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		Prologue

		Sebastian and Monique

		

		Greg Calvert looked over at his wife and smiled. “Well, it sure is just like the pictures in the brochures; no false advertising here.”

		Sara Calvert smiled back, her heart not really in it. She went back to staring out the window at the movie set-perfect scene in front of her, trying to keep the smile on her face, so that Greg wouldn’t start in on her again; so that he wouldn’t see how unsettled her feelings still were about all of this.

		God, what the hell is wrong with me? My husband takes me on a fabulous vacation to San Diego in the middle of winter and all I can do is sit here like a lump, wondering if this whole expensive three-night trip wasn’t a mistake…a big waste of time and money.

		The cab pulled to a stop in front of the resort hotel’s main entrance, under its imposing portico. Immediately, a buffed-looking young man wearing black shorts and a white pullover shirt with the red and blue Inhibitions Optional logo displayed on the left side of his impressive chest came out and began unloading their bags from the trunk. Sara took her husband’s hand and let him help her out of the car.

		Yeah, just like in the brochures, for sure, she thought, glancing around at the posh grounds, the three-story architectural triumph that was the hotel itself, and the miles of pretty beaches stretching away into the distance behind the establishment’s impressive array of carefully manicured shrubbery, palm trees, and flowering plants.

		They went into the lobby and up to the registration desk, where Greg quickly confirmed their reservations and began the process of checking them into the hotel. They had a suite on the third floor, overlooking the beach and the Pacific Ocean, as well as the rest of the sprawling Inhibitions Optional complex. From the brochures and the web site, she knew that the grounds were made up of private villas, quaint little beach bungalows, and various recreational venues, most of them white-stucco structures finished with faux palm frond-thatched roofs.

		While Greg got their room key cards and new-guest orientation packages--which included maps showing where the various pools, tennis courts, tiki-bars, walking trails, bicycle paths, conventional beaches, and clothing-optional beaches were--Sara looked around the richly-appointed hotel lobby. She noted a café entrance nearby, plus a door leading into the cocktail lounge, where a few solo drinkers now sat at the bar, even at eleven in the morning, California time, and the closed double French doors to the fine dining restaurant. A small, forest-green sign with ornate gold lettering sat in front of the restaurant, indicating that it didn’t begin service until six in the evening.

		The main doors to the lobby opened behind them and another couple stepped inside, followed by a large luggage flat manned by another handsome young man dressed in black walking shorts and a tight pullover shirt which sported the company logo. The luggage cart looked to be groaning under the weight of the seven or eight matching black travel cases and suitcases, all of them by Tumi.

		Sara stood admiring the stylish luggage, recognizing the manufacturer immediately, and knowing that most of the pieces had to have cost somewhere between eleven or twelve-hundred dollars each. She’d priced cases by the same designer during a recent shopping expedition to the Neiman Marcus in Houston, in preparation for this trip.

		She hadn’t bought any of the trendy travel pieces, because she’d thought the price to be excessive for luggage, no matter how well-made and stylish the bags were. But she had been impressed with them.

		She eyed the couple the luggage belonged to carefully, wondering if she should recognize them, since they looked like two people who might very well be famous for one thing or another. Both were in their late twenties to early thirties, and were tall, stunning examples of perfection in the human species.

		He was tight-muscled and gorgeous, reminding her of an Olympic gymnast as he sauntered into the lobby, his sunglasses pushed lazily upward to rest on top of his perfectly-barbered, longish black hair. Sara looked more closely at him, wondering if he might have been an Olympic gymnast!

		Had she seen that handsome face on television, winning a gold medal a few years back? He looked vaguely familiar, somehow, but she couldn’t place him.

		The woman at his side was just as striking as he was. She was also tall, as tall as Sara herself, perhaps five-nine, with cheekbones that would have left most runway models gnashing their teeth in envy. She wasn’t particularly busty, having what looked to be solid little mounds of breast floating around--unfettered by a bra--under the blue and white stripped designer tee shirt she wore so beautifully.

		As Sara watched, the woman shook out her long, silky, platinum-blonde hair and then flicked it back over her shoulders with a well-practiced toss of her head. She sighed, eyeing Sara and Greg with an air of cool impatience as they stood in front of her at the desk. This incredibly hot woman looked as if waiting in line for anything was a concept foreign to her.

		With an exaggerated show of mounting pique, she thrust out one hip, and her short blue skirt settled into place about halfway up her thigh. She looked for all the world like a fashion model striking a pose for her next shot in a magazine layout, her long, perfect leg now drawing Sara’s attention. Her eyes moved down the impressive expanse of tanned flesh until she came to the blonde woman’s shoes.

		She’s wearing a pair of those unbelievably cute sandals I spent an hour drooling over at Neiman Marcus, the day I checked out the luggage. What were those called…? Sara thought about it, but couldn’t remember the designer’s name.

		All she could remember was that the stunning sandals, with their over four inch stiletto heels and sea-shell embellished canvas fabric, were the most darling shoes she’d seen in ages! She had almost bought herself a pair, to wear on this trip, but had balked at the last minute, put off by the sixteen-hundred dollar price tag.

		Now I’m glad I didn’t buy them, she thought. That would be so awkward, standing here in the lobby, both of us wearing the same shoes, with that gal looking like some kind of French movie starlet. She’d probably throw a fit and have the management remove me and my offending sandals from her royal presence!

		Sara grinned at that thought. Greg turned to her just then and waved the two key cards around proudly.

		“Well, babe, we’re all set,” he said.

		The handsome hunk who might have been a retired gymnast stepped up and spoke to them just then, saying, “Hi, I’m Sebastian Fox, and this is my wife, Monique. Is this your first time here, at Inhibitions?”

		Greg automatically shook the man’s extended hand and replied, “Yeah, it is at that, partner. I’m Greg Calvert and this is my wife, Sara. We’re from Pearland, just outside of Houston, Texas. What gave us away as being newbies?”

		Sebastian Fox laughed, displaying some of the whitest, most perfect teeth Sara had ever seen outside of toothpaste commercials. He said, “Oh, I don’t know, you seemed to be so animated when you got your welcome kit and your room keys just now.”

		“Y’all have been here before then, I take it?” Greg asked, slyly checking out Monique as he spoke to her husband, really taking a moment to look her long, svelte body over.

		“Oh, yes, we’re regulars, I’m afraid,” Fox said, still smiling and nodding, “we’re here a couple of times a year. You meet such interesting people, for one thing, and it’s a gorgeous facility.”

		Sara watched the interaction between her husband, Fox, and his wife. Greg practically had to wipe the drool from his lips, the way he was staring at the blonde, supermodel-gorgeous Monique.

		I suppose I can’t really blame him. She’s quite an eyeful, and that’s no kidding.

		She looked more closely at Sebastian Fox, now that he was standing right in front of her, and realized that both he and his stunning wife were two of those unique people who looked just as good up close as they did when you first spotted them at a distance and thought: “Wow, are they ever a good-looking couple or what?”

		Sebastian and Monique Fox were, from what she could see, truly a pair of foxes, to use the old eighties and nineties slang term for an extraordinarily good-looking person.

		Sebastian Fox…Sebastian Fox…shouldn’t I know that name?

		“Omigod, you’re the writer!” she suddenly blurted, placing the name at last. “You wrote That Magic Summer and Finding Paradise!

		“Guilty as charged,” Sebastian Fox said with a modest shrug.

		“God, those books were sensational!” Sara gushed.

		She suddenly felt a blush coloring her cheeks as she remembered just how sensational those books had been! The sex scenes in them had been so torrid that she’d read and reread all of them several times each.

		A further, guilty-little-secret, memory popped into her consciousness. Two years ago, Greg had been out of town for ten days on a rare extended business trip. After reading That Magic Summer for fifteen minutes or so one lonely night, Sara had furtively sneaked her vibrator out of her nightstand drawer, where it had lain hidden at the bottom of a half-full Kleenex box, and had…relieved…herself as she’d reread one of the love scenes in the book, imaging herself on the receiving end of the sexy hero’s big erection!

		“Hey, the four of us should meet for a drink later, what do you say?” Sebastian Fox offered just then.

		He was speaking to her husband, and he went on to add, “You seem like a nice fellow, Greg.”

		Turning slightly to face Sara head on, he finished with, “And your wife is one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever met.”

		Sara felt a wave of excitement crackle though her. The famous author was exaggerating, of course—while it was true that Sara was tall and spectacularly well-built and had a gorgeous face and long, wavy black hair that hung down just past her shoulders—she didn’t think she was anywhere near being in Monique Fox’s league as a jaw-dropping beauty. That was a certainty!

		“Hey, that sounds great,” Greg said enthusiastically. “What do you say, honey?”

		Sara looked into Sebastian Fox’s eyes, which were a stunning shade of amber, almost like a cat’s, and felt something she hadn’t felt in many months—sexual excitement! She smiled almost shyly at her husband and said, “Sure, why not? That sounds great.”

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		A Tiny Stirring

		

		“You don’t think Sebastian Fox wants to have sex with me, do you?”

		Greg Calvert sighed and looked up from transferring his underwear from his suitcase into a dresser drawer. His face was resigned, as if he was dreading having “that” discussion with her again; the one where he told her that just because this resort had a clothing optional swimming pool and a nude beach—and a whispered reputation as being a great spot to “hook up” for a one night stand, if you had an open marriage or a taste for sexual adventure—that it didn’t necessarily mean that the other guests here were going to be hitting on them all the time. Not everyone they met was going to be trying to persuade them to participate in a partner-swap or anything like that during their stay.

		To his amazement, he saw that Sara wasn’t frowning disapprovingly, as he’d fully expected her to be. Instead, an impish smile lit up her face; she’d been teasing him!

		He laughed; the relief obvious on his face. “Well, I don’t know, he did seem pretty taken with you, not that I blame him.”

		She joined in with his laughter, and that felt so amazingly good! It seemed like ages since the two of them had been really at ease together and able to share a laugh and the sort of easy bantering back and forth they used to enjoy as a couple.

		Sara sighed. She knew exactly how long it had been. It had been a year since last month, December. Since she’d miscarried and lost their baby; that was exactly how long it had been since they’d felt good about each other and sure of their marriage.

		She shook off those awful memories of this last, nightmarish year they’d spent together as best she could and concentrated on the here and now. With a sly little grin, she whispered, “Well, I hate to burst your bubble, honey, but I don’t know if I can really envision you walking away into the sunset for some hot sex on the beach with Sebastian Fox’s wife, either. That gal could be a movie star or a supermodel!”

		Greg laughed again, took her in his arms, and gave her a squeeze He nodded his agreement and said, “Yeah, I think she’s a bit out of my league. I’m just a good old boy from Texas, not some smooth-talking lounge lizard who’s always right there with his lighter to fire up her cigarette or pour her champagne. It’s not like I’ve got a dozen tuxedos and white dinner jackets hanging my closet back home.”

		Grinning at Sara, he went on to add, “I get the feeling that Monique is extremely high-maintenance. I bet she’s as pampered and catered to as that damned toy Pomeranian of your mom’s.”

		“Hey, let’s leave Choo-Choo out of this,” Sara shot back teasingly. “She’s Mama’s little treasure.”

		They laughed together once more. Greg knew that Sara shared his distaste for her mother’s ridiculously spoiled little fur ball of a pet.

		She looked over at the clock and saw that it was just after five. Their clothes were mostly unpacked and put away.

		“Do you think we have time for a walk on the beach before it gets dark?” she asked her husband, suddenly eager for that experience.

		It had been so long since she’d felt anything but a sort of an emotional numbness inside. Now, since arriving here, in this beautiful place, meeting a world-famous author, and engaging with her husband in the harmless fantasy that a super-hot guy like Sebastian Fox would be interested in her, sexually, Sara felt something that had been long absent. Her sense of fun—and the joy she’d once taken in her close relationship with her husband of eight years--both seemed to be stirring back to life inside her once again.

		She didn’t want to lose that tiny flicker of emotion; the possible rebirth of her passion. Sara seemed to sense that the walk on the beach was somehow important to her; to both of them.

		“Let’s give her a try, babe,” he said, smiling that old, almost-a-shy-boy smile that had first captured her heart all of those summers ago, when he’d been just a rough-around-the-edges roustabout from the oil patch and she’d been third year student at the University of Houston.

		They had, after all, met on the beach, in Galveston that summer, the summer before her final year in college. They’d walked together on the sand during that first evening together, their unlikely attraction to one another growing by the minute.

		“What shall we wear?”

		“Why don’t you put on the new bikini you bought for this trip? I’ve yet to see you in it.”

		“I might freeze to death in that little scrap of cloth,” she said, a coquettish smile on her face, “there’s not much to it.”

		“Wear a pool wrap over it,” Greg said; giving her a teasing little leer as he eyed her fully clothed body expectantly.

		“Okay, you’re on, mister,” she answered playfully, making up her mind, grabbing up the sinfully tiny little swimsuit she’d purchased at Neiman Marcus just recently, “but if I wear this, you have to wear a swimsuit, too. No fair putting on a pair of baggy walking shorts or something!”

		He nodded his agreement, grabbing his swim trunks out of the drawer he’d put them away in just minutes ago. She plucked a long beach cover-up out of a small pile of clothing lying on the bed that she hadn’t gotten around to hanging up yet and made her way into the bathroom.

		Quickly shedding her travel outfit, she slipped on the skimpy black bikini, eyeing her long, statuesque body in the mirror as she did so. The image confronting her had so many new aspects to it that she ended up staring at it for long moments, trying to decide if she liked the “new Sara” or not.

		The bikini featured brass “logo” style fasteners, one at the center of the small triangles of bra cups that held her large, round, thirty-six “C” breasts in place—just barely held them! The bottom of the suit was kept together by similar brass “logo” fasteners, and you could get out of the ultra-brief suit by undoing the fastener on either side of it.

		Her Brazilian-waxed lower body was brand new as well. She had realized--after she’d impulsively bought the daring swimsuit, thinking to herself as she’d done so; ‘What the hell? I’m going to that racy resort in San Diego where all of the swingers and other libertines vacation; I may as well buy this and try to fit in’—that in order to wear a suit that tiny, you couldn’t have hair…down there…anywhere! And so, the wax had happened, and now her voluptuous body was totally free of any body hair, from her navel all the way down to her toes.

		Amazingly, if you ignore the part about me looking like a big-boobed hooker working the beach for “tricks” in this outfit, I look pretty hot in it, for a girl who just turned thirty a month ago.

		She turned and checked out her ass in the mirror. Most of it was totally exposed in the barely-there bikini, which was really little more than a thong in back. But she had to admit, the miniscule suit looked pretty darned good on her. All of those hot-yoga and Pilates sessions at the gym she attended thrice weekly had paid off—that was for sure!

		Slipping on the wrap, which was more of a cape than anything else--she did up the single clasp--located right below her bikini-covered breasts. The oatmeal-colored rayon and spandex garment was long and flowing, down to her knees, but there was only the one clasp, which had been designed to look like a pearlescent-white seashell, to hold it closed; so she would still be showing a lot of leg in this outfit, whenever she took a step.

		Taking a deep breath and opening the bathroom door, she emerged into the bedroom to look for her sandals. Greg’s mouth dropped open.

		“Holy Jesus, babe, we could walk through the nude-beach section and everyone would still be lookin’ at you, dressed in that outfit, instead of all the naked gals!”

		She felt her face coloring. “It’s too much, isn’t it?”

		“Not only no, but hell no!” he said, beaming at her. “It’s just exactly right for a sexy resort like this one. Let’s go for that walk.”

		He held out is arm to her, slipping the key card to the room into the pocket of the colorful Hawaiian shirt he wore over his swim dark grey trunks as he did so. Sara took his arm, stepping into her sandals as she joined him.

		This place—with its slightly risqué reputation and aura of sexy, taboo adventure lurking just below the surface--was sort of fun at that, she thought as they exited the plush suite together. Maybe a few days here was just what their stalled marriage had needed to get going again.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		A Walk On The Beach

		

		It was about five-twenty by the time they had finally managed to navigate their way onto the actual beach, after wandering through the maze of bungalows, tiki bars, swimming pools, and conversation circles, complete with gas log fire pits sitting in the center of heavily cushioned wrought iron patio furniture. But it was already nearing twilight.

		It was, after all, January and the days were still winter-short, even in sunny California. Sara had Greg’s arm and she was leaning close to him as he put the map of the facility away in a back pocket of his swim trunks.

		“It’s sure warm here,” she commented, “it’s getting on towards dusk and it must still be in the seventies.”

		“Yeah, I read on the net that California is having some kind of weird, rainless winter, and that the temperatures have been running ten or fifteen degrees higher than normal for this time of year.”

		“Well, all I know is that if we were at Galveston beach or South Padre Island back home this evening, I’d be freezing my boobies off right now.”

		Greg chuckled, “Yeah, I don’t think it broke fifty in Houston today. And I’d sure hate to see you freeze those off--those are some nice boobies, girl!”

		Sara giggled and gave his arm a lighthearted tug as they turned south and walked down the white sand beach together, the waves breaking just a few yards away, saying, “Why, thank you, kind sir. So you really like my new swimsuit, eh?”

		“What there is of it,” Greg teased her.

		“I don’t think I’d feel comfortable wearing this back in Texas, but it seems just right out here, somehow.”

		“Yeah, I know what you mean. It almost feels like there’s some sort of vibe in the air around here. California may be the land of fruits and nuts—as in gay-boys and crazies--but it sure is pretty and…I don’t know…sexy, somehow.”

		She gave him a reproachful little frown in reaction to his redneck reference to gays and liberals. He grinned and said, “I know. You can’t take me anywhere; I’m not politically correct, just a good old boy from rural Texas, right?”

		She leaned her head on his shoulder again as they walked and then hit him with the chiding retort, “You’re a section manager for one of the biggest oil producers in the world, Greg Calvert. Just because you don’t have a four year degree doesn’t mean you’re some kind of hick-from-the-sticks. That shit-kicker act of yours wears a little thin after a while.”

		“Busted again,” he sighed, still smiling, “trust you not to cut me any slack.”

		They walked on in companionable silence for a minute or two, just enjoying the phosphorescent quality of the breaking waves, the sound of the ocean, the whiteness of the sand, and the gathering dusk. Then they heard a voice.

		“Oh, oh, yeah, fuck, yeah,” a woman called out from somewhere over in the nearby sand dunes, “just like that…fuck me just like that, baby…deep and hard!”

		They stopped. Greg looked at Sara and she looked at him, both of them holding back laughter.

		“Yeaahhhhhhhhhhhhh,” the woman wailed, “oh, fuck, give it to me, you big-dicked stud!”

		“Come on,” he said--that vast sense of mischief that was a big part of Greg Calvert’s central core suddenly dancing in his blue eyes--as he grabbed her hand and dragged her up into the dunes, “I gotta see this for myself!”

		“Greg, stop, you lunatic,” she whispered, giggling with embarrassment as he towed her along behind him, “We can’t spy on them!”

		“It’s a public beach. Or, I don’t know, maybe it’s a private beach—but it belongs to the hotel, and we’re guests. We have as much right to be here as they do.”

		She was about to rebuff that loony bit of logic when they came up over a rise and saw two figures on a beach blanket not fifteen feet away from where they stood. The lovers were down in a sandy depression in between three dunes.

		There was another couple standing hand in hand on the dune across from where Greg and Sara were, and they also appeared to be watching intently. The couple down on the blanket was so caught up in what they were doing that they didn’t seem to know or care that they had an audience.

		The man was in his mid-twenties, in great shape, with short, dark hair and a tiny waist. He was kneeling behind the woman, who was older, probably in her late thirties. She was on all fours in front of him, as naked as he was, moaning and tossing her short blonde hair from side to side as the young man reamed out her pink slit from behind with the biggest penis Sara had ever seen outside of a porn movie!

		“Oh, yeah, baby, do it, fuck me hard, just like that!” the woman moaned, really working her shapely ass back onto his impaling manhood.

		“Take it, you hot bitch!” the man grunted, rutting for all he was worth. “I knew you’d be hot, Cindy. I knew you could take every inch of me and beg for more, you little slut!”

		“Jesus,” Greg whispered, “he must be nearly a foot long!”

		Sara didn’t say anything. She was suddenly as excited as she’d ever been in her entire life.

		Watching porn on the big screen in their bedroom, just for a little diversion, a bit of naughty bedroom fun with her husband, was one thing. They didn’t do it more than once or twice a year, and because of the stress their marriage had been under during this last awful year, it had been a while since they’d watched a dirty movie together.

		But seeing two pretty, lusty, incredibly horny-for-each-other people going at it like this, barely more than ten feet away, was something entirely different! Her nipples suddenly felt huge in her tiny bikini bra and, in mere seconds, her lower lips were as wet as they could be. She could feel it.

		“Come, come in my hot pussy!” the woman on the blanket begged her lover, jamming her sleek ass back onto the man’s huge cock. “Oh, God, I’m coming, baby. Fuck me; fill me with spunk!”

		“Holy God,” Sara gasped, seeing the man groan as he buried himself deep in the woman’s vagina.

		A big gout of pearly cream appeared around his fully-sheathed cock. It oozed out and began to run down the woman’s lips and drip down onto his big nut sac.

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” the woman sighed with contentment, “fill me up. God, I love the way you young guys put out jizz; so much, so much hot come for my cunt!”

		Sara shivered, and it wasn’t from the soft breeze that caressed her body as she watched the two lovers melt down onto the blanket together, the man’s cock still buried in the woman’s sex. They kissed; the blonde turning her head back over her shoulder to suck at his tongue as they finished their shared climax.

		“God, that was a sweet fuck,” the young man sighed when the kiss ended.

		“Do you think that hot little wife of yours left with that stud she was dancing with?” The woman asked casually, as the couple disengaged from one another, now that the fireworks were over.

		“Probably, he was a good-looking dude and he was practically balling her right out on the dance floor when we slipped out together.”

		He grinned. Sara could see white teeth in the gathering dark. “How about your husband, do you think he’s screwing that little brunette he was putting the moves on right about now?”

		The woman stretched on the blanket, a contented smile on her pretty face. She said, “I have no doubt he is. They were making out pretty hot and heavy when we left the club.”

		Trembling with a forbidden excitement at what she’d just heard, not to mention what she’d just witnessed, Sara realized in that instant that every whispered bit of gossip she’d heard about this place was true.

		It hadn’t been an exaggeration. Inhibitions Optional was just what people said it was, when it came to loose extra-marital sex. It was clear from their conversation that these two were married, just not to each other!

		“Come on, let’s head over here a little ways,” Greg whispered urgently in her ear just then.

		Numbly, her senses still reeling from what she’d just seen, Sara let her husband steer her over the dune, down the other side, and up another rolling hill of beach grass and sand. When they were a good twenty yards away from the other two couples, and down in a depression that was similar to the one that the people on the blanket had chosen for their illicit tryst, he stopped and put his arms around her.

		“That was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen in my whole life!” he whispered, his voice cracking with awakened lust.

		“Me, too,” she agreed, staring up into his excited blue eyes, her nipples still very hard, her breathing much faster than normal, “imagine doing it right out in the open like that, where anyone might walk up that dune and see you!”

		“I am imagining it,” Greg said, pulling her even closer, his eyes blazing with sexual need, sparked by what he’d just seen.

		“Do you want to go back to our room?” she murmured hopefully, quivering in her husband’s grasp.

		“I can’t wait that long!” he told her, undoing the seashell clasp and pulling her wrap off.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		Audience

		

		Wordlessly, Greg spread her wrap out on the sand, like a blanket. Then he took her hand and pulled her down next to him atop it, gathered her in, and kissed her passionately. He pushed his tongue into her eagerly accepting mouth and Sara gasped at how turned on she was to be doing this…out in the open, right here among the sand dunes, like the other couple they’d just watched!

		We’ve never done anything like this in our whole lives, or at least I haven’t. And I’m pretty sure Greg never has, either!

		Sara trembled as she felt his hand find the logo fastener at the center of her bikini bra that held her smallish bra cups together. She couldn’t believe that he would actually consider…

		She felt the fastener pop open and suddenly her breasts were released. He moved his chest down onto her now naked nipples and she felt the fabric of his Hawaiian shirt against her pebbly pink nubs as he got on top of her and leaned down for another kiss.

		This insanely hot, she told herself, trembling underneath him, so utterly wild and crazy and unlike us!

		Sara had never made love outside like this before, with the stars coming out up above her and no tent, no enclosure of any sort surrounding her; with nothing around her but sand and sea grass and the nearby ocean. She could hear the breakers close by on the shore.

		I should stop this. This is nuts, she thought. What if someone sees us, just like we saw that other couple a few minutes ago? What if the two of them stumble across us, for that matter, on their way back to the hotel, now that they’re done…fucking!

		She’d never really felt comfortable using that crass word, even mentally, but there really was no other way to describe what the cheating couple had been doing. It wasn’t making love; it was screwing, plain and simple.

		A huge tremor of pre-come bliss shot from her untouched clitoris, up to her naked breasts as they jerked against Greg’s chest. The thought of someone seeing them was so exquisitely naughty…so incredibly daring and awful and…wonderful; all at the same time!

		“I need you, baby,” he hissed in her ear as he pulled his lips from hers.

		She felt more of his weight on her as he stopped supporting himself on his hands. One of those hands stole down and finessed the logo-faster on her bikini bottoms apart. The tight garment shot open like a freed rubber band, baring her waxed lips to the darkening night.

		“Oh, Greg, honey, I don’t know about this!” she gasped into his ear as she felt him tugging down his swim trunks.

		In seconds, his hard manhood was against her naked belly. He slid downward a little and then the head of his dick was against her extremely wet lower lips.

		“There’s my girl,” he sighed, parting those lips, his thick cock easing into her, “so wet and slick and warm inside.”

		“Oh, oh, my God,” Sara sighed, feeling him bottom out inside her.

		“Baby, I need this so bad,” he moaned into her ear as he began to move his ass, fucking her gently.

		“God, so do I; I need it to!” she mewled up into the night sky, automatically beginning to move her hips under him as she realized that she wanted this illicit, sexy, forbidden, open-air coupling just as much as he did!

		She ran her fingers through is hair and wriggled her ass underneath him, helping him penetrate her again and again. Greg groaned at how great that felt, how much he needed exactly what she was giving him.

		In less than a minute, she was beside herself with rising lust, and she whispered in his ear, “Oh, that’s it, fuck me, darling, fuck me good!”

		Greg shivered with utter surprise and delight. She never said things like that, even in the throes of passion!

		And he was right, she didn’t. But she was remembering that other woman, a few minutes ago, how she was crying out to be…fucked!

		It had undeniably turned the young man having sex with her on and--Sara now admitted to herself--it had turned her on, too! She kissed Greg’s ear, feeling naughtier, wilder, and sexier than she ever had in her whole life before and whispered, a little louder this time, “Oh, God, yes, that’s it. Fuck me hard with that nice cock of yours, darling!”

		Greg smiled down at her in the heavy dusk and said, “Jesus, honey, this is fantastic. What a wild little thing you are tonight!”

		“I am.” She smiled back up at him proudly. “I’m wild for you and your sweet cock, honey. Fuck me good!”

		He did, really starting to give it to her. Sara closed her eyes in rising ecstasy and ground her juicy pussy up against him in perfect time with his strokes down into her.

		“Jesus, look at that. That’s fucking hot. That bitch is flat-out gorgeous—and just look at her fuck; she’s a real fireball!

		Sara’s eyes shot open. There were two couples staring intently at them, standing not ten feet away. They were both young, maybe mid-twenties, and they were holding hands as they watched Sara and her husband screw.

		All of them were dressed in beach wear and were beaming happily down at her. One of the men, a very cute brunette kid gave her a thumbs-up signal, as if he really liked what he was seeing.

		Greg didn’t seem to have heard them. Either that; or he was too caught up in balling his wife to care that they now had an audience. He just kept banging his cock down into her.

		Sara didn’t know what to do! On the one hand, she was about to come from Greg’s heady thrusts, the situation—made even hotter by the four watchers she was now “performing” for—and the thrill of being outside for the first time ever as she made love.

		On the other hand, it was so totally unlike her to have people actually watching her have sex. It was positively…scintillating and, at the same time completely out of character for her.

		They’re watching me! She told herself, her body tensing with the furious orgasm she felt building within her so rapidly. My God, they’re seeing Greg fuck my hot…pussy…over and over again!

		From out of nowhere, the orgasm slammed into her. She screamed and arched her back up off the beach and held on tight as the spasms gripped her. She saw red, her tight sheath grabbed frantically at Greg’s penetrating cock, and he moaned loudly.

