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		Prologue

		

		Portland

		

		Brie Berenson deplaned—her beautiful face full of the uncertainty and trepidation she was feeling right now--and headed for the luggage carousel to pick up her two suitcases. The man who was to meet her at the airport, Clark Spicer’s, head was easily visible above the crowd that had gathered of await the passengers and their luggage, since he stood a towering six-feet, four-inches tall. And his movie-star handsome face broke into a big, welcoming smile as soon as he saw Brie crossing the air terminal toward him.

		With a burst of energy similar to someone who was drowning grabbing at a nearby life-preserver, she ran to Clark as soon as she saw him and flung herself into his outstretched arms. The two of them kissed, and time seemed to stand still for her.

		It was as if nothing else existed, nothing else mattered, outside of his strong arms, his soft, inviting lips, and his tongue—which chased lazy circles inside her mouth against Brie’s own tongue. She felt her nipples getting very hard against his massive chest and knew her lower lips were flooding with lubricant!

		“Jeez, those two look as if they’re really in love!” A female voice nearby commented somewhat enviously.

		“Just look at them. They’re perfect together; he’s so tall and great-looking, and that little blonde is one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen!” A male voice answered her.

		Brie felt her cheeks coloring with embarrassment, as she realized the couple was talking about her and Clark. But she didn’t care!

		She felt so safe and at home in his embrace that she never wanted the hot kiss to end. And it seemed to her as if Clark felt the same way; he crushed her to him and just kissed her and kissed her!

		“We’re causing quite a scene,” she whispered, breaking off the intense kiss at last, panting for air as she did so.

		“I don’t mind,” Clark whispered back, flashing her a lopsided grin which completely melted her heart.

		“Let’s retrieve my bags and head back to your place,” she suggested. “I can’t wait to be alone with you.”

		“Sounds like a great idea to me,” Clark said, putting his arm over her shoulders and guiding her through the crowd to the edge of the carousel, which had just started to turn.

		

		* * * *

		

		Clark was rich, as well as being tall, gorgeous, and strong. He owned a sprawling, one-story house right by the Columbia River, complete with a large patio deck overlooking an expanse of lawn which was studded with huge shade trees. The lawn ran all the way down to floating dock with a boathouse, holding several craft of various sizes and types.

		Brie and Clark stood on the deck forty-five minutes later, sipping cocktails, staring out at the peaceful scene; their arms around each other’s waist. She looked up at him and smiled warmly.

		“Thank you for this,” she said softly. “I didn’t know where else to go, and I just had to get out of LA for a while.”

		“As far as I’m concerned, you can stay here with me for as long as you want, darling,” he said, grinning down at her. “You can stay here forever.”

		A tremendous feeling of gratitude, attraction, and, yes, love surged through her when he said that. And she found herself wishing she could do it; stay here with her handsome lover forever!

		“All I could get was a week’s vacation, I’m afraid,” she answered instead, somewhat wistfully. “And the folks at New Century Electronics were none too happy about giving me even that much time off right now; let me tell you.”

		She shrugged and added, “After all, I just started my job as an outside sales rep a little while ago. My customers are still getting used to having me call on them instead of Brad Fischer. It wouldn’t do for me to be absent from my travels for too long.”

		“I get that,” Clark answered, taking her into his arms once again. “But your mental health is important, too. Divorce is hard on a person. You should have some time off to adjust to it.”

		“Maybe I should, but I don’t seem to be able to get it,” she said. “This next week is the extent of it, I’m afraid, unless I want to change jobs.”

		“Perhaps you should,” Clark suggested. “These guys don’t seem to appreciate what they have in you, Brie.”

		“I think you’re biased in my favor,” she replied, her eyes flirting with him a little as she spoke.

		“Difficult not to be,” he said with a smile, leaning down to kiss her again, “since you’ve come to mean the world to me in such a short time.”

		Brie’s heart was singing. She could fall all the way in love with Clark so easily!

		He was unbelievably handsome; he had a fantastic body…and there was the matter of that ten inch cock of his that fit her various holes as if they had been made for it! And he was proving to be so kind, so gentle, and so understanding in the very traumatic situation she found herself in right now…

		“Take me into the bedroom, please,” she sighed, breaking off the kiss. “I want you so much I can barely stand it!”

		“Aren’t you hungry?” He asked her the question with a smile. “Don’t you want to have some dinner first?”

		“Sex now, dinner later,” she breathed, going up onto her tiptoes to kiss him once again--really kiss him--setting her finished drink on the deck’s railing so that she could slip both arms around his big neck.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Oh, Jesus, Brie,” he gasped, grabbing both of the pillows he was leaning back against in his large fists. “You’re the only girl I’ve ever met who could do that!”

		They were both naked in the middle of his king size bed. Brie was lying on her stomach between his splayed open legs and his enormous cock was buried all the way up to his pubic hair in her lips and throat.

		Her tongue inched its way out of her mouth and she began to lave his hairy nuts with its tip and he moaned again. He shuddered with arousal as he sighed, “Lick ‘em, lick my balls, Brie! Fuck, no one’s ever done that before, not while I was in their mouth!”

		It’s all a matter of will power, really, Brie thought happily as she lapped at Clark’s nut sac. You just have to will yourself not to puke and learn to ignore your gag reflex. You have to really WANT to suck his cock like no other girl has done it before!

		And Brie wanted that. She wanted to please her Clark the way no woman ever had up until now, and she knew that he’d been to bed with a lot of women over the years!

		He was one of the most gorgeous men she’d ever met. Everything about him was perfect, from his thick black hair, with its perfect part—which just begged to playfully mussed up—to his extraordinarily handsome face, those pecs, the washboard abs, the incredibly tiny waist!

		His hard little butt was to die for, and his dick…She sighed as she sucked at it and licked his balls: it was a truly god-like organ.

		And could he ever use it to please a girl? Memories of the countless orgasms he given her that last time they’d been together, on a business trip to Portland, rolled through her mind as she licked and sucked.

		“Brie…stop…please,” he gasped just then.

		She looked up at him with her big green eyes and smiled around his cock meat. He smiled back and whispered, “I’ve got to fuck you now, darling. I just have to; you can blow me later tonight, if you’d like.”

		Brie found herself actually purring like a giant cat. She’d like that very much, but he was right.

		At this moment, she longed to feel this mammoth cock deep in her pussy. She slowly moved her lips back up off it, licking the shaft and the head as she went.

		“How do you want me?”

		“Anyway at all,” he murmured, as he scrambled up onto his knees. “There’s no bad way to fuck you, Brie-darling. You’re the best there is in any position.”

		He turned her over onto one side as he spoke and slipped down behind her. She was lying on her left side, so she could see herself and her lover across the room in the closet’s big sliding mirrored doors.

		We do look magnificent together; she had to admit, like two Greek gods making love!

		Brie wasn’t vain about her great looks. She’d been considered a true beauty since she’d been born, with long, honey-blonde locks that reached down past her shoulders, firm, round breasts with smallish pink nipples, and an ass that many called perfect.

		Her white skin was flawless, and her pussy lips were as pink as her nipples. Those green eyes of hers glowed with arousal as Clark reached around her and cocked her right leg at the knee, so that he could more easily slip his cock head into her juicy little pink opening.

		She drew in a breath as he took her for the first time tonight. His delicious cock just seemed to go on and on as it filled her right up to the brim.

		Brie turned and looked at him over her shoulder and whispered, “Oh, Clark, it feels so wonderful to have you inside me again. Fuck me, fuck me the way only you can and make me come, please!”

		That first time seemed to last forever. Clark made her come not once, not twice, but three times before he finally drove his mighty cock into her and gasped in her ear, “Oh, Brie, I can’t last a second longer. Got to cream that hot little pussy of yours now, honey!”

		Brie gurgled happily and started to come again right along with him. This was part of what she had escaped to Portland for; this was sheer ecstasy; this was heaven on earth!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		Getting Her Bearings Again

		

		“Why do you suppose I behaved the way I did with Joel?”

		They were sitting at his kitchen table, eating slices of the best pizza Brie had ever had in her life; one that Clark had ordered from a place called Apizza Schols and which had been delivered right to his door by an outfit called Postmates. The pie had cost a small fortune, what with the delivery charges, but Clark hadn’t seemed to mind.

		Clark swallowed a bite of the pizza, smiled at the rich flavor, and had a sip of the beer he was drinking before replying to her question. He said, “I don’t know; after all, he had agreed to let you do whatever you wanted, with whomever you wanted, when you were out on the road. And you could choose to either tell him about it in detail, or not mention it at all. That seems like a pretty liberal attitude for a man to adopt about his wife’s behavior to me.”

		“True,” Brie agreed, nibbling at a chunk of the delicious cured pork shoulder which was featured on the scrumptious pizza, “but he did promise me, when we started all of this hotwife stuff, that he wasn’t going to use it as an excuse for him to fool around on me, when I was out of town.”

		“From what you said, his cheating with this Janice girl he worked with really made you see red,” Clark offered, finishing that slice of pizza and reaching for another.

		“I became completely unglued; I threw my coffee cup at him,” Brie recalled ruefully. “I told him I wanted a divorce. So, yeah, you could say I was super-pissed!”

		“And yet, you’d had quite a night yourself, from what you told me, with those two guys up in Seattle the night before you flew back to rejoin Joel in LA and found this Janice’s hair barrette on your nightstand in the bedroom,” Clark said neutrally, keeping all traces of emotion out of his voice.

		Brie looked slightly embarrassed by the wild night she’d spent with Renaldo and Joaquin, the night before she’d flown home to LA. Normally, she wouldn’t have mentioned it to Clark at all—it made her sound like a real slut, fucking not just one, but two guys with enormous cocks all night long!—but she’d wanted to paint him an accurate picture of the events surrounding her final blow up with Joel.

		“I…I admit I kind of got carried away up in Seattle,” she stammered, looking down at the table top, feeling her face coloring.

		“The black guy’s cock is even bigger than mine?” His voice was chiding, teasing as he asked her that.

		“Yeah, it was a little bit bigger,” she admitted shyly.

		Brie looked up at him and gave him a tiny pixie-like grin and whispered, “And I’d never slept with a black man before…so I was a little curious.”

		Clark grinned back and asked, “So, how was it?”

		“Great,” she mumbled, remembering that incredible night, with both men taking turns fucking her, and then both of them fucking her at the same time, one in her ass; the other in her pussy! She’d just reluctantly told Clark all about it.

		“Oh, so you enjoyed getting double-teamed?”

		Brie looked away almost bashfully and murmured, “Yeah, I did, actually. I’d never done anything like that before—two guys at once—and I wanted to see if I could.”

		“Brie, the sheer depth of your carnality amazes even me sometimes,” he said.

		She looked at him and saw that he was smiling appreciatively at her little revelation. Relieved to find that he was amused, rather than shocked by what she’d shared with him, she said, “It was so hot! Both of them had big dicks and one was a Latino—so his cock was brown--while the other one was so black!”

		Brie felt her face getting red once more, but she rushed ahead, admitting, “I loved it, actually. Those two made me come so great!”

		Clark threw his half eaten slice back in the box and reached out to take her hand. He said, “Let’s see if I can do half as well at making you come, darling!”

		He pulled her to her feet and hustled her through the house and back into bed. She didn’t fight him at all as he tore the bathrobe from her nude body and pushed her down onto the bed.

		The big man removed his own robe and then went over to a chest of drawers. He opened it, rummaged around for a moment, and then turned around, waving a huge black dildo.

		“I don’t have another guy here tonight, but I do have this!”

		“W-What are you going to do with that?” She asked the question apprehensively, her eyes never leaving the massive faux cock.

		“I’m going to fuck you with it, of course,” he promised her, getting onto the bed with her. “I intend to grease up that cute little ass of yours and ram this into it, while I fuck your pussy. Or vice-versa; I haven’t really decided which way I want to do it yet.”

		Brie scooted over to him and threw her arms around his body. She murmured, “Why not trade off a couple of times? That’s the way Renaldo and Joaquin did it with me up in Seattle that night, you know.”

		Clark trembled in her embrace as he envisioned that and grinned at her, saying, “Brie, you’re even a naughtier girl than I ever imagined!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so strange!” She groaned out the comment as Clark fucked her in the ass with his huge cock while he drove the fake one into her pussy as fast as he could move it.

		She was up on her hands and knees in front of him and he was balling her doggie style. Brie knew she looked like the slut of all sluts, letting him violate both her holes in this way, but right at the moment, she didn’t care.

		It just felt so damned good! The thick dildo was pure heaven in her cunt, nudging her clit constantly on each in and out stroke, and Clark’s huge prick was really lighting a fire in her poor asshole!

		But the fire was one she welcomed. She was about to come, and come spectacularly!

		“Jesus, Brie, your little butt is so tight!” Clark gasped at that moment. “I don’t think I’ve ever fucked an ass as fine as yours!”

		Brie shivered and felt herself right on the verge of a huge orgasm. She mewled, “Oh, fuck me, Clark-darling, come in my ass and I’ll come right along with you!”

		Clark groaned and fought for control, but he clearly couldn’t stop himself. He gripped her left butt cheek with his free hand and used the other one to jam the dildo in as deep as it would go into her pussy as he bottomed out in her asshole.

		The first huge gout of cock cream spattered itself all the way up inside of her butt sheath and she screamed; it felt so hot! Her ass tunnel spasmed out of control around his buried prick, sucking at it like a mouth, winking in time with her pussy’s going off!

		“Your spunk is so fiery!” She murmured, coming hard. “So hot up my ass…so creamy; I just love it!”

		“Not as much as I love filling you with it, darling,” he murmured, still firing wad after wad of jism deep inside of her.

		

		* * * *

		

		“That was really fun,” she whispered to him.

		They were back in bed again after taking a quick shower together to clean off his dick and wash the jizz out of her ass. The two of them were cuddled up under the covers at the head of the bed, staring into one another’s eyes.

		“You’re a fun girl,” he complimented her. “I knew you were hot, from the nights I’d spent with you before. But I never suspected that you could let yourself go like that. I never knew you could be so wild.”

		He smiled at her and added, “Two guys at once; that’s impressive.”

		“You’re not turned off by what a slut I can be?”

		“Not a bit,” he said, nuzzling in closer to her. “I love a girl who’s open to anything, sexually speaking. I’ve been looking for one of those for years; the right one, that is. I must confess to being somewhat of a libertine myself.”

		“Oh, how do you mean?”

		He looked cannily at her and admitted, “I’ve tried a little of everything, over the years.”

		Brie felt her heart beat faster. Could it be that studly, handsome Clark was sort of… bent, like she herself—she now realized—was?

		“What have you tried?”

		“As I said, almost everything,” he answered smugly.

		She giggled and suggested, “Guys…have you tried other guys?”

		“Sure,” he answered readily, “back in my youth.”

		“Really, you’ve sucked a…cock?”

		“A couple, over the years,” he admitted, “and several boys and men have sucked mine as well; they were beside themselves to do it, actually.”

		“I can believe that,” she chortled happily at this completely unexpected revelation of his past bisexual experimentation, “you have a really great dick!”

		He grinned mischievously and asked, “Have you ever seen pictures of that statue of David by Michelangelo?”

		“It’s gorgeous,” she replied, remembering how perfect the old master’s rendering of the youthful image of David was.

		“Well, I had a dorm mate my freshman year at Harvard who was the spitting image of that statue, right down to his limp cock,” he shared with her.

		Thinking about it, he laughed, “His dick was rather ordinary, when you got down to it. But he used to joke that I had enough cock for the both of us!”

		“Did you…suck it for him?” She wanted to know.

		“Many times, that year,” Clark admitted freely, “and he returned the favor just as often.”

		“And we fucked each other, too,” he went on to say, before she could even ask. “He was what is known in the gay world as a ‘size-queen’, so he really liked the fact that I had a huge dick.”

		“What broke the two of you up?”

		“Girls,” Clark replied. “I still had a big appetite for pussy and he had none. With his looks, he could have gotten any coed he’d set his sights on, but he was strictly into guys.”

		She just looked at Clark, clearly fascinated by this totally unexpected side of him, as he went on to explain, “Darrell---that was my roomie’s name--decided to try and go straight, just prove to me that he could do everything I could, but he just couldn’t manage to do it. I had this one girlfriend who thought he was absolutely adorable. So, we all ended up partying together one weekend, up in Cape Cod.”

		He looked at Brie and shrugged, “She liked seeing us fuck, and suck each other’s cocks. Doreen, that was her name, thought that was so hot! She sucked his cock, right along with mine, but Darrel just couldn’t seem get hard from her oral efforts, no matter how much she tried to please him.”

		Clark went on to say, “He could get stiff enough when I went down on him, of course, but when he tried to put that hard prick into her more-than-willing pussy, it went soft almost immediately.”

		“That’s kind of sad, when you think about it,” Brie said, “it sounds like part of him was aching to be like you; able to go both ways.”

		“We still had fun that weekend, the three of us,” Clark remembered, “I fucked Doreen doggie style while Darrell fucked me in the ass. We all came together, at the same instant. It was great.”

		She looked at him in amazement and said, “You sound so casual about it. Most men would be freaked out to admit that they’d ever done anything like that.”

		“I’m not like most men, I guess,” Clark said to her, taking her into his arms once more. “Whatever feels good to me at the moment, that’s what I like.”

		“Do you…are you ever attracted to men anymore?” She asked him the question, kind of hoping the answer was yes. Brie realized that she was Jonesing to see this ultra-kinky side of Clark in action.

		“Attracted, yes,” he replied, “do I ever act on that attraction, no. I haven’t made it with another guy in years, I’m afraid. I guess I just sort of outgrew it.”

		Seeing that she was disappointed in his answer, he added, a twinkle in his grey eyes, “But I have this on and off girlfriend named Marla who likes to…uh…peg me once in a while, just for fun.”

		“Peg you; what’s that?” Brie wanted to know.

		“That dildo I used on you earlier tonight comes with a black leather harness it fits into,” he admitted, raising his eyebrows suggestively twice in rapid succession. “One of the women I sleep with regularly—Marla--likes to strap it on once a while and fuck me in the ass with it, just for old times’ sake.”

		“That sounds fucking outrageous!” Brie gasped, picturing that. “Do you…do you get hard, when she does that to you?”

		“Hard as a bowling pin, darling,” he assured her, just before they kissed.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Fun And Games In Portland

		

		Clark took her out on the river in a rowboat the next morning. He kept one tied up in the large boathouse down at his dock, along with a sleek water skiing boat and an ultra-luxurious forty-foot cabin cruiser.

		Also in the boathouse, he had a one-man scull suspended from the rafters. He usually rowed up and down the Columbia every morning in it for the better part of an hour, in order to keep that magnificent body of his looking the way it did.

		This morning, however, he was rowing her up and down the river, showing her the sights, impressing her with his strength and stamina. They went down by the hotel she usually stayed at when she was traveling to Portland on business, turned around, and rowed back up river against the current, to his house.

		He was sweating freely by then and she was practically drooling over his muscular, manly body. Clark was a real hunk, there was no disputing that!

		“Now, how about fixing me breakfast, while I shower?” He asked her the question as he finished tying the small rowboat up securely. “You do cook, don’t you?”

		“Of course I cook!” She said with a grin. “You sound as though you think Joel and I are getting a divorce because I burned the toast once too often!”

		“Well, he sure didn’t want to get rid of you because you were so inept in bed,” he shot back wryly as they were walking back up the lawn toward the house from the boat dock.

		She giggled and pushed his arm, “You big lummox, you’d best be careful or I’ll burn your toast on purpose!”

		They separated once they got onto the deck once more, with Clark heading to the back of the house and the shower in the master bathroom, and Brie starting for the kitchen to rummage around in the refrigerator. She found eggs, bacon, and some left over boiled potatoes that she could dice up into hash browns.

		The phone rang when she busily engaged in cooking their breakfast, so she let the answering machine answer it. The leave-a-message prompt aired, and then a raspy, somehow very sexy-sounding woman’s voice said: “Hey, Clark, this is Marla. How come you’re not returning my calls? Don’t you want to play with me anymore?”

		Brie heard a dial tone and then the answering machine hung up. She stopped what she was doing in the kitchen and thought about what she had just heard.

		Who the hell was this “Marla” woman? Why did that name sound so familiar? Did Clark have a current girlfriend he wasn’t telling her about?

		She snickered out loud and went back to fixing breakfast. Of course he did, probably lots of them!

		Clark was in his early to middle thirties, tall, gorgeous, and he had a ten inch cock that he really knew how to please women with—she ought to know! Plus he ate pussy like a lesbian and his fingers could deftly weave their magic on a girl’s clitty and her nipples the way few other men’s could.

		Of course he’s got at least one girlfriend! She told herself again, mildly disgusted with her own naiveté in thinking that he didn’t.

		He came into the kitchen just then, his black hair still looking damp from the recent shower, his grey eyes sparkling with fun as he swept her into his arms and hugged her to him. She looked up at him and thought, God, he’s so incredibly yummy! I could just throw him down on the kitchen table right now and suck his cock!

		“What’s for breakfast? I’m starved, after that little sight-seeing row I gave you this morning,” he announced.

		“The usual suspects,” she said as she smiled up at him. “It’ll be ready in a second, sans burned toast if we’re lucky. Oh, by the way, there’s a message on the answering machine that you might be interested in.”

		She busied herself with dishing up the eggs, toast, potatoes, and bacon while he listed to Marla’s short, slightly chastising message. He erased it when it had played and joined her at the kitchen table.

		“Marla’s a friend of mine,” he said off-handedly, digging into his breakfast.

		“I gathered that’s she’s a…good friend,” Brie said wryly, buttering her toast and smiling with mock-sweetness at him.

		He laughed and nodded that she was, saying, “Yeah, she’s what you might call a ‘fuck-buddy’, I guess. She’s one of the girls I call when I’m feeling horny, and vice-versa. I seem to remember telling you about her last night; she’s the one who likes to ‘peg’ me occasionally.”

		Brie suddenly remembered where she’d heard the name “Marla” before. What she did to Clark with that huge dildo sounded nothing but hot to Brie, but she chose not to comment on that right now.

		“Nothing serious between you two, then,” she asked instead, taking a small bite of fried egg and toast.

		“Not any more serious than those two guys up in Seattle are to you,” he replied with a sly smile.

		“They have big cocks and I enjoy fucking them,” Brie answered evenly.

		“Marla has a great body, she’s really nice-looking, and I love fucking her.”

		Brie laughed, despite the sudden tightness she felt around her heart, and said, “Well, we know where we stand, then, I guess.”

		“I guess we do at that,” he said, eating some potatoes and drinking some of the orange juice she’d poured for him.

		

		* * * *

		

		“You know that I’m crazy about you, Brie,” he said as they drove along the Columbia River in the early afternoon.

		They were in his new, red Jaguar F-type convertible. The top was down on this lovely late spring day and the river rolled along majestically on their left.

		“Are you crazy about Marla, as well?”

		“Some nights, I am,” he told her with a devilish grin.

		She laughed, delighted with his total honesty, even as she was slightly crushed by his seeming disregard for her feelings in the matter. His smile faded and he said, “I’m a realist, when it comes to sex, Brie. I guess I believe in the lyrics of that old song; Love The One You’re With more than anything else.”

		She nodded, being familiar with the song, and thought, I suppose that’s me, too. I can’t wait to see Nick in Denver, or my cowboy, Hub, up in Cheyenne. And I’ll probably end up in bed with both Renaldo and Joaquin again, the next time I’m in Seattle.

		“We’re a pair of alley-cats, when it comes to sex, aren’t we?” She asked him the question, letting her left hand stray into his lap at he drove.

		“I prefer to think of us as free-thinkers, hedonists, if you will,” he told her, his boyish grin returning as she skillfully played with his hardening cock through his underwear and his walk shorts.

		“That sounds a lot nicer than saying we’re nothing but a couple of sluts or man-whores,” she kidded him.

		He threw back his head and roared with laughter. When he was done laughing, he said, “Brie, you say the damndest thing sometimes!”

		“Well, it seems to be true, no matter what sort of philosophical terms you might care to use to cloak our behavior behind,” she insisted. But she was smiling broadly as she said it.

		“I like cock and you like pussy,” she concluded. “It’s really as simple as that.”

		Clark pulled off the Columbia River Gorge Highway into a small town named Troutdale. He drove through the small metropolis until he came to a large brewery/entertainment complex called Mcenamins and shut off the engine.

		It was two in the afternoon, since they had spent the morning just lazing around his house talking, getting to know each other better. They had first met a few weeks ago, when she had taken him to lunch as a part of her job as the sales rep for the Northwestern States for her company, New Century Electronics, a manufacturer of printed circuit boards and semiconductors. He was the Director of Engineering for his firm, which designed and marketed a line of consumer products, and which utilized a number the boards Brie’s company’s made.

		Something had clicked between them the very first time they’d met. Brie was still happily married to Joel—she had thought at the time—and Clark had been just another client.

		All of that had changed the moment they’d first shaken hands. Something akin to a low-grade electric charge had tingled up Brie’s arm and down her spine and right into her clit.

		And Clark had felt it, too! The two of them had really hit it off during that lunch. Clark had ordered a lot of boards from her; and Brie couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so attracted to a total stranger.

		When he’d called from out of the blue that evening and asked to buy her dinner, she hadn’t said no. And when he’d escorted a half-drunken Brie out onto the moonlit terrace of her hotel--which overlooked the same Columbia River that was now flowing by in the distance--she had gone with him readily, even though she knew that as a married woman, she shouldn’t have.

		The kiss they had shared in the moonlight that evening had been the start of the end of her marriage. She had feared that might be the case even as it was happening, but she still hadn’t been able to resist doing it.

		She’d fled back inside the hotel and up to her room that night. But she’d had a serious talk with Joel, her husband, about what had happened and what had nearly happened with Clark, when she got back home. As a result, the hotwife thing had been suggested by Joel—with her having complete sexual freedom while on the road—and the very next time she’d been in Portland, she’d ended up in bed with Clark.

		They got out of the Jag, took the short tour of the brewery operation, and then walked over to the Loading Dock Grill to have a late lunch. Sitting beneath a wide green table umbrella, outside, at redwood picnic table, she tried a mug of their Sunflower IPA and Clark ordered some of their Black Rabbit Porter.

		“What a fun place,” she said, glancing around the brewery’s brick patio and then up at the tall water tower which served as the focal point of the patio, sipping at her beer.

		“This outfit has pubs and breweries scattered throughout Oregon and Washington. The food is always good, they have top-line entertainment in their performance venues, and I really like some of their beers.”

		She nodded, taking another sip of hers, and said, “So do I.”

		The two of them sat gazing contentedly at each other for a few moments. At last, Brie spoke, saying, “You’re just so…edible! I can’t wait for you to take me back to the house, so I can strip off all your clothes and ravish you again!”

		He laughed and replied, “Hey, that’s supposed to be my line, girl.”

		“What can I say? I’m a very liberated type.”

		He paused for a few seconds and then said, “It’s one of the things I love about you, how independent you are. That’s why I was so surprised when I talked to you on the phone yesterday. You really seemed to be having a meltdown.”

		Brie looked away for a moment and then admitted, “I guess I was at that. My whole life felt like it was coming apart at the seams. I never thought I’d divorce Joel. I never thought he’d cheat on me, or that I’d react the way I did if that ever happened.”

		“We’ve talked at little about that before,” he said noncommittally. “Have you had any further thoughts on why it affected you like it did?”

		Brie rolled her eyes. She said, “I hate to admit it, but it probably had a lot to do with the way I look.”

		To her surprise, he nodded his understanding and said, “I get it. When you’re a real babe--the way you are--you don’t expect a guy to be attracted to another girl that easily.”

		She leaned forward and said excitedly, “Yeah, especially one like this Janice he seems to have taken up with. I’ve met her a couple of times; she works at the same place he does, so I’ve been introduced to her before.”

		Brie almost snorted with resentment as she said, “She’ so ordinary! She has big tits, it’s true. But I’d be willing to bet they already sag when she takes her bra off, and she’s only in her early twenties!”

		Shaking her head and then drinking some more of her beer, she continued disdainfully, “And that ass is…huge! Those butt cheeks of hers are so big; one of hers has to weigh what both of mine do!”

		Clark couldn’t seem to help it, he chuckled, saying, “What was that old saying about ‘hell having no fury like a woman scorned’?”

		“Smart ass,” she said, guzzling more of her beer, “you can sure tell you went to Harvard, alright.”

		She laughed and then added, “But you’re right, though. I hate that fat-assed little bitch!”

		Their lunches came just then and they both ordered another round of beer to accompany them. Brie dug into her sandwich, chasing the big mouthful of barbequed pork with a swallow of beer.

		“You know exactly what I mean,” she said to Clark as they ate. “I bet you were a girl magnet from the time you got out of diapers. With the way you look, I’m sure you haven’t lost many girls you really went after to other guys.”

		Clark thought about that, and then said, “A few, perhaps, but not many.”

		“I never dreamed I’d lose Joel to another woman, especially one who wasn’t nearly as pretty as me,” she admitted. “I guess it just incensed me, to experience that sort of humiliation.”

		“Can’t blame you there,” he commiserated with her, finishing his second beer. “It must have been devastating.”

		She thought about that and then said truthfully, “It was, but it shouldn’t have been, now that I’ve had time to think about it. Janice actually did me a favor. Joel and I had about run our course together, I’ve since realized. I really hated the thought of quitting my job and moving to New York City so that Joel could become the big-time writer he dreamed about being. Now, I don’t have to worry about that anymore.”

		He let that statement just lie there for a few seconds, and then said softly, “How about moving up to Portland instead and living with me?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Relocating

		

		The delectable barbequed pork sandwich stopped halfway to her lips. She stared disbelievingly at him for several seconds before replying, “Are you serious?”

		“Totally serious, I assure you,” Clark answered her matter-of-factly.

