe flared out at her hips, swaying from side to side with each step, cascading down just over her ass like a crimson waterfall.

Danny flexed his hands. He wanted to touch her. He could tell she had large nipples and wanted to suck on them. He wanted to glide his hands over her, fondling and stroking every inch of flesh, itching to caress her warm softness.

As sensuous and full as her body was, Jane’s face was as perfect as a lovely angel atop a Christmas tree. Her eyes danced with confidence and anticipation as she held his own gaze. She had a smattering of freckles sprinkled across her face adding a zest of playfulness. Her cuteness was framed by her red hair cascading to her shoulders, curls kissing the edge of her smiling, cupid’s bow mouth.

Before they could speak, another man’s voice called up from below, “Hold on, I’m coming!” and Danny heard him running up the stairs.

This guy popped up at the top of the stairs. He was older than all of them; at least fifty. He was half-bald and wearing glasses. Unlike Jane and Tony, this guy was fully dressed. He wasn’t as buff as the Tony guy, but before saying anything, he gave Jane a quick kiss. “Sorry I’m late, hon.” He turned to Danny and Val across the room. “Hey guys, I’m Dean, Jane’s husband. She asked me to come at the last minute; is that okay?”

Val grinned. “This is starting to look like a real party!”

Jane laughed. “You should come here the last Saturday of the month! This place would be full of people!”

“Really?”

Jane nodded. “We’ve met a bunch of people in Black Rapids who are into the lifestyle. I didn’t want to rent out this as an apartment, so we pooled some money for some furniture and get together every so often.”

“Well, it sure beats bowling.”

“Or sitting in traffic,” Tony quipped.

The new arrivals came over and Jane poured champagne for everyone. She toasted Danny. “To Daniel West, who is about to graduate from college as an engineer. Well done, Daniel!”

Hmmm…this was his graduation party! He glanced over at Val. She planned this out! He chewed his lower lip. Nobody ever threw a party for him.

“You okay?” Val asked. “You got a funny look on your face.”

He nodded slowly. “I’m more than okay, babe,” he said, leaning in to kiss her. She parted her lips, and their tongues danced for a moment. Pulling away, he looked at everyone. “So…how does this start?”

Jane was at the end of the couch, beside an end table. She picked up a remote controller and pressed some buttons. The sound of a tap-tap-tapping snare drum filled the room, quickly joined by a deep bass and then a clarinet began a light, almost fluttering melody. “This starts…” she said, getting to her feet, “by dancing.”

She crossed over to Danny and held out her hand.

He hesitated. Valerie nudged him with her elbow. “You know ya wanna…”

He chuckled and stood.

The music had increased, the clarinet replaced by some other wind instrument, taking a different variation of the theme. Jane led him out to an area that was covered with parquet wood tiles. She turned and put her arms around his neck as he drew her close.

She. Was. Luscious. Everything about her was soft and welcoming as they began to sway in time with the music, turning in a small circle.

She smelled wonderful; a citrusy scent wafted up; a delicate hint of sweetness like a freshly squeezed lemon with a hint of orange.

Danny bent down to whisper in her ear, “What song is this?”

“Bolero. It’s really old and pretty sensual, don’t you think?” she replied in a breathy whisper. Right into his ear. The sensation was electrifying; a chill skittered down his spine all the way to his toes. He let out a gasp.

“You okay?” she whispered again.

“Your…in my ear…whoa…” was all he could get out.

“Well, they used to say ‘blow in his ear and he’ll follow you anywhere’!” She said with a laugh.

“Never knew that.”

“Oh honey…I think that there’s going to be a few new things for you tonight, you know that?” She had kept her lips beside his ear, and her tongue quickly touched him.

Again, his knees quaked at the sensation.

Jane put her mouth on his neck, right below his ear and gently suckled his flesh.

Holy Moley…

“You like that?” When he nodded furiously, she said, “Good.” She ran her hand up the back of his neck and back down. Oh God… He pressed himself into her stomach, feeling his cock nestle into her tummy.

“Mmmm…I think he likes it!” Jane said.

The music had built up into a series of bursting waves, growing louder and louder as Danny felt like putty in Jane’s hands.

She turned his face to hers. “Kiss me, Dan,” she said, her lips parted.

He bent into her face, covering her mouth with his own. Jane immediately parted her lips, welcoming his tongue into her mouth, making a warm cushion for his sharp thrusts. He slid his tongue all over hers.

“Mmmm…” was all Jane said, so he must be doing something right! He cupped her chin in his hand as they continued to share a long, slow sensuous kiss as the music reached its crescendo and faded away.

He felt Jane’s hand cup his butt. Oh man…

Breaking the kiss, he said, “I want to feel your ass.”

“Well, it ain’t going anywhere, babe!” She rolled her hips up against him.

He put his hand over her ass, feeling her softness yield under the silk of her robe. The smoothness of her ass under the robe told him Jane wasn’t wearing any undies. She pressed her ass into his hand, urging him on.

He lifted the hem of her robe, and began to fondle. He alternated between grasping and stroking. Another selection filled the room with sensual melody, and he caressed Jane in time with the rhythm, his fingers gently prying at the cleft of her cheeks.