		Coming, oh, Jesus, he’s coming in me! She realized as the first spurts of semen filled her. And does it ever feel fantastic!

		“Oh, fuck me honey,” she wailed. She couldn’t seem to stop herself, now that she had crossed the line and said ‘fuck’ out loud. “Fuck that hot stuff right into me…I’m coming so hard for you!”

		“Oh, man, what a hottie!” one of her male on-lookers sighed loudly.

		“No, kidding, just look at that babe get off. What a hot piece of ass she is!” The other man whispered, loudly enough for Sara to hear every word.

		“You go, girl!” one of the female watchers cheered. “That’s the way to get that hot little cunt of yours off!”

		A second, massive wave of orgasm tore through her as she heard them praising her…“performance”.

		To her amazement, the two couples gave her and Greg a light round of applause! She threw back her head, closed her eyes and came like a wild woman, not giving a damn anymore that strangers were watching…watching as she fucked!

		

		****

		

		Sara was glad that it was nearly full dark by now as Greg climbed off her a minute later and she struggled to close the clasp on her bikini bottoms. She could feel wads of his thick, heavy cock cream starting to ooze out of her already, and hoped that the tiny triangle of cloth would prove up to the task of keeping it inside her at least until they got back to their room and she could get a proper clean up in the shower.

		Getting her large breasts back into the cups in the almost total darkness was a challenge, something she had to do by feel, but she managed it. Greg had his trunks back up and was standing off to one side so that she could slip back into her cover up and re-clasp it as she got to her feet.

		She glanced up onto the dune where her four watchers had stood and saw that they were gone, just as if they’d never been there. She smiled wryly, knowing full well that they had been there; that they’d seen the two of them doing one of the most intimate things a husband and wife could do together.

		They’d seen her getting fucked! She thought about that, that and the little round of applause they’d given her “performance” and felt her face color in the darkness. She was shocked to discover that she had an embarrassed but pleased little smile on her face as well.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		Aftermath

		

		How do I feel about four strangers seeing something that intimate? She asked herself that question as she made her way back, arm and arm with Greg, in the now almost total blackness, walking up the beach not far from the incoming waves. How do I feel about complete strangers watching me being a total bad girl with my husband?

		“You were incredible tonight, honey,” Greg said just then, as they swung away from the beach and started back through the rabbit-warren of buildings and pathways, making their way up toward the hotel. “I never thought I’d hear my sweet, demure little Sara yelling for me to fuck her hard, right out in the open like that, especially with those kids watching us.”

		She swiveled her head to stare into his eyes. He was grinning.

		“You did see them, then? You didn’t act like you did. I mean, you just kept on, well, you know…fucking me!” she let the naughty word roll off her lips again, like some sort of a new, shared secret between the two of them.

		“How could I stop? You were white-hot tonight, babe!”

		She giggled guiltily, “That’s what our audience said, wasn’t it?”

		“Yeah, it was at that.”

		They got closer to the hotel, and she reached down and held her cover-up closed, down by her thighs, just in case her tiny swim suit had failed her and her lower lips were now leaking Greg’s spent semen in such quantity that it was visible through the suit. She asked him, quietly, “How did you feel about that…about them seeing me…coming like that?”

		He stopped walking and put his arms around her. “It was the hottest sexual experience in my whole life. The question is--how did you feel about it?”

		She chewed that over, mentally, for long moments, already knowing the answer but scared spit-less to acknowledge it, even to herself; and especially aloud, to Greg. In the end, she decided that if they were going to get their marriage back together, honesty between the two of them was one of the keys.

		“I loved it,” she admitted. “I never in a million years would have guessed that I’d ever do something like that, or that I would like it so much if I did!”

		She saw Greg’s eyes widen with shock. She was sure that he’d been bracing himself for a small rant from her about how they’d lost control of themselves, and that they should never do anything vaguely like what they’d just done, ever again.

		“Damn, that’s incredible, babe. You’re just full of surprises tonight, aren’t you?”

		She took his hand and started back into the hotel, smiling in a way that she hoped was inviting, seductive. “You said before we came out here that we should do what the resort’s name suggests, darling; leave our inhibitions back in Texas. So that’s what I’m trying to do.”

		“Well, you’re sure as hell succeeding so far,” he enthused; opening the glass door into the rear of the lobby for her and holding it open as she entered.

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know, partner. That sounds like fun to me, but we just got back from a stroll along the beach, and Sara’s in the shower, washing the sand off her feet, so I’ll have to talk it over with her when she gets out.”

		Sara heard her husband on the phone as she stepped back into the room, with just one of the suite’s big, fluffy, over-sized white towels draped around her naked body. She was all clean again, as far as her vagina, and her slightly sandy feet and lower legs were concerned. Her hair and makeup were still fine--dry, coiffed, nicely-done up--since she hadn’t felt the need to take a complete shower.

		“Hang on; she just came out of the bathroom. Let me see what she thinks. I’ll be right with you.”

		Greg put the phone against his palm, covering the microphone part and explained hastily, “It’s Sebastian Fox. He wants to show us around a little this evening, maybe have a few drinks in the lounge and some pub chow, and then have us check out a couple of the entertainment venues with him and his wife.”

		Sara thought about that. After her totally uncharacteristic…fuck…on the beach just minutes ago, drinks and a little clubbing with sexy Sebastian and the dazzling Monique somehow didn’t seem quite as intimidating as it might have earlier. After all, a girl who can get naked in front of total strangers and ball her husband down on the sand should be up to drinking a few cocktails and going out dancing, right?

		“Let me have the phone, dear,” she said, smiling at Greg, making up her mind.

		Clearly wondering what the devil she was up to, he complied. Sara brought it up to her ear and said, “Sebastian, this is Sara. Could you put Monique on for a second, please?”

		After a brief pause, she said brightly, “Drinks, snacks, and a little tour sound wonderful to us, Monique. Thank you both for being so thoughtful. What time shall we meet y’all and what should we wear tonight?”

		Smiling a little half-frightened smile as she listened intently to the other woman’s reply, she said, “Yes, I have an outfit like that. I’ll get into it and we’ll catch up with you two in the main bar in a half hour.”

		She went over and hung up the phone. Greg looked at her and asked, “So, what’s the dress code for tonight?”

		“Well, Monique has a red satin evening dress, with a very short hem and a plunging neckline that ends right above her navel. She’s wearing that, along with a pair of red slings with three inch heels from Christian Louboutin that match her dress color perfectly. And she’s not wearing a bra or pantyhose.”

		“Oh,” Greg said simply, his eyes briefly glazing over, clearly thinking of the stunning young blonde in a dress cut that low, with a pair of sexy high-heels on, and no bra to encumber those cute little handfuls of breast of hers.

		Recovering himself, he asked a moment later, “How should I dress?”

		“According to Monique, Sebastian is wearing a black velvet blazer with brass buttons, a pair of grey slacks, loafers with no socks, and a powder-blue shirt that is tight enough to show off his those sexy abs and that flat belly of his.”

		“Hmmmmmmmm,” Greg answered, thinking about that.

		What are you going to wear, babe?” He asked her.

		In answer to that, Sara dropped the towel to the floor and went, stark naked, into the small walk in closet. She got a low-cut black cocktail dress off the hanger it was on and dropped it over her head, zipping it up in back.

		When she emerged from the closet, her big, unfettered breasts jiggling slightly behind the low bodice as she moved, she went to the drawer she’d unpacked her lingerie into earlier and selected a sheer set of black, nearly see-through lace panties that were cut much like her daring swim suit in back—barely a thong.

		Sitting of the bed, she pulled the panties on and then got back to her feet. “I’m all dressed, darling. Let me transfer some of the stuff in my purse into a black clutch, get my black patent heels on, and I’m ready.”

		“No pantyhose…no bra…?” Greg asked, clearly shocked at that idea, his eyes going wide.

		“I don’t think this is a night for pantyhose or bras, from what Monique said.”

		He looked into her suddenly sexy, flirtatious-looking brown eyes and asked, “What sort of night is this likely to be then?”

		“The kind you talked about, back in Texas, when you started trying to convince me to come out here with you; one where we cut loose from out normal inhibitions and just explore a little…like we did earlier, down on the beach.”

		He licked his lips nervously and then asked, “How, uh…far, exactly are our explorations likely to take us tonight, do you think?”

		She felt her heart begin to pound. Greg had brought up the idea, just in passing a few times, of the two of them splitting up for a night at this sinful, anything-goes-resort, and exploring some of its many venues by themselves. She had always pooh-poohed the idea when he’d mentioned it, saying she could never see herself doing anything that crazy.

		Now, suddenly, after that little session on the beach, and the super orgasm she’d had there, she wasn’t so sure about that earlier decision of hers.

		“How far do you want us to go tonight, dear?” she asked him, her eyes seeming to stare right into his soul.

		“Uh, well, let’s see how we feel about that as the night plays out, okay?” he stammered nervously.

		It was clear to Sara that Greg had not imagined in his wildest fantasies that the two of them would ever actually be having a conversation like this one; not for real, anyway!.

		“Okay, let’s,” she said simply, heading back into the closet to retriever her black Jimmy Choos with the four inch heels and a pair of nude ped socks that would leave her long legs looking completely bare in the sexy shoes. “Let’s just play it by ear tonight and make it up as we go along.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		Exploring

		

		“Hey, Texas, you look tres-hot in that outfit!” Monique Fox greeted Sara a half hour later, in the big, dark cocktail lounge, standing up along with her husband as the Calverts joined them in front of their low-slung, circular, sofa-like booth.

		Monique gave her a light peck on the cheek and a quick hug and Sara returned the gesture. Stepping back, Monique looked over at Greg and said, “You clean up very nicely, cowboy.”

		She winked at him. Greg--who was dressed in a pair of four-hundred dollar Tony Lama western boots made of genuine Western Rattlesnake hide, an expensive pair of charcoal slacks and a tight-fitting pullover, collared, white knit shirt that highlighted his big chest and muscular arms—winked back, trying for debonair but ending up just looking nervous.

		“So, what’s on tap for you two tonight?” Sebastian Fox asked as they all settled onto the soft couch.

		“We don’t know,” Greg answered. “What do you guys suggest? You two are the old hands here.”

		A cocktail waitress came over just then, dressed in a slinky, red-velvet evening gown that was so low cut her big boobs were nearly falling out of it, with a slit on both legs that ran up nearly to her waist. She girl shifted the drink tray in her hand and her dress slid over slightly, revealing just a momentary flash of a waxed-bare little pussy slit.

		Sara’s mouth dropped open as she briefly saw the young server’s vagina. She felt pretty risqué herself, dressed in her little black dress with the plunging neckline and no bra underneath, but at least she still had her wispy little thong panties separating her from total nudity!

		“I’d like a bourbon and water,” Greg said, smiling at the sexily clad waitress.

		“I…uh…think I’d like a shot of tequila with a beer chaser,” Sara managed to stammer after a second.

		She knew a shot and a beer wasn’t exactly the height of sophistication, but that was what she’d drunk back in college, when she’d been out with her girlfriends and wanted to get hammered. And tonight seemed to be a night for getting loose and just letting go, so tequila and a beer it was!

		“Would you like salt and a lime with your tequila, ma’am?” the girl asked helpfully.

		“Sure, and bring me two tequilas, while you’re at it, along with the beer; and make that beer a Bohemia, if you’ve got it.”

		Greg looked at her questioningly as the waitress went over to the bar to get their orders. “I haven’t seen you get behind a beer and tequila in a while, sugar. And, as I recall, the last time you did, you got pretty well plowed.”

		She gave him a flirty, I-don’t-care smile and said, “It seems like it’s going to be that kind of a night, to me.”

		Glancing over at the Foxes, she said, “Now, you were about to suggest some things we could try tonight?”

		“Well, first off, I suggest several rounds of drinks, a little friendly conversation, some of the bar’s tasty appetizers, to keep our strength up, and then we’ll see where the evening takes us, alright?” Sebastian offered charmingly.

		

		****

		

		The night seemed to fly by to Sara. Sebastian or “Bass”, as most people called him, was witty, fun, and sexy. He told them stories of wild nights at Inhibitions Optional, during past visits, titillating tales of drunken blow-outs at his estate in Bel Air, just next to Beverly Hills—with loads of famous people dropping by to drink and get crazy with him and Monique—and about a number of similarly debauched evenings the Foxes had experienced while touring Europe several times on book promotion jaunts.

		Monique turned out to be every bit the raconteur her famous husband was. She entertained them with accounts of nude sunbathing among French and English celebrities at exclusive clubs along the French Riviera, parties on yachts just off of the same coastline, and in Italy, and of drinking champagne and partying at the rented villa of a wildly popular female pop singer--with a bunch of other famous people and hangers-on--until the sun came up.

		While the fascinating stories rolled on, they ate crab cakes, shrimp cocktails, lobster puffs, seven or eight exotic kinds of cheeses, and some light, airy, delicious crackers that Monique assured them came from the kitchens right here at Inhibitions Optional. Sara had a second double round of tequila shots and Bohemia, along with a solo beer after that; while the Foxes stuck to Absolute vodka martinis, and Greg drank three more bourbons and water.

		“I’m half bombed,” Sara announced as the last of the demolished snack platters were cleared away, “what’s next?”

		Monique looked at her husband and he shrugged, before suggesting, “Do we want to split up for the evening? How about you and Sara checking out the Fantasy Room while I show Greg the Rendezvous Lounge, how does that sound, Mon?”

		“That sounds just right, actually.” Monique beamed back at him. “It’s as good a way as any to see the sights and get your feet wet, so to speak, around here.”

		Bass got to his feet, pulling Greg up off the couch with him. Greg reached for his wallet, “We should settle up this tab first, don’t you think?”

		“I’ve got it,” the author replied jovially. “I told the girl to put it all on our room bill, so we’re cool.”

		He dropped two twenty dollar bills on the table in front of the couch and said, “For the tip; she was a nice kid and the service was very good. And on top of that, she had great breasts and a really cute little pussy.”

		Monique got up and motioned for Sara to do the same. Sara wavered on her high heels momentarily as she got to her feet, feeling every one of those beers, not to mention the tequilas.

		“Okay, you guys, we’ll see you later…or not,” Monique said with a teasing little smile, and then took Sara by the elbow and steered her out of the lounge.

		“Where is this Fantasy Room place?” she asked the platinum blonde as they emerged into the much more brightly lit lobby.

		“It’s downstairs, this way,” Monique told her, leading her toward an elevator that was marked “Guest’s Only”.

		They got in and Monique swiped her room key, proving that she was a registered guest. The doors closed, the car moved downward one floor, and the doors opened again.

		Getting out of the elevator, Monique took her arm once more and led her off into a dark corner of the already very dark vestibule that was the entryway to the Fantasy Room. She whispered, “What are you interested in doing tonight? I get the feeling that you’re more into watching all of the wild things that go on in this place than in being a participant in any of them. You don’t necessarily want to get fucked by a stranger tonight, am I right?”

		Sara shuddered at that thought and shook her head that she didn’t. “N-No, I’m definitely not ready for anything like that!”

		Monique gave her a cat-like grin and nodded that she understood. She went on to explain, “This place is crazy-wild; that’s why we’re here, so that you can see it for yourself. But if you don’t want to spend the entire night getting hit on by every Romeo in the place who’s looking for a hook up, then we’ll need to lezzy up a bit when we get inside, okay?”

		“Wha…what’s that?” Sara stuttered. “What do you mean...‘lezzy up’?”

		“It’s when two hotties, like us, pretend we’re only into each other,” Monique explained patiently. “Girls do it all the time, for various reasons.”

		A reassuring little smile on her gorgeous face, she went on to add, “When two real babes, like us, do a little hand-holding, kissing, and dancing together, all of the guys check them out frantically, trying to see if they’re for real or if they’re just putting on an act to get all of the men, and some of the women, in the place interested in them.”

		She gave Sara a moment to think about that, and then said, “If you stick to your guns for the whole evening though, and just cuddle up together and drink and dance and make out a little, then everyone eventually buys your only-into-each-other act and the guys quit hitting on you. Some of the girls might come over and ask if they can play, too, but that’s a whole different problem, see?”

		Sara giggled, like a schoolgirl who’s just been told a particularly dirty joke. She whispered, “You can’t be serious? You want us to pretend like we’re…gay for each other?”

		Monique slipped her arms around Sara’s waist and stared into her eyes. “It’s not that hard to fake. Here, try it, kiss me, Texas.”

		“No, I couldn’t possibly do that…I…” Sara’s voice trailed off as Monique’s soft, delectable lips found hers.

		She found herself shivering in the blonde girl’s slender arms, her nipples suddenly exploding into firmness behind her braless bodice. Monique held her for long seconds and then moved her head back just slightly, so that she could speak again.

		“See, nothing to it, is there? Now, let’s try it with some tongue. No one’s going to believe we’re really that hot for each other with just lip-kissing going on.”

		Sara started to protest, but then Monique’s lips were back on hers and the other girl’s wet little tongue tip was begging for entry as the searing kiss went on. Almost before she could think about what she was doing, Sara’s lips opened, seemingly by themselves, and Monique’s thrilling, gliding, deft little tongue was teasing hers.

		A thunderbolt of pre-come fury shot from Sara’s lips, down her spine, into her nipples—which throbbed against Monique’s chest—and then down into her untouched clit. She realized with a start, that she was suddenly as wet as she had been earlier tonight, out on the beach with Greg, right before they’d…fucked!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that was nice,” Monique sighed, her cat-like smile returning as they stepped apart, “That will fool anyone who’s looking our way. Hell, it would have fooled me, if I didn’t know that you were just play-acting.”

		She took Sara’s hand and rested her head on the tall brunette’s shoulder as she maneuvered them back over to the door leading in to the Fantasy Room. Sara was shivering again, at the touch of the other girl’s fingers against hers, the sexy feel of her beautiful hair cascading down onto Sara’s bare shoulders and chest in the low-cut black dress.

		Was I just acting, then? Sara asked herself frantically.

		The truly scary thing was, she didn’t honestly know whether she had been or not!

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		The Fantasy Room

		

		“Over there, on the far side of the room,” Monique whispered in her ear as they moved across the heavily carpeted lounge, “that looks like a cool spot. We can see what’s happening throughout the whole place from there.”

		Monique’s arm had slipped around her waist as they made for the empty table. To Sara’s shock, she realized that her arm had drifted around Monique’s slender waist as well. It just seemed so natural, to hold each other like this--and that was a real shock!

		Sara had never had any experiences with other girls or women. She’d never been drawn that way.

		Two of her sorority sisters back in college had been openly gay, but Sara hadn’t minded. They were nice girls who weren’t pushy or in-your-face about their sexual orientation, so she’d had no problem with them, or with their choice of lifestyles. But she’d had no curiosity about exploring it, either.

		They arrived at the spot Monique had indicated. The way the table was set up reminded Sara of the setting for a Roman orgy.

		The small club was done in thick, wall-to-wall carpet, featured dim to almost nonexistent lighting, and had small candles burning inside colored glass holders in the center of each table. The tables themselves were small black-lacquered squares and were built very low to the ground. You would have to kneel beside them to use them, or lie next to them on the pillows scattered about in the darkness.

		The carpet was a deep, burgundy-red, and the pillows were either the same shade of burgundy or a brighter, blood-red color. The candle light and the recessed, dimmed- down overhead lighting gave the place a golden ambience and a sexy vibe that pervaded the entire club. It felt like absolutely anything could happen inside the Fantasy Room.

		“There’s not supposed to be any actual sex in here,” Monique said as they got down onto the pillows and made themselves comfortable, lying next to one another beside the table, “but really, there aren’t any hard and fast rules in the F.Room, so you might see damned near anything going on in here tonight. Just relax and take it all in and go with the flow.”

		She cocked her head toward the fifteen or so doorways recessed into the wall around the circular room. The doors were painted the same burgundy shade as the rest of the place, the only things noticeable about them in the barely existent light being the brass doorknobs on each door.

		“You’re supposed to go in there and lock the door when you hook up with someone you like,” Monique explained. “They’re called ‘privacy suites’ by the management, but most guests call them ‘fuck pads’ or worse.”

		Sara’s eyes were wide as she glanced around. Two tables away, two women were splitting their time between making out frantically with a huge, bodybuilder-muscular black man who was naked to the waist, and with each other. The women were completely nude, except for their thong panties.

		“How is lounge even legal?” she whispered breathlessly to her tour guide, after observing the hot, bisexual, interracial make out session for another moment. “Doesn’t this place have a liquor license to worry about? I see drinks on some of the tables.”

		Monique laughed. “Part of the exorbitant daily tab for guests at this little no-tell hotel is chalked up to ‘private club membership’ fees. The Fantasy Room and a number of other little hidden-away venues in the hotel complex are considered to be private, members-only clubs, so they’re not governed by the rules that other lounges and taverns in California have to go by. Pretty much anything goes at Inhibitions Optional, if you get my drift?”

		Sara nodded that she did and Monique went on to say, “Plus, this club and several of the others don’t actually charge for the booze. It’s free for the asking to club members. What they bill to your room is a ‘use fee’ for the time you spend in the club, using the facilities.”

		A girl came up to them just then. She was in her very early twenties, lusciously built and wearing only miniscule thong panties over her pussy slit, and harem pants that were completely transparent. Her top was bare, and her lovely breasts were pointing right at the two women as she bent low and asked, “What’s you pleasure, ladies? Do you wish to have tonight’s club charges run against your room?”

		Monique handed her the card key to her suite, nodded that she did, and said, “I’d like a double Absolute martini on the rocks, no olives.”

		Sara gulped and said, “Make me one of those, too, if you would.”

		“Come on, let’s dance,” Monique told her, “While she’s getting our drinks. The vultures are gathering already, so unless you want to spend the next twenty minutes turning down invitations to step into a privacy suite and suck some guy’s cock for him, let’s sell this lezzy thing a little harder.”

		Getting to her feet, Sara saw that several men around the room were, indeed, eyeing her and Monique closely. One had already gotten to his feet, looking as if he had intended to come over to their table.

		Sara slipped her arm possessively around her “girlfriend’s” waist again as they crossed the room to the area where a tiny spotlight was beaming down onto the carpet. Several couples were embracing and swaying to the music coming through the low ceiling from the speakers hidden up there.

		“Kiss,” Monique whispered, as she took Sara in her arms, assuming the male role and leading as they danced.

		With a tiny sigh, Sara opened her mouth for Monique’s tongue and closed her eyes. In moments, they were swaying gently to the music, their breasts up against one another, their eyes closed, their tongues dueling hotly.

		Oh, God, but this is exciting! Sara thought as her nipples began to firm right up again and her vagina moistened. I should hate this, because I’m definitely into men—I’m not gay. But I don’t! It’s arousing as hell, dancing with this movie star-pretty woman, kissing her, feeling this fantastic body of hers so close to mine!

		After a full minute of the searing kiss, Monique pulled her lips away, a wispy streamer of saliva stretching momentarily between them. She murmured, “You’re a wonderful actress, Texas.”

		Sara giggled. “Who says I’m acting. You’re hot as a pistol, Mon!”

		“So are you, babydoll,” her dance partner whispered back. “This is such fun.”

		She flashed Sara an impish little grin and Sara leaned in and kissed her again, her heart pounding with arousal. This was fun!

		It was kinky, crazy, forbidden fun like she’d never had before in her life, and she found, to her immortal shock, that she just loved being daring and wild like this, out in public with another girl! The only question she had was just how far she was willing to let this taboo fun go tonight?

		

		****

		

		“Okay, I gotta’ say it,” a male voice said from close by. “You two are the hottest babes in this place, by far. Is this lezzy thing you’ve got going real or just pretend; to keep the guys away?”

		Sara and Monique broke off the blood-pressure elevating kiss they’d been sharing and looked up. They were laying on their sides by their table, facing one another on the pillows, Monique’s long, perfect platinum hair in between Sara’s fingers. She had been pulling her “girlfriend” in even closer to her by it as they’d kissed, as she’d sucked hungrily at Monique’s lively little tongue.

		“Who in the fuck are you, kid?” Monique asked testily, staring up at the extremely handsome, very buffed-looking boy who was down on his knees on the other side of their table.

		Sara reached over and took a big sip of her martini as she watched the interplay between Mon and the young man. He was extremely cute, dressed as he was in a white dinner jacket, with a red cummerbund and black tuxedo pants that had a shiny black satin stripe down the sides. She guessed his age at not a day over twenty-one or twenty-two.

		He’s yummy-looking, she thought, staring up at him, even if he is just a baby.

		She looked at her drink and frowned somewhat drunkenly. It was nearly empty again. She’d had three of these double-martini things since they’d entered the Fantasy Room and she was really getting to like them, but they seemed to get empty so damned quick!

		“I’m Chas, Chas Wingate,” the handsome kid said, a confident smile on his face.

		“Oh, is that like…Bond, James Bond?” Monique asked with a derisive laugh, busting the kid’s balls for him a little.

		The cocky smile vanished for a moment, but then it was back again as he shook off her put-down and went on to say, “So, how about it? Are you babes exclusively rug-munchers or not? If you’re interested in a little male action, I’m your man.”

		Monique laughed loudly again and said, “First off, junior, there’s no rug to much on my little mons; full Brazilian wax, thank you. Secondly, if we did want some male companionship tonight, why would we go to the junior varsity for it? Just what is it you think you’ve got that all of these other, more experienced horndogs who are drooling over us don’t have?”

		“Youth,” he shot back, “and a totally awesome cock; and I really know what to do with it.”

		He leaned closer and whispered, “Plus, I can eat pussy like a fucking lesbian. And I’m a great kisser. What else would you need?”

		Monique giggled and looked over at Sara. “And he’s not short on ego, either, is he, baby?”

		“His confidence level does seem high,” Sara agreed teasingly, staring up at the unbelievably good-looking young man, “I’ll give him that.”

		Chas moved around the table to get closer to the reclining women. He said boldly, “Let me give you one kiss, blondie. If you don’t want more after that, I’ll buy you each a drink and leave you alone for the rest of the night.”

		Monique looked at Sara and shrugged, “What do you think, girlfriend of mine? Shall I kiss this fool and send him packing?”

		Sara felt a shiver of excitement. This was so much fun! This whole night so far had been surreal, like living in a sexy dream or something!

		“I’ll let you decide, darling,” she told Monique, trying her best to sound blasé about the whole idea. “I haven’t kissed a pretty baby boy like this one in years.”

		“I have,” Monique’s pointed reply came quickly, as she stared up at Chas again. “And not just on the lips. I’ve kissed my share of barely-legal hotties everywhere there was to kiss them…believe me.”

		Both Sara and Chas trembled at the mental image that called up. Monique said, “Okay, boy-toy, you’re on. Come down here and rock my world.”

		The handsome young man’s lips met Monique’s just inches from where Sara lay watching. She felt a tremor of arousal pass through her as she watched Monique’s hot tongue going after the boy’s.

		She knew what that tongue could do! It had been driving her crazy for what seemed like forever, both here in the shadows, lying on the pillows together, and out on the dance floor, with half the club looking on as they made out while squeezing each other’s asses like a pair of sex-crazed lezzies!

		The kiss went on a lot longer than Sara had guessed it would. She’d been pretty sure that Monique was just fooling around with this kid, teasing him, giving him hopes that he’d get somewhere with them tonight, only to dash those hopes in the end.

		A tiny moan escaped Monique’s lips just then, and Sara saw her friend’s tight little breasts jerk in unison against the boy’s big chest as he drew her in even closer. Sara felt a flash of excitement and—against all odds—jealousy course through her as she realized that his big kid was turning the jaded Monique on something fierce!

		When the scalding-hot kiss finally ended, the blonde told her new male friend breathlessly, “Give us a little space, would you, darling? I want to talk to my girlfriend in private for a moment.”

		Chas got back up onto his knees and moved back to the other side of the table. The practically naked young cocktail waitress came by just then and he ordered himself a scotch and soda and the girls another round of whatever they were having and told her to add it to his tab.

		“Uh, this is awkward,” Monique whispered, “but making out with you all night has me hot as hell, Texas. I need a little relief, you know?”

		She glanced away, at Chas, and then back at her. “I think I want to fuck this guy.”

		Sara’s eyes shot open. Monique said, “It’s not what you think. I want you there, too. Let’s get a privacy suite and you can watch. You don’t have to do a thing with this boy, if you don’t want to; just lay back and check us out while we’re together…and then you and I can get back to our evening after I ball him, okay, beautiful?”

		“I…I can just go back to my room,” Sara offered.

