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The Marriage Bed

Thad Halston stepped from the shower and grabbed a towel from the rack.  He was still drying himself when he entered his adjoining bedroom.  His wife Nan looked up from the bed and eyed her husband's nakedness with the lust of a schoolgirl.

Thad was tall, fully six foot four, and had a lean, muscular body and a million-dollar smile.  Steel-blue eyes and thick brown hair gave him a boy next door look, with just the hint of something more.  It had been ten years since that mad night they first met and the whirlwind romance that followed.  They were married only two weeks later.  Nan had never met a man that satisfied her sexually as completely as Thad did.   His rugged good looks and playful eyes would attract any woman, but Nan was especially fond of his above-average cock.  It was the center of her nights and she had learned how to help him keep it hard for extended periods.

Nan loved fucking her husband and never tired of watching his long, lean body fresh out of the shower.  His cock was limp but still respectable.  Thicker than most, Nan loved the way it stretched her opening when he pounded into her like a rutting bull.  She threw the covers back and let him see her lush, tanned thighs.  She habitually slept in one of Thad's old shirts and she spread out her long legs so that he could see her slit up the short hem of the shirt.

His eyes locked on his wife's opening and she spread her legs wider and ran two fingers up and down her slit.  Nan smiled as his cock stiffened, grew longer and thicker.  Her juices flowed at the sight and she continued to stroke herself.

“Come fuck me” she begged, stretching her body out so that her tits strained against the shirt and her nipples dimpled the material.

“God you are beautiful” Thad declared.

“Then come fuck me” Nan replied, digging her fingers deeper into her entrance.  Her digits were wet and slick from her discharge. 

Thad was quickly, fully erect, his prick pulsing and throbbing.  He dropped his towel and moved toward his wife.  Nan unbuttoned the shirt, exposing her ripe round breasts.  She had large areola and nipples as hard as Thad's cock.  He loved Nan's tits.  They were large and firm and the envy of every woman Nan had ever met.

“I am going to be late for my Tee-time” noted Thad.

“Fuck your Tee-time” she replied, covering her bare breast with her hand, and squeezing the nipple.

“Sexy bitch” Thad exclaimed, grabbing her by the ankle and pulling her across the bed toward him.  The action spread her silky thighs wider and he put his free hand up against her opening, feeling her wetness and inserting his fingers as deep as he could.

Nan squirmed and reached for his cock.  Closing her fist around it and stroking it urgently.  Her long fingers were eager and needy.  She moaned and thrust her pelvis up toward his stiffness.  Anxious to feel his hardness savage her. 

Nan cried out when he entered her.  She loved the first moments of penetration.  To feel her cunt lips spread and flow around a cock was heaven on earth for her.  She loved the way the hardness forced her opening apart, the marvelous thrill of stretching, and then the feel of stiffness rubbing against her as it slid in and out.  Teasing and tantalizing and sending shards of pleasure coursing through her entire body until it pushed her higher and higher in an ecstasy spiral that swallowed her and overwhelmed her.  The world slowly fading away, replaced by the wonderful sensation of a rigid cock ravaging her hole. 

Nan loved everything about fucking. The penetration.  The excitement of arousing a man.  Of taunting them and playing them like a puppet master.  Masterfully keeping them right on the verge of explosion, but frustrating their attempts at release, so that she could enjoy their hardness and their ardor for as long as possible.

She relished the feel of their bodies against hers.  The way their hands glided over her hungrily, the want in their touch flowing into her, amplifying her own desires.  The pressure of her tits as she pressed them against their hard chests, the tightness of their butts as they slammed into her, and the sensation of their balls slapping against her ass.  It all combined to envelope her into a carnal haze and she reveled in it.

Nan had always been beautiful.  Even as a child, she was the pretty one and when she grew the biggest firmest tits of all her girlfriends, she became even more desirable.  Men were putty in her hands and she learned early how to play them and work her whiles.

She loved Thad, but he had his shortcomings.  He had climbed the corporate ladder quickly.  Much faster than his associates.  He was smart, handsome, charming, and dedicated.  He had worked hard and now stood one rung from the executive suite.  The inner circle of the men that ran a multi-billion dollar, international conglomerate.

But Thad had a secret weapon.  He didn't know it, but Nan had greased the wheels of his accent.  Always being the dutiful wife, the perfect domestic partner.  His rise through the ranks had been stellar.  His last three promotions had been the most rapid in company history.

Ten years ago, he had been unexpectedly picked out of a group of twenty-odd management trainees and placed on the fast track.  Thad thought it was a reward for exemplary work and it was.  Just not his.  Once a month Nan went out with the girls.  But she didn't stay long.  Instead, she drove to a private apartment on the outskirts of the city, dropped her skirt and unbuttoned her blouse, and shared her fabulous body with Thad's boss.

*****

It had all started at the company Christmas party, or Holiday party, as the HR department dubbed it.  Thad was just one of a score of trainees in those days.  The ink was still wet on his MBA and he was quickly learning the difference between textbook business and real-life enterprise. 

Thad was proud of his hot wife and liked to show her off.  That particular night Nan had worn a clinging green dress that blatantly displayed her feminine charms and left every male in the room hiding their erections.   Cut low at the top and short at the skirt, few women could make a dress like that look better.  

A good-looking vice president had asked Nan to dance and was more than a little persistent about burying his boner between Nan's thighs as they danced.  It didn't really bother Nan.  His was not the first cock that had knocked at her door and she enjoyed stimulating men.  Teasing turned her on.  Besides, he might be someone important and she did not want to make enemies for Thad, so she let him rub and even rubbed back a little.

Despite his audacity, it actually felt good and she found herself wondering what a man this brazen would be like in bed.  Nan liked men that took the lead and made her feel like a woman.   They were all male and their dominance excited her.  They built a fire in her and once those flames heated up, there was only one thing that would quench them.  A rock-hard cock pounding relentlessly into her.

The VP thanked her, and some other Lothario stepped in.  He tried the same thing, but Nan shut him down after a few rubs.  He was just one of the junior trainees and a little overweight at that.  Nan pushed him away and kept him at arm’s length for the rest of the dance. 

Thad set two glasses of Christmas cheer on the table and sat down next to his wife.  Nan accepted the nectar anxiously and drained half the glass.

“That was the big cheese you were dancing with” observed Thad.

“What do you mean?” replied Nan.

“That tall guy with the gray hair.  He is my bosses’, bosses’, boss.  He decides who makes the cut.”

“What cut?”

“The one that determines whether I start climbing the corporate ladder here at BrightStone Industries or put out my resume” answered Thad.

“You mean we might have to move?  The kids are settled in their school.”

“Probably not.  But the cut is coming up and only a few of us will make it.  I’m sure I'm OK.”

“How many will make it?” demanded Nan, extremely pissed that Thad had kept such an important detail to himself.

“Two, maybe three” Thad answered.  “But I am sure I'm fine.”

“This is one hell of a time to tell me” Nan accused, raising her voice more than was prudent.

“Don't worry about it, I have it covered” assured Thad.

“How many in the training program?”

“Twenty-four total I think.”

“That's less than one in ten that stay.  How can you be sure you're one of them?” challenged Nan.

