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Dedication

I want to thank a lovely young lady named Rose for inspiring this story and appearing on the cover. My writing slowed down when I met Rose. I had several concepts roughly sketched, but they weren't calling to me.  My passion to finish them had lagged.

Every writer needs inspiration. A little spark to ignite the creative juices. Well as flames go, Rose is a fucking bonfire!

I saw her from afar and she was an erotic vision. A tall slender blonde that moved, with grace and elegance. The kind of woman that makes your hormones pop and haunts your dreams. Wakes you in the night, raging with a carnal fever, your body screaming for her sensual touch. Images of her lush body and soft lips tormenting your thoughts. Leaving you alone in the dark, with no way to truly quench the fire raging in your loins.

Her first reaction was to give me one of those cool blonde stares, that only a truly beautiful woman can master.  But when she spoke, I saw softness in her lovely brown eyes and her sensual mouth quickly curled with delight. Her smile was radiant and welcoming, announcing a fierce lust for life and hinting at the possibility of an astounding sexual adventure.

This girl was put on the planet to tease and please. A gift from the Gods of pleasure. She fired both my libido and my imagination, so I borrowed her beauty, her sensuality, and the uniquely feminine way she flows when she moves. I sprinkled her essence, her ‘Roseness,’ if you will, across my pages, hopefully bringing my heroine to life for my readers.

Rose is much younger than my character. But my protagonist was bewitched by the heroine and Rose is the ideal obsession.  The perfect temptress to inflame men’s thoughts and feed their fantasies.  So, I added a few years and placed her in a marriage bed grown cold. True to her namesake, the Rose in the story revolts. Settling for nothing less than complete sexual gratification.

Join us as an aging beauty reawakens her sensual self, surrenders to her deepest carnal needs, and pursues her most intimate desires. Thank you, Rose, for the inspiration and for being my friend.

J. Stiff


Obsession

Rose Everson lay quietly beside her husband listening to the rhythm of his breathing. He was deep asleep. It was a dark night and the skylight above showed only a few stars peeking through the dense clouds that blotted out the moon. Rose moved her legs restlessly and touched herself. Slowly stroking her slit, calling forth the wetness that would give her relief.

It had been months since they had made love, and she missed the closeness of his body and the feel of him inside of her. She moved her fingers faster, pushing them in deeper. She rolled on her side and curled her body a little, to give her hand more freedom. Her juices were flowing now, flooding over her fingers as they worked her entrance.  Her breathing increased as did her urgency. She stabbed her opening violently. Furiously pumping her hand in and out as fast as she could manage. The fingers of her other hand searched for her clit and began to rub her hard, little bud in time with her pumping.

“Ahhhhh” she let out a soft cry and buried her face in a pillow to muffle the sound. Her body quivered and shook as she stroked her labia with languid loving caresses. Then she rolled on her back and lay quietly, thinking alone in the dark.

She had been married to Jeff for eight years. They had been through some rough patches. Every couple did, but she had thought all that was behind her. The sex wasn’t as hot as it had once been, but for most of her marriage, it was above average as near as she could tell from gossiping with her friends. She seemed to get it more often than her three closest girlfriends.  She and Jeff were going at it twice a week until the last couple of years and then nothing for months at a time.

At twenty-nine Rose was past her prime, but she hadn’t gone to seed. Recently she shed a few excess pounds and was hitting the gym and toning up in all the right places. She still had a dynamite set of long legs and her small, but elegant breasts retained their firmness. Tonight, she had dressed in a see-through teddy that accentuated her female charms, but Jeff had completely ignored her.

She had thrown off the covers when he came out of the bathroom, shamelessly flaunting herself by spreading her legs. The crotchless panties fully exposing her labia and her soft blonde curls. He looked right through her and picked up a book. She had been both infuriated and embarrassed and she slid out of bed to prowl the darkness of their home until she calmed down.

*****

The first time Lance Howard saw Rose Everson he literally stopped breathing.  She was something out of a dream. A willowy blonde that moved with a seductive elegance usually reserved for the silver screen. In fact, she reminded him of Michelle Pfeiffer in “Scar Face,” because she was wearing one of those clingy evening gowns, bare at the shoulders except for the thin spaghetti straps. The kind that drapes off of a slender frame and is cut low, promising a nipple peek, but never delivering. A real tease, but one with style and grace. An elegant enchantress well worth the pursuit.

Lance and his entourage had been making the rounds of the after-parties at the annual Las Vegas Digital and Electronics show. It was well into the shank of the evening, and it was their fourth stop. He glimpsed her across the room. She was flocked by several would-be suitors all competing for her attention.  She laughed and threw her head, handling them as effortlessly as a ringmaster controls a three-ring circus.  Easily separating the clowns from the lion tamer.

Lance was mesmerized. He had stopped dead in his tracks and just stared, blocking the doorway. Julie, the redhead on his arm, knew him well enough to know that he was in lust and that she had just been momentarily outclassed.

“See something you like” she jibed snidely.

At first, Lance didn’t hear her. His entire focus was on Rose and the things he wanted to do with her luscious body, but then he patted Julie's hand and replied, “Put your fangs away, Honey. You know that sometimes you have to share.”

Venturing into the room, they found a table with their name on it, “Howard Enterprises,” and they all settled in. There were six in the group. Lance and his sometimes arm candy, Julie Prince. Jake Talbot, his right-hand man, and expert in all things digital, and his wife Sally.  Trent Cohen, Lance's trusted accountant/lawyer, and Trent’s wife Kate.

“Looks like Lance is smitten again” announced Jake with an emphasis on 'again'.

“That’s the kind of girl that if you met her on a blind date on Friday night, you would be late for work on Monday morning because you would still be fucking her. She is that desirable” declared Lance with a broad smile.

“Definitely an FTF” declared Jake.

“You need your eyes checked” corrected Lance. “Sees an MF if I have ever seen one.”

“Pardon my naivete, but what is an FTF?” asked Kate.

“You don't want to know” assured Sally.

“FTF denotes a woman that looks Fun to Fuck” instructed, Jake.

“Oh! Well, I’m almost afraid to ask, but then what does MF mean?” responded Kate, her voice a little lower and unsure.

Lance leaned forward with a wanton grin. “An MF is a Must Fuck” he announced. “A male imperative.”

“Looks like every other blonde to me” offered Trent, gallantly drawing the attention away from his wife.

“You are just saying that because Kate is sitting next to you” challenged Lance. “I know you, Trent. You are as horn dog as the rest of us. Look at her, she's exquisite. Like a Greek statue come to life. Venus herself would be jealous. See how she moves. If we could package that kind of sex appeal, we could corner the market. Fuck microchips and software. The world really runs on sex. Tell me honestly that she doesn't make you as hard as the gear shift on your new Porsche.”

Trent looked nervously at his wife and smiled. Kate put her hand under the table and felt Trent's lap. He was hard. Kate shot him a few daggers, then squeezed his cock lovingly. “Just don't ever touch, and definitely don't think about her while you are fucking me,” she declared.

Lance raised his arm and flagged a waiter. “We need some drinks,” he said. “And whatever you’re serving? We're starving.”

A few minutes later there were drinks all around and the first installment of a six-course meal on the table.

“I'm going to work the room,” said Lance, rising from his chair and downing the last of his finger food, some sort of pate’ on a rye cracker.

“That means he is going to scout out that blonde” interjected Jake. “I'll keep Julie company” he added.

“No, you won't” answered his wife, Sally. Pulling her husband in closer to her.

“I'll be fine” asserted Julie. “This isn't my first rodeo.

Lance was just out of earshot when Katie leaned in and asked, “Doesn't that bother you, Julie?”

“No. We are both free spirits and have roaming privileges. Besides, he might bring something back that we can both play with,” laughed Julie.

“When are you going to learn?” Trent asked, looking at his wife.

“Probably never” she replied. “I am just too conventional.”

*****

Rose was enjoying the excitement and social contact of the convention. It was a welcome reprieve from what had become a mundane existence. She had been locked away as mother, housewife, and online bookkeeper for Jeff's new company for the last three years.  At first, their marriage had been fun and stimulating. Jeff was a top programmer. He was in demand and made good money. They dined out often and took weekend trips to interesting places. Then came the kids and soon thereafter, this start-up thing. Money had gotten tight, and Jeff seemed to be working every hour of every day.  Even when he was home, his nose was buried in his laptop, coding or testing code. He was a different man and life for Rose had lapsed into one lonely day and night after another, with only a seven-year-old and a five-year-old to keep her company.

But tonight, at one of the convention’s after-parties, Rose felt energized, enlivened. Life once again offered the promise of possibilities, the allure of chance. She was surrounded by interesting people, challenging conversation, and best of all, male attention. It had been so long since a man had looked at her with desire and now, they were all around. Rose wasn’t looking for action. Infidelity had never crossed her mind. She was faithful to her marriage. But a bit of flirting, some harmless teasing, and a few admiring glances. What could that hurt? She desperately wanted to feel like a woman again. Even if just for a few hours.

Despite their tight budget, she had splurged and gone shopping. She bought new clothes, make-up, sexy underwear, and had her hair done. Even Jeff had commented on how amazing she looked and then he had gone right back to ignoring her. She was once again a vibrant, attractive woman and men were admiring her and competing for her attention and she was drunk on their adoration.