		Monique put her arms back around her and drew her in close, saying, her voice fierce with passion, “Fuck that; I want some more sugar from you, Texas. You’re driving me fucking crazy with your red-hot looks, that killer bod of yours, your hot kisses! Don’t you go anywhere, okay?”

		Sara felt that lightning bolt again as Monique’s lips met hers. She told herself, not knowing where all of this was going to lead, Okay, then I won’t leave—I’ll stay and watch, just like Mon said.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		Privacy For Three

		

		“My friend, Sara, doesn’t like men nearly as much as I do,” Monique lied glibly as she shut the door to the privacy suite a few minutes later. “So she’ll probably just want to watch. Is that okay with you?”

		Chas looked over at Sara and grinned. “She’s one of the hottest women I’ve ever seen in my whole life. Anything she wants to do, or not do, is cool with me.”

		Sara drank the rest of her fresh martini in three big gulps. She was quivering with the intensity of this experience, of being in this small room with the sexy boy and scorching-hot Monique; and knowing that she was about to watch them fuck.

		On the one hand, she was totally out of her depth, and she knew it. On the other, the idea of seeing her new friend, Monique, getting intimate with this strapping young man sounded so overpoweringly enticing to her that she could barely stand it—this was so much hotter than watching two strangers screw out among the sand dunes in the near dark. And, up until now, that had been the steamiest sex she’d ever witnessed in her life!

		“I want to fool around with my Sara a little more before we do whatever we’re going to do together, is that alright with you, junior?”

		He nodded enthusiastically. “God, yeah, I’d love to see you two hotties making out again before we fuck!”

		Putting the empty glass down on a table at one side of the room, Sara glanced around at the “privacy suite”. It wasn’t large, perhaps ten by fifteen. The floor was heavily carpeted with the same material used in the main part of the Fantasy Room, and the walls and ceiling were painted the same shade of burgundy.

		It was better lit, though. She could see everything plainly in the suite, unlike the dim F. Room on the other side of the door.

		Monique finished her drink, turned the dimmer switch on the wall near the entry door down a couple of notches and made sure the door was locked.

		“Let’s get comfortable again, babydoll,” she whispered to Sara, taking her into her arms and sinking down onto the carpet with her, as she had in the main room.

		There were pillows placed strategically around this room as well, and she and Sara found some and created a welcoming little bed for themselves, just as they had done earlier. And then Monique’s arms were around her again, and their lips met, and tongues found tongues once more as if that was that was the most natural thing in the world.

		Sara’s heart went back into overdrive immediately, and her nipples got as stiff as could be in just moments. She heard the sound of a zipper and opened her closed eyes to see Chas Wingate unzipping his trousers.

		The tall, muscular boy already had his coat, white ruffled shirt and cummerbund off, and his patent leather shoes removed. She trembled in Monique’s arms as his pants slid downward and she saw his boxer shorts standing out away from his totally buffed young body, tented outward by what had to have been a massive cock!

		She was so wrapped up in watching the boy strip that she hadn’t noticed yet that her own zipper was now down as well and that Monique’s fingers were tugging her open dress down off her shoulders, revealing both of her naked, aroused breasts to the other woman’s--and to young Chas’s--very interested stares. Monique sucked in her breath and whispered, “God, they’re so beautiful! I think you’ve got the prettiest tits I’ve ever seen, babe!”

		“Oh, oh, dear God, you shouldn’t be doing that!” Sara groaned as Monique bent forward and eased her bare right nipple into her sensuous lips and began to suck it just perfectly.

		Monique paid no attention, sucking and running her tongue all over Sara’s ultra-sensitive flesh as she took the left nipple between her fingertips and caressed it while she nursed. It felt so devastatingly good that Sara actually whimpered!

		“Fucking ‘A’, what a set of knockers you’ve got, baby,” Young Chas gasped as he slid his boxers off, his eyes never leaving Sara’s exposed chest and Monique’s worshipping mouth and hands.

		Sweet holy Jesus! Sara thought when she saw Chas’s cock for the first time.

		The thing was enormous! It easily made two of Greg’s big dick; it was almost a foot long, as near as she could guess, and it was terrifyingly thick, too!

		He said he had an awesome cock, and he wasn’t lying, Sara thought as Monique changed titties and began to suck her left one while she teased her saliva-slick right nipple with her talented fingertips.

		“Oh, God, my long, tall, Texas babygirl, you’re so fucking hot!” Monique purred excitedly moments later when she brought her head up even with Sara’s. “I’ve got to feel these big, beautiful tits of yours up against mine!”

		With that, Monique reached behind her back and unzipped the sexy red dress she was wearing. She pulled it up over her head and launched it across the room like a satiny-red sail tearing loose in a high wind.

		Sara gasped as Monique put her arms around her again and their naked breasts met as the platinum girl’s mouth found hers once more. She rubbed her solid little mounds of tit against her lover’s, their stiff nipples colliding, and Sara shivered at how sensual and taboo that felt!

		“God, she’s got me so turned on! She thought. Her titties are small but this gal’s got incredibly big, stiff pink nipples and they feel so good up against mine!

		“Wow, you two rock!” Chas’s youthful voice said just then. “Are you guys going to suck pussies now?”

		Monique, looking slightly peeved, broke off the torrid kiss and peered back over her shoulder at the inquisitive youth. “That’s up to us, now isn’t it, junior? I…”

		She stopped talking as her eyes fell on Chas’s enormous prick. The young man’s groin was only a foot away from Monique’s face now, since he had shed all of his clothes and had moved in closer to the two women, the better to watch them making out with one another. Monique’s blue eyes were very wide, as she turned back to Sara.

		“Have you ever seen a cock as big as that one?” she asked, seeming to be genuinely impressed.

		“No,” Sara said truthfully, “he’s gigantic!”

		“Bass has got a real honey of a prick, but it’s not that big,” Monique said.

		A huge grin broke over her gorgeous face as she suggested, “Let’s suck it together, okay?”

		Sara felt a huge, shocked, shudder of totally out-of-bounds excitement course through her. She gasped, “What? I thought you said I could just watch?”

		Monique gave her a friendly hug and whispered, “Sure you can, if that’s all you want to do, Texas. But, God, just look at that thing! I’ve just got to suck it a little, before I let him fuck me with it.”

		She gave Sara an elfin wink and asked, “Why don’t you lick those huge balls of his while I suck him. You do know how to lick a guy’s ball, don’t you?”

		Sara gave out with a tiny snort of guilty laughter and admitted, “I have licked a pair or two of them in my time, yeah, of course!”

		“Well, then, what are you waiting for, girlfriend? Let’s suck this pretty young dude’s awesome bone together!”

		Monique scrambled up onto her knees, grabbing Sara’s elbow and dragging her along with her. She put her right hand about halfway down the boy’s prick shaft and angled the head downward, until it was touching her lips.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, what a cock head!” she sighed and then ran her tongue all around the mammoth, mushroom-shaped dome of the huge dick.

		Sara felt her pussy juicing over. A small wave of lubricant ran out of her and onto the sheer black panties that represented her last article of clothing as she watched Monique lap at the big prick tip.

		Just before she opened her mouth wide and engulfed the head of Chas’s super-dick, she turned and whispered, “Come on, Sara, a little help here, okay?”

		After watching a few bobs of Monique’s head, Sara leaned forward tentatively and touched the tip of her tongue to the boy’s ball sac. She fought the urge to giggle hysterically, out of nervous guilt, as she thought about what she was doing—how far out of bounds she was going tonight.

		This is like taking a dare out on the playground, when you’re ten years old! She told herself, running her tongue all around the kid’s big left nut. It scares the shit out of you to do it, but you don’t want the cool kids in class to think you’re a wuss!

		She found that she was very turned on by the smoothness of the younger man’s skin. His cock and balls had been as thoroughly waxed free of hair as her own pussy and ass had been back in Houston last week. And Sara liked the feel of his naked, hairless skin against her playful tongue.

		“God, you two pusses are something else!” Chas sighed with pleasure. “That’s right, suck my cock and lick my nuts!”

		Sara felt her clit throb hard at the boy’s obvious arousal. She cast caution to the wind and kissed his saliva-wet skin, and then ran her tongue teasingly all over the two dangling gonads.

		Glancing over, she saw that Monique had managed to get more than half of the monster dick into her sucking lips. She thought, Jesus, if she can gobble that much of that enormous thing, I can at least get one nut at a time in my mouth while I tongue him!

		“Ohhhhhhhh, the boy gasped as Sara sucked his entire left nut into her mouth and began to nurse gently on it as she continued to run her tongue all over it.

		She felt another huge surge of excitement roar through her as she licked and sucked at the fat testicle. Twisting around under him after she’d let his nut glide out of her mouth, she brought her head upward once more and ate his right one instead, her tongue going crazy on the smooth surface.

		After a full minute or so, Monique let the boy’s dick out of her lips. She got right next to Sara and whispered admiringly, “You’re such a hot little girl, once you get going, Texas! Here, trade with me for a minute and let me gargle his balls while you suck his dick.”

		Sara moaned, as she thought about doing that. But she didn’t hesitate at all this time. She was so turned on by now that she wanted to feel the young man’s awesome cock head between her lips while she watched her sexy friend tonguing his balls!

		“Holy fuck, one drop-dead gorgeous cocksucker after the other,” the boy gasped as Sara slipped his spit-shiny prick tip into her mouth and began to suck it while she laved it with her tongue.

		A big glob of his pre-come oozed out just then and she harvested it with her tongue and swallowed it. Another jolt of rapidly-building ecstasy roared though her.

		It’s so sweet; this kid’s pre-come is as sweet as it can be!

		She made a little mewling sound and pushed her lips forward, eating almost half of the lengthy prong, just as Monique had. Her gag reflex clenched in protest but she ignored it, as she had taught herself to do when she’d first started sucking cock clear back in high school, fifteen years ago.

		“Damn, you two are phenomenal, just like I knew you’d be,” the boy sighed. “I’ve got to fuck you! I don’t care which one, but I’ve got to have some of that prime pussy, girls!”

		Monique spat out his nut and got back up onto her knees all the way. She gave the kid a hard look and said, “You’ll get pussy when we say you’ll get pussy, junior. My girlfriend, Sara, and I have some unfinished business first. So just shut up, sit back, and watch!”

		“We…we do?” Sara croaked, so excited by what the two of them had been up to with the guy’s prick and balls just now that she could barely catch a breath.

		“You’d better believe it, Tex!”

		And then Monique’s mouth was on hers and their bare breasts made contact again, and Sara’s head was spinning. In no time, she found herself on her back on top of the soft pillows, and then her panties were gone and Monique was kissing her way down her heaving tummy, toward her gushing-wet waxed bare cunny!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		Privacy Suite Heat

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Sara groaned as Monique’s lips kissed her clitty for the first time and her tongue went wild on the tiny pink bead.

		She’s eating me! I’m actually letting another girl eat my pussy, Sara thought, not quite believing how far she was going tonight!

		Despite her profound shock at what she was doing, at what she was allowing on this crazy night, she nevertheless found her lush hips rolling up off the pillow, her pussy mashing itself against Monique’s talented mouth. She’d had a few old boyfriends eat her to some wonderful climaxes in the past, and Greg was very good with his tongue and lips as well.

		But Monique was clearly an artist when it came to eating pussy. Her tongue was somehow everywhere at once, and she seemed to know exactly what would feel not just good, but wonderful, to another woman!

		“Oh, oh, God, you do it so great,” Sara wailed as the first tiny orgasm crackled through her clit.

		Monique backed off with her tongue play and instead just kissed the spasming flesh lightly while she reached up and took one of Sara’s swollen nipples in each hand and squeezed them just right. A little choking sound escaped Sara’s lips and she threw her head from side to side and screamed, “Oh, fuck, yes, tug on my nipples, suck my clitty…eat me, eat me right up, you hot baby!”

		“Fuck, yes!” Chas bellowed enthusiastically.

		Sara opened her eyes, which had gone closed when Monique began licking her cunny. She saw the tall young man staring down at the two of them, mesmerized, his mega-cock in his fist as he watched her shiver through her orgasm.

		All at once, he dropped to his knees behind Monique. Still staring into Sara’s blissful eyes, he pushed forward.

		“Oh, oh, fuck but that thing’s huge!” Monique cried out, pulling her mouth from Sara’s pussy for a moment. She looked down at her friend and whispered, “He’s fucking me, kitten. He’d screwing my hot pussy with that monster dick of his while I eat you!”

		Sara shivered again, imaging that! She felt her pussy lips clasp together and then fly open again, a brand new orgasm on its way as she thought about Monique getting that incredible dick shoved all the way into her!

		The blonde girl sighed and leaned forward again. Her mouth and tongue went to town once more on Sara’s pussy as the massive cock plowed into Monique from in back again and again.

		Dear God, it’s like we’re all three fucking at once! Sara thought, her cunny going instantly back to the “boil” position as Monique ate it expertly while getting her brains banged out by Chas’s cock.

		Her lover’s hands crept back up her ribcage to reclaim Sara’s nipples again, and the Texas girl sighed at how fantastic that felt and toyed with Monique’s long, straight platinum hair as the boy hammered away. Sara’s eyes met his across the top of Monique’s twisting, moaning body.

		“You’re next, hot pants!” the boy whispered.

		Sara came up off the pillows as she pictured Chas powering his huge prick down into her, just as he was doing to Monique right at the moment. She felt her cunny tighten, just thinking about that!

		Do I really want that? Do I want to let this pretty, sexy, stud of a boy fuck me with that gorgeous pussy-stuffer of a dick?

		She thought about how that might feel. It had been years since she’d had a bigger dick that Greg’s in her and, even clear back then; that high school boyfriend’s cock hadn’t been near the size of this one. She had to admit, she’d never experienced a prick that was close to the size of the one that was tearing in and out of Monique’s cute little twat right now.

		Oh, Jesus, deep down inside…I’m such a slut, after all! She told herself as her pussy gushed out a new wave of lube and her clit throbbed like mad. I do want it! I want that big fucker all the way inside me, God help me!

		Monique shuddered and started to come. Her eyes flew open and she sucked hard on Sara’s clit and yanked on her nipples as the orgasm completely enveloped her.

		Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, this is so hot! Sara thought as she went over the top right along with her friend. Suffering Jesus, am I ever going off?

		The two women trembled and clung together as both of them climaxed furiously, their shared orgasms seeming to feed off each other. Chas growled out his animal pleasure and fucked Monique like a mad man, not stopping until the lanky blonde pulled her mouth from Sara’s pussy and whined, “Oh, fuck, no more, no more cock for a little while, baby, please!”

		He pulled out of her, a squishy, sucking sound filling the room as his mammoth dick vacated her slick hole. Pushing her gently off onto the carpet, he moved forward foot or two and rubbing his gleaming hard on all around Sara’s soupy-wet pussy mouth and whispered, “What about you, honey? Don’t you want some of this?”

		Sara trembled at the crossroads for a moment, trying to decide if she truly did want to go this far. And then the boy decided for her, simply easing his unbelievably thick cock head into her. She shook violently under him and closed her eyes and murmured, “Yes, oh, God, yes…fuck me with that big mother!”

		Chas ground forward and inch after inch of hot, hard, greasy-slick male meat penetrated her. It went past the point where Greg’s dick stopped when he was really banging it down into her, past the point where the biggest boy she’d known in high school’s dick had ended, and just kept on sliding downward!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, what a lot of cock,” she groaned as he finally bottomed out in her pussy and she felt his scratchy pubic fur against her bare cunny mouth.

		“You can take it, baby,” he murmured, looking down at her hungrily, stirring his buried dick around in her juicy depths, “you were made for cock. Anyone can see that; your body looks like a teenager’s fucking wet dream come to life!”

		He drew back about halfway and then rammed it down into her again. Sara sighed, thinking it would hurt.

		But it didn’t. It felt fabulous!

		She sucked in a big breath, wrapped her legs around the boy and murmured in his ear, “Fuck me! Go ahead and fuck me hard and make me come again, stud!”

		For the next few minutes, there was nothing but sighing and moaning and the feel of the young man’s enormous cock sliding up and down inside her. Sara gasped and closed her eyes and then opened them again.

		What a fuck, she kept telling herself, utterly amazed at how good it felt and what a slut she was being, this kid is fucking me like a damned steam-drill!

		Monique got back up onto her knees and came over to Sara. She was beaming down happily at her, eagerly watching her new friend ball the boy.

		“Way to go, Texas! Look at your bad self—you’re one hot mama, aren’t you?”

		“Yeah, I guess I am at that,” Sara managed to gasp, her orgasm hurtling in on her as fast as Chas’s dick was reaming out her stretched-open pussy. “Oh, God, it feels good to fuck like this, doesn’t it?”

		“It’s the best, babygirl,” Monique said softly, leaning down and kissing her as her lover rocked back onto his knees and powered his cock in and out even faster.

		Sara felt her head explode. Her pussy went crazy just then, fluttering and grasping at the dick ravaging it, her clit jerking savagely as she began to come flat-out.

		Monique held her and kissed her so passionately that Sara had the feeling that just the kiss alone might have been enough to get her off. She tossed her hips up off the ground and kissed Monique for all she was worth as the seemingly unending climax gripped her.

		“Take it, you sexy bitch!” Chas roared just then, and Sara felt her pussy suddenly inundated in hot, slick semen.

		Oh, God, he’s…flooding me! She thought, her mind flashing back to early in the evening, out among the sand dunes, when that blonde gal had screamed about how much come her young lover was pumping into her as he came.

		She was dead right about that, Sara thought, sucking at Monique’s tongue. These young guys come in bucketfuls!

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, baby, this little thing is so full of spunk!” Monique marveled.

		“Yeah, I can feel it moving around up inside of me, too,” Sara said shyly, ashamed to meet her friend’s eyes.

		“It’s okay, lover,” Monique said softly. “I’m going to clean you right up, don’t worry.”

		“You mean you’re going to help me to the bathroom?”

		“Shhhhhh, lay back and relax, and just enjoy,” Monique’s voice was soft and reassuring.

		Sara lazed back on the soft pillows and closed her eyes. Suddenly, she felt Monique’s warm breath on her pussy lips, and then the other girl’s tongue was inside those lips, lapping, and licking out the wads of male come.

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so nice, but it’s so fucking nasty!” Sara sighed, her eyes coming open.

		She propped herself up on her elbows and watched as her friend gobbled big mouthfuls of spunk from her pussy and swallowed them. A huge spasm of excitement coursed through her as she saw that, and she whispered, “Jesus, Mon, you’re such a bad girl!”

		“I am,” Monique told her happily, licking jizz off her lips and swallowing it as she watched. “And so are you, Texas Sara--fucking his kid’s lights out like you did and then taking all of his cock cream up this tight little pussy of yours!”

		Sara shivered with delight at being called a “bad girl”. She’d never thought of herself that way in her life, until now.

		“His come isn’t bad,” Monique added. “Here, taste for yourself.”

		Her friend bent low and sucked out another big mouthful of jism, and then, to Sara’s shock, and came up her body on her hands and knees. She pushed her lips against Sara’s and suddenly the Texas girl was gulping down a stranger’s semen, her new girlfriend’s tongue pushing it into her mouth.

		It really isn’t bad, she thought, not all bleachy-tasting and yucky like some guy’s is, and not too salty, either.

		She thought to herself that it tasted a lot like Greg’s. She hadn’t sucked Greg off all the way and swallowed his spunk in a year or so, but she remembered how nice and bland and easy to swallow her husband’s nut juice was.

		“Good, isn’t it?” Monique whispered.

		“Not bad,” Sara said, with an evil little grin, reveling in being a bad girl with her sexy new friend.

		“Here, let me have some more, only this time, you get to taste me, too!”

		In seconds, Sara found herself flat on her back atop the pillows once more. Only this time, Monique’s svelte frame was turned to face her feet and her cute little pussy was right above the Texas girl’s mouth.

		“I…I don’t know how to do this!” Sara protested weakly; suddenly very nervous again.

		“Yes, you do,” Monique called to her. “Every girl knows how to eat pussy; just do what you’d like to have done to yours, babygirl!”

		And then Monique’s mouth was sucking out more jizz and her wet little slit was pressing down against Sara’s lips. With a resigned sigh, she stuck her tongue up into her new friend’s pink folds, discovered that Monique’s pussy juice was actually sweet, and began to eagerly lick it out and swallow it.

		“Fuck, you two are about half lezbo, aren’t you?” Chas Wingate marveled as he watched them eat each other.

		Sara glanced over at him as she lapped at Monique’s delicious cunt lips. He was hard once again, as hard as the proverbial rock, as he watched their tongues play on each other’s pussies!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		A Reluctant Good Night

		

		“I guess you know I’ve never done anything that was even vaguely like this in my whole life before?” Sara whispered.

		The two of them, Sara and Monique, were cuddled together, sill nude, in the Privacy Suite. Monique smiled at her, “I pretty much guessed that, darling. But you were incredible, especially for a first-timer, do you know that?”

		Sara felt herself blush, but she wasn’t really ashamed of anything she’d done tonight. Every last second of it had been totally out of character for her, of course, and completely…bad. But it had also been unbelievably thrilling, nasty fun as well!

		I think I could kind of get to love being bad, Sara thought happily, leaning over and kissing Monique on the cheek, and then saying, “Thank you for teaching me so much. This had been the most exciting night of my life.”

		“It’s been a blast for me, too,” Monique assured her. “I’ve partied with dozens of guys and a ton of girls before, of course. But you’re special, Texas. You’re my favorite fuck-buddy, ever.”

		“Really, do you mean that?”

		Monique smiled and held her closer. “You’d better believe it. I want your address back in Texas and all of your phone numbers before you go back home. I am not losing track of you, kitten.”

		The two of them just laid there for a while, basking in each other’s presence. After a while, Monique whispered, “I couldn’t believe how hot you were with that kid tonight. He fucked you like a crazy man, that second time. And it must have taken me the better part of fifteen minutes to lick all of the come out of your cunny after he went off inside you that time. I think he came harder on the second go round than he did on the first!”

		Sara laughed easily, remembering how unbelievable that had felt—orgasming a second time with sexy young Chas. “It felt like a fire hose going off in me! Those young guys really jizz you, don’t they?”

		“Yeah, that and being able to get hard again in about a half a minute are two of their most endearing qualities.”

		“And there’s the fact that they can fuck you like a hurricane; there’s always that, too!” Sara’s giggle sounded naughty and thoroughly happy.

		When they stopped tittering together over that risqué observation, Monique asked, “Will I see you again tomorrow? Please say yes!”

		Giving her new lover a wry smile, Sara said, “I sure hope so. I guess it’s all going to depend on how things go with Greg when I get back to the room. I’ve been gone too long for him to buy that I didn’t do something naughty tonight. And I don’t really know how he’s going to handle that.”

		“I don’t see what he can possibly complain about, honey. I mean, he and Bass did go off to the Rendezvous Lounge together, while we hit this place.”

		Sara’s quizzical look told Monique that she didn’t follow that. Patiently, like a mama bear teaching her cub a new food gathering technique, she said, “The Rendezvous is one of the premier hook-up sites in Inhibitions Optional, babe. He and Bass probably found themselves a pair of hotties in about ten minutes and spent the rest of the night fucking those other girls’ tiny brains loose. Why would Greg have anything to say about what you did, after doing that?”

		Her heart feeling as if it were suddenly tumbling downward, coming to rest somewhere near her stomach, Sara stammered, “You mean it’s…it’s a bar where people…?”

		“Exactly, it’s a bar where guests go to meet someone they want to fuck,” Monique explained. “After you hit it off with someone, you either go back to their place, or they come to yours, or sometimes, the two of you just go out amongst the sand dunes and ball.”

		Sara thought back to the couple she and Greg had watched earlier tonight. They had been talking about their respective spouses hooking up with other people back at some bar!

		“The sand dunes, huh, people go there to…to fuck?” She asked her friend, a tremor in her voice as she imagined Greg doing that.

		“Oh, yeah, I’ve gotten sand in my panties a number of times over the years, rutting around out in the dunes with some hot boy I let pick me up in the Rendezvous, trust me.”

		Greg would never do that to me, Sarah thought, suddenly feeling very self-righteous.

		Then she remembered the times she’d eaten Monique’s pussy tonight, and all of the times Mon had sucked her big tits and eaten hers! She went on to recall the two massive loads of come that kid had shot into her pussy tonight as well.

		Chastened, she quickly revised her estimate about the probability of Greg succumbing to the charms of some other gal in a bar like the Rendezvous Lounge!

		“I guess I should be getting back to our suite,” she said at last, wondering if Greg was already there, waiting for her explanation about where she’d been for so long.

		What if he really didn’t cheat on me? What if he just had a couple more drinks with Bass and then went back to our room and watched HBO or something?

		“What time is it?” she asked Monique, abruptly sitting up and looking around for her long ago discarded black dress.

		Monique sighed, as if moving was a real pain. She found her clutch purse and got out her cell.

		“It’s almost two,” she old Sara.

		“Holy Jesus, we’ve been screwing around that long?”

		Monique smiled at her and nodded that they had. She said, “Yes, and we’ve been enjoying every second of it, haven’t we, Texas?”

		Sara hurried into the dress, that awful scenario about Greg just having a quick beer or two and going back to the room to wait for her crowding back into her thoughts. If he really had done that…!

		Fuck, if that really happened, he probably won’t wait until we get back to Texas to divorce my cheating butt—he’ll probably rent a car and drive down to Tijuana tomorrow and file the papers!

		“Can I call you tomorrow?” Monique asked as she watched Sara scramble back into her clothes.

		“Sure, yes, you bet!” Sara said, just short of panic now, sure that Greg was in their room, pacing up and down, looking at the clock every minute or so, wondering where the hell his unfaithful wife was!

		“Honey, calm down,” Monique said, getting to her feet. “People come here from all around the country to do just exactly what you did tonight. It’s a big part of why most of them do come here, rather than vacation somewhere else. It’ll be fine, you’ll see.”

		Sara got into her black heels and took a deep breath. Monique took her in her arms and kissed her, with lots and lots of tongue, for a long time. When she last released her, she said, “I’ll call you in the morning, but not too early, okay?”

		With a tight little smile, Sara said, “You’d better.”

		She noticed just then that Monique was still naked. She asked, “What are you going to do?”

		“Oh, I might slip the little red dress back on and go out see if there’s anything else appetizing roaming around out in the Fantasy Room. I wouldn’t mind another little taste of cock…or pussy, for that matter, before I call it a night. Bass won’t be in until at least sunrise, if I know him. And believe me, I do.”

		“Okay,” Sara said, smiling, just a tad jealous that Monique got to stay out and do whatever she wanted and she didn’t.

		She was also, she discovered to her dismay, a little jealous that her new lover might find herself another girl to be with tonight! It didn’t bother her that much that she might find another guy to fuck, but she really felt hers and Monique’s new…relationship was something special. She found herself hoping somewhat desperately that Monique felt that way, too!

		“Tomorrow,” Monique said, kissing her goodbye.

		“Tomorrow,” Sara agreed, beginning to feel somewhat melancholy in that instant as the two of them parted.

		

		****

		

		The two elevator rides and the short walk back to her room felt to her like the walk of a prisoner headed to the gallows. She just knew that Greg was on the other side of that door, waiting for her, a huffy, holier-that-thou look on his ruggedly handsome face.

		She got her key card out of her clutch purse and swiped it. With a big sigh of trepidation and a hangdog expression of pure guilt on her face, she pushed the suite’s heavy door open and went inside.

		The room was just as they’d left it nearly seven and half hours earlier, at six twenty-five, when they’d gone down to meet the Foxes in the bar. Not a thing was out of place and the big king bed was still made up and empty.

		“Well, I’ll be damned! He actually did hook up with someone else and go fuck her!”

		Sara realized abruptly that she didn’t know how she felt about that, now that it was clearly true. Every since they’d booked this short vacation, she’d been telling herself that Greg was a good man, a relatively young man, and that he had…needs.

		And, she’d been forced to admit, somewhat reluctantly to herself, they were definitely needs that she--in her morose, catatonic state for most of the last year, after the miscarriage—had not been coming even close to meeting.

		So she had known before they’d ever flown out of Houston that this might happen, that Greg might sleep with another woman while they were here. And she’d been okay with it, at least in theory. She’d told herself that over and over again.

		Greg had always insisted to her that this naughty vacation was for her as well. And he’d more than hinted that if she were to meet someone who took her fancy while they were here, that she should feel free to indulge her…appetites as well.

		Sara had always just smiled at him wanly when he’d broached the subject, knowing that a girl like her would never, ever feel comfortable with doing that! She was much too nice a woman to ever do something as tawdry as get involved in a little recreational one-night stand.