“I just am,” Thad replied.

“You mean you hope?” Nan countered.

Halfway through the evening, the liquor had flowed another hour and a half, and everyone was socially and sexually a little looser.  Mr. Vice President was back insisting on another dance.  He swept up Nan in his arms and pressed his body full into hers.  The extra alcohol in his bloodstream had not softened his dick, which boldly and insistently massaged Nan's crotch.

'Well that's a good sign', Nan thought to herself as she pushed right back.  'Maybe this stud has some staying power?'

Now that she knew the importance of her partner and the power he had over her life; Nan was much more willing to let him play.  Nan was promiscuous by nature and was not ashamed of it.  She liked to fuck.  That was part of who she was.  She loved Thad and she loved her family and their life together.  When she married, she had given up spreading her legs for every sexy smile that caught her eye and the promise of a stable loving home had been worth the trade.  But there were times when she missed the thrill of a new cock.  Nan liked men.  Liked the way they demurred to her, the way they smelled, the hardness of a muscular body.  But most of all, she longed for those sensations of overwhelming pleasure when they pounded their stiff dicks into her warm, wet pussy.

In their ten years together, Nan had never cheated on Thad.  But she had been tempted and had sexually teased and tormented at least one pursuer almost to the point of forceful insertion.  It would not really have been rape.  She wanted it as much as he did, but her vows and the images of her children without a father had stopped her at the last minute.  It's hard to tell a man no, once his cock has been in your hand as you rubbed its head up against your wet panties, but she managed.  She apologized wholeheartedly for barring his entrance to her garden gates, then she knelt before him and took him in her mouth, and massaged his balls as he emptied his load down her throat.

After that, she had vowed never to let her lust carry her that far into the game.  She still teased, but not so aggressively, and never again without a graceful exit plan. 

Mr. VP could be a perfect solution to her need to wonder.  Thad had to work his way up the corporate ladder and the competition on the road to the boardroom was stiff and cutthroat.  Shouldn't a loving wife do her part?

Nan liked the feel of the VP's cock, nestling between her legs, begging for attention.

“Does your wife know you swing that thing around at women you have just met?” Nan asked, pressing back, and massaging his stiffness with her pelvis.

The VP laughed and increased the pressure even more.  Bending his knees slightly so that the head of his cock slid partially between her legs.  “I am sure she suspects.  She knows what a horny goat I am.”

“Well, it feels tempting.  Nice and stiff and persistent, just exactly what a girl needs” Nan observed, gliding her hand gently over the broad back of the VP.  Pressure on the back never fails to arouse men thought Nan.  They were so easy to manipulate.  “But I doubt my husband would approve.”

“Which one is your husband?” he asked.

“Thad Halston” she replied.

“Oh!  Well, glad to meet you, Mrs. Halston”.

“Since we're semi-intimate” you can call me Nan.

“Nice to meet you, Nan.  I'm Brook Adams.”

“Nice to meet you Brook” replied Nan, releasing the remaining tension in her body, and surrendering completely to him.

Brook pulled her in close and felt the heat of her body flow into him.  Nan lay her head on his shoulder, hoping her smells would envelop him.  They were as close as they could respectably be without causing a scene on a public dance floor.

“So, you’re the big cheese?” Nan asked.

“I'm your husband's bosses’, bosses’, boss.  If that is what you’re asking?”

“How's my boy doing?”

“Too early to tell and I am not supposed to discuss the matter.  Especially with the wives.”

Nan moved her hips seductively.  Her crotch nestled his cock, stroking it seductively.

“I am sure you can make an exception for a semi-intimate friend” she replied.

“I might, to a fully intimate one,” he replied, pumping his cock against her.  Dry humping her right there on the dance floor.  Nan responded in kind and leaned up closer to his ear.    Her warm breath flooded his ear canal as she whispered, “Why don't we go somewhere that I can enjoy that cock you keep stabbing me with!”

“I'll meet you on the 23rd floor in ten minutes.  The code is o709,” Brook replied as the music ended.  “Thanks for the dance Mrs. Halston,” he said loudly as he bowed, then walked away.

Nan checked in with her husband and went to the lady's room to touch up her face.  Then she took one of the back elevators to the 23rd floor.

*****


Sealing the Deal

The 23rd floor was dark except for a few night lights and a partially lit office at the end of the hall.  When Nan entered, Brook was standing by the window, the city lights sprawled out as far as the eye could see. 

“Nice view.  What do I have to do to get my husband an office like this?” Nan asked.

Brook turned and laughed.  Even in the dim light, he could see her extraordinary beauty.  The genetics of sex appeal came together in Nan in an almost perfect combination.  Her long flowing black hair framed an angelic face with expressive black eyes that danced and dazzled, especially when she was becoming aroused.  Her body was svelte and lithe, and it flowed with a sensual grace.  Her D-cup breasts were far too big for her slender frame, but they never sagged and swung seductively when she moved. 

Brook paused for a moment, his eyes devouring her.  “You are a truly beautiful woman” he replied.  “All it takes to get here is guts, guile, hard work, talent, and lots and lots of luck.”

Suddenly he crossed the room quickly.  The lust in his blue eyes thrilled her and desire washed through her.   He reached behind Nan's head to grab a handful of her flowing black hair, then pulled her mouth roughly to his.  His kisses were demanding and greedy, like a man who had discovered a treasure and was going to make it his own.  Nan yielded to him completely, her body hungry for his intimacy. 

Brook was at least two decades her senior, but he was a handsome, virile man with a magnetism that attracted her.  In a room full of alpha males, he was the undisputed top dog.  He cowed them all, including her husband Thad, and that excited Nan.    It had been seven years since a man other than Thad had touched her sexually and the thrill of cheating titillated her.

Raw carnal need flowed through Nan in a hot wave and she could feel her panties fill with her juices.  She met Brook's mouth hungrily, eagerly, anxious for the urgent probing of his warm tongue.  His hands wandered over her lush body, caressing, kneading, exploring, spreading desire like a tingling lotion.  His touch was insistent and infectious.  She ached to feel him inside her.

Nan clawed at his zipper and belt, plunging her hands inside his briefs, and pushing his suit pants down around his ankles.  Her impatience was slightly sated when her fingers wrapped around his stiffness.  She squeezed and it did not yield.  It was like gripping a steel bar. 

Brook's cock surged into her welcoming hands, throbbing and pulsing.  Nan moaned into his mouth as her fingers explored the ridges on his shaft.   She felt Brook's free hand high on her thigh, up inside her dress.   Kneading the tender flesh just inches from her opening.  His touch was electric.  Then her panties were brushed aside, and his fingers were inside her. 

“Oh fuck” she whimpered; their tongues still entwined. His fingers went deeper, and she tried to climb onto them, impaling herself on their stiffness.  Her pussy aching for his cock.  She threw her pelvis at him, riding his hand like a dildo.  He pumped into her hard, curling his digits into a wedge and stabbing her wetness with breathtaking power and speed. 

“Oh God” she cried out as her cunt walls spasmed around his fingers and her body quivered and shook.  Her climax was quick and only gave her a moment of relief before overpowering need filled her again, almost instantly, as her body hungered for more of her new lover.

