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Slutty Realtor

Kate Granger


My Journal

◆◆◆

Hi, future me,

Welcome to my journal and specifically to this preamble section before getting into the meat of my life. I need to record this story for you, me, and others who may be interested in a younger version of me.

I’m frequently characterized as a total slut, a matter that I have pondered deeply. Numerous dictionary definitions suggest that a Slut (noun) is a woman who has many sexual partners.

Some urban dictionaries label the classic Slut as; whore, tart, skank, scrubber, doxy, and so on.

I don’t see myself that way and never label others because I’m not judging anyone. My lifestyle loosely aligns with the conventional dictionary definition, so I’ll own that because I have a lot of sexual partners and love to fuck them.

There seems to be very little point in lying to myself about who or what I am or harboring grudges and ill feelings towards those who mislabel me, so I’ll use the moniker of being a slut to communicate my story through a diary of days.

At twenty-three years old, I’m still unmarried, but when I do get hitched, I’ll be a kind-hearted hotwife playing within agreed ethical non-monogamy boundaries. I love fucking and being fucked and care little about whether it's a boy, girl or both together.

I disrespect nobody, don’t directly charge money for a fuck (umm, err… hmm - full disclosure - I fuck some real estate buyers after closing a deal, as you’ll read - but that isn’t the same). I also never knowingly contravene the girl code.

I hope to fall in love someday, have kids, and live a relatively ordinary life aside from the sexual adventure I mentioned. My husband will be a man desirous of being a cuckold, and I’ll make sure he’s a delighted one at that. I won’t wait until marriage to discuss our sexual proclivities and won’t subject any man to marital cruelty.

My guy and I will know exactly what each other expects from our marriage in every sense.

If that makes me a slut… I’m good with that because living dishonestly and cheating while pretending I’m not a hotwife isn’t for me.

I’ll protect my husband with my life and won’t be feminizing or subjecting him to chastity cock cages. I want a good man with a decent size cock who will fuck and lick me plenty, watch me whenever a bull services my pussy, join in often, and help clean up any creamy mess afterward.

If my husband wants to join in - that’s even better, and I’m not opposed to a discussion about swinging if he wants to fuck other women too, but if he’d rather sexualize mild humiliation as a cuckold, then that’s fine by me.

Anyway, this journal entry isn’t a specification for marriage; I just wanted to be honest and upfront with all of you readers about what you can expect from my journal. Who knows, something along the way might change my sexual proclivities entirely.

So, let’s get on with it.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

2nd June 2022 — I’m selling the Charles’ House at the Hills.

It’s a beautiful day, and I feel positive about my life and this house. I have an excellent buyer lined up with an offer for the Charles’ House, but a new guy just stepped up, and he might close faster or bump up the price.

My new potential buyer rolled up the driveway very late and seemed not to care about his tardiness. He was among the wealthiest in the Bay Area, evidenced by his gleaming, weeks-old Porsche 911 Turbo S.

On closer inspection, the car might look better in bright red with cream leather and piping matching the external paint, but his baby blue was lovely, too.

I walked down to the drive, meeting him halfway, offering my hand and a pleasant smile. Mr. Stevens eyed me up and down, taking in what many described as the most beautiful realtor they had met. I didn’t mind being gawped at because, in this game, glamour and sex sell.

A six-inch lift from my bright red Louis Vuitton heels accentuated my long legs. The gym-carved-out physique he undressed with wide, lusty eyes was wrapped in a white Dolce & Gabanna figure-hugging crepe dress that ended mid-silken thigh, precisely where his eyes now rested.

“You’re late, Sir.”

“You’re fucking sassy… Tiffany, isn’t it?”

“Yes, that’s me. I’m not being disrespectful, Mr Stevens. The vendors want to come home, and you’re keeping them out late. I’m just explaining the situation, that’s all.”

He glanced away, somewhat annoyed with my attitude, and I guessed few people told Mr. Stevens what was really on their minds. He was mildly arrogant, but so was I, confident knowing that the client desperately wanted to fuck me.

“If you want to sell me a ten-million-dollar home, you’ll tolerate my arrogance, Tiffany.”

“So you realize you are being arrogant?”

“Aren’t all buyers?”

“None that I’ve met.”

“Shall we get on with it, Tiffany?”

“The house is already under offer and subject to contract. I believed in reopening the sale opportunity; I was helping you.”

“Okay… umm, that’s fair. Perhaps I’m being too snippy.”

“There is no perhaps Mr. Stevens. You’re being downright rude.”

“I suppose you expect an apology?”

“I haven’t asked for one, but if you behaved like a decent man, you might consider it.”

“Wow, Tiffany… you’re quite a handful.”

“Not really; I just like strong, decent men who are unafraid to admit when they are wrong. I find a man apologizing sexier than one being mean-spirited.”

“I apologize, Tiffany. I was rude, and that was wrong.”

“No problem, Mr Stevens. Now… to the matter at hand. If you want this house, you’ll move quickly and offer a better deal than the current one, which is at full asking price.”

I walked away from him, gently swaying my ass seductively and deliciously, knowing I was watched. My figure-hugging dress was perfectly tailored, with bust darts that shaped the delicate, thin fabrics perfectly around my ample and already slightly lifted breasts.

Agent Provocateur lingerie is my weapon of choice, and it worked with this potential buyer who spotted my delicate bra lace quickly. The underwired lift and crush pushed my twin peaks together, giving Mr Stevens an eyeful he seemed to like.

“How many bedrooms does the home have, Tiffany?”

“There are six and seven-bedroom layouts possible, depending on whether you’d like a study.”

“I’m going with six. I’ve studied the floor plan, and your online presentation looks awesome. How can I convince you to close this deal with me?”

He was being very nice, compensating for earlier rudeness. I liked that he tried hard because in all my relationships, whether work, friendship, boyfriend, or fuck buddy, I put in a great deal of effort.

I turned to face him and studied the man beyond his smart attire. Mr Stevens was around my dad’s age but in far better shape. He was also very handsome, and if my eyes hadn’t deceived me when they traced a line from toe to the top of his head, my client had an erection that was growing by the second.

“Money talks, Mr. Stevens. I hate sounding like a gold-digging realtor, but agents like me are in it for the commission, and my buyer wants the highest possible price.”

“I’ll push your asking price two percent higher.”

“That’s two hundred grand, of which I’ll get ten.”

“Does that motivate you at all, Tiffany?”

I stared sweetly at him, enjoying that I could unnerve such a wealthy, business-savvy man with my sexual being. He swayed slightly, grinning boyishly as though that might unlock my heart and the fuck hole between my legs he wanted to enjoy.

“Would ten grand motivate you to undo a perfectly good existing deal so you could risk a chance on someone unknown, Mr Stevens?”

“Hmm. Call me Greg, please.”

“Okay, Greg. Does ten grand lighten up your day?”

“No, it doesn’t.”

We had a standoff. I already had a great offer on the table, and although two hundred grand was a great deal of money, most of that wasn’t going to me. Greg had a problem. If he wanted to disrupt the deal, I was his solution… one he would have to pay for.

“How does me paying you a side deal commission sound, Tiffany? I want this house, but two percent is my red line.”

“Okay, Greg. I want the two hundred grand for myself to make this deal happen. You’ll transfer that money to my account right now, then send the purchase amount to our escrow before 3 p.m. today, having signed all contract documents.”

“Fuck! There’s no way I can have the contract documents ready in five hours.”

I handed him a brown envelope with all the contract documents already printed out in his name. It was my thing, turning up to every potential sale with the means to reel a client in once they swallowed the hook.

“I’ve marked everything by color code and indexed it at the front. I’ll assume due diligence has been done by your team already?”

“Yes. Umm… hold on. I see the vendors have signed already.”

“They trust me, Greg. You should try it.”

“Okay, I will.”

“Then have your lawyers run over everything in the next few hours. All clauses are standard because I don’t do funnies or tricks.”

Fuck… you work fast, Tiffany, but asking me for two hundred grand for yourself must be outside the company rules.”

“I can take whatever bonus and commissions I want on top of the asking price. If you can match that now, plus my agreed two hundred grand, it’s my choice whether you or the other buyer gets the house.”

“What do I get out of this deal?”

“The house. What else do you want?”

I was taken aback because his focus had shifted from my ass and tits to our negotiation, and now, his eyes were back on my solid nipples.

“I want you.”

“What is it, Greg? Do you want to tame the sassy bitch for her naughty behavior and potty mouth as part of closing the deal?”

“Something like that.”

“Okay. Transfer my money now, and once it clears, I’ll suck your cock anywhere in this house. Oh… I swallow every drop, by the way, and I’m not sassy… just direct.”