“I think you’re an ass man…” Jane said.

“Never gave it much thought,” he replied. “Not gonna lie though; when you came out from the kitchen while Val and I were eating dinner, I loved watching your behind when you left.” Which was the truth; her butt was kinda wide, but with a nice bubble.

“Oh? Well then…” She turned around, her back facing him. She swept up her robe and jutted her hips back at him. “Enjoy yourself then!” she said, rolling her hips in a slow, tempting display.

‘I’m staring at a beautiful ass in a night club!’ screamed in his head.

He reached out and slid his hands over her roundness. Her skin was chilly (‘Yeah, walking around practically naked does that, dummy!’) under his hands, but warmed up quickly as he stroked and kneaded her.

“I don’t think I need this,” Jane said aloud to everyone. “So I guess I’m the first to get nekkid, huh?” She undid the belt of her robe and shrugged it off. It spilled over Danny’s hand before slipping to the floor.

She wasn’t wearing any panties! Not even a thong!

Raising her hands above her head, Jane slowly turned in a circle. Her heavy breasts had pale pink nipples, her tummy was round with just a hint of sag. Her flesh was as pale as ivory, highlighted with freckles.

Keeping her hands entwined above her head, she rolled her hips at him. “You like?” she asked.

He steeped back into her, his hands all over her body. He couldn’t keep his hands off her, she was so soft and yielding. She turned her back to him, and bent forward with her hands on her knees as she gyrated her hips as he stroked her.

“Luscious…” was all he could say. He clutched at her hips and ground his crotch up the cleft between her cheeks.

He looked over at Val. She sat on the couch, nestled between Tony and Dean. The three of them in a huddle, with the two men each holding an arm across her shoulders. She smiled at him, and mouthed the words ‘Go for it!’.

‘Oh Val…you’re the best…’

He turned his gaze back to this vixen with the body of a cherub as she started rubbing his crotch with her naked ass. He got down on his knees and began to kiss her swollen butt, planting wet kisses of warm desire across each full cheek.

His hands stroked up and down each leg, clasping and stroking her thick, warm thighs.

“Ummmm…” Jane murmured, “I like that…”

He spread her ass and began to wetly lick the tiny bud of her anus.

“Oh! That’s nice!” Jane continued to roll her hips. “I so love ass-play…” she said, her voice lowered.

‘Me too!’ Danny thought to himself. He wetly licked up and down the valley between her cheeks, growing closer and closer to the small bud at the center. Jane told him with a series of murmurs and ‘aah’s’ that told him he was on the right track. “Christ, I love your ass!” he said.

“I can tell!” She straightened up, though. Turning around, she held her hands out. “Upsie-daisy!” He took her hand and hopped to his feet. “Attaboy.” She began to undress him.

With deft movements that surprised him, his shirt was unbuttoned and laid over the back of a nearby chair. ‘This is SO not her first rodeo!’ Jane pointed at his feet, and he slipped out of his shoes. When he lifted a foot to get at his socks, she shook her head, telling him not to bother. Again, with skillful hands, she had his belt undone and pants open. She took his pants and bending at the waist, pulled them to the floor.

‘Supple!’ Danny thought to himself, seeing her bent over to the floor as he stepped out of his slacks, naked except for his socks.

He looked over at Val. She sat there, toying with Tony’s locks with one hand, and with the other she was stroking Dean’s thigh. “You okay, hon?” she asked. He nodded a response. “Mind if I enjoy myself?” she asked.

His eyes almost fell out of his head. When he said, “Go for it!” it came out like a croak. Damnit.

The tug on his hardon brought his head down. Jane stroked his cock, opening her mouth to tease him. She wet her lips and brought his knob right up to her mouth, but then pulled it away. She rolled her tongue out of her mouth as far as she could, and brought his knob right up to it, but closed her mouth before touching it to herself. She kept stroking his cock though, milking out a pearl of pre-cum.

“Oooh! Lookie here!” she said. She looked up at him, her green eyes laughing. “It looks so yummy. Can I have a taste?”

Oh God, she was such a dirty tease. He loved it! “Sure!” he said. Damn his cracking voice! Argh!

Holding Danny’s gaze, Jane slowly brought her tongue towards the glistening tip of his cock.

She pulled away at the last minute. “Sorry, I’m on a diet,” she said.

NOOOOO!

He fought off, with what he felt was heroic strength of character, holding at bay the bursting impulse to grab her head and fuck her mouth.

Instead, he croaked (again!) “Oh?”

Jane coyly placed his cock against the side of her cheek and nodded. “Don’t you think I should lose some weight?”

“Are you fucking kidding meee? No!”

She burst out laughing. “You’re so kind,” she said, and lowered her mouth over his cock, her tongue slathering the tip, and took him into her mouth.

Her mouth on his cock was even nicer than when he French-kissed her. Her tongue moved over his knob like a series of waves as she stroked up and down his shaft.

Jane made a series of ‘mmfs’ sounds as she slowly took the entire length of his cock. She paused for a second when she was halfway down, snuffled a deep breath through her nose, and then slowly deep throated his entire cock.

