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    CHAPTER ONE – Berlin and Cody 
 
      
 
    Cody fit the exact profile of what I was looking for in a younger mate. Ms. K's dating agency had described him perfectly—sexy, confident, intelligent, with a healthy bit of ego. He was also a gifted artist having his first major art exhibition and he'd invited me to the gallery where his paintings were on display after learning about me through Ms. K. 
 
    I answered his expected phone call in my most sultry voice, “Hello there, Cody, this is Berlin. Ms. K mentioned you'd be calling.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Berlin,” he replied, “She said incredible things about you.” 
 
    “How nice.” 
 
    “And your portfolio pictures are gorgeous. You're a stunner.” 
 
    “Thank you, Cody, that's so sweet,” I commented, then turned the tables. “I viewed your pictures, too, and I really like your style. If you're as handsome in person as your pictures, I might need to take you someplace private before the evening is through.” 
 
    “I'm open to that,” Cody confirmed, and I knew he meant it. 
 
    Sex on the first date was common and encouraged with the young men Ms. K signed to her Treasure Trails dating agency. Older women don't like to waste time with the dating rules and regulations applied by the younger generation when seeking the perfect boyfriend or husband. And we aren't afraid to cut to the chase, and take our potential mates straight to the bedroom, or living room, kitchen, bathroom, where ever the sexual chemistry ignites.  
 
    Ms. K had previously matched me with several younger males through her dating agency before pairing me with Cody, but none matched my insatiable need for spontaneity. Long, romantic interludes were too tame for me, and I preferred hot whirlwinds to warm breezes. Cody sounded like he was the same way from what Ms. K shared about his personality and why she thought we'd be compatible. 
 
    “I'd like to invite you to my art show this weekend,” Cody continued, sounding bold and serious. “I know it's short notice. Are you available to attend as my date?” 
 
    His date? I thought, and then wondered how to play this. “What an honor, Cody. You feel confident I'm the one you want representing your special brand?” 
 
    “Yes,” he replied with absoluteness.  
 
    Satisfied to know he'd considered the situation and was willing to risk igniting a romantic connection with me in such a public way, so fast, at a place where his reputation as a rising artistic genius might be at stake, I told him, “Then I accept your invitation.” 
 
      
 
    I was pleasantly surprised that Cody was better looking than his agency pictures, with a seductive stare that captured me the moment I fell into his gaze. And it was adorable how he kept his deep brown eyes from dropping towards my cleavage, like most man-boys would. My neckline wasn't exaggerated, but tasteful and appropriate for a first date with a twenty-one year-old artist headlining the event at a well-known downtown gallery. There are plenty of hungry cougars and MILFS who brazenly showcase plunging necklines and extreme pushup bras as a way to capture a younger man's attention, as well as the eyeballs of everyone else—but I'm not that woman. Artists like Cody need to be handled gently. This young man deserved to have his heart and soul explored before I flashed my cleavage to his buyers. I was demure, standing a foot behind him and to the side, not wanting to crowd his space while he discussed his visions with the gallery patrons. My responses were polite when Cody introduced me as his date, and it made my pussy quiver that he didn't flinch at the raised eyebrows and curious glances some of the patrons gave us assessing my age compared to his. Cody acted proud to have me as his older girlfriend, and after listening to him talk about his passionate feelings for his work, I felt I wanted the title, permanently. 
 
    Cody took me for a room-to-room gallery stroll with my hand gracefully holding his forearm, rightfully showing off his brilliantly crafted paintings. A few of the larger canvases depicted mature, nude women, and for a naughty moment I wondered if I knew the ladies he'd painted from the agency. I listened intently as he described his work in detail. Cody was passionate about his art, and painted with a purpose. He told stories on canvas that weren't necessarily pleasant, but mentally and emotionally provoking, and his artistic depth was fascinating. It was refreshing to be in his presence and the chemistry we exchanged became more and more obvious.  
 
    “When did you realize you had this talent?” I asked Cody, stroking his muscular back with my French-tipped fingernails. His body responded favorably to my gentle, soothing touch, back flexing and contracting under my hand. There were visible chills on his neck and my impulse was to lick them, but giving him an erection mid-way through his show was unacceptable, considering.  
 
    He caught my gaze and stayed there.  “I always knew. I'd drive my family crazy drawing on anything I could like a crazed addict. And my mother was so supportive, believing in my talents and supplying me with whatever I needed to pursue art.” 
 
    I wondered if he knew my pussy had begun to throb, observing how his beautiful, perfectly shaped mouth moved when he spoke about his mother with gratitude and love. And about the naughty scenarios forming in my mind of watching him paint in the nude. Although I didn't know whether or not he painted with clothes on, the fantasy vision was sublime and stirred my interest to find out.  
 
    I asked, “How did you find the time to paint so many incredible works of art? You're still in college, yes?” 
 
    “Yes, it's the end of junior year,” Cody replied, then shared, “and I've learned I can't control myself when inspiration hits. I can't suppress the creative force once it takes over, so, I go with the flow and do school work around the artistic bursts and explosions.” 
 
    Creative force? I repeated in my head as the dirtiest thoughts came flooding in. I'd like to see that part of him, on his back, underneath me... 
 
    “I feel the same about my passions, too,” I told him. “Once I get going, I can't stop either.” 
 
    He wavered slightly, as if the sexual energy he ignited in me had brought him to an impulsive edge. “There are two more paintings to show you, and then...” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    He replied, full of naughty suggestion, “Then we can go where ever you want.” 
 
    After Cody shared the powerful details of his last two canvases, I took a long breath, seriously horny for this gorgeous guy. The dating agency had matched us well. Cody had many of the attributes on my list for mating with a younger man and it was time to find out if he had the rest of the boxes checked, too. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Cody insisted on paying for the taxi from the gallery to the iconic downtown hotel where I'd booked a room. There, in the backseat of the cab, I let my legs intertwine with his, and slid the hem of my skirt to the curve of my thighs.  
 
    Like blue-hued laser beams burning through my womanly secrets, I watched with bated breath as Cody scanned my crisscrossed legs, searching for an entry between them with his roaming hand. 
 
    I blocked his advances, just for fun, wanting his fingers to sweep my pussy lips before our mouths blended for the first kiss. He was eager and wanting, and I wondered about this curious young man's fingers, sliding inside my wetness. His hands were thoroughly checked for rough edges while we strolled the gallery, and besides a fleck of paint here and there, his manicure heightened my expectations.  
 
    “Am I moving too fast?” 
 
    “You could go a little faster,” I instructed, my chest hot with excitement. 
 
    Cody's smooth fingers crept towards my female opening, his eyes focused on the rising and settling of my bosom as he arrived there. Gently, he probed my moist outer lips, his fingertips sliding back and forth, dipping and dabbing at the center till he found his way in. 
 
    “Cody,” I gasped, revved up for more of his advances, wanting his whole finger to bury itself inside my cave. He paused from pushing further, exhaling a hot, slow breath onto my chest before he enveloped my mouth with his. 
 
    A delicious symphony composed of our tongues twirling and sliding together played throughout the cab as we kissed. Cody's mouth was warm and desirous, and his face pressed on mine till the back of my head was rolling on the seat cushion. I hadn't expected Cody to have an aggressive nature, but the force in his touch, and how he pressed his chest to mine sent chills through my pelvis.  
 
    He was going to fuck me good, I thought, hungry to screw the living daylights out of this newly experienced male. If Cody wanted to dominate me in bed, he had my full permission, and I'd promise to obey. He felt my willingness in how I rocked my hips against his hand and fingers, imploring him to continue his search inside my womanly box.  
 
    The kissing went on without either of us stopping for a breath, and I swallowed his saliva like it was honey spooned into my mouth. And then I felt it, the entire length of his middle finger penetrating my creamy tunnel with the added pleasure of a second one moving in with it, too. 
 
    “Oh yes, Cody,” I groaned quietly, not wanting to divert the cab driver's attention from the road. “Do you feel how much I want you?” 
 
    “Yesss,” he hissed, meshing his lips with mine, sucking my tongue into his mouth like it was a swollen clit. “My cock's about to burst through my pants feeling how wet you are.” 
 
    The taxi rolled to a stop, and I squeezed my velvet tunnel on Cody's hooked fingers, not wanting him to withdraw, half-believing we could enter the hotel with his hand up my skirt.  
 
    Cody smirked, unable to remove his fingers from the tightness of my squeeze. “I'll put them back in the minute we're in our room.” 
 
    Releasing the tension, I relaxed my cunt just enough for him to wiggle free. He sucked the cream from his fingers and paid the driver, unashamed of the wet, pussy residue on his mouth and hand as we walked past the doorman standing guard at the hotel entrance.  
 
    The lusty elevator ride to our hotel room reached a fever pitch, both of us furiously pawing at each other as if we would fuck right there, standing against the wall, knowing security was watching us through the cameras. His middle-finger was back inside me before I could spread my sticky lips for his forced entrance and I released a throaty moan. Through his pants, Cody's bulging rod threatened to break the zipper, and I rubbed its fullness with my hips and hand.  
 
    He kissed me harder than when we were in the taxi, and his tongue was strong and insistent with mine. Cody nursed on my tongue again, suckling my oral muscle, mumbling dirty words between breaths.  
 
    DING 
 
    The elevator doors opened on the tenth floor, and the group of people standing there waiting to get in lowered their stare when they saw the two of us dry humping like sexual athletes preparing for the main event, fearless and pumped with adrenaline. 
 
