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About This Book

She's ready for this!

Janice and Damian are hot and ready to explore their fantasy— Janice with another guy!

They’ve found sexy Sean on a swinger site and he’s eager to meet them as well! He’s never participated in a threesome, but neither has Janice or Damian. It’s new torrid territory for all of them.

Their initial sizzling encounter is hotter than any of them could have hoped for and Sean basks in the afterglow while driving home. That is, until he’s stopped by the cops. He’s frisked, then fondled by Officer Rebecca Crow who has decided to begin to explore her own wild side. She has the confidence and attitude of a street cop, a centerfold’s body and a porn star’s morals. She’s been harboring a fantasy of meeting an alpha male who is strong enough to dominate her. It seems that Sean could fit that ticket. She gives him a personal kind of summons—meet her at the O Zone if he thinks he’s man enough.

Fantasies people only dream about start to become memories for all involved!
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Chapter 1

Sean

I glanced at my watch and resumed reconnaissance of the entranceway. Yeah, reconnaissance was the word for it after the stint in Afghanistan. The military has a way of coloring your thinking and even your actions. I bet I can still bounce a coin off my bed and I’m always prompt, usually early, if the truth be told.

I’d picked a table across from the door, sitting on the edge of the wooden chair. Okay soldier, at ease. I took a deep breath and slid back into the chair, trying to relax my jaw muscles as I exhaled. Try as I might, I couldn’t stop my fingers from thrumming on the table. My God, you’d think I was waiting to see a dentist or something. That sure wasn’t right. Dental meant pain, not hot sex with the couple I was about to meet--Mr. and Mrs. A.

“Can I get you another beer? Your friends late?”

I startled at the nasal voice and turned to face the dark, smiling face of the waitress who’d served me earlier.

“Yes, please.” What the hell, it might relax me a bit. Would they know that this was the first time I’d ever done this? Sure, there’d been girlfriends who were hot and horny as all get out, but they’d always balked and run when I’d suggested going to a club. 

It hadn’t been easy getting into the O Zone as a single guy; they limited the number of guys who could attend on a Friday night. But that Friday night when I got in, had totally sold me—the people not only displayed their attitude about sex, dancing and openly fondling their partners, they were friendly. The place was definitely everything I’d hoped it would be.

Over the past week, the swinger site had become almost an obsession. With no current girl friend, and no guarantee that I’d get in to the club, it was a perfect way of meeting people in the lifestyle. My eyes opened wide when I saw the door open.

It was them! Holy mother of God, she was gorgeous! I couldn’t wait to get next to her. I watched spellbound as they walked towards me and I almost tipped the glass of beer over, when I rose to my feet to greet them.

“Hi. Sean, you’re even better looking than your picture.” Her dulcet voice and the warmth in her smile and eyes drew me closer, my hand holding hers, lingered.

“Thanks. But I’m the one who’s totally smoked right now. Wow!” Her husband was willing to share this woman? If she were my wife, I’d never leave the bedroom.

“Hi Sean. I’m Damian and this is my wife, Janice.” His tanned hand was beside ours, while his head nodded forward to get my attention.

He was about six inches taller than me with a lean athletic body and classically handsome face—the firm jaw and cheekbones under dark eyes and high forehead. I grasped his outstretched hand, surprised at the strength of his grip.

“Pleased to meet you. Have a seat.” I remained standing, watching Damian hold her chair as she sat down, the small smile, that passed between them.

The waitress immediately appeared and Damian ordered a bottle of white wine, flashing a brilliant smile at her. Meanwhile, Janice continued watching me. Was I supposed to initiate conversation, give them some sort of sexual resume?

Damian took a seat and leaned across the table, his voice low. “Sean, we’re new at this, so if we appear nervous or ask anything that’s off limits, please forgive us.” He placed his hand on his wife’s and rubbed along the milky skin with his thumb.

“Whew! That’s a relief because this is my first time too.” I blew air through pursed lips before smiling at them.

“Forgive me for being a little nosey, but why hasn’t some woman snapped up a good looking guy like you? No wife or girlfriend?” Janice’s eyebrows pulled together and her eyes met mine.

Before I had a chance to answer, the waitress was back with their wine, halting further conversation.

When she left, I watched Damian pour a glass for Janice and her fleeting smile at him. The care and affection between them was endearing, and for some reason I found that reassuring.

“I’ve had girlfriends but haven’t met the right one yet to make that walk down the aisle. I’m interested in the lifestyle and want to find a woman who is too. In the meantime, I’m up for meeting people and playing. As far as health, as I’ve said on the profile, no disease, totally clean.” This time I met Damian’s eyes and held his gaze.

“Us too. We’ve only ever had sex with each other. This is a fantasy of Damian’s and I have to confess, it’s got me turned on as well. I wasn’t kidding when I wrote you that we fantasized about you.”

My face became warm while my cock strained against the fabric of my pants. Her full lips were pressed together, making dimples appear in her cheeks, as her gaze drifted to my mouth, as open an invitation as I’d ever got from a woman.

In the tight red top, the nipples of her luscious boobs were erect. “Was I good?” I cleared my throat, hearing arousal in my husky voice.

“Way better than good. You rode Janice like a stallion, making her beg for more.” Damian’s eyes twinkled over the rim of his glass, taking a large swallow of the clear liquid.

“Fuck. Wish I’d actually been there.” A drop of pre-cum had escaped from my cock and my hand drifted to my crotch to adjust myself while I shifted in the chair.

Janice leaned toward me and her hand slipped under the table. “You will be next time.” The tip of her tongue rolled over her bottom lip.

I gasped when her hand touched my thigh and drifted higher, her fingers outlining the firmness that was there.

“Oh my. You weren’t lying on your profile.” Her eyes widened while she pressed her hand onto me.

Damian smiled, watching his wife edge her chair close to mine and continue stroking my crotch. My gaze flitted to the tables close to us, a few customers were seated, engaged in their own conversation. I placed my hand on her bare thigh, where the short leather skirt had rode up, leaving her silky skin exposed above the stocking. She shifted in her seat to open her legs wider.

My heart was pounding in my chest as my hand rose higher, the fingertips grazing her damp pussy—no panties. Jesus, it was all I could do to stop myself from pressing harder into her, finger fuck her right then.

“I think we should leave and continue this somewhere else. Janice is attracted to you and that’s all that matters to me. How about it, Sean? Would you like to fuck her?”His eyes were half closed, and the expression on his face left no doubt in my mind that he was as hot for this as I was.

I could only nod my head, not trusting my voice.

“Meet us in the parking lot of the O Zone. You’ll be our guest there tonight. I thought I could wait until Saturday night but…fuck this is hot. What do you say?”


Chapter 2

Janice

When Sean’s fingers touched my pussy, I thought I’d have an orgasm right there and then. Oh my God! His cock was thick under my hand and I wanted it so bad. Watching Damian’s eyes, I knew how turned on he was as well.