‘Val could never, EVER do that!’ he thought. God knows she tried, but Jane was fucking gifted!

He held himself still, letting Jane do what she wanted. Slowly, she pulled up from his cock, opened her mouth for a breath and dropped back down. He saw and felt her sucking; her cheeks drew in, and the sensation around his shaft tightened. Oh god…

She put one hand behind his ass and began to rub it. With a gentle pressure, she pulled his butt towards her mouth, then relaxed. She did it another time before Danny got the message:

‘She wants me to fuck her mouth!’

Now he put his hands on her head, cupping the back of her scalp. He slowly began to thrust in and out of her mouth. The music had faded, and he could hear the decadently erotic slurping sounds of her mouth on his cock until the next track on the sound system began playing.

Up until this very moment, he had never been into chubby girls; it was leggy girls like Jen and Val that had turned his head. Jane looked a few years younger than Val; her skin was pretty much unblemished by time. Additionally, looking at her hair, she was a completely natural red-head, there were none of the tell-tale signs of a dye job at the roots.

‘Speaking of hair…’ He clasped her wavy locks in his hands; luxuriating in her thick curly mane.

His hips were thrusting in and out of Jane’s mouth on their own accord, and he let out a grunt. “If you keep that up, I’m gonna come,” he said.

Jane released his cock from her mouth and let go of his shaft. With a little pout, she said, “I want you to fuck me instead.” She rubbed the back of her hand along his shaft. “I want to feel you come inside my pussy.”

In a single, fluid move she rose to her feet. Grasping Danny by his dick, she led him over to an empty sofa. She lay down against one side and hooked her leg up the back of the couch, spreading her legs, the other one on the floor, spreading herself wide open for him.

Her pussy was completely bare, not even a landing strip above it. She was swollen with desire, the pink flesh of her inner lips peeking out damply. She looked up at him, her fingers spreading her pussy wide for him. “Fuck me, Danny,” she said, her voice dropping in a sexy tone.

He slid into her slowly.

It was fabulous. As soon as he entered her, he felt that same kind of extra tightness about halfway in that he had felt with Jen; it was an extra ring of wet pleasure that clasped at the ridge of his knob and sliding along his shaft as he filled her up with his cock.

“Oh my!” Jane said brightly. “You’re sooo hard!” She wriggled her hips into him as he was fully inside.

The music had completely stopped, and all background conversation had ceased; the only sound Danny could hear was her pussy sucking him into bliss.

Jane clutched his back, her fingernails sweetly stinging him as he thrusted. “Yes, Danny! Yes! All the way in me!” She lifted her legs in the air, pulling him deeper. “Oh GOD!” she squealed, when he felt the tip of his cock brush up against the back of her pussy. “Hurts sooo good!”

Danny felt his balls start to churn. “Gonna come!” he grunted.

“Oooh! Yes! Come in me, baby!”

Jane’s nails dug harder on his back, tearing at him like hot talons. The pain heightened his pleasure, pushing him over the edge.

“Commminnnggg!” he grunted as his balls knotted up, his cream charging down his shaft like a spurting comet. His hips slammed into Jane, each thrust a new spurt of ecstasy. Over and over again his balls quivered and his cock spasmed a thick stream up inside Jane.

Jane took his face in her hands, cupping his cheeks. “Oh baby…” she gasped, “I’ve wanted this for years!”

He was holding himself above her. “Why the hell did you wait so long?” he asked.

“Didn’t want to distract you,” she chuckled. “And, I think, Val’s been plenty for you to handle.” Bending her head up to him, she kissed him deeply. Breaking the kiss, she said, “You’re getting a little soft now,” as she rolled her hips.

Oh man. He pulled away from her, his softening cock slipping out of her crevice.

Jane looked past him and called out to her husband. “Dean dear…” She pushed gently on Danny’s chest, moving him off her.

Dean crossed over to where his wife was still splayed on the couch. “Thanks man,” he said to Danny. “There’s towels stacked below the end table.”

“Okay…” Danny moved away and snagged a bath towel. He wiped himself and wrapped it around his waist. Only he and Jane were naked.

He watched as Dean hunkered down onto the floor, practically lying on it. Jane scooted over to the edge of the couch and sat up, Dean’s head between her thighs. She stroked Dean’s hair. “You really like this, don’t you?” she cooed at him. “I’m pretty sure Danny put a big load up in me…” She pulsed her hips a little, and a dollop of Dan’s come dribbled out.

Dean lowered his mouth to her pussy. He slurped noisily at Jane’s pussy as Danny watched transfixed. ‘He’s licking up my come!’ screamed in his head.

Jane held Dean’s head against her pussy. “Eat his come, baby. Eat me out until I c-c-c-oh yeah!” She convulsed, her body tensing up like a coiled spring. “YES DEAN! Don’t stop!”

Dean kept at her, his slurping sounds even louder. He pulled his head away a little, and his tongue, fluttering from side to side like a lamb’s tail buzzed at Jane’s clit, sending her into spasms as she cried out in pleasure.