    Even with a mighty erection on display that was fully outlined through his pants, Cody kept his composure, grasping my hand in his as he lead me past the other guests with a naughty grin.  
 
    “You're a bad boy,” I told him, placing the key card in the lock.  
 
    Shoving the heavy door open with one hand and unzipping his pants with the other, Cody responded, “And you're a very sexy, sexual, arousing woman.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The suite I'd reserved was spacious with fresh cut flowers blooming in an oversized glass vase in the elegant foyer.  
 
    “Mmmm,” I said, sniffing the floral sweetness in the air before observing the ice bucket on the coffee table. “And the champagne is chilling. Perfect.” 
 
    “Excellent,” he replied, drawing my hand to his exposed erection. 
 
    “Oh God,” I sighed, slowly gripping his flesh for the first time with my whole hand. The red, swollen head dripped a healthy amount of pre-cum and I hungered to taste Cody's divine ejaculation.  
 
    “Careful,” he warned, his legs starting to shake as I moved my hand up and down the length of his long shaft. “Don't make me come yet.” 
 
    Giving his flexed rod a twist, I purred, “Are you already there, young man?”  
 
    “Close,” He admitted, thrusting into my palm like it was a needy pussy.  
 
    Smearing his pre-cum around and under his bulging, mushroom top till it served as lube for my hand to pump on, I considered making my new stud come on my taut belly, then make him hard again after we polished off the champagne. But Cody's urgent desire made it undoubtedly clear I wasn't the one in control of the situation, shoving up my skirt and using two of his fingers to spread my pussy lips wide open.  
 
    “Cody!” I gasped, knees bending with the force of his middle finger pushing up inside me again, moving in and out with fast, hard strokes. “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “What do you want?” he asked with a serious, almost dangerous expression on his face.  
 
    “I... I...” was the mindless answer I gave as he hoisted me up into the air and onto his chest, my ass and pussy positioned directly over his pointed cock. Instantly, I wrapped my legs around the thickness of his muscular waist and locked my ankles, securing my position for the ride I was in for.  
 
    Lowering me closer to his aimed pole, my pussy dripped, readying for the attack. “Tell me how bad you want me to fuck you.” 
 
    Clasping my hands around his strong neck, I felt him grip my ass and keep it there, a wanting, open vessel for his stealthy intrusion. “I want you to fuck me, Cody.” And I did, however dirty he wanted it, foregoing a first taste and suck of his erection for the immediate gratification of my cunt being pumped full of it.  
 
    With a manly grunt, he entered me like a horny pony on a rampage. His entrance was sudden, and rough, plunging into my tightness with a powerful bolt of his hips.  
 
    “Fuck!” I yelled, overwhelmed with the size of his cock and the ruthless way he thrust into me, taking my cunt as his personal cum box. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” he asked, raising a sweaty brow at me as his thrusts grew harder, his cock throbbing inside my reactive cunt. “You want it harder?” 
 
    “Yes!” I cried, barely able to keep my legs wrapped on his waist, weak from his plunging attack. Our passions were rising, and my body filled with a rush of white heat, clenching on his mad, probing tool. “That's my cock,” I deliriously muttered, driven to the edge of orgasm. 
 
    “You want it, Berlin?” Cody growled through his stiff jaw, ridged from the power he wielded inside of me.  
 
    “I want all of it!”  
 
    The sound of my pussy spurting from his wild fucking filled the room. He held me in his arms, my legs even weaker as he screwed me in that upright position without needing a wall or table top for support. I looked down to see his pants fallen around his ankles, pooling over his feet, and droplets of my juice spotting the fabric. My mouth was frozen in an “O” shape, cooing and calling out as he pumped me up and down his shaft. My blouse was still on, but my breasts popped out of their bra cups, as our chests pressed and rubbed together with the quickening motion. 
 
    Deep within my hole, his cock stiffened, and there was an added wetness inside that lubricated us. He was coming, I thought, or close, very close. His groans matched his fiery rhythm, and I moaned with him, letting Cody know my orgasm was near. 
 
    “You ready to have me?” Cody asked with a husky breath. “Are you ready to take my cum inside of your cunt?” 
 
    “Yes!” I yelled, digging my fingernails into the flesh of his shoulders. My pussy swelled around the length of his shaft, and it ached with the throes of a desperate orgasm about to unleash.  
 
    He yelled incoherently as his cock burst with a series of erratic thrusts. Cody's cum felt like hot shots of thick cream spewed onto my cervix and his arms squeezed me to the point where I could hardly breathe as his orgasm peaked and took us both over the blissful edge. I shuddered, our chests and torsos plastered together, lungs expanding and contracting with the wild waves of orgasm. Cody had an enormous amount of cum to give, and it poured out of my tunnel as fast as he could shoot it from his fat head.  
 
    Kissing his cheek as the pleasure rolled and faded, I let him circle the last moments of his post-cum erection inside my quivering hole till he slid out on his own. The plop of our cum was heard hitting the ground beneath us, and he chortled, “Holy crap.” 
 
     “That was amazing,” I said deliriously. Gently, Cody released me from his grip and I stood there, shaking, face-to-face with my new and extraordinary lover, his cum trickling from my cunt and coating my thighs.  
 
    His gaze was hypnotic, looking deep into my lit, emotional pools, and asked, “Did you want a glass of champagne?” 
 
    I nodded and sunk to my knees, placing his spent cock in my mouth. His taste was incredible, more intoxicating than expensive alcohol, and I closed my eyes, lost while sipping what was left of his orgasm. 
 
    POP! 
 
    A cool sprinkle of champagne fizzed down on my shoulders. Cody poured me a glass, and then tapped my cheek, breaking the suction between my mouth and his fleshy rod. 
 
    “Thank you, Cody,” I said, giving the head a kiss. 
 
    “More to come,” he assured, “that is, if you want more.” 
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO – The Post-Marital Lesbian Affair 
 
      
 
    “I had a gut feeling about you and Cody,” Ms. K admitted to me while visiting her office for the customary post-date meeting. Memberships with her agency weren't cheap, and my willingness to pay her hefty fees meant receiving a certain level of customer service. “The last two fellows I connected you with, Berlin, were like warmups for him, a way to stimulate your desire for what you truly want in a mate.” 
 
    “Warmups, indeed,” I agreed, wanting to share the intimate details of what it felt like to have Cody's lengthy, thick rod plunging inside my pussy as he pumped me like a horny rag-doll at the hotel. “His cock is by far the nicest I've had in many years. God broke that penis mold after making his. And there's also the added bonus of his wonderful personality, strength of character and artistic talents.” 
 
    Ms. K replied, “Big bonus, in my opinion, and why I didn't introduce you to Cody as your first match.” 
 
    “Saved the best for last.” My lips curled into a sly smile. There was an undeniable wetness between my thighs where my glistening pussy lips were tucked in, and I wanted to touch it, but not in front of Ms. K.  
 
    “Oh no, Berlin,” she assured, “there are several other young men for you to still meet if you're certain Cody isn't your total package for a mate.” 
 
    The thought of experiencing a few more young, throbbing rods before narrowing my choices down to a singular prick had me vacillating.  
 
    “Want to wait a little while before making a firm commitment?” 
 
    Briefly pondering the pros and cons, Cody's handsome face floated in my inner fantasies too perfectly to ignore. “No, I think I've found the one.” 
 
    “You sure?” Ms. K teased, “Just a quick look at the other profile pictures?” 
 
    “I feel confident about Cody,” I assured, then added, “so please tell him I'd like to proceed to the next phase of the service.” 
 
    Ms. K slipped a new contract across her desk and clicked a pen with her thumb before handing it to me. “The terms of the final phase goes like this,” she explained, “I contact Cody and explain your further intentions with him. When he confirms his mutual willingness and interest, a commitment ceremony is performed.” 
 
    A tiny tear welled in the corner of my right eye, catching Ms. K's curiosity. “Berlin?” she asked, “you're having strong emotions for Cody this soon?” 
 
    Blushing, I patted my hot face and took a long exhale. “Apparently, I am.” 
 
    “Well, let me get him on the line, then,” she said, punching his number on her cellphone speed dial. While the call rang, she whispered to me, “Like I've previously mentioned, the matches I make often turn into successful marriages.” 
 
     She was telling the truth. I'd befriended many ladies around my age since signing on with the Treasure Trails Dating Agency a year ago, that met their younger husbands through Ms. K. Although it was too soon to imagine walking down the aisle with my handsome artist, the thought was tantalizing.  
 
    “By the way,” Ms. K said after leaving a quick message for Cody to call her back, “Autumn wants to extend an invitation to you.” 
 
     “Does she?” I replied, then coyly asked, “An invitation to go where?” I'd been intimate with the stunning redhead a month ago, shortly after she'd returned from her honeymoon with Kevin, a young man matched with her via the agency.  
 
    Ms. K relaxed into her cushy, plush high-backed chair, twirled her pen for a few rotations as the naughty smile on her face drew from ear to ear. “Her bedroom, living room, kitchen, patio, bathroom, maybe even the garage.” 
 
    A lusty sound bellowed from my throat. “Can't resist an invitation like that. How's her marriage to Kevin going?” 
 
    “Very well,” Ms. K informed, “and they're ready to welcome other members into it.” 
 
    “So soon?” 
 
    “Yes.” Folding her long fingers over her crossed legs, she looked at me directly, ready to make a business deal. “If it had been up to Autumn, she would have invited you on her honeymoon.” 
 