I was so glad that Sean had wanted to come to the club as much as us. My cheeks were flushed as I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror, washing my hands. I reached into my purse for my lipstick and perfume. Just a touch-up on both and I’d be ready to join the guys at the table. At least here, we’d be free to touch without looking over our shoulders.

Despite my excitement, I walked slowly back to the table, my gaze alternating between Damian and Sean who sat watching my every step. My hips swayed, as my feet in the high heels crossed to land directly in front of each other, drawing the attention of the other patrons as well. I was flaunting myself, knowing how aroused Damian was by this.

When I arrived, both men stood, allowing me to ease by the table and sink into the upholstered sofa behind it. Sean sat close to me while Damian stayed to the side, a better vantage point to watch. He handed a glass of wine to me and signaled his desire with a flit of his gaze at Sean.

I turned towards Sean and placed my free hand on his thigh, sipping my wine and looking straight into his eyes. He leaned back against the sofa, pushing his crotch closer to my fingers, his hand once again on my leg. As much as I wanted to tear the waistband of his pants open to touch that huge cock of his, I wanted to prolong the sexual tension and make it even hotter.

“You’ve got a killer body Janice. Do you work out?” His fingers grazed upward on my thigh, stopping at the hem of my skirt.

“I’d rather make out.” My hand edged closer to the bulge and I leaned into him, seeking his lips with my own. We kissed softly at first, our mouths barely touching. When I grasped his straining shaft, holding it tightly while massaging, his hand rose to the back of my head, pulling me in while his tongue explored mine.

His other hand nudged the inside of my thigh, urging me to open my legs for his touch. But it was Damian’s hand that pulled my knee to expose my pussy. “Ahhh…” A sigh escaped my lips when Sean’s finger slid across my clit. I pressed my hips forward, feeling Damian’s fingers pulling me wider still.

There was dampness in the cloth above Sean’s cock. He was so hard and ready for more that his cock was drizzling pre-cum. His fingers teased over my hard little bud and this time I didn’t need Damian’s hand to hold my legs apart. I was open and so ready for the fullness of Sean’s cock.

“Let’s go to the play area.” Damian stood up and my gaze lowered to his crotch, full and pushing against the zipper of his pants.

Yes! This was getting to me as well, longing to be fucked by this gorgeous young man. I hurried to my feet at the same time as Sean, easing out beside the table to follow Damian.

In the locker room, Damian opened a metal door and began to undress, his eyes wandering from Sean to me.

I would have done a bit of a strip tease if I wasn’t so fired up. My fingers almost tore the button off my skirt in my haste to have it away from my body. Sean watched my every movement while stripping his own shoes, socks and shirt off.

I lifted the skimpy red top over my chest and then my head and gasped at what I saw when it was gone. Holy fuck! Sean’s cock was as thick as a cucumber and not the skinny English variety. I caught a glimpse of Damian’s face, who was also wide eyed. He turned and led the way into the dimly lit play area.

Sean was grinning when I looked at him. “I wasn’t lying.”

My fingers grazed over the satiny surface of the bulbous head and I licked my lips. “I’m going to enjoy every inch of it.”

I turned to enter the playroom, hearing his soft footsteps behind me. There were only two other couples in there, playing in different areas. Damian was reclined on a king sized bed at the side of the room waiting for us.

I placed my knee on the bed and shifted so that I was lying against him, my hands about his neck to kiss his lips. “We’re still okay with this, right?” He held me back, looking intently into my eyes.

“Yes.” I spoke just above a whisper. I was so horny my pussy was almost aching, waiting to be fucked by this Adonis who had just joined us on the bed.

“Janice, show Sean how much you like his cock.” Damian raised his torso and propped his weight on his elbow to watch. 

Sean’s hand caressed the small of my back and slid down to cup the round globe of my ass as I turned to him. I rose to kiss him, feeling his hard shaft against my tummy when he pulled me into his arms. His lips and tongue devoured my mouth with the same urgency I felt, my breath fast and hot, mingling with his. My hand raced over the firm muscle of his chest and abdomen to clutch his granite cock, my fingertips barely meeting my thumb in my grasp. Oh God, to have that inside me.




It always aroused Damian when I was wanton; horny and longing for his body. I used to have to push myself a little bit to talk and act dirty. But now… some sort of switch had been thrown inside me. Looking at Sean, with Damian beside me, freed a part of me I’d always kept in check. Desire—no, CRAVING replaced any hesitancy. My body was in charge, and a raw hunger within me had bloomed.

My tongue traced a path from the salty hollow of his neck, down over the dark fine hair between his pectoral muscles to the smooth skin of his abdomen. Both of my hands held his cock, rolling gently up and down it as my eyes took in the prize that had my pussy dripping. It was by far the biggest cock I’d ever seen and there was no way I’d be able to get my mouth around it.

The mattress near my leg depressed when Damian edged closer to better position himself to watch. With just the tip of my tongue, I skimmed the surface of the satiny head and heard Sean’s sharp intake of breath. His fingers threaded through my hair as I licked him, lifting the heavy throbbing cock to slide my tongue to the base, cupping his firm balls in my hand.

“Oh God, that’s good.” His voice was guttural and I felt his pelvis arch forward into my face.

“That’s right Janice, show him how much you love it.” Damian’s hand snaked around my thigh and his finger slid along my pussy.

My hands and mouth caressed Sean’s cock quickly as Damian’s fingers teased my clit. I needed that cock inside me now; my legs began to tremble.

Damian’s hand dropped from my pussy and he pulled me back from Sean’s cock before kissing my lips softly. His strong arms held me laying me on the bed, legs spread and open for another man to fuck. The look in his eyes was love and lust…but there was something else as well. He was proud of me—that a man as handsome and hot as Sean wanted me.

Sean had finished sliding a condom over that thick manhood that I couldn’t wait to have inside me. With one swift movement, he was between my legs, holding his cock to guide it to my opening. My legs rose to circle his waist pulling my pussy up to be filled, while the slippery tip of his cock slid between my lips, over my clit and pressed firmly against my wetness.

Oh God, his massive member stretched and filled me until his balls brushed against my ass. His hands grasped the cheeks of my ass, steadying me for the assault of his cock, rolling my hips when he was fully inside so that my clit was kissed again and again by the coarse hair of his pelvis.

“Oh fuck…keep doing that…just like that.” My voice was a whisper into the muscles of his neck. I was lost in the moment, filled and being fucked by a man I’d just met. My fingernails dug into the tense flesh of his ass, urging him for more.

His thrusts became fast and furious, punctuated by grunts, impaling me to the core.

“Yeeeessss! I’m coming! Keep fucking me!” My hand grasped his firm ass, pulling him into me hard. Wave after wave of lust and ecstasy flooded through my body to my fingertips. On and on it went, while he fucked me, his breath loud in my ear.