Wow.

Just freaking WOW.


Chapter fourteen
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Can I Watch?


Danny turned his head to see Val cuddled into Tony, his arm around her shoulders. She was playing with his chest hair as they both watched Dean finish cleaning up Jane’s pussy.

He caught her eye, and she smiled at him, bobbing her eyebrows. “That was a sight to see,” she said with an evil grin. “You really went to town.”

“I…” he glanced over to Jane and Dean, now cuddling on the couch. “I never thought I’d see a guy doing what he just did…”

Val shrugged. “It gets their motors running…Dean likes watching Jane fuck, and she loves him cleaning her up after.”

“So, he’s not gay or something?”

Val wrinkled her nose and shook her head.

Tony chuckled, “Nahh man…Dirty Dean doesn’t go cruising at gay bars, and I’ve never seen him go down on a guy. He does it because Jane once said that would be the dirtiest and most sexy thing in the world!” He gave a small shrug. “Now, it’s pretty much a regular thing for those two.”

He took his arm from around Val’s shoulders. “Hey man; Val and I get along pretty good…are you okay if we…”

Shit, this was happening in real time for real. Danny looked over to Val. “Do you want to get it on with Tony?”

“Well…”

“I mean, I just had sex with Jane. And just the other night I had a threesome with you and Jen. Not to mention that time at the strip club a couple of years back.”

Val kept her face impassive and nodded along with him.

“So…I mean…if you two want to…”

“You’re not jealous, Dan-O?” she asked. “It’d be the first time I was with someone else…”

“Yeah, I know.” He hesitated. “Waitaminnit. Do you want me to be jealous or something?”

She laughed lightly. “No…I just don’t want this to be a bad experience for you.”

Danny laughed. “What the hell was the fantasy I was telling you about just a while ago?”

“Okay…just making sure.”

“Uh… can I watch?”

Tony and Val responded simultaneously, “Sure!” They looked at one another and all three laughed.


Chapter fifteen
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A Full-Blown Lightning Storm


Val watched as Danny took a seat on the opposite couch. Jane, with a towel wrapped around her sat beside him, with Dean on the end. Jane and Dean were relaxed; she tucked her feet under her, and Dean sat with his chin on his hand. Danny, on the other hand was transfixed, leaning forward as he watched.

She turned and whispered to Tony, “He’s never seen me with another guy.”

“You’ve been a couple for four years, and this is the first time you’re playing?” he asked in a low voice.

“Yeah.” She started rubbing his chest, her fingers running through the thick mat of hair. “Aside from Dan-O, I haven’t been with any guy in almost six years.” She tweaked one of Tony’s nipples and then bent over and began to suck on it.

Tony let out a blissful sigh and chewed his bottom lip. “That’s nice…”

She gave his other nipple a pinch, and Tony jerked a little before she moved her mouth over and sucked it. “Shit…” he murmured, “…that’s a new one…”

She always wondered what something like that would be like. Not sucking on a guy’s nips; hell, it always worked with Dan-O. No, Val had fantasies about coming up to a hot guy (and Lordy, was Tony hot) and starting right into the foreplay. No kissing, or that ‘getting to know you’ chit-chat while you’re deciding just how far you’re going to go…

This was a different kind of thing!

Val began trailing kisses down Tony’s chest. He had used a woodsy scent with a hint of citrus, but still had a man’s aroma lurking underneath. She took a deep breath of his masculine fragrance as she kissed his skin, stopping at his navel. She glanced up at him and gave him a mischievous smile before slowly, sooo slowly licking around the edge of it as she held his gaze. He closed his eyes and let out a ‘Mmmm’ of pleasure and pushed his stomach towards her.

She teased her tongue, darting it into his navel quickly and began to rub his stomach. She glided her palms up from his stomach to his nipples, giving them a quick tweak before smoothing her hands back down. Lifting her head, she looked up at him while she licked her lips wet and then dropped her head to his navel and began to tongue it.

“Ohhh wowww!” he gasped.

‘I’m tongue fucking his bellybutton!’ rattled in her mind as she slid her tongue in and out of Tony’s navel. Her strokes were brief and tiny as she licked at him. When he grunted again, Val slid onto the floor between his legs, still laving him.

As she leaned over to his stomach, she felt his hard shaft pressing against her chest. This guy was ready, willing and able.

She moved down to his waist and undid his belt. Tony remained still as she worked it off his pants. She pulled it free and laid it aside; she might want to play with that later.

“Got plans for that?” he asked, his eyes glittering.

“Hmmm…maybe.” Like just about every woman in the world she had read that novel about people into spanking and such. Truth be told, she enjoyed the movie more. “But for right now, I just want…” she began to slide his pants off.

Tony reached down and stopped her. “You just want what?”

“I want you.”

He gave her wrists a squeezed. “You want me to do what?”

She felt her face redden. God almighty, she was blushing!

Tony gave her wrists a little tug. “What do you want, Valerie?” When she hesitated, he added, “Tell me.” He leaned forward. “Tell me what you want…”

“I want to…you know…” Screw that. This was so not the place to be shy! If anything, this was her chance to get exactly what she wants. She looked back up to Tony. “I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me hard. I want my pussy stretched out and I want to come really badly. I want your cock up in me, churning my tight fuck hole and…”

Tony tilted his head. “Go on.”