    Giggling over the dirty truth, I replied, “Autumn is my twin soul. Connected at the crotch.” 
 
    With a pleasant laugh, she responded, “It's a thing of magic when that type of chemistry arises organically between two women.”  
 
    “It most definitely is.” 
 
    “So, you're accepting her invitation?” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied, “she's a delicious woman.”  
 
    “Are you accepting her invitation before or after committing to Cody?” 
 
    “She's wanting me alone? Just us girls?” 
 
    “Yes, for now.” 
 
    “I have an idea. How about a counter-offer for her?” 
 
    “Oh? What do you have in mind?” 
 
    “Ask if she's interested in joining me and Cody for a test before I commit as well.” 
 
    “Just the three of you? Not with Kevin?” 
 
    Considering the tantalizing fantasy of having four in my bed, I went with caution. “If Kevin wants to come along and watch us, he's welcome to. But as far as who gets on and in the sheets? Just Autumn for now. That way she gets me and an extra treat.” 
 
    Satisfied, Ms. K approved my counter-offer with a nod, and stated, “I'll get the message to her immediately.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The conversation I'd had with Ms. K had stimulated my juices, and there was a throb in my pelvis that wouldn't mellow. Cody had sent me at least a dozen photos throughout the day of his muscular, bare chest and a few with this pants pulled down to his sexy, dark brown hairline. He knew how to make my pussy wet, and I wanted to invite him over to my house so I could spend the night doused in his cum, like I did at the hotel. I'd made a proposal and accepted an invitation, though, and until I received a reply from Cody or Autumn, my next sexual encounter was rather up-in-the-air.  
 
    Curled in my mauve-colored sheets, I played with my tender breasts, remembering the one, hot encounter I had with Autumn, just the two of us. Ms. K had suggested me to her as a potential female lover, open to having sex with her new husband, too. Ms. K's agency had many well-to-do female clients, but not every member likes to indulge her inner lesbian. Autumn and I both listed our sexual preference as bi-sexual when we joined the agency, and we share a mutual interest in swapping husbands and having three-ways that don't always involve spouses. We also live in close proximity to each other, which makes getting together easy and convenient, especially when spontaneous urges takeover. 
 
     It was Autumn's urge to make love to another woman on the heels of her honeymoon with Kevin that brought us together as two horny ladies with an unquenchable thirst for female juice.  
 
    My inner thighs warmed with the scorching memory of reclining naked on Autumn's bed, and I wiggled my fingers between the two folds of flesh blanketing my cunt, finding my moist outer lips. Rubbing my swollen clit in circles like Autumn did to me on that night we made love while her husband listened from the next room, I closed my eyes and let the memory run as a dirty, scandalous fantasy. 
 
    Kevin was very obedient sitting in the other room, while Autumn and I watched each other undress. I'd imagined Kevin leaning against the wall, his pants pulled down to his knees, rubbing his cock with hard, horny strokes, fantasizing about us and what we were doing. Autumn had instructed him to listen closely, wanting for him to enjoy our primal sounds as we made mad, lesbian love. 
 
    “But aren't you just torturing him?” I'd asked her when she explained Kevin would be near but not allowed to join us—not yet, anyway. “The poor thing's been spoiled by your constant post-marital screwing,” I told her, feeling bad for the guy. “We don't have to leave him out.” 
 
    Autumn looked at me like I'd said something horrible. “Yes,” she empathized, “we must.” 
 
    Who was I to argue? I was a guest in her home, and not about to disagree with the woman-of-the-house.  
 
    Autumn had set a romantic stage for us in her bedroom. There were candles burning a subtle vanilla scent into the air surrounding us, and the billowing curtains were partially drawn to allow the afternoon sun to dance on our skin as we touched aroused nipples together, naked and face-to-face on her fancy bed. Each nightstand had a vase filled with white roses, and she'd peeled away a few petals to tease my senses. 
 
    “You're lovely, Berlin,” Autumn complimented, caressing the curve of my bosom with the petals until she reached my sensitive nubs. There, she placed a petal on each one and squeezed the flowery scent onto my nipples, stirring my libido beyond measure.  
 
    “Ohhh,” I sighed, quivering with her seductive touch, feeling myself wilt like the petals did against my chest. My skin coated with the scent of rose, Autumn brought her mouth to my right breast and drew a long inhale before blowing her warm breath over my fullness. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she moaned, jutting her tongue towards my areola and licking the peach-colored circumference like a cat devouring a bowl of milk, lapping, teasing, then slurping on my firm nipples.  
 
    “You're an oral artist,” I told her between gasps, watching her tongue trail my breasts, suckling on the right and then the left with growing intensity. Chest and belly filled with potent sensations, I reached for my clit but she slapped my hand from it.  
 
    “Wait,” she commanded, “let me work. It's been months since I've had pussy in my mouth or anywhere else on my body. Don't rush.”  
 
    Autumn was suddenly dominant, which I hadn't figured into the scenario previously. I'd known her to be a quiet, polite, and understated, but the woman she was in bed burned with smoky fervor.  
 
    “Whatever you want,” I replied, assuming a subservient position so she could have her way with me. “Can I touch you?” 
 
    “Of course.” Nibbling on my pointed buds, she placed a hand under her luscious mounds, lifting and presenting them as an open invitation for exploration. Autumn's mouth was too full of my tits for her to say anything more than the wet, sucking sounds she made. There was a stir in my center that penetrated my pelvis, awakening the dull throb to an orgasmic quake. 
 
    Immediately, I put my hands on her shapely, pendulous globes and undulated my fingers around them, then pulled her nipples downward as if I was milking her. I spanked her chesty ripeness once, twice, and a third and fourth time. “Do you like that?” 
 
    She responded with a throaty moan that sent a glorious vibration through my breasts. Her well-defined back muscles flexed and arched and she called out, “You're a wild one.”  
 
    “Am I?” I responded coyly, adoring how unafraid she was to show her pleasure. “You're the one getting spanked.” 
 
    And with that she unlatched from my boobs with a loud pop and bolted upright to stare in my face, grinning like a naughty demon. “Your turn.”  
 
    Before I could reply, Autumn grabbed my hips and twisted me around, my head looming near the cushy headboard. The sting of two hard smacks burned my bottom as she shoved me onto all fours. My ass pressed into Autumn's pelvis, her grip pulling me to her with repeated jolts, mimicking a moderate-level fuck. Her tuft of manicured hair tickled my outer folds of pussy flesh and she groaned with each thrust. 
 
    “So, here we are,” I panted, anticipating dirtiness from her.   
 
    “Yes, isn't it wonderful?” Autumn's hands invited themselves into the crevice of my rounded ass. “Ohhh, so delicate.”  
 
    “You're so naughty,” I cooed, loving the tingle her touch sent through me as she explored my tender pucker. “I don't normally engage in anal play on a first date, but then again, you're so fucking hot, you can do whatever you want to me.” 
 
    “Can I fuck your ass with a strap-on?” 
 
    My mind went completely blank, stunned by the bad girl she'd morphed into.  
 
    “Well? Can I?” 
 
    Twisting my back to look at the wild woman wanting to mount me with a salacious fire in her eyes, I countered, “When you're ready to let Kevin pump his cock in there, then we can practice with the strap-on. Is that now, Autumn? Are you ready for your husband to fuck my ass?” 
 
    My response made Autumn gasp, and she spanked me harder, stating, “You're an amazing bitch, a little prudish, but with practice you'll be able to match my desires.” A warm, wet spurt of her saliva landed on my tiny hole, and Autumn opened my ass cheeks wide so she could get a closer look.  “There, just enough lube for me to wiggle my pinky in.” 
 
    My pussy throbbed and ached, desperate for Autumn to touch me there first, but it wasn't for me to say. She had the control, maneuvering her pinky in delicious circles around my private spot till the tip slid in. 
 
    “Ohhh!” I cried, certain Kevin heard my reaction through the wall.  
 
    “That's all you get,” she teased, pushing me onto my side then rolling me over so she could straddle my hips with her luscious thighs.  
 
    Our pussies connected, cleft to cleft, and Autumn purred, “Ohhh, your clit's so nice.” Rotating her hips, she spun my clit with hers, guiding and gliding our puffy swells till our backs arched with the rising waves.  “Give it to me,” she ordered, “let me have your juicy cum.” 
 
    Lightning bolts of pleasure hit my cunt as she rotated faster, and with zealous precision. Autumn revved my pussy like a fine-tuned machine, grinding deeper into my swollen bud with hers, until we were wailing uncontrollably, “Yes, yes, yes!” 
 
    “Scissor me harder!” I yelled, imagining Kevin's hard cock about to burst in his grip, hearing us thump like lascivious maniacs against each other. “Right on that spot!” 
 
    “Right there?” Autumn's breath was fast and hot, her abs tight and contracted, bracing her core while she pumped our clits into oblivion. “Yes, Oh God!”  
 
    I was lost, head thrown back with blurred vision, spreading my legs wider, pelvis curled to meet her rapid circles. The sound of our splashing pussies filling the room was enough to send me over the edge, but I waited for her passionate command... 
 
    “I'm coming!” she yelled, and I was, too, exploding into her cunt with the force of it. Her cunt smashed into my soaking, sensitive opening and rocked with hard spasms, unleashing our mutual pleasure with volcanic surges.  
 