*****

Lance Howard leaned against a nearby bar stand studying Rose. When it came to women and business, Lance was a hunter and experience had taught him that it was always wise to study his prey before moving in for the kill. He was close enough to hear her conversations. To note what delighted her and what didn’t. She was safe enough in this crowd, he thought. Overpaid nerds, all of them. None of them had a chance he concluded, but the fact that she was so obviously basking in the geek idolization told him that she was vulnerable.  Such a beautiful flower just waiting to be plucked, he thought.

Rose had noticed the black-haired man watching her. He was well built and well dressed in a tailored suit, jeweled cuff links, and a matching tie stud. The gold chain of an old-fashioned pocket watch draped fashionably across the vest of his three-piece suit. Unusual, but stylish accouterments.

She glanced in his direction and their eyes met. He had steel blue eyes that looked right into her, and her heart skipped a beat. He nodded, smiling warmly, but continued to blatantly appraise every inch of her. Rose looked away quickly, nervous about his intense scrutiny. This guy was far from harmless she thought, moving closer to her husband, and crossing her legs. Her gown was slit high on one side and the motion exposed most of one lovely thigh. A move that didn’t go unnoticed by Lance Howard.

*****

“My name is Jake Talbot” announced the small, wiry man as he approached the Eversons. He extended his hand to Jeff and his only acknowledgement of Rose was a slight nod.

“Hello” replied Jeff Everson, firmly clasping the extended hand.

“I'm the CTO at Howard Enterprises and I would like to talk to you about your software. Can you and your lovely wife join us at the Howard table? We're right over there. Second table from the windows?”

“Sure, we can drop over in a few minutes. Thanks for the invitation.”

“Wonderful” replied Talbot. “We'll be expecting you.”

*****

Rose was surprised to see the man who had been watching her sitting at the Howard table and even more astonished when he was introduced as Lance Howard himself. The way he looked at her was both exciting and disturbing. He undressed her with his eyes like he was stripping away her clothing thread by thread. A treasure hunt and she was the prize.

Lance Howard rose as the Eversons approached as did Jake Talbot and Trent Cohen.

“Welcome Mr. and Mrs. Everson” Lance declared. “Mind it I call you Jeff?”

“Not at all. Mr. Howard” answered Jeff Everson.

“Lance, please! We are informal in Howard country.”

“This is my wife Rose” Lance nodded with a welcoming smile.

“You have met Jake. This is Trent and his lovely wife Katie, and this is Julie and Jake’s wife Sally.”

“Sally turned to Julie with a grin and said, “I guess we don't get a 'lovely'.”

“Sally you are always ravishing, especially in that low-cut gown” Lance replied, “and Julie's beauty speaks for itself.”

“It certainly does” opined Rose.

“Thank you” responded Julie. “You and I are going to be friends. Come sit by me so we can get acquainted.”

Everyone settled in and Lance took the lead.

“Jeff, my people tell me you are quite the genius. They rave about your new software. Are you in need of any funding?” asked Lance.

“Why yes we are” responded Everson.

“Good. I expect we can come to some arrangement then. Jake is my technical guy and Trent is a wiz with numbers and the legal niceties. Why don't you gentlemen discuss the details, including sales projections. I'll just sit here and listen.

Rose had always attracted the attention of men. But Howard's was different. Most gawked at her from afar or snuck sly peeks. Both turning their eyes away when she returned their gaze. Lance Howard had no such compulsions. He welcomed her eye contact. There was a challenge there. His message was loud and clear. “I’d love to fuck you?”

He had a roguish style about him. His stare wasn't blatant, but it was intrusive. His eyes conveyed an appreciation for her beauty, but also a desire to please her. She didn’t know how she knew it, but she felt a sexual tenderness in him. He didn't just want to rut, he wanted to worship her, and that made her juices flow and soak her panties.

Rose was as certain of Lance’s intentions as if he had announced it openly for all to hear. The sudden realization that she was receptive to his unspoken offer both frightened and thrilled her. She looked away from him and moved closer to her husband. Jeff and Jake were deep in conversation, and neither noticed her discomfort.

“Do you mind if I dance with your lovely wife?” asked Lance suddenly.

“Of course not. Rose would enjoy that!” answered Jeff Everson. His response was automatic. The question barely registered as he continued his business conversation with Jake.

Lance Howard wasn't a great dancer, but he was definitely all male. He was larger than her husband, his body was harder and much more muscular. He pulled Rose in tight against him. She resisted at first, keeping her body stiff, but yielded quickly, letting her lithe frame merge into his, as his masculinity flowed around her. Somehow deflecting her will to resist.

It had been years since she had been this close to a man other than her husband. Close enough to feel his heartbeat, to revel in the strength of his arms, or match his movements. She could smell his cologne, his mouthwash, his shampoo, and the other scents that were just him and those excited her. She pressed into him without thinking about it and laid her head on his shoulder.

Lance ran his hand down Rose’s back, his fingers playing firmly, but gently across her skin, almost as if the thin material of her gown weren’t between them.  A thrill ran through her, reminding her of her needs, so long unfilled. His cock was hard and pressing insistently against her. Instinctively, she nestled it between her legs, then realized what she was doing.

He had tightened his hand on her back, guiding her pelvis into his erection. She moved her hips subtly, slowly massaging him, savoring the pressure of it twitching. Rose could feel his arousal in his whole body and the musky part of his smell increased. Her head was spinning. She imagined that her panties were dripping and that a wet spot would show through her dress. She had to stop but didn’t want to stop. Finally, she pushed back and looked up at him. “I think we should stop” she asserted, her brown eyes pleading.

“I am sorry” Lance replied as they shared a very intimate glance. “You are an incredibly desirable woman. I apologize if I overstepped. I can get carried away.”

“Me too” she replied softly as she turned from him.

Then he escorted her back to the table, watching her ass swing provocatively in front of him. His mind was racing, thinking of a hundred ways to drive her to the heights of elation.

*****

It came in a small, elegant box. Rose had picked up the day's mail as she always did and there it was, a small strangely shaped package mixed in with the bills and junk mail, offering discounts for pizza, fast food, and the new daycare center. Narrow and several inches long, it was addressed to her, but there was no return address. It looked like a mail-order object. Something selected off the internet and drop shipped to the buyer in a plain vanilla wrapper.

Rose shook the package and it rattled dully. That intrigued her. She couldn’t remember ordering anything. The family budget had been tight lately and she had been careful with her money. Rose ignored the rest of the mail and tore open the package.

“What is it, Mom?” came a little voice and something told her to stop and wait. She slid the package back on the counter and tended to her two daughters. She got dinner started and hustled them out to play. All the while what was in the strange little package gnawed at her.

She looked out into the yard. Her two daughters were playing and laughing. No danger of them seeing. She couldn’t explain her caution; it was just there. She reached back on the counter and retrieved the box.  Part of her wanted to rip it open, but another part wanted to linger and enjoy the suspense.

She tore back the shipping paper to reveal an elegant box. It was cloth covered cardboard but well-designed. Like a box for an expensive pen set or a necklace. But slightly wider and longer. She opened it with both anticipation and trepidation.

There surrounded by a satin looking material was a vibrator. Not just any dildo. It was shaped like a space ray gun with long sleek lines, but it was hot pink. She picked up the directions and blushed. It had two parts, a phallus for plunging into her and a small suction ring to gently stroke her clit. The shaft swelled wider in places to tease her labia and push her open wider at times as it entered her. She looked at the base and there were several power settings and stroke types. She pushed a button and it moved. The movement was quick and forceful, and she thought about how long it had been since she had been fucked.

Rose rubbed her fingertips along its length. It was thicker than her husband and images of a well-endowed male pushing into her danced in her mind. There were ridges on the shaft that interrupted its smoothness. A ripple of desire flowed over her, then she noticed they made a pattern that spelled her name 'Rose'. There was one on each side. This was a personalized toy. The realization intrigued her and increased her excitement, but also filled her with a strange, unsettling emotion that she couldn’t quite define.

Rose switched it to vibrate and touched the tip between her legs. Her cotton skirt bunched easily, and she pulled it up and pressed the tip to her panties.

“Oh God” she cried out. Looking quickly around and watching for the kids. They were still playing in the yard. She increased the speed and pressed its hardness deeper between her legs. She had never used a vibrator and the sensation was overwhelming. Rose leaned against the counter, pressing it firmly against her opening and she came in seconds. Her legs turned to jelly, and she almost fell, catching herself on the edge of the counter as she shook uncontrollably.

Then she noticed the tiny box in the corner. She picked it up and opened it. There was a vial inside. Maybe two ounces of oil, obviously for use with the dildo.  She unscrewed the top and sniffed. It had a wonderful fragrance. It made her think of sex, not lovemaking, but primal fucking in wild abandon and she could feel her moisture collecting again. The label promised a powerful sensation.

Who would send her this? Certainly not her husband. But what if he did? More importantly. What if he didn't? If she mentioned it and he didn’t send it, that could be trouble. Rose threw away the wrapping paper. Shredded it so that the address couldn’t be read, then pushed it deep down in the trash can. She gave the gift one last inspection. There was a small label on the base. It read 'A Product of Howard Enterprises'. She thought of the black-haired man she had danced with so closely. The one that made her forget about her husband and her vows. The thought made her moist again and she rubbed her thighs together. It also gripped her with a foreboding sense of apprehension. Like she was standing in front of a door clearly marked 'Danger - Do Not Enter'.