His fingers digging into my ass were painful when he pulled me to him for a final deep thrust, his hips arching upward into me. His cock pulsed while his ass tightened, solid as iron. My body quivered beneath him and my legs locked around him, holding on for dear life as another wave of bliss rushed through me.

Exhaling through pursed lips, his heavy body softly melted into mine and for a moment it was hard to breathe. With his arm he pushed himself up and looked into my eyes. “Fuck, that was nice.”

“We liked it too. But my cock hungry wife isn’t finished yet.” Damian rose to a kneeling position, holding and rubbing his thick cock.

I felt Sean’s softening penis slip out of me when he rose to squat on his haunches between my knees. My pussy was tingling and sore after being stretched by Sean but I pulled myself up and inched toward Damian. He brushed the head of it over my cheeks, drizzling a thin line of pre-cum before directing it to my mouth. His hand pressed the back of my head, urging me to take him deeper into my throat. My eyes watered as I breathed through my nose, trying to relax my throat muscles for him.

Sean’s hand glided over my ass and then rose to hold my breast, rolling it in his palm before his fingernail scratched the hard nipple. It was deliciously decadent being fondled by him while I sucked my husband’s cock. Damian’s balls tightened under my fingertips and I knew he was close to coming.


Chapter 3

Damian  

I had to stop this soon or I’d be blowing a load down Janice’s throat--Sean playing with her breasts and ass and the look on his face, almost like he couldn’t wait for his turn again to fuck her. I held her head between my hands and pulled her away from me.

“It’s Sean’s turn for a while.” I’d loved watching Janice giving him head and from the looks of him right now, it wouldn’t take much coaxing for him to be ready again.

Janice smiled up at me and licked her lower lip. I’d felt her body quiver when Sean had fucked her and knew that she’d had a mind blowing orgasm, but she was ready for more. Twice, I’d almost come watching them but had restrained myself. My balls might turn blue but another round of Sean with Janice was worth it.

When she took his cock in her hand she massaged it to life in no time, alternating between licking the head and underside. It was as erotic a sight as I’d fantasized about—another man aroused by my beautiful wife, longing to fuck her. Sean was fully erect now and there was no way she’d ever get that python in her mouth.

I touched the back of her head to signal that it was my turn once more. Still holding his cock in one hand, massaging it skillfully, she leaned toward me and took my cock in her other hand. Oh my God, she looked like a porn star with the small confident smile on her lips.

“Sean, would you like to fuck her doggy style?” I smiled, watching him get behind her and lift her ass so that she was on her hands and knees.

While Janice once more took my cock into her mouth, Sean was guiding his shaft to her opening. When he pushed forward into her, I felt her moan in my dick. This was a fantasy come true watching Sean’s fingers grip her hips as he rocked slowly in and out of her tight pussy. Considering his size, probably most women would feel tight.

Janice sighed when Sean’s hand slipped under her stomach and his fingers teased her clit. I was ready to explode in her mouth watching him fuck her, pushing her up and down on my shaft. His movements became faster and from her moans, I knew she was close to coming again.

“Fuck her hard till she comes.  Ahhhh…” I thrust my pelvis towards her as cum shot from my cock, deep down her throat. My fingers curled into fists, gripping handfuls of her hair as my back arched, lost in an intense orgasm. Oh God, I felt such love for this woman, my wife who had surpassed even my fantasies of this moment.

I slumped, utterly drained, yet still turned on watching Sean piston into Janice with an animal-like ferocity. Her moans of pleasure became cries for more, demanding all of him to fuck her. I’d never seen her like this, almost screaming like a cat in heat, taking that massive cock deep inside while he played with her clit, holding her on the edge of pain and pleasure.

His chest glistened with a sheen of perspiration, mouth open and loose while his eyes were carnal, half closed. Janice moaned and her chest lowered to the mattress, giving all of her sweet pussy up to this relative stranger, consumed with her orgasm. I watched, spellbound as his eyes squeezed shut, knuckles ivory above fingers probing her creamy ass, body stiffening while he came, buried to the hilt inside her.

After a minute or so, he sighed and withdrew from her, falling over to land on his buttock. “Oh man. That was so fucking hot.”

Janice rolled her hips to the mattress and placed the tip of her pinky between her teeth, looking up at me. “Was this everything you thought it would be?”

I leaned over and kissed her forehead. “Waaay better. I could do this all night if it was a Saturday.” I looked at Sean who was lying on the mattress, his head turned smiling at us.

“You’re on. I’ll hold you to Saturday night.”


Chapter 4

Sean

Three more days. I pulled out of the parking lot on auto-pilot, my mind totally blown by what had just happened. It had been the hottest sex I’d ever had and that was saying something. There had been some pretty good times with women over the years.

Janice was incredible and seeing Damian so turned on watching me fuck her…wow. And, they want me to go to their house for the next session! God, I’m living the dream—awesome sex with a porn star, sexy woman and I don’t have to wine and dine her. Not that I would mind, of course. Hell, I’d take BOTH of them to a five star restaurant if it meant at the end of the night we’d be fucking like rabbits.

Damian’s a lucky guy to have a wife like Janice, open-minded with a high sex drive. Someday…Maybe I should try finding a woman on the swinger sites instead of the vanilla ones. At least, we’d both be on the same page when it came to the lifestyle. But for now, being with Janice and Damian was a fantasy come true.

A bleep, bleep of a siren tore me out of my head and I glanced into the rear view mirror. Fuck! A police car with its signal light flashing to pull me over. It’s a good thing I’d only had a few beers over the course of the evening. I flipped my signal light, stopped at the curb and reached for my ownership card in the glove box.

At the light tap on the window, I hit the button to roll it down. Barely visible under the brim of her hat, dark scrutinizing eyes peered at me, before her gaze flitted into the contents of the car.

“Hi Officer. Was I speeding or something?” I was already handing her my registration and driver’s license.

“Quite the contrary. Stay here for a moment while I check your papers.” She turned and walked back to her vehicle.

I watched the erect carriage of her body in the rear view mirror, as she walked. Not overly tall but making the most of her presence in the confident slow gait. I’d met plenty of women in the military like her—the training always showed.

After the night I’d just had, this dose of reality was like a bucket of ice water thrown over my head.

The interior lights of the police car lit up, showing that she was doing a lone ride.  Well, that took guts to be out this late and stopping cars. She looked Hispanic with the olive complexion and dark should length hair. Finally, the door opened and she got out, walking deliberately with a flashlight in hand.

“Get out of the car, Sir.” She shone the light in my eyes and stepped back.

“Is something wrong? What’d I do?” My hand was on the door handle opening it as my heart beat harder in my chest. What the hell was this about?

“Up against the car.”