“I want to fuck you properly in the pussy and nut my seed deep inside you, knowing I’ll be there for days.”

“Is that about dominating me?”

“Honestly, yes… you’re fucking overwhelming, Tiffany, and I’d just love to know whenever I see you that I filled your belly with my seed at least once.”

“Does it mean that much to you, Greg… having me, I mean?”

“Oh fuck yeah.”

He looked excited, with speckled flushed red cheeks and wide, soft, loving eyes. I wasn’t far behind him in the arousal stakes, feeling the moistness in my panties grow to an uncomfortable stickiness in the double fabric layer gusset slip. My nipples were solid, and he saw them poking against my dress fabric.

“Are you sure about doing this, Greg?”

“I have the hots for you.”

“You’re gorgeous, but I won’t be in your life for long. There will be no chance of a romance between us; are we clear about that?”

“Crystal clear, Tiffany.”

I sighed and stepped closer to him, noticing how his pupils were fully dilated. When I rested my palms on Greg’s chest, I felt a heart beating like a doe trapped amid a pack of wolves.

You’re already catching feelings for me.

Poor guy.

“You’d better get transferring money and signing off documents if you want to fuck me before it gets too dark, Daddy dear.”

I knew Greg would regret fucking me. I’d leave the house two hundred grand richer and with a belly full of his semen that would soil my panties on the way home, but he’d fall in love and spend the next two weeks chasing a ghost before slumping on his bed brokenhearted.

I handed him my red ink Mont Blanc Marilyn Monroe special edition fountain pen. He seemed impressed by the pen and with me, eyeing my aforementioned solid nipples almost constantly. As I stared into his watery, lust-filled eyes while gently pulling on my bottom lip, a thin rivulet of my shame escaped my panties and trickled down a silken thigh. The tiny bead of precious cream paused precariously behind my knee, like a drop of water sliding down a window pane, then stopping when hitting a dry patch before gathering more moisture.

At that moment, I probably wanted Greg’s cock as much as he desired to fuck me. The sleazy hormone bead grew heavier, fed by more tawdry, sticky ambrosia leaking from my trembling pussy, soaking through an inadequate gusset.

Soon, a race down to my heel would begin, and I’d become a greater mess as more rivulets of my disgrace joined the first, vying to escape an overladen creamy gusset.

I stooped seductively and hitched up my skirt, using an index finger to trap the tiny bead of pussy juice that had escaped my gusset, thereby preventing its bid to escape. I tilted my head back and locked Greg’s eyes in my tractor-beam stare while grinning like a naughty schoolgirl caught rubbing one out.

I made sure Greg saw my finger trace that tawdry nectar trail upwards to its source, where I slipped aside my panties before sliding inside and swirling around the entrance to my fuck hole.

“Would you like a scoop of my pussy cream, Greg?”

“Fuck… oh god, Tiffany, yes, please.”

Greg’s eyes almost shot out of his head when I finger fucked myself while crouching slightly, spreading my knees wide apart. He watched, wholly mesmerized, while I dipped a second digit inside my quivering hole, scooping a two-finger ladle full of pussy juice. 

When I offered my fingers for Greg to lick, he looked like a cute puppy descending onto a plate of warm scrambled eggs. His tongue lapped my finger while his eyes were glued on mine, then he sucked hard, sighing and moaning in deep satisfaction. My boyfriend wouldn’t mind because we had an arrangement, but I would have to tell him that I was full of another man’s cum when I reached home in case he needed to eat pussy later if he didn’t already.

“Fuck, that tastes so good.”

“You’re a good boy, Greg. Now… you sign the documents, I’ll tell the vendors to divert to a hotel, and let’s make my pussy a new home for you.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Do you see how much easier this is when you are nice?”

“Yes.”

Greg was practical, which impressed me. He called a legal team that was already standing by. They scanned all contracts, and he signed everything off half an hour later. Ten minutes later, two hundred grand pinged into my account, and our office confirmed we were in escrow almost immediately.

It’s time for you to fall in love, arrogant, naughty daddy fuck buddy.

When I kissed him, Greg buckled at the knees. I regularly practice kissing with a girlfriend. Using that learned technique now made my Daddy simple to manage. His tongue lashed mine like an electrified whip, almost too intensely because he was desperate to release incredible pent-up sexual tension.

I dropped a hand to check out Greg’s tightly wound rope that stretched around his pants to the waist.

“Looks like I’m a lucky girl today, Greg. You have a weighty cock”

“I’m the lucky one, Tiffany.”

I dropped slowly to my knees and unbuckled a black leather belt before hauling it off his waist loops. I licked my lips, then unbuttoned his pants and slid his zipper down. Before Greg’s pants hit the floor, I drooled and trembled with anticipation, further soaking my panties through heavily swollen and moist pussy lips that trembled wildly. His boxer briefs were so perfectly tight they made Greg’s cock look like a thick rubber hose trapped inside.

I pulled down his briefs carefully, revealing a blue, veiny, pale white shaft inch by inch until the entire stiff length bounced up, slapping me in the face.

“Fucking hell. Your cock is gorgeous, Greg.”

“Are you serious, Tiffany? Do you like it?”

“Oh, yeah. I like you very much.”

It’s a nice feeling to make your lover proud. Greg had a lot of reasons to be that since his earlier poor behavior was admonished, and the kind gentleman inside him had come out to play. When I slid his boxer briefs to the floor, a hedonistic manly musky aroma slapped me in the face, flaring my nostrils wide while swelling my cunt lips even further.

A warm tickly feeling in my womb begged for Greg’s cock, but I had to taste him first.

I’m not going to spoil this by making him love me.

I took his thick, long, stiff shaft in my right hand, clenching the base with a tight fist to feel his pulse flowing through. When I loosened my grip, stroking his cock’s full gnarly length, Greg moaned desperately like a dog begging for a treat while I sniffed a heavy teardrop of translucent musky pre-cum pooling in the wrinkled tip of his foreskin.

“This is a very nice cock, Greg.”

“Oh, Tiffany, you’re making me feel so fucking awesome.”

He’s actually quite lovely.

When I peeled back his heavy, precum-coated foreskin, Greg tiptoed excitedly, and I got another hit of pure, unadulterated, musky, steamy baby-making seed. I sucked his glans, curling my tongue around its underside until I could press hard onto a taut banjo string, flicking it from side to side.

His precum burned my taste buds, searing through my mouth as I enjoyed sucking the cock that just banked me two hundred grand. More pre-cum oozed from a bloated slit in the head of his glans, and I swilled it around my mouth, then swallowed the lot, feeling my womb screaming out, begging for her share.

I cricked my neck, breathed in and out heavily, then clenched my lips around his cock and slid my mouth down like a Mercedes Benz, soaking up cobblestones. I almost dislocated my jaw, swallowing everything until my lips kissed his pubes, and my nose sucked up the sweet smell of a light talcum powder dusting. I grabbed Greg’s hands, planted them firmly on either side of my head, and began to face fuck myself.

He got the message quickly, realizing that I love it rough, so he gave it to me per my wishes, choking and gagging me with his veiny cock impaled deep in my throat. Greg fucked my face so harshly that I leaked saliva all over his cock, drooling a long, slick tendril to the floor below.

After a few minutes of near strangulation, I reluctantly pulled myself off his cock, still drooling like a maniac recently stuck with a pacifying dose through a needle. I wanted Greg’s semen to coat my tonsils and give me hours of residual salty man flavor to savor, but a promise must be kept, and honestly, I needed a good fucking and to feel a ton of cum deep inside my pussy as well.

That was so fucking good.

I stood up and hiked my dress fully to the waist while he slid Agent Provocateur’s panties down my silken thighs and over my six-inch heels. When Greg sniffed my pussy while down on his knees, he stared at her, completely hypnotized by a creamy, sticky pink pearl that shone at him like a beacon of love and lust.

I leaned my ass cheeks against a blue leather sofa back and used both hands to splay my cunt wide open. The moment I got sticky fingers, I raised them to my nose, enjoying an aromatic hit of my freely flowing hormones as they leaked from a throbbing fuck hole.

After I licked my fingers clean, I sent them down again, prising my pussy wide open for Greg’s delight.

Greg eagerly dipped his head between my legs with ruddy lips, already slightly puckered. He quickly scooped up my sticky cream with a flattened tongue that licked the entire length of a trembling creamy slit. He replaced my fingers with his, clawing my swollen furrow wide open, and I rifled my digits gently through his hair while his flattened, expert tongue repeatedly plowed my creamy slit.

My heart pounded, and I felt guilty, constantly thinking that Greg was a far more passionate and accomplished lover than my boyfriend. I wished I could have both guys together, one to kiss me, the other to service my cunt, nipples, and, god forbid, maybe even my asshole.