“I want you to come like an animal!”

With that, she pulled his pants off and flung them away. She peeled his briefs down off his legs and tossed them aside.

Tony’s cock sprang up; a solid post of flesh that tapered to a point. Unlike Danny’s cock that was topped with a mushroom cap, Tony’s shaft was thicker than his knob. ‘Well, no two are alike!’ Val snickered to herself.

She grasped it and looked over to Danny. “He’s going to fuck me, Dan-O”.

He nodded back with a quick thumbs up.

Val turned back to Tony. “What do you want?”

Now his eyes narrowed. “Stand up and take off your clothes.”

Val rose to her feet. She reached behind her for the zipper that ran down the back of her dress. She fumbled, but just for a second with it, before feeling someone’s hand tug it down and away. Jane said, “Got your back, hun; you’re gonna like doing Tony. I sure do!”

Val nodded and let her dress pool at her feet.

She stood with her hands on her waist in her bra, panties and thigh high stockings. “Well? Are you going to put out?” she said to Tony.

She felt a hint of the old days when her and her ex were building their company and she had a presentation for potential investors. She’d finish her pitch, put her hands on her waist and say ‘Well? Are you gentlemen going to put up? Or shut up?’. She knew they had been undressing her in their minds during the entire presentation, and in challenging them, they always came across with a pile of money to display their virility.

Men were sometimes so easy to control. A little pizzazz and a challenge to their male egos and without fail, they’d pony up wads of cash.

Now? She was undressed…and wanted a different wad from Tony. Why men call their come a wad was beyond her. She cocked an eyebrow at Tony.

He was toying with his cock as he drank her in. When their eyes met, he said, “Spread your legs apart and finger yourself. Then bring me a taste. I want to taste you first…”

That was no problem; she’d been horny all damn day! So much she had toyed with using a panty liner. For some damn reason, since she and Dan-O took up, she’d be like an alley cat in heat on a regular basis.

Her hand slunk under the waistband of her lace panties. She drew circles around her bud, feeling that wonderful tingle that filled her tummy and shot right down to her toes. “Mmmm…I’m pretty wet…” she murmured.

She pushed her finger up inside, swabbing her tight walls. She withdrew her hand and stepped up to Tony, holding her shining wet finger out to him.

Tony clasped her wrist and wiped up and down her finger with his tongue. “Finger lickin’ good!” he said. He let go of her hand, and pulled her panties off. Tossing them aside, he cupped her mons, pressing his hand into her. “I want you so fuckin’ bad, Valerie. I’ve wanted you for years!” he said in a husky voice.

Still pressing her crotch, he guided her onto the couch beside him. Val kicked off her shoes and laid back, spreading her legs.

“Oh baby…” Tony said as he climbed up between her legs.

He held himself above her, his cock fluctuating up and down. Val took his manhood and pulled him down. She moved her hips. “Just fuck me…” she said, guiding him into her.

Oh God yes! She was wet enough to handle him with no problem, but because she hadn’t come yet, she was so damn tight! He was stretching her in that perfect way, just on the happy side of ouchies!

Tony hissed “You’re so fucking tight!”

“Your so fucking big!” She lifted her legs in the air and held his ribcage as Tony started swaying his hips, pushing his manhood deep into her. Val closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. This was so delicious.

“Show me your tits,” Tony said from above.

He hadn’t missed a single stroke. Val tugged and pulled at her bra, freeing the straps and pulling it down her chest. No way was she going to fool with the clasps while on her back, getting fucked.

“Oh yeah!” Tony grunted. “Now play with them.”

She looked up at him and began to massage her boobs. She encircled each one in her hand and squeezed the flesh into cones, with her nipples on top. “Suck them, Tony,” she said. “Suck my titties and fuck my pussy…”

With almost a moan he dropped his head, covering one breast with his mouth.

The sensation of her pussy being so damn full and her breasts being sucked pushed Val over the edge. Her entire body vibrated like she had stepped on a power line. The sensations built up and up, from a buzzing to a full-blown lightning storm.

She came like thunder. “Oh God! Oh shit! Of fuck fuck fuuuuk!” Val cried out, feeling her entire being burst into a red and blue glowing nova.

She jerked when Tony bit down on her boob; and that jolt of pain made the next wave of pleasure crash over her. “Oh Jesus! Oh shit! Oh Gawwwd!” she rolled from side to side, trying to capture every sensation of his thickness inside as he continued to spear her.

Tony began to rumble and grunt. He was almost there too!

“Come in me Tony! Give me your come!” She wanted him to come in her sooo bad! “Give it to me baby!” She bucked her hips up at him.

Tony pulled his mouth from her chest and let out a roar. His cock felt like a steel rod inside as he pumped his seed up within her. Now his hips oscillated from side to side as he shot his wad of hot cream up inside her yearning wet tightness.

Oh. My. God.