She had surrendered to him so quickly. Without even thinking about it her body had merged with his. As if she was a lock and he had a spare key. The desire had just welled up within her. It was completely unexpected and had overpowered her. It was only near the end of the dance that she realized that he was in complete control of her. If they had been alone, not surrounded by hundreds of people, she would have given herself to him completely. Even made the first move. It frightened her to think she could be that bold and naughty.

Suddenly, her demeanor changed completely. Her reverie stopped, and she put the oil back in the box with the vibrator and closed the lid. She hurriedly wrapped the box in a paper towel to mask its uniqueness and hid the box in a secret spot way, way in the back of her closet. If she couldn’t see it, she could pretend it wasn’t there. It was a threat to the life she had, such as it was. She knew instinctively that to use that vibrator was to surrender to the sender and if they ever met again, she wouldn’t be able to resist his attentions. Rose was a woman brimming over with pent-up passions. She could feel them boiling up within her and she had no doubt that given the right trigger, she would leap into the arms of a stranger and be a violent, primal, and demanding lover.

*****

The house was quiet at three in the morning. Rose was restless and slipped out of bed silently. Careful not to wake her husband, Jeff. She had been even more stealthy when she reached deep into the closet for the vibrator and the other items that she had come to rely on in her nightly routine.

It had taken her ten full days to work up the courage and the need to use the vibrator. It had weighed on her mind daily, her curiosity looming ever larger until it had become a compulsion. Her first session had been tentative. She tried her breasts first, fitting the little circle over her nipples and pressing the button. Oh God, it was wonderful. The nipple turned taught almost instantly and she pressed harder, as the malleable material sucked and tugged gently at her sensitive skin until her body shivered with desire and ached for more.

Rose had never climaxed from breast stimulation.  Didn’t think it was possible. But that marvelous little machine did it. It wasn’t a giant, gut wrenching orgasm. But it was rewarding and much more satisfying than she expected.

She massaged her already stimulated breast with her hand and with the other, ran the shaft end of the toy along her slit. She was aroused instantly and over the next few weeks, she developed a routine. First her breasts, to put her in the mood. She didn’t always climax from the nipple titillation, but it always excited her. Next, run the vibrator up and down her labia to bring the moisture and loosen her entrance. When her bud was stiff and tight to the finger, she applied the oil. One drop, sometimes two. It didn't burn but created an urgency. A need to be rubbed and stimulated. A wonderful sensual itch.

Sometimes she pretended the toy was the tongue of her lover. Pressing the tiny circle to her clit as she lay back and let the gentle suction work its magic. On other nights, she rubbed her bud in a frenzy with her finger as she thrust the pulsing shaft of the vibrator into her throbbing entrance.

Both ways were satisfying. Both brought her to release. She began to look forward to her nightly play. The moments alone in the dark with just herself and her sensual thoughts. But she also learned that masturbation is a lonely endeavor, and she missed the intimate sharing with another human being and longed for the welcoming touch of a lover.

Often, she thought of the dark-haired man she had danced so closely with. So self-assured and overflowing with masculinity. She wondered if his lips were as soft as the little circle that caressed her nipples and her clit. If his cock was as hard and thick as the shaft that pleased her, as she slid it in and out of her opening. She could almost feel his arms around her, his body pressing down on hers, the power of his thrusts and the stirring sound of his groans, the rush when he shot into her. Rose had a vivid imagination and on these nights her orgasms were especially violent.

Each night she found temporary comfort. A helpful break in her sexual tension. Enough to sleep soundly, beside her overworked and self-absorbed husband. But also, each night, she felt more and more unfulfilled and ached for male attention.

*****

Lance Howard sat on his veranda sipping a lemon drop martini. It was the preferred drink of his special guest; he had researched her thoroughly. There were several ways of making them and he hoped he had the right mixture. These were made with triple-sec and vodka. It wasn't bad. He had never had one. An interesting mixture of sour and sweet.

The California sun was high in a cloudless sky, but the huge umbrella over the table area had been expertly adjusted to provide welcome shade. He had planned an elaborate multi-course lunch that would impress even royalty.

Thousands of beautiful women had graced his home. Most had come to one of his legendary parties. A lesser, but significant number, had come to enjoy more intimate entertainment.  Still, he was anxious and nervous. His expected guest was an exquisite woman, and he was desperately attracted to her. Not just her physical beauty, but her obvious zest for life, which had been submerged by circumstance.

She was a bit of an obsession. A dream girl if you must. Tall and blonde and slender with long, elegant legs, an hourglass figure, and sculptured breasts. Plato had a theory that for every object on earth, there exists a perfect form in the ethereal world that acts as the model. If that was so, then Rose Everson was the perfect hot blonde. All the rest were close approximations. Not the brassy, over-busted type. But the thin, lithe classy kind that haunts men's thoughts after she passes and makes their cocks twitch at the way her ass dances provocatively as she walks away and out of their lives forever.

He looked at his watch impatiently and took another sip of the bitter-sweet liquid. He had told Julie to pick Rose up at the airport and take her shopping in the exclusive shops along Rodeo Drive. He had given her carte blanche and warned her to be nice, not catty. Now they were twenty minutes late.

Rose had haunted his thoughts for these sixteen long weeks since he had danced with her at the Las Vegas gathering of silicone big shots and wannabes. Now she was here in his home. Or at least she was supposed to be. Lance looked at his watch again. One minute had passed. “Damn!” he exclaimed.

When the girls finally walked through the arched doorway, Lance almost forgot to stand as they approached the table. He was too busy drinking in Rose’s beauty.  She was even more alluring than he remembered in a white mini dress with a fully exposed shoulder. It had a red floral pattern below the waist and the hemline hit her at mid-thigh. Her exposed skin was tanned to a golden perfection and the contrasts of color and texture were something out of a glamour shoot.

It wasn't an overly tight dress, but the way it hung on her slender frame was seductive. Lance could see her body moving around inside the material, her elegant breasts brushing the bodice as she moved. He imagined how soft and supple they must be and ached to reach out and touch them. Lance could see no pantyline and realized she was nude under that thin shroud. The thought made him even harder, and his cock swelled painfully against his shorts.

Her long blonde hair flowed around her lovely face and a bold shade of lipstick accented her wide, sensual mouth, promising heaven to any man lucky enough to be her lover. A ruby solitaire hung around her neck and two matching ruby teardrops dangled enticingly from her ears. The red of her lips, her jewelry, and the red splashes of color on her dress contrasted exotically with the pure white background of the dress and her golden skin. The overall effect was stunning, and Lance stared much longer and much more intently than was socially acceptable. Especially at someone else's wife.

He had fantasized about her for months. Sometimes even while he was fucking Julie. But often Julie sensed that something was amiss and then they would talk about Rose. Sometimes Julie would even pretend to be Rose or fabricate a seduction story about Rose. Describing in delicious detail all of the erotic and sensual delights that Rose would impart. On those occasions, their sex was hotter than usual, because Julie also wanted to fuck Rose Everson.

His anxiety must have shown on his face because Julie mischievously said “Good Afternoon, Lance. You remember Rose Everson.”

Rose looked like she walked off the cover of Vogue. She was so classically beautiful and sensual. Her soft breasts jiggled beneath the fabric, rippling the material erotically. She had an engaging smile and soft brown eyes that danced in the California sunlight. Lance had never seen a woman sexier and more provocatively stimulating. Watching her literally made his cock ache.

It was a sin to hide a woman like this in Nebraska or Illinois or wherever the Eversons were from. She deserved to be leading the good life. She could easily compete with the best that California had to offer.

The knowledge that the only thing between her luscious body and him was that flimsy fabric was tantalizing. He wanted to sweep the lunch settings off the table and take her right there on the patio. His mind raced with the possibilities. He could almost feel her and taste her. He remembered her smell, the way she felt when she molded into him, her body fitting perfectly with his. The way her crotch searched for his. She had become excited when she discovered his hardness. He had seduced enough women to know when he was wanted.

“You girls have fun shopping?” he asked as they joined him at the table. A servant appeared with two more lemon drops.

“Oh wow,” she exclaimed. “That's my favorite.”

Lance just smiled. She took a sip. “Perfect” she declared.

“I should thank you for this dress. You bought it for me. I love it. I can never find anything like this in Indiana” declared Rose giving him a big smile, her soft brown eyes truly grateful.

“You are certainly welcome. You look incredible in it. Took my breath away” Lance responded.

“I noticed” quipped Julie.

Lance ignored her comment but turned his head in her direction. “Julie, did you get something fetching?”

“Yes, I will wear it later. In private” she replied, giving him a big smile, and looking at Rose knowingly.

“It’s lovely and racy. I’m sure you will like it” offered Rose. “I’m not sure I would have the nerve to wear it.”

“Julie knows me well; I am sure it will be exciting” Lance observed.

“Your bags are here, and your room is at the top of the stairs. We'll get you settled after lunch” Lance directed.

“This looks lovely. I'm famished” announced Rose.

“Well, if you need something you don't see, just ask. We are here to please.”

“It’s all so overwhelming” admitted Rose. “I just want to take a breath and enjoy our meal.”

Lance smiled and picked up his glass. “To the loveliest ladies a man could hope to have over for lunch” he announced, nodding briefly at Julie, but locking eyes with Rose.