When Greg stared at me with creamy glistening lips, I felt sorry for him, seeing undying love flare brightly in his eyes. For what it was worth and with a calming expression, I implored him not to fall in love with me, figuring it was an exercise in futility, but I had to try.

“Don’t do it, Greg, please.”

“Don’t do what Tiffany?”

“Don’t catch feelings for me, I beg you.”

“It’s too late for that. I’m fucking mesmerized.”

I bent forwards over a low-back leather sofa, spreading my feet wide apart, giving up my drenched, tight slit, hoping that if he fucked my hole without seeing my cum face, his love might dissolve with each jerk of his cock as it emptied hot semen deep inside me.

I jostled around, trying to raise the angle of my creamy slit for his free use. At two hundred grand for a damn good fucking, I wanted to make sure Greg remembered pounding my tight hole for the rest of his life.

When he sank eight inches of solid cock balls deep inside my pussy, I gasped, my eyes bloated, and I gripped the soft leather sofa seat, shredding it slightly with my sharp nails.

The house and its contents are sold as seen.

When Greg’s gnarly shaft slid deep inside my cunt, I squeezed back hard, clenching my sheath-like velvety soft tissue walls around his stiff cock, and finally, I felt a tingling in my womb satisfied. The hour of intense arousal and sexual tension that I suffered before all the contracts were signed was finally released in a blood-curdling, passionate scream.

He fucked me harder, faster, and with ever-increasing desire, bottoming out deep inside me time after time, reaming my fuck hole while clenching both my tight, firm ass cheeks in a talon-like grip, using my flesh as grab handles to haul my drenched cunt on and off his shaft.

He slammed that gorgeous cock, balls deep inside me at a rapid-fire pace, crushing my cervix until she ached like an overworked, strained muscle. I ascended onto a cloud of pleasure, screaming for Greg to give me more fucking than a marauding army on the rampage could provide.

Greg pounded my cunt like an artillery battery, and my head exploded before the rest of me followed quickly in a massive orgasm that made me shudder uncontrollably. His cock pressed against the soft tissue side walls of my cunt, stretching a hole that only my boyfriend had fucked for the last few weeks and then, with a much smaller cock.

Greg gripped my ass cheeks tightly, screaming while he pounded my hole. I was tight and worked hard to milk him as his rigid cock molded its shape into my pussy walls. He fucked me like I was the last woman on earth, and I knew that was a problem because as much as his initial arrogance had annoyed me, I never wanted him to leave heartbroken because of fucking me and falling in love.

When Greg filled my tight pussy hole with his hot seed, I erupted into a massive, heated orgasm that fluttered through my body like rippling waves of pleasure reaching out from my center. My head felt light, and a lusty, decadent haze expelled all negativity as a tumultuous orgasm gripped my psyche.

Greg collapsed onto my back, with his cock jerking and twitching every drop of his semen inside my cunt until it dribbled past the tight sphincter seal wrapped around his flesh.

“Fucking hell, Greg. You’re an awesome lover.”

“Who’s your Daddy now, Tiffany?”

“You are, baby.”

After he slid his flaccid cock out of my fuck hole, I crossed my legs until Greg brought tissues from a table nearby. I giggled while padding my pussy, soaking up a steady flow of his semen as it dribbled liberally from my gaping wide, well fucked hole. When I looked into his face, I saw the one thing I hadn’t wanted… his undying love.

I knew what was coming, and it made me feel sad. I already had a boyfriend, and while he was somewhat of a deadbeat and might be cheating on me, I hadn’t given up on the relationship entirely.

Greg fussed around super attentively, helping me dress and slipping a business card into my clutch bag while escorting me to my car, where he got the door.

“Will I see you again, Tiffany?”

“Would you like to, Greg?”

“With all my heart.”

“I’d like that too, but I’m not ready for a relationship, okay? I have a boyfriend who permits me to behave like a hotwife. You and I can hook up again, but that doesn’t extend to me taking on a full-blown second boyfriend.”

“That’s fine, sweetie.”

“I guess we will see how things work out.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Friday 03 June - The Clifton House and our weekly staff meeting.

It’s Friday, and although the weekend is only a few hours away, I have loads more work to schedule and confirm Saturday and Sunday viewings.

I rolled over in bed and stared at my sleeping boyfriend. He looked peaceful and beautiful. I wondered how any guy with so much going for him in looks and a kind character could be so laissez-faire about his life, art, and our relationship.

Are you cheating on me, babe?

I think you are.

I’d rather you just told me. I wouldn’t mind; at least then, it wouldn’t be cheating.

His eyes opened suddenly, and I giggled, shocked but happy to see him in the conscious world. I hugged Bobby, kissed him softly on each cheek, then rolled away and slipped out of bed.

“Where are you going, Tiffany?”

“I need a shower, babe. I must start early and get everything organized for the weekend.”

“I don’t understand why you work on Saturdays.”

“Rich people work every day, Bobby. Weekend’s even more so. That’s when they get ahead of us, take in a house viewing, have lunch with clients or business contacts, and do deals.”

I’d fucked Bobby through most of the night but always with Greg’s face in my mind. Fucking an older guy at the Stevens house activated something inside me. I was surprised because my casual lover cared about my orgasm, whereas my boyfriend generally didn’t.

He rolled towards me, following as I stepped away, gripping a wrist, trying to haul me back to bed. I knew he wanted a final plunder of my pussy before I showered for work, but I didn’t want the creamy leakage of his semen oozing into my gusset all day.

There was always an easy way to dissuade Bobby from fucking me at a time like this, so I pointed at my red raw, uber fucked pussy lips.

“Tongues only, Bobby and I’ll suck your cock as well, but warnings, sweetheart… I haven’t showered yet, and we fucked a lot last night.”

“Yeah, fuck that, Tiffany. You also mentioned about having sex with someone else yesterday. Who was that?”

I sat on the bed, crossing my legs while I faced Bobby, disregarding my phone and the message I’d been typing. He looked shifty and mildly regretful of his question. The last thing he’d want is the discussion that was about to ensue if he had something to hide.

“I was upfront and told you that I fucked Greg at the Stevens house. That’s what got you so turned on last night. I think you fucked me five or six times.”

“Babe, I don’t mind cleaning up my creampie, but not another man’s.”

“Okay, and that’s why we’re not exclusive, honey.”

“I know, bu-.”

“Shh, shh, shh, babe. I don’t ask you who you’re fucking, do I?”

“I’m not fucking anyone.”

I placed my finger on his lips before Bobby said something irretrievably stupid. I was almost certain he was cheating on me, something we both said we’d never do with full disclosure to the other. His desire to fuck other girls or boys could easily be incorporated into our lives, but it felt to me like he preferred secrecy.

“We agreed I could hook up outside of you and me. You denied yourself the same enjoyment and said swinging was out of the question. Would you like to hook up outside of you and me, Bobby?”

“No, honey. I only want you.”

“Do you need me to stop fucking other guys, Bobby?”

“Nope… I don’t mind how you live, and I’m not judging, Tiff.”

We were fucked again, back in the realm where his denial would eventually kill our relationship. If he continued fucking someone that he was already seeing, it amounted to cheating, and that would be the end of us.

I leaped out of bed, grinning from ear to ear, and blew him a kiss, skipping toward the en-suite shower. On the plus side of life, our status quo was maintained, which meant we still had a chance to find love and compatibility no matter how vanishing that window of opportunity was.

“I’ll see you at Jess’s bar tonight, babe. Ciao, ciao! You should sleep in and try to finish that portrait of your sister. I’ll fetch you coffee before I leave.”

I showered quickly and shaved my legs a little too roughly, causing burn patches that needed aloe vera cream to salve the stinging. I shave my legs every morning in case I’m unexpectedly entertaining that day, preferring to be prepared rather than caught out and labeled a hairy ape.

I dabbed Chanel on my wrists, neck, and the backs of both arms and legs, sipping an energy drink to activate my brain and body. Minutes later, I felt invigorated and excitedly processed my weekend business and the deals that might be done.

I wore a slinky, knee-length, brilliant white summer dress with brave, enormous blue polka dots. My preferred four-inch red heels wouldn’t work with the colors, so I slipped on blue six-inch ones. A quick scan of my front, rear, and side views in the mirror confirmed I was acceptably dressed to meet colleagues, the boss, and clients, so I twirled around, checked for visible panty lines, and, seeing none, headed for the kitchen.

I foamed two cappuccinos, decanting mine into a thermos and delivering Bobby’s to his bedside. He slept again, so I kissed his forehead, smiled at his relaxed face, and left.

