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Chapter 1

Janice

What was wrong with him? Shouldn’t he be happy that our sex life was as good as it had been when we were first married? Holy hell, last night had sure proved that! I leaned closer to the mirror to apply mascara to my eyelashes, not too much, just enough to darken them from the wheat shade of blond.

Another guy, with him watching? We’d always had a blast going to the O Zone as a COUPLE, and stayed that way all night. The place oozed decadent delights and that was enough to crank up our sex life…at least I thought it was, until last night.  Was this his way of warming me up to the idea of full swing, so he could fuck other women?

My hand paused in mid air and I stared at my reflection. That was probably it. What would he get from another man joining us? He didn’t have gay tendencies, although one of his best buddies in college had come out of the closet and was in fact, now flaming. I set the mascara back into the make-up bag, smiling at their odd friendship--Damian, the star linesman of the football team towering over Malcolm in the cheerleading team. Mutt and Jeff.

I glanced at my watch and rolled pale pink lipstick over my lips. Thanks to Damian and his fantasy last night, I’d be late for work. Oh well, I couldn’t think of a better excuse for being late, than a night of raucous sex, although THAT wasn’t what I’d tell the boss. Mr. Grant would have a heart attack, if I came out with that one!

Damian was in the kitchen sipping coffee while scanning the headlines on his tablet when I walked in. His gaze flitted to me and I could feel his eyes boring a hole in my back as I poured a coffee. I turned to face him, my eyebrows lifted as I stared wide eyed. “What?” It was all I could do to keep a straight face.

A lock of hair brushed his smooth forehead when he nodded his head towards me. “You know what. Have you—“

“Given any thought to your fantasy?” I set the cup on the counter and walked toward him, putting my arms around him and drawing his head to my breast. “I love the intimacy between us now. I’ll think about it…but—“

He pulled back and looked up at me, a wounded expression in the set of his lips pulled back in one corner beneath sculpted cheekbones. Even after thirteen years of marriage, he could still make my knees weak with just a look.

“But what?” His hand trailed along my hip, pulling me closer with a tug.

“Are you sure we aren’t going down a slippery slope? First another guy, then another girl and the next thing you know we’re doing full swinging? I don’t think we’re ready for that.” My finger played absently with a lock of his dark hair. The truth was that I wasn’t ready for that, seeing him with another woman.

“Maybe the club’s not the right place if you’re afraid of that happening.” He smiled and then slapped my ass, hard. “We’ll discuss this and see what we can come up with.”

I rubbed my now stinging ass and watched him take his cup to the sink and rinse it. Not at the club? He had obviously given this some serious thought, anticipating my objection. That was more in line with the way I normally approached things, being a contract lawyer, examining all the ‘what if’ scenarios to protect my client.

“I’ve got a meeting with the engineers at ten. How about if I drop you off on the way? It’ll save you the head ache of traffic and we can talk about this some more.” He was already getting his keys off the hook by the door.

“Okaaay.” If I didn’t love him so much and hate fighting traffic, I might be annoyed at his persistence. But on second thought, it had been his idea to try the couples’ club a few months ago, when our sex life was becoming extinct. God knows, it had sure fired us up.

Last night when we made love, he’d really got into this other guy fucking me thing, talking dirty (which I loved) and using a vibrator on me, treating it like it was another guy’s cock. It was hot and I’d come like thunder, but that was just play. Right? 

I followed him out the door of our home in suburbia, wondering for perhaps the umpteenth time, what kind of kinkiness went on behind the doors of our neighbors. After all, we were your typical upwardly mobile family and no one would ever suspect us of going to swinger clubs.

When we were settled and on our way, he glanced at me before he spoke. “Janice, I’ve looked at some swinger sites on line. I didn’t join because that’s something we need to discuss before we do anything. You wouldn’t believe the number of single guys with ads looking for a couple to swing with.” His eyes were wide when he looked at me again.

“Holy cow! I haven’t said yes and you’re SHOPPING for guys for me? Someone we’ve never met, who could be some kind of sicko?” I could feel the vein in my forehead beginning to throb.

“It’s not like that! Remember when I suggested the club, you thought it would be a grope-fest orgy? Well it’s not, right?” He shook his head focusing his eyes on a car that had stopped short.

“No, it’s not.” A smile spread over my face as I recalled my first trip to the club. It had taken ten minutes and two hits of a joint to get me out of the car. I’d clung to Damian like glue for the first half of the night until I saw for myself how relaxed and open everyone was, no groping, just sexy couples for the most part.

“Then trust me on this one too.” He was silent for a couple of minutes, weaving his way through traffic. “Have you ever fantasized about what it would be like fucking another man? I know you had a couple boyfriends in high school and college but that was all—not much experience. C’mon buddy! Drive it or park it!”

My heart was in my throat as he maneuvered quickly around a truck that was ambling along.  I admit, I’m a nervous driver and prefer being a passenger, especially when it’s my husband driving.

“Have you?” He flipped the bird at the driver of the truck and sped by him.

“Of course. What woman hasn’t fantasized about a night with Brad Pitt or Daniel Craig?” This was a duck and dodge. Of course I’d noticed handsome men and even wondered about their package—checked out their hands and feet, although that’s probably just an urban myth or something.

“You know that’s not what I mean.” He flashed a dark look at me. “These ads are pretty explicit with size and likes spelled out plainly. I think they’re worth a look.”

He wheeled the car into an empty bus stop in front of the office building where I worked and turned to face me. “I don’t mean to pressure you and if I’m coming off that way, I’m sorry. I love you but this is a fantasy of mine that I’d like to try. If I didn’t know you as well as I do, that I know you’d love it, I wouldn’t even suggest it.”

“I know. I love you too and I’m not saying no to it. Just give me some time to digest the idea, okay?” I leaned over and gave him a quick kiss before scurrying out the door.