Chapter sixteen
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The Upside Of Dirty


Wow,” Val said. Tony was still above her, but he had lowered himself to rest on his elbows. He began to caress her face. When he lowered his mouth to hers, she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek—the kind you’d give your nephew or something.

Tony turned his head to look over at Dan-O. He slid his eyes back to Val, looking at her askance. In a whisper he said, “Good for fuckin’, but not for neckin’?” he whispered.

Val made a quick shrug and winced a little. “Yes, something like that,” she whispered back. Her eyes darted over to the silent Dan-O. “I’m not sure how he’d take that; his fantasy was to see me get fucked, yeah; but kissing and…” she winced again, “…mushy stuff? I don’t know how he’d take that.”

Tony nodded. “I understand.”

Val recoiled from him into the sofa’s arm cushion. “You do?” When Tony nodded, she asked, “Could you explain it to me? Because I’m completely flummoxed.”

Tony shrugged. “Well…I’ve dealt with it before. A perfect example is my wife, Karen. When we come here to play, or when we go to other parties or events, she’s not into kissing guys she gets it on with.” He smiled wanly. “She doesn’t make out on the first date!” he added with a light laugh.

“You’re shitting me.”

He shook his head slowly. “Nope. Happens in this crazy No Strings Attached Sex lifestyle.”

“You mean Swingers.”

“Meh. That term sounds like something from the 1960’s or something; but yeah. Couples who like to fuck other people.” He reached over and tapped the tip of Val’s nose. “It’s more of a newbie thing. People get over it in time, but at the start…yeah, I understand you not wanting to suck face.”

Val laughed out loud. “Suck yer cock, but no kissing!”

Now Tony chuckled.

They untangled themselves and Val looked over to Dan-O. He grinned and gave her a thumbs up, which put her mind at ease. When he crooked his finger at her, she said “I need to…ummm…” she took a towel from the end table.

“Clean up?” Dan-O asked. When she nodded, he said, “Don’t wipe yourself yet.”

She pressed her thighs together. “If I don’t, it’s going to run down my legs.”

“C’mere.” When she stepped over to him, he said, “I want to see your pussy dripping. I want to see Tony’s load drip out of your pussy.”

That was weird. Well, not as weird as Dean eating Jane out from before, but still…

Dan-O tilted his head at her. “You got a problem with that?”

Val shrugged. How the hell could she have a problem with anything after what just went on the last while? Even so, she said, “Kinda. I mean I’m really self-conscious right now.” Understatement of the year. She was only wearing her thigh-highs, and her bra was pulled down to her waist.

But then… Dan-O only had a towel loosely draped over himself, Jane was busy giving Dean a blow job, and Tony was at the kitchenette grabbing a beer stark naked.

And the look on Dan-O’s face told the story. His nostrils were flared and his eyes shone. He gave her a short nod and said, “I know you’re self-conscious, but it would really please me.” He sat back in his seat. “Didn’t you tell me that it’s worth trying something a couple of times before deciding you liked it or not?”

“Damn…using my own words against me, huh?” She smiled when she said it. She stepped up to him, her shins almost touching his knees. Val relaxed her legs and took a half step to the right, splaying her legs apart. “Is this what you want?” When he nodded, she added, “I think he put a big load up in me, Dan-O…” She bent her knees into a half-squat, and pulled her pussy lips apart. “Ooohhh…I think…” Dan’s eyes were transfixed on her pussy.

She looked down, and saw she was right. A thick dollop of white semen oozed from her crevasse. Val flexed her inner walls, making her butt clench with the effort as she pressed down.

Tony’s glistening come fell from her pussy in a slow, languorous descent before dripping onto the bare floor. It was followed by a second one, then a third, shimmering on the floor.

She darted her eyes to Dan-O’s face. He was transfixed, his breathing shallow as he watched the last drizzle flow from her pussy. “There, babe,” she said, “I think that’s most of it.”

He looked up at her. “That’s so fucking awesome!” he said, his voice quivering. “So dirty!”

Val slid her finger over her pussy lips, capturing the last bit. Looking Danny in the eyes, she licked it clean. “Mmmm…I wish I could eat myself out right now…”

“Do that again, babe, play with yourself.”

“You want me to come again?” When Dan-O nodded, she began to rub small circles on her clit, lubricated by Tony’s come. Oh god… Her legs clenched as the pleasure flowed up her tummy, making her knees shake.

She gasped out loud at how quickly she orgasmed!

Being dirty had its upside!

Dan-O sat back on the couch. He pulled the towel away and began stroking himself. “Come for me again, Val.”

She rubbed herself while looking in his eyes. “You already watched me fuck, now you want to watch me come? Again?” She pressed her finger up inside to slick it up as much as she could, and began with those small circles again. “Oh!” That was a nice one!

Jane sat up from Dean’s cock and looked over. “Seems like you could use a hand,” she said. She slid onto the floor in front of Val. “Well, a tongue at any rate…”

Jane squatted in front of Val, her head even with her swollen mound. She brushed Val’s hand aside and looked up with an impish smile. “Do you mind?”

“Jane! I had NO idea…!”