I slid into my car’s soft blue leather driver’s seat, an Audi R8, which made me a cliche, but I didn’t care. German engineering throbbing between my legs felt almost as good as the 1970s Dodge truck Dad kept for me at his ranch out of town.

My phone vibrated as I pressed the ignition button, and my V10 engine roared to life. I always check messages, even through the night, so I read my screen while the engine purred. Wealthy people buying expensive houses care little about time zone differences or agents’ sleep patterns; if they’re up, so am I.

It was Greg, and I felt thrilled that he’d messaged. The thought of having two men’s semen swimming freely through my womb was oddly satisfying, and again, my slutty tendencies were confirmed in case they were ever in doubt.

Good morning, Princess. I hope you are well. Can we meet up again soon, please?

Cool. I’m down with that, but I’m busy this weekend. What do you have in mind? Another hook-up?

It was a test to see why he wanted to meet up. If Greg failed and this was just another fuck buddy booty call ploy, I’d probably bail, at least until things concluded between Bobby and me.

Dinner perhaps? Does Monday work for you?

Okay, that sounds nice. Monday is fine.

Perfect, Tiffany, thank you. Timings, please. Can I collect you?

7:15 would be great if that’s okay, and yes, please pick me up. My boyfriend knows we fucked yesterday, and he won’t mind us meeting up again so long as we are just having some fun. Address to follow. Ciao!

I didn’t check to see if he responded and felt delighted that Greg passed my simple test, but I wouldn’t hold my breath for any miracles. Age doesn’t concern me; that’s just a number; neither do I care about wealth… I drive an Audi R8 and do well on commissions I earn.

I care about how well a guy respects me, considering how much I enjoy my sex life with them and whether I have feelings. I was convinced Bobby and I were ships passing through the night, and I felt the end of our relationship was nearing.

Fucking an artist who lives in my apartment was fun, especially when he uses the mezzanine as a studio and frequently draws me naked.

I’ll never need to buy art.

Bobby and I would never get serious unless he could have honest conversations with me about sexuality and our proclivities. I wouldn’t marry a man who wasn’t sure of his kinks because that had been the road to hell for many of my friends.

When the time for a breakup came, we’d part company as great friends, maybe with some future benefits, and he could always paint in my place. Bobby’s future was to enjoy freedom paid for by someone else. His art was good but not great, and I doubted commercial success was around the corner, but he chased his dream, and for that, I respected him enormously.

When I parked outside Bean Cafe, I felt lifted. Life was good. My pussy was well satisfied, primarily by Greg, if I’m being honest, and I had excellent prospects for weekend sales. I also felt excited about dinner on Monday at 7 p.m.

By now, you probably agree that I’m a slut, and some of you likely think I’m not a nice person, but I can’t help wanting to live my most authentic life. Love will come when it is ready, or not at all if I’m undeserving of it, but unhappiness through lies about sexual preferences creating a marriage of convenience isn’t on the cards.

I stood in line, enjoying the aromatic wafting of freshly roasted and ground coffee, passing the time of day with a fellow coffee addict. When it was my turn, the gorgeous server filled my thermos mug, and I paid. Seeing Sam always felt like an erotic experience to me, especially when she smiled suggestively before I turned and walked away.

I returned fake smiles and expressions of excitement, waving at my coworkers, who sat on a cluster of soft brown leather sofas at the far end of Bean Cafe. Their catty eyes followed me, inspecting every inch of my body as I closed in on the group, where I settled on the arm of a sofa amid girl enemies, listening to our boss.

I glanced down at my uncovered mug, smiled, turned my head, and waved at Sam, our server because mine was the only cup she had ever sprinkled a love heart on.

One day I’ll lick your pussy, my girl.

Hans stared at each chattering agent, eventually silencing everyone with a tractor-beam, businesslike stare. He looked hurried, and I guessed our meeting would be short and to the point, something the other agents seemed incapable of. We briefed in order of precedence according to sales achieved, with the most accomplished agent going first.

“Tiffany, I want you to take a shot at the Clifton residence.”

“Okay, cool. I’ll collect keys from the office, Hans.”

“I have them here for you.”

I grimaced inside while the other girls sneered jealously as he passed over the file and key envelope. I’d been our top-performing sales agent every week this year, bar one, making me a target for cynical coworkers. Hans closed them down with a look like poison. He knew my value, but they didn’t care about shifting into passive-aggressive gear, making sure sly sidelong glances conveyed their hatred for me.

“If anyone can close Clifton, Tiffany can.”

Fuck, Hans. Way to set me up to fail and paint me as the bad guy.

Our weekly washup meeting was simple for me, so Hans let me drift to a corner of the coffee bar to make calls and get on with my day. I’m a closer of deals; our owner knew it and preferred to spend his management time babysitting the pussy-doll crew, who were great openers but had a lackluster approach to getting to the money.

My office competition was all tits, ass, and creamy slits, primarily ones that Hans was lumbered with because he’d fucked them all behind his wife’s back.

You won’t be fucking me, buddy.

I was on the Clifton House sale right away, with a few prime target buyers in mind, one of whom was a favorite. I called, and she answered with her usual arrogant intonation.

“Hi, Mrs. Redford. I have a house that’s perfect for you and your husband.”

“How do you know it’s perfect, Tiffany?”

“There are six bedrooms, so there’s enough room for the grandkids, full wheelchair access for your husband, an elevator to all three floors, an indoor swimming pool, an outdoor kitchen, and-.”

“Okay, okay… I get the idea. When can we view it?”

“As soon as you’re ready.”

“One hour from now is fine. Just message me the address.”

Mrs. Redford hated me, as she did all realtors, but even sadder was that she didn’t like her sweet husband either. They were a handsome couple in the twilight of their lives, so it was hard to understand where her bitterness came from.

I’d shuttled the wealthy couple around two dozen homes in the Bay Area, none of which satisfied Mrs. Redford. I found out the same story applied to all realtors the Redfords had engaged, so I only selected houses I was confident about for them to view.

Throughout our year-long relationship, I’d established a friendship with Mr. Redford, a genuinely awesome guy.

Jack Redford lost both his legs below his knees in the Bosnian War, taking mortar fire from an elevated position in the mountains while rescuing his men. After recovering from injury, he made a massive success of his life as an author, something his wife seemed not to notice aside from enjoying spending their money.

I went to the Clifton place to spruce things up before the viewing. A quick vacuum while my homely aroma croissant package expanded in the oven was simple enough. I rather liked the older, art-deco-style house, which was on the market for three million two hundred thousand dollars. Most buyers in that price range wanted ultra-modern, so the white gables out front, parquet wooden flooring inside, and wisteria forest clinging to red bricks out back hadn’t appealed to anyone yet.

Jack loved it right away. His eyes lit up as soon as their chauffeur wheeled him along the cobbled driveway from their car. He grinned and waved at me, and I saw a cute twinkle in his eye, suggesting he was pleased to see me.

His wife was anything but pleasant. She approached me like a baited bear, with a contorted face that seemed permanently painted on her rotund head.

“Is this it?”

“Hello, Mrs Redford, how are you? Hi Jack.”

Mrs. Redford groaned, accepting my outstretched hand with a lettuce-like limp shake before sauntering hurriedly past me, ignoring her husband. I strolled down to Jack, shaking his hand heartily. He was a real gentleman and a handsome one at that. He was in his mid to late sixties and had plenty of life to enjoy.

I offered to help push him the last few meters of the driveway to a wheelchair ramp, but he politely declined, quickly spinning the oversized wheel rails with powerful arms.

“I read your book, Jack.”

“Oh, that’s great. Which one, Tiffany?”

“Carla in Venice - I love her. She’s such a great person, and I love the food descriptions.”

“I enjoy building wholesome characters who do nice things. I also always have a happy ending in mind, but don’t tell anyone because readers won’t feel any tension if they know everything turns out well.”

While we lingered outside and Jack took in the ambiance of the house and front garden, Mrs. Redpath was already inside, pacing around and shouting orders for the chauffeur, who followed her around like a poodle. Jack slanted a hand to the side of his mouth and leaned closer to me, whispering.

“My driver is fucking her, but I’m not supposed to know.”

“Oh. I’m sorry.”

“I’m not sorry at all. He’s welcome to her. Not fucking that nasty crone is one of the few advantages of being in this wheelchair.”

I shook my head and rocked with laughter while taking the handles of Jack’s chair and flicking off the brakes to help him up an unreasonably steep ramp into the house.

“Take me to my writing study, Tiffany. I know you wouldn’t call us unless there is a beautiful one.”

“There is Jack, and you’ll love it.”

I wheeled the great author into his private elevator and pressed a button, sending us to the top floor. The writer’s study was a huge selling point to the right person, and I’d already had the house in mind for Jack purely because of it. I couldn’t disrupt anyone else’s deal while I wasn’t the handling agent, and there was no way I would have handed over my client to one of the other asshats, so I waited until Hans gave me a shot.