Suddenly Brook broke off his kissing and spun her body around.  He bent her over his desk, laying her on her stomach, her legs on the floor, her butt facing him.  His hand went quickly back up her skirt as he pushed her legs further apart and ripped open her panties.   She felt his fingers cup her cunt and curl inside of her.  Nan groaned and Brook put his fingers together and hand fucked her furiously.  In just moments Nan was cuming again, whimpering and moaning and begging for his cock.

Nan loved the moment of entry and a strange cock gave her a special thrill.  ‘God it is a delicious feeling to be entered and have your opening spread’ she thought.  To her it was a form of domination and down deep, beneath her independence, she was a submissive cavewoman being taken by the man that ruled the roost.

Lust filled them both and the smells and sounds of primal sex flooded the room as Nan surrendered herself completely.  Brook was a rutting bull, savaging her cunt with his cock.  Pounding into her like a mythical satyr, his balls slapping violently against her tight, perfect ass.  “Oh God” fuck me harder she shouted.

“Pull your legs together and tighten up” demanded Brook, delivering a hard smack to one butt cheek.  He had big hands and it stung, the pain flowed through her, mixing with the pleasure and Nan complied and shook with renewed desire.

“That's it Doll,” he said.  “Oh, fuck you are a sweet piece.”

Nan just moaned and flexed her fingers at the sensations running through her.  Completely content to sprawl across his deck and have him take his pleasure as roughly and crudely as he wished.  

He was pounding his cock into her like a stallion subduing a mare.  Long powerful thrusts, driving deep into her pussy.   She was soaked, her smell filled the air, as did the sloshing sound as he pummeled her, both fueled her fervor.  Nan pushed her ass back at him, wishing he could go in deeper and harder, and then she came again.  This time violently, shaking uncontrollably for much longer than usual.

A second later Brook filled her.  His hot white sperm shot deep inside her.  She felt his cock swell for just an instant, then empty in spurts before he pulled out.  Cum was still oozing from his cock and it was still semi-hard.  Nan thought they were done, but Brook grabbed her by the hair again and forced her to her knees.

Nan knew instinctively what he wanted, and she wanted it too.  She took him in her mouth, letting him slide all the way down her throat until her lips touched his balls.  Brook groaned.  A deep male moan of desire. 

“Suck it baby”, he ordered, and Nan went to work.  She was good at this.  Thad loved to have his cock sucked and she loved sucking it.  The taste of her own juices made it even better and the smell of Brook’s musk increased her ardor even more.  Nan put one hand between Brook's legs and cupped his balls.  With the other, she worked her own opening.  'I am so fucking wet' she thought as her fingers slide in and out of her as easily as a knife moves through hot butter.

Nan was amazed at how much sperm Brook had left.  It started to flow and seemed to never stop.  She swallowed it eagerly as it came in waves of thick white juice. Toward the end, his cock pulsed, and she tried to keep it hard, twirling her tongue around its head, her lips caressing all along its length.

She stood and was in his arms again.  One hand worked his dick, stroking its length, coaxing it back to the hardness she needed.  She was desperate to be fucked again.  Her cunt ached for more attention and she guided his hand to her opening and groaned loudly when his fingers entered her.   Brook had big hands and long fingers and he curled them as they brushed along the front of her cunt wall.  The sensations were stunning, and Nan came again, her juices flowing over his hand and down her leg. 

Nan wanted his mouth.  It was suddenly the most important thing in life to feel his lips caress her labia and his tongue curl and thrust inside of her.  Turning into the aggressor she sat on his desk, spread her legs, shoved his head between her legs, and waited to be pleasured.

Brook was a pro in the oral department.  He tongued her in long, lingering strokes as he slowly lapped at her juices. Nan was consumed with the feel of his warm tongue teasing her most sensitive flesh.  “Oh Fuck!” she moaned as she arched her back and ground her opening against his mouth.

She came almost the instant he sucked her labia between his lips, but he waited for her to quit squirming before he moved to her clit.  Moments later Nan was screaming in ecstasy, her body thrashing uncontrollably.

“Ah ah ah ah” she chanted, lost in some carnal trance.  Brook responded by licking faster and sucking harder while Nan whimpered and jerked and lost count of her orgasms.  Nan lay exhausted across the desk.  Her legs spread lewdly, her slit glistening with her juices. 

Brook was hard again, and he touched her labia; they were slick, and his fingers glided easily over the tender flesh.  He knew just how much pressure to apply and the pleasure was painfully intense.  Nan jerked because her labia were swollen and overly sensitive.  But Brook was ready, and he grabbed her thighs with strong firm hands and pulled her toward him.  Her butt slid easily across the smooth wood of his desktop.  He teased her opening with his hardness for a moment, then flexed his hips and rammed his cock in hard.

“God Damn” shouted Nan as his thickness stretched her opening and she reveled in the sensation.  She flexed her pelvis, matching him thrust for thrust. Eager for each new penetration.   She pulled her legs up and spread them wider as Brook pounded into her in a sexual rage.  They had gone completely primal and he grabbed her behind the neck and pulled her toward him.  Nan's body was curled into a partial ball.  With her knees up, legs spread, back arched, and neck straining, they locked gazes and fucked frantically. 

Brook's assault on her pussy was relentless.   He hammered into her with animal ferocity.  Nan panted and chanted as his thick cock ravaged her opening.  “Uh uh uh Oh fuck.”  The sounds of her rapture drove Brook on, inspiring an even more violent onslaught.  Nan was crazy with lust, urging him on, throwing her body at him furiously, like a cat in heat.  She had not fucked like this in years and physical exhaustion was very near.

Nan was both relieved and disappointed when she felt Brook's cock pulse and unload.  Her pussy clamped around it, not wanting it to shrink.  Massaging it in a desperate effort to coax out one more stroke. But it went limp and the last of his sperm ran down her leg and dripped on the lush office carpet.

“I'm going to see you again” announced Brook, like it was a command from on high and Nan had no say in the matter.

“That pissed her off a little, Nan was her own woman and she did with her body as she pleased.  But she also needed to see Brook again.  Even as she lay gasping for air on Brook’s desktop, her need to be sexually dominated and ruthlessly ravaged again was overwhelming.

“OK” she answered, rising, and looking about the office for her clothes.

“I am assuming this puts my husband on the fast track” she demanded.

“A woman that fucks like you, I want to keep you around for a long, long time” Brook assured.  “You keep me happy and I'll keep him happy.  Well, happy is not the right word, because I am going to work his ass off.  But he'll be well paid for it and learn how to be an executive.”

*****

Nan rolled on her side facing Brook.  She leaned in and kissed him softly, her hand sliding down his body to grasp his cock.  She kneaded it with her long fingers as it grew harder. 

“It might be played out” observed Brook.  “You have been insatiable today.”

“Just holding up my part of the deal” she responded, stroking it in earnest as it began to harden. 

“You grew it, baby.  Go ahead and ride it” declared Brook and Nan obeyed.

She threw a leg over Brook and straddled him, then lowered herself onto his new stiffness.  “Oh fuck!” she moaned.  Nan loved the moment of penetration.  She lived for it.  But now it was in and she began to pump her ass eagerly. 