With a snicker, Jane said, “Well you never asked!” She put her hands around Val’s butt. “I’ve been told I’m pretty good at it, by the way…”

“Jane, the most I’ve done with a woman my age ‘till now was practicing French kissing at a slumber party!” She wasn’t going to mention Jen.

“Shhh…” Jane said. “I won’t tell…” She ran her tongue up the cleft of Val’s pussy lips, lightly teasing until she got to the top. “Mmmm…” she said, flicking Val’s clitoris with her tongue. “You’re clitty is stiffie!”

Jane’s tongue whirred over the top of Val’s clit. She started softly, with butterfly kisses. When Val let out a sigh, she stiffened her tongue more, now it felt like a June bug had alighted. “Oh God…” Val murmured. “You’re good!”

Jane pulled her head away. “Better than a vibrator!” and resumed her tongue lashing. ‘The BEST tongue lashing I’ve ever gotten!’ Val thought to herself. Dan-O was great at going down on her, but Jane was an artist!

Jane had some kind of pattern or rhythm going. She’d lightly flutter across Val’s clit, then lick up and down each side of her pussy lips. When she got back up to the clit, she’d buzz it. Her rhythm increased in time with the clenching and relaxing of Val’s butt.

Jane took one hand off Val’s ass and began stroking her thigh, up and down from her knee to her vulva. She took her mouth off Val’s pussy and looking up, said, “I think you’re ready now…”

“Ready for wh-what?” Val gasped.

“This!” She squirmed two fingers up inside Val’s pussy, and began to stroke the G-spot. At the same time, she resumed buzzing Val’s clit with her tongue.

Val felt something in her tummy she had never felt before. It was like she needed to pee, but there was something more. Just what…

“OH GOD!” she cried out. An orgasm exploded out of her. “Oh my Godddd!”

Jane’s mouth and fingers were relentless; she kept buzzing Val’s clit and massaging her inner pussy as her orgasm punched a hole in her universe. Val grabbed Jane’s hair to keep her balance as her knees turned to jelly.

Jane’s husband Dean appeared out of nowhere and took Val by the shoulders and helped her lie down on the floor while Jane continued ravishing her clit. Val’s legs quivered and she said, “Please, no more! Stop…I can’t…”

Jane raised her head, her eyes fiery and replied, “Give me one more honey. I want one more!”

She dropped her head back onto Val’s mound, her fingers still working furiously.

Val threw her head back and let out a guttural moan. She felt herself spurt three times; each one bursting from her pussy in spasms as she cried out. “Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygoddd!” Her legs quivered, shaking and drumming the floor as the wave of pleasure and release crashed through her.

As she began to catch her breath, Jane backed off, sliding her fingers from her pussy, and slowing her tongue down to long, wet strokes.

Jane raised her head. “You really squirted!” she said with a smile, a trace of Val’s fluid dribbling off her chin.

“Did I pee?” Val asked.

Jane shook her head. “No; that was definitely not pee. It was yummy!”

Val laid her head back down onto the floor, catching her breath.

That. Was. Something else!


Chapter seventeen
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Ya Better Not!
A few weeks later…


Danny’s graduation commencement had gone pretty well.

His mother and sisters had decided to take a pass on going; sitting in an auditorium for hours just to watch him cross a stage and get his diploma wasn’t anything they were excited about. After all, they had already done that when he graduated high school, so what was the big deal?

The good thing is that it didn’t really hurt that much. The bad thing was also that it didn’t really hurt that much. What the hell—they didn’t give much of a damn about him when he lived at home, and he’d been away for four years.

But man…it would have been nice if they at least sent him a card or something.

Val did everything she could to make up for it, and he was grateful. She got him the latest iPhone, Apple Watch and MacBook Air as graduation gifts. “I don’t know much about computers anymore, Dan-O,” she had said. “I just went to the Mac store and threw myself on the mercy of the clerk!” Together with the slick as hell shoulder bag, it was pretty sweet.

When he woke up that morning, Val was already out of bed. Then it hit him.

He was leaving today! The job offer from Bechtel had come in last week, offering him a career path job in Brazil working on a hydroelectric dam. It was a massive project that was going to last years. He would start out as an assistant to a lead engineer, and by the time the project was finished, he’d have all kinds of professional credentials and a pretty bright future ahead.

He looked at his watch. Holy shit, he’d better get a move on to catch his flight!

When he went out to the kitchen, Val was already dressed and had the coffee going.

“You excited, Dan-O?” she asked, her eyes merry.

He nodded. He poured a cup of coffee and took it in with him while he hit the shower and got dressed. His bags had been packed for about a week. He was travelling light; just two checked bags and a carryon. Val told him she’d put all his school stuff in storage for him; no biggie, he doubted he’d ever open any of those textbooks or notebooks again. Still…it was good to know that he didn’t have to toss them.

When he finished dressing, he came back out to the kitchen.

“Which car you taking me to the airport in?” he asked.

Val just smiled. “There’s a limo outside waiting for you. It’s been there for a while.”

“Oooh! We get to ride in a limo? Awesome!”