My jaw dropped watching her but there was no way I wasn’t going to obey. She was the one with the holstered weapon. There had to be some mistake. I turned to face the car and put my hands on the warm hood, opening my legs for the inevitable frisk.

Her hand patted under my arm pit and around to the front of my shirt. “What were you doing earlier this evening, Sir? Where were you coming from?” Her voice was low and officious.

“I was with friends at a club but I swear I only had a couple of beers. What’s this all about? I wasn’t speeding, you said so yourself.” Holy God the fantasy evening I’d just had was ending in a nightmare. “Fubar.” I’d muttered this under my breath but her hand stopped.

“Military? Where’d you serve soldier?”

“Afghanistan. Why?”

She switched hands and now patted my other side. “I ask the questions, not you. What club were you at tonight, Sean?”

Holy fuck! This was really none of her business. She had no right to ask me this! All right Ms., if that’s the way you want to play this, I’ll tell you. “I was at the O Zone and I fucked a guy’s wife while he watched.”

“Oh really.”

Her hand was edging awfully close to my package and I could feel her warm breath close on my neck when she edged closer. “Yeah. I came twice, she was so hot.” Shit, of all the times for my dick to get hard, this was not the time.

Her hand was on my crotch and wasn’t patting anymore! Holy shit, she was rubbing it! Who the hell WAS this woman anyway?

“I know where you were. I saw you pull out and followed you. I’ve always wondered about that sex club and wanted to stop someone leaving it.” Her voice was husky and low while she continued to massage my cock.

“My lucky day, huh?” The words hissed through clenched teeth. My hands balled into fists on the hard surface of the car, having to stand this way while a fucking officer of the LAW was molesting me. If she didn’t have a gun, I’d have…I’d have… I exhaled loudly and closed my eyes. Her hand did feel good.

Her hand left my crotch and I heard her step back. “Turn around.”

I rolled my eyes and pulled my hands up before stepping to the side to face her. What the hell was she going to do to me now?

She handed my papers back to me and I took them, noticing that a business card was included. In answer to the questioning look on my face, she stepped towards me.

“Friday night. You and me at the O Zone.”

It wasn’t a question or proposition it was an order. For the first time I got a good look at her face when she looked up at me. With the high cheekbones, full lips and dark eyes, she was actually a great looking woman. I deliberately looked at her chest, waist, hips and legs and slowly my gaze returned to her face. It was time to put this bitch in her place—if I was going to have to take her on a ‘date’, there wasn’t going to be two alphas.

Oh my God. Her fingers swept to the buttons on her shirt, undoing the top two and revealing a river of cleavage between ample creamy breasts. So much for taking control of the situation. I glanced at the business card.

“What do I call you when we meet there? Office Crow? Rebecca or Becky? Nice rack by the way.” For the first time, I saw her smile. Her face softened and she was pretty!

“Nice package yourself. Nine o’clock, Friday night, the O Zone. Show me a good time.” She turned and I watched her walk back to her vehicle, this time there was a sway to her hips.

I shook my head and got back into my car. Usually blondes appealed more to me, but Rebecca? Becky? Officer Crow? was an interesting woman. It might be a struggle for my ego to bump heads with hers, but other parts of my anatomy were looking forward to some bumping.


Chapter 5

Officer Crow, Rebecca, Becky

I watched his car pull away before my hand went to my chest. Oh Wow. I’d dreamed about this for some time, but to actually DO IT!  To top it off he was handsome as hell and hung like a bull.

Thank God, Barry had called in sick and they’d had no one to do patrol with me. It had been a now or never and it turned out better than I could ever have imagined. It was time for a walk on the wild side. Sure, I knew about the O Zone and could have gone any time I’d wanted. I’d have been the Unicorn, guaranteed to get laid with my pick of any couple there. But that wasn’t my style.

It was a little weird that I could be dominant and confident in my job but party situations made my palms sweat. To dress sexy and walk into a bar ALONE, would give me twelve different shades of panic attack, but no one would ever guess that. Besides, it was a turn on to dominate a guy, like I’d just done.

If it hadn’t been for the two cops who were killed in the line of duty last week, I probably would never have acted on my secret fantasy. I didn’t know them—hell, they were out west, different province and all. Even so it brought home that life is short, especially in this line of work.

What would Sean be like in bed? He’d been pretty casual admiring my boobs. Most guys were fixated on them. He was certainly no candy-ass like Gerry. I’m glad I ended that relationship when I did, before he had a chance to. The last time we’d had sex, he’d been scared and I knew it was just a matter of time. Can I help it if I have a high sex drive and like it rough?

Just as well, I guess that I ended it. I’d never told him that my handcuffs sometimes ended up in the bedroom. That would have totally freaked him out. There’d only ever been one guy strong enough to cuff me and give me the wild fucking that I craved. But like the two cops killed last week, he was gone too.

Sean seemed a little cocky when he found out why I’d really stopped him. There could be some potential there and with his military service, he was probably alpha. Nice muscles too.

The radio interrupted my thoughts with a call, a drunk and disorderly. “Car 18, I’m in the vicinity and on it.”

My lascivious thoughts of the date on Friday night would have to wait.


Chapter 6

Janice

“Do you think Sean will mind if we take some video on Saturday night? Now that we’ve started, I’d like to increase our home porn collection.” Damian’s voice drifted in from the bedroom.

Oh God. My pussy felt like I’d been gang raped, he’d been so big. I held the shower head between my out stretched thighs, sighing as the cool water rinsed and soothed my inflamed flesh. But it had been worth it.

Damian was really getting into the filming thing. I turned off the shower and reached for the soft cotton towel, drying myself gingerly. “As long as we assure him that it’s only for our collection, he might.”

I tucked the towel around my body and saw that Damian was already in bed when I walked into bedroom. He was still grinning from our evening with Sean, everything he had fantasized had finally come true.

“Janice, seeing you with Sean was amazing.” He lifted the coverlet up. “Look. Just picturing it’s got me hard again.”

I climbed into bed and snuggled into his chest, sliding my hand down his stomach to massage his shaft. “What can we do on Saturday that would be hotter than tonight?”

His hand cupped my breast, his thumb absently teasing the hard nipple, quiet for a few minutes. “The only thing that could possibly be hotter would be if there were a couple of guys fucking you and I filmed it.”

I lifted my head and looked into his eyes. I’d just had awesome sex with two guys and now he was suggesting THREE. Warmth spread through my pussy and I couldn’t stop the smile from appearing on my lips. Three guys? Like in a gang bang type thing? My body had already decided and my mind was catching up.

“Mmm. That would be fun. Now that you’ve broke my cherry with other guys, I’d like to try that.” I continued stroking his cock with my hand. A mental picture of a group of naked men flashed through my brain. Just how slutty was I prepared to be?