		“But we barely know each other,” she protested, setting the sandwich back on her plate.

		He reached out and took her hand. The same old electric feeling shot up her arm.

		“Don’t tell me you didn’t feel that.”

		She smiled and admitted, almost shyly, “Yeah, I did.”

		“It’s that way every time I touch you, or you touch me,” he insisted. “I’ve never experienced that before, with any woman or any man, back when I was experimenting with that.”

		“Me neither,” Brie allowed, squeezing his hand in hers.

		“It means something,” he pressed her. “We have this incredible…chemistry between the two of us, Brie; we’ve had it right from the moment you and I met. You know it and I know it.”

		When she didn’t reply right away, he rushed to add, “And I don’t mean just in bed, although that’s formidable enough in its own right. There’s something there, when I look at you, that I’ve never felt before.”

		She blushed and whispered, “Love, do you think?”

		“Maybe so, maybe not,” he answered noncommittally. “But I want to explore it a lot further. How about you; do you want to do that too?”

		A million thoughts tumbled through Brie’s mind in the space of a few seconds. She did want to explore it further, of course!

		But was now really the best time for her to do that? She hadn’t even started divorce proceedings again Joel yet!

		A woman in my position is extremely vulnerable, Brie told herself, trying to stay level-headed about all of this.

		Clark sat across the picnic table from her, looking like a movie star. He was a wonderful, kind, exciting man!

		Part of her told her she’d be a fool to let this opportunity slip through her fingers, just because it had come along at an awkward time. But part of her didn’t want to be a fool and bet her whole future on Clark, the Rebound Guy, either!

		After the most agonizing mental back-and-forth she had ever experienced, weighing the pros and cons of his offer, she asked hesitantly, “How do you see this working?”

		“We’d live together, in my house, of course,” he replied. “You’d keep your job with New Century and go out on the road, as usual.”

		She considered that. Davidson, the National Sales Manager, might be okay with her moving to Portland.

		Brie could fly down to LA for sales meetings just as easily as she could fly up here to work her territory. And if she lived here, she could drive up to Seattle instead of flying, thus saving the company a little money on travel expenses; it was only something like ninety miles away on the interstate.

		And, if necessary, she could always rent a small place in LA, for when she had to be there for longer than a few days. She had the money. She was fast becoming a star sales rep for the firm.

		“What about when I was traveling?”

		He shrugged, “I always try to do whatever feels good; whatever feels right. You should do the same.”

		She smiled slyly; understand exactly what he was suggesting, “You want me to continue being a hotwife…even though we’re not married?”

		“If that’s what you want,” he answered casually, as though what she decided to do wasn’t really any of his concern.

		“And this…Marla, and the others; what about them; will you keep on seeing them, whenever I’m on the road?”

		He shrugged and admitted, “I might see someone else when you’re out of town. I don’t want to restrict my options and say I definitely won’t.”

		That might work out okay after all; she shocked herself with the thought. I guess I could put up with him fooling around with other women when I wasn’t home. After all, he does that now, when I’m not with him. It’s not like we’d be married or anything, the way Joel and I are. And I don’t love him…YET!

		She was very fond of Clark. That was true.

		But she wasn’t head-over-heels in love with him at this point. She’d be kidding herself if she thought that.

		Still, he was right about their mutual attraction to each other. That was real enough on both sides.

		“You’ll have to give me a little time to think about it,” she said at last, picking up her sandwich again. “There’s a lot to consider.”

		“What is there to think about? Do you have a better offer on the table?”

		She thought about that for long seconds and then grinned across the table at him and admitted, “No, not really.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“I just had a horrible thought,” she said as they drove back toward Portland and her brand new home late in the afternoon. “What if New Century fires me when they find out we’re living together? After all, you are Director of Engineering at one of their best accounts.”

		She had an even scarier thought as she was saying that to him. Turning toward Clark, she blurted, “What if your company fires you? They do buy a lot of their circuit boards from us, and there is an obvious conflict of interest in your sleeping with someone from New Century!”

		He grinned confidently and said, “Who do you think has his name on most of the important patents at my place of employment? Most of the product designs that make up the big sellers for our outfit belong to yours truly: they can’t afford to fire me.”

		She nodded her understanding as he went on to add, “Besides, an old buddy of mine from Harvard, Chip Lawson, just happens to be the Director of Sales and Marketing, and together we own sixty percent of the voting stock in the company.”

		She broke into a relieved smile as he went on to add, “If anyone has the nerve to bring your name up in a negative fashion, Chip and I will just tell that person to, well…fuck off!”

		Brie giggled out loud in sheer delight at his chutzpah and said, “Oh, Clark, you can be such a badass when you want to be!”

		As the tall buildings of downtown Portland came into view, growing ever larger as they approached them at seventy miles per hour, he said, “Besides, New Century doesn’t have to know you’re living with me if you don’t want them to. You can always rent a post office box and have all your mail forwarded from there to our house.”

		While she considered that, he went on to say, “And I’ll bet they always call you or text you on your cell phone, when they want to get a hold of you, or send you an email. No way to trace where those devices are when they receive those calls or emails, unless they really work at it. And there’s no reason for the home office to get that paranoid, is there?”

		“Not if my sales stay strong,” she agreed.

		“Oh, I think I can guarantee that, kitten,” he finished up confidently, “since I sign all of the purchase orders at our place…”

		

		* * * *

		

		She walked around the big house with a critical eye as he watched nervously. At last he said anxiously, “You’re going to want to make changes around the place, aren’t you? Any woman would, I suppose.”

		Beaming, she turned to him and said, “Nope, I don’t think so. It’s beautiful, just the way it is. I could be quite happy here.”

		Relieved, he swept her into his arms. As he was about to kiss her, she murmured, “Of course, the kitchen will probably have to be painted another color eventually. And the carpet in the living room needs to be replaced right away, with a lighter shade of brown. And the master bathroom will have to be completely remodeled in the near future!”

		She chortled at the stricken look his handsome face had assumed as she spoke and said, “Kidding; I love it all, just the way it is!”

		Laughing at her merciless ribbing, he muttered, “You’re crazy, Brie. I hope you know that.”

		“I’m crazy about you, Clark Spicer,” she whispered. “I hope you know that!”

		He grinned and then kissed her. While they embraced, he backed her across the living room, down the hallway, and into the bedroom.

		As soon as they got there, Clark eagerly stripped off her clothes, effortlessly lifted her off her feet, and positioned her on the bed. He was busily removing his own clothes as she smiled up at him and said encouragingly, “That’s the way, darling; get that big cock out for me to play with!”

		“Glad to oblige,” he said, unzipping the walk shorts and stepping out of his trainers.

		He skimmed his socks off and eased down his boxers, revealing his lengthy cock and bulging nut sac to her ardent stare. She licked her lips suggestively and patted the mattress.

		“Get your cute ass over here, and let me suck it for you, darling,” she sighed.

		Clark wasted no time in taking her up on her offer. He dangled the head of his ten-incher downward, toward her mouth and she craned her neck upward a little so that her lips could suck the thick knob into her hot mouth.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that feels so fine!” Clark sighed out the words, as her naughty little tongue began to swirl around and around on his rapidly-hardening cock.

		More than half of it was now in her mouth, and he got into a modified push up position over her face, feeding more and more of it into her lips. Brie tilted her head back so that he could get a few inches further into her throat as he face-fucked her, using her lips like a second pussy.

		It tastes so wonderful, she thought to herself, welcoming his thrusts into her wet lips. I want all of it! I want every inch of that glorious cock of his in my mouth.

		“Ah, that’s right, Brie,” Clark sighed. “Suck it, oh, Jesus, you do it so well!”

		Almost his entire mammoth dick was pushing deep into her throat with each downward thrust now. His pubic fur was brushing her lips as he did push up after push up over her willing mouth.

		She glanced up at him and saw his impressive muscles working to push himself up and down. A naughty thought struck her and she almost giggled, which would have been awkward, if not impossible, with ten inches of hard cock lancing in and out of her lips!

		This is a great way to stay in shape, she told herself. I bet Clark is really enjoying THESE particular push ups!

		She increased the frequency of her tongue swirling around his pistoning cock head and Clark moaned out the words, “You blow me better than any girl I’ve ever met!”

		All at once, he stopped what he was doing and pushed himself way up, dragging his prick from her nursing lips with an audible “pop”, as the suction broke. He went back on his knees and manhandled her onto her side, facing him.

		“Got to fuck you now,” he panted, drawing her in close for a kiss as he lined his salvia-gleaming cock up with her very wet pussy slit.

		She automatically cocked her left knee, so that he could penetrate her easier, and leaned in for the kiss. Clark didn’t seem to mind at all that her lips still tasted of his pre-come and his dick!

		He kissed her soulfully, running his tongue into her mouth eagerly as he began to hunch forward and jerk his hips backward, fucking her; gloriously fucking her! Brie sighed at how great it felt to have his huge prick inside her once again, and gave herself over to the feeling of being ravished this way.

		She loved being with Clark. She absolutely adored it…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Settling In

		

		Bright and early Monday morning, Brie flew back to LA to see John Davidson and Brad Fischer and get their grudging approval of her move to Portland. Then she packed her car—a two-year-old, white Camry--with the last of the belongings she wanted up in Oregon and locked up what had been Joel’s and her house for the final time.

		She’d noticed that the note she had written to Joel was lying in the same spot in the middle of the kitchen table, but it had been wadded up into a ball, indicating that he had at least seen it. He was in New York interviewing for the job as associate editor with The New Statesman magazine, and she was grateful for that. She didn’t really want to see him face-to-face ever again!

		“Why Portland; it rains all of the time!” John Davidson had said at their recent meeting. “I thought you liked sunny LA, Brie!”

		She smiled as she drove north up the interstate, her car loaded to the gunnels with her personal belonging, headed for her new home in Oregon. Brad Fischer had looked puzzled during their brief, three-way meeting, but had kept his mouth shut on the subject. He hadn’t acted like he cared much about the move one way or another, but he couldn’t believe she and Joel were splitting up.

		“You guys seemed like the most in-love couple, at least to me,” He’d said doubtfully to her once the meeting had been adjourned and it had been decided that Brie could move to Portland with the company’s blessing. “Your breaking up makes me wonder if it’s even worth getting married at all.”

		Brie knew that longtime player and general pussyhound Brad had finally met a girl he was thinking about settling down with, now that he wasn’t on the road any longer. She had been introduced to the lucky girl, named Melinda, at last year’s Christmas party, when Melinda and Brad had first started to date, before he’d been promoted to West Coast Sales Manager a little while back and Brie had taken over his old territory in the Pacific Northwest.

		“Tough shit, Brad,” she muttered under her breath now as she passed the last Bakersfield exit on the freeway, “things happen; deal with it!”

		She had checked the map before she’d left LA early this morning and figured she’d spend the night in a small town called Redding. It was near the Oregon border and it was eight or nine hours out of LA, if she didn’t stop much except to use the restroom, eat, and buy more gas.

		That was enough driving for one day. Redding was about six more hours of freeway driving away from Portland, according to her smart phone, so that should make tomorrow’s drive easier. She could sleep in, eat a leisurely breakfast, and still make it to Clark’s house by five or so.

		She couldn’t wait to see him again, and she hoped he felt the same about her, now that she had formally pulled the plug on her old life in southern California. Brie had decided that she’d let Joel deal with finding a realtor, listing the house, and selling it.

		She trusted him to do all of that and send her half of the money the resulting sale would generate. She sighed and wondered if this was a good time to let her parents back in Michigan know what was happening in their only child’s life.

		“Now is as good a time as any, to toss this bombshell into their laps,” she muttered, turning on the Bluetooth in her car and taking her cell phone out of her purse.

		Since it was now just past one on the west coast, she knew it was just after four in Michigan, where her parents lived. She hit speed dial and waited.

		“Hey, what are you up to, kiddo?” Her father’s voice sounded hale and hearty on the phone.

		“Well, Dad, quite a bit, actually,” she started off, hesitant to get into the meat of this awkward conversation.

		Her parents hadn’t really liked Joel when they’d first met him. They found the long, shaggy hair, the earring, and the beard to be off-putting. The two of them had a different sort of son-in-law in mind for their ex-cheerleader, ex-prom queen, scholarship-worthy daughter and only child.

		But they’d gradually gotten used to Joel. They’d warmed to him over the years, and had even acted proud when he’d written the article for The New Statesman, whose hoped-for sale had been pending for so long until last week.

		“Uh, there’s no good way to say this, so I’m just going to tell you, straight-out,” she said, struggling to keep her voice even as she spoke. “Joel and I have decided to split up, permanently. We’re getting a divorce. He’ll probably be moving to New York City soon, and I’m in the process of relocating up to Portland, Oregon, to be closer to my sales territory, so I won’t have to travel so much.”

		There was silence on her parents’ end of the conversation for at least thirty seconds. She heard the muffled sounds of her father relaying the devastating news to her mother, his hand covering the receiver.

		“What brought all this on, Brie?” Her father’s voice sounded odd. “The last time we spoke, you were elated over your big promotion at work. You and Joel were talking about buying a bigger house in LA. What happened?”

		“Well, that magazine finally bought Joel’s article, and he’s back in New York, interviewing for a job as an editor with them. He may get his own column, eventually.”

		She sighed and went on, “I didn’t want to live in New York City, Dad. Joel did; it’s as simple as that.”

		There was another crushing silence, and then Brie’s mom came on the line, saying, “It’s never as simple as that, Brie! What else happened, that you aren’t telling us?”

		Brie bit her lower lip to keep from blubbering as she spoke softly, “There was another girl involved in our breakup, too, Ma. Joel may be moving back to New York City with…her. I don’t know, and I don’t care!”

		“I was going to suggest counseling,” Brie’s mom said with her own big sigh, “but this puts a whole new light on it.”

		Brie drove along the interstate, waiting for her mother to speak again. At last her mom said, “Why Portland, what’s up there for you?”

		She agonized over whether or not to tell her mom about Clark. Abruptly, she realized that it was too soon to do that.

		Her mom would have the same concerns that she did. Was she making a huge mistake? Was she being stupid, emotional; was moving in with Rebound Guy the worst possible thing she could do right now?

		Brie glanced in her rear view mirror and saw everything she owned stuffed into the back seat of her car and shook her head. It may have been too late to reconsider her rash decision now, but she didn’t want to fight with her parents about it!

		“I had to get out of LA,” she said shortly, “too many memories there of Joel and I. Portland is part of my new sales territory and I really like it. I can get a fresh start there and, besides, I won’t have to travel as much.”

		“Have you found a place to live yet?”

		“I’ve taken a small efficiency apartment to start out with,” she lied. “I’ll send you my mailing address soon. I’m keeping the same cell number and email address.”

		Again, there was silence. At last Brie said, “Mom, I’ve got to get off the phone now. I’m coming to a rest stop on the freeway and I really have to use the bathroom, okay?”

		Sounding suspicious of her daughter’s motives, her mother said: “Alright, but you stay in touch with us now, you hear, you’ll have to let us know how you’re doing, or we’re going to worry ourselves sick about you!”

		“You’ll probably do that anyway, Ma,” she said kiddingly, trying desperately to lighten the somber mood of the conversation. “Bye, now; I’ve really got to go!”

		She broke the connection and kept right on driving. Brie didn’t have to go to the bathroom yet; she’d just told her mother that to get her off the phone…

		

		****

		

		Redding turned out to be a fairly large, sprawling city, although it still had a small-town vibe about it. She stayed in a hotel called the Baymont Inn, just off the freeway and had a very restful night’s sleep.

		In the morning, she ate the offered continental breakfast and was on the road again by ten in morning, refreshed and ready to get to Portland more than ever! She hit the mountains just outside of Redding and then came to a high plains section of the state.

		Just as she got to the Oregon border, the interstate climbed again and then crested once more. She had a wonderful view of a beautiful, lush-green valley as she descended into it from Mount Ashland.

		Oregon proved to be green and gorgeous all the way to Portland. She paid special attention to the exits for Eugene and Corvallis, two college towns that had burgeoning electronics manufacturing industries springing up, thanks to the universities located there.

		Her big boss, Mr. Davidson, had mentioned the possibility of reconfiguring her existing sales territory to include the two towns, since she was moving to Portland. They were now covered by the same rep who had Nevada, northern California, excluding the Bay Area—which included the lucrative Silicon Valley, and which had its own rep—and Arizona.

		She had been assured that Sandy Whittle, the man who had Eugene and Corvallis now, would not miss them. He already had plenty of territory to cover without them.

		Brie turned into the driveway of Clark’s house at four-thirty. She got out, stretched, and locked the car up.

		There was nothing packed in there that couldn’t wait until tomorrow to be unpacked. She found the front door locked, and used the key Clark had given her before she’d flown back to LA two days ago to open it.

		Shutting off the alarm and relocking the door, she hunted through the house for Clark but didn’t find him. She checked the garage and found that the Jag was there, along with his motorcycle and a small RV. But his new Ford pick up was missing.

		Brie took out her cell phone as she returned to the empty house and made herself a drink at the wet bar in the rec room. She speed dialed him and he answered on the second ring.

		“Hey, I’m back,” she said. “Where are you?”

		“At the office, where else would I be?’

		“The office…I thought you were supposed to be on vacation, relaxing this week,” she chided him.

		“Without you there, it didn’t seem all that relaxing, to tell you the truth; so I went back to work.”

		“Well, I’m home for good now,” she said, “I brought the rest of my stuff with me and I even called my folks back in Michigan and told them I was moving to Portland, and that Joel and I were getting a divorce.”

		“Did you tell them about me?”

		“One thing at a time,” she replied. “I plan to let them get used to the idea of the divorce and my living in Oregon instead of in California before springing you on them.”

		“Probably the best idea,” he agreed. “I’ll be home in about an hour and I’ll take you out to dinner somewhere, to celebrate your homecoming.”

		“Why don’t you grill up something for us and we’ll stay in tonight instead? I’ve been eating restaurant food for a couple of days now.”

		She waited a few beats and then added, “Besides, I’m feeling like a real homebody this evening. I want to just be home…with my man…and make him happy!”

		He favored her with an evil-sounding little chuckle and said, “Does that mean what I think it means?”

		“Yes, Mr. Horndog, I want to suck your magnificent cock again,” she whispered into the cell phone. “And then I want you to fuck me with it; all night long!”

		This time he laughed harder and said, “That makes two of us. God, Brie, I didn’t know it was possible the miss someone as much as I’ve missed you.”

		“You didn’t call any of your other little playmates, to help you through the long, lonely night?”

		“No, I was able to control my impulses to do that, this time.”

		“Oh, does that mean you might not be able to do that next week, when I start traveling again?”

		“I’m not making any guarantees, you know that, Brie.”

		She bit her lip. She did know that: he was free to fuck whomever he wanted when she was out of town.

		But then, so was she! Smiling, she told him good-bye and to hurry home…

		

		* * * *

		

		Brie used the next hour to have another drink and to wander about the house. She went into the bedroom he had converted into his photography room and checked out the framed photographs hanging on the wall in such profusion.

		Some were in black and white, and some were in color. The subjects ranged from nearby mountain peaks, like Rainier and Hood, to oceanscapes, to portraits of both males and females.

		A four-drawer oak filing cabinet in the corner of the room caught her attention. She looked at the tabs; landscapes, portraits, seascapes, and finally, on the bottom drawer…nudes!

		Her heart beating faster, she slid the drawer out and lifted out the first manila file folder she came to and opened it. A very naked, very pretty brunette girl stared back at her.

		“Nice pussy,” she murmured to herself aloud, “nice tits, too.”

		The next glossy print was of the same girl, facing away from the camera. Brie finished her second drink of the day and placed it on the nearby table, along with the file folder, saying, “Nice ass, too, honey.”

		There were numerous other shots of the brunette, some of them of a slightly lewd nature. In one, she was lying on a very familiar bed; her legs spread wide, her gleaming pink lips proudly on display, along with her sumptuous rack.

		She replaced that folder and got out the next one. This girl was a little older than the brunette, probably in her middle thirties.

		Blonde, blue-eyed, and naked as the day she was born, this one had smaller breasts than her predecessor. But she had a nice ass, long legs, and a very pink, very pretty pussy!

		She put the blonde away and got out the next folder. This one shocked her by its subject being a guy!

		He was a real cutie, with dark, curly hair, a slight but winsome build, and a small cock. If the model had not been so gorgeous, facially, she might have wondered why Clark had bothered with him.

		A thought struck her as she got to a section of black and white photos of the young man. These prints looked somehow older than the shots of the women.

		She wondered if this was Darrell, the old roommate at Harvard Clark had told her about. Fascinated, she tried to picture this boy’s cute, smallish cock between Clark’s lips, and Clark’s humongous hard on up the young man’s round little butt!

		Just thinking about that set her blood to boiling. She glanced up at a nearby clock and saw it was barely past five. Clark wouldn’t be home for a half hour yet.

		She closed the folder, and filed it away again, getting out the next one. This one had a name on the tab; “Marla” and Brie felt her heart go into overdrive once more.

		Opening the folder with fingers that were suddenly trembling with excitement, Brie saw an incredibly voluptuous redhead, with very large breasts, a great ass, and waxed-bare pussy! She flipped the photo over and looked at the next one.

		In this shot, Marla was on her tummy in bed—the same bed Brie now slept in with Clark—and she was sucking a cock! It was white, huge, and very thick, and Brie knew right away who it belonged to!

		Flipping through the rest of the shots hurriedly, she was treated to the sight of her darling man’s dick going into Marla’s snug little pussy, up her sumptuous ass, and down her throat! Brie’s breath caught in her throat when she flipped that one over and the next picture showed Marla’s gorgeous face shining with a huge coating of pearly-white spunk, courtesy of the monster cock that was hovering just inside the frame!

		“This bitch is nothing but hot!” Brie whispered to herself, studying the photographic record which led to that unmistakable conclusion.

		There were shots of Marla stripping for the camera; of her wearing thigh-high black boots with stiletto heels and a bustier-type leather corset in matching black leather—which stopped just under her tits, displaying them, rather than covering them up—and with her wearing a wicked-looking feathered mask that covered just her eyes. In her hand in that shot, she held a whip and she looked ready to use it!

		“Holy fuck, what a hot-looking slut she is!” Brie said the words with something like admiration in her voice as she stared at the provocative photograph.

		She flipped the picture over and was rewarded with another color shot of Marla wearing only a black leather harness around her waist. The harness had a very familiar looking black dildo protruding from it, and it appeared to be all lubed up and ready for some “pegging” action!

		Thankfully, that was the last photo in the file. She sighed and replaced it, noting that she wasn’t even halfway through the drawer yet.

		“My sweet Clark has been a very naughty boy in his spare time,” she said, picking up her empty drink glass and heading back to the rec room to make a fresh one.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Meeting Marla

		

		“Well, hello to you, too!” Clark sighed.

		He and Brie were naked and in bed together. She had just finished fucking him within an inch of his life, making him come like a geyser going off inside her feverish pussy seconds before.

		When he had come through the door, she hadn’t even waited for him to say hello. She’d just grabbed him by the hand and dragged him down the hall and into the bedroom.

		Clark hadn’t said no. He hadn’t had time to say much of anything, before all of his clothes were off, as well as Brie’s, and she was sucking his cock to get it really hard.

		And then she was fucking him. She had him do her doggie style until she came, wailing about what a great fuck he was.

		Missionary was next, and they had spent ten hot minutes together, panting and hunching their hips together, until she had once again squealed that she was coming! She hadn’t given him any respite; she’d simply maneuvered him over onto his back and mounted him again, cowgirl style this time.

		She’d ridden him mercilessly, until she’d orgasmed yet again, and had then reversed her position on his still very rigid prick without even bothering to remove it from her by now super-lubricated, almost sloppy cunt. Brie had then given him a twerking, ass-shaking ride that had coaxed a huge eruption of come from his balls, just as she was climaxing for the last time on his spurting cock.

		“Hello,” she panted, giggling uncontrollably, “God, I missed having that huge thing to play with last night! Can you tell?”

		“So I gathered,” he said, breathing heavily himself. “Jesus, Brie, you about fucked my lights out just then. What’s got you so amped up this evening?”

		She blushed and admitted, “I was snooping through your photos. And I found the ‘nudes’ drawer.”

		When he just smiled, she went on to add, “That Marla babe is dynamite. Even I want to fuck her…and I don’t like girls, at least not that way!”

		He waited for a few seconds and then said teasingly, “She’s dying to meet you.”

		Brie was taken aback by that. She said, “I thought you said you didn’t get with any of your other girls while I was down in LA.”

		“I didn’t, but I talked to Marla on the phone in your absence,” he said, clarifying what had happened. “I mentioned our new living arrangement and she was fascinated.”

		He shrugged and said, “I think she’d been secretly hoping for a few years now to eventually become the lady of this house.”

		“She must have been pissed, when she found out I’d beaten her out for the job,” Brie said.

		“Maybe a little,” Clark acknowledged, “but she’s also as curious as she can be to meet the girl whom I’ve picked to live with, after all these years.”

		“Oh, I get it now,” Brie said, nodding, “she wants to know what I’ve got that she hasn’t.”

		“At first, she couldn’t believe I’d met someone I was fond enough of to invite them to move in with me,” he replied. “And then she was super-anxious to meet you; to see what sort of girl beat her out for the job of mistress of the manor.”

		“I saw those pictures of her,” Brie said doubtfully. “I’m attractive; there’s no doubt about that. But she’s something, too. That girl has—as they used to say—‘got it going on’!”

		“She does, but then, so do you,” Clark sighed, staring at her with a lopsided smile. “God, you can fuck, Brie!”

		“I can at that,” she whispered, reaching for his gooey, limp cock. “Ready for round two, studly?”

		Clark moaned, but his dick started to get hard right away…

		

		* * * *

		

		“So you really think this is a good idea?” Brie said; putting the finishing touches on the potato salad she was making.

		“I do,” Clark said, moving the pot containing the garden-fresh corn on the cob onto the gas burner and turning it on high. “You don’t know Marla the way I do. She’s like a dog with a bone, once she gets an idea into her head. There’s simply no dissuading her. She’d just keep bugging me until I introduced the two of you.”

		“We might as well get it over with,” Brie sighed with resignation. “Do I have time for another cocktail before she gets here?”

		“I think you do if you hurry,” Clark said, lifting up the Pyrex dish with the marinated steaks in it to carry it out to the grill. “But you’ll have to get a move on. It’s five-thirty and she said she’d be here now.”

		Brie all but sprinted into the rec room and mixed herself another Chivas and soda. She used a minimum of ice, so that there’d be more room for the booze when she made it.

		No sooner had she gulped down a couple of big swallows of her cocktail, than the front doorbell rang. Realizing, with a sinking heart, that Clark was probably out on the patio, putting the steaks on the grill and thus wouldn’t hear the doorbell, she went over and answered it herself.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, cocktails—what a great idea,” the stunning redhead on the front porch said, staring at the drink in Brie’s hand, and then coming on inside, as if this were her house, not Brie’s.

		She crossed the living room and went directly to the wet bar in the rec room and started mixing herself a Canadian whiskey and water. Marla didn’t hesitate, making it abundantly clear that she’d stood at this bar many times before.

		“Hi, I’m Marla Conroy,” she said, shifting her drink to her left hand and extending her right to be shaken.

		“Brie Berenson,” Brie responded, doing the same so that she could shake hands.

		“You’re spectacularly pretty and well-built, I’ll give you that,” Marla said, looking Brie up and down.

		Brie was dressed in a pair of tight white short shorts, a tied at the bottom—rather than buttoned--red blouse, worn with no bra, which showed off her flat midriff as well as her big knockers, and a pair of beige cork-bottomed, wedge-heeled sandals, which added three inches to her height.

		That made her about even with Marla, who was a tall girl. She wore flat-bottomed sandals, a pair of denim board shorts, and a light cotton vee-necked sweater blouse which showed off her vast cleavage.

		“Clark’s out on the patio, grilling the steaks,” Brie offered.

		“Screw Clark, I’ve known since I was a little girl,” Marla replied, with a grin that was almost predatory in nature. “It’s you I’ve come to meet. Tell me all about yourself, girlie!”

		This was the fourth scotch and soda Brie had drunk this afternoon and evening, and she was suddenly glad of the fact. She emptied her glass in true chug-a-lug fashion and started for the bar to refill it.

		“I’m twenty-six, married, about to be divorced,” she said back over her shoulder as she mixed herself yet another cocktail. “I’m a traveling sales rep for a major electronics manufacturing firm out of LA. And I’ve been told that I’m super-hot in bed.”

		Marla grinned again and said, “I’ll be the judge of that, girlfriend; later tonight.”

		“Oh, you think so?” Brie challenged her, turning to face the redhead.

		Getting right up in her face, Marla smiled confidently and said, “Oh, yeah, I’m going to have my tongue in that cute little pussy of yours before the night is over. I know that already.”

		Brie felt her stomach drop as if she were in an elevator that was descending very fast. She stammered, “You…you’re sure about that, are you?”

		“Oh, yeah, blondie, I am,” Marla said, stepping even closer to her. “You’re a hot one, alright. I can see it in those emerald eyes of yours.”

		Brie felt something she had never felt for another woman before flash through her as she stared into Marla’s electric blue eyes; lust! The voluptuous redhead seemed to sense it too.

		She stepped right in, took Brie in her arms and kissed her, hard, right on the lips! Brie shivered in the other girl’s embrace, suddenly too aroused and surprised to resist what was happening to her!

		And when Marla’s tongue came prodding at her closed lips seconds later, Brie didn’t know why, but it seemed the most natural thing to do in the world to open her mouth to the other girl’s oral advances. Brie knew the second Marla’s hot tongue touched hers, that doing that had been a mistake!

		A surge of white-hot arousal shot through Brie and she felt her nipples getting stiff immediately. She actually heard herself whimper aloud as Marla sucked at her tongue as if it was a cock and put both hands on her ass cheeks, clad in their tight white shorts.