It was a pleasant lunch. Julie and Rose chatted like old friends. They had gotten close very quickly. It left Lance a little flummoxed, he could barely get a word in. Periodically, Rose would look to him with a question or a compliment. She loved his house and the design touches. Her eyes were always alive with light and motion and her smile engaging. But Lance worked best one on one. That was his strong suit and Julie was stealing some of his thunder.

He looked at the two women. So lovely. Stunners both of them. Sex appeal oozed from each. Julie was old hat, but that didn’t reduce her beauty or his desire for her. His cock still twitched routinely when she entered a room. A beautiful face flanked by flowing auburn hair. Mischievous gray-green eyes that constantly shifted hues. Never holding the same shade of color longer than an instant. Her body was to die for. C plus tits, as firm as ripe melons, a wisp of a waist, and long, luscious legs.

He could never get enough of Julie, and he loved her in his own way. But he still lusted after other women. Some of it was just sport fucking. He loved dipping his wick in fresh cooze. Most men do, but Lance had the power and the freedom to indulge when the fancy struck.

But Rose wasn’t just another stray piece of tail. She was special. Her sexual allure and her feminine elegance touched something in his core. He wouldn’t leave Julie for this woman, but he was desperate to share part of himself with her. Fucking her would be fun, but his desire ran much deeper and had a truly emotional component.

Modern society dictates that you can only love one woman at a time. To Lance, that was bull. For most of man's existence, strong men had multiple wives. The nuclear family is a societal and religious construct. Man's natural state was much less monogamous. Every male had a built-in biological imperative to spread his seed. It was just a lot stronger in Lance Howard.

Lance’s cell phone buzzed and wiggled on the table. He checked his messages and looked up at Rose “I have been informed that your husband and my office have reached an agreement. Congratulations. We’re partners.”

“That’s wonderful” responded Rose, beaming with appreciation. Her mind raced, considering how her life might change. It had been a long cold dry spell. Tight money, long days, lonely nights, emotional isolation, and sexual frustrations. ‘Was it actually over?’ she wondered.

“Jeff and the team have a thousand details to work out, so they’ll be tied up in meetings until early evening. He can fill us all in tonight. We dine at eight. In the meantime, please make yourself at home.

*****

It had been a long day and Rose Everson was on fire. She couldn’t remember being this aroused without a man's or woman's arms around her. Lance Howard was a terribly attractive man and whether in a social or a business setting, it was apparent he was the top dog in the room. He wasn’t blatant about it or overbearing. He just took charge and other men surrendered. Rose found that sexually compelling. She was half afraid that he would order her to spread her legs, because she would willingly comply, without even a semblance of protest.

Julie Prince was equally tempting with her perfect tits, long legs, and haunting gray-green eyes surrounded by her flowing auburn hair. She was one of the most beautiful women Rose had ever seen. More than once she had lost track of their conversation and wondered how her soft tongue would feel sliding over her clit.

Rose literally couldn’t decide which one of them she wanted to fuck the most.  Not that she would ever cheat on her husband. But fantasies don't count. Do they?

They had arrived in California early that morning, fresh off the red-eye. Lance and her husband Jeff had come to a tentative agreement on providing Jeff with start-up capital for their company and Jeff had gone straight to meetings at Howard Enterprises. She had gone to breakfast with Julie and then on a whirlwind shopping spree, followed by lunch with Lance and Julie.

Rose had spent the day lounging around the estate. She had been hoping that the trip would give her and her husband a chance to reconnect, but that didn’t seem to be in the cards. Jeff was completely focused on work and didn’t even notice the stunning new dress Lance had bought her for dinner.

Lance Howard on the other hand, had been an attentive and charming host. She had gotten to know him a little during the afternoon. There were many facets to him. He wasn’t at all what she expected. He had a sharp mind and a unique philosophy of life. It was almost cavalier, but it seemed to work for him. Much different from her Middle America roots.

They had gone for a long walk on the beach. Rose was a flatlander, and it was her first experience with the ocean. She loved the surf. The way the waves rolled in, ever changing, yet always the same. The wind was light, and the sun was hot. It was a perfect afternoon. Rose wore an elegant one-piece bathing suit that complemented, rather than flaunted, her lithe figure. It wrapped around her in long sweeping cloth swaths, strategically placed to both reveal and to hide. Some were white, some pink. Together they wove a pattern that accentuated her quiet sensuality.

“You’re a vision” Lance had praised.

“Thank you” Rose demurred, but inwardly she was thrilled.

It was just two friends enjoying the warmth of the sun on a marvelous day. When she accepted Lance’s invitation to explore the beach Rose hadn’t taken it as a romantic gesture, but on the return trip, as the sun was beginning to slide into the sea and she had warmed to him even more, she resisted an overwhelming desire to take his hand.

During one long silence, she summoned the courage to ask why he sent her the vibrator.

“I sensed that you needed one” was his only answer.

“What do you mean?” she replied.

“I can’t explain it. I just felt you should have one. I have no further explanation.”

“Didn’t you think that was a little bold,” suggested Rose, flummoxed as to how else to answer.”

“Bold, by who’s convention?” Lance demanded.

After a long silence she answered, “Mine, I guess.”

“If it was bold or presumptuous, then I apologize. Did you use it?”

“Yes,” she admitted after another long pause, her face turning beet red.

“Then I was right, and you needed it” he observed.

*****

Jeff and Rose Everson retired early. Jeff had been working tirelessly since breakfast and had only dozed restlessly on the long flight the previous night. During the day, if he wasn't in meetings, he was reviewing code and estimating costs and potential sales.  He had enjoyed a lovely dinner with Lance and Julie and his wife Rose. Lance Howard was a consummate host. But Jeff was exhausted, and the aperitif, the excellent dinner wine, and the nightcap had all taken their toll. He fell into bed, barely looking at his lovely wife in her diaphanous new gown that left little to the imagination.

Rose lay awake looking at the decorated ceiling in Lance Howard's best guest room. It was a re-creation of some famous French villa and was highly erotic and suggestive. Just what she didn’t need on this of all nights. She tried to ignore its seductive allure. but her eyes were continuously drawn to the cavorting figures as they indulged themselves in all manner of sexual depravity and flexibility.

Jeff was asleep almost instantly and Rose pulled up the short hem of her gown and touched herself, but she soon grew dissatisfied with her fingers.  They weren’t up to the task of damping her flames on this occasion.

Much too aroused to sleep, Rose slid out of bed and peeked out of the door. The hallway was empty, but she could hear a conversation coming from below in the living room. Not exactly conversation. Adult play. Sexual banter and the sounds of pleasure. She crept out of the bedroom and peered through the railing.

Lance and Julie were less than twenty feet away, almost directly below her.  She watched breathlessly as Julie dropped her top, her greats breasts swayed provocatively. The room was dim. The firelight and one small lamp were the only illumination.

Lance reached up under Julie's short skirt and she threw her head back. She was in ecstasy and Rose could see the elation on her lovely face. “Oh God Lance, don't stop!” moaned Julie, in deep, guttural sounds that bespoke of extreme pleasure.

Then Julie was up and moving. Her hips writhing, her body undulating as she rode Lance’s hands. Rose could only imagine what his fingers were doing to Julie. She had slipped her own hand into her panties and began to rub her stiff-little clit. Her fingers worked faster and harder as she attempted to match the tempo of the lovers below. Rose imagined herself entangled in their embrace. Her body entwined with theirs. She ached for Lance to also be touching her with the same fervor. Sending both her and the beautiful Julie, into the same carnal rapture.

“Ohhhhh Lance” Julie sighed. Almost a sob.  There was love in her voice, as well as gratitude and a desperate need. Lance was sitting on a chair, his arm up Julie’s skirt was constantly in motion. Julie swayed like an exotic dancer, wriggling her hips over Lance's hand, milking it for all the pleasure it could convey.

Rose watched mesmerized. Her own hand stroked her labia and probed her pussy. Curling her fingers and stuffing them in violently. Julie moved her hips faster, as did Lance’s hand, and Rose’s fingers. Toward the end, Julie was humping Lance's hand wildly and Rose's fingers were flying in and out of her vaginal opening at an even faster pace.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” Julie cried out and her body shook. The sound of her lust filled the room and echoed off the balcony walls. Lance reached up with his free hand to grasp Julie’s hand and they rode it out together. Lover's locked intimately, fingers interlaced. The move was much more than sexual.  There was a strong emotional component. Each cared deeply about the other's pleasure.

Rose came when Julie did. She rolled away from the scene and curled into a ball. Suppressing her own cries with the back of her hand.

When Rose looked again, Julie had dropped her skirt and Lance had his face buried between her legs. Julie had again thrown her head back, neck straight, eyes closed or focusing on the ceiling. Rose couldn’t tell. It didn’t take Rose long to come again and this time, her release was more violent and extended.

Lance had kicked off his pants and was fully erect as near as Rose could tell. The shadows were deep in the room and Julie blocked part of her view. The beautiful redhead dropped to her knees and sucked on him for a few strokes. Her head bobbing in his lap. Rose wondered how his cock tasted. Thought about its hardness rubbing past her own lips. Imagined swirling her tongue over its head, gliding over the ridges on his cock, and lapping up his pre-cum. Then Julie took his shaft in her left hand and lowered her body over the waiting phallus.