She got up from her stool at the breakfast counter and stepped over to him. “Well, you’re half right.” She put her arms around his waist. “I’m not going to the airport with you.” When she saw the look of surprise in his eyes, she added in a low voice, “We’re going to say our goodbyes right here.”

That was a hella surprise. He expected her to see him off at the airport. “Why?”

Valerie looked away for a moment. “Because that’s the way I think it should be.” She gestured at the front door. “You’re about to fledge, little bird.”

“Yeah, but…”

Val put her finger on his lips. “There’s no ‘but’ here, Dan-O. You need to get out there into the world and start building your life.” She looked him in the eye. “And for you to do that, you have to move on from this stage in your life.”

“Wait, what?” He wasn’t sure he liked where this sounded like it was going…

“You need to establish your career. You need to get your feet wet with your job, figure out if the company’s a good fit for you, and then start building your life.”

“Val…are you breaking up with me?”

She smiled sadly. “Not breaking up. I’m not twenty-years-old, and we’ve definitely haven’t been ‘dating’ these last few years, have we?”

“No…but…”

She hugged him, burying her face in his chest. “I’m telling you that it’s time you moved on.” She lifted her head. “You do know I’ve come to love you very, very much, Daniel West.”

Whoa! “You’ve never once said that to me. In all the time we’ve been together, you’re picking now to tell me that you’re in love with me?” What the hell?

She shook her head. “No. I’m not in love with you. I love you. And I want the best life for you that you can make for yourself.” Her eyes misted. “And the best way for that to happen is for you to make your way in the world.” She took a deep breath, and in an even voice said, “Without me.”

“But…”

“No Dan-O. There’s no ‘but’. This has been a wonderful time for me. But now it’s time for your future. You need to meet the right woman, have adventures with her, and if she’s the right one, you guys will build your life together.” She waved her hand around her. “I’m in the latter half of my life now, you know. In twenty years, I’ll be a senior citizen; I’ll be in my sixties! In twenty years, you won’t even be as old as I am right now!”

When he tried to speak, she shushed him. “It’s the truth, Dan-O. You’ll be barely forty, and I’ll be pushing seventy. You’ll want to go on some sort of hike or something; maybe just go for a bike ride or take up tennis…” she sighed. “And I won’t be able to.”

“But…”

Val took him by his shoulders and shook him. “Daniel…it’s been fantastic these last few years! I’ll treasure these memories! But…” a tear escaped from the corner of her eye. “I’m too old for you now.” She held his eyes. “And you know I’m right.”

Danny dropped his head. She was right, damn it. “I guess I was born too late,” he muttered.

“Ha! Or I was born too soon? Nope.” When he lifted his head, she continued, “Ten years ago, I wouldn’t have had the house, or the spare car, or the sense of adventure that started everything between us.” She tapped his chest. “We met each other at exactly the right time.”

Val looked over at the front door again. “And that time’s now over, darling.” She began walking to the door. “I had your bags loaded while you were in the shower.”

Dan replied in a choked voice. “So, my landlady’s evicting me, huh?” He felt so confused inside. He couldn’t wait to get going, and at the same time he was feeling such a loss…

Val opened the front door. Parked in front, was a back Escalade with a uniformed chauffer (even with a damn hat!) standing beside it. He gave a sort of bow/nod and opened the back door.

Danny sighed. “You’re right, as usual, Val.” He took her in his arms and kissed her deeply.

But no tongue this time.

He broke the kiss and said, “I’ll never forget you.”

“Ya better not!”

The End

A note from Mia:

Well, first of all a HUGE thank you for reading this whole series! I’m sorry as a writer to you as the reader for taking so long to finish it up; I deeply apologize, and hope to do better in the future.

I hope you’re not too disappointed that Danny and Val didn’t have a Happy Ever After. Yes, I know, as the author, I could have written it that way. But there’s a thing in writing in which it’s the tale that speaks to the author, rather than the author deciding. It’s weird, I know—sometimes I’m just the stenographer or something. To put it another way, I simply couldn’t; the story demanded this ending. Truth be told, this ending was one of the reasons for my delay in completing the tale; it didn’t arrive without some high falutin’ (as my husband would say) inner artistic struggle.

I’m in a relationship where there’s a significant age difference between me and my husband. He’s more than a decade older than me. We’ve been together a long time, and to tell the truth, we’ve discussed how much this gap in ages has had an impact on our lives. Imagining it being even greater is something that we’ve discussed.

Occasionally he’d tease me telling me “You’re too little!” Grrrr…

To which, I reply, “O.K. Boomer.” So there. LOL

Now the full backstory of Jane, Dean and Tony is told in full in my book Forbidden Temptations.

Just click this link to find out more!

I truly hope you enjoyed this tale. I would be grateful if you leave a review on Amazon. Ratings help a lot, but the extra effort from readers such as you to take the time to share your thoughts help a great deal!

As always, thank you for your readership. I put a lot of effort into my work, and to have you read it means a great deal to me.

Hugs,
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Mia’s Readers Club!


Hi there! You read the whole book and checked out this part at the end!

Thanks for reading my work!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

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 I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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