		Marla squeezed the taut little mounds as if she was a man and Brie almost came right there. She found herself rubbing her nipples against Marla’s chest, reveling in her earlier decision not to wear a bra under the tied-off blouse.

		Brie knew from just the feel that Marla’s own bra was a skimpy little thing because she could tell the tall redheaded temptress’s nipples were stiffening just like her own right through it and the thin cotton top!

		“The steaks are just about ready…” Clark’s voice broke off in surprise.

		Brie sprang back, but Marla merely smiled languidly at her and whispered, “Fuck, you are a hot one, honey! I’m beginning to see what Clark likes so much about having you around all the time.”

		“Well, it looks as if you two are getting along famously,” Clark commented wryly, tongue firmly in cheek.

		“I…uh…she…” Brie’s embarrassed voice trailed off into silence.

		“There’s no need to explain, darling,” Clark said, coming over to them. “Marla seems to have that effect on most of the people she meets; male and female!”

		He turned to Marla and admonished her, “Leave her alone until after dinner, you naughty girl you. There’ll be plenty of time for all of us to get better acquainted then.”

		He smiled at the both of them and said, “Come on out back. The steaks are done and the corn is ready. Let’s eat.”

		Everything was wonderful, as far as the food went, but Brie was too excited to eat as much as she normally might have. She had suspected that there might be some sex involved in meeting Marla, but she had never dreamed it would involve her and the other girl!

		Brie had never done that. Looking the way she did, girls had been hitting on her regularly since the eighth grade.

		But she had never been attracted to them, so she had always politely declined their advances. Marla hadn’t asked; she had just sensed something about Brie that Brie didn’t even suspect about herself and gone for it!

		Now, I’m going to get naked with her and let her play with me! Brie thought giddily, not knowing whether she wanted that to happen or not!

		Marla had seemed to regard it as a foregone conclusion. Brie inhaled her glass of cabernet and poured herself a fresh one.

		Clarke had raised his eyebrows at how fast she drank that one down, too, but he nevertheless was gracious about opening a second bottle. Brie hit that one sort of heavy as well; finding herself to be insanely nervous about what was coming after dinner!

		She was really starting the feel the cocktails and the wine as the dinner ended. In no time at all, it seemed, she and Clark had the dishes cleared away, rinsed off, and in the dishwasher. The few left-overs had been stored away in the refrigerator and Marla had poured them all brandies in the rec room while they were tidying up the kitchen.

		“Here’s to new friends,” Marla made the toast while standing in front of the counter near the wet bar.

		“To new and old friends,” Clark said, raising his glass.

		“To excitement,” Brie managed to croak, her throat tight with nervousness.

		The brandy disappeared and Clark said, as she slipped his big arms around each of the girls and steered them toward the bedroom, “Right this way, ladies; I have a feeling this is going to be quite a night!”

		

		* * * *

		

		All three of them were naked in a blink; it seemed to the half-tipsy Brie. She stared at Marla’s bare tits, impressed with both their size and the way they stood out from her chest with no discernable droop or hint of sag.

		Those have to be forty double D’s at least, Brie thought, a little cowed by them.

		She had always thought her thirty-eight C’s to be plenty of breast up until now, and had been glad her own tits weren’t any bigger. Really huge ones tended to sag rather badly after a girl was into her twenties; but Marla was at least a few years older than Brie and her magnificent set didn’t appear to be headed southward at all yet!

		Likewise, Marla had a pretty little pussy. It had been waxed totally bare and the petite lips were just as succulent and tight-looking as Brie’s own little cunny!

		She did think she had a slightly nicer ass than the older girl. Marla’s butt was bigger; there was no doubt about that. But it was extremely shapely, nevertheless.

		The tall girl’s legs were something else, though; long and perfect and without a hint of cellulite on the backs of those beautiful thighs. Even Marla’s freckles looked cute, not excessive. They dotted her fair skin like tiny leopard spots, lending her an air of exoticness.

		“You’re a fucking knockout, Brie,” Marla said just then, her eyes running up and down Brie’s naked body hungrily. “God, you’re perfect, girl!”

		Brie felt herself blushing. She said, “I don’t have as big of boobies as you do.”

		“No, but again, yours are perfect, so that more than makes up for it,” the redhead sighed, stepping closer to Brie once more.

		“Just look at those tiny little pink nipples,” she said wistfully, reaching out to touch them.

		She did, and a brand new charge of electricity shot through Brie’s breasts! God, this girl’s touch had the same blistering effect on her as Clark’s did! What was that all about, she wondered?

		“Come on; I can’t wait any longer to see you two together,” Clark said just then. “Let’s all three of us get on this bed and let nature take its course!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Their First All Night Guest

		

		It all seemed to be a blur at first. Clark was kissing her, his tongue teasing hers while Marla touched her bare nipples.

		And then Clark was caressing them while she and Marla made out like a couple of confirmed lesbians. Brie felt her nipples getting as stiff as she could ever remember them getting, and her twat was inundated with lube!

		Marla slipped a finger into it as they made out and Brie fought to keep from coming right then and there! It was so exciting, rubbing nipples with a gorgeous woman while Clark was kissing her neck and squeezing her ass from behind!

		“What do you say we eat this girl right up, Clark old friend?” Marla’s almost gravelly-sounding rasp of a voice sounded demanding as she broke off the torrid kiss. “I’ll lick her clit and you suck her nipples, alright?”

		Brie soon found herself flat on her back in the middle of the bedspread, with Clark alternating giving her hot, sensual, tongue-filled kisses and licking and sucking her swollen nipples. Marla was on her stomach between Brie’s widespread legs, kissing her clit and then laving it with her tongue.

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God, that’s so hot!” Brie gasped. “Your tongues are all over me! Oh, oh, fuck but that feels so nasty!”

		Marla had licked all the way down Brie’s slit and just kept on going. Her lively little tongue was tickling Brie’s ass pucker, then gliding back up to lap at her clit!

		Clark’s lips were noisily sucking her nipples. Brie felt as if her whole body was about to explode into orgasm!

		“My God, Clark,” Marla gasped, drawing her mouth momentarily off of Brie’s lower body. “This one’s a little spitfire! And her pussy is delicious; no wonder you wanted her so much!”

		With that, Marla fell back into licking and sucking Brie’s tender pink flesh. Brie bit her lip, but it was no good: she was going to come, and come hard. Nothing was going to forestall her raging climax!

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” She screamed and her whole body went rigid beneath their sucking, licking mouths.

		Brie heard Marla swallowing and knew that the other girl was drinking her pussy juice right down, as if it was nectar. That made Brie come even harder, her tits jerking in time with her pussy contractions, but Clark kept his lips glued to one nipple and squeezed her other one just right, amplifying her orgasm even more!

		She saw stars and then the stars exploded into supernovas! Her whole body shook and shivered and the fierce contractions seemingly would not stop!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, I’m coming so hard!” She sobbed out the words, orgasming so furiously she was actually crying, it felt so intense!

		Again, time blurred. The next thing she knew, she was on her tummy between Marla’s legs, gobbling her succulent pussy as if she couldn’t get enough of it!

		Clark was on top of her, his hard dick driven balls-deep into her own pussy fucking it as hard as he could. His cock felt divine and Marla’s pussy juice was so sweet, so…spicy…so perfect!

		“Jesus, Jesus, Clark, where did you find this girl?” Marla cooed, about to come herself. “I want one, too! She’s the hottest little thing I think I’ve ever been in bed with!”

		Brie gurgled in ecstasy and ate Marla’s juicy twat even more enthusiastically. Pussy was wonderful! Cock was incredible!

		The two of them together were an out of this world experience! Brie couldn’t get enough of this…she simply couldn’t!

		

		* * * *

		

		“Fuck, Brie, you’re a wild woman,” Marla said, stroking her long blonde hair as she held her. “You’re unreal in bed!”

		“Me…what about you; no one’s ever eaten my pussy that good before, no one!”

		Marla gave her raspy-voiced laugh and pulled Brie in for a hot kiss. When it was over, she pulled her tongue from the blonde girl’s mouth and whispered, “You’re not bad yourself. Are you sure you’ve never been with a woman before?”

		Brie felt her face coloring as she said, “No, never, before tonight.”

		She gave Marla a look that would have melted glass and murmured, “I never met anyone like you before, darling. You make my blood boil!”

		Marla shuddered and sighed, “Fuck, you’re hot, Brie! You can come and live at my house anytime, if Mr. Big Dick ever gets tired of you, or you get tired of him.”

		The toilet flushed and Clark emerged from the bathroom, his huge prick swinging freely. He said, “I needed that piss. Now, who’s ready for round two?”

		The women looked at each other and smiled slyly. Brie whispered, “With that cock…I’m not likely to get tired of him anytime soon, girlfriend!”

		The two of them cracked up, giggling like naughty schoolgirls in each other’s arms. Clark looked mystified and stepped over to the bed, saying, “What’s so funny?”

		“Nothing, Mr. Horsecock,” Brie said, still laughing, reaching out and taking him in her fist, “now, come here and let us suck this monster for you until it’s good and hard again!”

		

		* * * *

		

		It should be Marla’s turn to ride this thing, Brie thought as she slurped and sucked her way up and down Clark’s hard on.

		Where is she going? She was sucking his balls while I blew him until just a second ago.

		Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Marla’s shapely ass sashaying across the bedroom to the dresser where Clark kept the dildo. Brie’s head stopped moving up and down her man’s cock was she watched the other girl take not only the huge dildo out of the drawer but the black harness she recognized from the naughty photos she’d been looking at before.

		Marla put the obscene-looking harness around her waist and buckled it into place. Then she fitted the dildo into its holder and began to grease it up with liberal application of sex lube as she sauntered back over toward the bed.

		Clark noticed her coming over as well and he groaned, “Not tonight, I don’t think, love. I’m not in the mood, right at the moment.”

		Marla laughed and got back onto the bed with them. She got up onto her hands and knees, the dildo so long its head almost dragged on the bedspread as she moved into place behind Clark’s ass.

		“Let’s just see if I can put you in the mood, darling,” she breathed, leaning in and kissing his hairy asshole.

		Brie held her breath. Although she’d done similar things to Clark in the past, she had never seen anyone else do it, especially from her current vantage point, with Clark’s mammoth dick halfway down her throat as she watched!

		Marla ran her tongue all around the opening, and then pushed it slowly inside, drawing a gasp of ecstasy from Clark. She began to tongue-fuck the tiny brown opening as Brie watched and Clark shivered.

		His dick jerked in Brie’s mouth and she began to suck it again, slowly, with lots of tongue action of her own. The two women worked Clark over until he was moaning steadily, eyes shut in rising bliss.

		Fuck, this is red-hot! Brie thought as she watched her darling Clark groan and shiver with sheer arousal.

		Marla slowly dragged her tongue from his asshole and instead inserted a lubed up forefinger. She finger-fucked him in time with Brie’s passes up and down his rigid dick for long moments, and then added a second finger to the first.

		Clark groaned louder, but he started wriggling his ass back to meet her finger’s thrusts. Brie knew that Marla must be massaging his prostate gland with her fingertips, driving him crazy!

		His cock began to pour out pre-come fluid for her to swallow and she did so greedily. She loved the sweet taste of the heavy oil and longed for the scalding blast of his semen itself!

		For her part, Marla seemed to know just when he was ready. She waited until that precise moment before replacing the delving fingers with the head of the dildo.

		Now up on her knees, she slowly pushed her pelvis forward, breaching his anus with the thick head. Clark mewled pitifully, but Marla didn’t stop pushing.

		More and more of the thick, stiff dildo split his ass open. She didn’t stop until the whole, massive shaft was seated deep in his asshole, the big set of faux balls resting up against his own dangling set of gonads!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, that thing’s big!” He groaned out the words, shaking all over.

		You’re telling me, Brie thought, remembering the night he had used the phony cock to double her recently. That thing is both long and wide; it really stretches you open to the max!

		Clark whined as Marla started to fuck him with the latex cock. His dick jerked inside Brie’s mouth and she thought he was about to come!

		But that turned out to be a false alarm. Marla drilled him for a good five minutes, amid his wailing and shivering, while Brie sucked his cock like a crazy girl.

		The three of them moved together like some sort of sex machine and soon Clark was gasping for breath, quivering from head to toe. His prick felt bigger than usual in her mouth and throat, and his balls were drawn up tight in their hairy sac!

		“Oh, Brie-darling, get ready to swallow for your life,” she heard him croak. “Here it comes…and oh, oh, fuck, is there going to be a lot of it!”

		All at once, Clark’s cock jumped in her throat and an absolutely massive jet of come spattered into her sucking mouth. She swallowed automatically, only to have a second, even bigger gush replace the first one!

		“Oh, yeah,” Marla gasped, “oh, fuck, yeah, take it, swallow all of it, you little slut!”

		Brie reached down and frigged her own pussy frantically. She realized as she shot over the top that Marla’s harness contraption had been made with a bump which rubbed against her clit as she fucked Clark!

		All three of them were orgasming as one. And was it ever an incendiary feeling!

		

		* * * *

		

		“Oh, my poor ass,” Clark sighed, lying back against the pillows at the head of the bed, gasping for breath. “I won’t be able to walk right for a week, you little minx!”

		Marla laughed, the harness now unstrapped and lying next to her on the bed. Brie picked it up and studied it intently.

		Without a word, she got off the bed and walked into the bathroom with it. She used soap and hot water to scrub the dildo part of it squeaky-clean once more, and then strapped it on.

		Just as she thought, the harness felt wonderful against her clit as she walked back into the bedroom, the huge cock waggling out in front of her. Marla laughed and said, “Oh, kitten, I don’t think Clark wants any more pegging tonight!”

		Brie smiled and got back on the bed with them. She crawled over to Marla and whispered hotly, “How about you, baby? Don’t you want some hot fucking, from my big old dick?”

		Marla’s smile vanished. She eyed the long, thick fake cock warily and said, “Well, I’m not sure. That thing is huge, after all!”

		Brie grinned and lowered herself onto the other girl. She murmured, “Come on, you’re a big girl. You can take it, can’t you?”

		She kissed Marla before the redhead could say another word. Her tongue was in the other girl’s mouth and her breasts were pressed tight against Marla’s sumptuous knockers.

		Their bare nipples collided as they made out, sending sparks of arousal flying down both girls’ spines. In no time, Marla was sucking on Brie’s tongue and pushing her swollen-with-desire breasts up against Brie’s slightly smaller ones.

		Brie reached down and set the head of the dildo against Marla’s very wet cunt lips and pushed. The sexy redhead groaned as the huge device split her open and just kept on going.

		This is fun! Brie thought as she began to fuck Marla like a man fucks a woman. Maybe I’ll let her do me next, and then we can play with Clark some more. The night is still young and we’ve got all of it ahead of us!

		

		* * * *

		

		“I see now why Clark wanted you to move in with him,” Marla whispered in Brie’s ear the next morning as she sat in her car and prepared to drive home. “You’re the hottest babe I’ve ever had the pleasure to meet, bar none, Brie!”

		Brie smiled from ear to ear and leaned into the driver’s window to give Marla one final good-bye kiss. She murmured, when she finally broke the kiss off a full minute later and dragged her tongue from Marla’s sweet mouth, “I’m on the road next week. Be sure and come over and keep Clark company, while I’m gone.”

		“What about after you get back?”

		“Oh, I especially want to see you then,” Brie said with a smile. “God, Marla, you’re so hot! And I’m so glad we’re going to be such close friends!”

		“I think you can count on that, sugar,” Marla said, beaming back at her. “I can’t seem to get enough of that fabulous little pussy of yours, or those sweet tits!”

		The car, a sleek new black Lexus LFA, began to back down the driveway and into the deserted residential street. Brie stood in the drive and waved good-bye to her new best girlfriend until Marla was out of sight.

		She thought about why she had invited Marla over to share a bed with Clark in her absence and decided it was because—for some weird reason—she trusted Marla not try and steal Clark away from her. Brie had a feeling about Marla; a very good feeling!

		“God, she’ such a kick in the ass,” Brie told Clark as she joined him in the kitchen.

		“She really thinks the world of you, too,” Clark said, taking Brie in his arms. “I can tell.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		On The Road Again

		

		Brie met Kyle Rogers at SeaTac, Seattle’s huge airport. Kyle was carrying only his briefcase.

		He had no luggage. He’d just flown up from Los Angeles for the day, and he was turning around after his meeting with Sylvia Connors, the dragon lady who ran engineering over at one of Brie’s most troublesome accounts, and flying home that afternoon.

		“I really appreciate you doing this, Kyle,” Brie said, greeting the portly, middle-aged engineer with a huge smile and a hug.

		“Those steak dinners you owe me are piling up, Brie,” he kidded her good-naturedly. “I’m going to have to go on a vegetarian diet pretty soon, in between pigging out on beef at your expense, if I’m not careful.”

		Kyle was her go-to guy in engineering, when she had a tough problem to solve, or she needed some technical support. She wasn’t an engineer herself; her degree had been in Marketing.

		“Where are we meeting this bitch?” Kyle asked as they exited the massive air terminal, headed for the short-term parking.

		“She may be a little difficult to deal with, but I’d hardly call her that,” Brie corrected him as they found her Camry and got in.

		“That’s funny, that’s the term Brad Fischer always uses when talks about her; that or worse,” Kyle said affably as he shut the door and buckled up his seat belt. “And he called on her for five years or so, before he got moved up to Western States Sales Manager, and you got his old territory.”

		“Well, she may be exactly what you and Brad say she is,” Brie acknowledged, smiling sweetly, “but I’d never use that word to describe her—to her face, at least!”

		The two of them laughed as Brie backed out of her parking space and rolled toward the toll booth. Once free of the airport, she drove to a restaurant Sylvia seemed to favor, and valet parked there.

		Called the Six Seven, the posh eatery had been built right on the Sound and had a magnificent view of the harbor and the skyline of Seattle. She told Kyle while they waited for Sylvia to make her appearance, “order anything you want on the menu, no matter how expensive it is. New Century and my expense account are picking up the tab on this lunch, so price is no problem.”

		“Will do,” Kyle said, beaming as he studied the extensive menu, “that lobster looks mighty tempting.”

		Brie glanced at the wine list while she waited for Sylvia to show up. Sylvia was much older than Brie and not an attractive woman either.

		Once she had discovered that Brie wasn’t an engineer by training, Sylvia had taken great pleasure in lording it over her during their sales meetings. To make matters worse, she usually gave Brie the smallest purchase order possible.

		Brie’s new strategy was to invite Kyle up from LA to attend those meetings with her. He was probably New Century’s sharpest design guy and if anyone could put Sylvia in her place—engineering-wise--it would be him.

		Or so Brie hoped. Brad Fischer had readily agreed to the plan and authorized Kyle’s flight up and back today.

		“Well, if it isn’t my favorite little airhead of a sales girl,” Sylvia’s sharp-sounding voice said suddenly. “Who’s that with you?”

		“Sylvia, this is Kyle Rogers, he’s one of our company’s top engineers,” Brie said, smiling up at her adversary. “He’s here to answer any technical questions about our various circuit boards and semiconductors you might have…”

		

		* * * *

		

		When Brie and Kyle left the restaurant an hour and a half later, Brie’s briefcase held the largest single purchase order New Century Electronics had ever received from Sylvia’s outfit.

		Brie was so elated she could barely sit still in the seat and drive! Kyle and Sylvia had really seemed to hit it off, much to Brie’s surprise.

		“That gal may be an old bitch,” Kyle had said as they left the Six Seven’s parking lot, “but she’s one sharp engineer as well. The questions she asked, most engineers wouldn’t even have thought of, and that’s a fact.”

		“She seemed to be impressed with you, too,” Brie complimented him as they made the return trip out to SeaTac.

		“That’s because I’m nothing but impressive, Brie-darlin’,” Kyle said happily. “That sure was good lobster, by the way. And that wine? It was nothing short of superb!”

		It’s a good thing that purchase order is so huge, Brie thought as she got up on the freeway, headed for the airport, because that wine was a hundred dollars a bottle, and we ordered two bottles of it!

		

		* * * *

		

		“Are you ready yet?” Clark’s voice came over her cell phone.

		“Just about,” she answered him, adjusting her aqua-colored blouse in the mirror and checking out her tight white jeans one final time.

		“Remember what you promised to do, if they’ll hold still for it,” Clark reminded her.

		“Are you really sure you want me to do that, if the guys don’t mind?”

		“I’m positive,” Clark chortled, “I want to see those huge cocks that are about to fuck that hot little pussy of yours, and so will Marla!”

		“Okay, I promise to take photos with my phone if they don’t object and sent them to you two pervs,” Brie giggled into the phone. “But I still say it’s weird that you want to see those two humongous cocks!”

		“Mine is huge enough so that I’m not intimidated,” Clark responded quickly, “besides, I bet I sucked one that big myself, back when I was experimenting with being a gay boy!”

		“I doubt that,” she said, smiling again. “Reynaldo’s is huge, and so is Joaquin’s, for that matter!”

		“You know what they say, ‘a picture is worth a thousand words’, babe,” he laughed into the phone. “And in addition to that, Marla just loves to look at photos of gigantic cocks and fantasize about fucking them!”

		“Well, you can tell her for me that I intend to do more than fantasize about fucking that pair of monster cocks tonight,” she shot back. “I hope you’re okay with that, darling.”

		“Have a great time,” Clark replied confidently, “Marla is coming by to keep me entertained tonight and well into the morning, I’m sure.”

		“What time is she supposed to be there to baby-sit you?” Brie asked, slipping into the high heels she intended to wear out dancing tonight.

		“Around nine-thirty, I think,” Clark replied.

		“You two have fun, too,” Brie said airily, getting ready to break the connection.

		Joaquin, her date for tonight, was supposed to meet her downstairs at a quarter to nine, so she’d have to hurry. They were due to meet Renaldo, Joaquin’s friend, the huge black stud she planned on fucking in addition to Joaquin tonight, at the salsa dance club sometime after nine.

		She told Clark good-bye and put her phone back in her purse. Taking a last look around her suite, she saw that everything was ready for the little mini-orgy she intended to indulge in with her two handsome lovers tonight, just as she’d told Clark.

		This is so hot! She said to herself as she stepped onto the elevator, headed down to the lobby. I’m going to spend the night dancing, sucking, and fucking two beautiful guys with huge dicks and Clark knows all about it and he’s fine with it! He even wants me to send him pictures, while it’s happening, if the guys will allow me to do that!

		“Hey, there’s my favorite dance partner,” Joaquin Alvarez said, breaking into a huge smile as Brie stepped off the elevator.

		Joaquin was the Food and Beverage Manager at this hotel, but he was off duty now. He wore a pair of ultra-tight black trousers with slightly flared bottoms, a pair of pointy black shoes which gleamed from a recent waxing, and a puffy-sleeved, lace-fronted white shirt that was unbuttoned nearly down to his navel.

		He looked like some sort of handsome Hispanic gigolo, but that was okay, because Brie, in her tight white jeans, her bright aqua-colored shirt—worn sans bra tonight—and her fuck-me pumps, looked for all the world like a blonde slut.

		And that was okay with her; because that’s the way she intended to behave tonight. She was up for anything, and she wanted both of her handsome lovers to know it, just looking at her!

		

		* * * *

		

		They went to the same, barn-like club they had gone to the last time they’d gone out dancing. Renaldo, a strapping six-foot, five-inch hottie of Puerto Rican descent--with his shaved head and huge muscles—who also happened to be as black as the ace of spades, had showed up ahead of them gotten a table.

		Daiquiris were ordered and a tab was started. Sensual, erotic salsa music throbbed from the speakers suspended overhead in the rafters and Brie downed her first cocktail in practically one swallow and began circling the floor with Renaldo.

		She danced with Joaquin next, had another daiquiri, and went back to Renaldo. As had been the case last time, a nearby table was crowded with an assortment of the two men’s friends, both male and female.

		Occasionally, Renaldo would dance with a hot-looking young Hispanic girl. She had sparkling brown eyes, very nice tits, and an awesome ass. In her low-cut white blouse and her tight little red pencil skirt, she made quite a provocative picture as she cavorted out on the floor with Renaldo.

		When they stopped dancing together at the end of the song, the girl accompanied him back to the table where Brie and Joaquin sat, drinking their latest round of daiquiris and catching their breath. She looked down at Brie and asked in slightly accented English, “Hey, sexy mama, do you believe in sharing?”

		“That all depends,” Brie answered back with a smile, “what did you have in mind?”

		“I’ve fucked both of these guys a bunch of times, and I hear you get off on that scene, too,” the girl whispered so that only Brie and her two male companions could hear her. “Tell me; are you into girls also, chica?”

		Memories of her recent hot night with Clark and Marla flashed before her mind’s eye and she said, “Maybe; what did you have in mind?”

		“I suck a mean pussy, gorgeous girl,” she murmured, her dark eyes sweeping up and down Brie’s body hungrily as she spoke, “and I like having mine sucked, too! What about it; do you want to hook up tonight, and trade off fuck both of these guys in between pussy-lickings?”

		Maybe it was the daiquiris, maybe it was the pulsing Latin beat enveloping the whole place, or maybe it was the sexiness of the girl herself, but Brie heard herself telling the other woman, “Okay, if you want to play, so do I, honey!”

		

		* * * *

		

		Because it was a predominantly macho, Latin crowd, the idea of two women dancing together attracted a lot more attention that it would have in your typical dance club. But Brie and Carlotta--that was the young hottie’s name—didn’t give a damn.

		They danced a few numbers together while Reynaldo and Joaquin watched. The two girls touched each other out on the floor, their fingertips trailing across each other’s hot bodies until they were both panting with desire.

		At eleven o’clock, they settled up the bill and caravanned back over to Brie’s hotel. Going up to her suite separately, so as not to arouse the girl on the front desk’s suspicions—after all, Joaquin did work there in a management capacity—the four of them were soon locked inside Brie’s hotel room.

		“Listen, a guy I’m seeing down in Portland wants some pictures of tonight’s action,” Brie said as everyone started to strip. “Is that okay with you guys? He won’t post them on the net, or anything, I swear!”

		“Who is this dude, Brie?” Joaquin asked, sounding suspicious.

		“Just a guy I’m fucking down there,” she replied, slipping off her blouse, revealing her naked tits.

		“What does he want to see?” Renaldo asked.

		“Your dicks, going into my pussy…my mouth…my ass,” she said teasingly, opening her jeans and shoving them downward, along with her thong panties.

		“That’s really kinky, mama,” Carlotta said approvingly, shedding her own blouse, bra, and skirt as she spoke. “Will he want to see me, too, do you think?”

		“He’s a real horndog, like most guys,” Brie told her, kicking out of her high heels, leaving herself naked in front of the trio. “If he was here, he’d no doubt want to fuck you, too. You’re nothing but hot!”

		Carlotta lost the remainder of her own clothes and looked appreciatively at Brie’s body. She shook her head and bit her lower lip as she said, “Aye, Dios Mio, you are nothing to turn your nose up at either, Brie! You’re fucking even more beautiful than I thought back at the club, now that I see all of you!”

		“Get a load of how pink her nipples are, Lotta,” Reynaldo chimed in, removing his boxers.

		“There’s much to be said for rose-colored nipples, too, “Brie sighed, feasting her eyes on Carlotta’s waxed-bare pussy lips and gorgeous, half-dollar sized areoles and nipples.

		“Do you want a little taste, as bad as I want to suck those perfect little pink nubs of yours, chica?”

		“Fuck, yes, I do,” Brie breathed, stepping toward the other naked girl eagerly. She asked once more, “How about the pictures, though, for my friend down in Portland?”

		“Click away for all I care,” Joaquin sighed, staring from the black-haired beauty back to the blonde one.

		“How about asking him to send us a picture of his own dick in return, while we’re at it?” Carlotta made the suggestion flippantly, taking Brie in her arms.

		“He’s pretty proud of what he’s got, with good reason,” Brie answered, cuddling into the other girl’s naked flesh enthusiastically. “If I know, him, he’d be more than eager to send a hottie like you a picture of his big cock!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Orgy In Seattle

		

		“Fuck, that’s some gringo cock!” Carlotta sighed out the words, staring at the recent photo of Clark’s rampant dick on the screen of Brie’s smart phone, next to Marla’s forearm, to give it some perspective.

		“If he was here, I’d let him fuck me with that thing, for sure!” She went on to say.

		“You wouldn’t be disappointed, let me clue you,” Brie said, giggling. “He’s very good with that monster, too!”

		Both men, Renaldo and Joaquin, were naked by now, and their own huge cocks were nearly hard, as they stared at the two nude women. Renaldo slowly fisted his foot-long dick and pointed it at them, saying, “How about some black cock, ladies--doesn’t one of you want to suck it a little for me?”

		Brie turned and snapped a picture of the ebony behemoth and sent it to Clark and Marla. She set down her cell phone and plopped herself down on the edge of the mattress, smiling up at him and said, “Bring that huge prick over here and let me take care of it for you, baby!”

		She had no sooner begun to take the mammoth dong into her lips than the camera went off again. Glancing out of the corner of her eye, she saw Carlotta holding the phone up and smiling.

		“Lots and lots of snaps tonight, Brie-baby,” the Hispanic girl murmured. “I want to meet this big-cocked Anglo of yours someday, that’s for sure. So I’m anxious for him to like me, see?”

		Brie did see. She saw a night of pure debauchery ahead of her, with lots of images taken during their little orgy finding their way back to Portland for her and Clark and Marla to ‘ooh’ and ‘aah’ over as the three of them partied together in the future!

		

		* * * *

		

		It was a little past midnight and she and Carlotta were sixty-nining each other in the middle of the bed. The Latin girl had a sweet, sweet pussy and Brie’s tongue was buried in it, lapping out her delicious juice and noisily swallowing it.

		The two men were getting hard once more as they watched the girls together. Renaldo had just come in Brie and Joaquin had dumped a big load into Carlotta.