“Oh yeah? You’d like that? Should we look for a couple more guys on the swinger site? Or maybe you could go to a club and pick up a couple. What would you like?” His thumb and forefinger teased my nipple sending a jolt of pleasure to my clit.

“Yeah, maybe I’d pick some stranger up and tell him to meet me in a hotel room at a certain hour. I’d have to dress and act kind of slutty. You could watch from another table.  Would you like that?” I heard him exhale loudly in answer.

“God yes. Tell me what you’d do.” His voice was thick with arousal.

“I’d find the best looking single guy in the bar and I’d place my fingertips on his arm, while leaning forward to give him an eyeful of my tits and ask him to buy me a drink. Then, when I was seated next to him, I would run my hand up his thigh and gently tease his cock.”

“Fuck, I’d like to see that. Okay, what would happen in the hotel room after you got two guys to go along with this?”

“You want me to describe what I’d like? Hmm…Let me think.” I sat up and turned my body so that I could give him head, while opening my legs, placing my pussy close to his face.

“There’d actually be three guys besides you and of course Sean would be one of them. I’d be your come slut wife who you’d offer to these guys.” I leaned over and swirled my tongue over the head of his cock. A gasp escaped my lips when I felt his mouth press gently against my clit.

“You’d tell me to kneel on the floor while they stood in a circle around me. I’d have to suck each one of their cocks and make them want to fuck me.” Now my tongue slid down the length of his cock and over his shaven balls.

“Even Sean? He’s too big for you to suck.” His tongue swirled in small circles over my clit. Oh God, even though I’d had two orgasms earlier, if he kept doing that, I’d come again.

“I’d just have to lick him and use my hands. Then, you’d make me deep throat one guy while my hands were full with the other two cocks, rubbing them almost to orgasm.” I opened my mouth and took all of Damian’s cock in, breathing slowly through my nose. I felt his pelvis thrust forward so that my lips were against his groin.

His mouth on my clit, sucking it in, twirling his tongue over the sensitive underside was driving me crazy with lust. When he inserted his thumb into me and placed his finger on my anus, I just about lost it.

“Oh God. Keep doing that.” I closed my eyes for a second enjoying the sensations. “Next, you would ask one of the guys to lie on the bed and I would straddle him, taking his cock deep in me. I’d lean my chest against him and another guy would fuck my ass.” Again, I stopped to take him in my mouth, stroking his cock in a rolling circular motion the way he liked.

He pushed the tip of his finger into my ass, mimicking what one of the guys would be doing. Oh fuck, this was hot! And to think he had started this with HIS fantasy. I was really getting into the headspace of being gang banged.

“While these guys are fucking my ass and cunt, the third guy will put his cock close to my lips and you’ll tell me to suck him off.” This time when I took Damian’s cock in my mouth, I sucked like my life depended on it, my head bobbing up and down.




His finger pushed farther into my anus while his thumb bent at the knuckle, filling my opening. His pelvis was thrusting deeper and faster. There was a thickening pulse at the base of his cock, his testicles tight while he moaned into my clit. We were no longer just Janice and Damian but were part of the fantasy I’d described. It wasn’t Damian’s cock that was spurting cum down my throat but some stranger, I needed to please – to please Damian.

And this final fleeting picture in my mind put me over the top. My hips pumped my pussy hard against his mouth. “Fuck me harder.” His finger in my ass became two fingers, stretching me while his thumb circled my insides. My head drew away from his cock as I became lost in my pleasure, reveling in the last couple of spurts of cum on my cheeks. Oh God, it was so fucking hot being fucked by three mystery men while my husband watched.

My pelvis arched away from his mouth on my over sensitized clit and my head and shoulders collapsed onto his thigh, gasping for air.

“Maybe, we should contact Sean and see if he has any friends who’d like to join us.” Damian’s hand left my ass and caressed my thigh.


Chapter 7

Sean

Oh my God. Is that her in the black vinyl mini dress? I didn’t think she was that tall when I met her the other night. Oh wait, it’s the high heels. They’ve got to be almost five inches high—how does she walk in those things? Look at the ass on her! The cop pants covered up that sweet spot pretty well.

I shut the engine off and opened the car door. Should I call to her or just run to catch up? Maybe goose her ass with my hand. Wonder how Officer Crow would like that? She’d probably deck me.

I followed her into the club and saw her standing near the reception counter. With the mop of unruly black curls, dark eye shadow and long lashes, she cleaned up real sexy. And the hint of cleavage that she’d shown the other night was nothing to the way her tits were almost bursting up from her low cut dress. The kind of chest you could bury your face in and never want to come up for air.

“Rebecca. You look very nice.” I stepped toward her, placed my hand on the small of her back and kissed her lips.

The fleeting look of surprise on her face was well worth my brashness. Score one for Sean.

“You’re on time. Good. I like that Sean.” Her voice was curt but the laughing lines at the outer corners of her eyes betrayed her manner.

“I’m punctual Ma’am. Glad you approve.” I turned to pay the cover charge for us, glad to be able to assert my masculinity in this small traditional gesture, before she had a chance to say or do anything.

The woman behind the counter touched the back of my hand for a moment when she handed the pen for me to sign in, openly flirting with me. Now why would that make me happy that Rebecca would see that?

I finished and turned to step beside Rebecca, once more placing my hand just above that glorious ass, to escort her into the bar area. Instead of some smartass comment she just smiled and walked by my side. Maybe this would be easier than I’d expected.

She gravitated to a small table with high chairs next to the brightly lit bar and glanced up at me. “I’ll have a vodka tonic. Make it a double, please.” Placing her hand on the table, she eased into the chair with feline grace, revealing strong shapely muscle in her thigh.

I edged in next to two men who were chatting about baseball. Really? You’re at a couples club and you’re acting like it’s a sports bar? I held up and finger to catch the bouncy red haired bartender’s attention. In a flash she had my order on the counter in front of her.

When I returned to the table Rebecca was scanning the dance floor and low tables bordering it. Her back was ramrod straight and her legs were crossed tightly. If I didn’t know better, I’d swear she looked nervous or something. Maybe it was a cop thing though, checking out the situation or as I used to call it, a recon.

“Here you go, a double vodka tonic.” I placed the drinks on the table and moved one of the chairs closer to hers before taking a seat. “So this is your first time here? Is it what you expected?”

She took a large swallow of her drink and smiled at me.

“You should do that more often.”

“Do what? I haven’t done anything yet.”

“Smile. You’re drop dead gorgeous when you smile.”

A soft laugh, almost musical, erupted from her face that had deepened in color. “I bet you say that to all the cops who stop you.” Her hand left the table and brushed my thigh.

“No, just the ones I plan on fucking.” This time it was my hand that drifted to her thigh and stayed there.

“When does that happen and where? Surely not on the dance floor or here near the bar.” Her face was once again turned scanning the room.