Chapter 2 – Daydreams about night dreams

Janice

“Hi Janice. Your ten o’clock is early. Would you like ten minutes to get settled in before I show him in?” Kim rose from her seat at reception and followed me, standing at the door to my office. “It’s okay with me if you make him wait, he’s not hard on the eyes, if you know what I mean.”

I placed my briefcase on the desk and looked up at her glowing round face, framed by a mop of brown, unruly curls. “Really? You say that about every client under forty. You’ve got to get out more, Kim.”

“Easy for you to say, you could be a model on a travel ad for Sweden and married to Mr. GQ. I’ll take my thrills where and when I can get them. How was your weekend?” She crossed her arms and thrust her hip out leaning on the door frame.

“Not long enough, but good. How ‘bout you?” I opened the case and withdrew the files I had meant to work on, but hadn’t. There really wasn’t a rush on them and with the trip to the O Zone on Saturday night, I had more fun things to do.

“Same old. Went out with the girls to a dance club and ended up the evening with my book boyfriend.” Her full, red lips pulled to the side in a frown and she sighed.

“Maybe you should try the on-line dating sites. Mr. Right is out there waiting to meet you.” I smiled at her, picturing the big, curvy women at the club who confidently flaunted their bodies. If Kim could get into that head-space, the book boyfriends would be history. She’d be fighting real guys off. But the club belonged in my personal life and was more than I could safely share with her.

“No on-line dating for me. My girlfriend tried that and had some weird experiences. I’d better get back to work before Mr. Grant gets in.”

I watched her leave, reminded of Damian’s on-line search in the swinger sites. These guys actually told their penis sizes? A thrill went through my pussy as I pictured a HUGE, erect cock inside me. Damian was bigger than the average six inch but what would a nine inch, thick cock feel like? Oh my God, here I am, AT WORK, thinking about this! I’ve got to stop this right now.

I booted up my laptop and checked my email. Nothing urgent, but there was an email from Aiden. He wants to have lunch? Normally we’d do that on Friday as a wrap up to the week. My eyebrows pulled together. Wonder what’s up? I banged out a reply, yes, of course, and rang Kim to show in the client.

Two minutes later, a mountain of a man filled my doorway. I was used to tall men, Damian is six one but this guy had to be six five if he was an inch. In two strides he was before me extending his baseball glove sized hand. Oh my. The urban myth of hand size and penis size flitted through my mind and as he sat down in the chair across from me I couldn’t help a glance at his crotch in the tight blue jeans. Yup, he filled that area pretty well.

The door to my office snicked closed and I tilted my head to the side, smiling at him. “What can I do for you Mr. Johnson?”  For such a big man, he looked kind of nervous, edging forward on his chair, adjusting his tie in the tight collar of his white shirt.

“I’d like to incorporate my plumbing and heating business. I’m getting to the point that I need to hire a couple of people to help out.” The gaze in his grey eyes bounced from my desk to my hair and chest, everywhere but at my face. A meeting in an office was not in his comfort zone or was he uncomfortable with professional women like me?

He continued, giving me the details of his business while I made some notes. It was all rather routine so I sat back, trying with my body language to put the poor guy at ease. In his late twenties, with a body like his and clean cut, good looks, I wondered how many women had sabotaged their drains just to get him to come and fix their plumbing. I suppressed a laugh by clearing my throat and looking up at him.

He quickly looked away but he’d been looking at my breasts. Again, a thrill went through my pussy and I shifted in my chair. Oh my God, what was with me today? My hormones were on crack or something. His voice was deep as he continued talking and I noted his full lower lip, the shadow of his firm jaw and cheekbones, whisker shadow already appearing, even this early in the day.

If there was anyone like him on the swinger sites, that Damian had mentioned this morning, I’d be really tempted. Instead of looking down at my desk, I kept my gaze on him—to hell with making him feel more at ease. Kim was right. This guy was definitely mouth watering, eye candy with the broad shoulders, muscles in his arms straining the fabric of his cotton shirt. Would he have a hairy chest like Damian?

He placed his hand on the back of his neck, rubbing it, still not meeting my gaze. It was mean, but I rose to my feet and with the grace of a cat, I sauntered to the side table where a jug of ice water and glasses were laid out. “Would you like a glass of water?”

“No thanks, I’m good.” His hand was still massaging his neck and he looked up at me from under dark eyebrows.

I just bet you are if a strong woman like me was giving the orders. There’s a problem with my plumbing that I could tell you how to fix.

That damned Damian! He’d planted this idea in my brain and now I’m acting like a sex starved, horny teenager and I’m at WORK! I poured a glass of water for myself and took a sip. It’d probably do more good to pour it over my head and simmer down, stop these naughty thoughts.

“I think I have all I need from you, Mr. Johnson. I’ll draft up the papers and see you next week.” I watched him rise and tower over the desk. Once more my tiny hand was enclosed in the massive paw and I treated myself to a last look at the tight jeans and his taut ass as he walked out of my office.

***

I was already seated in the restaurant when Aiden appeared and walked to our usual table. The smart ass grin that I’d thought was a permanent fixture on his lean face was absent when he sat across from me.

“Hi. What’s up? It isn’t Friday, but I wish it were.” I smiled and took a sip of water waiting for some clue as to what he wanted and the serious expression.

“Thanks for meeting me for lunch.” At last the familiar grin and laugh lines at the corners of his dark eyes. “I’m thinking of leaving the firm, striking out on my own.” He cleared his throat and signaled to the waitress for a drink.

“What! You’re not serious! Do you have the money for that?” My jaw was almost on the table but when I looked at him, it wasn’t the same guy I had grown to like looking back. This was a serious, confident man, sitting straight with broad, squared shoulders, head tilted back, almost arrogant.