		All of their spunk was long-gone now, reposing in her tummy and in Carlotta’s. The two of them had gleefully licked each other clean and swallowed the heavy man-cream as soon as they had started gobbling pussy!

		“I get to fuck Brie this time, Naldo,” Joaquin said, leering at the two girls as they ate each other.

		“Okay by me, pal,” Renaldo said with a smile, also staring at the spectacle of the two beauties behaving like a pair of lesbians right in front of them. “Little blondie is quite a fuck, let me tell you!”

		“I remember,” Joaquin said, “you forget, I was boning her before she ever met you, compadre. You’re lucky I’m a hermano, and I share!”

		“Right on, bro,” Renaldo beamed, “and these two little pussies are worth sharing, take it from me!”

		Brie was on top in her and the sensuous Latina’s mutual pussy-licking. She felt the mattress depress behind her and she had heard the guys talking, so it was no surprise when Joaquin’s hard cock head nudged up against her pussy lips while Carlotta continued to lick them.

		He slid right in and Brie almost purred, it felt so good to have a firm dick buried in her again. She whipped her ass back onto his cock and sucked like a wild woman at Carlotta’s juicy cunt.

		About that time, Renaldo’s huge black prick tip appeared in front of her nose, headed for Carlotta’s snug little opening. Brie lapped at it hungrily and Renaldo redirected it momentarily into her sucking mouth.

		She nursed at it passionately, angling her head back so that he could fuck her mouth and throat like a second pussy a few times. He slowly drew it back out and she used her tongue to help pat it down into Carlotta’s hole and she watched it disappear into the other girl until Naldo’s nuts were right in front of her mouth.

		Brie licked them and dragged her tongue along the big ebony shaft as it backed out of Carlotta’s pinkness and then buried itself back inside. She lapped at the hairy sac once more and Renaldo, sighed, saying, “This little bitch it licking my balls and cock as I fuck Lotta!”

		“So’s Lotta, dude,” Joaquin’s contented sigh answered his pal’s. “These two cunts are hot, hot, hot, man!”

		“You can say that again,” Renaldo agreed, hissing out the words as Brie’s tongue went nuts on his cock as she got ready to come!

		This is pure heaven! Brie thought as her pussy boiled over and she started to climax, right on Joaquin’s gliding dick and Carlotta’s devilish tongue tip! Oh, oh, fuck, but it’s hot to come like this!

		The cell phone’s light illuminated the dark room briefly and Brie looked up to see Renaldo had just snapped a picture of his big cock entering Carlotta as Brie tongued it! She knew Marla and Clark would find that extra naughty to look at, and that just made her orgasm all the stronger!

		

		* * * *

		

		It was two in the morning and both big cocks were hard once more and inside Carlotta’s cunt and ass at the same time! Brie leaned in closer and snapped another shot of that, and sent it out to Portland.

		She was toying with her own clit with her free hand as she watched the boys really giving it to Lotta! Again and again, she recorded it all on digital storage as Renaldo and Joaquin had their way with the moaning, screaming Latina!

		“Oh, oh, God, Brie,” she whined, “their dicks are so big; I feel like they’re killing me!”

		“Do you want them to stop, sweetie?” Brie whispered teasingly, moving in closer so that she could lean forward and kiss Lotta while the boys fucked her furiously.

		“Nooooooooooooo,” Carlotta wailed mindlessly, clearly about to orgasm again, “they mustn’t stop. They should never stop fucking me!”

		Their tongues dueled as the Latina started to shiver and shake her way through yet another shattering climax. Brie brought the cell phone up and recorded it all, knowing she’d be the next one to experience being double penetrated; and loving whole the idea of it, especially if Carlotta was filming it, and sending the images back to Clark and Marla down in Portland!

		I know it’s gonna’ hurt at first, she thought as poor Lotta whimpered and came, hard. But it’s so worth it in the end! These super-hung guys make me come so frigging intensely…it’s like magic…so it’s worth a little pain to start out with!

		Sure enough, as soon as they were through with Carlotta, the two men pulled their big cocks out of the simpering, sobbing-with-delight woman and came toward Brie. She handed the phone to Carlotta and got ready to get double-fucked!

		

		* * * *

		

		“I think they’re all fucked out!” Carlotta said, mildly disgusted that there would be no more hard cock for them tonight.

		It was just past four in the morning, and they had just completed another round of double-penetration by both men, into both women. Carlotta had come hard again, as had Brie, but Naldo and Joaquin were now snoring contentedly, their huge dicks soft as butter.

		“I’m not tired, are you?” Brie asked her new female friend.

		“Not yet, chica,” Carlotta smiled, moving toward Brie expectantly, a huge smile on her pretty face. “Oh, Brie, you’re as hot as I thought you were. I’m so glad I met you!”

		Not as glad as I am I met you, darling, Brie thought as they kissed and she started sucking the other girl’s tongue, knowing that naughty little tongue would soon be on her nipples, and then in her pussy once more!

		This is really living, Brie told herself, slipping a finger into Lotta’s hot cunt as they kissed. I’m so glad Marla taught me all about women and how sweet they can be as lovers. I must remember to thank her properly, when I get back to Portland!

		

		* * * *

		

		“You’re hotter than hot,” Carlotta told her as she got ready to leave the suite at six the next morning.

		“So are you, darling,” Brie said, kissing her on the mouth once again.

		Joaquin and Renaldo were waiting outside in the hallway impatiently. They were anxious to get home and get some more rest.

		But the two women had bonded last night, big-time. Brie gave Carlotta her business card, complete with her cell phone number written in pen on the back.

		“Call me, if you ever get down to Portland, doll,” she implored the Hispanic girl. “You and I and Clark—he’s the guy with the huge white dick—and another friend of mine called Marla will party our butts off.”

		“And you do the same,” Carlotta whispered, handing Brie and scrap of paper with her number scrawled across it. “We don’t always have to include Joaquin and Renaldo in our fun. The two of us could have a great time, even without them!”

		Brie nodded that they could and gave Carlotta a final little kiss, and then closed the door behind her. She felt tired, but exhilarated.

		Last night had been a triumph, as far as she was concerned. She was a little worried that Clark and even Marla might be a bit shocked by what a slut she had been with the three Latinos last night, but she put it out of her mind almost immediately.

		After all, she had an afternoon flight into Boise and a dinner meeting with Clem Smith. Clem was a cutie, and she wondered if she’d end up sleeping with him tonight.

		She probably shouldn’t do it. Having one customer as a steady lover—Clark Spicer—was awkward enough.

		If the bosses at New Century Electronics ever found out what she was doing with Clark, they’d probably fire her in a heartbeat. Why increase the chances of that happening by sleeping with Clem over in Boise, too?

		Maybe I’ll find another guy—or another girl—to spend the evening with after Clem and I go to dinner, Brie thought, moving over to place a ten o’clock wake up call with the front desk, so that she could crash for a few hours before she got on the plane to Idaho.

		“Or maybe I’ll just stay in my room and read tonight, after all of last night’s naughty sex!” She mumbled the thought out loud as she got ready to hop back into the ruined bed.

		Nah, what fun would that be? She had the thought as sleep overcame her and she drifted off, dreaming of hot pussies and huge cocks…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Boise, Dinner, Meeting Jim

		

		She had slept the sleep of the extremely unrighteous that morning; then she had vaulted out of bed as soon as the wake up call had come in and thrown her things into her suitcases and taken a quick shower. Brie had worn a track suit on the commuter flight over to Boise, and she had slept most of the way, despite some turbulent air over the mountains.

		Sort of refreshed by the short nap, she picked up her rental car and made her way into downtown Boise. She was heading for the spot where she was staying—she had a suite reserved for her at the Hotel 43, just a few blocks from the Idaho state capitol building—while she was driving, she turned on her rental car’s Bluetooth feature and called Clark on his cell phone at work.

		“Did you get all of the pictures I sent you, lover boy, you and that naughty Marla, that is,” Brie said teasingly when he answered.

		“Just let me close my office door for a moment, darling,” he said brightly.

		In a few seconds, he was back at his desk and saying in an excited voice, “Who are you calling naughty? Fuck, Brie, those images were so hot they almost melted my smart phone! I was expecting the two guys, but who was that girl? She looked sensational!”

		“I bet Marla’s tongue was hanging out as she looked at those,” Brie giggled, but still managed to watch the road ahead.

		“She sucked my dick so hard I was afraid for a moment that it was going be torn free of my body when she saw that chick,” Clark sighed, remembering. “And she went absolutely apeshit when she saw those two huge cocks!”

		“They were impressive, I have to say,” Brie commented.

		“And those two guys looked as if they knew how to use them,” Clark said.

		“Oh, yeah, I think you could safely say that.”

		She lowered her voice and said, “So it sounds like you and Marla had a great time last night, too.

		Clark laughed and said, “Marla and I always have a great time in bed together. That’s why we’ve been on and off—mostly on—bedmates since eighth grade.”

		Brie was shocked, in spite of herself. She blurted, “I had no idea you two had known each other that long!”

		“Well, we sort of lost track of one another for a while, when I was away on the east coast for college, “But I moved right back to Portland, where I grew up, after I got my PhD at MIT. And she never left. She went to Portland State for her bachelors and got her law degree at Lewis & Clark, right here in town.”

		“Law degree…Marla has a law degree?” Brie’s voice sounded as stunned as she felt upon learning that!

		“Didn’t you know? Marla is not only a member in good standing with the Oregon state bar, she teaches constitutional law at the college!”

		Brie didn’t say anything. She couldn’t!

		I had my tongue up a law professor’s pussy the other night! She started at that thought and began giggling. She couldn’t help herself!

		

		* * * *

		

		Brie met the boyishly handsome and down-to-earth Clement Smith at the Bardenay Restaurant and Distillery in downtown Boise at seven that evening. He had originally suggested that they dine at Chandler’s Steakhouse, but that was the restaurant inside her hotel and she’d gently vetoed that idea.

		Knowing that if they had a few drinks and a little wine with dinner, she might be very tempted to invite the cute Director of New Product Development at Logan Industries up to her room for a nightcap, and she knew that if she did that, he’d be spending the night in her bed! It had been quite obvious on her last visit to Boise that young Mr. Smith was quite taken by the way she filled out a business suit, and she was determined to keep her client dalliances down to one—Clark Spicer!

		She found Clem to be very desirable, too, in a Jimmy Steward, “aw shucks ma’am,” sort of way. Brie could easily see herself spending the night in his company and then finding out how big his dick was, what he liked to do in bed and all the other nasty little things that people who shared a hotel room for the night discovered about one another.

		As a result, she took a cab to the Bardenay. It turned out that the restaurant was only a five-minute walk from her hotel, but she was wearing a new pair of high heels, a nice evening dress with a scooped neckline, and an evening wrap, so walking the short distance between her hotel and her dinner meeting with Clem didn’t sound all that appealing.

		Appreciating the fact that the cab driver didn’t give her a funny look when the short drive was over, she responded by reward him with a much larger than average tip. He seemed quite happy as he drove away.

		Clem Smith had a table for them inside the restaurant. Since he had greeted in his office on her last trip in casual clothes, she was pleased to see that he had dressed up for the occasion.

		Tonight he was wearing a dark blue suit, a white shirt, and a necktie. Clem sprang up from his seat at the table to greet her when she came in the front door of the Bardenay, looking slightly uncomfortable in the formal business dress—he had been wearing blue jeans and a pullover shirt the day she had first met him at his office inside the large metal building that Logan Industries called home—but he nevertheless seemed very happy to see her again.

		“God, I thought you were gorgeous that first day in my office,” he said, eyeing her low-cut evening dress eagerly. “And you were wearing a business suit and a blouse that was buttoned up all the way to your chin that day!”

		Brie laughed and took off her wrap and draped it over her chair casually before she sat down, showing off her cleavage all the more, plus her bare shoulders. She looked up at Clem, who had come around the table to hold her chair for her like a true gentleman.

		She noted that he had used the opportunity to peer down her dress at her sumptuous breasts. But she didn’t hold that against him. If anything, it made her heart beat faster. Clem was as big of a cutie as she had first thought. And he was horny for her, there seemed to be little doubt of that.

		It’s going to be a real test of my will power, not to invite him back to my hotel for a nightcap, she thought as the waiter appeared with two menus.

		“How was your trip so far?” Clem asked, as her resumed his seat across the table from her.

		She thought of Renaldo and Joaquin and their huge dicks, Carlotta and her sweet pussy and delicious nipples last night in Seattle, but she managed to say blandly, “Oh, it’s been fine; nothing to write home about; pretty routine, really.

		“I’d love to show you a great time in Boise, but I’m afraid it’s not that sophisticated a town,” Clem answered. “We have a few nice bars, but a lot more dives and video parlors that masquerade as bars, pizza joints that serve a lot of beer, and redneck venues than anything else.”

		“What’s the nicest place in town?” She asked the question for future reference, not intending to go anywhere else with Clem after their dinner tonight.

		“There’s a cocktail lounge/showroom called the Sapphire Room at a hotel named the Riverside. It’s really fancy. They serve great drinks and they have live entertainment that rotates through there.”

		His boyish face fell and he put his right hand up and nervously swept the brown locks of his shaggy hair up off his forehead as he said, “But I checked, and no one’s playing there tonight. Now, if you’d been in town on Friday, or a Saturday…”

		“Well, that’s probably never going to happen, now is it, Clem?” She spoke softly, staring into his big brown eyes with her sexy emerald green ones. “After all, I’m only in Boise for one night, usually, and it’s always going to be a weeknight.”

		“Well, a guy can dream, can’t he?” The handsome young engineering manager answered right away.

		I’m afraid you’re going to have to keep on dreaming, honey, she thought, somewhat reluctantly, as she returned to perusing the menu. I can’t let myself get started fucking another customer. I just can’t take the chance!

		

		* * * *

		

		Brie got out of the cab, alone, in front of her hotel at ten. She had been sorely tempted to invite Clem back for that drink, but she knew where that would lead and she’d somehow found the strength to avoid doing it.

		Ever hopeful, he had really wanted to see her back to her hotel. She knew he wanted to spend the night with her as badly as she wanted to let him do that, but in the end, she had begged off from a later evening, claiming falsely that she had an early flight out in the morning.

		The night hadn’t been a total waste. Besides a great dinner at the Bardenay, and a fun evening of double-entendre filled banter back and forth between her and handsome young Clem, she had gotten his promise of a very nice purchase order.

		This time, he was buying both a number of printed circuit boards for a new product they were readying for release by the first of the year, as well as replenishing his company’s supply of semiconductors for the on-going production of products already in the pipeline. All in all, this had been a very worthwhile and lucrative trip for Brie!

		She decided to celebrate by having one last drink at the bar in her hotel, before heading up to her room for night of television or Kindle-reading, followed by sleep. Brie told herself she could probably use the rest, after her wild night with the three Latinos in Seattle!

		There were only a sprinkling of patrons in the bar area and three or four couples just finishing up at late dinner in the adjoining restaurant. Brie decided she’d sit at the bar, since she’d probably be leaving after only one drink anyway.

		She ordered a Chivas and soda, and got out her own credit card to pay for it. Dinner and the drinks she and Clem had enjoyed earlier in the evening at the Bardenay had gone on her company-issued American Express card, since they were a genuine business expense—the dinner and evening out had, after all, resulted in a sizable purchase order for New Century Electronics—but this drink strictly of the recreational and relaxation variety.

		Her big boss, John Davidson, was an alcoholic, Brie was pretty sure of that from his “drinker’s nose” and the watery eyes he displayed. But even he probably wouldn’t hold still for paying for her drinks out on the road, unless they were business related.

		“You look lovely tonight,” the man seated next to her, two stools down, said.

		She looked over at him. He was very nice-looking, with short blond hair, intense blue eyes, and a friendly, open smile on his handsome face as he stared back at her. The man was in his middle-thirties, from the look of him, and he wore a very expensive-looking grey suit, a blue dress shirt, and a loosened necktie.

		“Business dinner,” he guessed accurately.

		“Yeah, but it’s over now,” Brie said, sipping her drink, “I’m just having a scotch to unwind before going up to my room for the night.”

		“Me, too,” he said, toasting her with his own glass of clear liquid.

		Vodka or gin, probably, Brie supposed, looking for the telltale olives or twist of lemon that would reveal what he was drinking.

		“You’d better hurry, if you want a few more cocktails to sleep on,” the man cautioned her. “This place closes right at eleven. All of Boise seems to close down early on weeknights.”

		“Good to know,” she said noncommittally. “I take it you’re like me, a stranger in this town?”

		“Chicago,” the man answered succinctly, “I travel the western states for my company; how about you?”

		“Portland is home,” she answered, drinking more of her scotch. “I sell printed circuit boards and semiconductors.”

		“You’re prettier than any engineer I’ve ever come across before,” he said, smiling at her once again.

		“Not guilty,” she grinned back, “I was a Marketing major at UCLA.”

		“Must be hard, peddling stuff like that and not being a BSEE,” he commented, finishing his drink.

		“Oh, I seem to get by okay,” she answered.

		“Bartender, another round, please,” he said, glancing over at Brie, “for me and my new friend here.”

		“Hey, thank you,” she said, her smile growing broader, more inviting. She finished her drink and put it on the bar, leaning over towards him and extending her right hand, “Brie Berenson, New Century Electronics.”

		“Jim King, I sell farm equipment,” he said, shaking her hand and then releasing it.

		“Pleased to meet you, Jim,” Brie said, picking up the fresh drink he had just bought her, “and thanks again for this.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“So tell me about your husband,” Jim said, leaning toward her so that he could speak softy.

		He had moved closer to Brie after he had bought her the second scotch and soda, sitting on the stool right next to hers on her left. Jim King seemed to think he was going to score with her tonight.

		The jury was still out on that, as far as Brie was concerned. He seemed nice, and there was a definite sex-vibe between them.

		But Jim’s sky-blue eyes had a crazy cast to them, the more she looked at them, and they made Brie sort of nervous. She didn’t know if she wanted to be all alone with him in a hotel room or not.

		He was staring down at her ring set. She still wore them all the time, even though Joel and she were done; out of habit, more than anything.

		“He’s history, as far as I’m concerned,” she said aloud, anticipating his question. “We’re in the process of getting a divorce.”

		“What brought that on?”

		She looked at handsome Jim and said softly, “Good-looking guys like you…out on the road; partly I guess. I just can’t seem to keep my hands off them, or theirs off me.”

		He laughed and finished the gin and tonic he was drinking before asking, “Do you like it rough, Brie?”

		A thrill ran through her as she thought about that. Joaquin and Renaldo hadn’t exactly been gentle with her last night. They hadn’t actually slapped her around, but they had really “rag-dolled” her between their two strong bodies when they’d doubled her, fucking her asshole and her pussy at the same time.

		“Define what you mean by, ‘rough’,” she said, smiling somewhat nervously at him as she sipped her drink.

		“Sometimes I like to tie a girl up,” Jim confessed, “so I can do whatever I want with her.”

		An even bigger thrill gripped Brie. Like everyone else she knew, she had read the Fifty Shades trilogy when it had come out. She’d even seen the movie, on cable!

		But she had never participated in anything like that herself. The slightly kinky sex she’d shared with Marla and Clark the other night had been the closest she’d ever come to anything that…offbeat! Donning that black harness and fucking Marla with it; sucking Clark’s cock off while Marla had worn it and used it to ream his cute ass out with that dildo was pretty much it, as far as Brie’s experiences went with out-of-the-ordinary sex.

		She didn’t count last night with the three Latinos. That had been pretty much straight man-woman sex with a little mutual pussy licking thrown into the bargain.

		“These girls you tie up,” she whispered hesitantly, her heart pounding with excitement at the thought of having something like that done to her, “you don’t really…hurt them, do you?”

		“Only as much as they want me to,” Jim replied off-handedly. “Some of them are bad, bad girls, and they long to be punished for their naughty ways.”

		“And how do you do that?” Brie’s inquisitive voice was a low murmur of rising desire.

		“Oh, that varies,” he said, smiling over at her, seeming to know she was going to end up in his room tonight, “sometimes I use my hand. Some of them just want a good spanking.”

		A hot, twinge of excitement flashed through Brie’s pussy at the mere thought of that; being naked with this nice-looking stranger, lying across his lap, letting him spank her bare bottom…before he fucked her in it! She drew in a ragged breath and finished her drink, still imagining that.

		“Sometimes I use other little…toys on them, to help punish them properly,” he said casually.

		“D-Do you have any of those naughty…toys with you on this trip?”

		He grinned and nodded that he did, indeed, saying, “I never travel without a few. You never know when you’ll need them; when you’ll meet a girl who needs my special brand of punishment.”

		Brie’s pussy was now as wet as it could be. She glanced down and saw that her hard little nipples were pushing out against the front of her dress, right through the material of her bra and the dress itself.

		Looking back up at Jim, she whispered, “I can be pretty bad, sometimes, I guess. I was especially bad last night, over in Seattle.”

		“Sounds like you should tell me all about it,” he said softly. “Would you like to have one more drink; and then go up to my room and do that?”

		Trembling with excitement, Brie nodded that she would!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Intense Pain, Unreal Pleasure

		

		This is wild! Brie thought as Jim swiped his key card through the room lock. I don’t know what to expect. It’s not like going up to a normal guy’s hotel room for a night of fun!

		His room was the twin of hers. She felt a momentary let down, as she glanced around and realized that there was nothing out of the ordinary here.

		What had I been expecting, some sort of whips and chains dungeon of some kind; a “red room of pain”, like in that Fifty Shades book?

		“Just let me get my suitcase open,” he said, locking the door securely and then crossing the room to the case.

		Brie watched as he unzipped the big black suitcase sitting on the folding suitcase caddy the hotel provided. The bag had been carefully unpacked—she could see several more suits and shirts hanging in the closet—but the bottom of Jim’s valise seemed to be lined with an exotic assortment of objects.

		“Let’s just slip these on, after you strip for me, of course,” he said, holding up some handcuffs that had bright-pink faux fur linings on the restraint part of them.

		Brie sucked in a breath and thought about that: Do I really want to do that! What if he hurts me? What if he hits me too hard and I want him to stop; with those things on, I’d be totally at his mercy!

		“I-I’ve never done this sort of thing before,” she said breathlessly, staring at the handcuffs with undisguised fear in her eyes.

		“Take your clothes off, Brie,” he said as if she hadn’t spoken. “How can I punish you if you’re not ready? Show me that naughty little ass of yours, so that I can spank it properly!”

		Brie trembled and said, “Will you fuck me, too?”

		Still smiling, Jim began to take off his clothes, tossing the handcuffs on the nearby bed. As she watched, he doffed the suit coat, undid his tie the rest of the way and removed it, and unbuttoned his shirt.

		He had a nicely furred chest and a flat tummy. Brie liked that in a guy, and calmed down a little as she watched him strip the shirt all the way off, and kick out of his shoes.

		Jim bent and yanked off his dress socks, and then stood back up and undid his belt and his zipper. The suit pants slid down his powerful legs, and he took off his boxers as well.

		Ooh, what nice one! She had the thought as his prick came into view.

		Jim King’s dick was at least nine inches long—not as big as Renaldo’s, or Joaquin’s, or Clark’s—but it made up for being just a tad shorter than those three formidable cocks by being enormously thick! She bet she could barely close her fist around it; only her fingertips would meet if she tried.

		“Now, it’s your turn,” he breathed heavily, turning toward the bed and picking up the furry handcuffs once again. “Show me what you’ve got, Brie.”

		Still shivering nervously, she threw off her wrap and set it and her purse down on a nearby dresser. She then reached behind her and undid her dress, unzipping it clear down to her butt.

		Stepping out of the evening gown, she tossed it on a chair and undid her bra. The frilly black brassiere sailed over to join the dress and soon she was wriggling out of her pantyhose in front of his appreciative gaze.

		His huge cock jerked as she stepped out of her high heels and pushed her black thong panties off her ass. Jim’s smile grew larger as he watched them slide down onto her bare feet.

		“Put your hands behind your back and turn around,” he commanded her, holding out the open cuffs toward her.

		Quivering with excitement, she did as he asked. She felt the fur around her wrists and then heard the locks click shut.

		He reached out and grabbed her by her bare shoulders. Sitting down on the edge of the king bed, he guided her onto his lap on her tummy, his hard cock pulsing against her right shoulder.

		She was lying across his naked legs; and visions of her own father holding her this way—fully clothed, of course, when she’d been a naughty little girl back in Michigan—flashed through her mind. Brie sucked in a big breath of air and waited.

		“Tell me what you did in Seattle, Brie,” Jim whispered, caressing her naked ass cheeks with his fingertips as he spoke.

		A tremor of lust, fear, and excitement coursed through Brie as he did just that. She murmured, “There were these two guys…Renaldo and Joaquin…we were out dancing in a club. We had a lot of drinks, and then we went back to my hotel room. A cute Latina girl named Carlotta went with us.”

		“What were these men like?”

		“Joaquin is in management at the hotel. That’s where I met him. He’s tall and Hispanic-looking, with broad shoulders and narrow hips. Renaldo is Puerto Rican, and ebony-black in color. He has a shaved head, and huge muscles; he’s a hottie, but then, so is Joaquin.”

		“Do they have big cocks?”

		Brie trembled as she lay across his knee and said almost inaudibly, “Yeah, really big and long, both of them.”

		“Did you suck them?”

		Brie gulped back her excitement and whispered, “Yeah, I did that.”

		“Did you let them fuck this cute little pink pussy of yours?”

		She whined and admitted, “Yeah, both of them…all night long!”

		He teased her very wet cunt lips with his fingertips while murmuring, “Did you let them shoot their come inside you, you bad girl?”

		Brie closed her eyes and nodded that she had. Jim’s fingertips left her pussy.

		“You were very naughty,” he rasped, bringing his open palm down sharply on her bare ass cheeks.

		A firestorm of erotic sensations roared through Brie’s ass and down into her pussy as the first blow landed. She twisted and turned on his lap, but he held her firmly in place with his free hand and smacked her butt noisily once again.

		“Did you suck them off?”

		A third spank landed and Brie cried out, “Oh, God, yes! I swallowed all of for them, too!”

		A fourth and fifth blow landed and she came, as suddenly and as unexpectedly as she had ever orgasmed in her life. She squealed out in joy and pain and confusion as he rained down smack after smack on her tortured butt while she continued to twist and turn on his lap, orgasming furiously!

		Sobbing with release, she wailed at last, “Oh, God, no more! Please stop spanking me!”

		Jim laughed cruelly and kept right on pummeling her perfect little ass cheeks with blows. He chortled, “Oh, you’re a bad one, alright. I could tell as soon as you walked into the bar tonight that you deserved this…and a whole lot more!”

		Brie froze when she heard that, her heart pounding with terror. Jim bent low and whispered, “How about this Latina girl? Did you touch her as well?”

		He smacked her hard and she whimpered, “I did. I licked her pussy until she came; lots of times. And she licked mine! I-I sucked her tits, too!”

		Jim sighed and she felt his rigid prick jerk against the bare skin of her shoulder. The man’s big hand slapped her ass repeatedly and Brie groaned and sobbed into his naked thigh as he wailed on her.

		“You’re such a bad girl, Brie,” he murmured as he spanked her mercilessly. “What am I to do with you?”

		All at once the pounding stopped. She felt herself being manhandled onto the carpet, her cheek pressed flat against it, but her ass still hiked up into the air.

		Brie felt something cold and slippery being shot into her asshole, and then felt Jim’s cock head nudge its way into her nether entrance. She moaned as he took her anally in one long push.

		He put his bare foot on her right cheek and started to hammer his long, thick cock in and out of her ass like a madman while he pushed her face into the carpet with the bottom of his foot! She whined as he reached down and started to tickle her clit with his fingertips as he fucked her…

		

		* * * *

		

		“You’ll find you’re glad to have this,” Jim assured her as he tightened the ball gag’s headgear around the hair at the back of her head.

		She was strapped down, in a spread-eagle position on her back, in the center of the bed. He had taken off the handcuffs while she lay panting from the ferociousness of the recent orgasm she’d experienced as he’d flooded her ass with his boiling-hot come.

		While she was still reeling from the rough, rapid anal sex, he’d tossed her limp body on the bed and tied her into place with some restraints he’d pulled from his magic suitcase. Now that she could barely make a sound, he got out a simple candle and a book of matches.

		“This will really sting at first,” he promised her as he lit the candle and moved up between her spread open legs, “especially on your clit and your nipples.”

		The first droplet of hot wax dripped down onto her clitty just then and Brie screamed in pain but most of her cries were absorbed by the ball gag. He calmly covered her super-sensitive little bud in hot wax as she strained to escape the restraints and futilely yelled out her agony into the rubbery red ball.

		Moving up to her nipples, he dripped wax on the left one first, and Brie wailed and arched up off the bed, trying to get free. He let several more of the scorching droplets hit her areole and her nipple, then switched his attention to her right breast.

		Brie screamed into the gag once more and cried out to no avail as he covered both of her small pink knobs with the searingly-hot candle wax. He blew out the candle and moved back between her legs, tossing both the candle and the matchbook off the bed as he lay down between her thighs.

		“Now, this will no doubt hurt a little at first,” he smiled up into her terrified face. “But I predict you’ll grow to love it soon enough. They all do.”

		He took the wax patch covering her clit between his sharp white teeth and pulled it slowly free. Agony flashed through Brie’s clitoris as the small coating of clingy wax was gradually stripped away. Then, all at once, his mouth was sucking her clit in, and his tongue was laving hot saliva onto her tortured tissues.

		A thunderbolt of pure pleasure shot from Brie’s cunny up to her wax-covered nipples! She groaned and pushed her pussy up into his mouth while he ate her as if he truly loved her!

		She had one….two…three huge orgasms in a row, all in the space of a few minutes or so. And then he fucked her in her sopping-wet pussy with his once more engorged cock until she came yet again.