She shifted her weight and moved her butt around a little.  First leaning forward, then back.  Searching for that perfect angle of entry that would bring her the greatest pleasure.  Then she hammered her cunt down on his hardness, before pushing herself up almost to the point of losing it.  Then repeating the maneuver.

She wanted one more orgasm.  She should have been sated.  They had been fucking all evening and she was amazed that Brook was still hard.  But Nan was sexually greedy, and she habitually squeezed as much pleasure out of her lovers as possible.  She shook her tits to get Brook's attention and he responded by reaching up and grabbing one breast with each hand. 

Brook loved Nan's tits.  Every man did and Nan figured a little fondling would keep him hard for at least a few more strokes.  “Oh Fuck” she moaned as a mini orgasm took control of her, leaving her quivering for just a few seconds.  She pumped faster, swinging her ass around to hit all angles.  Then faster still.  Brook had caught the fever and was thrusting up, adding his hips to the mass of motion. 

She could feel him starting to cum.  Just a few more strokes.  She was almost there.  “Go baby go, I am close” she shouted, and Brook lunged with his hips and lifted her off the bed.  She hung in mid-air, impaled on his cock, her body teetering.  Then she felt him cut loose and the last of his sperm shot into her.

She tipped over as he fell back.  Landing on the bed trembling with desire’s aftermath.  Her body racked with a series of deep spasms that slowly subsided as her breathing returned to normal.

“We have to talk,” said Brook.

“Nan could tell from his tone that something heavy was coming.  Their sessions were normally light and playful.  Just good fun.  A night of sport fucking before they both went home to their spouses.  That's what it was supposed to be.  But it had become much more.  They had become lovers.  Every bit as involved with one another, as they were with their spouses.

“So, talk” replied Nan, steeling herself for the bad news.  Thad was not going to get the next promotion.  That had to be it.

“There is a complication with Thad's new position.”

“What kind of complication?”

“The decision is not entirely up to me.  The chairman has weighed in and thinks Thad is too young.  Thinks he needs more seasoning.  That's a word he loves to use.”

“Well convince him.  We had a deal and I've kept up my end of the bargain.  I fucked you, sucked you, and played all your sick games.  I’ve even taken you up the ass,” declared Nan.

“Funny you should mention that” answered Brook.

*****


Finessing the Big Boss

Thomas J.  Holtz was a legend in the boardroom but didn't look like he would be much in the bedroom.  He was short, balding, overweight, and well past sixty with yellowing teeth.   He welcomed Nan into his office with all the charm of a used car salesman.

She stood nervously in front of his desk, looking about anxiously as the chairman's eyes roamed appraisingly over every inch of her marvelous body.  She expected to be offered a chair, but instead, he motioned for her to turn around slowly.  Thad had warned her that she needed to have a brief interview before his promotion would be official.  Just a get-acquainted chat he had assured, but Brook also had hinted that there might be more.  Much more.  This was an inspection, an intimate inspection.  Nan was a woman who had been around.  She knew when she was auditioning to be fucked.

Nan turned slowly as Holtz scrutinized her from every angle.  She had dressed to impress as she always did around Thad's business associates.  Thad liked having both his underlings and his bosses lusting after his hot wife.  It stroked his male ego and Nan gladly accommodated.  She liked the way men looked at her and it thrilled her that they would go home to their wives and think about fucking her, while they were fucking them.

“You have great legs,” Holtz observed.  He said it in a flat voice like he was delivering an economic fact from one of his accounting reports, not making a compliment to a beautiful woman. 

“Thank you” replied Nan, still hoping to sit down.  She had worn a short skirt to show off her thighs and give the Chairman a little thrill when she sat on the couch or an office chair.  Instead, she was just standing in the middle of the room, waiting for him to finish his eye fuck.

“Lift your skirt a little, I want to see more of your legs” he demanded, his tone authoritative and assuming.  As if the word “no”, would never occur to her.

Her skirt was short, and a great deal of thigh was already on display, but Nan pulled up her skirt an inch or two.  She didn’t want to.  But there was too much money on the line, and it was up to her to carry the ball for “Team Thad” over the finish line.  Triple the salary, stock options, use of the corporate jet, and a summer home on the beach.  A whole new world was opening for her and Thad.  Nan would do whatever was needed, just like always.

Nan had sacrificed her vows of fidelity twice for Thad's career.  Three times?  What the hell!  Even with this toad!  She had gotten lucky with Brook, he turned out to be a fantastic lover and she counted the hours each week until he would take her in his arms and reduce her body to a whimpering, shaking puddle of desire. 

Brook had been the first. The second had been that client, Jerry Brewster, and a multi-million-dollar merger that could make or break Thad's career.  But Brewster was astute, and Thad was out of his league and overeager.  Brewster could smell Thad’s fear.  The man was a shark.  Sensing his advantage, he had closed in for the kill.  Thad and Nan had shown him the town and he couldn’t keep his eyes off of Nan.  Thad even arranged for a companion for the evening.  A breathtaking blonde with elegant legs and big tits.  What more could a man want?

But Brewster wanted both women and made it clear that if Nan didn’t join the party, there would be no merger.  Nan thought it was a bluff, but Thad didn't want to take the risk.  He was more than willing to sell his lovely wife for the good of his career.  After all, wouldn't she benefit also? 

Brewster had wanted to start by watching some girl-on-girl action as he called it, before settling in for a night of fucking.  Nan lay on the bed, spread her legs, and stroked herself wantonly.  Cloe, the blonde, had desire in her blue eyes and watched every move of Nan's fingers as they caressed her labia.  Then Cloe kissed Nan’s thighs and fingered her slit lovingly, before rolling her labia around between her lips. Nan had never been with a woman and was reluctant until she felt Cloe’s tongue on her labia.  It was one of the most wonderful sensations of her life.

Nan had never thought of herself as bi, but Cloe was lovely and was so fucking good with her hands and tongue.  Within moments Nan had been screaming and convulsing and quivering with multiple orgasms.     Ten minutes into Cloe’s oral assault, Brewster dangled his cock over Nan's lips, and she took him eagerly as Cloe continued to send her to even higher levels of pleasure.

Brewster was a loathsome man.   Course and uncouth and smug about his sexual blackmail.  He was rough to the point of pain and treated her like a whore, which of course was exactly what she was at that moment.  Nan had always had a secret fantasy about selling herself for money.  But this wasn’t what she had imagined.  There wasn’t a trace of class or romance in the man.  His dick was average-sized, but he kept it hard forever.  He took some pills and ravaged both her and Cloe relentlessly.  It might have been enjoyable if he had paid any attention to his partner's pleasure, but he just banged away and grabbed away.  Nan had heard of a marathon fuck but never experienced one.  Brewster was ever hard, and she thought it would never end.  Just endless pounding with no technique and no stimulation and foul breath the whole time.  If the man had some style, he would be a master lover and women would throw themselves at his feet.  But he was a pig and all Nan got from his incredible staying power was a sore cunt.