“Furthermore, I want you to come with me. We’d make a dynamite team and a lot more money than we do now.” He leaned over the table and clasped his hands together on the hard wooden surface, close to my fingertips. I’d never really noticed how classically handsome Aiden was until that moment. He’d always been the guy kidding around with a joke to tell.

The waitress appeared and he turned his head to face her. A face I’d seen every day for the past five years and I’d never noticed the square jaw line and prominent nose. A big nose…hmmm. Currently, he was between girlfriends, the last one had been an Asian girl who’d had her sights on being his wife. I wonder what happened, that they split up.

“I don’t know Aiden. I’d have to give this some serious thought. When are you leaving?” Suddenly my appetite was gone, stomach filled with a heaviness at the prospect of not seeing him every day. I’d miss our bitch sessions that were filled with laughter.

He pulled his chair in closer to the table and his knees brushed against mine. Instead of immediately moving my legs and maybe throwing a smart ass comment his way, I sat still, conscious of the warmth where we touched. Aiden was a friend, like Kim was a friend and I’d never viewed him through a sexual lens, until now. Was it the prospect of losing him or the result of my jacked up hormones?

I knew he worked out three times a week and it showed from the drape of his expensive suit—broad shoulders, slim waist and hips. He was only a few inches taller than me and I normally liked taller men, but he was built like a wrestler. What would it be like being with him, crazy monkey sex, followed  by laughter?

“I’m leaving next week. I’ve got a new office lined up that’s actually close to where you live. You could go home at lunch and have a nooner with Damian. How’s that for an enticement?” Instead of following up this remark with a laughing snort, he only smiled, peering into my eyes.

Or a nooner with you…the thought popped into my head and I could feel my neck heat up, and the spot between my legs was becoming damper by the minute. “Tempting,” was all I could mutter.

He proceeded to outline the partnership details, compensation and benefits that he had planned, while I listened quietly, seeming to hang on his every word. I only half listened as I was actually pretty content working for Mr. Grant’s firm. My focus was on his dark bedroom eyes, the tilt of his confident jaw and full lips. What could he do to me if those lips were between my legs? Was he a good lover, taking his time, drawing out the pleasure?

I couldn’t wait to get home and explore the swinger sites with Damian!


Chapter 3  The Plan

Damian

After meeting with Doherty and Gains, the engineers of the new shopping plaza, I had some time to kill. The meeting with the building inspector wasn’t until two and it was only eleven thirty. An early lunch at a restaurant near the job site would fill the time nicely. It was a dark, beery, man-cave where I could get a good hamburger and privacy to once more visit the swinger site on my iphone.

The waitress was a lusty red-head in a low-cut, tight sweater who took extra care to bend lower, revealing lots of cleavage when she placed the beer and burger before me. I smiled and paid homage to her extra service before thanking and dismissing her. If she knew what I had at home, a gorgeous, blonde with a porn star hot body, who I adored, she wouldn’t have bothered, I’m sure.

Janice would warm up to the idea of being fucked by another guy. After being married for ten years, I knew my her better than she knew herself sometimes. She’d been shocked at first, just like she’d been when I’d suggested going to a couples club and now she loved it.

I took a large swallow of the icy ale and pictured the sex we’d had the other night, the first time I’d come right out and told her about my fantasy—seeing her get fucked by another guy.

She always liked it when I talked smutty during sex, but I’d used the dildo on her and pretended it was some hot stud’s cock. Why the idea of watching this got me so turned on, was a mystery, but it was hot as hell. Actually, if I wasn’t careful, I’d be hard as a rock before I knew it and that waitress would think it was because of her.

I scooped the phone from my shirt pocket and went to what was becoming my favorite spot—the swinger site. How many times could I surf the site before they made me join? I was glad the restaurant wasn’t busy and I wouldn’t have to worry about people snooping over my shoulder at the screen of my phone. They’d think I was gay, not that there’s anything wrong with that. Hell, my best friend in college had been gay.

I laid the phone on the table when the screen showed a guy in his late twenties, with dark hair, handsome with a nice friendly smile, who’d probably appeal to Janice. After a large bite of the burger, I read his profile. Hmm…likes blondes with a big rack, loooves cunnilingus and has a nine inch cock. She’d like that but maybe the cock’s too big; don’t want to spoil her for mine.

I brushed the screen with the tip of my finger and a blond, body builder type popped up. This guy would do both partners in a couple and loves double entry. Well, I wasn’t sure about that one, never had sex with a man and not about to start.   

Bingo. The next guy who popped up on the screen was shirtless showing a nice six pack but more importantly he was smiling, friendly looking. His preference for a couple in their mid thirties, in good shape with a blonde wife was perfect for us, and his package wasn’t bigger than mine but…Holy cow, if he was telling the truth about the thickness, Janice would love it and I’d get to watch.

***

When Janice opened the door of her office building and stepped out onto the sidewalk, I was struck once more by how attractive she was—the almost Scandinavian blonde, flawless, ivory skin with wide blue eyes. How she’d ever been attracted to me was still a mystery.  

“Hi. How was your day, Babe?” I took the briefcase from her hand and placed my other arm over her shoulder, drawing her close for a kiss on the cheek.

“Weird, even for a Monday.” She flashed a bright smile and squeezed my hand, hard.

“Hey! What happened?” I pulled my hand away and reached forward to open the car door for her.

“Aiden is leaving the firm and I’ve been having lascivious thoughts about men all day, thanks to you!” She slid down to the seat, revealing a lithe, strong thigh where her skirt rode up.

That was bad news about Aiden but I liked where her thoughts had been focused all day--very promising. I crossed in front of the car and got in, looking across at her as I started the engine. “You’ll miss Aiden and your gossip sessions. But I want to hear more about the thoughts. So you’re considering it?” I glanced in the rear view mirror before pulling out onto the street, trying my best to appear nonchalant despite the fact that my cock was getting firm.