		She grinned at her own naivety; remembering Monique and her tonight, kissing, sucking pussies together…that kid…his enormous dick, and how she’d sucked it like she couldn’t get enough of it. She recalled how hard he’d fucked her and how great it had felt…how much come he’d shot into her!

		“Jesus, that’s right!” she said aloud, abruptly remembering her flooded womb and then rushing for the bathroom.

		Greg might return from his own little tryst at any second. She didn’t know how things were going to stand between them when he did, with both of them obviously having cheated on the other as they had tonight. But she didn’t think him finding her with her pussy still oozing out big wads of a stranger’s come would make things go any more smoothly between them!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		An Awkward Hello

		

		After a long shower and a thorough pussy washing, during which she’d done the best she could to expunge all of Chas Wingate’s youthful spunk from her womb, she dried off carefully, pulled her shower cap off and fixed her hair and makeup. Sara had a douche kit back home but she hadn’t ever dreamed she’d need it, so she hadn’t brought it along with her on the trip. She hoped her efforts in the shower had gotten most of the boy’s thick goop out of her.

		She had bought a new babydoll pajama set at Fredrick’s of Hollywood just before she’d left town, and she got that out of her lingerie drawer and put it on. It was so sheer you could easily read a novel through it, and it left almost nothing to the imagination.

		I look hotter than a three-dollar pistol in this thing, she told herself as she examined her image in the mirror.

		The outfit was fire-engine red, with lacey black cuffs around the peignoir and frilly black lace trim around the waistband of the short-shorts that accompanied the camisole portion of the pajamas. She got into bed and noticed that it was just past two-thirty as she picked up her Kindle to read until Greg returned.

		At three, she felt her eyelids begin to droop. She shut off the lamp on her side of the bed, leaving the big room in darkness except for the lamp on his side, which was turned down to its lowest setting. She put her Kindle down on the night stand and closed her eyes.

		

		****

		

		The front door rattled open. Startled, Sara sat up in bed, noticing immediately that it was now five in the morning.

		She turned her head toward the door. Greg was caught in mid-tiptoe, in his stocking feet, his boots in his one hand, clearly attempting to sneak in without waking her.

		Sara almost laughed. Her husband looked so impossibly guilty!

		He had this kid-with-his-hand-in-the-cookie-jar chagrined look on his face. He was carrying his sport coat draped over the same arm that held the boots, and all three buttons of his collared white knit shirt were unbuttoned. The shirt looked like it had been pulled on in a hurry--tufts of his blond-brown chest hair sticking up out of the vee neckline.

		“Honey, I thought you’d be asleep,” he said in a tiny, croaking voice, suddenly looking as nervous as a cat in a dog show.

		“I was. But I woke up when the door opened.”

		“How, uh…how long have you been back?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

		She thought about it. If I want to, I could tell him I got in at about nine and have been here ever since.

		The idea of telling him a whopper like that, and really letting him stew in his own juices for a while for being such a tomcatting-around philanderer of a husband was almost irresistible. It would be delicious--if a little cruel--fun, watching him twist in the wind, trying to explain himself, after his virtuous little wife had enjoyed another cocktail or two and then gone up to their room to wait for her cheating husband’s return!

		Sara couldn’t do it. She giggled, and admitted, “I got back at around two, darling. Did you have a good time? What was her name?”

		Greg’s eyes took on a sudden deer-caught-in-the-headlights aspect, going wide. He gave her the shit-eating grin again and said, “N-name…whose name?”

		Sara patted the mattress beside her. She tossed the covers down around her knees, so that he could see her nearly transparent outfit and said, “The name of whomever you’ve been …keeping company with all night long, sweetie. Or didn’t you get her name?”

		He stood rooted to the carpet. She smiled indulgently at him and patted the bed again, “Come over here and get undressed and get into bed with me, honey. Let’s talk.”

		“I should probably take a shower first,” Greg said evasively, sidling over to the bed and edging around it toward the bathroom.

		Sara threw the covers all the way off and hopped out, cutting him off. She grabbed his boots and his jacket and threw them in the general direction of a nearby easy chair, and then went to work on tugging his knit shirt up over his head.

		She smelled perfume on him as the shirt came off, and the scent wasn’t anything she owned. A clenching feeling gripped her gut as she realized that her man, her sweet Greg, actually had spent the night in the arms of another woman!

		Well, what the hell? She asked herself as she threw the shirt over near the boots and undid his slacks. What did I expect? And, since I spent the whole night eating pussy and sucking cock and getting fucked by a sexy kid who was nearly a decade younger than me…who am I to throw stones?

		Greg’s slacks were now down around his feet. She led him to step clear of them and got rid of his boxers, leaving him clad only in a pair of tall cotton socks that he’d worn with his cowboy boots.

		Oh, my, she thought, seeing his matted-down pubic patch and realizing that there was another woman’s pussy juice mixed in with some of Greg’s dried semen amid the soiled pubic fur, no wonder he wanted a shower, before I saw him naked!

		She gritted her teeth and pushed thoughts of the other woman from her mind as best she could. Guiding Greg backward, she sat him on the edge of the mattress and went onto her knees in front of him, reaching down and dealing with the long white socks. She caught a whiff of the other woman’s dried pussy secretions and her husband’s white, flaky cock juice as she got rid of the socks.

		Ignoring it, she pushed him back onto the sheets and then joined him in bed. He grinned sheepishly at her, knowing full well that she’d seen the evidence of his unfaithfulness clearly a moment ago.

		They stared at each other for long seconds, suddenly uneasy in each other’s presence. Finally, he said, “There’s two ways we can handle this. I thought about it a lot, back home, before we flew out here.”

		“Oh, and what might those two ways be?” she asked.

		“Well, we could do what the military used to do, before it got repealed: ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’. We could both know that something happened with each of us tonight that was out of the ordinary, and just leave it at that and never discuss it.”

		Sara’s eyes narrowed. Seeing that this idea wasn’t exactly a huge hit with her, Greg hastened to add, “Or we could tell each other exactly what happened, in detail. If both of us come clean with each other, it should be sort of self-canceling, in terms of guilt and jealousy. I read that somewhere.”

		“Oh, so if both of us were naughty and broke our marriage vows, then we can forgive each other, right?”

		“Yeah, exactly,” he nodded agreement.

		After thinking about that for a moment, he added, “Or, I suppose we could tell each other, just generally, what happened, like ‘I met someone, we were together for a few hours, but now that’s over with’, you know?”

		Sara wrinkled her nose at that, as if a skunk that had just crossed her path when she was out hiking. She said, “I don’t like that one. I think settling for a generality like that would be worse than knowing nothing at all. In that situation, wouldn’t your mind tend to fill in a bunch of things that might have happened? I don’t see how you could avoid thinking about it a lot—and what you imagined might turn out to be a lot worse than what your spouse had actually done, see?”

		Greg thought about that for a moment and then flashed a rueful grin her way. “You always were the smart one, babe. Yeah, that would be agony, knowing just enough details to drive a person crazy, imagining what really had happened tonight!”

		They stared at each other for a half a minute. Finally, Sara said, “So, what’s it going to be, the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth or, ‘Hey, I met someone, we fooled around for a while, and now it’s over’? Which way do you want to play this, Greg?”

		He agonized for long moments. As last, he said, “Oh, hell, I don’t know, Sara. I’ll be truthful with you…I never dreamed that you’d actually do anything with another guy, so I never considered it that much!”

		She gave him an “I can’t believe you just said that” look of surprise.

		“What, you didn’t think I could attract anyone’s interest or something?” She sounded miffed and insulted.

		“Oh, Christ, no, that’s not it!” Greg said, holding up his hands defensively.

		He shrugged guiltily and said, “It’s just that you’re such a good wife, Sara, such a good woman. I never in my wildest daydreams ever thought you’d actually cheat on me. I know I told you that it was fine, and you always said something like, ‘well, I guess we’ll see when we get there, now won’t we?’

		He rolled his eyes and finished with, “But, hell, I know you! I never thought for a second you’d ever really…uh…do anything with another guy!”

		Sara drew herself up on the bed. She said in a tight, clipped voice, “So what did you think I’d do tonight, go to that club with Monique and have a few more cocktails and get so uptight over what was going on there that I’d run all the way back up to our suite and double lock the door and wait for you to get back?”

		He gave her the sheepish grin once more. “More or less; that’s pretty much exactly what I thought would happen, babe.”

		She took a deep breath, still pissed about him regarding her as a hopeless scaredy cat and some sort of professional “good girl”. After a moment, she said, “So, you never told me. Do you want to hear details from me and give details to me about what you did tonight, or do you want to just pretend tonight never happened at all?”

		Greg sighed, seeing that she was still more than a little angry with his tepid view of her sexuality. He shrugged and said, “Well, I don’t know. Did you actually do anything naughty tonight, Sara? Are there really any details to share?”

		She gave him a smile that he’d never seen before in all their years together and said, “Oh, yeah, there’s a ton of them. And they’ll probably make your dick hard enough to drive fence posts into the ground with, baby? Do you want to start this little kiss and tell session or should I?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		Mutual Revelations

		

		“Uh, well, you go first then, I guess,” Greg managed to stammer after a long, shocked silence.

		He was staring at her as if he was seeing her for the first time ever. Sara gave him her naughtiest smile and said, “Well, the Fantasy Room is a small club. It has a full bar, dancing, and it’s built in a circle. It’s all done up in shades of red--burgundy and fire-engine red--and it’s completely carpeted throughout with a thick, soft, very plush burgundy carpet.

		She waited a beat and then went on to add, “There’s a section where people dance, and there are tables scattered throughout the place, very low tables that you can only use if you’re laying out on the pillows, or if you were on your knees.”

		Sara flashed him another bad-girl smile and added, “And, darling…almost anything goes in the Fantasy Room.”

		Waiting a moment so that Greg could fully envision what she’d told him already, she said, “You see women with women, two women and one man, all of them nearly nude and making out, two men with one woman. And the cocktail servers are all dressed like harem slave girls, buck naked except for a tiny thong that just barely covers their hoo-hahs. Their tits are bare.”

		When this further description had her husband’s jaw properly dropped open, Sara went on to say, “And every person who’s in that club is there to get laid, so everyone is constantly hitting on one another.”

		She gave Greg the sexy smile again and said, “Monique figured right off that I didn’t want to, to…you know…fuck some guy, so she suggested that we pretend to be a couple, her and I; lesbians, you know?”

		Greg shivered at that unbelievably hot, bizarre mental image. He blurted, “How could you ever hope to pull that off?”

		“Easy, we danced together, as a couple, and we made out while we danced, with lots and lots of obvious tongue.”

		Her husband of eight years suddenly looked as if he might be suffering from an embolism. He trembled at the thought of that—his statuesque wife and willowy, supermodel-pretty Monique Fox making out together--and couldn’t seem to get a breath.

		“Y-You and…Monique, French-kissing, you’ve got to be kidding me?”

		“Not a bit,” Sara told him smugly. “She’s one hell of a kisser, and when she rubbed those cute little tits of hers against my big ones…Jesus, babe, I got so wet you wouldn’t have believed it!”

		He looked as if the seizure was about to return, but Sara paid him no mind, rushing ahead to say, “And, of course, if we were really going to sell the lezzy thing, we had to continue to make out hot and heavy when we we’re laying on those pillows together back by our table, drinking double martinis, too.”

		“Double martinis,” Greg gasped, “those things will totally fuck you up, babe!”

		She laughed and nodded her agreement, saying, “So I discovered. They’re small, but, oh, my, are they ever strong!”

		Greg was looking at her as if she were a part of some sort of a brand new, completely exotic, species of human being that he’d never seen before. She shrugged and said, “So, that was the start of my night. What was yours like, honey?”

		“The start,” Greg--showing something like awe on his face, along with a lingering disbelief that she’d really done all of that--demanded, “you can’t mean there’s more?”

		“Oh, yeah, lots more,” she assured him with just a smidge of smugness in her tone, “but now I want to hear about your night. Did you and Bass score some girls right away, or did it take you a while?”

		“Uh, well, we just sat and talked for a little while; had another couple of drinks each,” Greg began uneasily. “And then these two gals came over and introduced themselves and sat down with us.”

		Sara asked, “Did these girls have names?”

		“Uh, sure,” Greg mumbled, “the one that was all hot for Bass was tall and really curvy, a blonde, not platinum like Monique but a honey-blonde. She had even bigger boobs that you do, babe. Her name was Lily.”

		“And what did the second girl look like?”

		“She was shorter than Lily, about five-five, maybe, and she had blue eyes and red hair that she wore down onto her neck, and really white skin with lots of cute little freckles, like redheads sometimes do.”

		“Did she have a name?”

		“Of course, her name was Rona, and she and her husband are from Kansas City, the one in Kansas.”

		“Where was Mr. Rona?”

		“He…uh…had already…uh…met someone a little earlier, and had left for her room,” Greg said nervously.

		“So, did you and Rona end up in her room?”

		Greg studied the sheet carefully for long moments, unable to meet her gaze. At last he admitted, “Yeah, we went up there, to her room, about ten or so, I guess. We danced for a while in the Rendezvous Room and got acquainted a little first.”

		He looked up at her and said, pleadingly, “She was a real nice lady, Sara. She’s a school teacher, fourth grade, and she’s got two small kids back home. She wasn’t some trashy bimbo, if that’s what you’re thinking!”

		Sara’s heart melted at how utterly guilty he looked and sounded. She reached over and took her husband in her arms.

		“Was she nice to my Greg? Did she treat you good, baby? Did she give you what you needed tonight?”

		She thought he was going to cry for a moment, he looked so relieved that she wasn’t mad at him for going with this Rona person and spending the night in her bed. He whispered, “She was a very sweet little gal, Sara. The two of them, she and her husband, come here for a couple of days every year, just to party and have a great time. They can’t do anything like that back home, her being a grade school teacher and all; and I guess he’s a banker of some kind.”

		Sara smiled at him. It was a warm, genuine smile. She was through teasing him; she thought she’d paid him back sufficiently by now for thinking she was such a cold fish that no man would want her.

		“Did she suck you, honey?”

		He reddened and then admitted, “Yeah, once, and she swallowed it for me, too.”

		“Is she as good with her mouth as I am?”

		He grinned, “No, I don’t think anyone is, when you really put your mind to it, babe. But she tried real hard and it was…you know, way sexy, somehow, being with her; someone I’m not supposed to be with like that?”

		She grinned at him and nodded that she did understand. “Monique and I got hit on by this really handsome young kid. He was twenty-one, or twenty-two, tops.”

		“Wha…what happened?” Greg stammered, clearly seeing his Sara doing naughty things with a cute younger guy.

		“He was full of himself, being young and cocky and very muscular and nice-looking. You know how macho kids his age can be; he wasn’t put off by our lezzy act. He was so sure of himself that he bet Monique that if he kissed her, she’d want to go to bed with him.”

		Sara chuckled, remembering the bet. “He said if she kissed him and still didn’t want to sleep with him, that he’d buy us both a drink and go away.”

		“What happened?” Greg asked.

		“After she made out with him for a while, Monique told me that she was so turned on, from sucking tongue and rubbing tits with me all night, that she thought she would go ahead and join him for a while in one of the privacy suites.”

		Greg looked puzzled, so she went on to explain, “The Fantasy Room has lots of small ‘privacy suites’ right off the main room, where you can slip inside and close the door and lock it. And then you can do pretty much anything you want, sexually, with no one watching you.”

		“And she did that, with this kid?”

		“And with me,” Sara admitted defiantly, holding his eyes with hers. “I went in there with them. And then we all got naked and…we fucked.”

		The embolism was back, with a vengeance. Greg suddenly looked as if he might be trying to pass a gall stone, his face grew so pained.

		His mouth dropped open and he gasped, “You…you…fucked, all three of you?”

		She smiled sweetly at him and said, “Well, not all at once. Monique licked my pussy so great first, and made me come really hard. I was on my back, naked, and she was eating me. And then this kid--his name was Chas--kneeled down behind her and started screwing her with his huge dick, doggie style, while she licked me off.”

		Greg shuddered. “H-Huge dick; this kid had a huge dick?”

		“Oh, yeah, didn’t I mention that? He must have been nearly a foot long, and God, babe, was he ever thick, too! I almost dislocated my jaw, sucking it for him!”

		Sara thought for a second that her husband was going to come right then and there, without her even touching him. His cock jerked crazily, flipping up into the air, and it was as hard as she’d ever seen it.

		“You…you sucked his dick?”

		“Oh, I forgot to tell you that part, too, didn’t I? When we were first in the privacy suite together, Monique and I were making out like crazy, and both of us were naked, and she was sucking my nipples and making me so frigging hot, Greg! And while all of that was happening, Chas got naked and came right over near us, so that he could watch the two of us play with each other, you know?”

		She shrugged. “His cock was gigantic, and Monique wanted to suck it, and she wanted me to suck his big nut sac for him while she blew him…so I did.”

		“Holy jumping Jesus,” Greg said, looking as if he was now well past shock and was slowly edging into catatonia.

		“And then, she wanted to do his balls for a while, so we switched off, and I sucked his cock while she licked them. It was a real monster, honey; I could barely get more than half of it down my throat!”

		Greg had that ‘I’m-gonna’-come’ look on his face again, so she quickly added, “And it was after that, after Monique and I went back to playing together and she licked me off while he was fucking her pussy from behind. That was when he fucked me for the first time.”

		Sara smiled innocently at him, twisting the knife just a bit more in her poor, completely beside-himself hubby just a little—she couldn’t seem to help it—and finally finished up with, “After he’d made her come like mad with that doggie-fuck, he just sort of moved Monique off to the side and mounted up on my pussy instead and gave me a royal screwing with that big old horsecock of his, babe!”

		

		****

		

		“Tell me again, how did it feel to get fucked with a huge dick like that?” Greg hissed the question in her ear, jack-hammering his cock down into her like a mad man.

		“It was wonderful, baby, just for change, you know?” she smiled serenely up at him, expertly rolling her hips under him, in perfect time with his frantic thrusts down into her, making him even crazier for her. “I wouldn’t want that big of a cock in me all the time…but just for a little variety? It was really thrilling!”

		Greg moaned and whispered, “Oh, you little minx…you fucking slut…you whore girl, Sara!”

		She moaned, too. Greg was really ringing her chimes--his cock was riding in and out right over her clit!

		“Oh, I sure was tonight, darling, I was out of control!” She murmured her acquiescence to what he’d just said in his ear as he kept ramming her hard. “I couldn’t seem to help it. Monique’s little pussy tasted so sweet…and Chas’s huge prick had so much jizz for me when it went off deep in my pussy. I couldn’t get enough of it. So, of course, I just had to let him cream me again, now didn’t I, babe?

		Greg screamed as he started to fill her pussy with his own spunk, “Oh, God, Sara, you’re such a hot little bitch! Take it, take my hot come, too, you pussy-licking wild girl!”

		Sara sighed and started to orgasm hard, right along with her husband. This was wonderful; this was sex like the two of them had only dreamed about having up until now!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		Under Sail

		

		The hotel phone next to the bed rang at ten. Sara untangled herself from her naked husband, who was still snoring lightly into the pillow, and reached for it.

		She felt fabulous. It was like a miracle--the depression she’d been battling for over a year now was gone, completely gone!

		Last night had blown it away like a strong breeze in from the ocean drives a fog before it. She was smiling brightly as she said, “Hello, Sara Calvert here.”

		“Hi, Texas, how did things go with that handsome hubby of yours?” Monique asked.

		“Just fine, super-fine, actually,” Sara whispered into the phone. “In the end, he was more than okay with everything I did last night. Although it seemed like one part of him was a little sorry he didn’t get to actually see me do all of those nasty things I did last night and had to hear about it second hand instead.”

		“And were you alright with him fucking some other babe last night?”

		Sara laughed, “Oh, God, yes. Apparently, she was some little redhead from Kansas City. And she was very nice, from what he said. A real homebody, out on a once a year toot; she practically offered to bake him a plate of cookies to take back to the room with him when they were done having sex.”

		Monique’s laughter was light and silvery. She added, “I know the type. You see them all over the place here. Midwestern good girls who like to let their hair down for a night or two, and then fly back home and go right back to being bake-sale moms and den mothers and soccer team chauffeurs for the rest of the year.”

		“Yeah, that was definitely the impression I got,” Sara said, glancing over lovingly at her sleeping man. “At least she was nice to him; gave him a little taste of strange pussy, you know?”

		“Oh, yeah,” Monique agreed, “and all men secretly want that, whether they’ll admit it or not.”

		“So, what about you, did you hook up with someone else last night, after I left?”

		Monique sighed. “I did. What a fucking mistake that was.”

		“Oh, a disappointment,” Sara asked, really curious now, “What happened?”

		“That cute little cocktail waitress who was waiting on us in the Fantasy Room hit on me after I came back out into the main room from the privacy suite. She was just getting off work and she wanted to play, so we did. I went back to her room with her and we got it on together for an hour or so.”

		Sara felt a huge pang of jealousy. She asked, “So what was the problem? She was a real cutie.”

		“She wasn’t you, that was the problem,” Monique said, her voice dropping down into a low, sexy register. “She was eager and more than willing, but she didn’t know how to do shit, so I had to teach her how to lick pussy, how to suck my nipples the way I really like it done. It was kind of boring, to tell you the truth, after being with you all night, Texas. You spoiled me.”

		A huge surge of pride and excitement roared through Sara’s naked body. Grinning, she said, “Oh, what a load of bullshit! I never touched another girl in my life before last night. How could I possibly be better in bed than some scorching-hot little twenty-something like her?”

		“You’ve got natural talent, babe,” Monique whispered, “God, your just so fucking sexy and hot, Texas! Am I going to see you again today? Please say yes!”

		Sara found herself actually quivering with arousal! She had to admit, having a girlfriend as well as a husband--especially an internationally-famous beauty of a girlfriend like her sexy Monique--was a huge rush!

		“Bass has rented a sailboat for us,” Monique said just then. “He wants to take you and Greg out sailing with us this afternoon. We might stay out on the boat all night. We’ll lay in some food and booze and party our butts off together. What do you say, sexy?”

		When she finished with her invitation, Monique burst out into a fit of delighted giggles at just the thought of the four of them together, like that. When she finally stopped laughing, she whispered, “Bass is just dying to fuck you, babe! When I told him this morning how hot you were, he got excited as he could be about making love to you, and his dick got rock-hard!”

		Sara laughed, too. Imagine that: gorgeous, famous, red-hot Sebastian Fox really did want to fuck her!

		“I would have thought that he got plenty of sex last night,” she said to Monique. “Greg said he hooked up with some blonde bombshell named Lily; or something like that.”

		“Oh, she turned out to be a fat cow with big tits and a nice butt, but not a brain in her head,” Monique said dismissively. “Bass told me that she was an okay fuck, but nothing special.”

		There was a moment of silence and then Monique added, “I told him that you were definitely something special, Texas. He can’t wait to get his cock inside of you, babe!”

		It was all Sara could do to keep from dropping the phone and clapping her hands like an excited little girl on Christmas morning. All day and all night on a sailboat with the sexy Foxes, and her getting to see her darling Monique with Greg, while she was fucking Sebastian, did it get any better than that? What a trip!

		

		****

		

		“Damn, sugar, that’s quite a boat old Bass rented himself,” Greg said as they came down the private dock behind the Inhibitions Optional complex.

		Sebastian Fox and his wife were scurrying around on deck, getting the large sailboat ship-shape before their departure. Monique saw the Calverts coming down the dock toward her and let out a little squeal of girlish delight.

		“There you two hotties are! Get your cute butts on this boat,” she shouted at the top of her lungs, ignoring the small crowd of fisherman, water skiers, and other boaters moving around on the dock. “We can’t wait to get going on this little sex cruise!”

		“Well, she doesn’t mince words, does she, babe?” Greg whispered under his breath to his wife as he waved back to the grinning couple on the boat.

		“She pretty much calls a cock a cock, honey,” Sara told her husband with a sweet little smile.

		“What happened to that conservative little wife of mine who wouldn’t say ‘cock’ if she had one in her hand?” he teased her as they headed up the gangplank and onto the boat.

		“The poor, boring little bitch finally froze to death from being such an ice queen all of the time,” Sara shot back with a devilish grin. “I’m her permanent replacement. How do you like me so far?”

		Greg laughed so hard he almost lost his balance and fell overboard. When he finally stopped guffawing, he said, “You’ll do, miss hot pants. I believe you’ll do, at that!”

		They stepped down onto the deck and Monique ran over to them and swept Sara into her arms. Last night, when they’d first kissed each other hello in the cocktail lounge, it had been just two light little pecks on the cheek from each of them.

		Today, in the bright San Diego sunshine, right next to a dock crowded with on-looking strangers, Monique embraced her new friend from Texas tightly and her tongue went right inside Sara’s very welcoming mouth. The torrid kiss raged on and on for a full minute and a half.

		Sara sneaked one eye open and saw that Bass was grinning at the spectacle of his wife macking so hotly on another woman, Greg, on the other hand, looked gob smacked, his mouth hanging open in drop-jawed amazement as the two gorgeous women rubbed their breast together, ran their fingers through each other’s hair, and swapped whole mouthfuls of spit!

		“I never get tired of that—two beauties like them making out so passionately,” Bass remarked to Greg, “but I have to admit, I’ve never seen Monique quite so taken with another girl. She’s been raving about Sara all morning long; couldn’t wait to see her again.”

		Sara’s heart did a little back-flip in her chest! She just loved hearing that. It made her feel super-hot all over!

		Well, I guess if Greg was harboring any thoughts about me maybe stretching the truth a little about what Mon and I did together last night, he’s over them by now.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, oh, how I missed you, Texas!” Monique panted as they finally broke apart.

		“I missed you too, Mon,” Sara said, a thoroughly happy smile on her face, her arm still around Monique’s waist and Mon’s around hers.

		“Hey, how are you today, handsome?” Monique asked, glancing over at Greg just then.

		She slipped away from Sara momentarily and threw both arms around her husband’s neck instead. Sara grinned as her girlfriend proceeded to rock Greg’s world.

		The kiss the supermodel-pretty platinum blonde gave a very surprised Greg was just as hot as the one she’d bestowed on Sara moments ago. Not to be outdone, Sara went over to Bass and whispered, “Monique said you couldn’t wait to fuck me, is that true?”

		And then she kissed him, both arms around his neck, her tongue all over the inside of his mouth, her very erect nipples digging into his broad, sun-tanned chest. He sighed and held her tight and she could feel that his cock was already half hard as he rubbed it unobtrusively against her pelvis while they made out.

		“If I didn’t before, I sure do now, after that scorcher of a hello kiss,” Bass said with a knowing smile as their lips finally separated. “You’re an incredibly exciting woman, Sara, from what my wife tells me.”

		“Well, she would know,” Sara replied with a sassy little return smile.

		Bass stepped away from her with a look of reluctance on his handsome face, clearly not wanting to let go of her. He said, “Well, let’s get underway, shall we? The quicker we clear port and get out to sea, the quicker the real fun can begin.”

		Sara went over and put her arm around Monique’s waist again, and then wrapped her other arm around Greg’s waist. They walked toward the bow of the boat together, Greg’s I-can’t-believe-this-is-happening-to-me, shit-eating grin plastered on his face.

		They had to split apart to into single file to negotiate their way down the narrow strip of deck between the top of the cabin and the stainless steel, ankle-high railing that surrounded the deck. As they reached the bow area of the deck, Monique sat them down on a small sun tanning platform. It was a raised area with a thick, upholstered, white plastic cushion atop it that was only about three feet above the rest of the deck area.

		“Have you guy’s sailed much?” she asked them.

		“Nope, just a couple of landlubbers here, mostly,” Greg said as he smiled up at her from his seat next to Sara.

		“That’s okay, Bass and I are sailors enough for all four of us. We own a forty-eight foot Oceanis, from Benetau Boats; that we sail all the time. We keep it docked in Marina Del Ray. Just sit here, out of the way, and we’ll be underway in a minute.”

		“How long is this boat?” Greg asked.

		“She’s a fifty-footer. She’s a little old, but in extremely nice shape, so we shouldn’t have any trouble handling her.”

		With that, Monique turned on her heel in the boat shoes she was wearing and went over to cast off the bow line. Bass scrambled over and cast off the stern line, jumped into the cockpit, engaged the propeller, and backed the big sailboat clear of the dock.