Despite her disgust, Nan had let him fuck her three times, once up her ass and she swallowed his cum and licked out his butt as well.  “Take one for the team” was all that Thad and Brook had to say about the matter.  Fucking men!  If Cloe had not been there, she would have been puking her guts out.

“Very nice.  A little more” Holtz’s voice broke her reverie and Nan pulled her skirt higher.  She was proud of her legs and enjoyed showing them off.  If the old goat wanted to see some more of them, what the fuck?

“Higher” he demanded.

“Any higher and I'll be showing my panties.”

“So?”

Nan obeyed and pulled her skirt up around her waist. 

“Very nice.  I like silk and the mesh is a nice touch, turn around slowly” he ordered.

Nan turned slowly and when her full-back was to him, he shouted “Stop!”

Nan froze.

“Very nice ass,” said Holtz, Nan could hear the desire in his voice.  “Pull your panties up so they go into your crack.”

Nan did as instructed.  This was both infuriating and titillating.  Despite his physical appearance, Holtz’s dominance was beginning to excite her.

“Oh fuck” he exclaimed, and Nan knew from his tone that he was touching himself.

“Turn around and face me.”

Nan turned to find that he had his dick out and was stroking it.  Her face was beginning to color and their eyes met. 

“You like showing off huh?”

Nan blushed.

“Pull your panties aside.  I want to see your cooze.”

Nan obeyed, letting him take a long look at her pussy.  She noticed she was a little wet and she ran one long finger along her slit.  Holtz followed her every movement with his eyes.

“Do that again,” he ordered.  “Dip your fingers in.  Get some juice on them.”

Nan did so and found that she was wetter than she realized.

“Take them off” he demanded, and her panties dropped to the floor.

“Now come over here and bring me your panties. “

Nan walked around the desk, holding her skirt up and her panties in her hand.  She stopped in front of Holtz.

He rocked forward in his executive chair.  His face was wrinkled and rounded.  He spoke through fat lips and smelled of cigar smoke.  His cock was slick with precum and his eyes were fucking every inch of her.

Nan smiled and handed him her panties.

Holtz held them to his face and took a deep breath.  “You have a compelling smell dear” he announced.  Then he took Nan’s hand and pulled it to his nose.  He savored her odor for more than a minute.  Drinking in her essence and stroking his cock. 

Then he put her long fingers in his mouth, closing his lips around them and sucking, just like Nan would suck a cock.  Despite his offensive appearance, Nan felt her legs weaken.  He turned her hand and kissed the palm.  His dark eyes looking up at her at the same time.  He reeked of smoke and nicotine, but his tongue was warm, and his desire beckoned her.

Nan locked gazes with him. 

“Closer my dear” he urged, and Nan took two half steps.  Holtz reached out a pudgy hand and took her labia between his forefinger and a thick, pudgy thumb.

“Fuck that feels good” whispered Nan as he softly kneaded the tender flesh.  Rolling her labia lips gently, but firmly between his digits.  He had some kind of oil on his fingertips and it made her delicate flesh tingle.

Nan spread her legs a little wider, pushing her cunt imperceptibly toward him.  He watched intently.  A predator studying his prey, the dark eyes gleamed with flickers of delight.

“Oh shit” moaned Nan, lost in the pleasure that his fat fingers were bringing her.  For an old fart, he sure knew how to touch a woman.  Nan had seldom experienced such intense and expert foreplay.  Her moisture flowed freely, covering his hand. 

“That's a girl.  Let it go” he advised as he slid two fingers in and curled them.  His hands were fat, but big and Nan felt his thumb on her click, which had suddenly sprung to life.  He rubbed it softly, but firmly and more of her juices leaked onto his hand.

'This guy really knows what he is doing' thought Nan squatting just a little as she pushed her pussy down over his hand.  He responded by pumping her faster and adding a third finger.  At first, it was long, languid strokes as he wielded his hand in a see-saw motion.  Then the fingers went in and curled inside her, the thumb coming down over her clit.  Then he withdrew the fingers a little and his thumb went up, riding firmly over her hard little bud.

When she started to moan, he picked up the tempo.  His thumb flew over her slick clit and his fat fingers pumped in and out of her at a furious pace.  Nan squatted more and spread her legs both to increase his access and to stabilize herself during his onslaught. 

“Oh, God! I like that”, she whimpered, and he smiled, flashing her the self-satisfied grin of a master seducer.  Then she came.  Her knees buckled and she caught herself on the desk as she started to fall.  It was not her largest orgasm, but far from her smallest.  It was respectable and it took her a moment to recover.

She looked at Holtz and he was licking her nectar off of his fingers.

Nan was still shaking when he suggested “My cock needs some attention.”

Holtz tilted his executive chair forward, braced both feet on the floor, and spread his legs.  Nan knelt between his legs and pushed them a little farther apart.  She ran her hands up and down his thighs, feeling the muscles inside his suit pants.  He had surprisingly powerful legs.  Then her hands covered his groin.  His cock was thick, and she pulled his pants lower to free his balls.

Nan was not attracted to this man.  Just the opposite.  She was a little repulsed, but somehow, he had excited her.  Perhaps it was his expert touch that brought her to almost instant arousal or the way he commanded her.  He did not ask for his sex.  He ordered it like he was reading from a menu of the house specialties and expected full compliance.  Whatever the reason, Nan was eager to taste his fat cock, to run her hands over it, and to put her lips around it.

His musk hit her nostrils like a carnal cloud as she pulled his pants down a few more inches.  Holtz had a heavy male odor that was overpowering.  Like some ancient primal scent that nature had designed to make women want to fuck, enabling men to spread their seeds far and wide.

She stroked his cock eagerly. It was thick but short.  Very thick and firm enough to ride.  She squeezed it between two fingers, and it didn’t yield.  She wanted it inside her.  But Holtz just grinned and pushed her head down until her mouth covered it.  She kissed the head and swirled her tongue, then looked up at him enticingly. 

Nan was an exceptionally beautiful and sexy woman and she was used to being in charge.  She gave him a beguiling look that would melt most men, but Holtz was having none of it.  This was his game and he was the master.  He grabbed her hair at the back of her head and pumped her face up and down on his shaft.  Nan got the hint and formed her lips into a seal, her cheeks hollowing out to create an airtight vacuum and sucked as she snaked one hand under his balls, her long fingers spread out exploring, caressing, relishing the feel of his sack against her palm.  She had rarely been so sexually charged.

Holtz threw his hips up in powerful thrusts.  Stabbing his cock into her mouth.  Relishing in the feel of her lips sliding over his girth.  “Suck baby, suck” he demanded, bucking up faster as his cock slammed between her waiting lips.  When he came, he threw his hips high in the air and Nan felt his discharge hit the back of her throat and she sucked like she had seldom sucked before. 

Nan thought they were done and was busily licking up his droppings when he stood and pushed her mouth down to his balls.  “Suck” he commanded, and she tongued his sack and took his balls in her mouth one at a time.  She was half kneeling, half sitting, craning her neck to come up underneath the short man.  She sucked and tongued him for a good two or three minutes and his thick cock sprung back to life.  Nan thought they were going to fuck, but he leaned one hand on his desk to steady himself and pulled her mouth back over his cock. 