“You can only access the writing study using this elevator, Jack. Safety sensors kick in if the top door is slightly ajar and the elevator shuts down. Nobody can disturb you.”

“Oh, that’s good to know, my dear.”

I placed my hand on his shoulder, and he stroked it gently. I felt sad that Jack’s wife didn’t appreciate the mountain of a man she’d married. He would have been considered a catch in his day, actually, on every day, even now, but his wife couldn’t see the immense man beyond his injuries.

Our elevator stopped inside the gabled roof, and I wheeled Jack into a spacious, light, modern office complex. The Clifton’s had converted the entire loft floor into a reading and office apartment. Three sides facing the gardens were constructed of glass walls from the floor to an angled roof with fantastic views of an enormous forest beyond the property boundary.

It took Jack’s breath away and mine, even though I had seen it before.

“It has a bedroom and bathroom up here, too, Jack, so you could almost live in your writer’s paradise.”

“I might do that and let the chauffeur move into the master suite. If it keeps her happy and off my back, they can fuck all day long for all I care. I’m buying this house for sure.”

Jack was still gawking out of the window when I knelt before him.

“What are you doing, Tiffany?”

“I’m going to suck your cock, Jack.”

“Whoa, my dear. You don’t need to do that. I’ll buy the place without you encouraging me with sexual favors.”

“I’m not doing it for that reason, Jack. I don’t care whether you buy the house or not. This is day one of my responsibility as its agent, so I’m not pressured to achieve a sale.”

“I will buy it for sure, Tiffany.”

“And I want to suck your cock, Jack.”

“Why?”

“Because I like you and want to have fun with you. If you’d like, we can fuck sometime soon as well. You’ll show me the best position for you to fuck my pussy, and we’ll have a great time.”

“Are you sure?”

“Aren’t you?”

“Oh wow, how I have dreamed of this, Tiffany.”

He fell silent and stared out of the window. I’d already closed the sale, but for reasons I can’t fully explain, I wanted Jack’s cock in my mouth and to swallow his seed. I didn’t see an older man in a wheelchair. All I saw was a gorgeous, talented man who fought for his country and married an asshole.

I slid his trousers off, letting him grip my shoulders to help raise him. With his underwear down and off, I enjoyed watching a lovely six-inch circumcised cock rise stiffly to the occasion.

“Are you sure about this, Tiffany? I’ll buy the house because I love it and for no other reason.”

“I know that. Do you mind being quiet, please? I want to enjoy sucking your cock.”

He rested a hand gently on my head after I bound my long, blonde hair into a ponytail with an elastic I always carried around my wrist for the purpose. I grinned naughtily at Jack, bit my bottom lip, then gripped his solid, veiny cock and stroked its entire length from cut glans into his pubic bush while gazing into his eyes.

The musky hit of his pre-cum smelled hedonistic and fired my slutty girl up wildly. That was nothing compared with the salty, almost meaty flavor of his glans when I licked, then sucked a thin veneer covering his bulbous cock head.

He moaned, touching my head gently, rifling his fingers through my ponytail where other guys might use it to tug and force me down harder onto their cocks.

I sank my lips down his shaft, taking Jack until he was balls deep into my throat, where I squeezed, gagging gently, milking him with powerful, practiced neck muscles. His body twitched, and my lover groaned while I moaned like a village girl servicing her Babylonian king.

I smiled inwardly when my lips rasped against his pubic bush. I pulled back an inch, making space to wank Jack’s shaft using my fingers, lips, and throat. My tonsils reeled when tickled by his glans, and I gagged delightfully, enjoying the precarious nature of my windpipe being blocked and crammed full of his cock.

I deep-throated Jack for half a dozen strokes before coming up for air. His hands gripped my head, and he smiled lovingly without forcing me on him. He wanted to feel me working with him for mutual pleasure rather than either of us being in control.

I wanked his veiny, throbbing shaft gently, using my saliva to lubricate his solid glans and the stiff cock that trembled gently in my hand. When I cupped his circumcised head in a palm, rotating, massaging, and squeezing it tightly, Jack grunted, furrowed his brow, and made a delightful choking sound, confirming I gave excellent head.

“Does that feel nice, Jack?”

“You have no idea, Tiffany.”

“Shall we empty your seed soon?”

“Do you swallow?”

“Try stopping me.”

I grinned lasciviously, and he chuckled, gasping when I clenched my lips tightly around his shaft, licking the bloated, salty glans as though it were an ice cream cone. When I stripped away all flavor, my head bobbed up and down on Jack’s cock, sucking it hard.

I slathered saliva all over his shaft, spreading it evenly with a flattened tongue, to which tendrils of pre-cum were glued, dangling across the gap between my lips and his glistening cock head. While catching my breath, I fisted the base of Jack’s stiff cock with a short, sharp, rotating motion.

When I flattened my tongue, smiled lasciviously at him, and licked his bulging urethra up and down from the banjo string to his wrinkled sacks, his eyes lit up, and I knew Jack was ready to coat my tonsils with his sticky cream.

I eyeballed him when covering his glans around the rim of a beautiful circumcision with my lips, licking the underside of his cock while sucking the tiny slit that would soon feed me. I hummed softly into his shaft, adding a light vibration to the lips, tongue, and hand actions that were sending him wild.

When he shot his load, spraying the back of my throat, Jack screamed at the top of his lungs, waving his hands in the air while wriggling uncontrollably in his wheelchair. I felt happy but disgustingly slutty and wanted his cum to drown my tonsils, preferably choking me so I could snort out of my nose like a cum dragon. 

I milked his cock hard, enjoying the first twitch of his vinegar stroke when rope after rope of hot, salty war hero seed filled my mouth, and I swilled, savoring it before swallowing, then greedily sucking and wanking him for more.

His cock jerked wildly, splashing more cum than I’d sucked from any in years. I knew he was no different from other guys, but it felt like Jack filled my mouth far more enthusiastically. I sat back on my legs and stared at my lover’s face while wanking his cock, enjoying a sleazy expression laced with awe that he shot me when I opened my mouth wide.

I slid out a cream-coated tongue and showed him a teaspoon of his semen bubbling before I swallowed every drop, giggling outrageously.

“Oh god. Please stop, Tiffany. Thank you, sweetie, my prostate is empty.”

“I know, and you're welcome.”

I gripped and cleaned his cock lovingly, licking, sucking, and swallowing every drop of his cum and my saliva until he was almost dry. I finished cleaning him using a moist wipe tissue before helping Jack slip on his underwear and the pants we’d discarded.

When he was comfortable, I stood up, leaned down, and kissed him lovingly as though he were my boyfriend. He didn’t mind the taste of his cum, a big plus point in any man for me.

I suddenly had an overwhelming urge to be around Jack, and I felt it ironic that I preferred my new lover to Greg and Bobby. I sat on a couch, holding his hand.

“Tiffany, can I use your phone, please?”

“Of course.”

I handed him my cell phone, got up, and strolled to a window, enjoying its view while contemplating my feelings. I hadn’t sucked Jack’s cock out of pity or due to his nightmare wife. I was drawn to him and compelled to kneel before a warrior who still had plenty of life and love to give.

I guess Mrs Redpath kept Jack away from the phone, and he was getting hold of some friends, wanting to catch up. I mused about my life choices and came to a decision, wanting to discuss that with him right away.

I turned around and saw he’d finished a call.

“Jack?”

“Yes, sweetheart?”

“Could I visit you occasionally and read up here while you write, please?”

“I’d love that, Tiffany.”

“Can we fuck as well, please, Jack?”

“If you’d like, but please don’t feel obliged.”

“I never fuck anyone unless I want to.”

“Okay… well, come here visiting anytime, and you can even sleep over. Here’s your phone back.”

I took my phone and looked quizzically at him, confused by his beaming smile.

“My lawyers are duly instructed, so we’ll be in escrow with your office within a few hours.”

“I’m glad you like it here, Jack.”

“I love it, Tiffany. You know me better than my wife does. Speaking of which, I’d better tell Mrs. Redpath we’re buying this house, regardless of what she thinks.”

Jack wheeled himself to the elevator, smiling back at me when he noticed its door was kept ajar. I’d done it, and he knew right away, so I smiled naughtily and raised an eyebrow before returning to the window, enjoying its view one last time until next week.

“I’ll be needing my own damn phone as well. I’ll tell the nasty old bat that, too.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

4th June 2022 - Mansion for a kid.

My Dad was late, and that was unlike him. As I watched others preparing their market stalls, I was suddenly hit by his uncharacteristic absence, knowing it would be permanent someday. My phone remained silent, with a blank screen and no messages.