“Yeah, Aiden wants me to leave and work with him in a partnership. I’m not sure about that. I like working for Grants.” She slipped the seat belt over her lap and reached forward to turn the radio on.

My hand flashed to turn it right back off and I grinned at her. “You are such a tease! You know I’m dying to hear more and you’re acting like it’s nothing.”

She laughed and turned to face me. “You’re right, but you deserve it. Do you know how horny I am? First I had this hot, young client and then lunch with Aiden and I kept wondering what they’d be like in bed. Not one of my more professional moments.”

My head swiveled to face her. “Aiden? I guess he’s attractive but you guys have been friends for years. Sex with him wouldn’t seem right.’ I jerked away when her hand flew up to swat my arm.

“Really? I don’t get to pick the guy?” She was silent for a few seconds. “Actually, you’re right. Not Aiden.”

“I found one that I think you’d like.” I glanced at her, half expecting another shot in the arm but instead her look brightened and she leaned towards me.

“What’s he like? How old? Dark hair, blond?”

“You’ll just have to wait until we get home, smarty pants.” Two could play at that game and this time I did get the playful punch.

***

“I’m going into the bedroom; bring your tablet.” Janice was already removing the jacket of her suit, striding purposely in her high heels across the kitchen floor.

I scooped up the tablet from the kitchen table and hurried after her. My dick had been hard too many times that day, picturing her getting fucked by the guy I’d found on the swinger site.

When I arrived in the bedroom, her silky blouse was off, breasts threatening to spill from the lacy white bra, as her hands worked the zipper of her skirt. I set the tablet down and tore at the buttons of my shirt to get it off. We were like two teenagers in the back seat of a borrowed car, frantic in our lust.

Janice stood before me in her stay-up stockings, and panties, about to remove her bra. “No. Leave it on but take the panties off.” My voice was low as I undid the belt of my pants watching her.

Her eyes widened for a fraction of a second and a small smile appeared on her full lips before she lay on the bed.

I kicked my pants to the side and reached into the drawer of the night table beside the bed. My hand was almost shaking when I pulled the vibrator out and sat beside her. Next, the tablet to show her the guy I was positive she’d like. She raised her torso, supporting herself on her elbow to see the screen.

After a few clicks and the picture appearing, I angled the screen for her to have a better look, all the while peering at her features. Did it look like she found him attractive? Her eyebrows were pulled together as she read his profile.

I slid my hand along the smooth, satiny flesh of her abdomen, down past her slightly rounded, tummy to her shaven mons. My finger trailed along her slippery slit, teasing, softly. “Would you like his hand here? He’s gently parting your thick, wet, pussy lips to touch your clit.”

Her sharp intake of breath was all I needed to spur me on. I reached for the vibrator and eased lower on the bed, spreading her legs wide and moving my head between them. Her smooth pussy lips were only inches from my mouth, the nub of her clit aroused and protruding. I placed my finger on it and rubbed it slowly.

“He wants to lick your cunt and make you really wet because you’ll need to be wet to take that massive, thick cock. Do you want him to lick you?” Oh God, my cock was hard as granite, drizzling pre-cum on my stomach.

“Yes Sean, lick my clit, suck it into your mouth.” Her voice was almost a moan.

She called me the name of the guy on the site! Fuck yeah! He was going to suck her and fuck her like she’d never been fucked before. I leaned forward and sucked one lip into my mouth, purposely making her wait, despite my raging hard on. And then the other, while I pressed the vibrator against her opening. God she was so wet and ready!

The tip of my tongue flicked quickly across the head of her clit as I pushed the vibrator deep inside her. Her hips arched for more of the cock and she spread her pussy lips wide with her fingers. Wow. She was really getting into the fantasy. She’d never done that before when I ate her out.

“Suck it into your mouth and keep licking it fast. Fuck me harder.” Her voice was husky as she took control of the fantasy lover.

My mouth opened and lips closed around her clit, licking the sensitive underside to the tip as I shoved the dildo into her faster. She was writhing under my touch, almost ready to come.

I couldn’t take it anymore and rose up removing the vibrator and flipping her body over to take her doggy style. Her round ass cheeks were spread, the dark rosebud hole peeking up at me before I drove my cock deep into her…but it wasn’t me. In my mind it was Sean fucking her. I glanced sideways to see the reflection in the mirror, watched her beautiful, big tits bounce as he drove into her. Her eyebrows were pulled together, eyes shut as she bucked back against him.

“Yeah, that’s right, squeeze his cock tight, ride it and show him what a slutty, sex kitten you are.”

Her hand rose to take the vibrator and turn it on, placing it firmly against her clit. “Yesss. Fuck me fast Sean. You’re so thick and hard.”

Oh God, her muscles were clenched on the cock inside her, hips bucking up like a wild bronco. “Ahhhhh…I’m coming….” I rammed the thick cock deep inside her, shooting load after load of pent up lust into her slippery hole.

Her hand was rubbing the vibrator furiously against her clit and I felt her body stiffen, her legs tremble as she moaned incoherently.

My body almost collapsed on top of her, my hands snaking around her waist to be filled by her gorgeous tits. Fuck! If it was this hot, fantasizing another guy fucking her, what would it be like when it happened!


Chapter 4- Photo Shoot

Janice

“Oh God, Damian, that was hot, pretending you were Sean fucking me! I came three times! And his picture and profile-wow. I wasn’t sure this morning but…”  I felt him slip out of me, leaving a trail of warm wetness on the inside of my thigh before I turned onto my side and sat up.

“For me, too. I’m glad you’ve warmed up to the idea ‘cause I think it’ll be great for both of us. You like his profile, huh?” Damian shifted on the bed to sit next to me, the tablet on his lap.

“Yeah, he’s clean cut and handsome as hell.” I gazed at Sean’s photo. He had a great smile; almost laughing and it showed in the creases at the corner of his light, blue eyes. If what he said about the thickness of his cock was true, it’d be the experience of a lifetime to have sex with him.