Julie had seen the motion high on the balcony. If the light had been better, Rose would have looked her right in the eye. The thought of a show excited Julie. She liked Rose and she also liked to display her sexuality. To flaunt her magnificent body and tease her audience. It thrilled her to think that she aroused them. That they were dying to touch themselves or, if bold enough, to touch her. The thoughts increased Julie's flow and she took Lance in easily. The wet sound of her sliding down his shaft filled the room and wasn’t missed by Rose.

“Oh God Lance, I love your cock” Julie groaned, and then she started to pump her hips and flex her legs. Riding him with abandon. Pounding her pussy down over his stiffness, her only goal, self-satisfaction, and a gut-wrenching climax.

Rose didn’t know where to put her hands. The sights and sounds of the lovemaking below were overpowering. She was soaking wet and desperately in need. All of her erogenous zones were screaming for attention. At times she was working her pussy and pinching her nipples. At others she had both hands stroking her vulva, her fingers flying over her labia like a master pianist pounding out a hard rock melody.  She finally settled on one hand pumping her gash, the other rubbing her clit. God, she had never been so aroused. She could smell her juices that were flowing down her legs and onto Lance's hall carpet. There was no stopping them. They were spurting out of her like a broken hydraulic line.

What if they smell me? What if they hear me? What if they see me? The thought thrilled Rose but equally terrified her. She pumped her pussy harder and frigged her bud faster until she suddenly thrashed on the floor completely overcome with rhapsody, whimpering as softly as she could. Not daring to shout out the ecstasy she felt.

*****

Rose was horrified. She had been discovered. Her peeping perch high on the landing offered little avenue for escape and she watched frozen as Lance climbed the steps two at a time, his muscular body glistening with sweat, his stiff dick bobbing up and down like a divining rod searching for wetness.

He stopped in front of her, and she rose to her knees, his cock head inches from her face. She could smell the sex on him, and she reached out to guide his shaft into her mouth. 'God what a slut!' she thought. 'I haven’t even kissed this man yet and I am sucking his cock like a street whore.'  His shaft was already slick with fluids and her tongue licked its length eagerly. She could taste Julie on him and that excited her even more.

After a few strokes, he pulled out and knelt in front of her. Their first kisses were torrid, driven by months of unfulfilled want. His lips and tongue were hungry, needing, taking. Hers were desperate and yielding, but, at the same time, soft and enticing, promising unparalleled ecstasy. Her hand went to his cock, and she worshiped it with long strokes from below his balls to the tip of his shaft and then back again. He was surprised at her gentleness, in light of their extreme ardor. They clung together with an explosive desperation. Hands exploring, roving, insistent fingers anxiously examining every bend and fold of each other’s bodies. Then he pulled back and looked deep into her welcoming brown eyes.

“You are so beautiful” he whispered as he pushed her back down and put his head between her legs. Both of his strong hands massaged her inner thighs as his mouth sought the core of her pleasure. Rose squirmed beneath him, anxious for him to do what he wished. Needing him to take her. All her foreboding of this moment was washed away by the turbulence of her desire.

His first taste of her was like nectar from the gods, its sweet spice driving his tongue deeper and faster. Lapping at her like a primal animal. He didn’t just want her to cum. He wanted her to have the best cum of her life. He reached up and closed his large hand over her right breast. It was soft and supple, and he felt her body arch up and press the nipple into his palm.

“Oh, God! Oh God! Oh God!” she chanted as his tongue flicked furiously over her bud and up and down the tender groove between her labia lips.

It only took a few moments. The speed and intensity of his tongue strokes, the way its soft roughness played across her most sensitive skin, and its warm wetness seeped into her vaginal pours all brought her to a quick, but body-racking explosion.

“Oh God” she cried out, loud enough for Julie below in the living room to hear and perhaps even to wake her husband sleeping down the hall.  It was a desperate, sudden shout of fulfillment as her thighs tightened and clinched, signaling the on-rush of her release. Lance clasped the back of her legs firmly and pressed his mouth harder against her as she rode out the quivers that wrenched her lithe body.

There was no talking. No exchange of directions. Lance moved, and Rose’s body responded, instinctively knowing exactly what to do. Lance sat at the top of the stairs, and she lowered herself onto him. Rose had imagined this moment many times. In her reveries she always wiped her slit several times with the head of his cock, reveling in the exquisite feel of its stiffness sliding along her opening, prolonging the instant of entry, milking it for every drop of its carnal sensation.

But she was too eager. Her needs too immediate.  Her desire too overwhelming. She wanted him inside of her now. Not a few seconds later, no matter how delicious the delay. So, she dropped her weight and jammed it in, his hardness filling her all at once.

“Oh Fuck!” she whimpered in his ear. Her voice soft and wanting, the gentle warmth of her breath a simile for her entire erotic essence. They clung to one another for a moment before they began to pump. Lance was sitting on the top step, so his ability to lunge upward was limited, but he did what he could. Rose was in the driver’s seat and slammed her hips up and down his shaft with an abandon that frightened her, but delighted Lance.

She was so damn tight. He didn’t expect that. Not this tight. Had this girl ever been fucked? The pressure on his shaft was exquisite. Like a thousand tiny fingers, all squeezing and caressing. Even with his cock ring Lance had to fight to keep control of his arousal as Rose plunged down over him with a wanton ferocity. Literally flinging her pussy at his cock. Pulling herself up to the very tip. Almost to the point where it would fall out, then driving her opening down over his stiffness as if his cock was life giving, and she needed it like she needed air.

She was relentless, insatiable. A sexual athlete. Rose had never been so shamelessly wanton. Secretly watching Julie get fucked so hard and for so long had been an elixir. The way Julie had gasped and whimpered and begged for more. Rose had pumped her fingers into her aching cunt as she watched. The echoes of Julie's screams of ecstasy as her marvelous body shook and convulsed still rang in her ears. Rose had cum twice at the same time. Julie’s orgasms were somehow a trigger for her own.

Rose loved this new cock. She had been fucking it for at least five minutes and it was still hard and firm. A steel rod dedicated exclusively to her own pleasure. Her personal flesh and blood dildo. God, she had never loved fucking so much as tonight and she did love to fuck.

This marvelous man was still hard. She could hear the wetness of her pussy sloshing as she drove her sopping entrance down over his cock in a staccato cadence. She was surprised she hadn’t fallen off him from exhaustion, but she just kept fucking, and he stayed hard and held her tightly so that she didn’t tumble down the stairs.

Rose had thrown off her gown before she mounted him. Her long, slender body pressed against his. The sweat poured off them both, adding to the fluids flowing from her cunt. Her nipples were hard. She could feel them slide against his chest and lost track of how many times she came. Oh God! They were powerful, gut-wrenching spasms, but Lance didn’t falter, and he fucked her right through them, making them even more intense and overpowering.

Rose leaned into him bare chested. Clinging to him out of need and also for support. If she fell backward, she would tumble down the stairs, fifteen feet to the tile floor. But she knew he would never let her go. Her trust was as deep as her desire. He reached around her, his palm cupping her ass, his fingers brushing her vaginal skin, just behind where his cock was savaging her opening.

Lance had guessed that Rose would be an exceptional lover and his instincts were correct. He held her tightly. One hand on the back of her neck and the other on her butt, one finger along her crack. By the second time she came, he had it spotted. She had a carnal tell. Before she came her inner thigh, muscles would tighten, then her ass cheeks would clinch close to her hip. When the sequence started, he would ram harder into her. Lunging upward, stabbing his cock into her with all the strength in his powerful body, nudging her closer to a release. She gripped his shoulders tighter, digging her nails deeper into his flesh as she moaned into his ear.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God! I’m cuming.”  Her voice was soft and oh-so feminine. A hint of gratitude in her tone.

Lance was desperate to please her. To draw out her pleasure longer than she had ever imagined. But she was so tight. Her cunt was squeezing the shit out of his cock, and he was losing control.

He needed to impress her. To reward her for her flawless beauty and the way she had enchanted him. He was putting his brand on her. Not a physical mark, but an emotional one. He wanted her to measure every man she would ever fuck by his performance. This moment, this night, he would sate her or exhaust himself trying.

He loved making her cum. He hoped he could hold out, but she was so fucking tight and so God damn delicious. She overwhelmed him. Her femininity, her sensuality, and her hunger to be ravaged called to the primal male in him. She was an intensely sensual creature. One of the most alluring and enticing Lance had ever met and she was in need. He could sense her want. Her desperation to be sated, to have her sexual needs quenched, completely and fully.

Lance responded to such women. It was his kink and his lifelong passion since his first time. He loved fulfilling a woman's need. His own desires were secondary. What he really craved was fucking them silly and having them come back for more. Taking them to the edge of desire and letting them hang there at the precipice of sexual bliss, not wanting to live without one more orgasm.

Lance Howard wasn’t just another womanizer. He was much more than a rich stud on the make. Lance truly loved women.  He worshipped them and enjoyed pleasing them, both in and out of his bed. His whole approach to sex was giving, not taking. His pleasure was their pleasure, and he went to great lengths to leave them sated and sexually exhausted.

Lance was a master lover, and he was going to teach this girl how to fuck.  Not a master cocksman, though his talents in that arena were admirable.  But it took more than a hot cock to truly please a woman. Too many men relied on their dicks. Lance also used his hands, his mouth, and his sensitivity to the signals that their bodies broadcast. Lance was a keen observer of female reactions and given the time to study his lover, he could play her luscious body like a fine violin. Squeezing out the sweetest melody as well as the most raucous crescendos.