		Panting for breath, Brie watched warily as Jim got onto his knees, still hard and ready to fuck, and straddled her torso. He bent and did his little trick with his teeth and the wax on her left nipple, and then began to suck it.

		She moaned and tossed her pussy upward, getting super-aroused once again in a few heartbeats. He waited until she was gurgling and cooing into the ball gag, and then repeated his oral assault on her right nipple.

		When Brie was mindlessly arching her hips up off the bed, he reached back and began to finger-fuck her pussy with his right hand. Brie gasped at how wonderful his touch was on her keyed-up cunt, just as he loosened her ball gag and removed it.

		“You may suck me off now, Brie,” he whispered, turning back around and stuffing his cock head into her mouth.

		He continued to finger her clit and Brie thrust her head forward, nearly inhaling his huge cock greedily. She wanted to suck it!

		She found that she was desperate to feel his big balls draining into her mouth. Brie wanted to taste his come as badly as she had ever wanted anything in her life!

		And she was utterly mad to experience still more of this insanely hot, dangerous sex with the sadistic Jim King. She wanted to spend the night in his room…she shuddered as she realized she wanted all he could give her!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Portland Again, Home At Last

		

		As she was deplaning back in Portland, Brie passed a trash barrel nearly as soon as she got out into the main part of the terminal. She had Jim King’s business card in her hand and she dropped it into the refuse receptacle without a second thought.

		She never wanted to be hurt and degraded like that again. He had suggested that they might coordinate their next visits to Boise when he’d given her the card early this morning, just before she’d sneaked back to her own room, eyes downcast, humiliated by all the nasty things she’d allowed him to do to her last night.

		Still, he had made her come all night long. And there was the matter of that magnificent cock of his.

		Some of those fucks he had given her had been little short of incredible. As had some of the orgasms she’d experienced when he’d done all of those outlandish things to her poor, tied down body…

		Wordlessly, Brie turned around and sprinted back to the trash barrel. She rummaged through it until she found the card and tucked it hurriedly back into her purse.

		Embarrassed by her own weakness, she held her head high and left that part of the terminal, her cheeks reddened by her own shameless behavior at retrieving the card. She still didn’t intend to call Jim King again…but you never knew, now did you?

		

		* * * *

		

		She got her luggage together and found her way out to long-term parking. Stowing her suitcases away in her Camry, she left the airport and headed home to Clark’s house.

		It was almost rush-hour, so the going was slow. She arrived at the house just at five and smiled.

		Clark would be home soon, and wanting to know the details of her trip. She wouldn’t call Davidson, the National Sales Manager down in LA until the morning to discuss how much success she’d had. It was too late to do that today, and she didn’t feel like it anyway.

		Instead, she used her key to unlock the front door, turned off the alarm, and shut the door behind her and locked it. Wheeling her suitcase into the rec room, she mixed herself a scotch and soda and sat down in one of the big easy chairs and put her feet up on the ottoman.

		What a trip that was! She had the thought as she remembered her three Latin lovers in Seattle, all of the sales she’d generated there, and most of all…Boise!

		Her night in Jim King’s room had been a revelation. She had never thought of herself as being that way, secretly hungering for humiliation at the hands of a sadist like Jim.

		But she had orgasmed a bunch of times last night and some of them had been really spectacular. She had to admit that.

		Brie had debated all morning and this afternoon, during her short flight back to Portland from Boise about whether or not to tell Clark what had happened to her with Jim. She pretty much had to tell him about Seattle—there had been all of those back and forth photos after all—but she could just say she went to an uneventful dinner with Clem Smith and then back to her room, if she wanted to do that.

		Clark never said I had to share all of the details of my little road trysts with him when I got back, she thought, drinking her scotch slowly. Just like he never said that he was going to fill me in on what had happened with Marla or his other girls when I was out of town, either.

		And she’d been alright with that. She wasn’t really sure how she would take hearing about how the other women had fucked him and sucked him in her absence.

		She wasn’t sure she wanted to know all that. Brie drank some more scotch and thought about it.

		She didn’t think she’d be jealous, not really. Marla and she had fucked Clark together, all night long, and she hadn’t been a bit jealous; turned on, maybe, but not jealous.

		Hell, she had even suggested to Clark that he invite Marla over to keep him company when she was gone on this trip! And he had. She knew that from the photos he had sent to Seattle; it had been Marla’s forearm next to his hard cock in that one picture.

		I haven’t really given the fact that she spent a couple of nights in our bed with my boyfriend a second thought, until now, she admitted, finishing her drink.

		As she got up to make herself another, she thought, I think will tell Clark all about last night with Jim King. Clark’s got more than a little kink going for him. He’s a lifelong hedonist, after all. Maybe he’ll be able to help me understand why I found last night to be so thrillingly hot!

		

		* * * *

		

		She sat back down in the recliner and nursed her second drink until Clark arrived home at five-forty-five. He came bounding into the room, dressed in one of his killer suits and her heart began to sing.

		God, he’s so frigging handsome, she thought, looking up at him from the big chair, I can barely believe I’m living here, with him, in this beautiful house, in this fantastic place!

		“You’re finally home,” he said, breaking into a huge smile.

		“Finally, heck, I was only gone two nights, darling,” she said, delighted to find that he’d missed her.

		“That’s two night too long, as far as I’m concerned,” he said, striding over to her chair, bending at the waist, reaching underneath her and picking her up in his arms.

		“Put me down, you big oaf!” She chided him lovingly, hoping he did nothing of the sort!

		She needn’t have worried about that, as it turned out. He carried her across the big room, down the hallway, and into the master bedroom before setting her down.

		When he did, it was in the middle of their bed. She smiled up at him encouragingly and he straightened up and took off his suit coat.

		The tie and shirt followed, and the suit pants, shoes and socks were not far behind. He joined her on the bed and took the empty cocktail glass from her hand and reached over and set it on the nightstand.

		Brie’s travel clothes, the stylish new track suit, vanished as quickly as his clothes had. But he didn’t stop stripping her until she was entirely naked.

		“No fair,” she said kittenishly, reaching for the waistband of his boxers, “I want to see this monster!”

		She had barely gotten him naked when his right hand snaked out to grab her left wrist. He turned her onto her tummy and demanded, “What are all these welts?”

		“Jim said not to worry about them, darling,” she sighed, knowing he was talking about the slightly raised sections on both of her ass cheeks.

		Jim King had “caned” her lightly last night, and it had raised big, red welts on her perfect little butt cheeks. They had begun to fade away by this morning, and Jim had assured her that they would vanish, entirely of their own accord, in a few more days.

		“Who is this ‘Jim’ guy?” His normally calm voice sounded suddenly challenging as he asked the question.

		“I met a really…interesting man; I guess you could say, at the bar in my hotel in Boise last night,” she admitted, turning onto her back once more, reaching out for Clark’s half hard cock. “His name was Jim King.”

		“Tell me about him.”

		Brie gave a little shrug and answered, “He’s in his mid-thirties, I’d say. Jim’s a sharp dresser, a salesman, like me and he’s sort of handsome. He has a great big cock, not as long as yours or some of the other guys I regularly fuck, but long enough.”

		When Clark flashed her a tiny smile of approval, she added, “It’s really thick! That wide fucker nearly gagged me, when he throat-fucked me and came in my mouth for the first time. And when he put it up my ass…”

		Her voice trailed off and she shuddered involuntarily as she remembered Jim’s huge cock claiming her ass for the first time. She whispered, “He was kind of rough, on purpose. Jim had a pair of fur-lined handcuffs in his suitcase, and he fastened my hands together behind my back and shoved me down onto the carpet and fucked me hard up the ass while he held me in place with his bare foot on my cheek!”

		“Jesus, but that sounds hot,” Clark sighed.

		She jabbed him in the ribs with her elbow impatiently and grinned at him, as his cock got stiff as it could be in her stroking fist. She hissed, “You’re supposed to be on my side, lover. Remember that!”

		“I am, but picturing you like that, with your ass up in the air and your head pinned down to the floor while he took you deep in the butt…that’s a powerful image, sweetheart!”

		She looked downward almost shyly and whispered, “I know. I got off something fierce when he butt-fucked me. He was toying with my clit as he really rammed it into me and stepped on my face!”

		“Did he…did he come in your ass?”

		“Fuck, yes, he did! And he didn’t wear a rubber, either!”

		“Was it a lot of semen?”

		She smiled and nodded that it had been. Whispering again, she went on to tell Clark what Jim had done next, with the ball gag and the restraints on top of the bed.

		“He came down your throat as he fucked it?”

		Again, she blushed as she recalled the flood of white-hot spunk flowing down her gulping throat. She nodded again, that it had been a lot, before telling him about the spanking before the butt-fuck.

		“He really wailed on my ass, Clark. I bet it was bright red, when he fucked me back there.”

		Clark’s cock was hard as the proverbial boulder in her fist. His grey eyes glinted with arousal as he asked, “What did he do next?”

		“He’d made me confess what I’d done in Seattle with Joaquin and Renaldo and Carlotta while he spanked me. That seemed to make him half-crazy with lust. He could barely wait to punish me!”

		“And he did that by fucking you in the ass, after he’d spanked you?”

		“Yeah, I guess you could say that,” she murmured.

		A new realization struck her and she looked up at Clark and said, “He dripped hot candle wax onto my clitty and both nipples while he had me tied down on the bed--God, but that hurt so much when he did that to me; the fucker!”

		Clark groaned and his cock went nuts in her fist. She smiled at him and said softly, “Oh, you like it that he hurt me, don’t you, you big perv?”

		“No, it’s not that,” Clark sighed, twisting around on the bed, “it just sounds so hot, dripping wax onto your little pussy and your gorgeous tits!”

		“Well, it was hot,” she scolded him. “It burned like mad!”

		Both of them just stared at one another for long moments, and then Brie added, “But it didn’t hurt as much as when he ripped the wax off with his teeth!”

		“Jesus,” Clark moaned, clearly imagining that. “What did he do to you next?”

		“He licked my nippies and my clitty for me,” she murmured, remembering how good that had felt.

		She glanced up at Clark once more and admitted, “He made me come again, with his tongue and lips. Oh, God, Clark, I came so hard!”

		Brie went on to say, “I’d have been screaming, but he had a ball gag in my mouth while he did all that. When he took it off…that’s when he throat-fucked me and shot off in my mouth!”

		Clark didn’t say a word. He just arranged her on her back; her legs bent at the waist, her kneecaps pressing back on her big breasts, and fucked her hard and deep.

		“Ugh! Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck that’s it!” She panted out the words, loving the feel of his gigantic, familiar cock inside her soupy-wet pussy. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard, just like that awful Jim did!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“So, do you think I should see him again, the next time I’m in Boise?”

		It was ten that night. They had taken a shower together after the torrid sex, had a few more drinks, and then eaten dinner out of the patio.

		Clark had grilled up some delicious beef ribs, drizzled with a special marinade of his own invention. She had thrown together a big green salad, and they’d added some seasoned home-fries from the freezer out in the garage.

		After that, they had watched a movie on some cable channel and now they were in bed for the night. She lay with her head in the crook of his big arm, on her back like Clark, who was next to her on the pillows.

		“Do you want to?”

		There was another long silence before she said in the darkness, “I don’t know if I should or not. Do you think he’d really hurt me?”

		“I don’t know. I’ve never met the man. What do you think? After all, you spent the night in his room.”

		She thought about that and finally said, “He had these crazy blue eyes. Those things really get this wild look about them, once he gets all wound up with…punishing a girl!”

		After waiting a few beats, she added, “He said he wouldn’t hurt me any more than I wanted him to hurt me.”

		“And did you; did you want him to hurt you, to punish you for your sins?”

		She stared off into the darkness and said, “I must have. He about drew blood with that damned cane of his…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Marla, Again

		

		I bet she’s done something similar, Brie thought the next morning.

		Clark was long at work, and she had just gotten off the phone with Davidson and Brad Fischer down in LA. They were ecstatic about the numbers from her trip to Seattle and Boise.

		The plan was for her to go to Denver next week, and then to fly back to Portland and drive down to Eugene and Corvallis and meet up with the present rep for those two college towns. He would introduce her to his existing customers and fill her in on the tech outfits that he had as yet been unable to penetrate, which had sprung up just recently in the two smaller cities.

		Now, she had nothing to do for the rest of the day, and she loved that! Looking out the kitchen window at the broad, easy-flowing river, she smiled and basked in the feeling of being home, truly home, for the first time since she had left her parent’s house in Michigan, all those years ago.

		Her thoughts, however, kept turning to Boise and to Jim King. Did she want to call him and coordinate another meeting on the road, or not?

		The idea of consulting with Marla about whether or not to see Jim had just popped into Brie’s mind. She’d be willing to bet that the adventuresome, bold redhead had had some experience with the whips-and-chain set!

		She sure looked the part in that picture Clark had snapped of her in that black leather dominatrix outfit and that feather mask. Brie shivered lustfully as she remembered that whip in her hand in that picture!

		Picking up her cell phone, she speed dialed Marla’s phone. The slightly older woman surprised her by answering on the first ring.

		“Hey, I thought you’d be in class or something,” Brie said by way of a greeting.

		“Oh, Clark told you that I’m a college professor, did he?” Marla asked.

		“Yeah, he did,” Brie answered. “You could have knocked me over with a feather when I found out a wild child like you is not only an attorney, but teaches in law school!”

		Marla laughed and that gravelly, sexy voice of hers made the laughter sound more exciting somehow, as if she was laughing at a risqué comment or an off color joke. Brie couldn’t help but smile as she asked, “Are you free for lunch today? I’m buying.”

		“This is Friday, babe,” Marla said. “My mama didn’t raise no fools. I don’t have any more classes after the next one. I’m totally a free woman after noon today.”

		“Let’s meet at Clark’s favorite restaurant, the Veritable Quandary at one or so,” Brie suggested. “I’ll call for reservations.”

		“Why don’t you let me do that? The people there all know me and I can get us a better table.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“I can’t believe they’re going to close this place after this summer,” Brie said, glancing around at the beautiful restaurant and its perfect garden setting.

		“Well, what can I tell you; that’s the plan as of now,” Marla said sourly, drinking more of her martini. “The idiots downtown want to build the new courthouse on the lot right next door. The owner isn’t going for that; the noise, dust, and general confusion of that long construction project would ruin the Quandary’s ambience entirely, plus the finished courthouse would loom over this place like an aircraft carrier that was about to run over a sampan.”

		“How long has this place been here?”

		“As long as I can remember,” Marla sighed sadly, “I came here on my junior prom date. Clark took me.”

		“You two go way back, from what he’s said,” Brie commented.

		Marla laughed gaily, “You might say that. He’s the boy who I first played doctor with, when we were still in kindergarten.”

		“No kidding!” Brie giggled, drinking some Chivas and soda. “What did that mighty cock of his look like back then?”

		“Like a tiny version of what you see now,” Marla shared with a chuckle. “It was bigger than the other little boys’ pricks, but they were really tiny!”

		“How do you know that?”

		Marla grinned and said softly, “I said Clark was the first boy I played show and tell with…not the last!”

		Their entrees came and they ordered an excellent bottle of white wine to go with them. Both women had selected salads, so the wine was a good choice.

		“There’s something I want to discuss with you, but I’m not really comfortable doing it in a public place like this,” Brie said, halfway through lunch.

		“Why don’t you follow me over to my house, after we finish up here?”

		“Oh, do you live far away?”

		Marla laughed again and said enigmatically, “You’ll be surprised at how close I live to you and Clark.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Brie thought at first that Marla was heading for Clark’s house as she followed along in her Camry. Marla turned into their upscale housing development, hard by the Columbia River.

		But she pulled her new black Lexus LFA into the driveway of another sprawling home two streets over from Clark’s. The place was roughly the same age as his, and Marla’s backyard was the nearby river also.

		“This house reminds me so much of Clark’s,” Brie said as Marla opened the front door with her key.

		“It should. It belonged to my folks’, just like Clark inherited his from his parents, when they died in that car wreck when he was away at MIT, finishing up his doctorate.”

		Brie stopped inside the entrance, stunned by what Marla had just said. She asked, “You mean; Clark grew up in that house?”

		“Yep, just like I was raised in this one,” Marla said, coming inside, closing and locking the front door behind her.

		“Why do you think Clark and I have always been so close?” Marla said, as moved inside the living room and tossed her purse and car keys on the coffee table. “Can I interest you another scotch and soda?”

		“Sure,” Brie said distractedly, looking around the big living room. There was a picture of a much younger Marla with two handsome adults Brie guessed were her mom and dad.

		A picture on the mantle caught her eye and she wandered over to look at it more closely as Marla went off into the kitchen to make them another round of cocktails. She smiled as she recognized Clark, in a tuxedo that had no doubt been rented for the occasion and Marla in a formal prom dress. They looked to have been about sixteen years old when the picture had been taken.

		“Junior Prom night,” Marla commented, coming up to Brie and handing her a drink. “We fucked like bunnies after the dance, before Clark took me home.”

		Brie giggled and asked, “Was that the first time the two of you ever had sex?”

		“Oh, God, no,” Marla laughed. “Clark was the first boy I ever gave a complete blowjob to. I think he was twelve, almost thirteen at the time, and I had just turned twelve a few months earlier.”

		“You started early,” Brie said, smiling at her friend, “Why am I not surprised?”

		“It pays to get an early start, if you want to excel at something,” Marla said with a grin. “Clark had a big dick even then. But it wasn’t until he turned sixteen or so that it really got humongous. He was just well-hung for his age before that.”

		“You guys have quite a history together,” Brie said, stating the obvious.

		“We do at that,” Marla acknowledged. “In a lot of ways, Clark is my best buddy. I trust him more than I trust anybody else in this life.”

		“Why didn’t you ever get serious about each other?”

		“Who says we didn’t?”

		“Well, I’m living with him now,” Brie pointed out. “It could have just as easily been you. It should have been you, from all that you’ve told me!”

		“Not really,” Marla said with a tiny shrug. “We had our chances, but it just never worked out.”

		She smiled at Brie and said, “Listen, I love to go to bed with Clark. I always have. And he loves fucking me as well.”

		A moment of silence descended between the two women and then Marla said, “But love, that never really happened between us. I’m fond as the devil of Clark, as he is of me. But I think he’s really fallen for you, Brie. I’ve never seen him this happy before, not ever. And I’ve known him his whole life!”

		Brie breathed a little faster at those words, and she fought back tears as well. She had to admit, she felt the same way about Clark. And hearing someone who was as close to him as Marla was say he was in love with her…well that was really music to her ears!

		“Are these your folks?” She asked, moving over to the other photograph, wanting to change the subject before she began blubbering in front of the other woman like a little girl who had just skinned her knee.

		“Yeah, that’s my mom and dad alright,” Marla said sadly. “Pop died suddenly a few years back of a heart attack. Mom’s in a full-time nursing facility not far from here. She has advanced Alzheimer’s disease, I’m afraid. She doesn’t even recognize me anymore, when I go to visit her.”

		Brie turned toward Marla, truly stricken to hear this bad news. She said, “Oh, I’m so sorry!”

		“I took care of her for as long as I could, right here in this house, with a crew of private nurses around the clock,” Marla said. “But the disease got too advanced for that last year, and I had to put her in that home. It’s one of the best ones in the Pacific Northwest, but that doesn’t make it any easier.”

		Out of impulse, Brie threw her arms around Marla and held her close. The clung together for long moments.

		Somewhere along the way, the sisterly jug changed to a lustful one. Brie felt her nipples getting hard against Marla’s impressive chest, and she felt the tall redhead’s boring into her own soft breasts.

		“Well, I’ve been wondering when we’d get to this part of our little meeting,” Marla said in her sexy, raspy voice when they finally broke their clench.

		But they hadn’t really broken it. Marla’s arms were still loosely around Brie’s trim waist and hers were around Marla’s. They stared into one another’s eyes and Marla finally said, “The bedroom is this way. I’ll show you…”

		

		* * * *

		

		“These are so fine!” Marla cooed, moving her lips from one of Brie’s nipples to the other rapidly; kissing, licking, sucking lightly at the tender pink buds that were now fully erect. “Brie, honey, you have the prettiest tits I’ve ever seen!”

		Brie giggled delightedly and whispered, “Why do I get the sense that that takes in a lot of tits?”

		Wicked, mischievous Marla glanced up at Brie briefly and said, “Because it does. I’ve been into girls almost as soon as I was into guys.”

		Brie ran her fingertips lightly over Marla’s soft cheek and murmured, “How cool. When did you first sense that you might like girls, too?”

		“I think I always knew it, on some level,” Marla said, kissing Brie’s left nipple softly while she watched. “I can remember liking to see pictures of naked women when I was very young. Dad had a Playboy collection, and I was always sneaking one of them into my room and looking at it. He never guessed, because I was a little girl, not a little boy.”

		“When did you…” Brie’s voice trailed off.

		Here she was, naked and in bed with Marla and she was still embarrassed about asking her friend when she had her first sexual contact with another girl. That was so silly!

		Act like a grown up woman, Brie, instead of a little princess! She admonished herself mentally.

		“When did I suck my first pair of tits?” Marla said just then, guessing what Brie wanted to know. “She was a babysitter of mine, so she was older. She actually had tits, although they were still small.”

		“What…what did you two do together?”

		“Everything, eventually,” Marla said matter of factly, “but that first night, she just took her bra off so that I could play with her tits. I think I was ten, almost eleven.”

		“So young,” Brie said, stunned by Marla’s age at the time.

		Still, this was a girl who had given her first complete blowjob at twelve years old, so Marla’s precociousness in regard to girl-girl sex shouldn’t have surprised her all that much, she supposed.

		“She taught me how to suck her tits just the way she liked it at first, and then how to lick her clit until she came,” Marla recalled fondly, her eyes shining with lust at the memory. “Cindy was the first other person to make me come. I had discovered masturbation on my own when I had just turned eleven, but she was the first one to lick me until I got off.”

		“Did you like fooling around with her?” Brie just had to ask. It was obvious that Marla had—why else would she have done it?

		“Yeah, I did,” Marla admitted. “I think it made me feel grown up and sexy, having her suck my nonexistent tits and lick my almost hairless pussy. And I remember I really loved sucking her clit until I made her squeal and thrash around helplessly as she came on my tongue!”

		“I remember I liked sucking guys off for much the same reason,” Brie shared. “I didn’t like the taste of semen all that much, at least at first. But I loved the sense of power over them it gave me. A guy who has gotten a really great blowjob from a pretty girl is like putty in her hands after that!”

		Marla laughed and squeezed both of Brie’s nipples at once, drawing a little sigh of pleasure from her, “That so true, girlfriend. I discovered that early, too. And making love to another girl…that has its rewards as well.”

		With that, Marla went back to sucking Brie’s tits exquisitely. Brie closed her eyes and ran her fingers lovingly through Marla’s red hair, stroking it and fondling it as the other girl went crazy on her sensitive little pink nubs.

		Oh, God, she’s so good at this! Brie had the thought as Marla worked her up into a frenzy of need with her talented lips and tongue.

		Marla slipped a finger into Brie’s juicy snatch and caressed her clit as she nursed on her nipples. Brie moaned and pushed her cunny upward, seeking more pressure, wanting to come!

		Like the truly experienced girl she was, Marla traded places with her hands and her lips in one smooth motion. Brie felt her friend pinching and squeezing her nipples as Marla’s mouth found her clit and kissed it gently.

		“Oh, oh, do that!” Brie urged her. “Kiss my clitty, darling! Make me come!”

		Increasing the pressure on her nipples at the same time, Marla began to lick Brie’s pussy. She teased that little clit with just her tongue tip; then plunged it deep inside of the gorgeous blonde girl’s pussy slit, being careful to glide it in right across Brie’s clit!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Marla,” Brie gasped, her whole body shivering with arousal. “Eat me! Eat me the way only you can!”

		Brie’s thoughts flew back to Carlotta, up in Seattle the other night. That had been fun; Carlotta was exquisitely beautiful, and she was into girls as much as Marla was, that had been obvious.

		But she wasn’t quite as good at this as Marla was. No one was, in Brie’s limited experience!

		Marla’s tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, licking, teasing; sliding provocatively across Brie’s clit. Brie gripped her long red hair and urged her, “Suck my clit, baby! Get me off with that hot little mouth of yours!”

		Purring with delight, Marla did just as she asked…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Brie Shares With Marla

		

		“What did you want to talk to me about, lover?”

		It was four-thirty and Brie and Marla were still naked in Marla’s big bed. They had sucked each other off twice so far, and engaged in a sixty-nine that had been so good Brie had nearly passed out, she’d come so hard on the other girl’s tongue and lips!

		She stroked Brie’s long blonde hair lovingly and nestled her naked body into hers. Marla said softly, “I know you wanted us to love each other a little—you’re too hot a girl not to want a bit of that. But you didn’t want to see me today just for this.”

		“No, you’re right, I didn’t,” Brie admitted, nuzzling Marla’s big tits. “Don’t get me wrong. I love this. But there’s something else I wanted to talk to you about.”

		“Well, don’t be shy,” Marla grinned at her. “I think we know each other pretty well by now. You should know that you can ask me anything.”

		Brie straightened up a little and said, “I just got back from a trip to Seattle and Boise, as you know. You saw the pictures from Seattle, so you know what I did up there.”

		She drew in a big breath and went on to say, “I met a guy up in Boise, at the bar in my hotel. He was a traveling sales type, like me. Jim—that’s the guy’s name—is very nice looking, hung, and horny.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, sounds like my kind of guy,” Marla commented, her eyes glittering with prurient interest.

		“He’s also kinky,” Brie said. “He wanted to…punish me for being such a bad girl. And I let him take me up to his room and do just that, all night long!”

		Marla’s smile grew broader, she urged Brie, “Tell me all about it. That sounds super-hot!”

		Brie felt her face coloring with embarrassment, but she went ahead and answered, “It was, in a way. He did things to me that no one’s ever done before, like spank my ass until it was bright red, and then fuck me in the butt until he came, all the while mashing the bottom of his bare foot into my cheek, pinning my face to the carpet.”

		Marla drew in a surprised breath, but said nothing. Encouraged by her friend’s nonjudgmental response, Brie rushed ahead to add, “He whipped me with a cane, until my ass was almost bleeding. And he tied me down to the bed and dripped hot candle wax onto my clitty and nipples, while he had me all trussed up in a ball gag, so I couldn’t scream.”

		Marla’s eye grew wide, but still she held off from commenting about Brie’s recent venture into the BDSM world. The blonde girl sighed and admitted, “He pulled the wax off with his teeth and then gave me the most sensual, hottest pussy-licking I’ve ever had. Oh, Marla, he made me come so hard!”

		Marla nodded that she understood. Her facial expression told Brie that she wanted to hear it all, so she said, “Then he took the ball gag off and skull-fucked me until he came down my throat and made me swallow it all for him.”

		Brie felt herself blushing once more as she admitted, “He fucked my pussy next, and made me come yet again. And then he did something even nastier to my body.”

		Marla couldn’t stand it any longer. She whispered, “What did he do, honey?”

		“He…he fucked me in the ass again, while he was leaning back against the pillows at the head of the bed, with me sitting in his lap. Oh, Marla, he had this…I guess you’d call it a riding crop. It was this short, black whip-like thing. And he flicked my poor clitty with it while he butt-fucked me!”

		“Did you come?”

		Brie looked away in shame and said, “So hard I almost passed out. It hurt like hell at first, every time he whipped my clitty with that thing. But he didn’t really do it hard; it was more like a flick of the wrist.”

		She shuddered as she recalled how much it had hurt to be whipped like that the first few times Jim had done it. Brie whispered, “He hit me, like, twenty or thirty times while he was ass-fucking me. The first ten or so were sheer agony. I thought I’d die from the pain. I was twisting on his lap, trying to get away; but he held me in place and reamed out my ass with his super-thick cock!”

		Looking up at Marla again, she said, “then, on the tenth or so stroke, the feeling changed. It suddenly started to sting so nice! I…I felt myself about to come, all at once, from what he was doing to my clit and the fire he was lighting in my asshole!”

		She gasped, remembering that searing orgasm, its heat, its depth and how long it had lasted. Brie’s voice sounded tiny as she said, “I squirted; I came so hard. And I’d never done that before! This hot, clear fluid came out of my contracting pussy like a geyser going off. I mean, it looked like I was peeing, and I really had to go!”

		Brie looked plaintively at her friend and said, “I felt like I was coming everywhere at once, Marla! My tits were jerking, my asshole was clenching right along with my pussy, and he was filling me with hot, gooey come at the same time!”

		The two women were silent for long moments. Marla at last said, “Wow; that sounds so hot, Brie!”

		“It was…but it was weird, too,” she said. “He really hurt me, when he whipped my clit, when he caned my ass, when he throat-fucked me—that was practically rape, since I was tied down and couldn’t have said ‘no’ even if I’d wanted to—and he spanked me so long and so hard, before he fucked my ass that first time!”

		Marla nodded as if she got what Brie was saying. She asked, “So, what did you want from me?”

		“That was my first time, with a guy like Jim,” Brie said. “I liked it, but I didn’t…you know what I mean?”

		Marla smiled and said, “Yeah, I sorta’ do. I’ve been down the S&M path myself more than once, both with women and with men.”

		Brie remembered that one photo Clark had taken of Marla, all dressed up like some sort of dominatrix. No one owned boots like those, if she didn’t enjoy taking a walk on the kinky side from time to time!

		“What role do you normally play in that scenario? Are you the dominant one, who does the whipping, or are you submissive, who get her ass wailed on?”

		Marla’s smile broadened as she admitted, “I’ve done both. I can enjoy playing both parts, to tell you the truth. It depends a lot on who I’m partying with.”

		Brie could see that. Being the one wielding the whip might be fun at that. And she had her recent experience as a submissive in Boise, with Jim; so she was fully aware of the pleasures available on the other end of the whip!