    Autumn's cunt rained into my hole, and she grunted and growled, still thrusting as her waves pounded with mine. “Oh fuck, oh fuck!” I cursed at her, squeezing my tits and nipples as the rush of orgasmic sensations peaked. My body was stiff under her shaking pussy, absorbing every drop of her cum till she was done. Suddenly, my tunnel contracted, bouncing her cunt from my opening and we slid apart, spent, soaked, breathing heavy. 
 
    “Oh really?” Autumn said to my pussy, crawling between my legs, and hovering her gorgeous face over my creamy slit. “You can't send me away just yet.” With a hearty slurp, her mouth smothered my quivering clit and her tongue darted in and out of the hole she'd rode. “Mmmm.” 
 
    Legs quaking with her sweeps and circles, I buckled in her mouth, “Oh my god, ohhh fuck... I can't come anymore.” 
 
    She didn't care, sipping and slurping inside my juicy-filled, womanly cave with abandon, and I let her, fingering inside my hole alongside her tongue so I could taste myself, too.  
 
    “Come here,” I told her, motioning to my mouth. “You need to feed me, too.” 
 
    Her face was painted with my slick cream, and I pulled her to mine. We French-kissed till she was clean of my juice. She took hold of the headboard as support, widening her thighs around my face and planting her female sweetness on my mouth.  
 
    “Delicious,” I groaned as my eyes closed again, swirling my tongue through her folds until it found its way inside her dewy, velvet passage. Autumn was in a trance, wavering over me, hypnotized by a hot tongue in her wet pussy. I swallowed her tangy cum, fresh from Autumn's massive “O” bomb, willingly worshiping the loveliness in my mouth... 
 
    And then we heard muffled clapping from the other side of the wall, followed by Kevin calling out to us, “keep going!” 
 
    Neither of us intended on stopping so soon. There was at least one more round of orgasms for us to have, and we were both in very greedy moods. 
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE – Berlin and Cody's First Ménage 
 
      
 
    Autumn accepted my invitation to share a day with me and Cody on our last afternoon before making a formal commitment. It was a Wednesday and Cody had played hooky from his college classes to entertain me and another woman whom he hadn't met yet. I'd told him the naughty details of the lesbian affair Autumn and I shared and how we'd discussed reuniting, just she and I. 
 
    “I'd like to take her up on that invitation since she's accepted mine,” I added, spritzing the house with a light oriental fragrance. “And now that I've found the right man to share with her, well, here we are.”  
 
    “What an honor,” Cody said with a smile, “to be the chosen one.” 
 
    “And my first choice all around.” 
 
    “That's hot.” 
 
    He actually blushed, and I kissed his warm cheek. “Darling, you are everything I want and so much more. Our day with Autumn is simply dessert before the meal.”  
 
    Cody responded, “I brought my appetite.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “Hello Berlin.” Autumn arrived dressed in a sleek beige dress that skimmed her elegant curves. Her auburn hair was like a sheath over her sexy shoulders and delectable cleavage. When we embraced, the floral perfume she'd dabbed on her neck left its scent on me, and I wondered if she'd laced her pussy with it, too.  
 
    “I remember that scent,” I whispered, kissing her cheek.  
 
    Autumn winked, then kissed my glossy lips before replying, “I remember yours, too.” 
 
    “Thrilled to have you here,” I told her, observing the lust in her eyes when Cody joined us and offered Autumn an affectionate hug. “Please make yourself comfortable.” 
 
    “Oh, I'm very comfortable,” she replied. The three of us blended together with Autumn in the middle, familiarizing and synchronizing our seductive movements. Her purse still dangled from her shoulder, and bounced on her hip as we swayed. The chemistry igniting between us was completely organic, quickly transforming into raw lust. 
 
    Cody's grip went to Autumn's hips, placing her firm, rounded bottom on his groin. I could see his horny wheels spinning, calculating the size of her hips, waist, and generous bosom, and liking how she measured up. 
 
    “Here,” I said to her, “just set your purse down on the coffee table.”  
 
    “Let me grab my phone out of it first,” she replied without fuss, retrieving her cellphone before discarding her purse. “Kevin asked for pictures.” 
 
    My heart jumped with excitement. “By all means, yes.” 
 
    Cody kept his hands on Autumn's hips as we brought her into our bedroom. 
 
    “Nice,” Autumn commented, kneeling on the silky bedspread. “I want to see you two in front of me, here on the bed.” 
 
    I expected no less from her, considering how she handled me previously. Cody came to my side, and sat me on the bed, removing my shoes and his before we made ourselves comfortable on the bedspread. Cody reached for me and I fell into his strong arms. His erection grew against my pelvis and I stroked it as we kissed.  
 
    “Mmmm, looks so good,” Autumn moaned, watching our mouths and tongues melt in a passionate display. She aimed her camera at us and snapped a few, lusty shots, then sent them to her husband. “Kevin's going to love those.” She came closer, touching us both, and invited herself into our kissing.  
 
    She was more delicious than I recalled, which was a shocking realization, considering how delectable and sweet she was to taste when it was just she and I. “Oh, Autumn,” I cooed, turned on by how sexy it was seeing my soon-to-be boyfriend making out with this lovely, sexually-adventurous woman. Pausing to observe their libidinous seduction, I felt the naughty visual stir a dull ache in my dampening tunnel. “More, more...” 
 
    Cody's cock was about to burst through his jeans, and I eased the denim from his hips, revealing his impressive bulge to Autumn.  
 
    “Wow,” she commented, pleased with his bold erection beautifully outlined in his cotton briefs. “He's ready to play.” Autumn stroked his bulge with her fingernails, then wrapped her hand around the shaft. “Perfect size, Cody.” 
 
    “Isn't he, though?” I added, admiring my young man's meaty tool. He flexed in her hand, and I couldn't stop myself from pulling away the briefs till his red, swollen mushroom cap was exposed. “Look how thick.” 
 
    Nodding her approval, she spoke her desires with a wet tongue on the head of his cock, circling under the rim, then she suckled the top. As her mouth parted from his head, a thin trail of pre-cum went from his cock to her lips, and she collected the web with her tongue. “His ejaculation is all mine, Berlin,” she stated, then spoke directly to Cody, “and only for my mouth. Not her pussy, and not mine. Every last drop of your hot cum needs to shoot down my throat.” 
 
    Pussy instantly wet by the thought of Cody emptying his load in Autumn's mouth, I stripped from my skirt and blouse, and slithered over Autumn, taking the hem of her skirt with me. “Honey?” I said to Cody, pulling his briefs all the way to his knees, allowing his erection to fall towards us. I kissed his hard shaft, then licked where Autumn had, tracing over the saliva she left on his skin. Suddenly, Autumn's searching, hungry tongue met mine. Hers lead the race from Cody's balls to his bulbous top, and I happily chased, gliding over every gorgeous inch of it.  
 
    Moaning, Cody rocked his hips towards our wide open mouths, engulfing his manhood as a horny team, with mine lavishing his head while Autumn orally dominated his balls. A little squirt of his pre-cum coated my tongue and I swallowed it quickly, wanting more.  
 
    “Fuck,” he growled, thrusting with intent to blow, “you two are killing me. Who wants it first?” 
 
    I wasn't afraid to beg, desperately needing to feel Cody's pleasure-giving dick. “Put your cock in my pussy first,” I mumbled, devouring Autumn with passionate kisses.  
 
    Autumn was half-undressed beneath me, the hem of her dress rolled up and tucked between our midriffs. Spreading open her knees with my legs, I exposed her juicy opening.  
 
    “Nice,” Cody said, maneuvering behind us, checking out the explicit view our bodies offered him while he stroked and aimed his cock for our cunts. 
 
    Autumn was lost in our kissing, and I was, too, deliriously twisting my tongue with hers, feeling Cody's thick head tapping at my opening. We'd fucked just once before this naughty afternoon, locked in an expensive hotel room, and he reminded me of how incredible his cock was with every inch he slid steadily inside.  
 
    “Ohhh,” I sighed, lifting my hips higher so he could enter me deeply. “Cody, darling...” 
 
    Listening to the sound of my creamy cunt being filled with his thickness, Autumn embraced my waistline, holding me close, wanting to feel him, too.  She asked, “Is the beast inside?”  
 
    “Almost,” I exhaled as he drove the last inch and a half of his long rod inside my smooth, tight passage till it hit my cervix.  “There, that's as far as he can...”  
 
    Cody thrust without warning, taking my cunt for his pleasure. “I love fucking you in this position,” he admitted, driving his hips and cock back and forth. Autumn held me steady, our chests pressed against each other, braced for impact. He spanked my ass cheeks, filling the room with the sound of his smacks and hard-thrusting grunts. “And your pussy's so fucking tight!” 
 
    “God damn,” I muttered to myself, but loud enough for Autumn to hear, “his cock is amazing, the way it rubs so deep, and right on that little trigger.”  
 
    The slapping sounds changed from Cody's hands to his pelvis on my ass, pounding relentlessly.  
 
    “Goodness,” Autumn added, “he's got you good.” 
 
    “Yesss,” was my hissed response, riding an orgasmic wave. There were no words to truly describe the pleasure I felt from his pounding cock having its turn with me, and I was close, gyrating on a blissful edge.  
 
    Autumn brought my face to hers, and kissed me deep, twirling her probing tongue with mine. And then my mouth went stiff like Cody's throbbing cock, locked in a silent cry as I came suddenly, my hole clenched on his shaft like I could slow his attack on my cunt. But there was no stopping him, aware that the wild fluttering motions he felt around him were because he was making me come.  
 