This time his thrusts were vicious and violent, showing no concern for her comfort.  He fucked her mouth ruthlessly as if he were fucking an object, not a person.  Just jammed his cock into her mouth and flexed his hips mercilessly.  Nan was merely a vessel for his release.  He was not making love or even fucking.  He was just discharging.  Pouring out his jizz into something warm, wet, and moving.

Nan gagged and choked, and her mouth filled with saliva, but Holtz fucked right through it all as he emptied into her a second time.  Her mouth was full of sperm.  She swallowed much of it, but it overflowed her lips, leaving white strands across her beautiful face.  Still holding her by the hair Holtz pulled her mouth to his and kissed her roughly.  Nan opened her mouth accepting him.  His tongue was as intrusive and unrelenting as his cock.  It searched and probed.  None of the subtleties of one lover to another.  Just a sexual bully, taking what pleasure he wanted and leaving the scraps for his partner.

Nan got to her feet and let her skirt drop to the floor.  Holtz’s dominance was a turn-on, and it filled Nan with a lust craze that she didn’t understand.  She ran her fingers up and down her slit, while her other hand searched for his cock.  Her eager fingers closed around his hardness hungrily and she stroked it with long, insistent strokes.

He pushed Nan’s hand aside and replaced it with his own fingers.  She was standing and leaning against his desk.  She got up on her toes and sat spread-legged on the edge.  He stabbed her cunt violently with his fat fingers, ravaging her opening with short powerful thrusts.  She could hear herself slosh each time he entered her.  Nan came quickly, showering his hand and her legs with a flood of fluid as spasms racked her whole body.

Holtz pulled up his pants and watched Nan as she leaned against his desk, shaking uncontrollably.  Nan noted his broad smile of satisfaction and conquest but didn’t care.  He had won, but so had she.  She’d blow this guy every day if it got Thad the key to the top floor and the lifestyle that went with it. 

When Nan recovered, she pulled down her skirt and composed herself.

“Why don’t you keep those?” she said, nodding to her panties that lay on his desk.

He smiled and asked, “Ever give a lap dance?”

“No,” she answered.

He grabbed a notepad off of his desk and scribbled on it.  Then tore off the top paper and handed it to her.

“Learn! This girl can teach you what I like and if you’ve never been with a girl, have her give you some pointers.  And grow some hair on that cunt.  Come back in six weeks, we have a party to attend.”

Holtz had turned back to his computer screen.  It was as if he were alone in the room.  Nan stood beside him for a moment not knowing what to do.

“You can show yourself out,” he announced.

Nan walked toward the door.  He was not fooling anyone.  She knew he was watching her ass as she crossed the room.  Every male would.

*****

As ordered, Nan reported to the strip club on Seventh Avenue.  The sign said it was closed, but the door was open, so she walked right in.  Nan hadn’t been in many strip clubs, but they all seemed to look the same.  A room full of tables, one or two stages, and a long bar with stools.

“Are you Nan?” asked a female voice as a woman stepped out from behind the bar.

Kennedy was not at all what Nan expected.  A beautiful woman with the longest legs Nan had ever seen.  She had inviting green eyes and a lovely round face, with a playful smile.  Her eyes danced as they openly appraised Nan.

Kennedy wore a wig of long red hair that draped to her waist.  At least Nan thought it was a wig.  She would later learn that Kennedy was the master of the wigs, sometimes changing them on a whim, midday, or mid-evening, to present an entirely new and different look for any would-be Kennedy watchers.

Nan had only been with one woman one-on-one, but she had to admit that Kennedy’s long, luscious legs were a carnal lure for both men and women alike.  Nan wet her lips instinctively and Kennedy noted the spark of interest in Nan’s eyes but ignored it.  Instead, she stored it away for future use.

“You seem nervous” suggested Kennedy, her warm smile easing some of Nan’s anxiety.

“I am!  I'm not sure what is expected of me” Nan answered.

“Well, if Holtz sent you.  He wants the two of us to put on a show and then he wants to fuck us both.  Individually or together.  I’m never sure, he kind of plays it by ear” Kennedy informed.

“He was pretty rough at our first encounter.”

“He can be.  Towards the end, he doesn’t give a shit about our pleasure.  But he sure as fuck knows how to touch a woman during the windup.”

“I’ll agree with that,” replied Nan.

“First off, let’s get you a costume.  One that shows off that hot body of yours.  Then we’ll do some pole work.”

Kennedy had a sexual allure that was electric and a way of moving in close and ignoring your personal space.  But with Kennedy, it worked, your body just said “Welcome you, soft feminine creature, you.  I like your nearness.  Get as fucking close as you like!”  Nan imagined that Kennedy could reduce a man to a whimpering, begging fool faster than any woman she had ever known.

Nan picked out a gold bikini, that displayed her womanly charms and contrasted strikingly with her olive skin tone.  She watched as Kennedy took to the pole and did a series of acrobatic contortions.  Her eyes first focused completely on Nan, then shifted to some foreign point in the room, as if Kennedy were in some kind of trance, completely disconnected from Nan or the surroundings.

“Your turn” Kennedy announced, flipping over backward and landing facing Nan.

An hour later Nan was climbing high on the pole, wrapping her legs around it, then leaning back.  When she was upside down, Nan loosened her top and tossed it to the floor.  Then she spun around the pole, her massive tits swinging free on full display as she slowly slid down the pole.

“My legs are killing me,” Nan said as she dismounted in front of Kennedy.

“It’s a real workout” agreed Kennedy, “but you’re doing great.  Now do the finish.”

Nan shucked her bottoms and spread her legs right in front of Kennedy.  Nan’s naked pussy was close enough for Kennedy to smell her excitement and the two girls exchanged lingering glances.  Then Kennedy leaned forward and kissed Nan’s labia right where it glistened with her moisture.  It was more than a playful lick.  Kennedy applied substantial pressure and her tongue spread out, its warm wetness seeping seductively into Nan’s most tender flesh.

“Oh Fuck!” exclaimed Nan as she leaned backward, using her arms to support herself on the stage.

Kennedy continued her oral assault gently, but urgently.  Nan could feel Kennedy’s need in the speed and eagerness of her strokes. Kennedy’s mouth was warm and inviting and nothing she had ever expected to enjoy.  God, Kennedy was good at this.  Nan spread her legs wider and Kennedy bore down with more pressure, her tongue flicking faster.

Besides her brief interlude with Cloe, Nan had only had one other sexual encounter with another woman, and it was peripheral.  Nan and a few girlfriends had gone to a party in college and things got wild.  It started out like many other evenings.  Nan got a little drunk and a little high and a handsome jock got a little handsy.  Before long they were fucking like porn stars, and Nan noticed a couple of guys watching from the doorway.  Being on display excited her and when her partner blew his load, Nan writhed suggestively, teasing her audience with a lewd gesture of her spread legs.

It didn’t take long for a second partner to climb on and shortly after that, she had a cock in her mouth as well.  Before the night was over, she had taken them two and once three at a time, repeatedly.  At some point, some of the other girls had joined in and more than once Nan had a girl eating her pussy, while she swallowed some stud’s boner.  It was all a blur.