“I like the idea that he’s younger than us and the way he’s written the profile, it sounds like he has a good sense of humor. This is going to be exciting as hell, but I’d like to keep it light and easy.” Damian’s arm went over my shoulder and he pulled me close to kiss my forehead.

“I’m glad you’re going along with my fantasy but if you have second thoughts, we can drop it at any time. You know that, right? No questions asked. The important thing is us.” His face was serious and his eyes bored into mine.

“Of course. I love you and I think it’ll be fun. Look at how horny we were just PRETENDING! Are we going to join the site and contact him?”  Now that I was in agreement, it couldn’t happen soon enough.

“Okay, my little Minx, there’s no time like the present. We’ve got to join to be able to contact Sean. Writing the profile will be relatively simple but have you given any thoughts to photos?” Damian rose from the bed to get his laptop from the office.

Oh yeah, photos. There was no way I’d let either of our faces be seen on a swinger site. This town was too small for that and we each had successful careers. “Can we blank out our faces?”

“I’ve looked at a few profiles of couples and there are some that don’t show the face; it’s blurred out. I think we can do whatever we like but we want to look attractive, dress provocatively.” He took a seat next to me and opened the case. “Looks like we’re going to be doing a photo shoot tonight.”

There were a few low cut, tight dresses that I’d bought for the club that were pretty daring. Maybe instead of blurring the features, we could wear the masquerade masks that we’d got at New Year’s. At least our smiles would show through that way. “Let me see some of the other couples’ profiles so I know how much to show or not show.” I edged in closer to the screen as he clicked away.

“You’ve got to be a paid member to see any nudity, so these ones are pretty tame.”

I poked him in the ribs. “You’re a real expert on this, aren’t you? How many women have you been checking out?”

He turned to face me and grinned. “Only the one sitting next to me.”

I rolled my eyes and shook my head but inside my heart was bursting. He’d said just the right thing to reassure me. A photo of a dark haired woman in her late thirties popped up on the screen. She was standing in a bedroom wearing a black lacy bra, a garter belt and stockings. Her boobs were almost spilling from the bra and her hips were curvy above legs that seemed to go on forever with the high stiletto heels. The only thing blurred about her, were her eyes.

Damian moved the mouse and a picture of her husband filled the screen. He was stocky, wearing dark pants and a white shirt, also in the bedroom setting. He had dark hair that had begun to recede at the forehead, dark eyes and a trimmed beard and mustache—overall, not a bad looking guy.

The next woman to pop up was a red head with an athletic body, firm legs displayed in a micro-mini dress that hugged her narrow hips and waist. Her full face and the face of her blonde partner were plain to see.

So it really WAS up to the couple how much or how little they chose to display in their profile pics. I rose from the bed and called over my shoulder, leaving the room. “How about you order a pizza for dinner and crack open a bottle of wine? I’m going to take a shower and get sexed up for the photos.”

I paused at the doorway and turned to face him. “You know, we’ve never taken naughty pictures of us making love or anything like this. I think this will be fun.” When his eyes widened and his eyebrows rose, I winked and licked my lower lip.

“Our personal porn stash, starring Janice and Damian. I like it.” He lifted the laptop showing his cock, hard once more. “Annndddd, maybe our soon to be friend, Sean, would like to co-star.”

“You’re so bad! I love it!” I blew a kiss to the man who knew me so well, my partner and soul mate, feeling like a frisky school girl, hurrying in to the bathroom to get ready—the conservative lawyer role replaced by naughty Janice.

Oh God, I’d just had mind blowing sex and my pussy was tingling at the prospect of the photos, getting slutty. I turned the shower on and stepped in to clean my body while my mind was picturing filthy things I would do to Damian while the camera rolled. Maybe in another life, I’d been a burlesque dancer because I was getting into this very easily. It was hard not to let my fingers linger, washing my pussy.

When I turned the shower off and slid the glass door back, Damian was standing before me, extending a glass of wine. “Dinner is on the way.” His gaze drifted to my breasts, beads of water dripping from my hardened nipples. “My God, you’re beautiful.”

“Look who’s talking.” In the satin robe, tied loosely at the waist, his muscular chest and tight abdomen peeked through the folds of the cloth. I took the wine from his hand and raised it to my lips, my gaze drinking in his dark eyes, the shadow of beard in the hollow under his cheekbones and his full, parted lips.

“I’d better get out of here and let you dry off, before I’m tempted to fuck you again. I want to wait to get that on film.”  He handed a fluffy white towel to me, and with a smile, he was gone.

I took another large swallow of the clear, icy wine and set the glass on the counter. It was fruity, burning its way down my throat but I wouldn’t need it for the liquid courage—my hormones were in over-drive already. After toweling myself quickly, I turned on the heat lamp and took my make-up case from the cabinet.

Even when going to the club, I wouldn’t wear as much make-up as I planned on using tonight. I applied a dark shadow, extending to the corner of my eyebrows and black mascara to my blonde lashes. Instead of the pale pink lipstick, I covered my lips with a bright, hooker red, shade. No need for foundation or blush. I pinned my hair loosely up, letting some tendrils frame my face and trail down my neck.

Deep inside the bag was a set of small, round clips, still in their packaging from when I’d bought them. I opened the plastic bag and opened the gold ring to apply it to my nipple. Ow! It hurt, but in a good way, shooting a dart of pleasure to my clit. Next the other breast. I looked in the mirror and smiled at the gold ring pinching the nipple of my dark areole. Taking a deep breath, I bent and clipped one to my pussy lip.  Another glance in the mirror…Oh yeah! I looked lusty and fuckable.