    Oh fuck!” I yelled, throwing my head back with the power of it, releasing days of pent up desire till my fluids dripped out of my hole and onto Autumn's shaved mound. Shaking uncontrollably, I called out, “Cody! I'm coming!” 
 
    He responded with animal noises, smacking my ass again and again until I finally collapsed onto the lovely woman patiently waiting to come on him, too.  “That was hot,” he told me, shoving my cunt from his cream-coated shaft, repositioning himself for his next conquest. 
 
    I spun around, and let my wet cunt hover above Autumn's pretty face, while my eyes met Cody's. He stroked his bulge and my juices pooled between his fingers, then he placed it in front of my face so I could taste my own nectar.  
 
    “Mmmm.” Taking it halfway into my mouth, I slurped on him, turning my head side to side, corkscrewing my tongue on the hot flesh of his flexing shaft. He grew to his full extension while I sucked, then pulled out of my gaping mouth to sink it deep inside Autumn's very precious pussy.  
 
    “Berlin!” Autumn shouted. Her back arched underneath me, her pussy filled with Cody's swift penetration. “Bring that cunt to my face,” she ordered, body shaking with the force of my young man's pounding. He was a brilliant sexual athlete, and watching his fearlessness in taking another pussy as his own fuck box, right in front of my face, gave me confidence for our future together.  
 
    The sounds of Autumn's pleasure filled the room. She clung to my hips, lowering me to her chest with my just-fucked flower capturing her chin. Jutting her tongue out, Autumn found my sweet hole and boldly entered it, like Cody did with his rod in her squeezing passage. I returned the favor, making room for my face between Cody's cock strikes and Autumn's clit, knowing it was desperate for stimulation. Landing on her bud, it quivered on my tongue, and I swirled around the little peak. Cody was ramming her, splashing her honey into my face, like my aching pussy was doing to hers. 
 
    Autumn opened her legs for my man, allowing him full access to slam her cunt till he came. He was close, having almost unloaded while banging the shit out of mine, and his groaning was out of control. Faster, I licked Autumn's tiny peak, the swollen cum button that made her legs jolt as I spun on it, my spit falling onto Cody's cock, lubricating the hot friction from his bucking.  
 
     I could feel my tunnel contract on Autumn's tongue, throbbing with a second orgasm. “Autumn,” I said as my hole caught fire with brilliant, white heat, quivering and contracting as she plunged, insatiable for my cum. “I'm going to pour all over your face.” 
 
    She couldn't speak, mouth smothered with my cunt, but she made delicious vibrations with her naughty sounds, and I came with the intensity of it, stuffing her tongue inside, drinking my cum.  
 
    “Cody?” I asked, briefly raising my head from Autumn's clit so I could look into his rugged, lusty expression. Curious if he'd come on command, I told him, “Come inside her cunt. Now.” 
 
    Autumn screamed into my pussy as Cody went all the way with his expert fucking. I paced his final stretch with my tongue on her clit, spinning on Autumn's erect tip till she burst on his cock.  
 
    Grunting, Cody grabbed his shaft, squeezing the base of it as his body shook with the enormous build. Then, with a loud, manly bellow, he released his grip and blew his load inside the velvet passage that made him come. I heard his cum spurting inside of Autumn, and his hips jerked with each powerful surge. “One more!” Cody yelled, bucking hard, forcing his entire length inside of Autumn until he was done and his heavy balls were emptied. 
 
    “What a yummy lunch,” I said, still licking Autumn's trembling, oversensitive clit. “Maybe Autumn can stay for dinner, too?” 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR – Autumn Beds Another Husband 
 
      
 
    Kevin couldn't sleep the night before our decadent brunch date with Casey and Paul, another lovely couple I'd met through Ms. K. After listening to my lovemaking session with Berlin while stationed in another room, and then hearing my chatter about the salacious details of the three-way I had with Berlin and Cody, Kevin's late-night erection was relentless. He tickled my backside with it as we spooned in bed, whispering dirty sentiments about wanting to fill my holes. I moaned, pushing my ass into his groin so his knobby head could find its way to the puckered spot he wanted to screw. But I hadn't given him permission to penetrate it yet, and like a good boy, he respected my wishes knowing rewards were in store if he behaved.  
 
    For now, my ass hole was reserved for when I felt Kevin had sexually matured enough to handle the intensity of anal penetration. We were still a new couple, and as excellent as Kevin fucked my pussy, I needed to feel confident in his absolute self-control. My young lovers before him often came too quickly when I allowed them entrance to the tightest hole imaginable. The fuss and attention I devote to prepping my ass hole before anal sex demanded it be treated like a precious, golden tunnel. I'd be devastated to go through the motions, anticipating a long, sexual journey, and have it end prematurely. Although the urge to grip his meaty rod with the tightness of my glory hole was intense, it was best to refrain from anal pleasures until the newlywed phase had passed. 
 
    “You're so awake, my love,” I said, lifting my leg for his cock to find my bare pussy.  
 
    “I am,” he responded, manually assisting his cock's position, nestling the head between my damp lips.  
 
    “Oh honey,” I sighed with the power of his thrust as he pushed against the resistance of my tight hole. “Show me how excited you are to fuck me while I blow another man.” 
 
    “You feel how hard I am?” he asked, his head sliding through my wetness, stretching my cunt with his girth.  
 
    “Yes, baby,” I confirmed, biting my pillow as he rolled me onto my stomach and mounted from behind. “I feel you, so hard and thick. Fuck your wife's pussy, baby. Fuck it till it makes you come.” 
 
    Kevin pounded his cock into me, driving my hips into the mattress, juicing me with wild friction. His fists anchored to the bed, he had full control of my body, and I clawed the sheets as he hammered his cum box. “I want you to drink his jizz, Autumn,” Kevin told me, losing his breath as he neared an orgasmic peak. “Slurp his cum while I fuck you. I can't wait to watch you suck his cock while your pussy juices my dick.” 
 
    His dirty talk sent me to the edge. Pussy stuffed full with Kevin's throbbing tool, my cunt contracted rapidly on his shaft. 
 
    “Ohhh!” I cried, tingling everywhere with excitement, “It's going to be so much fun.” 
 
    “Yes,” Kevin agreed, grunting as he exploded deep inside me. “My beautiful wife satisfying two at a time,” he said as he spewed, his steady, hard strokes sending me into the wild pleasure zone, too.  
 
    “Fuck yes!” I yelled again and again, helplessly coming on his cock. Pinned to the bed with Kevin's heaving chest, I buckled under his weight, lost in my orgasm, and loaded with his. 
 
    Kevin kissed my shoulders, and a few drops of his sweat fell on my skin. “I hope my cum's still inside you when his cock gets in your pussy.” 
 
    “Naughty boy,” I purred, still feeling the waves. “I hope so, too.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    I'd arranged a lovely brunch for Kevin and I to share with Casey and Paul before our mingling turned into a lustful event. Fresh-baked blueberry muffins, fluffy scrambled eggs, savory grilled peaches with dollops of cream and an endless pour of champagne satisfied our hunger, yet escalated our desires.  
 
    “You sure you won't be joining us, Casey?” I offered to Paul's incredibly hot older wife. Casey and I both loved being in our prime years, and owned it, keeping our physical attributes fine-tuned as well as our libidos. But, Casey had a leg up on me, still headlining as a stripper at the best Gentleman's Club in town. Her body was killer and she showed it off with her tight dresses and t-back panties visible through the fabric, tempting my desire to yank Casey's thongs off with my teeth and see her in the nude. “You know we can always change the arrangement.” 
 
    “Yes,” she confirmed, “thank you for the offer, but today, as we'd planned, I'm happy to be a spectator from the sidelines.” 
 
    “If you change your mind...” 
 
    “I won’t. This day is for you, Autumn.” 
 
    Kevin and Paul cleaned their plates and then cleared the table while Casey and I held hands and relaxed with each other before heading to the bedroom. Paul was such a catch, almost as gorgeous as Kevin, with a similar muscular physique. His washboard abs presented under his clingy casual t-shirt, and I couldn't wait to feel his stomach pressing on my flesh.  
 
    “My husband has a beautiful cock,” she stated, then teased, “and I have a feeling it might also be an inch or two longer than Kevin's.” 
 
    Gasping at the thought and the visual of making love to a rod bigger than eight and a half inches, I licked saliva from my lips and replied, “Lucky me.” 
 
    Casey shined a naughty smile, nodding as she added, “And it's very thick, too.” 
 
    I swooned, and a rush of wetness filled my cunt. “I'm dying to meet it.” 
 
    Done with their kitchen duties, our young men turned to us with eager expressions and bulges in their jeans.  
 
    “To the bedroom then?” Casey suggested, but really, it was an order.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Kevin escorted us to our massive master bathroom where our rendezvous was to begin in the oversized tub. He filled the basin with hot water, then sprinkled in an exotic bubble bath liquid we'd brought back from our honeymoon.  
 
    “Goodness,” Casey remarked, “that scent is delicious.” 
 
    I explained, “We discovered it at the Bali hotel where Kevin and I spent our honeymoon. It's made from tropical flowers indigenous to that island.” Bending over to plunge my hand into the bath, I gave the other three a glorious view of my bare pussy and kissable bottom. “The flowers are known to be natural aphrodisiacs.” 
 
    Paul spoke up, stroking the erection protruding through his pants, “Sounds dangerous considering how turned on we already are.” 
 
    His statement sent horny flutters into my clit and made my wet opening throb for his cock to enter me with force. “I'm not afraid.” 
 