		Once in the small boat harbor, he steered them out past the small seawall and into the open ocean. He set the big wheel in place with two lines tied off on both sides of the cockpit coaming, and then he and Monique were busily hopping about, running out sails. In a few minutes, he was back at the helm and had the boat cresting gently into the oncoming waves, sailing along magnificently, due west, and out into the wide Pacific.

		“This is pretty nice,” Greg remarked, settling back against the cushion, looking up at the sails and the blue sky, “and those two sure look like they know what they’re doing, too.”

		Sara snuggled in closer to him. She whispered, “You are so damned smart.”

		He looked over at her, surprised. She grinned and said, “I didn’t want to come here, to this resort. I was afraid, scared as hell at the idea of being in such a naughty place. And now, here I am, having the absolute time of my life!”

		He just smiled at her for long moments, and then his face turned serious, “You really like Monique, don’t you? I was almost jealous, watching the two of you kiss.”

		“Horny is more like it,” she teased him back gently “I bet you were horny as hell, watching the two of us make out together, weren’t you?”

		“Yeah, that, too, but you looked like she was really turning you on, babe.”

		Sara broke out into a huge smile and said, “Wait until you’re kissing her when she’s completely nude, and she’s rubbing those sweet little tits of hers all over your bare chest and sucking your tongue. Then you’ll know what being turned on is all about, honey. Trust me on that one!”

		He gulped and licked his lips nervously as he thought about that. After a moment, he asked her, “Is it going to make you jealous, if she…she’s…with me like that?”

		Sara kissed him on the ear and whispered, “That’s what today is all about, Greg. You’re going to fuck Monique, and I’m going to fuck Bass, and Monique and I are going to make love every conceivable way two girls can make love—while you two horndogs watch us do it—and then we’ll probably trade off again and I’ll fuck you while Bass fucks that incredibly hot wife of his.”

		Greg sucked in his breath at the thought of all that, and then finally said, with a goofy, ‘I’ve died and gone to heaven’ smile on his face, “Okay.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		Anchored For Pleasure

		

		When Bass had them far enough at sea to be out of sight of the southern California coastline, he headed north in the open water. After another half hour of sailing flat out, he and Monique hauled in the sails and dropped anchor.

		The day was near perfect, with light swells running and the afternoon sun gradually dipping toward the far horizon. As soon as they’d settled in, Monique took her big straw purse out to the front sun area and shooed Greg to the rear of the boat.

		As he looked back over his shoulder, he saw Monique take off the loose blouse she had on and then the tiny bikini top she’d been wearing underneath it. Greg grabbed a hold of a rope and held himself in place, watching intently as the lovely blonde eased her denim, daisy duke shorts off and kicked out of her boating shoes.

		Goddamned…look at that ass! He said to himself as Monique flicked the ultra-tiny bikini bottoms she was wear off, leaving herself totally nude to his appreciative eye.

		Smiling like a little girl about to get a special treat on her birthday, Monique bent down and took hold of Sara’s wrists. She pulled her up, onto her feet, and kissed her as her busy fingers started on Greg’s wife’s blouse, bikini bra, Capri pants, and the bikini bottoms she wore under them.

		In seconds, the two tall, completely naked beauties were making out like crazy before Greg’s astonished eyes. They were roughly the same height, Sara black-haired, large breasted, her rounded ass perfect, and her long legs looking fantastic in the bright sunlight.

		In contrast, Monique’s skin was golden brown from constant exposure to the sun. Her long, straight, platinum-blonde hair fell all around Sara’s naked shoulders as they kissed, mingling with her curly raven locks, their hands roaming all over each other as they made out. Monique’s firm little globes of breast were tight up against Sara’s larger, white, softer ones.

		The two girls stopped kissing but remained in each other’s arms, Monique turned to where Greg stood, unabashedly staring at them, and made a shooing motion again with her hand. Smiling playfully at him, she said, “Go away! Go below and have a drink with Bass. Can’t two friends do a little nude sunbathing together without prying male eyes watching their every move?”

		Greg laughed and shook his head. He made his way down the narrow strip of deck between the top of the cabin and the stainless steel rail surrounding the deck until he was back in the cockpit.

		Once down the few steps and in the cabin, below deck, he found Bass sipping a Samuel Adams lager and staring out the small windows at the front of the cabin. Coming up along side him, his breath caught in his throat as he saw what Bass’s view was locked onto.

		“Absolutely breath-taking together, aren’t they?” Bass asked in a soft, bemused tone.

		Greg knew his eyes were probably bugging out of his head, but he couldn’t help it. Sara was on her back on the tanning bed and Monique was rubbing slippery suntan oil all over her magnificent upper body.

		“Look at her nipples!” Greg sighed longingly, “I don’t think I’ve ever seen Sara’s nipples that erect in my whole life!”

		“And take a peek at that little pussy of hers, as well,” Bass pointed out, his own voice heavy with lust. “Mon hasn’t put any lotion down there yet, but just look at how shiny with lube those tiny pink lips of hers are already!”

		Greg did look. His wife’s cute little waxed-bald snatch was utterly gleaming with girl oil. It was running out of her petite pink pussy lips and down into the crack of her ass.

		Monique seemed to notice that as well just then. With a naughty little smile, she stopped massaging Sara’s fabulous tits and moved lower, so that she could bend forward and run her tongue up the reclining woman’s labia, capturing all of that oozing pussy juice on her tongue and then swallowing it as Sara watched.

		“That may be the single fucking hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my entire life!” Greg whispered breathlessly.

		“The day and evening are barely under way, my friend,” Bass said, his eyes never leaving the two women. “I’ve seen Monique with literally dozens of women over the year, perhaps as many as a hundred.”

		He at last turned and looked Greg in the eye and said, “We first got together ten years ago, when she was eighteen and I was twenty, and we started playing around with other couples right away. But I’ve never seen her so excited about another girl before, not ever!”

		Focusing his attention on the tanning cushion again, he said, “She can’t stop raving about your Sara. The two of them have really got an intense connection going between them.”

		Greg sucked in a breath as he watched his wife come up off the cushion, kiss Monique’s pussy juice-smeared lips eagerly for long moments, and then take the tube of tanning oil from her. She went after Monique’s spectacular body with the same fervor the blonde girl had exhibited for hers, enthusiastically slathering the slippery oil all over it.

		Bass reached over and cracked open a pop-up air vent, so that they could better hear what was going on a few feet away, out on the deck. Greg felt his hard on get even harder as he heard Monique say, “Oh, that’s right, Texas, squeeze ‘em. Squeeze my titties and my ass cheeks! Own me, make me lick that hot pussy of yours like I was your little slave bitch, darling!”

		“Holy fuck, look at that!” Greg sighed, watching his once sedate, conservative little wife kiss Monique hotly as she oiled up her handfuls of tit and squeezed them lightly in her palms.

		Sara’s hands moved down onto the other woman’s ass cheeks, just as she’d requested. Monique moaned loudly as Sara kneaded her taut butt mounds in her strong grip, rubbing the tight hills of flesh up and down against one another, mashing the halves of Monique’s overflowing lower lips together.

		“Damn, look at all of the pussy lube running out of Mon’s cunt!” Bass hissed in amazement. “Sara’s got her so hot that she’s juicing her like she’s squeezing two peach halves together!”

		Sara saw that as well. With a sultry moan of pure arousal, she pushed Monique onto her back and dove on her pussy, pushing her pretty face in between the slender girl’s splayed open thighs, licking and sucking at the free-flowing pussy oil.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Texas,” Monique whimpered, “I thought you were going to make me lick your pussy first!”

		“Fuck that!” Sara gasped, coming up for air, her face shiny with oil. “Let’s sixty-nine; I can’t wait to feel you eat me, and I can’t get enough of this hot little pussy of yours either!”

		The two women scrambled into position atop the cushion, Monique on top, licking like mad, and Sara underneath her, pushing her hips eagerly up off the soft surface as she sucked frantically at her lover’s hot slit. Aside from a few little moans and excited squeals of pleasure, there was only the sound of the ocean and the boat’s gentle rocking as the women went crazy on each other’s succulent, moist pink flesh.

		“Beer?--I’m going to have one,” Bass asked in a hollow, thoroughly aroused sounding voice as he went over to the refrigerator and got out another Sam Adams for himself, placing the empty he’d been holding in the small sink as he passed it.

		“Sure,” Greg said watching in awed fascination as his wife ate pussy like she just couldn’t get enough.

		I never in my life thought I’d see Sara with another woman, Greg mused, barely able to get his mind around what he was witnessing. And I sure as hell never thought that the woman would look like a fucking supermodel, like Monique Fox does, or that the two of them would be so completely into each other!

		“Thanks,” he said, taking the beer from Bass, his eyes never leaving the wild tableau playing out just a few feet away on the tanning bed.

		“I vote we give them another two orgasms—which shouldn’t take long the way they’re going at it—and then join them on deck,” Bass said, watching as Sara’s tongue snaked up into his wife’s pussy lips and Monique burbled happily down into the Texas girl’s cunt, lapping at it like a woman possessed. “We might have time for one beer after this one.”

		As he spoke, Bass reached into his shaving case, which was open and sitting on the galley’s counter a few feet away. He took out a prescription pill bottle and another one that looked to be some sort of over the counter product.

		“This is Viagra,” he said, uncapping the prescription bottle and holding it out to Greg. “Put a couple of those in your pocket and take one right now, with your beer.”

		Greg grinned, “I don’t think I’m going to need any help getting my dick hard—not around those two!”

		He jerked his head toward the window and Bass looked over just to see the women clutching frantically at each other, pushing their pussies against each other’s mouths as both of them climaxed, shivering and wailing out their pleasure. Bass smiled and took one of the blue pills himself as he watched.

		“Once Monique gets going, she can fuck all night long,” Bass warned his guest. “And since you’re going to be the one fucking her, mostly, this afternoon and tonight, I’d take one of these now and stow another one or two away where you can get at them if you need them, if I were you.”

		Greg started at that statement, looking out at the two screaming, orgasming beauties. He thought about Monique, those lips, that perfect little ass, those incredible long legs of hers wrapped around him as he fucked her!

		He took one of the blue pills and swallowed it, and put two more in his pocket. Bass smiled his approval and tipped the other bottle, nodding for Greg to put his hand under it. A number of the small, round pills spilled out into his palm.

		“These are from France. I buy it by the case. It’s some sort of super-protein builder. It’s also all natural and harmless; you can’t take too much of it. Your body just passes it when it can’t absorb anymore.”

		“What does it do?”

		“It makes your sperm count go way up, as well as helping your body restore your semen levels to their optimum state more quickly than they’d get there without it. I eat it like candy, since Monique is God’s own expert when it comes to sucking every last drop of come out of a man’s nuts, or fucking it out of them with that snug little cunt of hers, or that incredibly tight ass.”

		“She likes anal?” Greg blurted excitedly.

		“She loves it,” Bass assured him. “And she’s got some lube that she buys in England that is the slickest stuff I’ve ever come across. Makes ass-fucking her a pure trip to heaven, and she sometimes gives me handjobs--using that stuff--that have to be experienced to be believed.”

		Shaking his head in amazement, Greg downed a handful of the round pills along with Bass as they watched the two women move back into an embrace, soul-kissing each other like crazy, their tongues eagerly licking the pussy juice from their recent shared orgasms off each other’s cheeks and chins, in between sucking tongue together.

		“I’ll take that other beer,” Greg sighed, his eyes never leaving the enraptured women. “I don’t know if I’m going to have time to finish it, with them going at each other that hot and heavy. But I’ll give her a try.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		Trading Partners

		

		Greg and Bass approached the tanning cushion wearing only their swim trunks. Greg had on the same baggy grey ones he’d been wearing last night, in the sand dunes.

		Bass’s tastes ran to more of a Speedo look. His trunks were black and hugged his lean body like a second skin, his much larger than average cock already better than half hard beneath them as they approached the girls.

		“What kept you boys?” Monique panted; her blue eyes radiant with excitement.

		She was holding Sara close. The Texas girl’s eyes still were closed in fulfilled ecstasy, Monique having licked her to another searing climax just a half a minute before.

		“We were watching you two through the cabin window,” Bass said, his voice husky with out-and-out lust.

		Sara’s eyes shot open. She grinned at them, clearly not put out at all with them for watching her and Monique make love so passionately.

		“You naughty boys,” she whispered, her own voice sounding lower than normal, her pink nipples still standing out on her big, round, white breasts as she held them against her lover’s smaller brown ones, “did you like what you saw? Were we hot enough for you?”

		Greg laughed, trying for a relaxed chuckle but too wound up by what he’d just seen to pull it off. Instead, his laugh sounded tight and high-pitched from arousal.

		“Watching the two of you together would give a dead guy a hard on, babe,” he told his wife, his cock lurching against the fabric of his trunks.

		“I think I’d like proof of that,” Monique teased him, her voice low and breathy. “We’re both naked, boys. Let’s see some dick, if you want to play with us.”

		Sebastian Fox was not shy. His tight suit hit the deck seconds later, and both Sara and Monique’s faces lit up.

		“Oh, my, darling, you are happy to join us, aren’t you?” Monique said, staring at his hard cock.

		“What a nice one,” Sara sighed longingly, looking at the long, thick hunk of dick meat.

		Then she seemed to realize that her husband was right there, watching her admiring reaction to another man’s naked prick. She turned to him and whispered, “I love you so, baby. Come on, get naked with us. Monique’s been dying to suck your cock ever since she first met us in the lobby yesterday afternoon. She told me she was; the little slut!”

		Monique made a great show of faux pouting. She said to her new girlfriend, “I can’t tell you any of my little secrets, can I, darling, without you blurting them right out?”

		The two women laughed and then kissed again. Greg dropped his trunks and approached the tanning cushion, along with Bass.

		It seemed odd as hell to Greg when the four of them were together on the cushion, because his wife went into Bass’s arms instead of his. And then Monique came to him and put her arms around his neck and kissed him.

		For the first time, he felt her firm little mounds of tit up against his chest and reveled in the taste of her, the feel of her hard, sexy body grinding against his as they tongue-kissed. He felt his dick pulse against her flat belly and sighed.

		Opening his eyes, he felt his heart grab in his chest as he watched another man kissing his Sara for the first time! She was eating it up, too, rubbing those big, fantastic tits of hers against Bass’s smooth, muscular, hairless chest as they made out together like two horny teenagers.

		Greg saw the bulge of her tongue against the inside of the other man’s cheek and knew that it was circling around and around Bass’s tongue! God, she’s so hot for him! Look at her push those sweet titties of hers against his chest and swap spit with him like she wants to eat him right up!

		Monique pulled her lips from his just then and he tore his eyes away from Sara and Bass and looked deep into the eyes of the platinum blonde goddess in his arms. She smiled at him as if she wanted to gobble up every inch of him and whispered, “You’re such a sexy man, Greg. I’ve got to have you. I need for you to take me in every way a man can take a woman!”

		Greg sighed, a shiver going through his body as she spoke. His Sara was terrific. She was a flawless beauty, and he loved her with all his heart.

		But Monique was probably the hottest-looking woman he’d ever seen up close in his entire life. She was magazine-cover beautiful and she wanted him! He could barely believe it.

		But he had to believe it, because just then, she scooted away from him and got him onto his back, moving immediately in between his legs on her stomach. Greg gasped as those perfect lips of hers engulfed his cock head for the first time and that devilish tongue of hers, a tongue that had so recently teased his wife’s clit right up to heaven, was suddenly all over his cock tip.

		“Oh, oh, Jesus,” he moaned aloud, glancing over at the other couple as he did so.

		His breath froze in his throat. Sara was on her back right next to him; only inches separated their two bodies.

		And Bass’s big, thick, very long hard on was slowly sliding down into his wife’s body! Greg fought to breathe, as he watched his wife taking another man’s cock.

		She did take it, too, all the way up to Bass’s impressive nut sac! Sara moaned and twisted underneath him, adjusting to his girth and length.

		Looking over at her husband, she smiled encouragingly at him and whispered, “Oh, honey, he’s got a big one…but it feels so nice way up inside of me like this!”

		Greg trembled and fought to keep from going off in Monique’s mouth at that instant, her lips going up and down on his prick relentlessly, her tongue all over him as she sucked. Sara reached out with her left and he instinctively took it in his right.

		She squeezed his hand lovingly as Bass began to fuck her and, in that instant, he realized that everything was fine between them.

		Greg suddenly…got it!

		He grasped what this was all about, and any jealousy or fear he might have been feeling seemed to just fall away. Sara was his. She was his girl, now and forever. She might have had another guy’s huge dick in her at the moment, but she was still just as much his right at that second as she’d ever been.

		This was for fun! This was just four friends loving each other, sharing their bodies, enjoying each other.

		He looked down at Monique and smiled triumphantly. This was fantastic, out here in the sunshine, on this beautiful boat, with two of the most gorgeous women God ever made…it didn’t get any better than this!

		“Oh, oh, yeah, Bass, darling, just like that,” Sara gasped just then, moving her hips under his gliding thrusts, perfectly in time with them, “fuck me just like that!”

		Greg looked over at his spectacular wife and just watched her fuck for long moments. She was magnificent!

		Bass caught his eye and grinned, as if in agreement. Greg grinned back and then shifted his gaze to Monique, who was absolutely worshipping his dick with her talented mouth and tongue.

		Greg reached down and captured a bouncing tit in each hand and squeezed the oiled up orbs lovingly, drawing a gurgling moan of pure pleasure from Monique’s cock-stuffed throat. He sighed and got a nipple in between each thumb and forefinger and began to tug at them lightly while Monique’s stunning face flew up and down his hard dick.

		Bass gave out with a low moan, and Greg turned to watch him fucking Sara again. His eyes were closed in pure bliss and he drove himself in and out of that tight little pussy.

		Sara gasped and put her arms around his back, drawing him in even closer. She sighed, “Oh, I’m getting so close. Fuck me, baby, fuck me hard with that big dick of yours. Make me come, Bass!”

		Greg let go of Monique’s nipples and stopped her frantic sucking, placing his palm against her forehead. He said, “I’ve got to fuck you, baby. I want that little pussy of yours so bad!”

		She grinned impishly at him and got up onto her knees. In seconds, she was on top of his groin, lining up his spit-shiny cock with her juicy little pink cleft.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, but you’re tight!” He closed his eyes in ecstasy as she settled down onto him, her pussy sheath grabbing at his cock as she moved her ass around in a tight circle and then began to ride up and down on him.

		Sara sucked in her breath and he looked over at her. She was right on the edge of a huge orgasm and she was watching Monique intently.

		“Do him good, darling!” Sara moaned, trembling under Bass’s hard, steady thrusts. “Oh, God, your man is giving it to me so great, Mon. I’m going to come. Fuck my Greg good, darling…I love both of you so much!”

		She started to shiver and then rolled her head from side to side on the cushion as the orgasm slammed into her. Sara screamed up into the clear blue sky, “I’m coming! Oh, fuck, I’m coming so hard!”

		Greg watched in awe as his beautiful wife wailed out her pleasure and came like crazy on Sebastian Fox’s cock. It was hard to describe what he was feeling. The two lovers he was watching were absolute perfection together. His Sara was bucking and writhing and orgasming furiously. It was one of the most beautiful—but at the same time—gut-wrenching things he’d ever witnessed!

		“God, damn you’re a lucky man, Greg,” Bass said through gritted teeth, still hammering down into the climaxing goddess beneath him. “This little pussy is just perfect, and Sara is so fucking gorgeous when she comes!”

		Monique had stopped fucking Greg momentarily. She sat atop him, his cock deep up inside her, just beaming at her husband and her girlfriend.

		Looking down at Greg she said, “That was so wonderful! He did her just right, didn’t he? They were so perfect together, just then!”

		Greg smiled up at her and said, “They were at that. I’ve never watched Sara fuck before; I’ve always been the one doing the fucking. It’s really something to see. She’s fantastic.”

		“So are you, sexy,” Monique said, leaning down to kiss him, her hips starting to move again.

		As they kissed, out of the corner of his eye, Greg saw Bass whispering something in his wife’s ear as Sara finally settled back onto the cushion after her orgasm had ebbed. She giggled and nodded her head in agreement with whatever it was he’d whispered.

		As he watched, Sara moved out from under Bass and got up onto her hands and knees. She was right in front of him as he went back up onto his knees and leaned back on his heels. His cock, gleaming with a thick coating of her girl oil and her recent orgasm’s outpouring of female ejaculate, throbbed right in front of her lips.

		Greg’s breath froze as he watched his sexy wife lean forward and suck every last inch of Bass’s glistening cock into her mouth. She tilted her head, so that she could take him all, and began to suck him off.

		Bass reached down and took a big, full tit in each palm and squeezed them as Sara enthusiastically sucked his dick. He sighed, whispering just loudly enough for Greg to hear him, too, “I can’t last long, darling. Not after that hot fuck you just gave me. Get ready to swallow it.”

		Sara mewled happily around his gliding cock, her cheeks hollowing with suction, her tongue tip showing in the hollows as it swirled around and around Bass’s hard on while she sucked. The kneeling man gasped and squeezed her tits a bit harder.

		“God, you’re so fucking beautiful, Sara! And Jesus, can you ever suck a cock!”

		Monique moaned loudly and really started to bounce up and down on Greg’s dick as she watched her friend going nuts on her husband’s ready-to-shoot prick. Greg’s whole body quivered at the glorious feeling of one of the tightest cunts he’d ever been inside of fluttering all around his manhood, his eyes still on Sara’s mouth.

		Bass moaned and went rigid. Greg held his breath as a two tiny droplets of white appeared at the corners of Sara’s lips and her throat began to work, swallowing!

		Fuck, he’s coming in her mouth! She’s swallowing his load for him!’

		“Jesus, Jesus, that’s it, gulp it down, you fucking hottie!” Bass wailed, coming hard.

		Sara swallowed again, her tongue still moving around frantically, milking him for more come. Greg could see it still circling beneath her hollowed cheeks as she sucked!

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” he groaned as he went off in Monique, watching his wife gulp down mouthful after mouthful of another man’s spunk.

		Monique’s high-pitched, keening wail joined his throaty groan as she began to come around Greg’s spurting cock. She melted down onto his chest and held him tight as her pussy went up and down on that cock, sucking every last drop out of his exploding balls, just as Sara’s lips were doing with Bass’s prick a few feet away…

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		Are We Alright?

		

		After the heart-pounding orgasms were over, the four lovers separated. Bass got off the cushion and stood up, holding out his hand toward Monique, who was still draped across Greg’s chest. She gave him a tiny, very sweet kiss on the mouth, and then joined her husband, who took her hand and led her back to the rear of the boat.

		The two of them disappeared down into the cabin and Sara came over to Greg. She smiled tentatively at him and asked, “Are we alright?”

		He laughed and took the pad of his right forefinger and scooped the twin traces of Sebastian Fox’s come out of the corners of her mouth. He showed the large shiny, pearlescent droplet that they formed to Sara and then slowly fed it into her mouth.

		“Woops,” she said, licking the goop off and swallowing it as he watched, “Sorry about that.”

		“I’m not,” Greg said, “that was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life, the way you let him power-fuck you to that great climax, and you then blew him so great. You are one hot woman, my love.”

		She giggled with delight, blushing slightly. “I wanted to be a bad girl for you, darling. I wanted you to see just how naughty I can be, both with Monique and with Bass. Did I go too far?”

		He cuddled her in close and whispered in her ear, “Hell, no. You were sensational.”

		Urging her head back just slightly, so that he could look into her eyes as he spoke, he added, “I love you right now more than I ever have in my life. This sexy, wild, new Sara is the girl I want with me for forever, understand? I just can’t get enough of her.”

		He gave her that grin she’d fallen in love with down in Galveston all those years ago and added, “The old Sara was a great gal, but this new, improved model is just fantastic!”

		She smiled and nestled happily into his chest, whispering, “Good, because I don’t think I could go back to being that other, slightly dull Sara. I liked being her for a long time, but I like being this new, bolder version of her ever so much more!”

		Glancing up at her husband, she went on to say, “I love this, Greg! I want to be wild with you all the time from now on. I want to be this way when we get back home, too. I don’t want boring anymore…and I want you to be this new, risk-taking, sexy you, all of the time from now on, too!”

		“You’ve got him, babe, trust me on that,” Greg said, hugging her lush body tight.

		They lay in companionable silence for a full minute, just enjoying each other. At last, Greg asked, “Do you want to go inside and see what Bass and Monique are up to? I think I smell food being cooked.”

		“Ummmmmm, that sounds wonderful.” She looked at him and gave him a devilish grin as she said, “It turn out that all of this fucking and sucking cock and being a bad girl is a lot of work. I’ve got to eat something to keep my strength up.”

		He laughed and helped her to her feet. Arm around her naked shoulders, he crossed the deck with her, and then let her go ahead as they single-filed past the narrow walkway and then went down into the cockpit.

		“Ooh, what’s all of this?” Sara asked as they got down into the cabin proper.

		Monique and Bass were both wearing aprons. They were still naked beneath the aprons, but the no-nonsense, red and white-striped galley aprons did cover the front of their bodies as they worked side by side at the sink and the small four burner stove.

		“This is a late lunch or early dinner,” Bass said, pointing with a pair of kitchen tongs toward four small, but very thick and delicious-looking steaks that were sizzling next to one another in a big fry pan.

		In with the steaks, Sara noticed, were bits of garlic and onion, and some wonderful-looking brown sauce that was bubbling all around them. She walked by Bass and mischievously pinched his bare right butt cheek as she passed over to drape an arm around Monique’s shoulder.

		“Hey, no distracting the cook, not if you want this to come out perfect,” Bass said, grinning over at his wife and Sara.

		His face went serious as he looked at the pair of them and then he said, “The two of you standing there like that, especially with those super-tits of Sara’s naked as they are, is distracting enough, believe me!”

		Sara flashed him a saucy smile in return put a hand under each breast and shook them at Bass, saying, “Oh, these old things—I’ve had them since junior high. You wouldn’t believe some of the trouble they’ve gotten me into over the years.”

		“Yes, I would,” Bass shot back, leering at them.

		After the shared laughter died away, Sara asked, “Is there anything I can do to help?”

		“Yes, be a love and set the table, will you, darling?” Monique asked, turning her head towards Sara.

		“Glad to,” Sara said, leaning forward and giving Monique a kiss that lasted the better part of a minute and was all tongue and passion and exchanged saliva.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, Bass was right, you are a distraction,” Monique sighed, smiling happily at her lover as they separated at last, “but one I’ll gladly put up with.”

		Sara grinned and went over to set the table. Greg asked, “What can I do?”

		“Well, I’m done with this salad,” Monique said, putting the last of the cut up avocado into the bowl of greens, shredded carrots, radicchio, and slivered black olives. “So you could peel these potatoes, if you’d like. I guess we’re going to have to boil them and mash them. I don’t trust this microwave to get them baked properly. It looks ancient.”

		Greg grinned, “That’s fine, just step aside and I’ll take over the spuds. I’ll fix you a little dish from Texas, if you’ve got another fry pan handy?”

		Monique pointed at the broiler drawer under the small oven. Greg found just what he was looking for and got to work.

		

		****

		

		“God, this is wonderful!” Sara sighed, taking another sip of wine to chase her excellent steak with. “I don’t know whether it’s the ocean air, or the fact that I was famished, or the lovely company, but this meal is perfect.”

		“I think it’s just because you’re dying to fuck all of us again, darling,” Monique said, toasting her girlfriend with her wine glass.

		The four of them laughed and then Sara said, “Well, yeah, there’s that, too, I suppose.”

		After that round of laughter died down, Bass said, “These potatoes are terrific, Greg.”

		“So’s this steak,” Greg said. “The trick with the fried potatoes is to cut ‘em real thin, layer ‘em in the pan with just enough melted butter and a tad of water, so they’ll steam while they fry, once you put the lid on.”

		“I like the way they’re chewing and crispy at the same time,” Monique observed, finishing up the last of her steak.

		“Yeah, Texas food isn’t what I’d call gourmet, most of it, but some of it is tasty as hell,” Greg allowed, pushing back from his empty plate.

		“Y’all should come down and visit us this year sometime,” Sara said, her eyes sparkling with excitement at the thought of them all under the same roof again, all in the same bed, for a few days.

		“I’ll tell you what, we’ll do that, as long as you guys agree to come and stay with us in Bel Air this year, or maybe up at our cabin at Lake Tahoe. It’s gorgeous there, all year round,” Bass said.

		“Maybe they can do both, and we can go to visit them in Texas more than once, too, darling,” Monique suggested excitedly.

		She looked across the table at Sara and said softly, “I don’t think I could deal with not seeing my long, tall Texas baby at least a few times this year.”