Kennedy’s expert oral manipulations of Nan’s pussy, conjured images of that night.  Nan had seldom been so turned on and her memories flooded back in as she thrust her hips and ground her opening hungrily against Kennedy’s mouth. Kennedy responded by pulsing Nan’s labia between her lips.  Nan screamed when she came, clasping her legs around Kennedy’s head and bucking violently as Nan’s expletives echoed off the walls of an empty room.

“Be right back” announced Kennedy and disappeared for a moment.  

Nan contented herself with catching her breath and gently running her fingers along her slit.  It still ached for attention.  Kennedy was back in a flash.

“Ever use one of these?” she asked with a mischievous smile on her pretty face and holding up a purple, double-ended dildo.

“No” Nan answered, shaking her head.

“I’ll show you” replied Kennedy, climbing onto the stage.

*****

Nan had three more lessons, before the big night.  She and Kennedy had gotten to be extremely intimate friends.  It was 7:30 PM when Nan entered the club, she was both nervous and anxious.  Whatever happened, Kennedy would be there for support.

Nan was half an hour early.  She wanted plenty of time to get ready and had some last-minute questions for Kennedy, but to Nan’s surprise, the club was in full swing and loaded with girls dancing and men cheering.  Kennedy was on the stage, topless and in the process of shucking her bottoms.  As Nan expected, the guys in the room were all in instant lust.  Kennedy really knew how to work the crowd.

Nan ordered a drink and took a seat at the bar.  She was immediately approached by a stream of men, all wanting to buy a dance.  Nan’s anxieties shot through the roof and she shooed them away.   Kennedy stepped off the stage and headed toward Nan, but she was intercepted by a guy waving money in her face.  Kennedy took the gentleman by the hand and drug him to where Nan was sitting.

“Get dressed honey.  I’ll be with you in a few minutes.  I need to take care of this sweetie” she announced, then disappeared with the man behind a curtain. 

There was no privacy in the dressing room.  It was just a big room, with two lines of dressing tables, each with a mirror and poor lighting. Nan pushed down her worries and stepped out into the club at 8:00 sharp.  Nan stood against the wall, scanning the room.  She didn’t see Kennedy, but Holtz was sitting at the rail, throwing money at a redhead with small boobs and puffy nipples. 

Kennedy slid up beside Nan. “Sorry Hon, but you’re on,” she informed.

“Now” replied Nan, the panic rising inside her.

“He changed things at the last minute.  You can do this.  Ignore the crowd.  Just lock your eyes on Holtz and dance for him.”

“Let’s hear a big welcome for a newcomer, the fabulous Nan.  It’s her first time, gentlemen.  Make her feel welcome.  I want to see that stage flooded with money.  We want this one to come back.”

Nan didn’t remember crossing the room and climbing on the stage.  Suddenly she was looking at a room full of leering men and the music had started.  She looked around the room and didn’t see anyone she knew, then scanned the circle closer to the stage, the men at the rail.  Her eyes fell on Holtz, who was grinning with satisfaction.  The bastard wanted to degrade her.  Make her wallow in shame.  ‘Fuck him’ Nan thought and straightened up, holding her head high.  Like she was the most desirable woman in the world, with the firmest tits and the most alluring legs.

Nan steeled herself and thought about the luxurious life waiting on the other side of whatever this night would bring.  Then locked eyes with Holtz and danced her heart out.  By the time she finished, she was showered with money.  Nan wasn’t sure how to proceed, she had seen the other girls gather up the cash, so she bent down and scooped it all up.  There was a considerable sum and she realized that while bending over like that she was giving everyone on the rail a first-hand look at her pussy from behind.  They were all staring at it and that made her hot.

Nan was no sooner down the stage stair than Kennedy brought her a customer.  “This gentleman wants a dance” she informed. “His name is Johnny.”

Nan responded with a confused look and Kennedy pointed. “The private lounge is right through there,” she said.

The lounge was overstuffed couches and small end tables.  Nan was wondering how to proceed, but Johnny knew the drill and plopped down on one of the couches.  Out of the corner of her eye, Nan saw Kennedy come through the door, leading Holtz by the hand. She also heard a distinctive click as Kennedy locked the door.  It reminded Nan of the bell at a prizefight.  Round one was starting.

Johnny spread his legs and Nan dropped her top and danced between them.  He tried to grab her tits, but Nan pushed his hand away, then realized that Holtz might be watching.  She took Johnny’s hands and guided them to her breasts.  She was surprised that Johnny had such soft hands and it also surprised her when her nipples swelled.  Was it because Holtz was watching, or was it, Johnny?  He did have a sexual allure about him, and Nan had no trouble imagining fucking the shit out of him if they’d met in a bar some lonely night. This whole evening had been a mix of angst and turn-on. 

Johnny squeezed her nipples and rubbed them between his fingertips.  He had a gentle, but firm touch that excited her.  Nan leaned in and he sucked one into his mouth, tonguing the nipple as his hands slid down her back and over her ass cheeks.  Nan had to admit that this guy had some moves.  She certainly wasn’t his first rodeo.  He pulled her in closer and the grinding got more intimate. 

“Can you lose the bottoms? I'll pay more”, he offered.

Nan stood and dropped her bikini bottoms” I like my women hairy,” Johnny announced, admiring Nan’s fur mat that hid her glory.  Nan smiled and re-straddled him, then returned to her grinding.  She felt Johnny’s strong hands glide over her ass, palms open, fingers outstretched.  He pulled her tightly to him, his fingers straying along her ass crack.

Nan shuddered but objected.  “Hey! That’s against the rules”, she warned, even though she enjoyed the sensation.  There was a sexual magnetism about this man.  Nan couldn’t put her finger on it, but he was one of those guys that just makes a girl tingle a little.

“Don’t let her bluff you fella” called out Holtz.  This is a private room and the doors are locked.  There aren’t any rules in here.”

Nan felt Johnny pull her just a little tighter at those words and thrust up to meet her grinding.  His long fingers returned to her ass crack, stroking, probing, spreading out her moisture.  Now that Nan was bare, she could feel more of him through the delicate material of his pants.  He wore a pair of workout shorts, the kind made out of nylon, or something similar that was super thin.  It was like there was nothing between Nan’s slit and Johnny’s cock.   A rubber might have been thicker.

Nan’s labia lips were spread out, molded to the roundness of his cock, and sliding up and down its considerable length.  It was starting to feel fantastic.  Really, fucking good and Nan pressed harder and moved faster.  She could feel that familiar spark deep inside her and knew it would grow into a giant flame that would overtake her.  All it needed was a little coaxing and some help from sweet Johnny.

Johnny had something special in those shorts.  It felt like a Goddamn snake. Long, and thick, and hard as hell.  Nan was confused.  What was the end game here?  Was she supposed to fuck this guy?  That was starting to be a delightful idea.  Holtz hadn’t paid her much attention, but she could feel his eyes on her.   Johnny reached down and touched her clit.  Nan thought about pushing his hand away, then thought better of it.  Holtz was watching and Johnny had soft hands.  If he didn’t want her fucking this guy, he would speak up.  Nan had no doubt of that.  Holtz was not a man to let things get away from him.  Not in his domain, and in this strip club, he was clearly calling the shots.