    “Here, honey,” Casey said to Paul, unzipping his fly, “let me undress you.” She held out a palm to catch his heavy cock as it fell from his jeans. “There it is,” was her reaction to the meaty rod in her hand, “that bad boy was dying to be set free.” 
 
    Kevin's cock was even more impressive than Casey had described. It was longer than Kevin's by an inch, and had obvious weight. In her palm, Paul's shaft expanded in width, and for a second I wondered if my tightness could handle his size.   
 
    “Water's perfect,” Kevin said, swishing his arm through the water.  
 
    Casey added, “Let me undress you, too, Kevin.” Before my husband could answer, his pants were undone and pulled from his body. Like with Paul, Casey held out her other hand to catch his penis, noticing the pre-cum pooled on his knobby head. “Autumn?” she asked me, “may I?” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied, “and then share it with me.” 
 
    Casey's smile opened wide as she approached Kevin's dick, and helped herself to the manly fluid, swatting his head with a hungry tongue lash. “Mmm. He's a yummy one.”  
 
    “Yes, he is.” 
 
    She rolled his pre-cum inside her mouth, than French-kissed me with it. Together our tongues slid, swapping Kevin's drippings like it was a savory treat.  
 
    “Okay,” she whispered to me, breaking from our delicious kisses, “They're all yours.” Making herself comfortable in my plush, glamor-styled vanity chair, Casey loosened her bra and explored her breasts, handling them like Paul was doing with mine. Kevin had removed my dress and offered my ripe melons to Paul, and he didn't hesitate to lay his greedy hands on them. 
 
    “Very nice, honey,” Casey complimented her husband as he massaged the fullness of my bosom. “Doesn't he give a good massage, Autumn?” 
 
    “Yes, very good,” I agreed. Leaning back onto Kevin's strong chest, he held me securely in his arms, watching Paul suckle my tender pink buds. And then he whispered a serious question in my ear. “Is my cum still inside you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned my response, breathing in deeply as Paul nursed on my nipples, swirling and sucking on them till my knees shook from the radiating pleasure.  
 
    “Good.” Kevin maneuvered his middle finger down my pelvis till he found my pussy folds. “I want to feel it in there.”  
 
    “Oh Kevin,” I gasped as his stiff finger penetrated my opening and found the extra wetness from his cum, still deep inside of me. “Finger me, darling.” 
 
    “You want two fingers,” he asked with a horny growl, “or more?” 
 
    “However many you want to put in there,” I stated, ready for anything. He worked his finger in and out of my constricting passage, using his stored cum as slick lubricant for his cock to glide on. Paul was voracious on my breasts, turning his glance from me to his wife and back to me again while he milked my puckering areolas. The pressure he gave my pink pebbles was perfect, and from my center I felt I could come just like this, with Kevin finger-fucking me and Paul on my tits.  
 
    Were we in the bath? I wondered, suddenly sensing the hot water propelled by Jacuzzi jets around my legs. I didn't remember stepping in, floating with the tremendous sensations soaring through me. Kevin's sexual energy participating in the threesome was raw and driving, instigating orgasmic waves in my cunt. His cock pulsating between my damp thighs, I gently rocked on it, sliding my puffed lips to the side, horny for his penetration. “Take me, baby.” 
 
    Glancing over my shoulder, I checked out Casey, and how her hands had moved from her breasts to her plump clit. Her labia was long and sweet like an Iris flower in full bloom, and she massaged the special spot in magic circles. She looked blissful, loving the salacious view of me about to get plowed by two virile, young husbands.  
 
    Kevin took me by my waist and bent me over the side of the tub. The motor was running on high, and the hum reminded me of the lascivious honeymoon speedboat ride Kevin and I took, where we secretly screwed on the backseat cushions, me on his lap with his erection slipping through my hole, my sundress lifted over my ass, but discreetly so the three other passengers wouldn't know. Kevin behaved as a stealth, sexual master barely moving his hips, but just enough to stimulate the pleasure zone closest to my very sensitive ass hole. As the boat skimmed the glassy water, and bounced on the rougher waves, Kevin only moved by an inch or so inside me, not wanting to cause curious stares, and yet it felt so intense, maybe from the sheer fear of getting caught, or because his cock often caused me to helplessly cry out when it made me come, like it did to me on that boat... 
 
    A hot smack on my ass snapped me back to the present moment, bent over the edge of tub as Paul splashed water on his body before sinking into the fizz. Kevin was in me now, his shaft plunged half-way in, giving my opening a chance to adjust to his size before going full throttle. He spanked me twice more, then rubbed the red spot he put there. “God damn, you're so tight, Autumn.” 
 
    “And your cock is oversized,” I replied, seeing Paul stroke his cock under the surface, his head bobbing just above the suds. Casey wasn't lying when she said his manhood was beyond average, and more endowed than my husband. I wanted him in my mouth, screwing my throat in front of his masturbating wife, just as Kevin had fantasized about the night before. But Kevin was gone, lost in his pleasure, my passage clinging to his rod as the furious friction took both of us to the edge. 
 
    “Yes, Kevin,” I encouraged, “fuck your wife's pussy, hard and fast...” 
 
    My comment was cut short by Paul's sudden stance, positioning himself with his hips close to my face. He teased me, bumping the swollen head on my lower lip, and after a second of flicking my tongue on it, I let my jaw drop and invited his wanting cock in for an oral massage. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Kevin smiling, turned on immensely by the sight of me blowing Paul like a starving whore. This is what he wanted, and his pleasure was mine.  
 
    “She knows how to suck a cock,” Paul complimented, holding my head in his hands, and keeping my slurping mouth where he wanted it. 
 
    “Honey,” Casey called to Paul, “I want to see you in Autumn's cunt.” 
 
    With my mouth and pussy filled to capacity by the hard throbbing dicks of my lovers, I braced myself, clinging to the edge of the tub as the quake of a massive orgasm threatened to take control of me. I was too close to deny that one or two strokes of Paul's cock wouldn't make me come. I was nearly there now from Kevin's insatiable need to tirelessly screw me from behind, but I calmed my urges, wanting to come on Paul's rod instead. And, considering the wonderfully lewd situation, it was only appropriate to layer our male guest with my hot cream. 
 
    Kevin withdrew from his backside mount, and switched places with Paul. They didn't exchange words while moving positions, just anxious exhales, prepping for the second round of hole pounding.  
 
    Casey whined, “My pussy's aching so bad watching you three. You better hang on, Autumn, because I know you're as close to coming as I am. Female intuition.” 
 
    “Oh yes,” I hissed, rolling my lower spine upwards so Paul could have a clear view to insert his massive shaft. My heart was racing, and the rapid beating was heard in in my voice. “Force my cunt to expand around you, Paul. Please.” 
 
    “You heard her,” Kevin encouraged, running the head of his dick across my mouth, “do it.” Waiting for my reaction as Paul entered me, Kevin watched my expression change from anxious to serene. My mouth fell open with the pressure of Paul's erection widening me, and Kevin filled the space past my lips and teeth with his cock. He aimed his tool for the flesh of my inner cheek and when it landed, he bobbed his head there, like it was on a trampoline. I spun my tongue all over it, slithering seductively on his meat, moaning with delight over the taste of my husband's pre-cum.  
 
    “I love her pussy,” Paul said to all three of us, unafraid to speak his mind while drilling me with his giant-sized man-tool. Then, he said to Kevin, “So fucking tight.” 
 
    Kevin agreed, “Right? Autumn has an amazing cunt.” 
 
    Paul shot a loving yet nasty look at Casey, then grunted at Kevin, “Wait till you try my wife.” 
 
    It wasn't simply the boys that wanted to fuck Casey—I wanted her, too. The thought of tasting her juicy cunt, soaking wet like she was now, making herself cum as she fingered her hole, spread open on my vanity chair, was a salacious one. In the mirror behind her, I saw the gorgeous reflection of two handsome studs screwing me, one so deep in my mouth I could hardly breathe, and the other pounding my cave to orgasmic heights. I was many strokes past the breaking point, and held myself on the tremendous edge longer than I could stand it. “Oh, fuck... I'm coming!” 
 
    Screaming on my husband's cock, I clawed the tub and let Paul take my pussy there, right over the top, and I squeezed his shaft with my lady tunnel hard enough to break it. “More! MORE!” I yelled, coming uncontrollably on his wide, thick manhood.  
 
    “Fuck!” Paul yelled with me, and then Casey followed us into naughty bliss, her hand a fleshy blur twirling her clit and making it burst as we came. “FUCK!” he yelled again, “So much cum shooting out!” 
 
    The peak was glorious, overstimulated by Paul's cock and cum, and didn't hear myself gurgling nasty words on Kevin's shaft until I couldn't make another sound. My husband's cock blew down my throat, and for a moment, I couldn't breathe, and didn't care. Above the decadent, lewd scene, I floated, filled with their releases, swallowing, squeezing; ingesting every drop.  
 
    Kevin let out a roar, breaking the intensity of a room full of beautiful people coming at once. Paul's dick pumped and pulsed, then slowly slid from my vagina. Kevin held his cock in my mouth a second more, then withdrew it, needing to collapse in the bubbling water below us. Paul fell in, too, and he pulled my hips with him. The three of us splashed down, sliding in the suds until relaxation set in.  
 
    Paul gave an exhausted smile to his wife. “Join us for a soak.” 
 
    “Good idea, honey.” Waving at her overheated face, Casey stripped out of her clothes and stepped towards the tub. Dipping her toes in, she playfully kicked water at us, and shared, “And for a moment at the beginning of your three-way, I actually thought we'd make it to the bedroom.” 
 