		Sara felt her pussy lips open and close as a huge rush of pre-come sensation roared through her body as she exchanged loving, lick-me-baby looks with Monique. She realized in that instant that she would have a hard time not seeing her new girlfriend frequently as well.

		I think I’m about half in love with her, Sara admitted to herself. And I’m pretty sure she feels the same way about me.

		Glancing over at her husband, she thought, I’m really, really in love with my sweet Greg, now more than ever. But I do have strong feelings for Monique as well!

		“Monique and I thought that we’d serve a very unique desert this afternoon,” Bass said just then.

		“Oh, what’s that?” Sara asked.

		“Your pussy,” Bass said with a roguish leer, “Monique assures me that it’s the pinkest, sweetest, hottest little treat imaginable.”

		Sara blushed, an almost bashful smile on her face. She said softly, “You guys…you’re so damned bad…do you know that? And sexy, too; y’all are too sexy for your own good!”

		

		****

		

		“This is nuts, not to mention being slightly embarrassing,” Sara protested.

		They had her spread-eagled on the big king bed at the stern of the boat, still naked. Monique was on her right, lying on her tummy where her mouth could easily reach the pebbly little nub atop Sara’s large, rounded, breast mound. Greg was across from Monique, also on his stomach, his mouth already hovering over his wife’ left tit.

		“It seems perfectly reasonable to me,” Bass chimed in just then, on his belly between Sara’s spread legs, his mouth inches from her already very wet pussy lips, “especially since I drew the short straw and get to be the lucky one to lick this little jewel first.”

		“Ready, set, and go!” Monique snickered, pouncing on Sara’s nipple, Greg just a second behind her.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, but that feels wild!” Sara gasped as two mouths began to lick and suck at her sensitive nipples in unison while Bass’s long, swiping tongue descended on her clit!

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		Ecstasy, Tripled

		

		“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, holy fuck!” Sara babbled mindlessly, her clit seemingly stuck on ‘come’.

		They had round-robined her twice so far, with Monique moving over across her body to suck her left tit instead of the right one, while Bass had moved up to claim the vacated right breast, while Greg’s mouth and tongue had replaced Bass’s on Sara’s pussy. She’d come twice already and was rapidly approaching yet another orgasm.

		“Again…it’s happening…again!” Sara screamed as her clit throbbed crazily and her ass began to hunch frantically up off the bed, grinding her pussy against her husband’s hot mouth and tongue. “Oh, you sweet fuckers…you’re making me come and come!”

		When she finally stopped moaning and sighing and jerking her hips up off the mattress, her three pussy-hungry lovers changed again. Now Monique was on her tummy between Sara’s legs, a big smile on her pretty face as she looked up at her lover across the expanse of Sara’s flat belly and through the vee of her well-sucked tits.

		“What a wet little cunny you’ve got, babydoll,” she whispered, “so juicy, so hot and slick!”

		She slipped her middle two fingers into Sara’s slippery opening, to illustrate her point, and then began to daintily lick her girlfriend’s sensitive clit as she finger-fucked her. Sara whimpered, and put her palms against the back of the boys’ heads, forcing their mouths down tighter on her tits.

		She was on fire! Her body was so keyed up that she knew she’d be coming yet again in no time.

		These three were magic, this evening; Sara had never been so sensitized, so excited and ready to orgasm endlessly—this kind of heart-pounding, over and over again arousal and climax pattern was brand new to her and so thrilling, so exotic, that Sara could barely contain herself!

		“Ummmmmmmmm, what a sweet pussy your have, Texas,” Monique cooed, slipping a third finger inside, her tongue never stopping its caress of Sara’s swollen clit.

		Sara moaned and tossed her raven locks from side to side, winding up for yet another huge release. She felt a fourth finger enter her and her mind flashed back to last night, when that kid with the horsecock had stretched her pussy open with it—her girlfriend’s hand was beginning to feel a little like that, with all of those fingers inside her!

		Just then, Monique’s thumb joined the closely-bunched fingers, making a fat spear of digits that pierced Sara’s cunny again and again. The tongue on her clit pressed a little harder, and then Sara felt her lover give her pussy a sharp, thrusting stroke, and Monique’s whole hand was suddenly deep inside Sara’s pussy, all the way up to her slender wrist!

		“Fisting time, babygirl,” Monique purred, closing her hand into a fist and starting to fuck her lover with it.

		“Ugh! Oh, ooh, ugh, oh, oh, fuck!” Sara grunted, gasped, and burbled.

		“Oh, yeah, fist her, babe,” Bass urged, looking up from Sara’s tit. “Lick that little clitty of her and really give it to her!”

		Sara closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. What the three of them were doing to her right now suddenly felt wonderful, terrifying, totally forbidden, and heart-stoppingly naughty—all at the same time. She’d never imagined taking a fist up inside her tight little pussy before, especially while two men were sucking her tits so beautifully!

		“Goddamn,” Greg gasped, raising his head and staring at the spectacle of his wife’s smallish pussy stretched open around Monique’s gliding wrist, “I can see her knuckles, going up and down in Sara’s pussy; look at her belly skin ripple as she fist-fucks her!”

		“Greg, oh, Greg, she’s got her whole arm inside me!” Sara wailed, tossing her hips up mindlessly, screwing Monique’s driving fist back. “It’s so fucking big!”

		“Jesus, baby, is she hurting you?” Greg whispered, unable to take his eyes off the spectacle of his wife having her sweet little pussy ravished by Monique’s fist.

		“N-No, not really,” Sara gasped, shuddering beneath the wave of pre-come flurries suddenly gripping her pried open pussy, “it feels weird…it’s so fucking big…but it doesn’t really hurt!”

		“Bass, honey, hand me the lubed up vibe, okay?” Monique asked her husband just them, still gently fucking Sara’s pussy with her fist.

		In seconds, Bass handed his wife a small, white, bullet-shaped vibrator that he had just liberally smeared with sex lube. Smiling, Monique took it in her left hand and eased it into her lover’s anus as she continued to fuck her pussy with her right hand.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, my sweet fucking God, what a feeling that is, you nasty puss!” Sara howled as Monique turned the vibrator on and did her cunt and her ass at the same time with her fist and the sex toy.

		“Her titties, boys,” Monique whispered, “don’t forget my sweet girl’s titties. Bite her nipples a little. She’s going to go off again any second now.”

		Bass and Greg did just as she directed. They chewed lightly on Sara’s sensitive nipples as Monique upped the pace of the vibrator and her fist.

		Sara made a sound that she’d never made before, went rigid from head to toe, and then screamed, “I’m commmmmmmmiiiinnnnnnnnngggggggg!”

		The orgasm was so intense she couldn’t catch enough breath for a second scream. Her toes curled up against the bottoms of her feet, and her whole long body quivered as if a stream of electricity was going through it. The furious spasms seemed to gain in strength as her climax peaked, and then peaked even higher, one hammering heartbeat later!

		Monique kept her tongue moving around Sara’s clit during the whole, shivering, shaking super-orgasm. Only when the raging pulses of come-fury began to wane at last, did the blonde girl stop licking and begin to slowly ease her fist and the vibrator free of her girlfriend’s twitching body.

		“Oh, Omigod,” Sara finally gasped a full minute after she stopped trembling, “you three are dangerous!”

		Monique was up on her hands and knees, moving up Sara’s long body. The men removed their mouths from the sated girl’s breasts and sat back watching, as the blonde’s head came even with Sara’s shocked-looking face.

		“That was wonderful, darling,” Monique said in that low, growling whisper of hers that just seemed to ooze pure sex. “I knew my Texas babydoll would love the fist!”

		“You’re evil!” Sara said, smiling up at her. “But I love you anyway.”

		“I love you, too, darling,” Monique hissed, letting her body down atop Sara’s.

		They embraced passionately and Bass and Greg moved back a bit to watch. Sara’s skull was still pounding with the excited trip-hammer hard beat of her recent mega-orgasm.

		Her tongue shot inside Monique’s pussy-juice smeared mouth. Sara tasted herself on her lover’s lips and on her tongue.

		She loved it. Her lube and girl-jizz was exciting to taste, and sucking tongue with Monique soon had her breathing hard again in her blonde-goddess girlfriend’s passionate embrace.

		Monique slowly turned her onto her side, her lips never leaving Sara’s.

		“Look at that,” she heard Bass whisper.

		Loving her torrid make out session with Monique too much to open her eyes and look at what Bass had pointed out to Greg, she felt her husband moving around on the bed. A moment later, she heard Bass murmur, “Go ahead, she’ll love it. She’s so ready for it, just look at that puffed-open little hole.”

		Sara felt something cool against her anus a moment later, and then a male finger, probably Greg’s, she thought, eased into her ass, spreading the cool, extremely slippery goo deep up inside her back sheath. She moaned and worked her butt back against it.

		She hadn’t done anal with Greg in a few years now, but she knew she was about to start again! And she was soon proved right; his finger was replaced moments later by her husband’s fat, hard cock head.

		“Oh, oh, Mon, he’s fucking me up the ass!” she sighed, breaking off the kiss as Greg’s cock slowly filled her asshole.

		“Shhhhhh, it will be fine, darling,” Monique assured her, kissing her again momentarily, and then dropping lower, so that she could take turns sucking on both of Sara’s once again rampant nipples.

		Her lips flitted from one to the other, and her left hand dropped down to caress Sara’s super-wet pussy as she sucked them. Her lover moaned and ran her fingers through Monique’s silky platinum hair.

		“God, I’d forgotten how tight and slick this little thing could be around my cock,” Greg whispered in his wife’s ear as he gently took her from in back.

		Sara turned her head over her shoulder and Greg kissed her as he fucked her asshole. She shuddered and moaned again and, when their mouths eventually separated, she sighed, “Oh, yeah, darling, fuck me. Fuck my hot ass for me!”

		He kissed her again and Monique seemed to melt away from her, only to be replaced a heartbeat later by Bass, who eased his huge prick into her sopping wet pussy from in front and began to fuck her right along with Greg!

		Oh, God, they’re both inside me at once, Sara realized, shivering with lust as she realized what an out-and-out, porn girl slut she was being tonight!

		She’d seen naughty movies with Greg where a girl took a man up her bottom and another up her pussy at the same time, but she’d never in a million years thought that she would ever be on the receiving end of two cocks at once. The men were doing her a little faster now, driving all the way into her with each lunge of their cocks—and it felt unbelievabl… divine!

		“Oh, Mon, they’re both doing me!” she cried out as the first tiny spasm of pre-come pleasure rippled through her impaled lower body. “They’re doubling me!”

		Up on her knees, Monique beamed down at her, watching Sara take both cocks at once.

		“They are, my sweet Texas baby,” her lover whispered, her blue eyes glittering with arousal as she watched. “And you look so fucking hot, getting it that way! You look like a damned sex goddess, darling!”

		Sara groaned and gave herself over completely to what was happening to her. She loved that Monique thought she was a sex goddess! She loved Greg’s beautiful cock up her tight backside and Bass’s big rod up her pussy!

		“Mon, you were so right about me,” she sighed as those wonderful, I’m-going-to-come-again feelings began to wash over her body, “I am a bad girl. I’m a bad, bad girl after all!”

		Monique grinned and nodded, saying, “You’re the baddest, Texas! You’re my fucking dream girl, darling!”

		Sara shook with the power of her release as she started to come. She felt Greg flood her ass with his hot spunk and Bass start to unleash jet after jet of steamy jizz up her pussy at the same time.

		“Oh, yes, oh, God, yes,” she wailed, “come in me, cream me everywhere, you hot fuckers!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		I Can’t Believe I Did That

		

		Sara lazed back on the bed, Greg cuddling her. She was still wet from the short shower she’d taken in the tiny head located just off the galley, just minutes ago.

		Her hair was damp against his skin and she was running her fingers over his bare chest lovingly. He was wet, too, having ducked into the shower briefly right after her.

		They were alone in the cabin, Monique and Bass having seemed to decide-- wordlessly, instinctively--that the two of them needed a little time together after that last, surreal, other-worldly sex session, featuring her first-ever double-penetration.

		Sara was glad for the brief alone time. She, too, sensed that she and Greg needed it.

		“We’re never going to be the same again, after this little cruise, are we?” she asked him, smiling up at her handsome man.

		“No, I don’t guess we can be, after all we’ve done these past two days.”

		“Does that bother you?”

		A huge, devilish grin appeared on his face. “No, not even a little bit. This new Sara…she’s really something. I loved the old one with all my heart, but this new…incarnation of you is so much more fun, so much more thrilling to be with, babe!”

		Sara laughed easily, snuggling into him. “You like seeing Bass fuck me, don’t you, you horndog? And you love seeing Monique and I together, too.”

		Greg laughed as well. “Guilty as charged.”

		He just looked at her lovingly for the better part of a minute, and then said, “If someone had asked me, back in Houston, a week ago, if I could ever enjoy seeing my wife getting the bejeezus fucked out of her by another guy? I’d have probably punched that old boy’s lights out for even suggesting such a thing.”

		With a little shrug, he said, “Who would have believed that I’d love it? Certainly not me, that’s for sure.”

		“Are we going to play with other couples when we get home, do you think?”

		“Do you want to?”

		Sara thought about that for a moment and then smiled and nodded, “I sure hope we can. You know what I like best about it?”

		“What’s that, kitten?”

		“I like being bad for you with other people. Fucking that kid with the enormous dick last night was fun, but it wasn’t as much fun as it could have been, because you weren’t there to watch me do it.”

		Greg nodded. “I get that now. I sort of hate to admit it, but I do just love watching old Bass pouring the meat to you babe. I’d never really gotten to see you fuck before, back when I was the one doing all of the fucking.”

		He shook his head in wonder. “You’re incredible to watch when you’re having sex, honey. I never realized how sensual, how gorgeous and aroused you get, once you really get going. That blowjob you gave Bass, out on the deck, with the sky up above you, the ocean all around…it was just beautiful. It was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen!”

		She giggled; a naughty little smile on her face. “He tasted good, too. His come tastes almost exactly like yours, babe, so I didn’t have any problem swallowing it for him, even though there was a ton of it!”

		Greg laughed along with her. “Yeah, he was pretty excited at that. He really turned loose a load in that cute little mouth of yours--didn’t he, honey?”

		She nodded that he had. After a moment, Sara said, “That’s another thing that’s going to change, for sure, when we get back home.”

		He looked at her, slightly puzzled. She said, “When we get back, from now on, I want you to fuck me whenever, wherever, and however you want to. I want it bent over the kitchen counter, out in the garage up against one of the cars, out by the pool, in bed, in the shower…wherever the mood strikes you, okay?”

		He laughed and nodded his head enthusiastically. She kissed his nipple lightly and said, “And anytime you want to take me up the ass, or you need a blowjob, you’ve got it, darling. I’m going to swallow every drop for you again, from now on. And I’m going to take you up my bottom whenever you want it that way, alright?”

		Her husband chuckled and then observed, “Whatever this vacation cost was worth every penny.”

		She grinned at him. “I don’t want to be those two people we were before. I want us to be free, and wild, and fun--like we have been out here in San Diego--from now on, don’t you?”

		His eyes assured her that he did. She turned over against him and moved up slightly on his big chest, so that she could kiss him on the mouth.

		The kiss was long and full of tongue and heartfelt. When she pulled her lips from his at last, she said, “Oh, Greg, I love you so. I always have. I’m so sorry for the last year. I just felt completely…broken inside.”

		She whispered, “I so wanted to come back to you, to get back to where we were okay again, to where I could give you the kind of loving you needed. But I just couldn’t seem to do it.”

		He pulled her closer. “That’s okay, I know you were trying. I’m so glad you agreed to come out here with me, honey. I really feel like we’re back now, finally.”

		Her eyes blazed with emotion as she whispered, “Oh, we’re more than back. I really feel like we’re together again on every level now, darling. We’re forever again. I love you so!”

		This kiss lasted longer than the first one. When it was finally over, she said, playfully, “Come on, let’s go find Bass and Monique and party some more!”

		“You’re on, hot stuff,” he told her, swatting that shapely rump of hers affectionately as she scooted off the bed. “I’m just dying to fuck Monique again, while you watch.”

		She flashed him an impish grin back over her shoulder and said, “Oh, yeah, well I can hardly wait to suck Bass’s big old cock again, right in front of your amazed eyes, buddy boy!”

		Laughing together, they ran through the galley and the front room and up the stairway to the deck. Bass and Monique were sitting in the cockpit, her head on his shoulder as night began to fall.

		“Hey, there you two are,” he said, grinning happily at them. “Is everything okay?”

		Sara laughed and said, “Well, I still can barely believe that I let you two devils do that to me—both at once, I mean. I’m really not that kind of a girl. I can’t believe I did that!”

		“Oh, you’re definitely that kind of a girl, Sara,” Bass kidded her. “Don’t sell yourself short. You’re one hell of a girl!”

		The four of them laughed. Bass said, getting up, “I have to turn the running lights on and get us in closer to the beach. I don’t want some off-course oil tanker or freighter mowing us down during the night.”

		“Yeah, that might spoil the trip for sure,” Greg agreed. “Need any help?”

		“No, just sit downstairs or up on the tanning platform for a few minutes and Mon and I will get us situated for the night.”

		He winked at them and said, “And then we’ll find out more about just what sort of a girl our Sara really is, okay?”

		All of them laughed again, and Sara felt her face turning red. She knew exactly what kind of a girl she was…she was a girl who had discovered that she just loved sex. And she meant to have a lot more of it with Greg and their new wonderful friends before morning!

		

		****

		

		Monique and Bass had them snug and secure for the night in less than half an hour. They were now about a thousand yards off the southern California coastline, in a small indentation that was too small to be called a harbor.

		The swells seemed smaller here, and they could see the lights of houses onshore, and street lamps off in the distance. Bass had the running lights lit now, and the anchor in place, so they wouldn’t drift in closer to shore during the night.

		She and Bass were strolling on the bow, near the tanning platform. He was drinking a brandy and she was sipping a double martini that Monique had made for her a few minutes ago.

		Monique was sitting in the cockpit, talking and laughing with Greg. Bass had his arm draped over her naked shoulders as they walked. None of them had bothered to put any clothes on yet, though the air was cooling down rapidly as the sun started to set.

		“This has been a magical boat trip for us,” she told her host, staring up at his handsome face. “Thank you for that, and for being such a sweet man.”

		He smiled at her and took a sip of his brandy. “Monique and I have vacationed at Inhibitions well over a dozen times, maybe two dozen, but we’ve never enjoyed meeting another couple as much as we’ve enjoyed meeting you and Greg.”

		She ran her palm lovingly over his broad chest and said, “We’ve just loved getting to know you and Monique better, too, dear Bass. We both love y’all to pieces.”

		He bent and kissed her, and it seemed the most natural thing in the world to her. Sara didn’t feel a bit awkward or odd, kissing Bass Fox or his lovely wife anymore. It felt as normal to her as kissing her own husband.

		When they broke apart, he sipped his brandy again and she sampled her martini once more. He asked, “Are you going to be okay, once you get home? Monique told me about all of the…problems, you and Greg were having after that unfortunate…failed pregnancy. That must have been awful, losing your baby.”

		“It was,” Sara admitted, “but I think we’re going to be okay now, after this trip, after meeting you and Mon.”

		“I hope so,” he said earnestly, “if you ever need anything, don’t hesitate to call us.”

		“Thank you so much for that,” she said, “I just wish we didn’t live so far apart. I wish we could see you two more often, and I know Greg would love that, too.”

		He laughed and said, “Well, our offer still stands. Anytime you want to fly to LA and visit, we’ll be happy to welcome you into our bedroom for your stay.”

		After a moment, he added, “And there are actually people in Texas who enjoy sex, too, you know, besides you and Greg.”

		“Well, I sure don’t know any of them!” Sara laughed. “I swear--half of my girlfriends’ act like they’d die of shock if they met a real man like you, who could throw them a good, hard, teeth-rattling fuck, Bass!”

		He chuckled and said, “There’s a couple we know--actually, we met them here, about three years ago--and we’ve partied with them five or six times since then. They spend part of the year in Galveston; they have a condo on the beach, and part in Dallas. I’ll give you their numbers.”

		She beamed at that news and he went on to say, “Dave’s a great guy, Greg will love him, and so will you. He’s got a whopper of a dick and he’s very good with it.”

		He winked at Sara and she dissolved into a fit of embarrassed but happy giggles. When she stopped tittering, he went on to add, “And his wife, Brianna? What a fucking cutie she is…and she just loves pussy. You two should definitely hit it off.”

		“Will she like Greg, too, do you think?”

		“She’ll love him, and I bet he becomes very fond of her as well. Monique tells me that Greg is a great fuck; a very sexy guy. Brianna is short but not a bit fat, with tits that are almost as big as yours, and a gorgeous face…what’s not to love?”

		Sara grinned. “I definitely want to meet them!”

		“And they have some very nice, very attractive friends that they party with all the time that I’m sure they’ll be happy to introduce to you two, once they get to know you. Monique and I went to a party they threw in honor of our visit to Galveston, and we had a ball, let me tell you!”

		“How wonderful,” Sara enthused, “I’ve been worried about how we were going to meet some people we’d like to…uh…let our hair down with once we got back to Texas. Our friends are nice, but they’re all so hopelessly dull, when it comes to this sort of thing.”

		“Don’t you worry about a thing, babydoll,” Bass told her, putting his arm around her again and walking her back toward the stern of the boat.

		His hand slipped down onto her left breast this time as they walked, palming it loosely, giving it a light, friendly squeeze. She didn’t mind at all. She transferred her drink to her left hand as they walked back, and dropped her right onto Bass’s right butt cheek and gave it a hard squeeze as well. He laughed at her boldness and said, “Let’s go below, where it’s a little warmer, what do you say?”

		“It’s going to get a lot warmer, when we get there, if I’ve got anything to say about it, darling! Frankly, I can’t wait to fuck you again.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		Swapping The Night Away

		

		Bass closed door to the cabin and set the heater at seventy degrees, so that they’d be comfortable in the nude all night long. They had another couple of rounds of drinks, with Sara sitting on Bass’s naked lap and Monique sitting on Greg’s as they laughed and talked and drank their cocktails.

		Sara felt wonderful. There wasn’t an ounce of nervousness or jealousy or any other negative emotion in the room. She felt like she’d known and loved Bass and Monique for years, not hours, and she could tell Greg felt the same way about their new friends.

		As night fell completely outside, Bass found a good rock station on the radio and turned it up. The two couples danced, trading partners frequently.

		When Sara danced with Monique, the two men sat and watched, enthralled. Greg got up at one point, his dick well on its way to hardness, and got a blue pill out of Bass’s kit bag and swallowed it. Then he chased it with a handful of some round pills from another bottle and sat back down.

		“What’s that stuff, baby?” Sara asked, curious, her head resting on Monique’s shoulder as they slow-danced around the cabin together.

		“Dick hardener and semen replentisher,” he told her, grinning at her.

		“Oh, my goodness, how wonderful!” she shot back, nuzzling in closer to Monique’s lovely, naked curves. “Take some more, why don’t you. I’ve got a feeling you’re gong to need it. Mon seems to be in a horny mood, the way she keeps rubbing those hot little tits of hers up against me.”

		Monique pulled back, smiled, and whispered, “You’ve got that right, Texas, come here and give me some sugar!”

		The two women kissed passionately and Greg’s dick went from pretty hard to diamond cutter hard in a few heartbeats. He grinned over at Bass, who was sitting next to him, his own cock stiff enough to hang a hat on.

		“What a night this is going to be,” Bass said, smiling, his eyes going back to his wife and Greg’s as they sucked tongues and rubbed their hard nipples up against one another’s tits.

		“Oh, yeah,” Greg agreed happily, taking another big cut out of his bourbon and water.

		

		****

		

		“I can’t seem to get enough of these tonight, Mon!” Sara gasped, licking Greg’s hard cock and then turning her head the other way to kiss and lap at Bass’s.

		She was on the bed in between the two men, sucking at their hot, hard flesh, taking turns on the two swollen pricks. Her face was completely covered in a sheen of her own spit and the men’s pre-come, and she delighted in the feel of the warm skin of their super-hard pricks gliding over her cheeks, her chin, and her closed eyelids, before sucking one of them again, and then the other.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you look so incredibly sexy, going after those hard cocks the way you are,” Monique told her happily. “That’s my hot Texas baby! Suck ‘em, lick ‘em, rub that cock oil all over that pretty, naughty little face of yours, darling!”

		Monique was sitting on top of Greg’s mouth as she urged her lover on. He was thrusting his tongue up into her juicy twat and she was rubbing her clit all over it.

		There was a loud gulping sound as Greg swallowed another mouthful of her leaking pussy juice and then lapped upward into her pink folds, searching of more. Bass was avidly surveying the scene, a smile that was at once beatific and also somewhat depraved on his handsome face as he watched Greg go after his wife’s succulent pussy while Greg’s wife went crazy on their two dicks.

		“God, you were so right about her, Mon,” he whispered, seeing Sara suck and lick and rub that hard cock meat all over her stunning face. “What a hottie our little Sara is, once she gets going! Pussy or cock, this little girl wants it all!”

		“I do!” Sara panted, looking up at him, her eyes ablaze with pure desire. “I want all the cock you two bad boys can give me tonight. And I want Mon’s delicious pussy, too.”

		She looked over at Greg and her smile widened, “That’s it, darling, eat her right up! Isn’t she sweet and tasty?”

		Greg groaned up into Monique and lapped harder, his dick stirring in his wife’s grasp. She rammed it back into her hungry mouth and went after it with her tongue again, drawing another gasp of intense pleasure from her pussy-gobbling husband.

		“Are you going to come for me?” Sara asked, gasping for breath as she released Greg’s dick momentarily and reached for Bass’s again. “Are you naughty boys going to come in my mouth or all over my face?”

		Bass moaned and reached for her. He drew her up to him and kissed her, his tongue spearing into her slick lips, not seeming to care a whit that Greg’s cock had just been inside them.

		Sara shivered. This was so much naughty fun. She felt she could do anything on this magical night, be as nasty as she wanted with her friends, and with her darling Greg!

		“I’ve got to fuck you again, Sara!” Bass sighed, ending the kiss and turning her onto her hands and knees so that he could kneel behind her.

		She shuddered with pure delight as his big cock suddenly filled her needy pussy. Her mouth went back down over Greg’s prick at the same time.

		Monique grinned with approval and whispered, “He’s fucking her, Greg. Bass has got his big dick buried in your little Sara’s pussy while she’s sucking you!”

		Greg moaned at the thought of that, unable to see it because Monique’s cunt was pressed tight against his mouth. He sucked at the blonde girl’s pussy lips and drank more of her hot lube as Sara went nuts on his dick with her mouth.

		She spat him out for just a moment and whispered, “Oh, he is fucking me, Greg, darling! Bass is fucking me so hard…and it feels awesome!”

		Greg’s ass came up off the mattress just as her mouth found his dick again. He sighed as he fucked up into Sara’s mouth and gobbled Monique’s juice up.

		The whole cabin was filled with the sound of Bass’s thighs slapping against Sara’s as he power-fucked her from behind. She began to give little grunts of pure carnal joy each time he filled her cunt again.

		Oh, fuck, am I ever going to come? She thought gleefully. This is heaven! Getting fucked by Bass’s huge dick while I’m sucking Greg’s and he’s eating Mon…what a sexy, kinky, marvelous trip this is!

		The four friends clung to each other fiercely. Bass sighed, “Jesus Christ, Greg, can you wife ever fuck or what? Aside from Mon, I’ve never had a hotter piece of ass than our Sara!”

		Sara saw red. Bass’s gasping compliment did it for her—pushed her right over the edge! Her pussy went off like a fucking skyrocket, just as Greg let out a long, guttural wail up into the cavern of Monique’s pussy and a huge blast of his cock cream filled Sara’s mouth.

		“Oh, fuck, yes!” Monique screamed. “Come, babies, let’s all come together!”

		They did. The fierce orgasm seemed to telegraph itself from Sara’s clasping pussy to Bass, who was suddenly filling that pussy with come, to Greg, who was blasting yet another big wad of semen into his wife’s gulping mouth, to Monique who was quivering atop Greg’s lips and tongue, coming like a wild woman!

		

		****

		

		“Well, that was more fun than is probably legal in most states,” Greg sighed, resting against the pillows.

		Sara had disengaged from Bass’s spent dick and was cuddled next to her reclining husband. Her mouth and lips and cheeks still had pre-come, drying spit, and his actual spunk on them but Greg didn’t seem to care at the moment. He just held her against him and stroked her long, pretty hair contentedly.