I couldn’t call my father because he had no cell phone, labeling them a scourge.

I’ll call Mom instead.

“Hi, Tiffany.”

“Mom, where’s Dad? I’m worried because he hasn’t arrived.”

“He had a flat tire this morning. I guess he’s running half an hour or so late. Sorry baby girl, I should have called to let you know.”

“But he’s okay, right?”

“You know how Dad is; he’s probably stopped on the way to help some old lady cross the road, making him even later.”

I slid my phone safely into a handbag, smiling at the irony of a staunch military man being late. Mom was right, though, and I felt comforted. My Dad had a heart of gold for anyone in need of help. I leaned back against our market stall table, feeling relieved.

The only thing that bothered me was when something in my family went wrong.

Setting up our charity market stall on Saturdays had been our daddy/daughter thing since my teenage years. In their spare time, my parents crafted handmade greeting cards, some so beautiful that we had regular customers drive for miles, even past three shopping malls, to visit us.

Midway through checking over stock and our cash float, I noticed the curmudgeonly middle-aged lady who ran the market eying me up. I grinned broadly, and she scowled, so I laughed. Once Dex and my eyes met, our time-honored game began, and she meandered through the crowd, making a beeline for me.

I smiled again, inwardly this time, while preparing for our mental chess game.

Dex was fun and engaging in a robust, decent way, but others didn’t agree with my kind assessment. When a woman is cranky, guys usually scatter more than when one of theirs acts grumpy.

“Don’t you tire of helping out here, Tiffany?”

“Nope. Spending time with my Dad is never wasted, and besides, this shitty market is my penance for being naughty.”

“I’ll forgive the sassy line if you tell me in great detail how naughty you’ve been, please? It might bring jaded memories flooding back.”

Her eyes sparkled because Dex was getting her fix of healthy banter. Many people didn’t get her, scurrying away from an exchange, often feeling angered or offended, but I saw the natural, decent woman hidden deep down. She just wanted to have some fun.

I’d seen old photos Mom and Dad kept in a tin box and knew Dex was an incredible beauty in her youth; now seventy years old and widowed, she could still turn the heads of men twenty years her junior.

“You know not to ask about my transgressions, Dex. You were shocked last time I described a typical day.”

“I know better, it’s true, but I’ll always push because I like getting up in everyone else’s business. It’s all grist to the sarcasm mill, you see.”

“Come on, Dex; you only pretend to be mean-hearted. I’ve seen you giving kids free lollipops at your stall and pretending to forget about collecting dues from stallholders who you know are struggling.”

“I’ll thank you for maintaining our status quo, Tiffany. If people around here think I have a heart, this shitty market will collapse. Anyway, I’m considering putting up the rates for stalls owned by sassy bitches, Tiff, so beware.”

“Nah, you won’t do that because I’d be forced to give two-dollar hand jobs out back to cover additional charges. Think of the mess, Dex.”

She eyed me with a tiny upward curl on either side of her pursed lips, desperately hiding her joy at our exchange. Dex loved our moment, but she’d leave soon, and the same torment of another vendor yards away would elicit an entirely different response.

“Ahh, two-dollar blowjobs, those were the days, Tiffany.”

“I said hand jobs, Dex.”

“I didn’t.”

She held out a hand, grinning, and collected our ten bucks for the fixed limit of six hours of selling time a city ordnance permitted at the craft market. Dex had taken over the oldest bric-a-brac market in the State after her Mom died twenty years ago. She continued working as a nurse past her retirement age, and I was sure that running the market was a labor of love.

All profits from our sales went to a local hospital kids' ward. Hence, Dad insisted this was a far better penance for sins committed through the week than a priest’s forgiveness. He turned up an hour late. We hugged, and I felt happy to be in his company again.

I pointed at his 1970s Ford Mustang, which needed a trip to the repair shop.

“You broke down, right?”

“My car had a flat tire, is all.”

“Yeah, that was at home. You broke down again since.”

“Only a little bit, but please don’t tell Mom because she’ll go on at me to buy a new car.”

“You can borrow my truck anytime, Dad. You keep it in showroom condition after all.”

“Gramps wanted you to have that. Now… let’s not quarrel… tell me, how many sales have we had so far today, and what were you up to this week?”

“We’ve taken over a hundred bucks already, and I’ve had a great week. Three sale closures and one more possible today.”

“And Bobby? How is he?”

“We’re friends, Dad, that’s enough.”

“With benefits, right?”

“Don’t judge me, please. I’m here doing my penance for living in an age when dating is more difficult than ever.”

He wanted what was best for his only child. I got that, but Dad couldn’t understand how I was already in a great place and enjoying my life while not being hitched to a single wagon.

We had a mad rush of buyers for the last three hours of market time, mostly birthdays but some wedding anniversaries as well. There wasn’t much time to chat, which made me feel gloomy. My parents were the rock that gave me confidence as a kid to be who I am now. If they knew the truth about my promiscuity, both would be horrified.

While I packed our stall away, Dad added up our success.

“We had a record day, Tiff.”

“How much?”

“Eight hundred and twenty-five bucks plus change to the hospital.”

“That’s brilliant. Sorry, Dad, but I must leave now for a work commitment. See you next week?”

“Yeah. I love you, Tiffany.”

“I love you too, Daddy.”

He looked sad, and although we always had a gloomy farewell, Dad seemed especially upset this time. I would have loved to enjoy a coffee with him at nearby Bean Cafe, but I had to move on to close a deal at the Kid’s mansion.

We hugged and kissed, and I teared up because he was my only real mentor in life, and I missed being around him. After we loaded up his car, I waved when he drove away, standing lonely until he turned a corner before I strolled to the parking lot.

When I slammed the accelerator flat to the floor, my Audi R8 responded by tearing up the road, ripping a smile back onto my face. I slipped on a pair of Gucci sunglasses to protect my eyes and headed for the outskirts of town towards Millionaires Mountain.

As I carved through steep uphill S Bends on approach, exceeding the speed limit, I felt myself closing in on my target sale even while Hans corrected me on semantics. I had his call on the Bluetooth speaker, and I could sense tension in his voice.

“It’s called the Roger’s house, Tiffany.”

“Yeah, but everyone calls it the Kid’s Mansion, Hans. You gotta go with the marketing that works, and since I’m running the sale, I’ll follow my instincts.”

There was a pause. Hans’ was concerned that the house was tainted, and using the term Kid’s Mansion brought that tragedy to the fore, but I knew what I was doing, particularly with the buyer I had lined up.

“If you sell this house, I’ll make it worth your while, Tiffany.”

“Just not in the way you do for the pussy-dolls, okay?”

“You’re a sassy bitch.”

“You’re cheating on your wife, Hans. Let’s not judge because you’re allowing your dick to sway how you run the company. Someone far more capable than you already tried to correct me today.”

I disconnected the call, feeling irritated. Hans was a control freak, and I wasn’t interested in playing games. One of the other agents was whispering in his ear about me, trying to drive a wedge, and he was too besotted with their pussy to realize.

I keep it simple: buyers come, sellers are invited, I sweeten the pot using my character… maybe my looks as well… sometimes, and a sale is closed.

The Kid’s Mansion was created from a plot of land on Millionaires Mountain overlooking the bay area. It was an entire one-acre site with a massive, modern home perched amid immense views. The house originally came about by chance when four vendors with adjacent properties sold simultaneously.

The Kid bought all four plots of land and built his dream home. Now, it was for sale, but a dark cloud sat above the place nobody seemed in a hurry to buy.

I arrived early, and so did my buyer. He stood in the middle of the road, staring at the house secured behind massive steel gates. All six feet tall of gorgeous Michael Simmons was dripping in Cartier as he stood beside an orange McLaren 720S, wearing beautiful blue leather brogues.

He opened my car door politely and loaned me his hand, helping me exit. His manners were impeccable and something that endeared me to a guy immediately. I opened my blue leather portfolio file, leafed through a few details, and we chatted while I activated the rolling steel gates using the vendor’s remote control.

“The Kid was seventeen when he purchased the land and built this place, Michael.”

“He was a tech genius.”

“So they say. It’s called the Kid’s Mansion because-.”

“He was considered a Kid because of his age. He filled his home with the most advanced tech and infotainment, making it a gamer’s nirvana. We were the same age when he went off its roof two years ago.”

“You’re twenty-three now, right?”

“Yeah.”

Michael strolled around the accommodation inside, and I followed discreetly, allowing him to soak up the place again. I felt something emotionally awry with him, and the factors surrounding the house were close to his heart.

As he stared out of the panorama windows, I sidled up next to him.