When Lance Howard fucked a woman, especially this woman, she had no doubt that she had been worshiped. He would hold his fire as long as possible. Stretching out her pleasure, prolonging her sexual rapture, driving her ecstasy to new heights, and leaving her there, lingering in bliss, waiting for the next surge of unbelievable sensations that would overpower her, control her, addict her.

Lance was a connoisseur of women. An admirer of beauty and sexuality. A gourmet of the sensual and the erotic. He lived to feel women clinch and quiver uncontrollably, overwhelmed by their passion. Forgetting for an instant who they were and all they cared about. It was like a drug to him. Part of who he was.

A woman's orgasm was sacred to him. To leave her wanting a sin. A betrayal of his duty, not just to her, but to all needy women. In many respects, her climax was his climax. Not in a physical sense, but certainly in an emotional one. Holding her while she shook, convulsing and whimpering until the fever in her broke was his ecstasy. A sexual high, as satisfying as if he was deep inside her, his cock pulsing against her cunt walls while his hot sperm surged through her channel.

Slowly Rose became aware of a third person on the stairs. Julie was beside them. Not interfering, just watching, communing with them. That excited Rose even more and she moved her hips faster, wishing Lance’s cock was longer, fatter, more rippled.

“Oh God I'm cuming” Lance groaned. “Too soon. Julie help me” he begged. Rose felt him swell and pulse and was ready for his load. Wanted his load. Desperate for the feel of his hot discharge coursing up her canal. But Julie reached under his balls and hammered her fingers hard at some secret spot. Suddenly, Lance was still hard, but no longer ready to explode.

Rose's disappointment quickly turned to delight. He could cum later. She would make sure that he got his pleasure. But for now. She was going to fuck him even harder and for a whole lot longer.

Rose had cum twice more when she felt Julie press up against her back. Lance had scooted back so that they were no longer teetering at the top of the steps and Julie had straddled him right behind her. Lance now lay on the floor, his legs safely supported and no longer dangling over the stairway. Soft, eager, female hands caressed her breasts and down her tight stomach. They found her clit, hard as a bullet, and pressed it like it was an ecstasy button. Rose came immediately, and Julie held Rose as she convulsed. It was a big one and left her weak for a few seconds.

Rose lost track of time. She didn’t know how long she had been fucking. It only vaguely occurred to her that her husband was sleeping behind a door, not thirty feet away, but she didn’t care. She was too aroused. Too lost in lust. She was no longer Rose Everson. She was a primal woman, caught alone by two strangers who had cast an enchantment on her. One that made her body itch and her cunt ache, and the only remedy was more fucking, more rubbing, more sucking, and more orgasms. If she could just cum enough times, the carnal forces driving her would give her peace. One giant release. But until then all she wanted was more touching, more caressing, more kissing, and more fucking.

Lance was lost in Rose as well. She had consumed his thoughts almost continuously for twelve long weeks.  He had fantasized about her, dreamed about her, conjured up her erotic image while fucking other partners. Now she was in his arms, clinging to him. His hands stroking her soft skin, her erotic smells surrounding him, his cock swelling inside of her. It overwhelmed him.

Her lithe body writhed against his, her soft, supple breasts crushed into his chest. Running his lips up those lovely thighs and tasting her sweet nectar had been a dream come true. In his fantasies he had taken her from behind, from the side with her leg raised to maximize penetration, and lunged deep into her as he pounded into her missionary style, driving her across the bed with the power of his stroke until she finally wedged against the bedstead and howled with her joy of release.

And the Jackhammer. In his imagination, she had so loved the ‘Jack’.  Riding him cowgirl as he straightened his legs out and slammed them down hard on the mattress. The blow throwing them both into the air and when they came down gravity drove his cock in the deepest possible. She gasped as he swung his legs down on the mattress for a second blow and they were up again. Rose impaled on his cock in midair. Then down again, his cock jamming in deep. The sensation was overpowering, but just for a fraction of a second because they were up again in an instant, on to the next exquisite plunge. He had kept up the Jack longer than normal, pushing the limits of his exertions. Giving her, the ride of her life and she had come in great waves of convulsion as she collapsed beside him.

These and other thoughts teased him, taunting him, driving him into a sexual frenzy. Reality and illusion mixed. Confusing his perceptions and tricking his senses. He was lost in her, his obsession complete, his only possible escape was total physical exhaustion.

Lance finally let himself go and his hot discharge shot deep into her. She felt the tingle of fluid under force charging up her canal and it triggered another orgasm. She leaned into him and clung desperately. Her pussy spasmed around his half-hard cock, her body racked by a series of powerful convulsions.

She kissed him when they both regained some control. A deep romantic kiss, her tongue ever moving. Roving around his mouth. He was still inside her but had softened. She moved her hips gently, contracting her cunt muscles around his cock. Her whole body thanking him for the pleasure he had given her.

Julie was off down the hall. Rose caught the motion out of the corner of her eye. “Let's get more comfortable” she suggested.

*****

Lance's bedroom was just a few feet down the hall. It was a big room, well decorated.  There was no doubt she was in the fuck room. But she didn’t waste time looking around. Julie lay on her back in the middle of a giant bed, knees up, legs spread. The soft auburn curls around her cunt glistened, still wet from the session with Lance that Rose had secretly watched. Rose threw her inhibitions to the wind and put her mouth between Julie's sleek thighs. Fuck she was delicious. The same taste that had been on Lance's cock earlier now permeated her senses and she licked as eagerly as a kitten given warm milk.

She slid her hands under Julie's ass. It was tight and wet, and her fingers traced Julie’s butt crack as her tongue dove deeper into Julie’s slit. “Oh God that's incredible” moaned Julie, arching her back and pushing her cunt harder against Rose's mouth.

Rose hadn’t had her mouth on a woman since college and she suddenly realized how much she missed it. Julie was a wet one and her fluids flowed freely, covering Rose's face and her fingers that were massaging Julie's ass. Julie’s ass crack was slick with her discharge, and Rose’s fingers slid easily up and down it. Julie squirmed and moaned and writhed against the contact. Both women satisfying urges that had also been building since that night in Las Vegas.

Rose was on her knees, her ass in the air. Julie had grabbed the back of Rose's head, pushing Rose's face more firmly into her wet pussy. Rose's tongue was flicking lightly and furiously over Julie’s clit, when she felt Lance's fingers running along her own slit. He curled his fingers and pumped her opening, extending three digits well into her.

“Oh Fuck!” Rose whimpered; her words muffled by Julie’s cunt.

Rose thought she must really be excited to stretch that much and then Lance entered her. No warning, no slow warm-up. He just rammed his cock in. She pumped her ass against Lance and licked Julie harder and faster. All three lost in lust, overcome with carnal drives. Oblivious to anything save the pleasure of the trio.

Julie came again, pumping more of her sweet nectar and filling the room with her scent. She pulled away from Rose and got off the bed. Rose put her head down and concentrated on the wonderful sensations surging through her every time Lance pulled back and rammed into her anew. He was rocking her body with his force and power, and she was lost in a lust filled fog. His cock was wonderful when it slid out of her cunt, but it was incredible when it blasted back in, like a battering ram smashing a door.

The maleness of it overwhelmed her. Her husband was never this physical. He was a gentle, timid lover. But Lance was a savage, and he wielded his spear like a tool of war, pounding into her with a primal abandon that made her whole-body quake with desire and a desperate need for more.

Then Rose felt a soft, exquisite wetness just above her entrance. She shuddered at the tender touch. Julie had crawled between both Lance's and Rose's legs and was laying on her back. The perfect position to tongue Rose's clit and she had gone to work immediately, her lips sucking gently on the tight little bud.

In just moments Rose began to convulse almost continuously as Julie's attentions were expertly delivered.  The perfectly placed pleasure that only another woman can provide. Men were great with their massive bodies, hard cocks, and strong hands. For brute carnal power, they can't be beat, and she loved the way Lance was still pounding his steel shaft into her cunt. Every forceful stroke was pure heaven. But a woman is the true master of the fine details.  They know just what a girl needs and exactly where to touch to give it.

*****

It was 2:30 in the morning when Rose slid off the bed and looked around the bedroom. They had been fucking for over two hours straight, she and Julie and Lance. The room smelled of sex and her legs and body and face were sticky from their collected juices.

She was the only one awake. Lance had rolled off her exhausted after his fourth shot. Julie had been watching Lance hammer Rose with his long powerful strokes as she pumped herself with a clear vibrator. “Go Lance Baby” she shouted just before an ear-splitting climax that startled Rose out of her own carnal reverie. Then Julie had fallen asleep.

Rose had never met a man like Lance, he had come four times in half as many hours. The first time he came he was deep inside of her, and she felt him soften after his sperm filled her. Even in the throes of her climax, she had felt a sense of regret that it was over. He had been a fantastic fuck, holding his fire for what seemed like forever as he pounded into her ceaselessly. God what an incredible feeling, she thought. Rose was both spent and amped at the same time. Lucky Julie! To be serviced like that every night.