		“Do you do that sort of thing often?” She asked the question haltingly of Marla.

		“Depends on who I’m with, kitten,” Marla answered.

		Her eyes brightened as she went on to say, “Clark and I have explored that avenue of our relationship a little. Would you like to hear about it?”

		“I’d love to hear about it!” Brie responded eagerly.

		She shook her head and said, “I suppose I shouldn’t be shocked. Clark is always going on about having tried almost everything, when it comes to sex.”

		“He’s not kidding there,” Marla offered, “our big bad boy is nothing, if not curious.”

		“What have you two done?”

		“Well, I’ve whipped him a few times, usually while I’m fucking him in the ass with my strap on, or his,” Mara recounted. “And he’s whipped me; of course, usually right before he ass-fucks me.”

		She paused and thought about the subject more deeply, and then said, “And he’s spanked me a number of times, going all the way back to grade school. I remember once, he was so pissed at me for something I did—I think I borrowed his baseball glove and it got ruined and he had to beg his dad to buy him another one, as I recall—that he chased me and caught me, and turned me right over his knee and paddled my butt hard!”

		Grinning at Brie, she said, “We both got super-turned on by that. We hadn’t fucked all that many times yet back then; we were still both really young. But we sure did that day. I was crying and I said that my ass was ruined, and he was saying that he hadn’t spanked me that hard.”

		She giggled and went on to say, “I pulled my jeans and my panties down so that he could see how red my ass cheeks were. He saw, alright, but he also saw how wet my pussy was!”

		Marla sighed as she remembered that afternoon, saying, “Before we even knew we were going to do it, his big cock was in me and we were fucking like mad!”

		Brie smiled and said, “You two have such history together! You seem like you’ve had so much fun over the years.”

		“We still do, sweetie,” Marla corrected her. “You have no idea what pleasures we shared while you were up in Seattle, and getting your cute little butt whipped over in Boise!”

		“Really, was it that hot?”

		“Enormously, especially after we traded those pictures over our phones,” Marla said, her eyes gleaming with arousal as she remembered those two torrid nights in Clark’s bed.

		The two of them looked at each other for a moment. Brie was once again shocked to discover that she didn’t seem to be at all jealous of Marla’s time with Clark, the way she should have been!

		“I’m glad you two had such a great time,” she said at last. “You know, it’s really you, who should be living with Clark by rights, not me.”

		Marla smiled and shook her head, saying, “I thought that too, for a while. But after seeing the two of you together, I realize how right you are for each other. Besides, I only live two blocks away. I can always invite myself over when I want to borrow a mouthful of dick or a pussy full of tongue!”

		Brie laughed delightedly and said, “You know you’ll always be welcome.”

		She embraced her friend and then asked, “What about Jim King? Do you think I ought to see him again, out of the road?”

		Marla thought about that for long moments and then said, “I haven’t met him, but I’d say ‘no’. He sounds like he’s a few bricks shy of a load to me. And the way you describe him, with those crazy blue eyes, I’d stay far away from him, if I were you. He might turn out to be a psycho, who’d murder you in his hotel room, without even meaning it do it!”

		Brie nodded, glad to have Marla’s input. Maybe she would give handsome, slightly-unhinged Jim a pass. During at least part of the night she’d spent with him, she’d been really scared he might hurt her badly.

		“If you want a little BDSM action, just for a change of pace, why don’t you let Clark and I provide it?” Marla asked, scooting over to get out of bed and dragging Brie along with her by the hand.

		She led her blonde friend over to the nearby walk in closet and opened the door. Suspended on the back of that door, were all sorts of whips, restraints, ball gags, crops, cat of nine tails type scourges, and other torture devices, like nipple clips and cock rings; Brie’s mouth hung open at the sight of them!

		“I redecorated my room a little, when I put Mom in the home,” she said apologetically. “No one comes in here uninvited anymore, so I can afford be more open about some of my little…hobbies.”

		“I thought you said you weren’t terribly into BDSM,” Brie said softly, staring at all of the whips and the other paraphernalia. She saw the dominatrix boots at the rear of the closet and shivered.

		“I’m not,” Marla insisted. “But it pays to be prepared, if you want to play with someone who is into all of that.”

		She brightened as she said, “You ought to see my dildo and vibrator collection. Now there are some really fun items!”

		Brie simply giggled and said, “You are a kick in the ass, Marla. You do know that, don’t you?”

		“Let’s invite Clark over to play, without really inviting him,” Marla suggested mischievously in reply.

		“How do we do that?”

		“Let me show you, little one,” Marla’s eyes glittered with naughty fun as she spoke.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Clark Joins The Party

		

		“Like this?” Brie asked--her head right above the naked Marla’s pussy.

		“Perfect,” Marla assured her. “That way, Mr. Horsecock can see your blonde hair and your ass and your legs, but not your face. If he’s too thick to recognize you by just seeing those; then fuck him, I say!’

		Marla had set the expensive, very professional-looking camera’s timer for thirty seconds, and then the two naked women had scampered back into bed with each other. Brie went back to licking Marla’s pussy, while the redhead moaned theatrically and looked straight into the camera’s lens.

		She was sprawled out on her back and Brie was on her tummy, between Marla’s long legs. The camera clicked and Brie scrambled off the bed, followed by Marla.

		The redhead took the digital card out of the camera and led Brie into the spare bedroom she had converted into a small photography studio, much like the one Clark had in their house. She quickly made a print and then photographed it with her cell phone.

		“Let’s see if Clark comes running as soon as he gets this,” Marla said, tossing the cell phone back onto the table in the work area.

		“How do you want to greet him, when he shows up?”

		“I think you know, baby girl,” Marla said in her raspy, sexy voice, leading Brie back into the bedroom.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Oh, oh, that’s right; that’s the way to lick my pussy!” Marla crooned, holding Brie’s head in place by two big handfuls of blonde hair. “Just a little more; you little slut, and I’ll come like crazy!”

		“Fuck, what a sight!” Clark’s deep voice resonated throughout the bedroom.

		Brie didn’t even turn around to greet him. Marla was about to come and all her concentration was focused on making her friend’s orgasm a memorable one!

		Despite her intense focus, she heard the sound of Clark’s zipper descending behind her, and of this clothes being hastily pulled off. She smiled, knowing he was going to be fucking her soon, while she ate Marla’s pussy!

		“Which hole do you want me in?” Clark asked a minute later, his hard dick head nudging up against her up-thrust ass cheeks.

		“Surprise me,” Brie answered, still without bothering to turn her head, her voice somewhat muffled by Marla’s juicy folds.

		“So, it’s to be dealer’s choice for me this evening, hey?” Clark mused aloud, and she felt him touching both her anus and her pussy with his hardness, apparently torn between the two options open to him.

		She next felt sex lube being spread around in her anal opening and smiled as she licked Marla’s clit. Clark entered her butt slowly, letting her get used to the size of his cock head again.

		Brie sighed as he took her fully and she felt his scratchy pubic fur brush against her ass cheeks on both sides. His massive tool pulsed and throbbing inside her rear opening and she moaned down into Marla’s glistening pink flesh.

		“Ooh, you naughty boy,” Marla whispered at that moment. “You have all of that big old cock of yours in her ass now, don’t you?”

		“You know I do, and you’re next, you little slut,” he said, sighing at how good Brie’s tight little ass felt around his buried dick.

		“I’m not little…I’m a big slut!” Marla chuckled, “but I don’t mind being next at all. You girlfriend is doing a great job of licking my pussy, by the way!”

		The three friends settled into a rhythm, Clark’s cock gliding up and down Brie’s ass sheath while he reached around her and stroked her clit just the way she liked it when she was getting anal. Her tongue lashed at Marla’s cunny like a wriggly pink snake, and the tall redhead hunched her clit against Brie’s mouth and rolled her head back and forth on the pillow she was propped up against at the head of the bed.

		Brie was in nirvana; her clit was tingling with desire and her nipples were pressed tight against the soft sheets, while Clark set her ass on fire with his steady thrusts and withdrawals. Marla’s pussy tasted wonderful; her girl juice was so sweet and thick and hot as it slid down Brie’s eager throat!

		“Oh, that’s the way to do it!” Marla’s raspy voice sounded excited as she watched Clark and Brie fuck from behind eyes that had become mere slits. “Fuck her hot little ass and make her come! Eat me, darling, just like you’re doing, and make me come right along with you two!”

		Clark gripped Brie’s ass cheeks tightly with both hands and fucked her harder, deeper, if that was even possible. Brie gasped into Marla’s pussy and ate that hot, slick thing for all she was worth.

		She was going to come right away, on Clark’s heavenly, pounding cock. And she wanted to take Marla with her to paradise! She lapped at the glistening clit before her relentlessly with her tongue and sucked it into her lips as she did so.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” Marla gasped, her whole long body tightening up beneath Brie. “Oh, babydoll, suck it for me! Oh, God, suck my hot clitty and make me come!”

		Brie sucked harder as sheet of crimson seemed to drop before her eyes. She shrieked into Marla’s pussy and came like a wild girl, shivering and shaking, swallowing her lover’s hot cunt juice as though she’d never get enough of it!

		“Ugh! Ugh!” Clark grunted as he powered his huge prick into her ass again and again, frantically seeking his own release in Brie’s clasping ass channel.

		All at once, he cried out, “Oh, oh, fuck, Brie, I’m coming! I’m shooting it right up your little ass, baby!”

		The onslaught of hot cock cream rocketing deep inside her butt had the effect of turning Brie’s orgasm up another notch! She quivered beneath Clark like a human tuning fork and burbled out her ecstasy into Marla’s spasming cunt!

		The three of them stayed joined together until the last tiny pulse of sensation had rippled through them. With a sigh of utter contentment, Clark pulled his now-limp cock from out of her ass and flopped, face-first, onto the bed next to her and Marla.

		She stretched her body out, lying atop Marla. The two women kissed and stroked each other’s hair, practically purring with satisfaction.

		Clark scooted up next to them, and they included him in their group hug. She smiled over at him, knowing her face was probably shiny with girl juice and he grinned at her.

		“You, Brie Berenson, are a naughty, naughty girl!” He admonished her in a strict tone, keeping his face deadpan as he spoke.

		“I know,’ she smiled back, throwing an arm around his neck, “don’t you just love it?”

		

		* * * *

		

		“So, what do you two want to do after dinner?” Clark inquired.

		The three of them were all in bathrobes, in Marla’s kitchen. She was waiting for the pizza they had ordered to be delivered.

		Clark apparently kept a robe in her closet, just for times like these, and Marla had loaned one of hers to Brie. Feeling like the newest member in an old club, Brie drank her beer and watched the two old friends and lovers interact.

		They know each other so well, she realized, watching them move around the kitchen, completely at ease with each other.

		“Brie wants to play dress up,” Marla told him.

		“Oh, what kind of dress up does she want to play?”

		“The leather bustier, thigh-high leather boots; whips and chains kind,” Marla said teasingly, looking over at Brie.

		“You little devil,” Clark said, with an approving grin, glancing over at his girlfriend as well.

		“I want you guys to tie me up the way that guy in Boise did,” Brie said impishly. “I want you to hurt me…just not too much!”

		“I’ll be the judge of what too much and what isn’t!” Clark responded forcefully, getting into his new role as torturer already, a glint of excitement in his grey eyes.

		“Nonsense,” Marla told him, placing her forefinger under his chin, “you’ll take it up the ass like a good little ass-monkey when I tell you to, or I’ll raise big enough welts on that cute butt of yours that you’re going to have trouble sitting at your desk come Monday, slave!”

		“It will be as you say, of course, mistress,” he said, his voice suddenly gone all groveling and subservient sounding, as he instantly picked up on this new nuance in their little game.

		“See that it is, or I’ll make you pay,” Marla threatened, winking at Brie as she spoke.

		This is going to be such fun! Brie thought, impatient for the whipping to begin.

		She loved this. She simply loved being naughty with Clark and Marla. It was much cooler than fearing for her life with Jim King!

		

		* * * *

		

		“Do you like it?” Marla whispered; drawing on the chain between the nipple clamps digging into Brie’s sensitive little pink nubs so painfully.

		“Yes…yes, mistress; I love it!” Brie nearly shouted out the fawning words; intent on keeping Marla from whipping her any more.

		Marla, dressed all in black leather from head to toe, and wearing a wicked-cool looking feathered mask that hid her upper face entirely, dragged her cat of nine tails style whip along the cowering Brie’s sleek little ass cheek tenderly. The two perfect white moons already showed angry red welts across them, as did Clark’s hairy butt.

		He was standing naked and subservient nearby, his manly dick at full attention, and a red cock ring at its base, to help keep it erect.

		“You are a lying little…cunt!” Marla snarled, yanking on the chair fiercely, nearly tearing Brie’s nipples right off her tits!

		She raised the cat up and brought it down across Brie’s ass cheeks hard, while Brie shrieked with pain and groveled before her. One of the whip’s leather tendrils reached between her legs and snapped against her unprotected clit, sending a fresh wave of agony pulsing through the tiny pink bead.

		Marla turned to Clark and ordered him to, “fuck this bitch roughly again and make her come, or I’ll whip your ass raw!”

		Clark sprang into action, seizing Brie by the shoulders, forcing her face and tits down onto the carpet, but leaving her ass sticking up into the air. She gasped as Clark’s big cock was drilled unceremoniously down into her pussy, which was already awash with his come and her own lube.

		His bare foot came down on her cheek, pinning her to the floor as he fucked her savagely, just the way Jim King had in Boise! His dick felt enormous inside her and she knew she was going to come almost immediately.

		“Faster, harder, slave,” Marla directed him with a breathy, raspy excitement in her voice, and Brie heard the whip strike rapidly, three times, and knew Clark was getting scourged while he fucked her!

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Brie screamed, her orgasm close, so close!

		“Worthless slave,” Marla growled, “I should have known that if you want something done right, you must do it yourself!”

		Brie felt her body being picked up in Clark’s and Marla’s strong hands. She started to blubber, her body taken over by fear as Clark’s cock was abruptly yanked from her ready-to-explode pussy and the two of them raised her up onto her tiptoes and suspended her between them.

		“Here, try a really big cock in that tiny little cunt of yours!” Marla hissed, driving the mammoth dildo the taller woman wore in her strap on up and into Brie’s soggy pussy lips.

		“Oh, fuck, that thing is huge!” Brie’s voice sounded pitiful, even to her, as the monster hunk of latex was thrust all the way up into her.

		At the same time, she felt Clark’s wide prick at her nether opening. She gasped, “Nooooooo, not both of you at once!”

		Marla’s suddenly cruel mouth turned up into a smile as Clark rammed his very stiff dick up Brie’s asshole to the hilt. She was staring at the scary feather mask as they started to fuck her, both at once, as she hung between them, her arms around Marla’s neck, her naked breasts crushed up against Marla’s proudly displayed pair in the leather bustier.

		“You like it, don’t you,” Marla growled as she fucked Brie with the long faux cock, “you like being doubled like this, you little cunt?”

		So many sensations were coursing through Brie’s abused body at once; she had trouble figuring out what she liked! Clark’s pistoning cock was lighting a fire in her ass! And Marla’s tits felt so nice against her tortured nipples! The fat fake prick was pressed tightly up against her clit as it was jammed up into her soupy cunt again and again!

		“Oh, mistress,” Brie whined at last, on the brink of a real stunner of an orgasm. “I think I love it! I think I love both of you, God help me!”

		Marla leaned forward and kissed her, shoving her lively tongue deep into Brie’s mouth just as her orgasm hit. Brie heard Clark cry out in ecstasy behind her, and his hot come began to jet deep into her violated ass…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Spending The Weekend With Marla

		

		“You were really cruel to me last night,” Brie whispered to Marla, as they two naked women cuddled in bed late Saturday morning. “I was really scared you were going to hurt me. That whipping you gave me was intense!”

		“Silly goose,” Marla said with a gentle smile, leaning forward and kissing Brie on the lips lightly, “we were doing BDSM. In order for it to seem real, you have to be scared. It has to hurt; that’s the whole point!”

		Brie smiled at her and snuggled into Marla’s arms, pressing her nipples against the other woman’s. She said softly, “I was afraid you were going to whip me to death, there for a moment.”

		Marla laughed, her big tits jiggling up against Brie’s. She whispered, “That’s all part of it. Did you come hard? Did we make you come often?”

		Brie had to admit that she had. Her throat was actually a little bit sore this morning, from screaming at the top of her lungs as the two of them had gotten her clit off furiously, at least a half a dozen times last night!

		And her cheek was sore, from rug-burns. Clark had really ground it into the carpet as he’d power-fucked her! She wondered if there would be a bruise.

		“You really got into playing the mean mistress last night,” Brie chided Marla, stroking her long red locks lovingly.

		“Of course I did,” Marla answered her almost smugly, “I’m really good at role playing. You ought to see me play the submissive. I can whine and grovel with the best of them!”

		Brie giggled, “I’d love that! Next time we play like that, I get to be the mistress. I want to wear that leather bustier and those boots and whip your butt!”

		“We’ll have to get you your own bustier,” Marla said with an impish grin. “Mine won’t fit you; your tits are too small.”

		“Small, I thought you said they were perfect!” Brie protested, her lower lip pushed out like a petulant six-year old’s.

		“They are, they’re just not as big as mine,” Marla said softly, drawing the spectacular blonde in tighter and kissing her.

		Mollified by the sweet kiss, Brie asked when they finally broke apart, “Can I get my own whip, too? I think I want a cat of nine tails, like yours!”

		“Anything you want, lover,” Marla said, smiling again at her enthusiasm.

		“I promise not to hit you too hard,” Brie whispered, smiling back.

		“Never promise that,” Marla advised her. “It spoils the illusion that you might just get carried away and really hurt me, when we’re playing like that.”

		The two lovers just stared into each other’s eyes for long moments. At last, Marla said, “You know, BDSM play can be very therapeutic. A person can work out his or her aggressions and repressed anger.”

		“Are you angry with me, darling?” Brie asked, suddenly puzzled at how that could be.

		“Maybe a little bit, deep down inside,” Marla admitted with a tiny smile, “after all, you’re living at Clark’s house and I’m not. And I’ve known him since we were toddlers.”

		A thrilling little chill went through Brie as she remembered a certain look in Marla’s eyes last night, behind that feathered mask. For a split-second, she had been really fearful of what Marla might do with that whip--it had been as if the tall redhead really hated her, and was about to exact vengeance on her!

		“I see what you mean about rough play like that being therapeutic,” she said to Marla. “You’d best remember that I’m the tiniest bit jealous of how well you know Clark.”

		Marla laughed, getting it. Brie joined her, feeling suddenly unburdened, as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders.

		“Here we go,” Clark said just then, coming into the bedroom carrying two breakfast trays, one balanced in each hand. “You’ll have to forgive how silly this apron looks on me, but it was all I could find.”

		The two women looked at Clark and then looked at each other, and started to roar with laughter. He was wearing the frilliest, “girliest” apron imaginable, and on him, it looked utterly hilarious; like a bull dressed in a tutu!

		“Well, this is the thanks I get for slaving over a hot stove all morning to fix you girls some breakfast,” Clark said stiffly, looking down at the ridiculous apron. “After all, I didn’t want to splatter my dick with hot bacon grease or something.”

		He was as naked as them under the apron. Brie giggled and said, “No, darling, none of us wants that!”

		The three of them dissolved into laughter again as Clark carefully set the trays down on the bed…

		

		* * * *

		

		“I don’t know about a bright-blonde Wonder Woman, love,” Marla said doubtfully, eyeing Brie in the costume she wanted to buy.

		“Hey, I could always get a brunette wig to wear with it.” Brie shot back, preening in the three sided mirror the shop offered for customers to admire themselves in their latest fantasy togs.

		Clark shook his head negatively and said, “I like you in the dominatrix outfit best. You looked downright scary in that mask and the thigh-high black boots, with that whip in your hand.”

		“Oh, I’m going to get that, too,” Brie smiled at him. “I was thinking I might get this one just in case we get invited to a Halloween party this fall.”

		“I always throw one of those,” Marla said.

		Clark laughed and said, “Is that what you’re calling that drunken orgy you always have at your house in October?”

		“You always seem to have a great time, lover boy,” Marla retorted. “I seem to recall finding you in the hall closet, with Megan, that little brunette trollop last year.”

		“She was fascinated by my big cock in that costume I was wearing,” Clark said defensively, grinning. “So I decided to show her what was making that bulge. I didn’t want her to think I’d stuffed a pair of socks down there.”

		“I doubt she thought that, after you got her in the closet,” Marla said with an answering grin.

		She turned to Brie and added, “The girl had Clark’s hard dick about halfway down her throat when I opened the door. Our boy was about to paint her tonsils with come, if you want to know the truth.”

		“Too much information,” Brie said, taking Clark by the elbow and leaning on him, “our Clark is a randy devil. We both know that…it’s part of his charm!”

		Marla cell phone rang just then. She retrieved it from her purse and read the caller ID.

		“Well, well, speak of the devil. It’s Megan,” she said out loud, mostly to Clark, whose face remained impassive.

		“She’s the little brunette from the closet last Halloween,” Marla said, bringing Brie up to speed on who exactly Megan was.

		“Megan, what’s on your feverish little mind,” Marla asked as she answered the phone.

		She looked at Clark and smiled, saying, “Well, that big horsecock of his is never far from my mind, either. As a matter of fact, he’s spending the day with me, along with his new live-in girlfriend.”

		Marla’s smile grew bigger as she said, “Brie, well she’s not as tall as me, and she hasn’t got quite as big a tits as I do, but she’s gorgeous, nevertheless. She’s a honey-blonde, sexy as all get out, and she just loves to play.”

		“Tonight, at your house,” Marla raised her voice, making her answer into a question, “what time, if we do decide to drop by?”

		“Alright, I’ll talk it over with them and we’ll see you around nine, if we decide to swing by your little swingers’ party. Thanks for thinking of us.”

		She shut off the phone and put it back in her purse. With an elfin little grin, she told her two friends, “It seems Megan and her husband are having a few people over to play this evening. We’re invited.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“This is going to be possibly the best Chateaubriand I have ever made,” said Clark confidently as he eyed the large beef fillet.

		“Do you really think eating this much red meat is a good idea, in light of Megan’s party this evening?” Marla asked the question doubtfully.

		“Must keep up our strength,” Clark replied. “Megan and her little friends are pretty much insatiable, once the partying starts.”

		“True,” agreed Marla, with a gleam in her eye, turning to Brie, “you’re going to fit right in, believe me; there will be plenty of strange pussy and huge cocks for us to sample before morning at this particular party!”

		A swinger party, Brie thought excitedly, her pulse pounding at the very idea of attending one of those! I can’t believe the three of us spent last night playing BDSM games and we’re going to spend tonight fucking brand new people, right in front of each other!

		She loved it, but it was so strange to be suddenly living like this. Brie felt as if she’d moved from LA to a sort of sexual Disneyland, where all manner of perversions and kinky thrills were right at her fingertips!

		Looking over at Marla and Clark, calmly preparing the fillet, she marveled at this new life she had embarked upon. Her new best friend and her boyfriend were libertines in the truest sense of the word; and the day after tomorrow, she would be flying out to Denver to see not only Nick, but Hub, her Wyoming cowboy!

		She grinned as she thought of her recent cell phone conversation with each of them. Brie would be spending her first night with Nick and then, when he left town, Hub would drive down from Cheyenne and she would be spending the second night she was in her hotel room with her cowboy lover as well!

		And tonight, she was going to her first swinger party with Clark and Marla. She shook her head in amazement at how much her life had changed and finished her cocktail…

		

		* * * *

		

		“So, how does this work?” Brie asked her two companions nervously as they pulled up in front of a very nice looking suburban house at nine o’clock.

		“Just do whatever you want, with whoever you want,” Marla advised her. “Have a few more drinks, get really loose, and when some handsome, well hung stud asks you to party with him…do it!”

		Brie looked over at Clark. She asked, “And you’re going to be okay with that, darling? You won’t mind if I…uh…fuck someone else tonight?”

		Clark just smiled and answered, “Do I mind when you fuck Marla? Do I mind when you fuck those two guys up in Seattle and send me pictures of you with them? Am I going to mind next week, when you’re in Denver with this Nick guy?”

		Brie felt her face coloring. She was glad it was dark in the Jag, with the lights out.

		“No, I guess not,” she answered.

		“The real question here is; are you going to mind when I fuck the hostess, as I no doubt will before morning?”

		Thinking back on how many times she’d watched him fuck Marla, she said, “I don’t think so. I’m way okay with you being with Marla. I actually think it’s sort of hot, watching you slide that huge dick of yours into her.”

		“Marla’s a special case, and you know it,” Clark responded.

		His handsome face suddenly grew serious as he went on to say, “I don’t want to fuck up what we have together, Brie. Attending this party simply isn’t that important to me, but you are.”

		A warm glow settled over her as he said that and she knew she was going to be okay with whatever happened tonight. Clark really cared for her, and that was all that was important!

		“No, I think I’ll be fine. Let’s party!”

		

		* * * *

		

		Megan turned out to be very beautiful. She was a short, voluptuously-built brunette, with outrageously large breasts, a tiny waist, and big brown eyes.

		Her husband, Pat, was tall and handsome. He looked to have a very athletic build under his pullover knit shirt and chinos, and his smile was inordinately large when he was introduced to Brie by Marla.

		“He’s got a really nice cock,” Marla said, as they went further into the house to find the bar.

		Brie looked at her and Marla shrugged, saying, “This is hardly my first swinger party, kid. I’ve fucked Pat about a dozen times, I guess. And I’ve sucked Megan’s cute little pussy even more times than that.”

		She grinned at Brie and said, “She’s a real hottie, and those tits of hers are as real as they can be. No silicon there at all; come on, let’s get a drink and mingle. I’ll introduce you to some of the other partygoers.”

		By ten o’clock, Brie was half-drunk, horny as hell, and really ready to party. She had met everyone, she thought, and the crowd was uniformly young, good-looking and eminently fuckable!

		She had separated from Marla and Clark about ten minutes ago, when Marla had wandered off in search of another cocktail and Clark had stopped to chat with an Oriental girl, who looked red-hot in a blue silk blouse and a designer pencil skirt.

		Brie went into the kitchen to make yet another drink and then stepped out onto the patio through the nearby open slider. There was a hot tub in use. A very nice looking blond guy was down on his knees on the bench below the roiling water, turned to face a pretty little red-haired girl who was seated on the tub’s wide plastic apron. She was topless, and her legs were spread wide.

		The blond guy had his face between them and Brie could tell from the ecstatic look on her face that he was busily gobbling her pussy. She smiled and the red-haired girl smiled back, saying, “Take your clothes off and join us. Bill would be happy to eat you next, pretty girl, I’m Gilda, by the way.”

		Brie had consumed just enough alcohol and the sight of handsome Bill eating Gilda’s snatch so beautifully had her instantly turned on. She said, “Brie, here, and I’d love to join you.”

		In seconds, her clothes were off and lying on a patio table. She stepped over to the hot tub and climbed in.

		“Jesus, she’s a fucking movie star!” Bill exclaimed, looking up from Gilda’s gleaming pink folds for a moment as Brie joined them in the hot water.

		“Just get back to what you were doing,” Gilda admonished him, putting her right hand on his head and pushing his face back into her juicy twat. “I’ll take care of welcoming Brie to our little party.”

		She gestured at Brie with her free hand, which held a half-empty cocktail glass. Brie made her way over to her and Gilda motioned for her to sit beside her on the lip of the hot tub.

		Brie did so, and Gilda turned and asked her, “Do you like girls, I hope?”

		Nodding that she did, Brie let Gilda sweep her into her embrace and their lips met. Bill, who had busily resumed licking Gilda’s clit, looked up at the two beauties tongue-kissing and sighed, “God, I love Megan’s parties. They’re the best; just the best!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Megan’s Party

		

		Bill had a really nice cock. After he had made both Gilda and Brie come with his talented tongue and sucking lips, they had switched places with him.

		At first, Brie had sucked his cock while Gilda had gargled his balls, and then they’d traded off. Bill had been in seventh heaven, having two lovely women paying such exquisite oral attention to his cock and balls.

		First he had fucked Gilda to a spectacular, screaming climax, while she’d made out with Brie. And now he was sitting in the hot water, watching Brie bounce up and down on his hard on as she made out furiously with Gilda, who was sitting right beside Bill.

		“Ah, there you are, Gilda, my love,” a deep masculine voice said just then.

		Brie broke off her torrid kiss and looked over at the patio slider. A tall, elegantly thin man with an enormous cock stood in the doorway, his arm placed casually around Marla’s neck. She was now as naked as her male companion.

		“Hey, Bill, I see you’ve met Brie already,” Marla said, smiling. “Isn’t she great?”

		“Oh, God, Guy, this girl’s pussy is something else,” Bill told the new arrival. “You’ve got to try it.”

		“I’d love to, frankly, she’s a goddess,” the other man said, his huge dick twitching with arousal as he watched Brie gliding up and down on Bill’s lap. “If she’ll let me, that is.”

		“She’ll let you, darling,” Gilda said, letting go of Brie for a moment. “Brie is a new and very good friend of mine.”

		She looked at Brie and whispered, “This is my hubby, Guy. He has a great cock; you should try it!”

		Brie was about to come on Bill’s magnificent prick so she murmured, “It looks fantastic. Is it as good as this one?”

		“Even better, I think, No offense met, Bill.”

		“None taken,” Bill gasped, about to go off in Brie’s tight little slit.

		They both came together and Brie shuddered with satisfaction as she felt Bill filling her with his hot cream. She moaned and Gilda swooped in and tongue-kissed her again, making Brie’s orgasm even hotter!

		As she came back down to earth, Brie was aware of strong male hands lifting her off Bill. They sat her down on the hot tub’s lip and Guy was there, with his humongous cock hard and ready.