When I entered the bedroom, I could hear Damian speaking at the front door. The pizza must have arrived. What if I’d answered the door wearing only this jewelry? I couldn’t help giggling at the thought. Damian would probably get his fantasy way before we had a chance to meet Sean.

I pulled out a red, lacy bra and garter belt from the back of the drawer of my dresser and set them on the bed. The cup size of the bra was smaller than the normal ‘D’ I usually wore, but pushed the girls high, making them look enormous, spilling over the top.  Next, the mesh bag with my stockings—a black pair would do just nicely, especially with the black stiletto heels.

When I was dressed in my hooker lingerie, I pulled a micro-mini red lace dress from a hanger in my closet. Ten minutes later, a dash of perfume and I was ready for another glass of wine and the photo shoot.


Chapter 5 - The Photographer

Damian

Something told me that dinner would be served late that night, IN BED. I turned the oven on low, placed the box inside it and poured another glass of wine, downing it in two swallows. When I turned to take the bottle into the bedroom to get dressed, my hand drifted to the counter, setting the wine down while my jaw dropped.

Holy fuck! Was that Janice? She’d always dressed seductively when we went to the club but now she looked absolutely luscious, all tits and legs, every guy’s fantasy! The ivory mounds of her breasts, bursting up from the scooped neckline, the slim waist with a tiny mound of her tummy, curving out to a round hip and long, lithe thighs—my cock was rock hard.

I watched, mesmerized as one shapely leg crossed to plant her foot directly in front of the other, hips swaying in a runway model-walk towards me. The corners of her ruby lips were pulled back in a small, lascivious smile, her blue eyes, framed by thick dark lashes and shadow, flirting, almost daring me.

“You like?” Her voice was soft and husky.

“Are you kidding? If Sean saw you looking like that, he’d crawl through broken glass to fuck you. You nailed it and I can’t wait to nail you, AGAIN!” I placed my hands on the small of her back and drew her towards me, rubbing my oozing hard on, into her tummy. She smelled wonderful as my lips kissed the hollow of her neck, causing her to shudder with delight.

“You’d better get dressed for the profile picture. I’m not having you pose naked like this.”

Her hand slid along my stomach and her fingers gripped my cock, massaging up and down, softly. “If other women saw this, they’d want to suck it, like I do.” Her voice was a purr in my ear, driving me wild.

“It’s only for you, Baby, until you tell me otherwise.” My lips went to hers and my tongue drove forward, mimicking what my cock wanted to do to her, our tongues dancing in lust.

“Come on. I think the bedroom is a better place to take these photos.” Oh my God, it was all I could do to just hold her hand walking back to the bedroom.

I pulled a dark pair of tight pants from the hanger and slid them on, going ‘commando’, feeling the fabric caress my raging hard-on. Janice had selected a white shirt from the closet and I pushed my arms into the sleeves and stood watching her face as she fastened the buttons, leaving the top two undone.

I looked into the mirror and finger combed my hair, leaving the lock on my forehead, that refused to stay in place. When I turned, Janice had the two masks in her hands.

“I feel more comfortable wearing this for the site.” She slipped a red, sequined mask over her face and tied the ribbons at the back.

“I’ll take a few of you and then you can take mine—two sets, one for the tame part of the site and one for members only.” I grinned at her and went to the office to get my camera.

When I returned, she was posing, looking at herself in the mirror. “Don’t worry; I’ll get the right shot. Just stand with your hip thrust out, bending just a little forward to show cleavage.” I took a couple of shots and had her turn to the side and then with her back to me, looking at the camera over her shoulder.

Fuck, she was enticing with the smile crease at her perfect ass, just peeking through. I felt her head brush my arm as she strained forward to see the photos on the camera.

“Perfect, my turn.” She scooped the camera from my hand and stepped back. “Stand facing me and then a few to the side, showing off your waistline.”

Even wearing the mask, being anonymous, I still felt a little self-conscious and was glad when it was over. “I think we could use some fortification for the next set.” I glanced at the screen of the camera and grinned. I actually looked pretty good, a bit mysterious but the smile had come through.

When I returned with the wine, Janice had removed her dress. Again, she took my breath away! A Playboy Bunny couldn’t have looked sexier as she stood in the bra, garter belt and dark stockings. I handed a fresh glass to her and together we sipped wine, our eyes meeting. How far would she go with the intimate member photos?

I set the glass down and picked up the camera once more, focusing it on her. “Okay Baby, show me what you got.”

She smiled and began to move her body, twisting at the waist to flirt with the camera, bending over with her hands cupping her breasts, raising her leg to set her foot on the bed, the V of her dark panties showing.

I had a brain storm. “Stop. You need music. Do a strip tease.”

“Yes!” She picked her cell phone up from the dresser and a few minutes later, sultry music filled the room.

Her hands rose and fingers were working at the hooks on her bra, bending at the waist, her luscious melons becoming bare for a nano-second before her hands covered them. She slowly turned in time to the music revealing the smooth, tight skin of her bare back, fingers sliding the panties down over the garter and exposing, the full spank-able cheeks of her ass.

Oh my God! My dick was once more at attention when she bent over, the lips of her pussy, dark and swollen, peeking out from under her ass. Janice was beautiful and had always been aware of that fact, but now, posing for the camera she was irresistible—transforming from beauty to a sex kitten before my eyes.

She lifted her knee to the bed, and swing her other leg up, positioning herself so that she was on her hands and knees, her butt facing the camera. When she lowered her shoulders to lay on the bed, her fuck-able ass was open for anyone who’d view these photos!

With feline grace, she rolled over onto her back and crossed one leg over the other. After getting a shot of her legs and ass, I moved to the side of the bed to capture her breasts, which she cupped at the sides in her fingers. Oh my God! The dark nipples had nipple rings! I’d always loved nipple jewelry.

She lowered her legs and spread them apart. Fuck! Did I just die and go to heaven! There was a ring fastened to her pussy lip, high, that I hadn’t seen when she bent over. I took a deep breath, trying to steady the camera in my hands, while constantly clicking photos of her.