But an instant later Lance was hard again before he even had time to fully withdraw. He grabbed one of her legs and pulled it vertically, lodging it against his shoulder, spreading her access even wider, then began to ram her from a different angle. His cock was just as stiff and firm as the first time he had entered her. Rose surrendered immediately, welcoming the new onslaught, eager to be pummeled yet again.

Fuck Me! Fuck Me!” she begged, throwing her body at him. In response, she felt him pound her even harder. She was inching across the bed with each thrust until she reached the headboard and wedged her head against a pillow. She lay there, her neck twisted, watching him at an odd angle as he gave her more pleasure than she had ever dreamed possible.

“Oh God” she shouted just before her body was racked with spasms, but Lance ignored her cries and kept right on fucking her. Sliding that magnificent cock in and out, and in and out. It wasn't anything special. Maybe on the high side of normal.  A little thicker than most as near as she could remember. It had been years since she had enjoyed a cock other than her husband’s. But damn, he knew how to use it.

Rose had lost count of how many times she had cum. Toward the end, it just seemed like one long, continuous orgasm and Lance lasted at least three times as long as their first fuck. Which was much longer than she was used to. It seemed like her normal life had stopped and she was in this land of carnal bliss where everything was sensual and sexual, and her senses were heightened, and every part of her body was an erogenous zone.

She looked at the sleeping bodies and thought of rousing them. Her body was on fire. She squeezed one breast with her hand and reached the other down to work her clit. It was harder than Lance's cock had been, and she rubbed her bud vigorously with her index and middle fingers. Rose came almost instantly; it just took a few strokes.  She thought her cries might wake someone, but neither stirred.

The sex machine was over against one wall in its own little area. Rose didn't know what to call it. It was a saddle that she could straddle, and it had an imitation penis sticking up that was attached to a mechanical mechanism that thrust the dildo up and down at different speeds and intensities. It was a ‘fuck machine.’  There was no other word for it and Rose examined it with both curiosity and anticipation.

She examined the selection of plastic cocks. Some were short, some long, others fat and some had ripples and ridges. Still, others had odd shapes. She selected one slightly thicker and longer than the cock she had been riding for the last two hours. It had a curve that she assumed was meant to stimulate her G-spot and when she screwed it into the socket, the curve was pointing in exactly the right direction. Rose straddled the machine and held herself right above the tip of the dildo, then hit the switch.

Slowly she lowered herself down until she felt it knocking at her entrance. It was just set to vibrate, and the fat tip of the plastic quivered along her cunt lips as it forced them open.

“Oh Fuck. That feels wonderful” she moaned as she dropped her weight and its entire length plunged in, every inch of it vibrating as it went.  “Holy shit” she gasped.

Rose adjusted the control box, judging every setting for thrust, intensity, and speed. Then she leaned forward and backward, looking for just the right angle of entry. Oh Fuck, she was in heaven. She had never experienced anything so sexually intense. Even when Lance was fucking her, pounding into her mercilessly with all his fury and passion, it wasn’t like this. This was overwhelming. This was pure elation!

Slowly the soft buzzing of the fucking machine penetrated Lance's slumber and caused him to stir. He came awake quickly, shaking off the drowsiness, then rolled and watched Rose. She was like a vision. Her long, sensuous body was stretched out like a goddess of lust. Her head thrown back; her neck arched like there was some magic spot on the ceiling that transfixed her gaze. A low moan gurgled from deep in her throat as her hips rolled in rhythm with the pulsations of the machine. Her perfect tits swayed to the same rhythm, her nipples taut, almost bursting.

Rose had been riding the “fucking machine for almost half an hour. Her first orgasm had come quickly. So, fucking intense that it scared her. Later, they fell into a cadence. As predictable as the beat of the music that played softly in the background. It wasn't quite romantic. She couldn’t describe it accurately. But it was definitely fuck music. Perfect for an orgy or marathon sex. She was learning clue by clue, that Lance Howard was a man who paid attention to details.

Rose was drifting in a carnal haze. Her mind was blank. She thought of nothing but her next orgasm. They were hitting with a regularity that was reassuring. Their predictability was a comfort. Oh God, she could feel it building and she began to stiffen and brace herself. Before tonight, her climaxes had been intense and wonderful. Her inner thighs would tense, followed by clenching butt muscles, then the shutters would surge upward through her torso. But these orgasms were much more powerful and racked her entire body causing her to almost convulse as her stomach tightened and her limbs quivered uncontrollably. The violent waves that swept through her were overwhelming and drained her strength.

Lance straddled the machine behind her. His arms encircled her and pulled her body close. One hand closed over her chest, massaging the soft flesh of her breasts, and squeezing her nipples between his fingers. The other found her hard little bud. It was slick with her fluids, and he rubbed it furiously.

Rose arched her back and pressed her breast against his palms. The desire for a partner flowed over her like a heat flash. Suddenly she knew the only drawback of the machine was loneliness. Good sex requires a partner, and she was suddenly desperate for the intimacy that Lance's touch offered.

She rode the machine in his arms for another ten minutes, her body merging with his, her neck arching back to enjoy deep, wet, sensual kisses. At times she sucked on his tongue as if it were a cock, hungry for every bit of possible contact with him.  The force of her climaxes increased even more, becoming physically exhausting as the sweat began to pour off her lush body. If Lance hadn’t been there to provide support, she would have collapsed.

Finally, Lance sensed that she had had enough. That the physical toll on her body wasn’t worth the pleasure that coursed through her, and he laid her gently on the mat beside the machine.

Julie was awake again and had been watching. She saw the saddle empty, the mechanical cock stabbing the air and she dropped into the saddle. Her low moans filled the room as she settled in for her turn at a reliable lover who never goes soft.

Lance lay beside Rose and held her close. She had curled into a ball and pulled her legs up to protect her opening. Her vaginal region was hyper-sensitive. Lance touched her labia and she jerked. His touch was so pleasurable that it was almost painful. He kissed her softly and again tried to stroke her opening. She grabbed his wrist with her hand to push him away, but he was much stronger. Softly his fingers caressed her clit and labia. Ever so gently, in long, slow satin-like strokes. It didn’t take long for Rose to convulse in one last spasm of ecstasy. He held her lovingly as she shook. Then she lay in his arms for a very long time as he let her rest.  His only touches were light romantic kisses to her face and neck.

*****

It was almost dawn when Rose returned to the guest room she was sharing with her husband.  He was sound asleep. She thought about taking a shower but was afraid she would wake him. She should have showered in Lance's room. It had been an oversight. The chance of her husband getting close enough to smell the sex on her was almost nonexistent and she crawled into bed.

Rose was exhausted, but sleep was elusive. She lay quietly, listening to Jeff’s breathing as she had done so often. However, tonight, her thoughts were flooded with images of her evening of carnal excess. Desire still lingered on her senses. The incredible softness of Julie's hot, wet tongue, the taste of Julie's opening, the stiffness of Lance's wonderful cock, the smell of his arousal, the want in the way he touched her, and the adoration in his eyes when he looked at her.

'God' she thought. 'I have been fucking for four hours and I’m still horny enough to fuck another four.'

She reached down and touched her slit and ran her fingers along her labia, then up to her clit. It was still hard. Rose wondered if it would ever be soft again. She rubbed herself and came quickly. She was asleep even before she stopped shaking.

*****

It was after eleven before Rose awoke, stirring slowly to a room filled with the noonday sun. The long flight on the red eye, the non-stop series of events and the all-night fucking had taken its toll. She stretched her long, lithe body. Muscles that she didn’t know she had screamed at her. Lance had gotten extremely physical toward the end. They both had. Chasing God knows how many orgasms. She rubbed her hand lightly between her legs, the memory of intimate pleasures flooded back into her mind.

Rose found Julie in Lance’s bed; she still had that sleepy, early morning look. Julie smiled, delighted to see her.

“I was just about to order up some breakfast,” she advised.

“You have room service?” Rose asked a little astonished.

“Of course. Just like a fancy hotel. Except here, I can fuck the bellhop if he turns out to be a stud.”

“Very funny!”

“Don’t laugh until you see the goods. Eggs Benedict, OK?”

“Great, with some toast and orange juice.”

“Coming right up” announced Julie. “Now why don’t you crawl in here and keep me company,” she added, pulling the sheet aside.

Rose slid in beside her and they were kissing almost instantly. She’s so soft and welcoming, Rose thought, as Julie’s femininity flowed around her. Rose had only had one female lover. It was in college, and she had forgotten how tender and knowing they were. Their touch, gentler than a male’s, and more on point. A man, no matter how practiced and dedicated, just doesn’t have the background to truly understand a woman’s needs.

Rose was a yin and yang gal. Men and women lovers were a contract of opposites. Much like her lemon drop drink, both sweet and sour. The threesome with Lance and Julie had been like that. Lance had been firm and powerful, Julie gentle and soft. Lance overwhelmed her, possessed her. Drove her wild with lust and sexual abandon. It was thrilling and eminently satisfying. She had cum harder and longer than she ever had and begged for it never to end at the top of her lungs.

But in its own way, it was clumsy. Lance’s lovemaking lacked the style and grace of his parlor manners. No man could be expected to know exactly what a woman needs. Their approach is just too much trial and error. Julie, on the other hand, was more subtly intimate, more giving. Her tongue knew precisely what to do and where to do it as if guided by some mystical deity of ecstasy. Rose’s orgasms with Julie, though not as emotionally powerful or as physically draining as those with Lance, were every bit as pleasurable.