“When you finish your drink, I’ll take you on the fifty cent tour. Except for you, it’ll cost more.” My hand edged up her thigh and I watched her eyes when she turned to face me.

If I’d had any thought that she would push my hand away they soon disappeared. In two large gulps her drink disappeared and her hand went to mine, edging it higher up and to the inside of her thigh. Fuck, the glory spot was only an inch away; I could feel her heat.

“Let’s go Soldier.” She eased off the chair and not waiting for me started walking by the dance floor.

I noticed men and women looking up and smiling as she passed them. If she was smiling, wearing the sexy dress and swaying her hips invitingly, it was no wonder. A guy who’d been at the club the first time I’d visited, who I’d chatted with, caught my eye and gave me the nod. I smiled and gave a small salute, two fingers to my forehead in acknowledgment.

Her back faced me as she stood in the locker area looking at the rows of metal cabinets. In two steps, my body pressed against her and I pushed her up against the locker, holding one of her hands in mine while immobilizing her shoulder and arm with my chest. Her cheek was against the cool metal and I swear for a moment she’d smiled.

“Didn’t they teach you any manners in the army? This isn’t the way to treat a lady.” Her voice was husky and low.

I snaked my free hand between the locker and her waist, down to the hem of her skirt, bunching it and pulling it higher. She wasn’t wearing panties but that didn’t surprise me. My fingers slid between her moist lips and I felt her body stiffen when I touched the button-like clit. “Turn-about is fair play in my world. If you want me to stop and continue the tour, you’ll have to say, please.”

Teasing her pussy, feeling her breathing become fast and shallow was making my cock hard against the firm round cheeks of her ass. It was all I could do to stop myself from undoing my zipper and fucking her hard when she thrust backward and rolled her ass against me.

OH FUCK! White hot pain in my instep was followed by her body turning, her face smiling insolently up at me. Her arms went around my neck and she gave me a quick peck on the lips. “I don’t say please to a man.”

“Yet. But you will with me.” My lips brushed softly against hers before I stepped back. “Let’s finish the tour, shall we?” I’d never had a woman so strong, fast and as determined to have the upper hand. If I fucked her, I’d have to be like a male tomcat biting the neck of the female to get her to hold still.

“I thought you’d never ask.” She pushed herself away from the locker and pulled the hem of her skirt down but not before I’d caught a glimpse of her shaven cleft.

When we stepped into the dimly lit play area, I watched her stroll around the room. It was early and there weren’t many couples in there yet. She stopped at a bed off to the side that had a curtain hanging, which could be closed for privacy. When she turned, her head was tilted, a smirk on her lips, eyes challenging me. I wanted to make her wait, to tease and torment her, but my feet were already moving.

The scene in the locker room had me fired up, walking a tightrope of lust and male pride and lust for her gorgeous bare ass was winning out.

My lips crushed hard against hers as my hands tore at her top, pulling it up over breasts flowing up from her black demi bra. Her fingers were scrambling at my belt buckle and then the snap and zipper. Our lips parted for a nano second when her top passed over her head. When we kissed again, her tongue licked my lips before dancing with mine. Her bra was undone now and my hands flew to grasp and knead the fullness of her breasts.

I felt the moan in her throat when my thumbnail scraped the pebbly surface of her nipple. Her hands were shoving my pants down my hips and grasped my cock when it was free of the fabric.

Her lips left mine and her breath was hot in my ear. “Oh my God…Take off the rest of your clothes. Hurry.” Now she unsnapped the waistband of her skirt and was pushing it off, while I almost kicked my shoes across the room in my haste to remove them.

My pants were off; my shirt flew over my head and she was laying naked on the clean white bed in front of me, her gaze never leaving my groin. Oh God, she spread her legs and drew them up to her chest, making her pussy an open target.

“Fuck me with that huge cock. I can’t wait to have THAT inside me.”

Mastering every ounce of self control I could muster, I knelt on the bed and leaned down to work on her pussy with my mouth. She was going to have to say please before I’d fuck her even if my balls turned blue and fell off.

With just the tip of my tongue, I gently licked the dark protruding bud of her clit and saw her raise her arm and place the back of her hand on her forehead. The small thrust of her pelvis into my mouth and her sigh urged me to flick my tongue faster. My fingers explored her thick lips to find her slick opening and pushed into her, curling upward to her G spot.

Her hips were grinding into my mouth as I fucked her with my fingers. I felt her shift to almost a sitting position, digging her talons into the flesh of my shoulders and back.

“I need your cock inside me when I come. Fuck me, now.” Her voice was guttural with lust.

“What do you say first?” I sucked her clit into my mouth and licked her softly, knowing that she had liked it more when I’d licked hard. She fell back onto the surface of the bed and a sigh escaped her lips. C’mon Rebecca, just say it. I removed my fingers from inside her to try another tactic.

With just the ball of my finger I pressed against her anus while inserting my thumb into her cunt.

“Okay, okay…please. Just fuck me now.”

I released her clit from my mouth and rose to kneel between her legs and look down at her. “That wasn’t so hard was it?” My cock was in my hand rubbing along her furrow, edging closer to her opening. “Say it again.”

Her lips pressed together for a moment and her eyes closed. “Please fuck me.”

I pressed into her wet opening, slowly filling her while doing my best not to come. She was so hot and slick and the dark nipples on her full breasts was putting me over the edge but I had to control it.

I scooped her wrists into mine and placed them high on the mattress over her head while pumping harder into her sweet depths. “Look at me.”

Her dark eyes flashed up at me as I held her pinioned by my hand and my cock. Her hips rose to meet my thrusts and she shifted her legs so that the heels of her feet pressed into my ass. Her muscles tightened around my cock as her body bucked up, our pelvises grinding and pounding each other.

“Oh yes, fuck me soldier. Make me your bitch. Fuck me hard. Punish me.” Her eyes looking into mine had lost some of the focus and her lips were parted.

“Don’t come until I say you can. Do you understand Rebecca?” My other hand slithered in between our pelvises to find her clit. I pushed into her and stopped moving in order to back off from my orgasm that was imminent. “Squeeze my cock inside you.” My finger stroked the hard nub of her clit and I watched her eyes pleading silently with me.

“Come for me. Show me.” With short hard thrusts of my cock in her, I played with her clit and watched the muscles of her face soften, felt her heels tremble against my ass as her orgasm started.

Oh God…I couldn’t control it any longer. I arched into her, pumping quickly the lust and cum I’d held back. On and on I came, deep inside her tight, quivering body, lost in pleasure. With a few final thrusts I was drained and collapsed onto her soft body, releasing her hands and tracing a line down her side to the round globe of her ass with my hand.

“Fuck that was good.” My words disappeared into the soft scent of her hair as I turned to kiss her lips. This time when we kissed, it was gentle and slow, her hands softly caressing my back. I felt like I had tamed the tiger, now a kitten in my arms.