		“Who wants another drink?” Bass suggested brightly.

		“Right you are, bro,” Greg smiled over at him. “I think poor Sara could use something to wash the come down with; I really jizzed her again; it was like a fountain going off, man!”

		The two of them laughed and Bass got off the end of the bed to go make the round of cocktails. Sara looked up at her husband and asked almost shyly, “It didn’t bother you that he was coming in my pussy while I sucked you off, did it?”

		“Oh, hell, no, honey,” Greg said beaming proudly at her, “you were fucking sensational. Don’t worry about a thing; just have fun tonight, okay?”

		She snuggled into his chest and said, “Oh, Greg, I love you so much. And, God knows, I just love Bass and Mon and partying with them, too!”

		Bass came back into the bedroom with a tray full of drinks. He gave Greg and Sara their respective bourbon and water, and double martini, and then handed his wife the same drink, keeping the brandy for himself.

		“Here’s to us!” he said, toasting them joyously. “May we always remain close friends, and may we party on together forever!”

		“Here, here,” said Greg, beaming back at him, raising his glass.

		They all clicked rims and then Bass got back on the bed with Monique and sipped his brandy while Sara snuggled against Greg and drank her martini. After the drinks were gone and the glasses put on nightstands, the two couples gradually split apart, as if by some unspoken, prearranged plan.

		Greg took Monique into his arms and held her. She smiled happily at him and whispered, “There you are. There’s my Greg. Welcome back, lover.”

		The two of them kissed, their tongues finding each other once again, and Greg thought to himself how amazingly nice that felt, how natural it was for him to make love to this stunning creature now. She felt just right in his arms, as if she somehow belonged there.

		Glancing out of the corner of his eye, he saw Sara and Bass making out just as passionately. He felt no jealousy at all.

		Surprisingly enough, he merely felt a growing sense of arousal as he watched his sweet wife make out so hungrily with his friend. He wondered what they’d do this time. Would Bass fuck her again? Or would his sexy little Sara suck that huge dick of his until her delivered another hot load into her more than willing mouth, and then swallow it for him?

		He might even fuck my babygirl up that cute little ass of hers, Greg thought idly, liking the idea of that. He’s bigger around than me, but I think Sara could take him with no problem. My Sara’s so fucking hot, once she gets started …I bet she could butt-fuck him just fine and love every second of it!

		Monique pulled her mouth from his just then and whispered, “Oh, Greg, my sexy Greg, you’re cock got so hard just then! What were you thinking about?”

		“Do you really want to know?”

		She gave him that thoroughly-excited, bad girl smile of hers and nodded that she did. God, what a hottie she is! She’s so fucking exciting—I can’t believe she’s suddenly mine to do whatever I want with!

		“I was daydreaming about fucking you in the tight, fantastic bottom of yours, Mon,” he answered, lying only slightly to her.

		“Oh, honey, let’s definitely make your dream a reality!” Monique murmured; reaching for his cock with one hand and the tube of sex lubricant with the other.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		A Perfect Morning

		

		Greg awoke with a naked woman in his arms. He sensed something was slightly amiss.

		He’d gone to sleep sometime after one in the morning with his wife nestled in tight against his naked body. The girl he had his arms around now was leaner, and had smaller breasts.

		“How did you get here?” he asked Monique with a big smile. “Not that I’m complaining.”

		“Bass and Sara got up to make breakfast. You looked so all alone over here on this side of the bed, without my Texas babydoll to hold you, so I’m filling in.”

		He grinned at her, loving every second of this free-and-easy thing the four of them had going. “Thank you, baby, now that you mention it, I think I might have felt a little blue and neglected, waking up all alone like that. But having you here, in my arms, makes everything okay.”

		“Just okay?” she whispered teasingly.

		“No, actually, it makes it terrific,” he said, bending in to kiss her.

		She felt so good in his arms, so at home. He felt his dick getting hard again and thanked Bass mentally for that Viagra and the semen-building stuff he’d been taking.

		“How do you want me this time?” Monique murmured when they finally came up for air. “Your cock is so hard, my darling Greg. What shall I do with it this morning?”

		He remembered fucking her in the ass last night. What thrill ride that had turned out to be! She was even tighter than Sara back there; something Greg wouldn’t have thought possible, until he’d started fucking Monique’s trim, perfect little butt last night.

		And she gives an utterly sensational blowjob, he recalled with pure pleasure. And she fucks like a porn star!

		“You choose,” he finally told her. “You’re so fucking sexy, Monique, my love, that I can’t decide. Everything you do with that magnificent little body of yours is perfect.”

		“Oh, you big sweetie,” she sighed, purring like a kitten as he held her, “I just want to eat you up! You’re such a sexy man, my sweet Greg!”

		And then they were kissing again. Greg’s cock was as stiff as a fireplace poker again as it rode up against his belly, the underside against Monique’s flat little tummy. She reached down, adjusted it, and then surprised him by disengaging from his embrace momentarily so that she could turn over in his arms, spooning that sweet ass of hers back against him.

		“Do me this way, darling, so that we can watch them while we fuck,” she whispered back over her shoulder to him.

		Monique was lying on her right side in his arms. She cocked her left leg at the knee and put her left foot flat on the sheet, so that he was lined up perfectly with her juicy pussy. He eased his hard cock into her from behind until he was all the way up inside her.

		Following her gaze, he glanced into the galley, where he saw his wife leaning forward, both hands grabbing on to the corner of a storage cabinet, Bass behind her, running his big dick in and out of Sara’s pussy, humping her hard and deep. Greg laughed as he fucked Monique.

		“Do you call that making breakfast out here?” he asked Mon. “Damn, but California is a sexy, liberal-thinking place! We backward Texans still just refer to that as fucking.”

		Monique giggled at his little joke and worked her ass back against him. She reached back with her left palm and lovingly stroked his cheek as he fucked her, saying, “Well, the two of them obviously got…distracted!”

		She turned her head and looked at him, a minx-like grin on her pretty face. “Can you blame, them, darling? Just look how pretty they look together. Those two are poetry in motion when they fuck…just like we are.”

		She kissed him, long and hard, and then said, “Now quit gawking at your wife and my husband and fuck me properly, my handsome Texan!”

		“Yes, ma’am,” he said, picking up the pace of his thrusts.

		“Oh, that’s better,” Monique sighed, closing her eyes. “Fuck me, Greg. Oh, God, what a great dick you’ve got. Really give it to me, darling, just like Bass is nailing Sara right now!”

		Greg looked into the other room and saw that Bass was really lighting a fire in his naughty wife’s little pussy with that big wanger of his. He grinned at that and began to give it to Bass’s gorgeous wife in just the same way.

		

		****

		

		“You’re not mad at me for delaying breakfast this morning, so that I could fuck Bass again, are you, dear? “ Sara whispered to him as they sat next to each other, eating the eggs, bacon, and toast she’d made when she’d finished screaming out how hard she was coming a few minutes ago.

		He grinned at her and shook his head, saying, “Christ, no, a girl’s got her needs, now doesn’t she?”

		Sara laughed gaily and whispered, “Yes, I saw you fulfilling one of Mon’s needs when Bass and I got done. That was some nice riding there, cowboy!”

		The two of them chuckled about that and then shared a quick kiss. Greg had never felt closer to Sara than he did right now, after she’d just finished balling another man with utter abandon.

		“You just love all of this, don’t you?” she asked him, her eyes sparkling with life, with happiness.

		“I do,” he told her. “This is a very cool way to live.”

		“It’s going to be our way to live, from here on out,” Sara promised him. “I’m never going back to being that uptight, afraid-of-what-everyone-else-might-think girl I used to be again.”

		“You’d better not, or I’m liable to spank that cute ass of yours for you.”

		She gave him her most impish smile and whispered, “Well, that might be almost worth it. It sounds like fun…having you paddle my bottom before you fuck me in it, darling.”

		“So, what’s this little whispered conference all about?” Bass asked as he slid into the booth with his plate just then.

		“Sara was just saying that she wanted me to paddle that incredible ass of hers until it was as red as the side of a fire engine, before you and I take turns fucking it, Bass,” Greg lied charmingly to his friend.

		Bass smiled like a man who had just won the Lotto. “Well, you never cease to amaze me, Sara! What a little fireball you are, under that nice-young-lady-from-Texas façade you present to the world.”

		Sara laughed, turning red. She looked at Greg and said, “You turd! That wasn’t what I said at all, and you know it!”

		After a moment of thinking about it, she added, “But it doesn’t sound like all that bad of an idea, now that I consider it.”

		The four of them smiled and dug into their breakfasts.

		

		****

		

		“God, I’ve had such a great time. I hate to go back,” Sara said.

		She was cuddled up with Bass in the cockpit. They had some clothes on this late morning, since it was still chilly out on the water as they sailed back toward their hotel

		“This whole trip has been so perfect. You and Mon, and Greg and me…Jesus, it’s been such a blast. It’s been paradise!”

		“It has at that,” Bass assured her, pulling her in closer with the arm he had draped around her shoulder. “I want you two to try your absolute best to get back out here, to California, for a long weekend, come April, at the latest.”

		He looked at her with those unusual, amber eyes of his and added, “I don’t think I can do without that magnificent body of yours for much longer than that, my darling Sara. And I don’t think Mon can, either; or that she can get by without another big helping of your husband’s cock, for that matter.”

		Sara laughed, turning her eyes to the foredeck, where Greg was holding Monique tight, and her head on his shoulder as they sat on the tanning cushion and just looked out at the ocean. She said, “Yeah, all of us have developed a real thing for each other, after this little sailing trip, that’s for sure.”

		They didn’t speak for a while. Then Bass said, “Well, tonight is your last night at Inhibitions Optional, so Mon and I thought we’d give you two the ultimate send off. Are you up for that?”

		She smiled up at her handsome lover and asked, “What do you mean?”

		“We thought the four of us could drop in for an hour or two at the Orgy Pit, and then you guys could finish up the night in our suite, all of us in bed together again. How does that sound?”

		She gave him a wry look. “What in the living hell is the…‘orgy pit’?”

		“It’s another venue at the hotel. There’s a free bar, called Nero’s, and then you go through a door and into another, separate room—the state liquor laws insist that it be considered at separate, private club from Nero’s—and you doff your clothes and walk down the carpeted stairs into his big, dark circular room that’s all pillows and carpeted floor, and mirrors on the ceiling and the circular walls, so that you can watch yourself being fondled and sucked and fucked.”

		He flashed Sara a grin and said, “It’s strictly catch-as-catch-can in The Pit. Everyone is fucking and sucking, and fingering and fisting and…you name it. Two hours is about as long as anyone ever stays. A girl who looks the way you or Monique does might get twenty cocks shoved into her during that time, maybe more. It’s a veritable Fuckorama down there in The Pit.”

		Sara shuddered. That sounded awful…in a kinky, terrible…totally irresistible way!

		“Does Mon like it?”

		“She does, in limited doses. We only go there one night on each visit to Inhibitions, and only for two hours, tops. She says its fun when you do it like that.”

		He beamed at Sara and added, “She always says it’s a good way to stay in touch with your inner slut!”

		Sara laughed. Leave it to Monique to come up with the perfect line!

		“That does sound like fun, at that,” she told Bass, putting her arms around his neck. “I bet Greg will love seeing me and Mon getting all nasty with a bunch of strangers like that. What do you think?”

		“He won’t be the only one,” Bass said, kissing her.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		Checking Out The Pit

		

		“Is this okay?” Sara said; modeling the short skirt and clingy, low-cut sweater blouse she’d just picked out to wear tonight.

		Monique laughed, “God, you’re so obsessive, Texas! I told, you, you’re absolutely naked in The Pit, so what the fuck difference does it make what you wear to go there?”

		The four of them were sitting around in Greg and Sara’s suite, sipping drinks, while Sara slipped into one prospective outfit after another in front of them. After being naked together for the better part of two days, she didn’t have any modesty issues in from of Greg and the Foxes anymore.

		“Well, you’re dressed very nicely,” she said defensively to Monique, “for a slut.”

		The two of them cracked up at that. Monique sat back in her chair and then flashed Sara a shot of her bald pussy under the short skirt she was wearing.

		“You sexy bitch,” Sara giggled, “you’d best keep that cute little thing covered up, or my tongue is going to be in it…not mention my hubby’s dick.”

		The four of them laughed easily together. Sara held her empty martini glass out to Bass and said, “Would you be a dear, Bass, honey, and make me another one of these, while I try this other blouse on?”

		“Glad to, babe,” he told her, getting up out of his chair and taking the glass from her, giving her a quick peck on the cheek. “No reason to be so nervous, Sara. It’s just fucking and sucking, and God knows you can do that with the best of them!”

		She laughed again and reached for the other blouse, taking off the old one. Greg stared up at his wife’s naked rack and sighed. “Those lucky fuckers in that orgy room don’t know what they’re in line for tonight. I don’t know if we should share Mon and Sara with them or not, Bass. Maybe we should just stay here and have our own little orgy.”

		“I wouldn’t mind,” Bass said, finishing off making the martinis for Sara and his wife.

		He glanced over at Greg and raised his eyebrows, the bourbon bottle in his hand. Greg shook his head. “Nah, I’m fine for the moment. But I am going to take one of these little blue miracle workers of yours, buddy. Whether we stay here or go out, I’ve got the definite feeling I’m going to need a hard cock tonight.”

		“You ought to take some more of those semen builders, too, while you’re at it,” Bass said, putting down the bourbon and pouring a scotch and soda for himself.

		“I want to take my darling Texas girl to The Pit for at least an hour,” Monique insisted, accepting the fresh martini from her husband. “It’s their last night here, so it has to be special.”

		“I can make it special, all by myself!” Bass said theatrically, grabbing his crotch and giving it a squeeze.

		The other three roared with laughter and shook their heads. His wife said, “You big old cock is wonderful baby, but it’s not a whole bunch of cocks at once for my tall Texas baby to play with. We’ve got to hit the Orgy Pit for that!”

		“Should I wear this one?” Sara said, holding up a grey top that was sheer and completely see-through, obviously intended to be worn with a pretty bra of some sort.

		“Only if you wear it without anything under it,” Monique challenged her girlfriend.

		“Okay,” said Sara, slipping the blouse over her head and taking the drink from Bass, “you’re on, baby. Let’s party!”

		

		****

		

		The thing that surprised Sara the most was that she wasn’t any more nervous than she was as the four of them took their clothes off and hung them in the lockers provided for guests who were bound for The Pit. As she took her last article of clothing off, she reflected on how incredibly much she’d changed her view of the world in three short days.

		I’d have been peeing pants at the very thought of doing something like this when I first got here, she thought, closing the locker. Actually, now that I think about it, I wouldn’t have…because I never in ten million years would have even considered doing anything this crazy three days ago!

		“Are you ready, babydoll?” Monique asked her.

		“Yeah, I guess,” Sara smiled uncertainly at her naked friend. “I’m naked, I’m on the pill, and I’m curious as hell about what attending a for real sex orgy is like.”

		“That’s all you need,” Bass said, coming up and putting an arm around Sara’s naked shoulders.

		“Well, then, let’s go see what this is all about,” Greg offered brightly, slipping his arm around Monique’s slender, nude waist.

		They opened the door that had the simple word “Pit” stenciled in bold black letters up above it and went into a dimly lit room. Through the gloom, Sara could see the brass rails of a staircase leading down into a circular depression in the floor that was about twenty yards across.

		Monique slipped out of Greg’s loose embrace and went up to Sara, sliding her arm over her back, dislodging her husband’s. The two naked women started down the stairs together and Monique whispered, “Are you ready for this, Texas? Are you wet enough to take a cock?”

		“God, yes,” Sara whispered back, “look at my nipples!”

		Monique glanced down and smiled. Sara’s nipples were, indeed, fully erect, her areoles looking pebbly and excited beneath them. She nodded and said softly, “Mine, too, girlfriend; going down into this place always gets my juices flowing, before anyone even lays a hand—or a tongue—on me!”

		They came to the bottom of the stairs, the carpet thick and soft under Sara’s naked feet. The two of them paused a moment, to let their eyes adjust to the dim light.

		There were lighted wall sconces spread around the room’s mirrored walls every fifteen feet or so. The candles in the sconces weren’t real; low wattage electric “candle” type bulbs burned behind the amber glass of the wall units, instead of actual wax candles, casting a soft, golden glow throughout the circular room.

		Sara drew in her breath as her eyes adjusted to the low light level and she saw what was happening all around her. There were naked bodies everywhere she looked; men fucking women, women eating pussy, sucking cock, getting fucked in the ass!

		“Holy fuck, it’s like Sodom and Gomorrah down here,” Sara gasped.

		“Oh, yeah,” Monique agreed, glancing around, “good crowd tonight, there must be forty people in here, balling.”

		A hand reached out and grabbed Sara’s right ankle. She started, and looked down.

		“Come down here, baby,” a man whispered, his voice low and raspy, and full of sexual innuendo, “I got something you’ll like…about nine inches of it!”

		“Have fun,” Monique said encouragingly.

		Sara felt the man’s other hand grasp her left knee, pulling insistently at her. She let herself go and ended up on her knees on the soft carpet, looking at her first…suitor of the night.

		He was naked, of course, and about twenty-three or four. His eyes glittered with lust and his cock was about nine inches long. It stood out hard and ready from his groin in the darkness, throbbing as he eyed her.

		“Fuck, did I ever hit the jackpot,” the young man rasped, eyeing her naked body hungrily. “Hey guys, check this one out!”

		Sara felt another set of hand on her shoulders, from behind. She glanced down at them and saw that the hands were black.

		Looking back over her shoulder, she saw a huge, muscular African American kid, about the same age as his white friend, leering at her. She felt a tremor shoot through her. She’d never been with a black guy before, but she knew from the way he was ogling her that she was about to be.

		“Goddamn, look at the tits on her!” another voice said, and she looked over to her left, where the voice had come from, and saw another young man on his knees not far from her.

		Her eyes automatically moved downward, and she drew in her breath. This guy’s dick was ten inches long if it was an inch, and it was just as hard as his friend’s!

		“Sometimes, you just get lucky, another male voice said from nearby, but Sara didn’t have a change to see who that one belonged to because, in seconds, the men had her on her hands and knees and a big cock was being fitted into her pussy from behind.

		She could tell it was big from the way it stretched her juicy lips as it slid right into her. Sara moaned and closed her eyes and then she was getting vigorously power-fucked, doggie style.

		A hand went around her neck, and pushed her head downward. The big black guy had moved around in front of her; the cock right just below her lips as ebony, thick, and very long.

		With a little sigh that represented pure excitement, horniness, curiosity, and that tiny thrill that was still present, deep down in the psyche of many Caucasian Texas girls when they thought of having sex with black men, Sara opened her mouth and sucked the man’s cock head in between her lips and ran her tongue all over it. She tasted his pre-come and smiled inwardly.

		I guess all cocks do taste alike, after all. I thought a black one might have a little different flavor…but it doesn’t!

		She sucked and slurped and tongued the fat cock, getting more of it in her mouth with each downward pass of her lips. The man groaned and said, “Fuck, this little white girl can suck cock with the best of them, boys!”

		“She fucks like an angel, too,” the man rutting away behind her said. “God, what a tight, sweet, wet pussy she’d got!”

		Sara sighed again. She loved this! Getting fucked by a cute college kid while she sucked a handsome black guy’s long cock was pure heaven—no wonder Monique liked to visit this place on every trip!”

		“Oh, man, what a cunt!” the guy behind her murmured, fucking her like a mad man.

		She felt him shift his cock’s trajectory downward just a little as he reamed her pussy out and that made his hammering prick glide right across her swollen-to-fullness clit with each lusty stroke. Sara moaned and got ready to come; this guy could really fuck!

		“Oh, oh, take it, you hot bitch!” he shouted a minute later, “take my come up that gorgeous little pink pussy of yours!”

		Sara felt a giant spurt of semen fill her, followed by another, and then another. She shivered under him; his hot spend hitting her clit, setting off her own orgasm.

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” She gurgled around the cock sliding in and out of her mouth, coming hard.

		After another minute, the boy in her pussy stopped coming and his cock slowly went soft. He pulled out and she began to give all of her attention to blowing the exquisite prick in her mouth, licking and sucking hungrily on it, seeking the come in those big black balls beneath it.

		Then she felt another fat cock head up against her come-laden pussy lips and another long, thick one was easing down into her overflowing pussy. She shuddered, realizing that all of these studly young guys intended to ball her, one right after the other!

		Gang-bang, she thought, trembling with nervousness, fear, and total excitement at the very idea of one cock after another banging away in her! I’m going to get gang-ganged!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		Gang-Bang Girl

		

		“Ugh! Ugh! Ooh! Ugh!” Sara grunted around the black guy’s prick she was sucking as the new one punched in and out of her soupy depths.

		She had to admit, it felt wild, getting pummeled with hot, hard, young dick this way! She pushed her ass back against the boy fucking her and sucked like she couldn’t wait to taste her first mouthful of black come.

		“Oh, oh, man, what a great fuck she is!” the kid behind her gasped after another minute inside her sucking pussy sheath. “Talk about juicy and slick and hot as a motherfucker! This girl is fantastic.”

		Sara felt her clit throb hard again. This guy wasn’t the cocksman the boy before him had been, but just hearing him rave about what a great fuck she was, plus the idea of being a total slut for these, nameless, faceless…cocks…was so thrilling that she felt herself getting ready to climax again!

		“Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, what a tight little hole!” The boy sighed, his strokes into her now growing frenzied, frantic, as he banged her pussy relentlessly.

		“Uh, oh, oh, yeah, here it is!” He suddenly bellowed, and Sara felt a second wave of youthful jism spurting into her in thick, heavy jets.

		She pushed her ass back, driving the boy’s dick all the way into her womb and gasped around the black guy’s cock as she started to come for a second time. Furious spasms of pleasure gripped her as the boy erupted into her pussy, and all Sara could do was moan and quiver in ecstasy as her orgasm rolled on and on.

		“Fuck, what a hot little cunt she is!” The black guy marveled. “Danny creamed her, and she came, and now Mario is givin’ her guts a second jizz-bath and she’s comin’ again—talk about a slut!”

		“Yeah, but she’s a talented little slut,” the boy, Mario, who had just emptied his nuts into Sara sighed, easing out of her. “She’d the best fuck I’ve ever had, bar none!”

		“Yeah, and she’s a fucking beauty, too,” the black guy agreed, staring down at Sara as she nursed on his prick.

		“Here, baby, I was going to come in that pretty mouth of yours, but I want me some of that hot pussy, too. I don’t care if it does have two other dudes’ come in it already,” the black guys said, pulling her head gently off his cock.

		Limp from two torrid orgasms back to back, Sara let him lift her with his strong arms, getting her up onto her feet—with her feeling somewhat weak-kneed--as he did. He wrapped his huge arms around her and lifted her easily, saying, “Come here, gorgeous and get you some big old nigger dick.”

		He lifted her and then held her in place against his chest momentarily with one big arm around her torso as he used his free hand to set the head of his monster cock against her semen-dripping pussy lips. When he had her where he wanted her, he bucked his hips upward, spearing his huge prick up into her in one long, hard thrust, his other arm coming back around her.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, what a big one!” she gasped as he began to bounce her lush body up and down on his humongous dick.

		Her arms were around his bull-like neck and her legs had automatically come up to encircle his hips as she bounced up and down on his buried prick, her long, curvy body being tossed around like a child’s rag doll by the big man.

		She looked over her shoulder and saw Bass screwing a pretty brunette girl, staring at Sara as he did so, a huge smile on his face. He shook his head as if to say, “There you go again, pretty girl, being a slut!”

		Sara smile weakly back at him, the massive cock inside her pistoning up and down as she rode it. She looked for Monique and saw her across the room, down on her hands and knees, a big prick sliding in and out of her mouth, while another, equally large one was disappearing into her sleek little ass cheeks.

		Lastly, she spotted her husband. He was balls-deep in a stunning blonde girl of about twenty-one or two and he was watching Sara with an awed expression on his face as the black man hammered up into her.

		She smiled at him and he smiled back and she knew everything was okay between them. Turning back to face the man who was fucking the holy hell out of her at the moment, she whispered, “That’s the way to give it to me, baby. Shove that big fucker all the way up in me and give me your spunk!”

		The handsome black guy shuddered and then grinned. “You one fucking hot mama, ain’t you, darlin’?”

		“The hottest, babe,” she said, grinning back. “Now fuck me. Fuck me hard and make me come again as you go off in me!”

		She kissed him and shoved her tongue into his mouth, and the black man groaned with pure lust. Her pussy began to dance around his gliding cock, getting ready to go off yet again.

		Sara kept her lips on his until she heard him gasp. Her eyes shot open and she saw that his were open as far as they would go and were rolling back into his head.

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh!” he moaned as he cut loose up into her pussy.

		Jesus, it feels like a hydrant being opened up, Sara thought as she started to shiver right along with him, her orgasm gripping her pussy just the way her cunny walls were gripping her black lover’s spewing prick.

		Oh, man, oh, man, what a hot one this is! Sara thought as she came and came, the man’s prick blasting six or seven more enormous wads of come up into her defenseless pussy sheath. There must be a gallon of that stuff, and does it ever feel warm and gooey and wonderful up inside me—I just love getting creamed like this!

		When the man finally sighed, and she felt his long dick drop out of her flooded cunny, he turned and nodded to a large, white muscle guy who was standing right next to him. “Take her, Bob, she’s and incredible fuck, and just look how pretty she is!”

		Bob, the big white guy grinned and wrapped his big arms around Sara’s waist as the black guy passed her over to him. He crushed her big tits against his broad, hairy chest and slid a cock that felt like the twin of the one that has just gone off in her up into her pussy.

		“Ride me, pretty lady,” he whispered. “I got a bucketful of hot cream for you, too. How does that sound?”

		Sara whispered, “It sounds just right. Now fuck me hard and make me go off again, you young hottie. Give me that hot jizz!”

		

		****

		

		“Who were those young, impossibly handsome guys that passed you around between them like a party favor?” Monique asked Sara as they stood in the bathroom, doing what they could to repair their hairdos and makeup after all of the men they’d just pleasured had done all they could to thoroughly mess them up.

		Sara laughed. “They were, believe it or not, part of a college football team. They were all made the all star squad in their conference this year, so a bunch of the alumni got together and bought them two nights at this place as a reward!”

		Monique giggled, and said, “Christ, I can’t believe you, Texas, fucking a whole football team!”

		Swatting her friend’s arm playfully, Sara said, “It wasn’t the whole team. There were only eight of them, and they were very nice boys, once you got to know them.”

		She gave Monique a little eyebrow waggle and said, “Football is very popular in Texas, you know. It was the patriotic thing to do.”

		The two of them threw their arms around each other and laughed hysterically at that goofy logic. When they finally wound down, Monique asked, “Have you had enough cock for tonight, or do you want to go back down and fuck a couple more guys?”

		Sara thought about that. She was having the time of her life in this exotic, erotic funhouse of a place, and she knew Monique had been enjoying herself, too,

		“How are Bass and Greg doing?”

		“Well, that little redhead he fucked the first night you guys were here hooked up with your hubby again, and he nailed her long and hard for the better part of twenty minutes,” Monique said, “so he appears to be having a great time. And Bass just loves The Orgy Pit; he’ll keep himself amused, trust me.”

		“How hot is the redhead?” Sara couldn’t help but ask.

		Monique laughed. “She seems like a really nice lady, Texas. She’s cute, in a suburban mom kind of a way, you know, like a MLF?”

		“What in the hell is a…MLF?”

		“‘Mother you’d like to fuck’?” Monique answered.

		Sara burst out laughing again. “So she’s no threat to steal my boy away?”

		Monique shook her head. “She’s cute, with nice little titties, and she doesn’t have a tummy, but she has got kind of a heart-shaped ass that’s a tiny bit saggy. And there’s just a trace of cellulite starting on the back of those mom-thighs of hers.”

		She looked at Sara’s naked body and shook her head in wonder. “She looks like somebody’s sort of sexy Aunt Minnie, next to you, Texas. There’s really no comparison.”

		“Well, I hope Greg had fun with her,” Sara said, relieved by Monique’s assessment of her “competition”.

		“I think he did. She seemed very…enthusiastic, when she fucked, like she really enjoyed getting some strange dick, you know?”

		After a moment’s pause, Monique said, “And I can see why she wanted that nice cock of Greg’s again.”

		She patted her friend on the cheek and said, “He’s a honey. And he can really fuck. I can’t wait for later, back at our suite.”

		“You predatory puss, leave my hubby alone!” Sara kidded her.