		He reminds me of Clark! She had the thought as she stared at the monster cock. Or maybe of Renaldo, up in Seattle, if Renaldo’s cock was white!

		“Do you want it, Brie?” Guy asked her, rubbing his prick against her semen-oozing pussy lips.

		“Yes, oh, God, yes, I want it!” She moaned out the words, hungry to feel his giant dick inside her, even though she’d just had a marvelous climax with Bill.

		Part of it was that Gilda, Marla, and Bill were watching her be such a bad girl. She glanced over at Marla and saw, to her shock, that Clark had stepped out onto the patio as well, accompanied by the now very naked Megan and her equally bare husband, Pat. Since all of the new arrivals were without clothes, Brie wondered drunkenly if everyone inside the house was now as nude as she was.

		She thought Clark would be alright with her fucking Guy, but she wanted to be sure before she went ahead and let him slip that gargantuan cock down into her. She caught Clark’s grey eyes with hers and asked him, mentally, if what she was about to do was okay with him.

		He grinned and she knew it was. Her naughty man wanted to see it for himself while she got fucked by dick even bigger than his.

		She smiled up at Guy and nodded. Brie was laid out on the hard surface of the plastic deck surrounding the hot tube.

		But she didn’t care. She wanted Guy’s prick inside her in the worst way by now, and she knew Clark wanted to see that too!

		There were no preliminaries. Her new lover knew she was full of Bill’s slippery come, as he had just watched him finish up inside her.

		Guy set the head of his over-sized cock against her small pussy lips and pushed. Brie bit her tongue to keep from crying out as the mammoth cock head split her open and disappeared inside.

		“Oh, fuck, it’s so long!” She gasped as he filled her pussy with hot cock.

		He seemed to glide down into her forever. At last, she felt his large nut sac bounce against her ass cheeks and knew he was all the way in her.

		“I’m so ready,” she breathed up at Guy, reveling in how full she felt, how his huge cock pressed up against her clit and the head was rammed against her cervix. “Fuck me. Fuck me with your thick cock and make me come, Guy-baby!”

		Again, there was no foreplay. Guy simply withdrew almost all of his buried meat and jammed it back into her.

		Brie let out a big breath and pushed her pelvis up to meet his thrust. He was really fucking her hard!

		She knew her pussy was going to be sore later, but she didn’t care. He felt so damned good in her, just like Clark did; just like Renaldo up in Seattle did!

		“Look at that little blonde fuck!” A male voice whispered in something like awe.

		A crowd had gathered on the patio by now. Ten or twelve naked bodies were pressed in close to Brie, watching her fuck Guy.

		She smiled and glanced over at Clark. He had an ecstatic look on his face as he watched her getting reamed out by the big-bore dick.

		Brie looked down and saw cute little big-titted Megan on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock while he watched Brie getting nailed. The two of them smiled at each other, and Brie let herself get lost in the moment.

		Guy’s dick felt so great in her, and watching Clark get sucked off by pretty little Megan made it even greater, somehow! She wrapped her arms around Guy’s slender body and whispered, “That’s the way to fuck me, honey. Let me feel your load, spurting up into me. Don’t hold back; I want every drop you’ve got in those big balls!”

		

		* * * *

		

		The guy fucking her groaned and she felt him start to unload in her. She closed her eyes and came right along with him.

		How many does this make, seven, or eight men in a row? She thought about that and realized that it was at least that many, perhaps more.

		Bill had been the first, in the hot tub itself. And then Guy had pulled her out of the water and taken her on the plastic deck.

		He had been followed by Megan’s studly husband, Pat, who had given her a hard fucking that had really rattled her teeth! And he had come like fire hydrant being opened inside her.

		Next had been a red-haired guy named Andy or Randy or something like that, followed by a really young man, who was almost shy about fucking her, even though she had made it abundantly clear that she wanted him inside her. He had been a real cutie!

		There had been at least two more guys after the young one. And then Clark had taken a turn with her!

		He’d really gotten off on the fact that her cunt was absolutely overflowing with come by then. Her baby had really seemed to enjoy getting, like, sloppy eights or ninths with her!

		And he had added to the reservoir of semen in her womb, shooting six or seven gigantic jets of hot cock cream deep inside her as he had come. She had kissed him as he climaxed, and she had come right along with him as they made out.

		Her mouth had tasted of come at that point, too. A guy had knelt beside her as she’d fucked Andy or Randy or whatever his name had been and she’d blown him while she had gotten off with her red-headed lover!

		The guy who had last mounted her groaned and she felt him begin to spurt deep in her belly. This one had a long, skinny cock and he knew how to use it. Brie moaned right along with him and ground her clitty against his throbbing meat, reveling in the touch of the total stranger’s prick against her pulsing love bud!

		“That was sensational,” the man smile down at her, “I’ve never seen you at one of these things before; are you new?”

		“First time,” she smiled up at him as he withdrew his now limp dick from her sopping lips and she felt a fresh outpouring of semen spill out of her.

		“I’m Tom,” he said by way of introduction, “I hope to see you again.”

		“Brie,” she said in reply, “I’d like that, Tom. You’re a really good fuck!”

		He climbed off her and went into the kitchen. The crowd was gone and Brie realized that it was really late.

		She sat up and felt an ocean of spunk gush out of her cunt. Looking down, she saw it, pearly-white and thick as it could be, exiting her well-used pussy lips and spreading across the hot tub apron like an obscene, pearly-white lake.

		I hope Megan and Pat don’t mind a little clean up duty, she thought wryly as she stared down at her draining cunt, knowing she still had a lot of spunk inside her, from all the men she had fucked tonight.

		“Here, I thought you could use this, kitten,” Clark’s voice said at that moment.

		She looked over to her left and saw him standing there, fully dressed once more, with a big, fluffy white towel in his hand, which he was holding out to her. Brie smiled shyly and took the towel from him.

		Brie murmured, as she thrust the towel into the vee between her legs, “I hope you’re not too disgusted with my behavior tonight. I kind of went crazy, I guess. My first ever gangbang; can you imagine?”

		He leaned over and kissed her tenderly, saying, “I’m not a bit put off by what you did tonight; you had a good time. That’s what these swinger parties are all about. I fucked a couple of hotties myself at this party; are you jealous?”

		“Not at all, as long as you’re not jealous that I fucked nine or ten guys I didn’t even know tonight,” she answered contritely, keeping her green eyes downcast. “I don’t even know all of their names, let alone anything about them.”

		“Well, I know most of them, from other parties in the past,” Clark assured her. “There was a doctor, a lawyer…I’m not sure about the Indian chief. I don’t think there was one of those.”

		She laughed and dried her pussy off as best she could. A very relieved Brie said, “You big goof; I’m so glad you’re not pissed at me!”

		“Never,” he whispered, helping her down off the hot tub deck and onto her feet, “I love that you’re hot; didn’t you know that?”

		“It’s easy to say something like that,” she said, staring up rapturously at the handsome, kinky love of her life. “But you’re really being okay with it is a whole different matter.”

		“Come on, it’s late,” Clark said, draping an arm around her naked shoulders and steering her over to the patio table which still held her discarded clothes. “Let’s get you cleaned up and back over to Marla’s house for the night.”

		“Where is Marla?”

		“Passed out on the couch, the last I saw of her,” Clark replied. “She must have fucked at least as many guys as you did tonight, probably a lot of the same ones.”

		“Did you fuck her?”

		He grinned at her and said, “Of course I did. What would a swinger party be without taking at least one turn with Marla?”

		

		* * * *

		

		They didn’t wake up on Sunday morning until ten o’clock. Sunbeams were streaming in the window and the birds were chirping outside.

		The three of them were all nude, of course, in a tangle of bodies under the covers. Marla’s red hair spilled across Clark’s bare chest and Brie was cuddled up on his other side, her blonde locks merging with Marla’s crimson ones in the middle of Clark’s pecs.

		“Wow, that was some blowout last night,” Marla said, yawning and stretching.

		She looked across Clark’s chest at Brie and said, smiling, “Did you have a good time? It sure looked like you did!”

		“I hear you and Clark had a nice time, too,” Brie said somewhat evasively, still slightly ashamed of the way she had behaved last night.

		“Oh, yeah,” Marla sighed, “it was like I said before we ever went inside; lots of strange cock and gorgeous pussy to partake of, and I did.”

		Brie was somewhat relieved at the other woman’s casual attitude about her behaving like a slut. She said, “I didn’t go with any girls last night—except for making out a little with that gal, Gilda, in hot tub, of course—but I got a lot of strange cock last night, that’s for sure!”

		“As I told you,” Clark said, stirring to life in between them, “that’s what swinger parties are for. Now, what’s for breakfast this morning?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Denver

		

		God, what a wild weekend that was! Brie had the thought as she deplaned at the Denver airport and headed for the luggage carousel in the huge terminal.

		She knew she was going to fuck Nick, her salesman friend tonight, and Hub, her cowboy lover from Cheyenne tomorrow night. But that would almost seem tame, after what she and Marla and Clark had done this weekend!

		It felt so weird to have a super-exciting sex life at home as well as out on the road. When she had lived in LA, and been married to Joel, telling him the details of her little trysts with guys she met out on the road had led to way hotter sex than was the norm between them.

		But her little adventures with Nick and Hub—and even with Joaquin and Renaldo and Carlotta—paled beside what she and Clark did on a typical weekend! That was such a big change for her that she could scarcely believe it!

		Her drive into Denver from the distant airport went quickly, since her flight had arrived mid-morning. The freeways were relatively empty, and she was checking into her hotel, The Warwick, by eleven o’clock.

		She unlocked the door to her suite and got out her cell phone as soon as she had her clothes hung up in the closet. Smiling, she dialed up Nick Sampson, the much older, George Clooney-handsome, traveling salesman that she had met on her last trip to Denver.

		“Hey, are you in town yet?” She asked him, when he answered.

		“Just got in; I’m unpacking,” he said. “Do you want to get together right now?”

		“Love to, but I have a sales meeting out at the Tech Center right after lunch,” she said regretfully. “And I want to do some prospecting out there when it’s over. Are we still going to dinner tonight?”

		“Wouldn’t miss it for the world, Brie-darling,” Nick said. “Seven o’clock, down in the bar, is that okay?”

		“Perfect, see you then, lover,” she said, clicking off the phone.

		She dialed up Hub and waited while it rang. He answered on the third ring and said, “How’s my city girl?”

		“Raring to see you again, cowboy,” Brie whispered sexily into the phone. “Are we still on for tomorrow night?”

		“I figure on getting into town at six or so,” Hub said. “I’m driving down from Cheyenne. We can have dinner somewhere and then go up to your room for the rest of the night, I hope.”

		“That sounds great to me,” she said. “The restaurant here at the hotel is supposed to be very good. Let’s eat there so that we can go right up afterward and…get to know each other better!”

		“Sounds like the perfect plan to me,” Hub said, and she could practically see his young-Clint Eastwood handsome face break into a broad grin.

		“See you then, sweetie,” she said, breaking the connection.

		By the time she put her cell phone away inside her purse, her nipples were spiking with anticipation and her pussy was as wet as it could be. She looked at the digital clock on the nightstand and decided she had sufficient time before she needed to get ready for her one o’clock appointment out at the Denver Tech Center.

		She got out her vibrator, took off her travel clothes, and lay down on the bed. At first she thought of Clark, then of Hub, and then the image of Nick’s very hard, slightly-curved eight inch cock popped into her mind.

		“Ummmmmmmmm, fuck me, Nick,” she cooed in the silence of her room as she drove the vibrator into her cunt again and again, “fuck me deep and make me come!”

		

		* * * *

		

		She was seated in front of Deepak Keer, the Director of Engineering at Front Range Electronics, smiling at him winsomely, she hoped. Brie asked, “Well, what can I do for you today, Dee? Do you need some more of our new printed circuit boards? I trust that last order worked out well for you?”

		“You bet I do, Brie!” Dee--who was either of Indian or Pakistani descent, Brie wasn’t certain which—said in his unaccented, completely American-sounding voice.

		She had made the mistake on her last trip of thinking Dee would sound like he came from the subcontinent, with that distinctive, sing-song accent of theirs. But Dee had turned out to be third generation. He’d been born right here in Denver, she’d learned.

		“Those new boards turned out to be just what we had been looking for,” Dee said enthusiastically. “Your engineering guy, Kyle, was so right when he said they’d do everything we wanted and a whole lot more!”

		Brie silently blessed Kyle Rogers, her pal in Engineering back at New Century in LA; the same man who had flown up to Seattle and helped her with the Dragon Lady, Sylvia Connors. She knew Dee had spent over an hour grilling Kyle about the capabilities of the new board after she’d left here last time, and the talk had resulted in a large first order of the boards.

		“I’d like to talk about a quantity discount,” Dee said cannily.

		“How big a quantity are we talking? The more you order at once, the better price I can give you.”

		Dee smiled, showing a set of very white teeth which really stood out against his almost ebony skin. He wrote down a number on a notepad and handed it to Brie.

		She almost fell out of her chair when she saw how big it was, and wrote a number with a shaking hand and placed the pad back in his grasp. His smile grew even broader and he said, “I think we can do business, Brie. Stop by Purchasing on your way out today and pick up the purchase order.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Brie was sorely tempted to blow off prospecting around the Tech Center and just go on back to her hotel and start celebrating. Dee’s single order was the biggest New Century had ever gotten in Denver, bar none!

		But she forced herself to make the calls, just as a courtesy. After all, she had phoned ahead for short let-me-introduce-myself-and-my-company appointments last week, from home, while staring out at the Columbia River from her rear deck.

		The first two were a bust, just as Brad Fischer--her boss and the guy she had replaced in this territory when he got promoted—predicted they would be. But he had gone ahead and approved a second night’s stay at The Warwick, just so she could have the time to do this, and she was resolved to do it.

		The third company she called on, a medium-sized manufacturer named Greater Rockies Systems Design, proved to be a whole different story. The New Product Development Manager was a sharp young man by the name of Bryan Weeks.

		He greeted Brie cordially, and she got the idea at first that he was more interested in her cleavage and the way her ass filled out the beige business suit she was wearing than he was in the printed circuit boards and semiconductors she was peddling. But he surprised her, asking for data sheets on all her products and then studying them carefully.

		“This new board of yours looks as if it was designed to compete with the Jenner SG-1190,” Weeks said, after studying the performance specs.

		“I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t,” Brie replied with what she hoped was a charming smile. “The SG—1190 had long been the standard of the industry, so we set out to top it.”

		“And, did you?”

		“You can read the numbers for yourself; more capacity, quicker relay speeds, more options than the old SG-1190 delivers,” Brie said.

		“Can you prove it?” He said that peering down at the spec sheet and then up at her.

		“Why don’t I arrange for a sample shipment to be delivered here? You can put the boards through their paces, test them, and then make your own decision,” Brie offered.

		“Your new board is cheaper than Jenner’s,” Weeks noted approvingly.

		“Newer manufacturing facilities, state-of-the-art materials, and improvements in design account for that,” she said evenly. “We can build it cheaper, right in LA, than they can in New Jersey.”

		“I grew up in New Jersey,” Bryan Weeks said, and Brie’s heart nearly stopped. Was he some sort of a New Jersey, homeboy loyalist?

		“Between you and me, I could hardly wait to move. Give me the Rockies and Colorado anytime.”

		He stood up and offered his hand to Brie, saying, “Ship me your test boards. If they prove out, we’ll be doing a ton of business with your outfit in the very near future. Jenner is too fucking high priced, pardon my French!”

		Brie grinned and said, “That’s fucking okay, Bryan.”

		“So are you, Brie. So are you!”

		

		* * * *

		

		Brie was walking on the clouds by the time she valet parked her rental car back at her hotel and went up to get ready for her dinner date with Nick. She thought of the look on Brad Fischer’s face when the big orders started to come in from Bryan Weeks’ outfit—as she knew they would—and grinned happily.

		“No more business to be had in the Tech Center,” she chortled aloud under her breath as she pulled off her suit and unbuttoned her blouse, “my cute little ass!”

		I’ll show old Brad what his ex-territory can really do, she told herself, stripping off her bra and panties and heading for the bathroom and a shower.

		Brie was careful to get her body wet and the skin very warm before she applied the lather and shaved her legs, pits, and pussy as close as she could. Nick was going to see her naked body at very close range tonight, and she wanted it to be as perfect for him she could make it!

		

		* * * *

		

		She called Clark at six, Denver time. It was seven already in Portland and--no surprise--Marla answered their home number on the second ring.

		“What are you doing in my house?” Brie demanded, grinning.

		“Getting ready to fix dinner for Clark and then fuck his lights out,” Marla replied. “What are you up to tonight?”

		“Getting ready to go out to eat dinner with a real hottie named Nick and then do the same,” Brie answered. “Is Clark around?”

		“He’s outside; fiddling with the tank on the barbeque,” Marla said, “let me get him for you.”

		Clark came on the line moments later and Brie said teasingly, “Couldn’t even wait one night before you called her, huh?”

		“Are you going to see Nick tonight?”

		“Touché, darling,” she said with a smile. “I deserve a great night tonight. I had a wonderful sales day today.”

		“I deserve a little tender, loving care as well,” Clark countered playfully, “it seems the love of my life is out of town, in Denver, fucking around with another guy.”

		“Aw, poor baby,” Brie laughed into the phone, “maybe Marla will kiss it and make it all better for you!”

		“She’d better,” Clark said, “that’s what she’s here for, after all.”

		“Do you miss me at all?”

		“I sure do, honey,” Clark said gallantly, not really sounding as if he meant it.

		“I miss you, too,” Brie said, tongue-in-cheek. “Nick’s cock isn’t as long as yours, although he’s nice and thick.”

		“Have fun tonight,” Clark said with a laugh, “I know I will.”

		They both laughed for a few seconds, and then Brie said seriously, “You know, I really do love you.”

		“It’s funny, but I’m starting to feel that way about you, too,” Clark answered just as seriously.

		“What are we going to do about that?”

		“I don’t know,” Clark said honestly, “I’ve never felt this way about a girl before, truly. I’ll have to give it some thought while you’re gone.”

		“Better think fast,” Brie chided him gently, “I’ll be home Wednesday night in time for dinner.”

		“I’ll take you out someplace nice and we’ll celebrate your homecoming,” Clark offered.

		“Okay, big-spender,” she said with a little laugh, “you’re on!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Nick, All Night Long

		

		“So, what’s been happening with you, since last we saw each other,” Nick asked the question casually, as if he was expecting her to say something like; “Oh, not much”, and let it go at that.

		Brie took a deep breath and plunged ahead. She told Nick most of it, about Joel and Janice in LA, the divorce, and her abrupt move to Portland.

		He looked a bit shocked by her story, but didn’t comment until she had finished speaking. They were at the Bistro Vendome in Denver, seated at a table for two out on the patio, near the wrought iron fence surrounding the outside seating area.

		“Sounds like your life really went to shit, all of a sudden, Brie,” Nick commiserated, drinking a bit more of his cocktail.

		“Yeah, it did at that,” she agreed, finishing her Chivas and soda. “But it’s really so much better now; I can scarcely believe the difference.”

		“How do you mean?”

		“Joel liked to hear about the things I did with you and other guys on my travels, alright,” she answered almost shyly. “But Clark is a real libertine, in the truest sense of the word.”

		She looked down at the table and whispered, “The other night, up in Seattle for example, I fucked two guys with really big cocks, as well as eating another girl’s pussy. We took pictures, on my cell phone while it was happening.”

		“Jesus, Brie, you’re even wilder than I thought!” Nick’s eyes grew large as he looked at her, but he had a delighted smile on his face as he spoke.

		“That’s not the half of it,” Brie went on. “Clark was with another girl in our house in Portland at the time, and they traded pictures of what they were doing with us in real time!”

		“Holy fuck, but that sounds hot!” Nick gasped out the words and motioned for the waiter to bring them two more cocktails.

		“I’ve been with Marla, the girl he was sharing our bed with that night, and Clark since I’ve moved to Portland, not once but several times. She’s a kick in the ass and probably my closest girlfriend in the world!”

		“How does that work?”

		“Very well, as long as nobody gets jealous,” Brie said.

		“And how do you keep that from happening?”

		“Well, Marla’s known Clark for a lot long than I have,” Brie answered, “they had all this history together, before I ever showed up on the scene.”

		She paused to take a drink out of her newly arrived cocktail and then went on to say, “She gave him a blowjob when she was barely twelve, and they’ve fucked each other for years, literally hundreds of times, if I had to guess.”

		Brie shrugged, “They’re best buddies, as far as that goes, but they’re not at all romantically involved. I gather they tried that several times in the past, but it just didn’t work out.”

		“And then you met him,” Nick interjected.

		“Yeah, and there was this instant chemistry between Clark and I,” Brie said. “Marla can see that and I think it really bothered her at first; that she never had that with Clark, and I do.”

		“But now she’s accepted it, I gather,” Nick said.

		“She has and she seems to be fine with it,” Brie agreed.

		The blonde smiled at added, “Of course, the two of us, me and her, being so attracted to one another didn’t hurt either. There’s nothing that’s more fun than the three of us in one bedroom; hers or ours, it doesn’t really matter.”

		“I didn’t even know you liked girls,” Nick marveled, staring at her in something like awe. “You’re so into guys, I never would have guessed.”

		Brie snorted with laughter and said, “I didn’t know it either, until I met Marla! She’s really something; she’s…”

		Her voice trailed off and Brie flashed Nick a naughty little smile and reached into her purse for her cell phone. She said, “I totally didn’t realize these were still on here. Have a look. Is Marla fantastic, or not?”

		Nick craned his neck to look at the small screen. Displayed there was graphic picture of Marla naked, sucking Clark’s huge cock while an equally nude Brie watched, a grin on her face.

		“Fuck, kid, you two are dynamite together!” Nick sighed, studying the picture. “And that Clark guy’s dick is huge!”

		Brie grinned and nodded that it was. She changed the photo to one of Marla all decked out in the tall boots, the leather bustier, with a whip and wearing the feather mask.

		Nick whistled and said, “Holy fuck, she’s incredible! I’d let her whip my butt any day…and I’m not even into that sort of thing!”

		The waiter cleared his throat noisily and asked in choked voice, “Are Madame and Monsieur ready to order?”

		Brie hastily put the phone back in her purse. She looked up and saw the waiter’s face getting red; he’d definitely seen the picture of Marla all dressed up to play!

		“I’ll have the Caille aux Pommes and for the lady?” Nick said, looking across the table at Brie as if nothing was amiss.

		“The trout for me,” Brie said, not wanting to test her French pronunciation.

		“And we’d like a full bottle of the Pouilly Fuisse, please,” Nick told him dismissively.

		She snickered as she said, “I bet that naughty picture of Marla will be the talk of the kitchen for the rest of the night.”

		“It deserves to be,” said Nick, smiling back. “Have you got any more shots of the three of you?”

		“Lecher,” she whispered, digging out her cell phone again and showing him one of Clark fucking her in the ass with his mammoth cock.

		“Holy shit,” Nick gasped.

		

		* * * *

		

		“I don’t know what you want to even bother with me for,” Nick said, pulling off his suit coat and then his tie. “Not when you’ve got old Clark waiting for you back in Portland.”

		She was already naked and ready for him. Brie helped him undo the buttons on his dress shirt and pulled it off his remarkable body.

		“You have some moves in the bedroom that even Clark doesn’t have,” she whispered, kissing Nick’s left nipple and then his right one.

		“Jesus, but you’re a sexy little thing, Brie,” Nick crooned happily, undoing his pants and unzipping them as well.

		She dropped to her knees and helped him out of his dress shoes and then his socks. As his pants hit the suite’s thick carpet, she helped him out of them as well.

		“I love your cock,” she sighed, sliding his boxers down to join his discarded trousers.

		It was about eight inches long, very thick, and it curved upward slightly, at just the right angle to caress a girl’s g-spot when it was fucking her pussy. She fisted the thick column of flesh hungrily, and then gave it a little welcoming kiss.

		“It’s not nearly as big as Clark’s,” Nick insisted.

		“No, but I love it anyway,” Brie murmured, kissing it yet again. “Here, let me show you how much I love it.”

		With that, she slipped all eight inches in her mouth and began to suck. Nick sighed and his knees trembled as her tongue started to make lazy circles around his rigid flesh.

		Brie looked up at him adoringly with those big green eyes of hers and Nick moaned and bent down and took her cheeks in his hands and began to face-fuck her slow and easy. He whispered, “God, you’re so gorgeous, Brie. Suck it. Suck my cock, you little goddess, you!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“You know, you were the first one to ever talk me into doing this,” Brie said back over her shoulder as Nick began to feed his fully erect cock into her lubed up anus.

		“Do you let Clark, and his big prick do this to you, now?” He asked the question as he took her fully, his big nuts coming to rest against her pussy.

		“Ummmmmmmmm, yeah, I do,” Brie confessed, loving the way Nick’s fat length felt up her butt. “He knows just how to touch my clit while he’s doing it to me back there, the way you do.”

		“You like that, huh?” He asked her the question as he started to caress her clit while he ass-fucked her slowly and gently.

		“Yessssssssssssssss!” Brie hissed out the word happily. “You know I do, you old sweetie!”

		The two of them fucked beautifully, sensually. Brie didn’t care that Nick was a couple of decades older than her.

		He was so smooth, so sure of himself, and so handsome, despite his age. She loved fucking him. It was as simple as that!

		“You can go faster, if you want,” Brie sighed. “It feels great to have you in me again. You can really pound my ass, if you’d like!”

		Nick groaned and picked up his pace. His dick glided up and down in her anal sheath as if it had been machined to fit it.

		Brie’s muscular little tunnel sucked at him and he sighed again and said, “God, Brie, your ass is heaven to fuck!”

		That’s what all my lovers say, come to think of it. So I guess it must be true!

		“You have the tightest, cutest little butt,” he murmured, patting it lovingly as he reamed it.

		Fuck it, Nick, she urged him mentally, oh, God, fuck my ass while you play with my clit…and make me come like a wild woman!

		

		* * * *

		

		“This is one of me fucking Joaquin and Renaldo at the same time,” Brie said, her voice so low it was almost inaudible.

		“I can’t believe you could take both of them at the same time!” Nick said in wonder, as he stared incredulously at her cell phone.

		The two of them were resting up between bouts of hot sex, cuddled together at the top of the bed, the pillows bunched behind them. Brie had gotten out her phone again, and was showing Nick pictures of her recent visit to Seattle.

		“Both of them are huge,” Brie sighed, staring at the thick cocks penetrating her ass and her pussy at the same time.

		“So is Clark,” Nick said. “Like I said earlier, I don’t know why you even bother with me anymore!”

		“Maybe you have charms they don’t have, darling,” she grinned over at him.

		“What are those, pray tell?” He sounded bemused at her words.

		“You eat a mean pussy,” she purred over to him. “And I love to suck your cock, even though it isn’t as huge as those others!”

		“Talked me right into it, princess,” he murmured, pulling her into a sixty-nine, with her on top.

		She knew her cunt was overflowing with his spunk—he’d creamed her at least twice in the pussy and once in the ass so far this evening—but she knew Nick wouldn’t care about that at all. He’d eat her exquisitely, like he always did, because a little taste of his own come didn’t turn Nick off like it might have most men.

		He was sophisticated, adventurous, just like Clark. That was just one of the reasons she adored these occasional nights with Nick so much!

		Oh, his tongue is like magic on my clit, she marveled as he began to caress her love bud with his talented tongue. She sucked his half hard cock into her mouth and began to give him one of slurpy, ball-licking blowjobs, not minding in the least that his dick tasted of pussy juice and semen, from when he’d fucked her that last time.

		Mmmmmmmmm, I just love this guy’s cock! She had the thought as she ardently blew him. I hope he’s got a big wad for me to swallow. He gets so excited when I do that—most men do!

		* * * *

		She woke up, startled by the feel of Nick’s fingertips exploring her ass crack. Glancing over at the digital clock, she saw it was four-thirty in the morning.

		Brie turned her body a bit, so that she could see his face. He had a look like a little boy whose hand was caught inside the cookie jar.

		“You want my ass again?” She asked him the question with a little smile on her face, delighted that he did.

		“If you don’t mind,” he whispered back, stroking her and fondling her butt cheeks more openly, now that she was awake.

		“I never mind,” she said playfully. “You should know that by now, Nick. Put it in me. I want it. I always want it, no matter what hole you want to put it in!”

		“God, Brie, you’re so fucking sexy it hurts!” He said, setting the head of his rigid cock against her gooey rear opening.

		“Oh, oh, that feels so nice,” Brie sighed as he claimed her butt once again.

		She was full of sex lube and come from his previous ass-fucks, so she took him without any problem. He was spooned against her from behind, and he reached around to grasp a nipple in each hand.

		Brie let her fingers trail downward, to her clit. She began to play with herself as Nick started to fuck her butt deep and hard.

		What a wake up call! She loved it. She just loved it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Denver, Second Day – Hub

		

		“You drive carefully, going back home,” she admonished Nick on her cell phone.

		She was using the Bluetooth option in her rental car. Brie was dressed in yet another business suit and she was on her way to a meeting with Dan Greene, out at the Denver Tech Center again.

		Both the semiconductors and the printed circuit boards she’d sold the new head of product development had apparently worked out great. This time, he wanted to talk volume discount and Brie was more than ready for that!

		“I’ve only made the drive between Denver and Kansas City about a half a million times, Brie,” Nick said just then, over his own cell phone connection.

		“That’s no excuse for letting driving become automatic,” she cautioned him, taking the turn off for the Tech Center.

		“Yes, mommy, I’ll be careful,” Nick’s sarcastic voice said.

		After a few moments, he said, “Next month; can you be in Denver when I am?”

		“I’ll make a point of it, you old sweetie,” she said into the Bluetooth. “Call me when you get your schedule worked out and we’ll coordinate then.”