“Let’s get these photos over with. I’m dying to do the live porn flick.” She placed her pinkie finger between her lips and gave one last saucy pose before rising from the bed.


Chapter 6- Porn Star

Janice

Did the wetness of my pussy get captured in the pics? God, laying there so exposed was making me horny, thinking of the people who would be looking at my pussy, fantasizing about fucking or sucking it. Seeing Damian’s cock, pressing against the crotch of his pants, knowing he’d be fucking me with it while filming had almost made me come!

I got up off the bed and trailed my fingers over his hard-on before taking the camera from his hand. “That’s right, Lover. Nice and thick for the camera.”

I took a few pictures of him, taking care that the angle showed off his arousal. “Now take your shirt off. Move Baby. Make love to the camera.” I couldn’t suppress the laugh at the look of apprehension in his eyes. “Finish your wine and have another. I’m going to change the song.”

Aha! Just the right one—‘You Can Leave Your Hat On—he’d get into that one! When I turned he had finished the glass and was pouring another. His cock had softened a little as he’d always been a little camera shy. I could fix that.

I placed my hand over the semi-hard bulge in his crotch and began to stroke it through the fabric. “What do you think Sean will like seeing more, my tits or my pussy?” I continued to massage his cock. “I was thinking of his huge shaft fucking me when you took the pictures of my pussy.”

I took his free hand and placed it between my legs. “Feel how wet I am—how much I need a hard cock.” His erection was back and the fabric was dampening under my hand stroking him.

My fingers moved up his abdomen and undid the buttons of the shirt before I stepped back and picked up the camera again.

I held it before me, focusing on his body. “Perfect, your chest is so broad and manly, with the dark hair between your pecs. Now take the shirt off.” I kept clicking, getting every movement and detail of his exquisite body. He stood before me, with the glass of wine in his hand, held casually at waist level, the ropy muscles of his six-pack clearly showing.

“Take off your pants, Lover.”

He set the wine on the dresser and with a small smirk he unbuttoned the top and slid the zipper down, slowly. The pants dropped a few inches and his dark patch of pubic hair edged over the top. My heart was beating hard in my chest even though the scene was ironic. His cock was familiar but the teasing and the music made it unknown and seductive.

The top of his cock seemed to pop up, no longer constrained in the pants that now grazed downward over his hips and dark thighs. When they were at his ankles, he turned to the side and kicked them away, moving in time to the music, raising his arms, cupping his hands behind his neck in a classic ‘he-man’ pose.

His shoulders and arm muscles looked massive, but how many women would be noticing that when his magnificent cock was also on display. He turned so that his back was to me, the muscles clenched tight in his ass, revealing the delightful hollow at the side that I loved. He was an Adonnis, that, thanks to the wine and my hand, he was finally showing off.

“I think we’ve got the photos for the swinger site. Now, for our own film.” My pussy was almost aching, I wanted it so much.

He took the camera and changed the setting to movie, placing it on his armoire and playing with the setting to focus on the bed.

I finished the wine and sat on the bed’s dark, satin surface, swinging my legs up to lay waiting for him. My fingers rolled over my breasts and down to the smooth lips of my pussy, stroking along the slit. God, I was horny and wet.

“That is so lewd; I love it.” Damian’s eyes were riveted on my fingers. “Spread yourself. I want to get all of it on film.”

His own hand was stroking his cock as he watched me tease my clit and dip my fingers into my wet opening. He stepped to the foot of the bed and lifted my knees, placing them on his shoulders before lowering his head to kiss my pussy. It was like an erotic, electrical shock feeling when his hot tongue skimmed over the surface of my clit.

My head pressed into the pillow as my chin rose, gasping while his tongue ravished me; his fingers pushed deep inside my opening. We’d played too long at the sexual teasing. I was on the verge of ecstasy, my hands holding his head while I pressed my pussy hard against his mouth. My legs trembled as his mouth drove me to orgasm, wave after wave of bliss, his tongue licking my clit furiously, fucking my cunt with his hand. I was lost in lust, only aware of how glorious this was.

My body arched up when his tongue became too much on my sensitive clit. I pulled his head up, watching him lick my wetness from his lips. Much as I wanted his hot shaft to fuck me, it’d have to wait. I wanted to suck that hard cock deep into my throat, taste the deliciousness of the man I adored.

I lifted my legs from his shoulders and shifted my body as he rose to his knees. My cheek brushed his thigh as my mouth sought his hard, veined shaft, the tip glistening with pre-cum. I licked the satiny surface, trying to insert the tip of my tongue into the slit, eager to taste all of him.

I heard him moan and felt his hand on the back of my head, pulling my mouth down on his cock, deeper and deeper. My fingers massaged the hard, tight flesh of his balls, before sliding up and around his cock, massaging him, swirling my hand the way he liked.

His hand left my head and he leaned to the side followed by the sound of the drawer in his night stand sliding open. “Lay on your side and spread your legs.”

I pulled my head back and looked up into his eyes, half closed with lust, before I did as he asked. My pussy was facing the camera when he leaned forward to press the vibrator into me. Eagerly, my lips closed on his cock and I sucked it into my mouth, twirling my tongue over the head while his hips arched forward.

His hand was fucking me with the vibrator slowly as my head lowered deeper onto his shaft, almost to the base. Damian was breathing fast, his cock rock hard pressing into the back of my throat. Was he picturing the vibrator as Sean’s cock, fucking me? His finger flipped the button, turning the vibrator on, filling me with its rolling action while the flaps of the rabbit ears teased my clit.

“Suck it. Show me what a slut you can be, sucking my cock while another guy fucks you. Spread your legs wider and take all of that cock in your cunt.”