“You’ve got one hell of a cock soldier and you know how to use it.” Her voice was a whisper against my neck. “No wonder I saw you coming out of this club. You must be a big hit with all of the women here.”

I pulled my head back to look at her once more. Was she jealous? We’d just met and she had no right to stake any claim on me at this point. At this point? What the hell was I thinking? Women like Janice were more my type—blonde, softer around the edges and sex wasn’t a game of one upmanship. But I didn’t want Rebecca to think I was some Lothario. Why the hell should I care what she thinks?

“I’ve only been here a couple of times and only once did I have sex before this.” I rolled over onto my side facing her profile. She stared at the canopy overhead while my hand slid up to cup her breast.

“So, no wife or girlfriends?” Her words were crisp, like when I’d first met her.

“No Officer Crowe—single and free.”

“So far.” She rolled onto her side facing me, a grin on her lips and in her eyes. “Is there a limit on how long you can be in here?”

“Not that I know. Why?” Her answer was a long lingering kiss and her warm hand on my dick.


Chapter 8

]anice

It was too bad there hadn’t been time to get three guys lined up for Saturday but even so, while I tidied up the house and specifically the bedroom for Sean’s visit, I had to take two showers to cool down. Damian hadn’t been much help. When I’d suggested sex, even a quickie, he’d just smiled and told me to wait till tonight. Now, finishing the final touches to my make-up and hair, my hands and body were almost quivering thinking of what lay ahead.

A French Maid’s outfit! Damian had handed it to me at the last minute and told me to wear it tonight. It WAS sexy though with the low neckline and full skirt that barely covered my naked ass—the dark stockings and high heels were my idea. Another little twist to Damian’s fantasy of seeing another guy fuck me that made my pussy warm and full.

When I left the bathroom, my eyes opened wide to see Damian wearing a suit and tie putting a tray of hor’dourves in the oven.

“For our guest, but you’re going to be the one serving.” He stood up and turned to face me, his gaze roaming from the white lace, half circle fasted to the top of my head to the dark stiletto shoes. There was a small smile on his face but aloofness in his self assured manner. “My maid looks very sexy. If you’re good tonight, perhaps my guest and I will show our gratitude.”

My Maid! Show our gratitude! Damian was really getting into this Master/maid fantasy. I lowered my gaze and bent my knee in a small curtsy. “Thank you Sir.”

He’d never mentioned role playing in the threesome he’d suggested. Wearing this revealing costume, and assuming the role of a sexy maid to my husband who was acting like a stranger, stimulated more than my imagination. How far would he take this and was Sean in on this as well?

My heart seemed to bounce in my chest when the doorbell rang. At a nod from Damian, I walked slowly by him, almost losing my balance when his fingers pinched my bare bottom. When I opened the door, the smile on Sean’s face disappeared as his jaw dropped. “Please come in, Sir.” I stepped back and lowered my gaze.

“Holy cow--what a hot outfit.” I felt his eyes appraising me as he stepped into the foyer. He was dressed in a military uniform, formal like Damian. So…he WAS in on this.

“Welcome to my home, Sean. Come in. What would you like to drink?” Damian was beside me but focusing all his attention on Sean.

What was I supposed to do now? This was so totally new, to be treated like a servant, ignored yet expected to be at the beck and call of two, strong, handsome men. For all my assertiveness in the business world, it was a liberating and exciting experience to assume this submissive role. And…Damian HAD said I would be rewarded if I served them well.

“A beer would be fine. You’ve got a nice home.” He followed Damian down the short hallway to the living room.

“Janice, bring Sean a beer and a vodka tonic for me.” The tone of his voice was matter of fact, like he was used to ordering me around. I felt warmth in my face as I hurried to the kitchen to obey.

When I entered the living room that I had carefully decorated over the years to create a comfortable elegance, Damian was seated in the wingback chair in the corner of the room while Sean was smuggled into the overstuffed brown leather sofa. I set the beer on the coffee table in front of Sean but could not resist looking into his light blue eyes and smiling at him. His eyes and lips returned my smile, yet there was more, an excitement.

I handed Damian his drink and stood next to his chair, watching his face. What would he do now?

“You approve of my choice of outfits for my maid?”

I watched Sean take a swallow of his drink and then nod.

“Personally, I think she’s wearing too many clothes. Take off your dress, my dear.” His dark eyes were crinkled at the corner betraying the stern tone of his voice. His fingers trailed lightly over the top of the lacy dark stocking.

Oh my God. My chest sucked in air and my wide eyes flashed at him. But a jolt of pleasure shot to my pussy at the thought. I would be almost naked, exposed to their whims and waiting for my sexual release. My fingers untied the ribbon at the bodice of the dress and loosened the laces before lifting the hem and pulling the dark, satiny fabric over my head.

“Now the bra.” Damian’s voice was casual.

My fingers were trembling, unhooking the clasp between my breasts. There was coolness on my moist pussy and my nipples were pebbled and erect when the bra straps slipped off my shoulders. I had sex with both of these men this week and being naked in front of them should have been no big deal, but in this situation it was—especially since they were both fully dressed. I was naked, vulnerable and longing to be used, to be fucked hard.

There was a smoldering look in Sean’s eyes, his gaze never leaving my body, when he stood and walked to the centre of the room. His hand went to his zipper and scooped that hard and huge cock which had given me so much pleasure this week, from his pants. It stood straight out, the tip glistening with pre-come. I could hardly wait to have that inside me again.

He crooked his index finger, beckoning me over, while his other hand cupped the underside of that massive shaft, offering it to me.

In two short steps I stood in front of him watching his eyes. Would he fuck me? His hand on my shoulder pushing gently down was the silent command I waited for. I dropped to my knees and closed my hands around the thick girth of his cock, holding it like it was some kind of precious jewel. I leaned forward to lick the salty pre-come from the slit at the tip, swirling my tongue and spreading his arousal. My hands massaged him up and down while I licked from the tip to the base, lifting his shaft to kiss his tight balls.

His hands were in my hair, guiding me up and down and his breathing became faster. Damian had moved closer. When I glanced up, I saw that he held the camera, aiming the lens at my face as I sucked Sean. It was like I was in a porn film, stirring me to pull back, my mouth open, tongue extended and licking him like my life depended on it. Well, maybe not my life, but I’d been warned to make this good if I wanted them to fuck me. And oh boy, my pussy was dripping with longing for what I had in front of me.

“My turn.” Damian handed the camera to Sean and I heard the snick of a zipper being lowered before his cock brushed my cheek.

I turned to take him into my mouth, still holding Sean’s cock in my hand. Damian was a perfect fit for my mouth and I could take all of him into my throat. His balls were hard, drawn up in his arousal and my fingernail scratched over the ridges in the skin there. Good, maybe that meant I’d get mine soon.