They kissed softly, romantically, their tongues gently entwined. No heavy arousal or driving sexual hunger. Just tender embraces and delicate caresses. Rose’s hands lingered on Julie’s breasts. Marveling at their firmness and the size of her nipples. In turn, Julie’s fingers found Rose’s labia and lightly traced their outline.

The door opened, and a tall handsome man pushed in a breakfast cart. Rose eyed him, with obvious admiration. “Beautiful, isn’t he?” declared Julie.

“This is Troy” she continued. “Troy, say hello to Rose.”

“Hello, Rose” replied Troy, his eyes warmly appraising her.

“Troy, what do you think of Rose?”  Julie demanded.

“Very lovely. Sexy as hell!” he judged.

“Troy here is trying to break into porn films. He is hung like a horse. What was the name of that movie you were in?” asked Julie.

“Moonlight Lust” he answered.

“Troy did some heavy DP?” Julie announced.

“A what?” asked Rose.

“Double penetration. Two men, one girl. One cock in your cunt, the other up your ass.”

“And that’s fun?” replied Rose.

“Not really. But you can get the same effect with a couple of dildos, and that is fun!” she assured.

“Troy, show Rose what you’ve got” coaxed Julie.”

“That’s not necessary” chimed Rose.

“Trust me. It's worth seeing,” assured Julie.

Julie nodded for him to proceed, and Troy dropped his pants. He wore a zebra-striped bikini brief and sported a huge lump. He reached down and skinned those off as well. His massive dick hung down like an elephant’s trunk.

“Oh my God,” gasped Rose.

Julie laughed. “Told you.”

Troy unbuttoned his shirt and let it slide off his shoulders. It fell to the floor behind him. Troy was an avid bodybuilder. He had the physique of an Adonis and the eyes of both women wondered admiringly over every inch of him.

Rose watched intently, noting every contour of his bulging, well-defined muscles. He belonged on the cover of a men’s exercise magazine. Between his movie star good looks and his god-like body, Rose couldn’t hide her interest.

The extended eye fuck from the two beauties excited Troy. He struck a few poses, flexing his magnificent body and stroking his cock to full mast. Julie still had her hand on Rose’s vulva and slipped a couple of fingers inside her as Rose watched Troy’s cock grow even larger.

“That would hurt,” declared Rose, her voice strained and lusty from the desire rushing through her loins.

“Definitely does, at first,” agreed Julie. “After that, it’s fucking marvelous!”

“You fucked him?” asked Rose as Julie worked her fingers deeper and her moisture turned to a rushing flood, giving Julie’s hand a delicious slickness.

“Every fucking inch” promised Julie. Rose groaned softly as she widened, and Julie went to three fingers.

“Turn around” Julie instructed.

Troy turned slowly, displaying himself like an action figure on a swivel.

“I’ve never seen a tighter ass” moaned Rose, meeting Julie’s finger thrusts with her own hip flexing.

“Nobody has” announced Julie.

Rose suddenly laid her head against Julie’s cheek and moaned in her ear as she shook uncontrollably. Julie changed her thrusting to gentle caresses and Rose rode out her climax with soft whimpers.

Troy stood only a few feet from the bed; his massive cock fully aroused. Desperately wanting to fuck these two lovelies.

In one quick surprising motion, Julie threw off the sheet, exposing her body and part of Rose’s. “Why don’t you climb in here and show us how that thing works?” she offered.

“No!” Rose cried out, as she pulled the sheet back over her, hiding her nakedness. Still panting a little from her climax.

“Sorry, Stud! The lady prefers women. Maybe later?” Julie laughed.

Troy retrieved his clothes and left the room naked, all the while Rose was blushing and giggling like a schoolgirl caught diddling herself in the john.

A few minutes after Troy left the room, the girls had arranged themselves lying in opposite directions, their legs entwined and their labia rubbing together. They wriggled around a little, experimenting with the position and aligning their most sensitive points of contact. Then they exploded into a flurry of motion. Bucking and writhing. Vigorously jamming their clits and labia lips against one another and furiously flinging their bodies to create the most divine friction.

Five minutes later Julie had cum twice and Rose three times. Rose lay panting, gasping for air. Julie switched around and gave Rose’s soaking pussy a few soft, lingering licks.

“Oh God” moaned Rose.

Julie suddenly sprang from the bed, crossed the room, and opened a large standing chest. As the ornate door swung, Rose could see vibrators and sexual paraphernalia of all sorts and sizes. Julie returned to bed with a pink double dildo, plus a string of rubber beads joined together.

Rose giggled and blushed.

“We ride this together” Julie announced holding up the long two-ended plastic penis.

“And that other thing?” Rose asked.

“That’s a surprise. Trust me.”

Julie went back down on Rose, using her tongue and fingers as only a woman can on another woman. In seconds she had Rose thrashing and whimpering and every few strokes she shoved another bead up Rose’s tight, sweet ass. Rose jerked at first and started to protest, but then went with it. When the beads were all in position and the only thing showing out of Rose’s butt hole was a small finger ring, Julie stopped.

Rose sat facing Julie and spread her legs wide, her cunt was soaking. The smell of both women’s arousal filled the room. The beads up her ass were a strange feeling, but Rose was getting accustomed.

Julie teased Rose’s pussy with her fingers, then pushed the head of the dildo in a little.

“Oh shit” groaned Rose. It’s as big as Troy’s cock.

“Not quite” laughed Julie, sliding the dildo in a few more inches.”

Rose’s cunt walls began to flow eagerly around the thick plastic. “Oh Fuck! That’s incredible” she gasped.

Part of that snugness is the beads. They tighten up everything in there. Just like a DP, but without the male assholes jostling for position.

Once in place, Julie quickly inserted her end. “Ready?” she asked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“Ready” Rose answered, her face exploding in a wondrous smile as the plastic moved inside her. She leaned forward to kiss Julie. As their lips met, Julie increased her motion and Rose felt the giant cock sliding faster.

They lay facing one another, their bodies arranged in a ‘V.’  The dildo was curved, and their cunts slid easily along its wide surface. Its girth spreading their openings to a delicious degree. Initially, a little painful, but merging into exquisite pleasure.

Rose lost count of how many times she came sharing that cock with Julie as they caressed and fondled one another with their hands and lips. Julie, however, was counting, and during Rose’s fifth orgasm, just as Rose was coming down off of her high, Julie grabbed the finger ring and yanked out Rose’s butt beads.

“Ooohhhh Fuck, Fuck,” Rose screamed and came again. This time much more violently.

*****

It was absolutely silent in the Howard mansion. Rose couldn’t hear one sound in the great house. Her bare feet padded quietly along the thick carpet of the balcony hallway. It was after midnight. She had been waiting for Jeff to fall asleep and had dozed off herself.

The door to Lance’s bedroom creaked slightly as she entered, but it didn’t wake him. He lay restfully, just the hint of a snore kept time with his breathing. She wore a black silk robe that clung seductively to her lithe curves. The hem was high on her enticing thighs, displaying a generous expansion of her elegant legs. But the effect was lost on her sleeping lover.

She shrugged her shoulders and the gossamer material slid off of her beautiful body, falling into a pile on the floor. Rose left it where it fell and slipped under the sheets, nestling her naked body up against Lance Howard.

Slowly, languidly, she stroked his body. He didn’t have Troy’s muscles, but his weren’t too shabby and it was a body that had given her immense pleasure. Lance responded to her touch, rolling into her, but staying asleep. His arms encircled her, his smells enveloped her. She kissed his neck and nipped gently on his ear. He responded with a low moan and tightened his arms.

Rose’s hands found his flaccid penis. ‘So small and soft’ she thought. She remembered it as much larger. It had stretched her. Spread her opening deliciously, creating that splendidly intense pleasure. It grew as she stroked it, coming to life in her eager hands. She curled her fingers around it, squeezing it, testing its hardness.  It had grown much thicker and acquired a marvelous firmness that didn’t yield to the pressure of her hands. ‘I guess some guys are just more stretchy than others’ she decided with delight, as her juices flowed and filled her with an irresistible urge to fuck.

His erection and Rose’s needy touches brought Lance fully awake. There was little foreplay. He kissed her romantically, then rolled on top of her as she guided him in. They had already had two fuck sessions during the day, but she was still eager to have him inside of her again.

When it was over, they lay exhausted but still clung to one another. As if physical contact was a necessity of life.

“He’s going back tomorrow. What are you going to do?” Lance asked.

“What do you mean?” Rose asked.

“You know what I mean” he insisted.

“I don’t know” she answered after a long sigh and an even longer pause.

“Go back with him. I think.”

“You don’t sound sure?” Lance challenged.

“I am for now. I have to give him a chance. I don’t think he’ll take it. He’s too involved in his dream.”

“That dream made you rich” Lance asserted. “And the way I structured the deal, you are independently wealthy. You aren’t dependent on him.”

“I thank you for that. But he deserves a chance. Then there are the children. They love him dearly, but they are growing away from him. Lack of contact will do that.”

“Do what you must. I will be here if you want me. Even if it’s just a quick interlude” he promised.

Rose laughed. It might be a short interlude, but I can’t imagine it being quick.”

Lance pulled her back into his arms. She melted into him. His hand searched between her legs and hers closed around his cock.”

“No more talk” she whispered. “Fuck me!”

*****

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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