“This is the third time we’ve been here for a viewing, Michael. Why don’t you tell me what’s bothering you?”

“What do you mean, Tiffany?”

“You have the money to close a purchase today. We always get up here, and you stare out the windows for up to an hour, and then we leave.”

“It’s a beautiful view from up here, Tiffany.”

“Yes, it is. It’s a twenty-million-dollar beautiful view, honey. I feel there is something you aren’t saying.”

“Do you think I’m holding out on you?”

“Definitely, but I don’t think it concerns this house. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

The Kid’s Mansion was the most stunning property on Hans’ portfolio, but people couldn’t get past the young man’s suicide. There were signs that it was coming from many eccentric interviews given on TV, outrageous product launches, and a champagne and drugs lifestyle that would shame a 70s Rock N Rolla.

Michael looked gloomy, so I held his hands, swaying seductively and smiling encouragingly like a sympathetic girlfriend. I wanted him to see himself married, with kids enjoying the home. It was a little manipulative, but sometimes you must work with what you have.

“Tell me what’s wrong, honey?”

“The Kid was my friend, Tiffany.”

“Yeah, I know. You guys went to high school together.”

“How did you know?”

“I do my research, honey.”

“Nobody knows about me and Billy.”

“It’s my job to know everything about my buyers and sellers. Selling a house is all about psychology, honey.”

He released my hands and walked the length of the living room panoramic windows. I noticed a pronounced relief in his expression while he absorbed the view, considering what to say next.

Michael’s phone buzzed. He viewed a message and responded with thumbs that flashed across the screen faster than I could manage. The tech genius friend of a dead tech genius Kid was a multi-millionaire investor in social media at just twenty-three years old.

He turned to me and grinned, sliding his phone into a back pocket.

“Do you know me, Tiffany? Can you see through me?”

“I know you drink and take drugs to excess like Billy did. You also fuck all the wrong girls, and that makes you increasingly unhappy.”

“Most guys crave that lifestyle.”

“But not you, Michael. And Billy didn’t either. That’s why he died.”

“No. The lifestyle doesn’t suit me, and it never was Billy’s authentic self.”

My phone buzzed, and I nodded at Michael because I didn’t want to seem rude by taking messages.

“Please go ahead and take it.”

Well done, Tiffany, we’re in escrow on the Kid’s mansion. You knocked it out of the park again.

I stared at my screen in disbelief, then glanced at Michael, who was grinning broadly.

“You bought this house?”

“I had everything prepared through the week and only sent the message to execute our deal and close a few minutes ago. You prompted me, Tiffany. I can see myself here, with a wife and kids growing old. But that was your plan all along.”

“Why meet today then, hun?”

“I wanted to see you, Tiffany.”

“Oh.”

“I need some particular help. Your help. I hope we can be friends and that I can trust your discretion.”

“Why me?”

“I’m struggling with myself. I mean, this version of me. I know how you live and-.”

“What do you mean - how I live, honey?”

I shot him a dangerous look, thinking that some morality speech was coming my way. I knew instinctively Michael had checked me out, and given the money he had, that could mean he knew about Bobby, Greg, and other lovers in my recent history.

“I meant no offense, Tiffany.”

“Then you’d better explain yourself quickly.”

“You have a life plan and are honest with everyone around you about that. I envy you. I can’t find my way through a dense emotional forest to define myself because of how people expect me to behave. Around you, I’m happy and feel more content.”

“Oh shit Michael. Did you catch feelings for me?”

“No, but your strength and confidence are what I want in my life, just because… well, I prefer a more dominant female package.”

“Ahh… I see.”

“I think you understand what’s wrong with me.”

“Yes, I do now.”

“Tell me out loud, please. I need to shed this load.”

“You’re a submissive guy pretending to be dominant. You’re far from weak. Quite the opposite actually, but you crave kinks you don’t want to discuss with anyone and want a woman to dominate you lovingly.”

“Yes. You got it.”

I stepped closer to him, noting the usual signs of male arousal in an elevated blood flow to his scarlet speckled cheeks, wide, watery eyes, and a sheen on his brow, a sign Michael felt warm. My pussy lips engorged, and a familiar dampness oozed gently into my panty gusset, feeling soft like gossamer strands floating in the morning breeze.

His nostrils twitched, a sign my pheromones drew him into a seduction. My pussy added a faint allure to that chemistry because my body signaled that I wanted to fuck Michael bad.

“Would you like to strip off your clothes right now, Michael?”

“How did you know about my character?”

“Your submissive tendency is embedded in your language, reflected in your desire to please, extraordinary politeness, and the expression of kindness and love you always wear.”

“Am I so easily seen through, Tiffany?”

“For a woman, yes, but don’t forget, we are much better at reading these signs than men because evolution enhanced our ability to understand when danger approached. Men are more able to defend themselves than we are.”

“So you knew I was submissive already before I mentioned it?”

“Yes, sweetheart and other women will know that, too. They might be inclined to take advantage if you allow them to.”

“They already try, Tiffany, which makes dating a nightmare for me.”

“You want me to take charge. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

“But you don’t want a relationship with me?”

“No, I don’t, Tiffany. That said, after anything that happens now, I’d like us to be friends.”

“I’d like that as well, but right now, I want you to fuck me, and after that, I’m sure I can help.”

I circled him like an eagle examining her prey. Michael needed a stronger woman to take him in hand and support him through life so he could continue being the genius he was. I reached for my phone, scrolled to a contact, typed her a message, and then hit send.

When my phone vibrated, I checked the response.

On my way!

I grinned at Michael, pleased my solution to his problem was underway. Now, it was time to have some fun.

“Can you help me, Tiffany?”

“I can relieve your torment right now, but I’d prefer to bring in a friend for a longer-term solution.”

“Who? Why?”

“Her name is Chastity, and she’s an irresistibly beautiful dominatrix. She’s loving and kind and enjoys fixing guys like you.”

“How long will that take?”

“I have no idea, babe. She’ll make you give up the drugs, drink, and girls, though. Also, Chastity won’t fuck you unless she falls in love, and that won’t be for any extra charge.”

“Call her now, please, Tiffany.”

“I message fast, too, honey. She’ll be here in a couple of hours.”

“What should I do?”

“Anything Chastity tells you.”

“And now?”

“Undress, like I told you, and do it fast.”

“And then what?”

“Stop asking questions, Michael, and be a good boy because I really love your emotional availability and want to reward it by milking your cock.”

His tension lifted, and I saw a relaxed demeanor in his face and body language. Michael had no idea what I had in mind for him. My buyer needed a girlfriend he could trust to love without coercing him. I wasn’t suitable, preferring more self-assured men, regardless of whether they were rich or poor.

I stood before the panoramic windows, taking in a view he loved. I gripped his fingers in mine, squeezing gently. When I stepped aside, I gasped, and my womb tickled because the man was cast from titanium. His ripped muscles went far beyond any I’d seen, and I imagined Michael’s body fat to be less than five percent.

“You have an incredible body.”

“Thank you, Tiffany. I work out a lot and keep myself healthy… well… except for the cocaine.”

“Michael, you have an hour or so to work some magic on my pussy with your tongue. If you aren’t kneeling between my legs in two, maybe three minutes, there’ll be trouble.”

Fuck! Did I say that?

I took Michael’s hands, pulling him towards me while backing myself into the panoramic windows. He kissed me, desperately at first, then more softly, until love transferred from his soft lips to mine, and our tongues entwined electrifyingly. His body moved closer, and I felt the tip of a very erect cock press into my lower abdomen.

My body tingled because, even though I felt no love, Michael was a god among men, and his submissive side appealed to me sexually. I slipped my palm down into his crotch and rubbed his cock, taking in its curved shape that was trapped underneath two layers of fabric.

“You have a lovely cock.”

“Can I lick your pussy, please, Tiffany?”

“Do you like giving a girl some head, baby?”

“It’s my favorite thing.”

“Then, you have about thirty seconds left to kneel, so please be my guest.”

His kiss grew more desperate because I had reached a part of Michael’s sexuality that he needed to explore. His tongue searched for mine while clawing fingers grabbed my ass cheeks, and he lifted my pussy gently onto his cock, pressing my swollen, damp lips wide apart through the lace fabric of my panties.

He moaned man-whorishly, planted soft kisses on my neck, and pulled at my blouse, unbuttoning it until he could unclip my bra and suckle hard on my solid red nipples as though something inside might flow and succor him. I arched my back, feeding Michael one nipple, then the other, while grinding my lace-covered, moist pussy into his rock-hard cock.

His fingers dug sharply into my ass, deliciously scraping my itchy French panty lace while raking soft, sensitive skin underneath. Michael prised my ass cheeks wide apart, and I groaned in his ear, licking the inside with a tongue, messaging to my lover that I was desperate to be licked, then fucked.