    We shook our heads, drifting in the splendid afterglow of our pedal-to-the-metal, full frontal sexual attack. 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed, “for a second I did, too.” 
 
    But Kevin and Paul simply laughed, having known better from the start. 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE – Casey and Paul Host a Party 
 
      
 
    A few days after our romantic bath-time affair, Kevin received a text message from Paul, inviting us to an intimate couples-only party at their house.  
 
    “Autumn, should I say yes?” Kevin asked. 
 
    “I would love to go,” I confirmed, “sounds like a fun evening.” 
 
    Giving me a slightly crooked grin, Kevin nodded and said, “Yeah, it does,” then sent a text back to Paul, accepting their invitation.  
 
    My mind filled with naughty scenarios, imagining explicit scenes of exhibitionism and uninhibited group sex. “What do you think Casey and Paul have in mind for this party?” 
 
    “No idea.” Kevin raised an eyebrow, studying my eyes, relating to my X-rated thoughts completely.  “Maybe I should ask them what the occasion is?” 
 
    I added, “Or if there's a theme?” 
 
    “Right. Or maybe we should just let it be a surprise?” 
 
    “Good idea,” I agreed, then warned, “but I'm bringing lingerie, just in case.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “Right on time,” Casey greeted Kevin and I upon our arrival, dressed in a silky robe and stripper heels. Pleased with her sexy appearance, we kissed and hugged our naughty hostess.  
 
    “Looking smashing and sexy as always,” I complimented Casey. 
 
    “I was going to say the same words to you, Autumn,” she replied, licking her nude-colored, glossy lips. Patting Kevin's ass, she cooed, “Thanks for coming, too, Kevin. Hopefully next time we see each other it will be you and me getting it on.” 
 
    “Yes,” he replied, nodding with a note of disappointment that the secret wasn't about him having sex with her. “Hopefully.” 
 
    “We're just drawing out the anticipation, baby,” she teased my husband, “So when we do finally get to fuck, it will he mind-blowing.” 
 
    “You're still so elusive about the details of this gathering,” stated Kevin, his erection already showing through his jeans. 
 
    “Only for a few more minutes, Kev,” she responded, adding, “then all will be revealed. Thanks for being so adventurous and open, you two.” 
 
    Suddenly, Casey kissed me, deeply, with want and desire. Kevin invited himself into our Frenching, and the three of us stood there, kissing to the point of undressing. 
 
    Then, the sound of other voices conversing and laughing broke the oral momentum, and we all needed a moment to snap back to reality before joining the others. 
 
    Casey and Paul lived in a lovely, modern home with large, wall to wall windows that looked out across the pleasant landscaping surrounding the house. Berlin and Cody had arrived before us, and were casually sipping white wine in the living room when Casey and Paul lead us to them.  
 
    “Look who's here,” Casey sang as I went to Berlin with open arms. She was gorgeous, her hair black as night, cascading over her bosom to her shapely waist. And Cody was viciously hot, instantly reminding me of what an awesome lover he was when we had our threesome.  
 
    “Autumn and Kevin complete the guest list,” Casey continued, “so we can get the party started.” 
 
    Kevin shot a curious look at me, and I casually smiled, caressing his muscular back with my fingernails, making him round and flex his spine like an affectionate cat.  
 
    Casey turned her attention to Paul, hugging her husband with love and adoration. “We've invited you two couples here with us for an evening of experimentation. We want to push our limits and be the true exhibitionist that Paul and I are.” 
 
    Berlin reacted with a flurry of gleeful hand claps. “How very interesting.” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed, “more details, please!” 
 
    Paul shared, “As much as we love exchanging and swapping with other couples, we've never been center stage.” 
 
    Kevin threw his arm around my shoulders, and snuggled me, liking where the conversation was going. “And we're your first audience?” 
 
    Casey and Paul's happiness shined and we basked in their glow, anticipating their wild debut. Paul answered, “Yes,” then asked, “If that's cool with the four of you?” 
 
    The nods of approval were unanimous and Casey and Paul wasted not another second before stripping out of their sparse clothing to their bare flesh. The two of them were a stunning couple, stacked, built, slender and toned. Their age difference wasn't as apparent as the gap between me and Kevin or Berlin and Cody, and part of that, I assumed, was due to Paul's maturity from having served in the military. 
 
    I glanced at Berlin and Cody, cozy on the other couch, softly touching each other while observing the passionate couple embrace, kissing on their way to the floor where they sprawled at our feet.  
 
    Kevin blew in my ear while kissing the sensitive areas of my neck—the spots that made me shiver with chills—melting me with his lips. I sighed, circling my fingernails on his washboard abs until I reached his belt buckle. Kevin's erection was pronounced through his jeans, and I placed my hand over it, patting his stiffness like an obedient pet.  
 
    Casey and Paul made out with uninhibited lust, hands roaming as freely as their mouths. Casey told her husband, “On your back.” And he obeyed, reclining on the fancy floor rug with his meaty beast aimed like a rocket ready for launch. I knew his cock well, having had the pleasure of screwing it and remembered how delicious it felt, oversized in my cunt, stretching me open with its girth. 
 
    She grabbed hold of his shaft and ran her grip up and down his length, softening and constricting around it as his moans filled the room. Casey's mouth landed on Paul's red, pulsating head, and she engulfed it, working her saliva-coated tongue downward while twisting her wrist to match the corkscrewing motions. Massaging his heavy balls in her other hand, she lifted them to her lips as her mouth reached the base, and gently slipped and swiped her tongue across them.  
 
    “Fuck, baby,” Paul groaned through gritted teeth, his hands covered by Casey's long, blonde curls as he held the sides of her head. He guided her head-bobbing, holding her on his manhood till his dripping head hit the back of her throat. Casey obliged him, coughing first, then making slight gurgles as she opened her throat and allowed his cock to go in further. “You suck me so good.” 
 
    Torn between wanting to verbally encourage their lovemaking and wanting to remain a silent observer, I instinctively cleared my own throat, wanting to mirror Casey and blow Kevin's rod, too. But that's not why we were invited to watch, and so I politely rubbed my chest, smiling for Casey to continue.  
 
    Choking and spitting on her man's meat, Casey used both hands, twisting and turning on his shaft while she breathed through her nostrils, her throat completely occupied. She gurgled louder, his head hitting her gag reflex, then suddenly withdrew, inhaling then swallowing. The devil was in her eyes as she looked down at her husband, and commanded, “Don't you dare come yet.” 
 
    Paul just laughed, totally in control of his tool. “And short change our guests?” 
 
    Playfully, Casey smacked his chest and gave his cock a hard squeeze. I gasped at the sheer size of it, and fought the urge to jump in and join them.  
 
    Berlin read my mind, and blurted, “You sure you don't need my help, Casey?” 
 
    “Or mine?” I added, sending a wink to Berlin. 
 
    “Thank you, but...” Crawling over Paul's body, Casey wedged his shaft between her thighs, teasing his tip with her cunt's opening as she swung her hips in slow circles, “...next time, ladies.” Slipping his bulging head inside her tender folds, and letting it slip inch by inch till she landed on his hairy, pelvic base, Casey gave her pussy a moment to simply enjoy him inside of her. 
 
    Berlin and I were both transfixed by the way her tiny pussy took all nine inches of Paul's cock, like her womanly cave was made for him, and built for his absolute satisfaction. “Like a boss,” she told Paul, loving how jealous we all were over their freedom to openly fuck. “Big, fat and ready to drill.” 
 
    Suddenly, I wondered when Kevin and I should return the favor, and host our own sex party, feeling my pussy so wet and desperate for attention and wishing I was naked on the floor, too. But then the sound of Casey's pussy riding her husband's cock with luscious, long strokes, and how her flesh slapped on his groin as he lifted his hips to meet her cunt.  
 
    “Oh yes!” Casey exclaimed, her body tilted forward with his driving motions, switched on and ready to drill her deep. “God, his cock is so fucking big!” Just then, she shot me a serious look, wanting my honesty, and asked, “Isn't it, Autumn?” 
 
    “Very big,” I answered her, spreading my thighs so she could peak under my dress and view my juicy cunt lips. Kevin reached in there, knowing my open legs were always his invitation, and found my wetness with his probing middle finger. Casey didn't look away. She kept her gaze on my bud, suddenly invaded by my man's finger, continuing to buck on Paul.  
 
    Casey's ass was slapped by the rock hardness of Paul's groin as he drilled her from underneath like a wild fuck machine. He took hold of her hips while he slammed into Casey's cave, hell-bent on making her explode. 
 
    “Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes,” was Casey's orgasmic mantra, hands digging into Paul's shoulders as her body was repeatedly thrust forward. Her gorgeous breasts swung under her chest with the power of his pounding cock, and her curled locks dampened with beads of perspiration. For a glorious, decadent moment, Casey braced against Paul's potent impact, letting the sound of her splashing juice fill the room. And then her body began to quiver, overtaken by the heat and tingle of her cunt wanting to come.  “Do it to me!” 
 
    Paul pushed into her with all of his force, going after her cunt like it owed him money. “Like that? Huh? You want more?” 
 
    “Yesss!!” Back arching like a bendable rag-doll, Casey lost control on her husband's persistent cock, peaking as her passage squeezed on his rod, coming on and crashing down with a tidal wave of pleasure. Her head was thrown back and her mouth was hinged open but not a word was uttered—just the slightest of gasps as she sipped the air.  
 