		“Oh, yeah, like you’re not going to have my Bass’s dick in every hole you’ve got later on tonight!”

		The two friends laughed and headed for the door. As they walked, each other’s arms around their naked waists, Sara said, “Come on, I’ll introduce you to the football team. They’d love you, Mon!”

		“Ummmmmmmmm, that sounds like yummy fun. Just think, eight hard, hot, young cocks for me to play with. Lead the way!”

		

		****

		

		Sara was on her back. A very handsome, nicely endowed older man, in his mid-forties, probably, had his cock in her and was giving her a sweet fuck.

		She glanced over at Monique and the college boys and saw that her gorgeous friend was putting on a show the young men would remember for a long time. She had one boy up her ass, another up her pussy, and she was sucking the cocks of two of the others as she rode both pricks, one boy on one side of her and another on her other side. She gave each cock a long, sweet blowjob and then turned her head to suck the other one for a while.

		Bass was sitting on the stairs, sipping a cocktail while a very nice looking middle-aged lady sucked his cock for him. She turned her head the other way and saw, on the mirrored wall, the image of her husband powering his cock out of a very cute young brunette girl’s tight little ass as she mewled and cooed and urged him to fuck her even harder.

		Satisfied that her friends and her husband were all enjoying themselves, she turned her attention back to the nice-looking older man who was riding her own pussy so beautifully. She slipped her right hand behind his neck and drew him downward for a kiss.

		“Come down here and me some sugar, darlin’,” she said in her best Texas drawl. “That cock of yours is drivin’ me crazy. Fuck me, baby, fuck me hard!”

		He moaned, kissed her passionately, and did just as she asked.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		That Was Fun

		

		“I can see why y’all like The Pit for a night’s entertainment,” Sara said as they went into Bass and Monique’s suite and closed the door. “That was wild!”

		Greg stepped over to her and took her in his arms, beaming at her. He said, “You were wild. If someone had tried to tell me a week ago that my wife would ball a college football team, plus a half a dozen other guys in one night, I’d have laughed in his face.”

		Sara smiled, feeling herself blush just slightly. She whispered, “Well, darlin’, I might have gotten just a tad carried away!”

		She looked into his eyes and murmured, “Did I go too far? We’re you disgusted with me, for being such a slut tonight?”

		“No, God, no,” Greg whispered, “it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. You were fantastic, babe!”

		She felt her face coloring even more. Leaning closer to him, she whispered, “You, Gregory Wilson Calvert, are a pervert!”

		He grinned at her, just before he kissed her passionately, and said, “Maybe, but I’m a happy pervert!”

		The steamy kiss went on and on. At last, Bass cleared his throat and said, “You two should get a room.”

		They broke off the kiss and stared over at him. He grinned and said, “Oh, I forgot, you have a room; this one! Now, kiddies; shall we all get naked and celebrate our last night together?”

		Sara took off her sheer blouse and unzipped the short skirt she was wearing, heading for the bathroom. “I want a shower first, babe. I’m so full of college boy spunk that I slosh when I walk, and I bet Mon is, too.”

		“Amen to that,” Monique said, following her girlfriend into the bathroom. “Let’s take a shower together, sweetie.”

		“Ooh, what fun!” Sara said, laughing.

		“How about I make the two of us a drink, Greg, old sport,” Bass suggested. “Then, when the girls get out of the bathroom, we can grab a quick shower as well.”

		“That sounds great to me, Bass,” Greg quickly agreed.

		He gave his friend a look and said teasingly, “But I think I’d like to shower by myself, if you don’t mind. I love you, man, but not that much!”

		The two of them shared a laugh over that, and Bass went to make the drinks. They heard shrieks of laughter coming from the bathroom just then.

		“I don’t think we’re going to be showering anytime soon,” Bass said, pouring a scotch and soda for him and a bourbon and water for Greg. “I think the girls are playing in the shower. This could take a while.”

		“Well, we’ve got all night as far as I’m concerned,” Greg said. “We can catch up on our sleep on the plane tomorrow and when we get home.”

		

		****

		

		“Quit that or we’re never going to get back out to the boys!” Sara chided her girlfriend, who had been helping sluice all of the spunk out of Sara’s pussy with her long middle finger.

		But then the playful Monique had stopped washing and started fingering Sara’s clit instead. A sultry kiss had resulted, and then Monique had started sucking her lover’s nipples and slowly finger-fucking her pussy while Sara had closed her eyes and stroked Monique’s long, gorgeous, wet platinum locks.

		“Oh, we can wake them up if they go to sleep, babydoll,” Monique said, with that sexy little growl in her voice. “I’m sure I could suck the rest of that naughty jizz out of these sweet little lips of yours, if you’d just let me lick your pussy a little, and suck it.”

		“Well,” Sara sighed, feeling her tits jerk in unison as Monique diddled her clitty just the way she loved it and bit down just lightly on her very erect left nipple while she did so, “I suppose we could try that, darling.”

		The shower went off and Monique went down on her knees. Sara moaned and leaned back against the warm, wet tiles as the blonde girl worked her magic tongue deep up inside of Sara’s pussy.

		“Oh, yes, babe, just like that!” Sara found herself groaning in pure ecstasy. “Oh, fuck, Mon, no one eats me the way you do…on one!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was Monique’s only comment as she pushed her long tongue up into her lover’s sweet pussy walls, licking and gliding, mashing it against Sara’s clit.

		It didn’t take long. Just a few minutes later, Sara shivered and tweaked her own nipples as she started to orgasm on Monique’s hot mouth. She heard her lover swallow and looked down to see her blonde lover gulp down a small wad of semen, pushed out by Sara’s pussy contractions as she came.

		God, that did work, after all, Sara thought, luxuriating in the afterglow of another sweet climax, courtesy of Monique’s marvelous mouth and tongue. I suppose I should return the favor—I know my bad girl has a huge load of that stuff up inside her, too. Those college boys go off like geysers erupting.

		She bent down and got Monique up onto her feet and then went to her knees in front of her. She whispered, “Just relax and let mama get you all clean, baby.”

		Monique sighed and beamed down at her as she began to eat pussy, a beatific smile on her face. She said, “Oh, Texas, I love you so. Eat me, babygirl, eat me right up!

		

		****

		

		“Like this, is this right?” Sara asked.

		She was standing naked in the bathroom, dried off and her hair blown dry, a light application of makeup in place. Monique stood next to her, and she was also ready to rejoin the men in the front room.

		But she was endeavoring to teach Sara something before doing so. The two of them were facing away from the big bathroom mirror, peering back over their shoulders at their images in it.

		“That’s kind of it, but more like this, shake your ass up and down more, hard. Really jerk it. when you stop, so that your butt cheeks really jiggle.”

		Sara did as she was instructed, a in sort of modified “twerk” move that Miley Cyrus had made famous, or infamous, depending on your opinion of the young sexpot/singer. She watched, fascinated, as her twin moons jellied to a stop. She did it again and Monique smiled.

		“That’s it, babygirl, just like that,” she said proudly. “Bass will go nuts when you reverse-cowgirl him and use that move as you ride him.”

		She laughed and then added. “So will Greg, for that matter.”

		Sara looked over at Monique slyly. “Are you just doing this to highlight the fact to the boys that I have a lot more meat on my butt than you do?”

		Monique leaned over and kissed her. “No, swear to God, men love seeing a sweet booty like yours shake like that. I can do it, but I don’t have enough body mass to get mine to jiggle hardly at all. This long, lean, supermodel look I’ve so carefully cultivated by watching what I eat and working out like a maniac is great for some things, but not for everything.”

		Sara looked her girlfriend’s naked body up and down and sighed, “It sure works for me, babe. I can’t wait to eat you again, and I just did!”

		The two of them laughed and then opened the door. Greg and Bass were nearly asleep in their chairs, empty cocktail glasses dangling from their fingertips.

		“God, you may get your wish when it comes to eating me again,” Monique told Sara. “We may be the only ones awake enough tonight to want sex.”

		Greg started awake. He looked over at the digital clock on the nightstand. “Jesus, please us, ladies; do realize you were in that bathroom for over an hour?”

		They grinned and struck a pose, Sara’s big knockers rolling loose on her chest until they finally came to a stop. She told her husband, “We’re worth waiting for, now aren’t we, baby?”

		He grinned and got up out of his chair, heading for the shower. As the passed them, he gave each of them a little tongue-kiss and a pat on their naked asses and said, “I won’t be nearly as long as you two delinquents were. Hold that sexy thought until I get back.”

		“He’s such a hottie,” Monique told Sara as they heard the shower start. “I can’t wait to fuck him again. Let’s wake Bass up, if we can.”

		“Oh, I’m pretty sure we can,” Sara said, bending down, taking the empty highball glass from Bass’s fingers and putting it on the coffee table next to his chair.

		She sat in his lap and rubbed her big, luscious tits in his face. In seconds, his eyes were open and he was grinning from ear to ear.

		

		****

		

		They were all freshly showered, sweet and clean, and ready to get nasty again, on this, their last night together. Greg hand Monique in his arms and was frenching her like a mad man. Sara was alternating from sucking Bass’s tongue as they kissed to bending down and licking the nipples on his waxed-bare chest, to going even lower and running a few inches of his throbbing cock into her lips and sucking on it.

		After a few minutes, Bass sighed, “Jesus, Sara, I can’t believe how hot you are tonight. I’d have thought that getting the holy living hell fucked out of you for two hours by two dozen different guys would have stoked your fires a little.”

		She looked up at him, her eyes bright with excitement and said, “No, it only seems to have banked them a little hotter, my darling Bass. I want you to fuck me. Greg wants to see you fuck me again, too, don’t you, baby?”

		Greg broke off the scorching kiss with Monique and panted, “Not only yes, but fuck, yes. And I bet Mon wants to see that do, don’t you, honey?”

		“You know I do,” Monique said, her face alive with mischief, “especially tonight. Sara has a new, naughty little trick I taught her in the bathroom to show us all, don’t you, my sexy Texas baby?”

		Sara blushed and nodded that she did. She looked into Bass’s cat-like amber eyes and whispered; her voice a low hiss of pure sex, “You bet I do.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		Shake Your Booty

		

		Bass smiled broadly and asked her, “Does this require any lubricant or special toys?”

		She shook her head that it didn’t, the smile never leaving her face, and moved him down onto his back on the big bed. His massive dick was sticking straight up in the air above his big nuts sac, and the top half of it was shiny with a coating of her spit.

		Sara turned around and moved backward, a thigh on either side of her lover’s body. Smiling at Monique and her husband, she reached back and found Bass’s fat cock and lined it up with her pussy.

		“Oh, yeah,” Bass sighed with approval as she let her weight down on him, berthing the long dick all the way up inside her.

		Starting slowly, she began to move her sumptuous ass up and down on his buried pole. Then, she began to shake it, just as Monique had showed her earlier in the bathroom.

		“Jesus X. Christ, look at that super-fine booty shake, would you?” Bass gasped, watching raptly as Sara shook and shimmied her butt up and down on him as she fucked him in the reverse-cowgirl position.

		“Holy, fuck, but that’s sexy!” Greg sighed, watching his wife give Bass her new booty-shake special. “Goddamn, Sara, I always knew that ass of yours was Grade ‘A’, prime stuff…but that’s unreal!”

		Sara moaned and shook it harder. She could feel every eye in the room on her pussy and her shaking ass and she loved it!

		This is so cool, she thought, completely letting go, shaking her hot ass for them as violently as she could shake it, I love them watching me. If I’d have known how to do this at the club, earlier, I’d have driven those college boys right out of their rabbit-ass minds with this sexy new move!

		“Oh, fuck, Greg,” Bass moaned, his face looking like he’d died and gone to heaven. “You wouldn’t believe what that feels like around my cock, as she fucks me!”

		Monique leaned in to Greg and whispered something in his ear. He grinned and nodded, asking her, “You’re sure you don’t mind?”

		“No, I want to see it,” Monique smiled at him, her eyes never leaving Sara’s jiggling ass cheeks and her husband’s cock.

		Greg moved over toward the other couple, a tube of sex lube in his hand. He kissed Sara and then showed it to her, a bad-boy grin on his face.

		“I think I’d like to find out what it feels like,” he whispered to her. “Would you mind, babe?”

		Sara shuddered, never stopping her torrid display of ass shaking. She said coyly, “Take you both up the ass and my pussy at once, while I’m doing this? I’m not sure I’m that talented, darling.”

		“Oh, I’ll just bet you are,” Greg said, nodding to Bass. “I think you’re the most talented little bad girl to ever come out of Texas!”

		In seconds, he had her turned around, facing Bass now, the man’s cock still up inside her juicy cunt. Greg bent her forward, down onto his friend’s chest, and then filled her anus with a big glob of the super-slick lube.

		“Shake that thing, babygirl,” Greg sighed as he ran his hard cock into her butt all the way up to his nut sac. “Show us what you got, Texas; let her buck!”

		Sara proceeded to go slightly crazy on her husband and lover’s big cocks. She started bouncing her butt up and down again, driving Greg’s prick deep into her bowels every time she did so, but she still managed to snap her ass to a sudden stop on her downward thrusts, jiggling her sweet ass flesh for them as she fucked them both.

		“Jesus, Lord, feel that butt shake?” Greg sighed in disbelief.

		“Oh, fuck, yes!” Bass panted, trying not to come yet as Sara ‘twerked’ him mercilessly, her ass wobbling violently around his entrapped cock with each downward lunge.

		She pushed up off of Bass’s chest, to give herself greater leverage, really getting into the savage double-penetrations she was receiving, reveling in it. She felt like a bad girl again…and that was a feeling she was growing to absolutely love!

		Monique moved over closer to the rutting threesome on her knees. She got in close to Sara on her left side, her blue eyes shining with excitement as she watched her girlfriend giving the two men a violent, sensual, incredibly sexy cock ride!

		“Am I bad?” Sara whispered to her, turning her head to beam at her blonde lover. “Am I a bad girl, Mon?”

		“You’re the fucking baddest girl in Texas!” Monique sighed, moving closer, leaning in. “You’re my fucking dream girl, Sara, and I love you so!”

		Their lips met and Sara felt a lightning bolt of joy shoot down her body and reverberate between her stretched-open asshole and her clit. She shoved her tongue into Monique’s hot mouth and her girlfriend sucked it like it was a small, wriggly pink cock.

		“Jesus Christ, but these two are something!” Greg sighed, watching them kiss.

		“How about this wife of yours,” Bass groaned, thrusting up hard into Sara’s juicy depths, “is she not the hottest piece of ass on entire planet?”

		Monique pulled her mouth away from Sara’s and smiled down at her husband. She said teasingly, “I resent that. I’ll let you get away with it this one time, you bad boy, because it’s my darling Texas you’re talking about. But I’d watch that kind of talk in the future.”

		She bent down and kissed Bass just as hotly as she’d just kissed Sara. Sara felt Bass tremble beneath her and knew he was about to come in her.

		With a smile of utter satisfaction, she turned her head back as far as she could, so that Greg could french her as Bass went off in her pussy. Greg had an almost pained look on his face, he was so aroused.

		“Give it to me, baby,” Sara whispered just before their lips met, “both of you cream me at once, why don’t you? You know I want it, and you know you want to see me take, don’t you?”

		“Yes, oh, God, yesssssssss!” Greg hissed as their lips came together.

		He lasted six or seven more searing lunges into her tightening ass sheath and then he groaned, his tongue still in her mouth, and began to pump his hot come deep into her from in back. Sara came right along with him and Bass erupted up into her pussy a moment later, filling it with steamy spunk.

		This is how I want to live from now on! Sara thought, this is my new life…mine and my darling Greg’s. This kind of white-hot, incendiary sex is what I want, and so does he!

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		A New Life

		

		The phone rang. It was about eleven on a balmy Saturday morning in March, and Sara was still in her robe.

		She didn’t have anything on under it. She and Greg had given up on pajamas after their return from California.

		They both felt that pajamas just got in the way when they were ready to devour each other’s bodies and make sudden, torrid monkey-love together; which was something that they did with a frequency that had made a smug, thoroughly happy little smile a permanent feature on Sara’s beautiful face nowadays. She picked up the receiver, not recognizing the number on the caller ID.

		“Hey, what are you guys up to today?” Monique’s perky voice asked.

		Sara’s heart lifted. She talked to Monique at least once a day. Greg gave her a laughing, smiling bad time about it frequently, talking about how her “girlfriend” was on the line and about how they “babbled like a pair of lovesick teenagers” for hours on end.

		“We’re just hanging around the house, not doing anything special, how about you and Bass?”

		“Well, since you’re not doing anything much today, I need you to do something for me without asking a whole bunch of questions, okay? This is a surprise, so just go along and humor me, alright?”

		A wry smile spread across Sara’s face. This was so like Monique. She just loved little games and surprises.

		They’d had such fun last month, in February, when she and Greg had flown out for a four-day weekend and stayed in the huge Bel Air mansion with Bass and Mon. It had been a total blast! And Monique had truly been full of surprised.

		“Okay, I’ll play,” she said into the receiver. “What do I have to do?”

		“Go into the bedroom and throw a change of clothes into a small overnight bag; one for you and one for Greg, okay?”

		“Whatever for,” she asked, her smile broadening, “what are you up to, you little minx?”

		“Just do it, Texas!” Monique begged. “You won’t be sorry; I fucking double-dog promise you that!”

		“Okay, and then what?”

		“I’ll call back in ten minutes. Throw some clothes on and pack that bag and all will be revealed when I do.”

		The connection went dead. Mystified, Sara went into the bedroom and got out a small suitcase. She tossed in a pair of new shorts for herself, one for Greg, some underwear for each of them, and then a knit polo shirt for him and a loose fitting blouse for her. Adding socks and a pair of sandals both of them, she zipped the case closed.

		Greg came in, his hands dirty from a project he had been working on out in the garage. He’d bought an old big-block V-8 Ford motor a month ago, and was rebuilding it to go into a Cobra kit car he’d purchased last fall and was slowly assembling in one corner of their three car garage.

		“Are we going somewhere?” he asked, seeing the suitcase lying on the bed.

		“Mon called. This is some nonsense she and Bass dreamed up. She told me to pack an overnight bag with a change of clothes for both of us and said she’d call back in a few minutes to tell us what she’s up to.”

		A sly smile spread over Greg’s face. He loved Monique’s crazy side even more than his wife did.

		“Well, then, I guess she will,” he commented, going into the bathroom to wash the grease off his hands.

		Sara gave him a glare as she watched him get her white and grey marble sink greasy. She bent and got an older towel out from a drawer beside the sink and handed it to him before he could dry his hands on one of her new towels.

		“I’m making you clean that sink, mister. Look at that grease!”

		He shot her his bad-boy grin and said, “We can let Consuela handle that, I think, babe. Isn’t that why we have a maid, so that we won’t have to clean up our own greasy sinks, or am I missing something there?”

		“I don’t want the help to know what a pig I’m married to, now do I?” She said it tauntingly, grinning at him all the while.

		“I’ll show you “pig”,” he said with mock-threat in his voice, reaching for the ties on her robe. “This pig feels like a good rut this morning!”

		She giggled and ran back into the bedroom, saying over her shoulder, “Didn’t you rut enough last night? My legs feel sort of bowed this morning from all of that fucking we did, you insatiable beast!”

		He tackled her and they fell laughing onto the bed. Her robe was open in seconds and they were making out furiously, like two horny teens.

		The doorbell rang. Greg looked up and said, “Shit!”

		“Ignore it,” Sara whispered; her nipples already half hard in the still morning air. “It’s probably just some damned magazine salesman or something anyway. Now come down here and give me some sugar!”

		They went back to what they’d been doing, her robe all the way off now and his shirt pulled up out of his shorts as she struggled to get it all the way off without stopping the torrid make out session.

		The bell rang again, insistently. Greg pulled his lips from hers at last, a thoroughly frustrated look on his face.

		“Fuck that,” Sara said, her eyes hot with need, “you’d better get back to work, mister, or I’ll go out and find myself a lover who isn’t so easily distracted!”

		He chuckled. “‘Easily distracted,’ huh? We’ll just see about that, missy!”

		His lips came back down on hers and he had a nipple in each hand, twisting them slowly, just the way she loved it. Sara sighed, knowing that a great fuck was just moments away.

		The phone rang. Sara groaned, “God damn it! Is everyone in the world dead set on ruining our Saturday morning?”

		She reached over and grabbed the phone from where she’d tossed it on the bed earlier. It was the same number as before…Monique!

		Smiling happily at Greg, she clicked the phone on and said, “Hey, what are you up to now, hot stuff?”

		“I’m standing out on your front porch, broiling in this hot fucking Texas sun. Don’t you people ever answer your doorbell?”

		Sara gave a girlish little squeal of joy and said to Greg, “Pull that shirt back down and go answer the door while I throw some clothes on! It’s Mon! She’s here, right now—that was her ringing the bell!”

		“Well, I’ll be damned!” he said, grinning hugely, vaulting up off the bed. “Did she say anything about a visit? This is so cool!”

		Sara got up and grabbed a bra out of her drawer and hustled into it. She found a pair of plain white panties and yanked them on as well.

		She was running out into the living room in her bare feet, pulling on some shorts, when the front door opened. Smiling like a happy, excited idiot, she dropped the blouse she’d grabbed over her head and dashed over to stand beside Greg.

		“There they are,” Bass said, beaming at them from their front porch. “I told you they actually did want to see us. They were just a little slow coming to the door.”

		Monique grinned at them and held out her arms. She kissed Sara, long and hard, and then Greg, her tongue very busy. Bass got a similar tongue lashing from Sara, and then a bear hug from Greg.

		The Calverts stepped back at last and saw a long black Lincoln limousine idling out at the curb in front of their house. Bass followed their eyes to the limo, and then looked back at them, asking, “Do you have that bag packed? We’ve got something to show you.”

		

		****

		

		“So, why are you two suddenly in Texas from out of the blue?” Greg asked; sipping the flute of Dom Perignon Bass had just handed him.

		“All will be revealed in about forty minutes or so,” Bass answered evasively, smiling and leaning back in the luxurious leather seat. “Just enjoy the bubbly and the ride. I’ve got a second bottle in the car’s fridge, in case this one goes dry before we get to where we’re going.”

		“And just where was that again?” Sara asked.

		When he didn’t answer, she glanced out the window and said, “This is the road to Galveston.”

		“So it is,” Monique commented non-committally. “Did you read Bass’s newest book, Paradise, Again? We sent you and autographed copy.”

		Sara turned to Bass and said--an arch smile on her face, “I certainly did, with great interest. Did you have to name her Sara? And why was she tall and curvy with great tits and long legs. And why did she have to do that ‘twerking’ thing with her ass in that one sex scene?”

		Bass laughed merrily and drank more champagne. He asked her, “You did read the disclaimer, didn’t you; about it being totally a work of fiction, with no intentional references to any living person? And besides, her name was spelled with an ‘h’; Sarah, not Sara. How could anyone assume a connection?”

		Sara rolled her eyes and then punched him lightly in the arm. She said, “If I wasn’t so fond of you, I’d wring your neck, you idiot! I’d bragged to all of my friends and everyone in my office about meeting you and becoming friends with you and Mon.”

		She gave him a fake glare and said, “You would not believe the razzing I took when that thing came out! I have people calling after me when I’d walk past, ‘Shake it, Sara; shake that cute thing!’”

		Bass laughed again, as did Monique and Greg. She felt her face coloring. “I gotten numerous offers in the last month to meet for a drink after work, from guys I’d known for years!”

		He said glibly, “Well, you were worried about meeting people down here who might want to have sex with you. I was just trying to help!”

		She grabbed the half empty champagne bottle and feigned braining him with it. All four of them were roaring with laughter as they started across the Galveston Causeway Bridge.

		

		****

		

		The big car glided to a stop in the driveway of a new-looking, three-story house with a three car garage which made up the bottom floor of the structure. It was just off San Luis Pass Road, and right on the ocean; its backyard was the Gulf of Mexico.

		Sara glanced over at the real estate sign on the lawn, which had a big “sold” sign across it. She asked Bass, “Who owns this place?”

		“You’re lookin’ at him, sis!” Bass crowed, thrusting his chest out.

		He went on to say, in a terrible attempt at a Texas accent, “I was hankering for some space, so I naturally thought of Texas. Me and the little missy, here, bought this place just last week, with part of the proceeds of my latest book-which is selling like those proverbial hotcakes—thank you very much!”

		“It’s only about forty miles from your house, kitten!” Monique gushed happily, looking over at Sara, her blue eyes shining with love. “And we’re going to be down here for part of the year, every year, from now on!”

		Sara felt her heart pound! Her and Greg’s two favorite people in the entire world, this close by--it was nothing short of a miracle!

		“Oh, God, let’s see it!” she shouted, gesturing to Greg to open the door. “I can’t believe you two are here, living almost right next to us!”

		They got out of the limo, Bass carrying the newly opened second bottle of champagne with him. Climbing the steps to the front porch, on the second floor, he gestured with the Dom Perignon at the brand new white wicker settee and wing chairs on the porch, with their charming blue cushions and white piping around the edges.

		“For sitting out front at night, watching the fucking traffic roll by on San Luis Pass Road, I guess,” he commented wryly, as he got out a key and unlocked the front door. “Don’t ask me what these frigging decorators are thinking when they buy stuff. But they do buy nothing but the best—I’ve got the invoices to prove it!”

		The furniture inside the new house was all new and decorator-coordinated as well. Sara and Monique wandered from room to room, ooohing and ahhhhing and occasionally proclaiming something to be just “darling”! Bass and Greg adjourned to the recreation room on the third floor, which featured a pool table, a fireplace, a fully stocked bar with six stools, a giant screen TV in one corner of the room, and four big picture windows that looked out on another, much more spacious deck, which held yet another set of stylish outdoor furniture, plus a huge gas barbeque. Just beyond the deck was a line of grey-white sand and the Gulf.

		“This is a beaucoup cool place, Bass,” Greg said, toasting him with the bourbon and water his pal had just poured him.

		“Thanks, partner,” Bass toasted him back, clicking rims with him. “I’m giving you and Sara keys to everything, so you guys can use it when we’re not in residence. Think of it as your new beach house.”

		Greg laughed, “Jesus, buddy, I’d have to get six more promotions and work until I was eighty to afford a place like this; how many bedrooms and bathrooms are there is this little beach palace of yours?”

		“Five and five,” Bass said, “it’s about thirty seven hundred square feet of living space, not counting the garage.”

		They stood watching the ocean for a moment. Bass said, “I’m going to buy another sailboat and berth her out back. There’s a covered boat shed and dock that came with the place. Then I’m going to teach you and Sara to sail it.”

		Greg laughed and nodded his appreciation for that. There was a low, throaty moan from downstairs that floated up the nearby stairwell just then.

		Bass and Greg grinned at each other and gulped down their drinks. They were down the stairs seconds later, tiptoeing their way over to the master bedroom’s open door.

		Monique and Sara were naked on the bed, licking pussy like two girls possessed. The men smiled at each other again and started getting undressed.

		“Welcome to Texas, bud,” Greg whispered, sliding naked onto the bed.

		“Welcome to paradise, is more like it,” Bass whispered, bending to lap at Sara’s cute little ass pucker.

		She was on top, licking Monique’s pussy like crazy. Glancing back over her shoulder, she said, “Hi, baby, see anything you like?”

		“Well, there’s this tight little ass for starters,” Bass smiled, reaching for a tube of Monique’s super-slick English lube that was under a pillow, “it’s famous, far and wide, for being one of the most sensational fucks on the entire planet, or at least that’s what I read on the best seller lists.”

		She grinned and worked it around for him, Monique’s tongue following her movements, licking like mad at her aroused little clit. “Well, then, why don’t you try it, and see if that’s true, Bass, darling?”

		He pushed a big finger full of lube into it and whispered, “I believe I will, purely in the interests of journalistic integrity, you understand.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Sara answered as his cock slid into her tight backdoor. “What a good idea, honey; that journalistic integrity so important!”

		She went back to licking Monique as Bass began to heat her asshole up just right with that fabulous cock of his. Greg’s dick slid into Monique’s pussy, right past Sara’s delving tongue.

		Looking up at her husband, she smiled and licked his cock shaft some more as he began to fuck Monique in earnest. Her heart was singing.

		She really felt as if she were home now. With Bass and Monique this close by, she could see endless weekends like this one stretching out before her and her darling Greg. She could see the life she wanted. It was so close; as close as the cock that was right in front of her nose and the beautiful little pussy it was sliding in and out of!

		

		The End

		

		

		Author's Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.
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