		“Last night was marvelous,” he said softly.

		“It was at that, tiger,” she answered, pulling up in front of Dan Greene’s company and shutting off the motor. “Call me soon.”

		

		* * * *

		

		After long, back-and-forth meeting with Dan—somebody must have told this guy he was some kind of a badass negotiator between their first meeting and now—Brie left the building and got ready for an exceedingly short meeting with Pete Fuller, over at Hastings Industries.

		Brie had done great with Dan, despite his best efforts. The purchase order in her briefcase was for a huge amount of both semiconductors and boards, and the final price would make Davidson, her sales manager, smile.

		She had used the age-old trick of letting Dan beat her down a few cents on each unit, but she’d had a lot of margin to work with, so that didn’t bother her at all. There was still an enormous amount of profit left to New Century, her company, in the deal and that would be all Davidson cared about.

		She loved guys like Pete Fuller. He was a much-harried purchasing agent who had her purchase agreement already printed out and ready for her to pick up when she arrived. Fuller simply bought however many units Engineering said they needed, and he was in too much of a hurry to complete the order process to haggle over the price!

		It was barely noon when she found herself headed back to her hotel, her trip to Denver a huge success and a night of fun sex with Hub, her Cheyenne cowboy awaiting her. First, she intended to take a long nap, after her wonderful but tiring night with Nick, and then take her time getting ready for handsome young Hub. This day was already a memorable one--sales-wise--and she couldn’t wait for evening to fall!

		

		* * * *

		

		“Tell me a little about this one,” Clark said into the phone.

		“He’s young, probably younger than me,” Brie said as she finished getting dressed. “And he has a great cock. It’s not as long as yours, but it’s easily as thick. And it never stays soft for too long; that’s what I really love about it!”

		“I swear to God, Brie, you’re insatiable,” Clark chuckled. “Wasn’t old Nick last night enough for you?”

		“He was marvelous, as usual,” she said, checking her make up and her hair one last time in the mirror and deciding that they were perfect. “But a hotwife can’t get enough cock…you should know that by now, darling.”

		“Well, I guess I should,” he admitted reluctantly, “but we’re not even married yet!”

		“Oh, are we doing that soon?” She asked lightly, making sure her low cut dress looked at perfect as her make up and hair did.

		“I was thinking sometime in June, right by the river, in our backyard,” Clark said off-handedly. “If your divorce is final by then, that is.”

		Brie’s heart stopped beating for a moment. Her face assumed a stricken look and then a smile so big she couldn’t believe it blossomed on her face.

		“You can’t propose to me over the phone like this!” She all but screamed at Clark. “That’s not how you’re supposed to do it!”

		“I’m new at this,” Clark replied calmly, “this is the first time I’ve ever done it.”

		There was a long silence between them, and then he said, “How about it; do you accept? Will you marry me, Brie?”

		“You rat; you did this on purpose, just to ruin my eye make up!” She laughed and cried at the same time, almost too excited by what he’d just said to breathe properly!

		Brie lost the battle and began to sob into the phone, “Oh, Clark, I love you so! But this isn’t right! Another man will be here to…to…fuck me in an hour or so!”

		“Have a nice time,” Clark said blandly. “Marla and I are going out clubbing tonight. I doubt we’ll get home until late. Too bad you’re going to miss that! I know how you love to dance…”

		“You fucker, you miserable fucker,” she rasped at him, hating him in that moment for his insufferable calm, his unflappability.

		And loving him so much at the same time that she could barely stand it!

		“How could you do this to me?” She managed to croak out the words. “Proposing when you knew I was going to be fucking another guy tonight?”

		Clark’s response was logical, so logical it was maddening! He said, “Well, what could be more appropriate? You’re a hotwife, and I want you to continue being a hotwife, after we’re married.”

		“It’s just not going to be the same, somehow, sucking another guy’s dick when you just asked me to be your wife!”

		Clark laughed and said, “Sure it is. I intend to fuck Marla, just like I always do. You should do the same with whomever you’re going to be spending the night with, darling.”

		“Does Marla know about this already?”

		“No, I intended to tell her about it tonight, during our dance date.”

		“Let me; I insist,” Brie said somewhat icily. “I’m calling her right now.”

		She was still fuming as she got ready to get off the phone with her almost husband. Brie said, “Oh, and by the way, I accept your proposal, lame though it is. I will marry you, Clark, because I love you so much. So there!”

		“Do you promise?” He said the words softly and Brie started to cry again.

		“I’m going to fuck you senseless when I get home tomorrow night, Clark Spicer!” She said the words defiantly, but there was no heat left in her tone. Brie whispered, “I love you, you big oaf, and I can’t wait to marry you!”

		Brie broke the connection before she started bawling again. Taking time to fix her ruined eye make up, she then dialed Marla’s cell.

		“Hey, how is Denver?” Her best girlfriend inquired breezily.

		“It’s fucking great,” Brie practically shouted into the phone. “Clark just asked me to marry him, over the phone, not two minutes ago. What do you think of that?”

		A shocked silence descended between the two women. At last a tearful Marla asked, “Did he really? What did you say?”

		“I said ‘yes’, of course! Do you think I’m a total idiot?”

		“Oh, Brie, this is wonderful! I’m so excited for you!”

		The two of them started crying uncontrollably. Brie looked into the mirror at her freshly-ruined eye make up once more and said to herself, screw it. I guess I’m stuck with looking like a fucking raccoon when Hub gets here!

		

		* * * *

		

		“You’re way different tonight than the night I met you in Cheyenne, at the Cadillac Ranch,” Hub said as they sat in the bar and got ready to go into dinner.

		“I’m sorry,” Brie apologized. “I’ve got a lot on my mind tonight.”

		“Do you want me to go back to Cheyenne and leave you be?”

		“No, don’t do that,” Brie said, putting her hand atop his.

		She thought of Marla and Clark, merrily dancing the night away in Portland at some club. She imagined them going back to Clark’s house—soon to be hers and Clark’s house—and fucking each other right in their bed, all night long, if she knew those two!

		“I want you to stay,” Brie told her handsome cowboy.

		After all, none of this was his fault! He was an innocent—she thought of the steamy night they’d shared in her room in Cheyenne the night they met and decided that while Hub might be unsophisticated, when compared to Nick or to Clark—he was far from innocent!

		“I want you to spend the night with me, baby,” she said, smiling at him invitingly. “And I will show you the time of your life. I promise!”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Oh, God, Brie, you’re fantastic at that!”

		He bellowed out the words as she really went to work on his cock and balls with her tongue and lips. They were naked in her room, in the middle of her bed, and she was proudly showing him all of her hard-won bedroom skills.

		Hub was about eight or nine inches long, and just a bit thicker than Nick. He wasn’t super-hung like Clark or some of her other lovers, but he was certainly big enough to give a girl a great fuck!

		And he was sexy as all get-out, as far as Brie was concerned. He was a young guy for one thing.

		He looked like a very young Clint Eastwood for another! He had a body that had been sculpted by a hard cattle ranch upbringing, most his time spent out in the sun; either loading hay on flatbed truck with a pair of hay hooks, or roping cattle, or driving them here and there from the back of a horse.

		She glanced at Hub’s “farmers’ tan” as she sucked his thick cock and smiled. He was brown as a Mexican on his forearms, face, and neck; but the rest of his lean, hard body was white as a loaf of Rainbow bread.

		“You have a beautiful cock,” she sighed, letting it slip from her lips for a moment and taking it in her right fist so that she could admire it. “I love to suck it!”

		Hub grinned at her and said, “You sure do a good job, Brie. I’ve had other girl’s do that before. But nobody does it quite like you do!’

		“Lots of practice,” she assured him with a saucy smile. “I love doing it!”

		“Do you practice on that lucky husband of yours, down in LA?”

		Brie’s heart clenched. She hadn’t gone into much detail with Hub about her marriage when she’d originally met him.

		They’d just met in a cowboy bar in Cheyenne, on her one-night layover there; danced and joked around a little. And then, on impulse, she’d invited him up to her room--after he’d driven her from the club back to her hotel—and fucked him all night long!

		He’d known she was married from her ring set, and she’d told him that she and Joel lived in LA. But that was about it.

		“There have been a few big changes in my life since I saw you last,” Brie admitted, licking his cock head a bit, so that he wouldn’t loose his hard on. “I’m divorcing my old husband in LA, and I’ve moved to Portland to live.”

		She shrugged slightly and added, “And I’m getting married soon, to a wonderful man.

		“Geez, gal, you move fast,” Hub said in a shocked voice.

		“It’s alright,” she assured him, stroking his cock as she licked it, “my new guy is okay with this, believe me. He knows all about it.”

		She smiled as Hub’s handsome young face assumed a look of utter shock and went on to say, “We have an agreement, just like my last husband and I did: when I’m on the road—like I am now—I’m free to do whatever and whomever I like. And he’s free to do the same.”

		“What about when you’re home in Portland, with him?”

		Brie fought off a pained look and said softly, “Well, that depends; sometimes we play as a couple with other people—we went to this swinger party the other night—and sometimes we’re very monogamous. It varies!”

		Hub grinned and shook his head, saying, “You’re even wilder than I thought, Brie, when I met you up in Cheyenne!”

		“Let’s have a wild night together then, cowboy,” she said her sexiest, most provocative voice, licking his big cock from his balls to its head as she stared up at him, her big green eyes flashing with desire. “What do you say?”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Oh, oh, God, that’s it, honey!” She wailed out the words and hung on tighter.

		Hub was really nailing her to the bed with that magnificent cock of his! He was fucking her missionary style, after she’d sucked him and gotten him very hard.

		They’d been fucking for fifteen minutes or so, and she’d come once already! He was like a stallion, rutting and thrusting and just…taking her!

		Oh, boy, I’ve kind of missed this! She told herself.

		Brie thought back to the gangbang she’d starred in the other night. Something like nine guys had fucked her, one right after the other.

		But had any of them fucked her harder than Hub? She didn’t think so!

		Her young cowboy was special, when it came to that. He was straight-ahead sex, with no holds barred, and she loved it!

		Ride ‘em, cowboy, she thought, digging her heels into the mattress and pushing up with her pelvis in time with his rhythmic lunges deep into her cunt!

		Mmmmmmmmm, boy, he sure can fuck!

		“Ugh! Ugh! Oh, Brie, I’m fixin’ to come in your little pussy!” Hub suddenly sighed.

		“Go ahead, I want it!” She cooed the words in his ear as he slammed down into her again and again, stroking his hair, licking his earlobe tantalizingly. “I want to feel your hot come in me…everywhere…all night long!”

		Hub closed his blue eyes and started to spurt deep within her. His searing ball juice hit her clit and she began to shiver under him as he filled her. She was coming right along with him, and she was loving every second of it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		Home Again

		

		She saw Marla’s sleek black Lexus parked in her driveway and pulled up beside it. Wheeling her suitcase behind her, she went up the front porch ramp and opened the door.

		Brie hadn’t even bothered to look in her purse for her house key, because she knew Marla was no doubt already inside, waiting for her. She had probably had a key to the Spicer house since she was a teenager.

		Brie wasn’t disappointed. The tall redhead screamed out her excited greetings the moment the door opened and Brie found herself being eagerly hugged and fawned over and excitedly welcomed home!

		Marla said breathlessly, “Clark wanted to be here, to welcome his new fiancé home, but there were some guys from Europe visiting the office today, and he couldn’t just blow them off and leave work early!”

		Brie must have looked confused by that blurted statement, so Marla rushed ahead to further explain, saying, “Some outfit from Germany—apparently they’re almost as big as frigging Wal-Mart--is talking about distributing several lines of stuff that Clark’s company manufactures. A delegation from the retailer is touring the production facility today, and Clark is stuck showing them around.”

		“Well, that sounds too important to miss,” Brie commented, setting her suitcase in the upright position in the middle of the living room carpet and putting her smaller case down on the coffee table, along with her purse.

		“Let’s have a drink and talk about the wedding!” Marla suggested. “And the divorce, too; that’s more important than ever, now that you and Clark want to get married.”

		“I guess I want to do that,” Brie offered wryly, leading the way into the rec room and the bar. “That little trick of his of proposing over the phone--when he knew I had a guy coming down from Cheyenne to take me to dinner and then spend the night in my hotel suite; not mention the two of you going out dancing last night—that gives me some pause, as far as tying the knot with Clark goes.”

		“Oh, come on, Brie,” Marla said with an excited grin, “you know you said ‘yes’ and that you want to marry Mr. Big Dick!”

		Brie gave her a grudging smile and admitted, “Yeah, I guess so. He’s only the most gorgeous man I know, and I do love him like crazy!”

		“That’s my girl,” Marla said encouragingly, handing Brie the Chivas and soda she’d just made and toasting her with her own martini. “Now, let’s talk divorce settlement, and wedding plans!”

		“Well, I guess I need to get a lawyer, to speed things up,” Brie said doubtfully.

		Marla beamed and said, “Look no further; I’m the best lawyer in Portland and I work super-cheap, for my best gal friend! I’m fully licensed to represent your interests in California—half of our new residents in Oregon are from the Golden State, so I’m up on all the latest changes in the laws down there, believe me—and I promise to do a great job!”

		Suddenly, she was all business as she asked, “Now, what is this Joel guy’s cell phone number? I’ll need to talk to whatever legal eagle he’s hired, and then I intend to put together an assignment of all assets from the marriage and courier it down to his representative, ASAP.”

		“Okay, Joel and I have a tentative agreement in place, but what you are proposing sounds good,” Brie said, writing down Joel’s number on a message pad atop the nearby bar and handing the paper to Marla.

		“Great, now about the wedding,” Marla said, shifting gears so abruptly Brie almost got whiplash from following her thinking. “I want to stage the actual ceremony someplace just off the deck, on the back lawn. We’ll set up a few rows of chairs—I’m betting you and Clark wanting to keep the guest list small and sort of intimate—and we’ll have one of those white trellis things as a backdrop for the ceremony, right in front of the boathouse…”* * * *

		For the next hour and a half, they talked colors and cakes and honeymoon plans and ministers. Brie felt herself getting excited, in spite of her reservations about Clark’s rather…unique wedding proposal and the speed with which all of this was coming together.

		“So we’re agreed,” said Marla, “we want the lightest lilac shade of satin available for the bridesmaid dresses, and a white gown for you.”

		Brie laughed and said, “Well, I’m hardly a virgin, as you well know, so I don’t know about white!”

		“Every bride deserves a gorgeous white dress if they want one,” Marla insisted, “I don’t care if she’s the Whore of Babylon in her spare time!”

		Brie giggled and then said, “Okay, white it is, then!”

		The front door opened and Clark came into the rec room moments later. He was wearing his nicest custom suit—a navy blue number that fit him perfectly and emphasized his height—and a white dress shirt and a rep tie.

		“There’s my bride-to-be,” he said with a grin when he saw Brie, sitting on a barstool, talking to Marla.

		Brie had told herself that she was still a little mad about the over-the-phone proposal. She had decided that she’d be ultra-cool around him at first, just to punish him for his cavalier treatment of her.

		But somehow, all of that vanished as soon as she saw him. She was up off the barstool and in his powerful arms almost before she knew it.

		And he was kissing her! The kiss went on forever, and when it at last was broken off, she looked around for Marla and discovered that her friend was nowhere in sight!

		“I’d guess that she thought it best that she went on home and gave us some time alone together,” Clark explained, without Brie even having to ask where Marla had gone.

		He smiled at her and said softly, “A soon-to-be husband and wife should have a night all to themselves, don’t you think, darling?”

		

		* * * *

		

		Hub had fucked her great last night. There was no denying that, and she had loved every minute of it.

		Brie wasn’t sorry about having her handsome cowboy in bed with her so recently at all. And she was sure that Clark and Marla had spent the night doing what she and Hub were doing in Denver, right in this very bed.

		But none of that seemed to matter now. Clark was deep inside of her, loving her as only he could!

		They were on their big bed, and Brie was riding him. Her first thought was that she was riding him like a cowgirl, but she quickly pushed that image of herself from her mind. Cowgirls brought thoughts of Hub and his long, lean body, and tonight, after all, belonged to her and Clark!

		Tonight she was her future husband’s, exclusively; not Hub’s, not Nick’s, or anyone else’s! This night was for her and Clark!

		He had surprised her as soon as they got in the bedroom by making her take off Joel’s wedding set and slip on a huge new engagement ring instead.

		The diamond in it was obscenely large and Brie knew it must have cost a small fortune. She didn’t care. She knew Clark could well afford it and she had fallen in love with the showy ring at first sight!

		Brie vowed to never take it off. As she peered down at Clark now while she rode his big dick, with the fantastic new ring on her finger, she smiled, unable to stop.

		He felt so right inside her! She loved him. It was as simple as that!

		“You look like a princess,” he sighed, staring up at her with a goofy smile on his face, “and a very pleased-with-her-lot-in-life princess at that.”

		“I guess I am,” she allowed, gliding up and down on his towering manhood, feeling it stroking her innermost recesses as she rode it.

		She caressed Clark’s cheek tenderly with her fingertips as she made love to him, her trim hips moving in a slow, easy rhythm. Brie had never felt so happy, so fulfilled, so much in love!

		“God, you’re beautiful,” Clark whispered at that moment. “I don’t think I’ve ever bothered to bed a less than beautiful girl in my whole life. But you’re far and away the prettiest of them all.”

		She bent low and kissed him dragging her big breasts across the clean expanse of his bare chest. Brie murmured out the question, “Will you still love me, when I’m old and gray and used up by this life we lead?”

		Clark smiled up at her and nodded slowly that he would, the smile never leaving his handsome face. He said softly, “I have the feeling that you’ll always be beautiful to me, even when we’re very old.”

		“Keep that thought in mind throughout the coming years, why don’t you?” She gasped out the words, feeling her pussy contract around his gliding cock shaft. “Right now, darling, I’m going to come and I want you to come along with me…”

		

		* * * *

		

		Marla came over at one the next day and they did some more wedding planning. She had finished the assignment of assets already, spoken to Joel’s attorney in LA, and Fed Exed a copy of the document to him.

		Brie sat at her kitchen table and read through the short, vicious legal accounting in a few minutes. Looking up at Marla, she said, “You seem to have let him keep his balls and the shirt on his back, but that’s about it!”

		Marla purred, “Men who divorce hot women like us deserve whatever punishment we decide to dole out to them. The shyster that Joel hired is way out his depth. I could tell that just by talking with him on the phone yesterday.”

		Brie held up the document and waved it at Marla as she asked, “Do you really think we’ll get everything you’ve demanded?”

		“Of course not,” Marla answered calmly, with a devilish little grin, “but that’s the way it’s done, darling. We open asking for the moon and all the stars and settle for more than our rightful share, and they’re left feeling lucky we didn’t get all we asked for!”

		“Oh,” said Brie, finishing her coffee and smiling back at her friend, “well, I suppose you know what you’re doing. Go ahead and rip his nuts off, for all I care. Let’s see if that fat-assed Janice bitch still wants him, when he’s all but bankrupt!”

		The two women shared a conspiratorial little laugh and moved on to talk about the upcoming nuptials. Brie was surprised when Marla asked, “I gather you’re not inviting your folks to fly out for the wedding?”

		Brie bit her bottom lip as she thought about that. At last she said, “No, I guess I’m not. I think I’ll tell them I met Clark after I moved to Portland, for my job; and that we took a weekend flight to Las Vegas and got married there; sort of a whirlwind, spur-of-the-moment thing.”

		Marla nodded, understanding immediately. Brie said, “It would be awkward for all of us to have them at the wedding. I lied to them already about why I moved up here so abruptly, because I knew they’d be dead-set against it. They’d want me to go slowly, not just marry Mr. Rebound Guy, Clark!”

		“Yeah, I get that,” Marla said. “It’s better this way.”

		They sat in silence for a few moments and then Marla smiled that devilish little smile again and said, “Listen; since this is going to be so small and intimate a thing…I had a fun thought. You’re not inviting old friends from college or back in Michigan, right, since your parents aren’t supposed to know about this?”

		“I hadn’t really thought about it, but I can see that you’re right,” Brie realized. “If I want to keep the way I really met Clark a secret from my old friends and family, I can’t very well afford to invite them to our wedding, can I?”

		“That’s what I was thinking,” Marla said. “Since it’s worked out the way it has, why don’t we make this a really fun wedding?”

		“You little minx, what were you thinking?”

		“Let’s invite most of the swingers in Megan and Pat’s little group!” Marla said mischief glittering behind her green eyes. “You’ll need a few bridesmaids anyway—since your old college friends and Michigan friends won’t be coming—who better to fill in than Megan and a few of her gal pals from the swinger club?”

		“I could even invite Nick! I bet he’d come!” Brie whispered excitedly.

		“I’d like to meet him, from what you’ve told me about him and all the little sex tricks he knows!” Marla cooed happily, lust replacing playfulness in her eyes.

		Brie laughed and said, “I just bet he’d like to meet you, too. He’d love those big knockers of yours, that’s for sure!”

		“Who else can we invite?”

		“Well, I bet Carlotta from Seattle would be happy to be a bridesmaid, and I know Clark would love to meet her, right along with Nick!”

		“Hey, I want to keep Nick all to myself!” Marla protested kiddingly.

		“Believe me, there’s enough of Nick to go around, girlfriend!” Brie all but giggled as she made her point. “Besides, I think you’d love to meet Carlotta, too. That girl can really eat a pussy, take it from me!”

		“Ooh, I think I like her already,” Marla sighed.

		Brie reached out and took her friend’s hand and whispered, “Let’s adjourn to the bedroom, and discuss this further.”

		Marla smiled and said, “I thought you’d never ask!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		After Wedding Orgy!

		

		Brie felt slightly silly in her very expensive, extremely beautiful white wedding dress, but as happy as she had ever been in her life as she stood up next to Clark, the river at their backs, and recited the vows they had both written. They had banished the traditional part about having no one else and never straying from one another—that would have been so hypocritical that Brie wouldn’t have been able to keep a straight face through the short ceremony if that language had been left in—and replaced the more conventional language with a vow to love each other no matter what.

		After all, as far as fidelity went, Brie could count at least a half dozen men she’d already slept with, besides Clark, in the small company of wedding guests. She hadn’t fucked Chip Lawson yet, Clark’s best man and the Sales and Marketing Manager of her soon-to-be husband’s manufacturing company, but she had the feeling that was going to happen soon after this ceremony was concluded and the preacher who was presiding at the wedding had left the small reception, which was scheduled to last all night.

		Most people, Brie realized, had a reception with a wedding cake and sometimes dancing and an open bar to celebrate their nuptials. She and Marla and Clark had thought an all night orgy might be more…appropriate, given their wild lifestyle and that of their Portland friends.

		Tomorrow at mid-morning, Clark and her were scheduled to fly to Hawaii for a month-long honeymoon. Together, her new husband and she would tour all of the major Hawaiian Islands. They’d snorkel and dance and drink and eat and—if they found other people who interested them sexually--they’d no doubt play a little as well!

		But tonight was strictly for partying, and Brie wouldn’t have it any other way. Nick had flown in yesterday, and had stayed at Marla’s house, along with Carlotta, who had driven down from Seattle.

		The three of them had come dragging into Brie’s kitchen at ten o’clock this morning, looking as if they’d been up all night—and Brie suspected that they had--given Marla and Carlotta’s, and Nick’s for that matter, excessive personalities. Marla had just said that a “fine time had been had by all” and the other two had sheepishly agreed.

		Brie intended to get the whole story from Marla tonight, at the orgy. She bet the three of them had gotten along famously; that was for sure!

		Nick sat in the front row this late afternoon, on the bride’s side. He had on a formal morning suit, complete with grey vest and striped tie.

		The older man looked more than ever like George Clooney and he was beaming at Marla as she recited her vows. Carlotta was serving as one of her bridesmaids, while Megan, the busty little swinger girl, was filling in as the other one, and Marla was the maid of honor, of course.

		Clark’s groomsmen were Pat, Megan’s husband, and one other old friend of Clark’s from work. Handsome Chip Lawson was acting as the best man.

		Brie like Chip at lot, from their brief meetings so far; she really looked forward to seeing him out of this tux and naked in her bedroom—along with all the other wedding guests and participants, save the minister—tonight, very soon! She knew that most just married women would be appalled by what was about to happen.

		But as Clark was always saying, he wasn’t like other grooms and she was far from a normal bride! She couldn’t wait for the fancy clothes to disappear and the rowdy celebration of their union to start!

		

		* * * *

		

		“Thank you, Reverend Sinclair, it was a lovely service,” Clark told the older man as he walked him to the front door and shook his hand.

		The elderly cleric looked down at the wad of hundred dollar bills Clark had just given him, along with the handshake, and beamed. He said, “May God bless you and your new bride.”

		And then he left. Clark stepped back inside and locked the front door. To the assembled guests he said, “Let the party begin. Don’t do anything I or my new wife wouldn’t do…but I can’t think for the life of me what that might be!”

		Minutes later, Brie had been stripped of her beautiful white wedding dress--and all of her other clothes for that matter—and lay flat on her back in her own bedroom. She was sucking Chip Lawson’s very impressive cock while Nick fucked her pussy.

		She could see Clark nailing Carlotta to be bed just inches away from her. The big Latina was ooohing and aaaahing about what a wonderful cock Clark had, and winking at Brie.

		“You’ve got yourself a lot of man here, Chiquita,” she sighed over at Brie, “you’re one lucky girl!”

		Brie couldn’t very well answer her right at the moment, as Chip was about to come down her throat for the first time and Nick was getting close to flooding her newly-married pussy with come, but she nodded that she agreed and winked back at Carlotta. The after wedding orgy was a huge success; she could see that from just glancing around the room.

		Marla was getting doubled by Pat the swinger and Clark’s other male friend from work. The statuesque redhead was sandwiched in between them, her big breasts bouncing and jellying crazily as they reamed out her pussy and ass at the same time.

		Megan was down on her knees, sucking cock like a wild girl, her own big breasts jiggling crazily as yet another wedding guest knelt behind her and fucked her asshole while she swallowed another guy’s big dick whole.

		This is my life now, Brie thought proudly, grateful that she and Clark had found each other. I’m not jealous of him and he certainly isn’t jealous of me having my fun, too!

		She looked over at her handsome hubby and beamed, around Chip’s ready-to-spurt cock. Chip groaned loudly and the first blast of his hot semen was suddenly being sprayed against the roof of her mouth.

		Brie swallowed it as she looked at Clark and he looked at her. All at once, Clark shuddered and started to come in Carlotta’s cunt, his eyes still on Brie.

		This is what being a hotwife is all about, Brie thought, feeling herself tumble into orgasm as Nick began firing wad after wad of hot jism into her clasping pussy.

		“Was it good?” Clark asked her as they separated from their respective partners and held each other in the center of the bed.

		“It was wonderful, just like you are, husband of mine,” Brie whispered to him as they got ready to kiss.

		“Not as wonderful as you are, my sweet little wife,” Clark answered her softly.

		She knew he could taste Chip’s spunk inside her mouth, but she was utterly confident that it wouldn’t bother Clark at all. They had the whole night ahead of them, and their whole lives after that!

		Brie held her man close and reveled in the knowledge that she loved him with all her heart, and knew he felt the same way about her…

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		Hawaii

		

		Clark found Brie sitting on the edge of the bed when he returned to their suite. Instead of being ready to accompany him down to the bar for a few cocktails, followed by dinner and possibly some dancing, her eyes were red from crying and she seemed visibly shaken.

		“What is it, darling?” He asked the question softly, closing the door behind him and crossing the room rapidly, to sit down beside her and hold her in his arms.

		“Read that,” she said, pointing at the tablet lying next to her on the bed, “Marla sent it just now, and it shook me to my very core! If we hadn’t gotten married, and gone on this marvelous honeymoon, I’d probably be in Boise this week!”

		Clark reached past her and picked up the tablet. Marla had sent along a news story from the Boise paper.

		It seemed that a traveling salesman by the name of Jim King was being held without bail for first degree murder. He had apparently beaten a local woman to death in his hotel room, after first tying her to the bed and raping her repeatedly.

		His suitcase, according to police reports, held numerous torture devices, gags, restraints and other paraphernalia common to the “BDSM” lifestyle. The girl, a very attractive young blonde, had been in her mid-twenties and had worked as a waitress in the hotel bar.

		Clark looked at her and shook his head, saying, “We owe Marla, big-time. She told me about telling you that she somehow sensed Jim King was a severely bent penny and that you should stay well away from him.”

		“Yes, but would I have had the good judgment to have done that, if I’d been in Boise this week; if I had seen him in the bar again, would I have been smart enough to heed Marla’s good advice? Or would I have thought, ‘What’s one more time?’ And gone up to his room with him again?”

		She shuddered as she went on to say, “That newspaper story could have been about me, instead of that poor girl! All our friends could have been attending my funeral, instead of my wedding this week!”

		The two of them sat in the hotel room for a long time. Clark ordered some food sent up from room service instead of them going down to the restaurant.

		

		* * * *

		

		“What do you want to do about this?” He asked her the question about midnight, in the darkness of their room.

		He was still holding her, his big right arm draped over her naked shoulder. She turned to him and it was just light enough, with the moonlight leaking in through the half open slider, for her to see his face as she said, “I want to continue our fun and games. Don’t you, Mr. Hedonist?”

		She waited a beat and then added, “But I want to be more careful about who we play with in the future. For our whips and chains fun, I think we should stick to Marla and maybe some of the others we know very well; no more strangers, okay?”

		He held her even closer and said, “That sounds very okay to me, Mrs. Spicer.”

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, a minimum amount of condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. Should you choose to participate in such behavior, however, please use protection.

		If you enjoyed this book, or even if you didn’t, I want to hear from you. I like keeping in touch with my readers. You may contact me at: ckralston@gmail.com with either brickbats or kudos.

		

		CKR
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