Oh fuck! He was doing it to me again. “Mmmph.” It was a guttural moan from my throat as my mouth bobbed faster on his cock, eager to please him while Sean, the fantasy lover fucked my pussy. My muscles clamped on the vibrator sending a shiver of excitement to my clit.

“That’s it; squeeze it hard.” His hand was pumping the vibrator faster into me and it was Sean’s thick cock I felt.

Soft, unintelligible mewls rumbled in my throat as I sucked Damian’s cock like my life depended on it. I needed to satisfy two men with my body in that moment. I was Damian’s fuck whore, HIS to use and be used.

His hips arched forward while his other hand drove my head deep onto his cock. “Ahhh….Suck it, Baby.”

My mouth felt his cock pulse as hot cum spurted down my throat. Oh fuck, my own orgasm flooded through my body, drowning me in a flood of pleasure. My eyes watered with his cock so deep in my throat, impaled on two cocks fucking me hard, using me and making me cry out in lust, for more.

Damian’s hand stroked my head gently now. “God, I love you. A whore in the bedroom and a lady outside of that.”

I eased back and looked up at him, his eyes soft and smiling. “I’m crazy about you. I’d do anything for you, especially if it’s this hot.” The vibrator slid from me when I rose up to meet his lips, kissing him long and with a warm passion.

His arms enveloped me and we lay together, softly kissing and snuggling close.


Chapter 7 – The Next Morning

Janice

“Wake up, Baby. You’ve got to see this.” Damian’s voice was excited as his hand tugged at my shoulder.

My eyes creaked open to see him sitting up, his back resting against the headboard with the laptop propped up against his bent knees. His eyes glittered when he glanced at me, his face split in a grin.

“What?” I raised my head to see the clock on the night table.  Six ten. I could have slept for another forty minutes.

“Four guys responded to our profile on the swinger site and guess what? Sean was one of them.” His words came out in a rush. “Here, you read it while I get us coffee.”

I was awake now! I sat up and took the computer from him, scanning the picture and reading Sean’s reply.

Hi Mr. and Mrs. A,

You sound like a fun couple I’d really like to meet. The pics of you, especially Mrs. A., are awesome! You were in my dreams last night. Are you a gymnast BTW? The things and positions you were doing!

Last night? My eyes flashed to the time of the post. Fifteen minutes ago? Oh my God, he was probably on line right now! We could write him and probably get an answer right away.

I would love to get together with you for a coffee or drink to see how we mesh, but I’m sure there’ll be some chemistry. This is more for your peace of mind than mine, I assure you.

Sexed up Sean

Damian returned and set a mug of coffee on my night table and took a seat on the bed next to me.

“Damian! He sent that email a half an hour ago; he’s probably on line right now. Let’s send him a message.” My fingers were itching to type a reply.

“Fine by me, go for it.”

Hi Sexed Up Sean,

You caught our attention on the site and we’d like to meet you for a drink. Like you, we feel that we almost know you, since you were in our fantasy play session last night! We can only anticipate that the real thing (especially given your dimensions!) will be better!

How does Tuesday or Wednesday evening at Black Jack’s, seven pm, sound?

Mr. and Mrs. A.

Damian had been leaning towards me, reading what I typed. “Looks good, send it.”

I clicked the button to ‘send’ and turned to face him. “We’re actually doing this! Last night was so fucking exciting that I can’t wait for the real thing. Oh, I hope he’s able to meet with us soon. I want to go to the club with him, so we can do this.” My eyes were wide staring into his.

“Whoa. Slow down Janice. I’m sure we’ll meet soon—if not this week, then the next. He wants to meet US, as well.” His hand stroked the back of my head and he pulled me closer. “Look at us. I tell you about my fantasy and just a few days later, you’re making it happen. I love you so much.”

I placed my hand on his shoulder and leaned in to kiss him. “I feel closer to you than I’ve ever felt--that you share everything with me—especially this fantasy. After the playing the last couple of nights, it’s hot for me as well. But the best of it is you, how turned on you’ll be.”

He picked the laptop up from my knees and set it on the table next to him. “Since we’re awake this early and have some time…” His arms went around me, pulling me closer as we slid down the bed.

The End of Episode 1

If you enjoyed this so far, the rest of Janice and Damian's tale is available here at a value price!

Mia’s Readers Club!

Hi there! You read the whole book and checked out this part at the end!

Thanks for reading my work!

I have an offer for you, if you would care to take advantage of it. I want to stay in touch with people who have read my work, and would appreciate it if you joined my mailing list. It won’t be spammy, I promise. I’d like to send you notifications on my newest works, and just send out some chatty stuff that’s going on with me, and special contests I’m going to be doing. This offer is only being made to readers that have gotten this far in my books. And yes, it’s an offer! If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you three of my popular books!

  [image: Overboard Jan 3 2015 cover for Amazon (Small).jpg]  [image: Swinger Secrets The Box Set FINAL for Amazon (Small).jpg]  [image: Revamped Cover Jan 13 2014 copy (Small).jpg] 

Overboard is a sweet and smexy romance about a couple who almost lost it all, and through a series of events take a second chance. Except Mr. and Mrs. Middle America find themselves on a Swingers Cruise by mistake! It’s laugh out loud funny, and pretty sensuous. It’s selling at Amazon right now, and I’d like to send it to you for free!

Swingers Secrets Bi-Curious Explorations is the story of Tara and Steve, two experienced Swingers who decide to explore their bi-sexuality. It’s a blistering tale of a couple trying ‘The other side of the menu’!

Banging In The New Year- Swingers O Zone Bash! Continues the story of Josh and Carrie of my Swingers Club series. New Year’s Eve is approaching, and together with friends go to Canada to celebrate at the O Zone couples club in Toronto! It’s a hot, funny tale based on an actual club in Toronto!

So just click on this link: http://eepurl.com/2Z2On  and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,

Mia
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