    Paul met her spasms, his cock thrown into high-gear, spewing pre-cum till his thick load erupted inside his wife's tight pussy. “Oh yeah, it's there, baby. My orgasm's right there,” he warned, barely breathing as he viciously pumped her. His core quaked, and his hips sharply jolted, bolstering Casey as her whole body shook from her wavering orgasm. It was his horny grunt that let the rest of us know he was on the edge, and his animal grunts caused my cunt to flutter, and I watched with fascination as Paul's powerful thrusts morphed into a motionless, frozen position. His eyes blazed with lust for his wife's pussy, and he yelled loud enough to shake the walls, “I'm coming inside your beautiful, fucking hole!” 
 
    Casey flailed, pulled down on Paul's blasting erection by his gripped hands, blowing his enormous ejaculation inside her loving receptacle, just like he did when he came in my own cum box.  
 
    Berlin and Cody gave the exhausted couple applause, and Kevin and I joined in. I complimented, “That was very nice, you two.” 
 
    “And a pleasure to watch. Thank you for sharing.” 
 
    “Our pleasure,” Paul and Casey panted together. His pistol emptied, Paul brought delirious Casey gently back to earth, and waited till her eyes could focus on his sweaty face before he said to us, “There's cheese and crackers in the kitchen. Anyone care for a snack?” 
 
    It wasn't cheese and crackers that could satiate my hunger. I had something far more delicious in mind... and so did Berlin. 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Story One 
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    SAFE LANDINGS 
 
    By Kay Brandt 
 
    Two survivors of a plane crash, Elaine and Jessica, fall into an inescapable love affair with each other in the aftermath of their tragic experience. Through group therapy the two women reconnect and discover a secret bond between them that spirals into a passionate sexual relationship. Elaine is a married woman and Jessica was on the verge of getting engaged before the crash, but their emotional and lust-filled need for each other proves more powerful than the vows and promises made to their significant others. Their fated affair brings them to the edge of risking their relationships, and the two women must face a life-changing decision to stay together or part ways forever.  
 
      
 
    Warning: this title contains graphic language, and explicit sex 
 
    Excerpt: 
 
    “How was therapy?” 
 
    “Oh, it wasn't good, “Jessica told him, turning to snuggle on his chest. “Not for Elaine, anyway.”  
 
    Steven stroked her hair, feeling her overheated scalp. “Elaine? What happened with her?” 
 
    Jessica clung to his pecs, loving his masculinity, and took comfort from the familiar hint of cologne on his skin—the scent she bought for him last Christmas. “She sort of lost it, right there in the middle of the group.” 
 
    He fluffed the covers, giving her sweaty body a blast of air. “Oh man. Like what?” 
 
    “Like a melt-down. She heard and saw things that weren't happening.” 
 
    “Oh no.” 
 
    “Yeah, she thought the guy sitting next to her was accusing her of killing people or something along those lines.” She grabbed the sheets, stopping the airflow, not wanting him to see her without panties on. “She didn't tell me all of it, just a couple of details, but it was bad. I felt terrible for her.” 
 
    Steven had caught a flash of Jessica's lower body nakedness, and felt his cock twitch in his jeans. “Babe?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    His hand went under the sheet to find her bare area. “How come you're half-dressed?” 
 
    “I was feeling hot, a little fevered,” was Jessica's defense. “But I think it was just the situation with Elaine, and napping helped.” 
 
    Whatever her reason, it wasn't important to him. He wanted her body on his and being half-naked was an open invitation for caressing, touching, penetrating. “So, do you think the therapy is going to work?” 
 
    “Can't tell after only two days.” Jessica sighed over his touch, and how well he knew her sensitive spots, as if he'd sculpted her by hand. “It's too early in the process to know, considering I've never been in therapy before.” 
 
    “Well, I think I've seen improvement,” Steven said lovingly, “I mean, I was a little alarmed finding you in bed. My first thought was you'd regressed. Yesterday you were up and watching TV went I got home.” 
 
    “I wouldn't read too much into my moods or behavior, Steven,” Jessica suggested, allowing his cool hand to cup her hot pussy. “I'm going through so many changes all at once, and... each day is different. A state of flux is what the therapist called it.” 
 
    “Hmm. And what else has he said?” Steven unzipped his slacks, and pushed them past his hips. His cock was hard and it sprang out the side of his underwear, which were off in a flash with his pants.  
 
    Jessica exhaled with the weight of Steven's strong body mounting her and the soft, smooth flesh of his shaft grazing her thighs. “He said we, the survivors in the group, need to be gentle with ourselves, and not put unnecessary guilt or critical assessments in our minds in regard to the healing process.” 
 
    His cock was rock solid, and poked at her hole, dabbing at the fresh fluids coming from her pussy. “Sounds legit, Jess,” Steven said, holding his breath as he entered her with just the head of his cock. He moved it back and forth slowly, encouraging her tightness to give way for him. “God, you're so hot inside, like a little furnace.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Jessica's pelvis rocked, giving Steven's erection a decadent angle to enter her deeper. “I've been thinking about you.” 
 
    “Really? I was thinking about you, too.” Steven winced, his cock squeezed by her clenching cunt. He breathed through her tightness. “What were your thoughts?” He persisted with steady penetration, and her wetness increased for him to glide in.   
 
    “I was remembering how we used to fuck in the shower every morning. It was our weekday ritual, like clockwork.” Jessica bit her lip, feeling her pussy stretched by his thickness. She opened her legs as far as she could, tying her ankles together over his lower back.  
 
    Groaning, he laid his hands next to her shoulders, and lifted her hips with his, hovering off the mattress, and got their bodies to swing in a back and forth rhythm. “We got so good at standing sex that we went for an hour once. God damn, our water bill was so high.” 
 
    Jessica felt older, more mature, taking his cock after making love with another woman. “Don't make me feel guilty for running up expenses when it was all for the betterment of our sex life,” she said, rubbing her head into her pillow for support against his thrusts.  
 
    Steven's balls hit Jessica's tender ass-hole, and instantly sent her into a flashback of Elaine running her fingers against it in the shower. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If Safe Landings is making you salivate- you’ll want to devour Kay’s next series! 
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    AT MOTHER’S COMMAND 
 
    By Kay Brandt 
 
    On her 18th birthday, the world Max knew was torn apart. Stella, the loving mother Max had known her whole life shared their dark secret- Stella was not her biological parent but a loyal surrogate. Max's true mother was the ravishing and powerful Sumera, a Dominatrix who ran a private retreat for a very discerning clientele. Sumera's grand plan to mentor Max into her succession as the Grand Dom is now in jeopardy at the emotions of a scared teen. Will Max accept her new found mother? Will her whirlwind of emotions bring down an empire? 
 
    Warning: this title contains graphic language, BDSM and sex 
 
    Excerpt: 
 
    “Ready when you are,” Nate responded. Securing the intricate rope bondage covering Colette from her chest to her feet, Neil pulled the last knot tight, then swatted her bottom with a firm hand. Vulnerable and quivering with her hands tied behind her back, Neil parted Colette's knees and rolled her onto her belly so he could explore and own her bottom. Continuing to tease her sensitive clit with his thumb, he proudly showed off his work to the man who'd trained him.  
 
    “My wife's a beautiful woman,” Cas stated, feeling his adrenaline rise watching Neil position himself behind Colette and place his hips against her ass.  
 
    “Yes,” Neil agreed, leaning over Colette's lower lumbar and upper back to slide a red ball gag into her willing mouth. He secured the straps to the back of her head as she drooled onto her chin, then petted her silky brown locks. “She's exquisite.” 
 
    Fingering his whip, Cas made eye contact with his wife, assuring her readiness to be his protege's sub for the night. Neil had trained with the couple for over a year, starting as a novice and graduating a “supreme being,” which was Cas's term for those deserving of the title. Turning to Neil, Cas gave his blessing, and said, “Do with her what you wish.” 
 
    “I will,” Neil replied with confidence, prepared for the honor of flogging and fucking his teacher's wife. Neil was a libidinous lover poised to handle this woman's ass with his tailed weapon of choice. All he needed was the signal and his dominate plan would carry through to completion, and to his satisfaction.   
 
    Cas stayed by the bed a moment longer, observing the beaded flogger tails that struck Colette's fleshy bottom repeatedly. Her reddening mounds swollen between the binding rope. Seeing Colette bound was like gazing at high-end fetish art. Neil used complex knotting techniques that allowed for enough space between so the tails could contact flesh.  
 
    The beaded ends caught her puckering ass hole and swept across it, then rotated in a seductive circle. “Ohh!” Colette gasped around the gag, keeping her focus on her masculine Dom husband.  
 
    “He's learned well,” Cas remarked to her before letting them be. 
 
    Neil took charge of Colette's full moons, sliding his left fingers under one of the ropes binding her bottom to create an even wider opening for him to strike.  
 
    “That asshole's mine,” Neil told Colette, teasing and tickling her forbidden hole with relentless precision. He'd fucked her succulent cunt while advancing through Cas's training, but never her little ass. In Cas's domain, anal was reserved for the ascension into Dom or supreme being status. Permission to rule over his wife's private pleasure zone meant Neil had been granted full freedom to do whatever he wanted with the subs, whether it was Colette or another woman. Penetrating Colette's tight tunnel with his lengthy rod was what he wanted, and what he knew she needed as proof of absolute submission.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Find all of Kay’s scintillating stories on Amazon! 
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