So, Nan leaned back and slid faster along that thick rod, letting Johnny work her clit to his heart’s content.  A minute later she collapsed against him.  The soft sounds of her orgasm filled his ears.  His arms clenched around her and he gyrated his hips up against her opening like they were doing the slow fuck.

Nan caught some motion out of the corner of her eye.  Holtz and Kennedy had moved to a couch beside them to get a better view.  It was obvious they wanted to watch the action.  That was OK with Nan, she wanted some action of her own.  She was already into it with Johnny.  Her whole body screamed to be fucked and Johnny seemed to have the right equipment to do it proper.  Besides, Holtz wanted a show and she was here to satisfy his every kinky need.

Then Johnny’s fingers were inside her, pumping her.  “Oh God,” this guy knew his stuff.  Then he fluttered them and curled them.  His long fingers stroked her G-spot.  Then he spread his fingers, widening her opening.  Johnny moved his hand faster and pushed in deeper.  Nan increased her speed, pounding down on his upthrust fingers, pushing them further into her, almost to the bridge of his hand.

“God, I love to be spread” whimpered Nan, and then she came again.

It rolled over her unexpectedly and she cried out.  Johnny kept massaging her slit as she spasmed and moaned against his shoulder.  She saw Holtz off to the side.  He was watching intently, and Kennedy was stroking his short cock.  Then Kennedy was next to her, her fingers sliding up Nan’s ass crack and teasing the overly sensitive flesh around Nan’s opening.

“Quit fucking around” Kennedy insisted and pulled out Johnny’s cock.  It was huge.  The biggest dick Nan had ever seen.  In real life or in porn movies.

Nan just stared while Kennedy jacked his monster.

“Allow me to introduce Johnny Marathon” announced Kennedy.  “Johnny is a porn star.  You might have seen him perform.  He’s known for his size and his staying power is legendary.”

“Nan, say Hello to Johnny,” said Kennedy, flashing a huge grin.

Nan just sat dumbfounded.  “Hi Johnny” she replied.  Johnny smiled engagingly.

“Get your ass in the air” declared Kennedy. If you don’t want this baby, I do.”

Nan lifted herself up and Kennedy guided him in.  But not before rubbing that marvelous cock head against Nan’s opening a few times.  “This is what you’re getting lucky lady” she exclaimed.  “Enjoy!  It’s a hell of a ride.”

“Oh Fuck” sighed Nan, then slid down his enormous pole.  Nan had never been stretched so wide.  She was dripping wet but still took it slow and easy as her cunt walls flowed around Johnny’s massive beast.  When her ass hit his balls, she stopped for a moment.  Breathing in rapid pants.

“Give it a minute.  You’ll get used to it” assured Johnny.  Then slowly started to move.  “Oh fuck.  That’s not a cock, that’s a snake” exclaimed Nan, but the look on her face gave her away. It was pure bliss and when Johnny started to speed up, she moaned loud enough to drown out the stripper music from the overhead speakers.

Nan came quickly and the spasms were some of the most intense she had ever experienced.  Johnny fucked her right through it.  There was a reason that he was called “Johnny Marathon”, and Nan came three times, but Johnny just kept pumping and showed no signs of giving out.  With Nan on top, she was doing most of the work.  All Johnny had to do was keep it hard and thrust up a little, each time she came down.  But Nan wasn’t tiring either.  She was perfectly content to ride Johnny Marathon’s famous dick forever.

Holtz had been watching attentively, while Kenney kept him hard with her lovely mouth.  Suddenly Holtz shoved her away, walked to Nan, and waved his cock in front of her face.  Nan grabbed it and slurped it down as she continued to ride Johnny. She was having trouble concentrating on Holtz, with such a behemoth up her snatch.  Nan knew where her duty lay, she needed to please Holtz, that was paramount.  But the incredible torrents of sensation that were bombarding her vaginal regions were impossible to ignore.

Nam wrapped her mouth around Holtz’s dick, formed an airtight seal with her mouth, and sucked like crazy.  Bouncing up and down and continuously moaning like she was, it was hard for Nan to keep constant pressure on Holtz.  The next time she came, she must have involuntarily clamped her lips down and increased the suction, because the minute she began to quiver, Holtz shot his load and squealed that it was the best ever.

A moment later, Kennedy had taken Holtz’s place, and Nan’s was tongue deep in Kennedy’s pussy.  A few orgasms later, Holtz called “Time out.  That’s enough Johnny. We all know you can fuck all night.  You don’t have to prove it.  This is my party and I wanna fuck the guest of honor.  Let’s trade.”

Everyone stood up, Johnny’s legendary cock was still half-hard and hanging down like a fire hose.  “Prime stuff isn’t she,” asked Holtz, motioning to Nan, standing naked next to them.

“Absolutely some of the best I’ve ever had” he replied.

“Hear that missy,” asked Holtz, turning to Nan.  “The porn star thinks you’re as good as it gets.  You should be proud. Now turn around and spread those first-class legs of yours, I’m gonna fuck you.”

Nan did as instructed and Kennedy wrapped her long body around Johnny Marathon and began slamming her cunt at his immense erection.

When Nan bent over to offer her ass to Holtz, he squirted lube along her crack and worked in the jell.  Then slid a clear plastic dildo up her ass.  It wasn’t very thick and had a series of rounded knobs that got progressively larger toward the handle.  Nan shuddered when it went it.   She was not a fan of ass play and seldom indulged.

“That’ll tighten you up,” informed Holtz.  “That giant bastard probably stretched you all out.” 

Holtz turned Nan around to face him, fingered her until she came, then rammed in his thick, but stubby cock in.   He didn’t go in too deep, but he was thick and gave Nan a decent spread.  He also had more staying power than she expected, and they fucked a good long time.  Not as long as Johnny Marathon and Kennedy, but long enough for Nan to cum hard a couple of times.  Toward the end of the second one, Holtz yanked the dildo out of her ass, and she kind of came twice.

*****

Nan’s session with Holtz, Johnny Marathon, and Kennedy lasted all night.  The bar was closed when they emerged from their little room of fun and fantasy.  The cook had breakfast waiting, but Nan wasn’t hungry.  All she wanted was to escape back to her life.  But she played the game and sucked Holtz off one last time while he downed his hash browns.  Then Nan mounted the stage with Johnny Marathon and got the fuck of her life with Holtz cheering her on.

Just before Nan left, Holtz promised her that her husband was the newest top executive at Bright Stone Industries.  He also told her that he was looking forward to a lot more fun like they’d just had. 

“Oh, by the way.  We taped everything you did.  If you ever want a copy.  Just let me know” Holtz informed her with a wink. 

The implied threat was not lost on Nan. If she wanted to keep her marriage, she was forever tied to the perversions of this little man.

*****

If you like this story, please give me a review at AMAZON.COM

For other novels, novellas, and anthologies, please visit the Johnson Stiff author’s page at http://amazon.com/author/johnsonstiff

Readers of “Thrillers” will enjoy the “Jack Straw Adult Adventure Series” that mixes high adventure with no punches pulled sexual encounters. 
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