“That’s enough. Get up and serve us the hors’dourves in the bedroom.” Damian’s fingers pushed my head away from him.




What? I was so ready to be fucked by both of them and he’s thinking of food! I rose to my feet and walked into the kitchen. The oven timer was just about to go off when my hand rose to turn the dial. This sure was different from the romp the three of us had enjoyed at the club. But in some ways, it appealed to a part of me that I never knew was there, a desire to be used as a sex toy. I placed the hot munchies on a platter and walked to the bedroom.

Now that was more like it. Both men had shed their clothes and sat side by side, their backs propped against the upholstered headboard. I grinned at Damian as I offered the food to Sean.

“She deserves to be gang banged, don’t you think?” Sean reached out and tweaked my nipple, hard.

What the hell! Damian must have told him about our fantasy. What else did they have in store for me?

Damian glanced at his watch and rose from the bed. “Get her ready, will you?” He left the room.

Sean took the platter from my hands and set it on the night stand. He grabbed my wrist and pulled me down onto the bed and into his strong arms. I was like a doll compared to him, malleable in his grasp when he kissed me and fondled my breast. THIS was more like it. Finally, I’d get what I needed, but where had Damian disappeared?

He rolled over and pinned me to the bed, his cock pressing hard into my stomach. I tried to move under him, to open my legs and pull my pussy up to be filled by him, but he was too heavy. Oh God, I needed it so much and he was teasing me.

“You want my cock don’t you? Not just mine but a lot of cocks.” His leg moved and the weight eased from my chest before his knee pushed my legs apart.

My hand shot between us to grasp his cock and pull it to my opening. But in a flash his hips moved and he was in me, thrusting hard to my very throat. Oh God, the size stretched the swollen flesh of my pussy till I felt like he was turning me inside out. It was wonderful and my fingers slid across my clit quickly.

“Save some for your buddies Sean.” Damian walked back into the room and two other young men were with him.

“Your buddies? You and Damian got this together? My fantasy?” My finger on my clit halted and Sean eased out of me, before rolling off the bed.

“This is Mike and Jim. “His hand pointed first to a stocky, black man who was beaming ear to ear with a wide white grin. The next guy was tall with the ropey muscles of an athlete. His dark eyes were fixated on my breasts while his hand loosened the belt of his pants.

I watched as they took their clothes off and took a place on each side of the bed, holding their hard cocks in their hands. Sean was at the foot of the bed while Damian stood off to the side, holding the camera.

“C’mon Janice. You want this is much as I want to see it. Show the soldiers a good time.” Damian was in full director mode now.

Mike placed his knee on the bed and eased close to me, his hand and cock close to my face. I had never had sex with a black man and couldn’t wait to try it. His cock was almost as thick as Sean’s, but longer, beneath the firm muscles of his tummy. I looked up into his dark eyes and smiled before taking his dick in my hand, massaging it and bringing my mouth close to take it in. I could smell a soapy scent mixed with male musk when my nose brushed against his groin.

There was a soft touch that rolled over my ass cheek and into the cleft between them, fingers probing them apart. The bed behind me depressed and a warm hard body snuggled into my backside, an arm reaching under my waist and clutching my stomach.

My mouth left Mike’s cock when I was rolled on top of Jim’s body, his hand now shooting past my pussy to once more separate my ass cheeks. There was pressure against my anus and then a burning sensation when the head of his sheathed cock entered. Oh fuck this was hot, getting fucked up the ass while a black glistening cock was next to my mouth, waiting to be sucked. I was wanton in my ache for cock, ready to be filled everywhere.

Mike pushed forward and my lips were once again gliding over the hard rim of his shaft, down farther till my eyes watered. My ass was being slowly filled an inch at a time by Jim, his finger rolling over my hard little clit.

“That’s it baby. Show them what a cock hungry slut you are.” Damian moved to the edge of the bed, close to where Sean stood at attention, well… his cock at any rate.

I was full, the man behind me breathing heavily as he rocked into my ass, while Mike clutched my head, pulling me rhythmically onto his cock. When Sean knelt on the bed between Jim’s thighs and slid his prick along my pussy lips, jolts of pleasure pulsed in my clit. Oh fuck, his fingers pulled my lips apart, seeking my opening. Yes, fuck me there too. I wanted all of them.

When he pushed his cock inside me, my mouth left Mike’s cock. Waves of pleasure deep inside me and in my clit overcame me. All I could do was ride the two men who were fucking me between them, filled and aching with lust. They alternated thrusts in and out while Jim’s finger rubbed my clit, driving me insane with pleasure.

Mike’s voice was now a grunt as he masturbated, pressing the tip of his cock against my cheek. I felt warmth before his cock slid quickly closer to my mouth, his cum spurting on my open lips.

I was a plaything for the two men fucking my cunt and ass, their fingers pressing my flesh, guiding my body to deepen their entry.

“Oh fuck baby, that’s it.” Damian’s cock was now edging closer to my mouth as Mike’s orgasm finished. I reached for him with my hands and lips, able once more to focus my attention. His hands held my head while he thrust into my throat, looking down at me with eyes half closed. The eroticism of the evening had put him over the edge and in a few thrusts his cock pulsed against my lips, shooting a load cum down my throat.

Sean and Jim were moaning and grunting as they orgasmed with a final push deep inside. I felt like that last thrust had split me in two and that I must be bleeding, torn by their man-flesh. When Sean withdrew, I became aware of the burning sensation in my ass and eased up and away from Jim’s groin.

Damian sat down on the edge of the bed beside me, stroking my head while Jim helped lift me onto the bed’s surface. I was totally spent, my pussy aching pleasantly from being stretched and fucked so well.

“God that was erotic Janice. The whole evening, from the maid’s outfit to this.” He lay down beside me and took me into his arms.

Over his shoulder I saw Sean’s warm smile before he followed Mike and Jim from the room.

“They’re leaving?” As sexy as this had been, I honestly felt relieved. There was no way I’d be able to walk straight, let alone do this again tonight.

“Yeah. Just you and me now. That was so good; I’m not sure what we could do to top it.”

My head rose off his chest and my eyes were wide looking at him. “We’ve just finished one fantasy and you’re talking about another, already?”

“Sure. Why not?” His hand stroked my hair while he looked into my eyes. “You liked it didn’t you?”

“Are you kidding? I loved it. But I need to rest, if not heal, before we do another gang bang like this one.” I placed my head back down on his chest, nestling into the soft downy hair there, his heartbeat in my ears. “So you and Sean got together and cooked this up.”

“Mmmhmm. And that’s not all. He met a woman at the club last night. She sounds like a real hell cat. He’s supposed to be seeing her again this week at her place. Maybe we can get together with them next weekend if things go well.”




The End of Part 2
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Okay, okay, I don’t want you to leave yet! LOL…
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Again, thanks for reading!

Love,

Mia Moore
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