“Do you like eating shaven pussy, Michael?”

“Oh god… yes, please.”

“I shaved my tight pussy this morning just in case you wanted to enjoy it.”

“I need to lick you out, Tiffany.”

“We’d better get started because when Chastity arrives here, she’ll want to spank you by way of an orientation.”

“Can’t you do it now, please?”

“No, babe. Chastity is far more experienced with these things, and you need that. I don’t want to hurt you, so get on both knees and pray at my creamy altar like a good boy. It will help access your submissive side. Symbolism, fantasy, and ritual are important in BDSM.”

“Can I fuck you Tiffany?”

“Oh yes… fucking definitely, now kneel first, please, and show me what a good boy you can be.”

I pushed Micheal’s head downwards, forcing him gently to his knees while unzipping my Holland Cooper Glen Green Highland plaid pencil skirt at the back and sliding it gently down. I shrugged off a matching blazer-style jacket and set it, with my handbag, on a nearby occasional table, placing my phone on top.

Michael slid both thumbs into my elasticated waistband and quickly peeled off my baby blue French lace panties, handing them to me while grinning. I saw a coating of my shame layered like honey in the gusset, so I peeled the fabric until the tawdry treasure was fully exposed and offered it to my lover.

When Michael licked the smooth gusset fabric, his eyes lit up, and I knew for sure that cunnilingus was his thing. When his tongue became too enthusiastic, I discarded the soiled underwear, and he lifted both legs until my thighs rested on his shoulders while my ass cheeks squashed the panorama windows behind.

“Is that comfortable, Tiffany?”

“Yes, sweetheart. You should try to please me now. I’m very turned on.”

“I can smell you and see the cream seeping out of your tight slit.”

“You did that to me, baby. Your submissive side appeals so much.”

“People from miles around can see your ass cheeks pressed up against the window.”

“You’d better start licking then, or Chastity will thrash you much more for not having properly serviced me.”

I love good, patient cunnilingus, and Michael was such a gentleman as he went about servicing me. While his tongue plowed inside my pink hole and then up and down the sticky slit loaded with creamy hormones, I was reminded of his good behavior.

His opening my car door,  allowing me always to pass through doors ahead, and delightful, submissive politeness when I wanted to answer a message all meant he needed to please me, and I would let him.

Micheal stopped licking my cunt and gently prised my swollen pink clitoris out of her protective hood using his thumbs. His nostrils flared wide, and a tiny growl escaped the back of his throat when my lover breathed deeply with his lips inches from my leaking pussy and a throbbing hard pearl.

I felt his heavy, warm breath sucking off my tawdry essence from glistening pussy lips that trembled for his tongue. When he flicked the tip of my solid clitoris with a soft tongue, it felt like Picasso was brushing the finishing touches to his latest masterpiece.

I shuddered, enjoying the first leap up on my climax ladder. I moaned lasciviously, trembling in every muscle, stretching my ligaments as I forced my cunt into his mouth while gripping Michael’s thick hair in powerful fingers, enjoying my dominion over him.

His lips clenched my swollen clitoris, and he sucked like a baby on its mother’s nipple, making the same desperate, rhythmic and grateful gulping sound. I glanced down and saw dimples deepen in both Michael’s cheeks, a sign he was sucking me hard. My body exploded, and I orgasmed, enjoying how he instinctively knew it was coming, quickly moving his lips to suck out my unicorn pee.

While in the throes of a heady orgasm, I reached for my phone, which buzzed like crazy. I gasped for breath, and my head thrashed around so hard with joy that I couldn’t read the message easily.

It was Bobby, and I read his message while another man clenched his lips around the base of my clitoris, squeezing and sucking while brushing my clit with a feather-like touch.

Where are you, Tiffany?

Getting fucked right now… sorry babe.

Enjoy!

I tossed my phone aside, feeling guilt and shame while overwhelmed by desire. Michael spread my swollen labia wide open using fingers from both hands, and I felt the heat of his breath varnish my exposed, raw skin. I thought for a moment about the other men I’d sucked and fucked through the week, feeling like a change in my lifestyle might be due… but then again, perhaps not.

When Michael’s tongue salved my guilt, licking my slit as I descended from cum mountain. I pulled him off me.

“Clean me, baby.”

His submissive tongue plowed my creamy furrow, collecting the pussy hormonal nectar I yielded. He savored my essence, swilling it around inside his mouth while staring at me before I nodded consent for Michael to swallow.

“It’s time to fuck my pussy hole, baby.”

I took his hand and led my lover to the master bedroom suite. There would be consequences with Bobby, even I knew that because we couldn’t go on like this. I was out of control, fucking any guy I took a liking for, and my supposed boyfriend didn’t care because he was cheating on me for sure.

I sat Michael on the bed, stared deeply into his eyes, and straddled his lap, enjoying peeling back the heavy, wrinkled foreskin of his average-sized cock. He was stiff and of a perfect size for me to fuck him comfortably after I’d been plowed so many times already through the week.

I gripped his cock, pointing it at my throbbing hole, staring down, enjoying the tiny teardrops of pre-cum love seeping from his tight slit drenching the head of a perfectly helmet-shaped glans. The coating atop his cock head glistened like translucent varnish. I squatted and draped my swollen pussy lips over the top of his glans like fleshy curtains, easing his cock between them until he broke the seal on my sphincter and slid deep inside my quivering hole.

I stared at him as a mother might when her child uttered their first word, wanting to lift Michael’s soul and prepare him for a beautiful new girlfriend experience.

As I ground my clitoris into his pubic bush, I saw the treasure of a great man who was excellent husband and father material. At that moment, I knew Michael wasn’t bad enough for me, but fucking him felt incredibly empowering.

I rode him hard, rocking back and forth, taking his cock deeper inside me, enjoying clenching my pussy against a lovely stiff shaft while he sucked my nipples, chewing harder before I orgasmed over and over, shuddering uncontrollably in his loving arms.

“Can I cum inside you, Tiffany?”

“If you’ll clean any mess up… yes. If not, you’ll cum over my stomach.”

“I’d love to clean you up after we fuck.”

My contorted face revealed the sleazy slut deep inside me, and Michael enjoyed that, lifting his hips while gripping my ass cheeks, helping me slide my creamy wet cunt up and down his shaft. I used his shoulders to push myself off his cock, then took it deep inside me, descending that delightful shaft slowly.

When his ocean of semen filled my fuck hole, I whimpered, then screamed, enjoying an overwhelming orgasm built on his tenderness, strength, and beautifully sized cock.

When my head slumped onto his chest, a door slammed closed behind me. I turned my head and saw Chastity wearing a long black leather trench coat that was open, revealing full leg fuck me boots. Michael peeked around me, and I saw a broad smile of approval in his expression and glinting eyes.

“You got started without me, Tiffany?”

“I’m just preparing him, Chastity.”

“Has he cum inside you?”

“Yes, just seconds before you arrived. I can feel the heat and squidgyness.”

“Is his cock still twitching?”

“Yes… I love it!”

“He must clean you up, honey. Have you guys discussed how to do that yet?”

“We did, and Michael agreed to clean up his mess.”

“Okay… why don’t you stand up then? Michael can slide onto the floor, and you should queen him while I examine and instruct.”

I did as Chastity said, holding back a ton of semen until Michael lay on the floor in position. I carefully aimed my pussy hole onto his mouth as I squatted down into a seated position, making sure errant dribbles I couldn’t hold back arrived safely on his flattened tongue that poked out like a labrador eyeing a bone.

Michael sucked my cum drenched labia into his mouth, nibbling the swollen fleshy petals while tonguing around them, taking whatever sweet, tangy ambrosia he could, eliciting a pre-orgasmic flutter deep inside my womb that I was sure he felt on his tongue.

Chastity knelt beside Michael while he perfectly sucked my clitoris until it bulged out of the skin pouch protecting it.

“Hi Michael, don’t speak with your mouth full of pussy, okay. I’d like you to finish Tiffany off now. If you didn’t already know, she’s a squirter.”

“He found out already, babes.”

“He already licked you?”

“Yah… sorry.”

“That’s good, Tiffany. Michael will be wholly satisfied and very complaint once you guys are through, and I’ll use his post-orgasmic feeling of well-being and enhanced intimacy to set out our ground rules.”

I rode Michael’s face hard, grinding my throbbing, cum leaking hole into his mouth while enjoying how his nose pressed hard against my aching clitoris. Chastity lay down beside him with her face inches away from Michael’s

“I won’t tolerate any mess on this lovely wooden floor. Nod, if you understand?”

I felt him nod, and with that, he sucked me harder, flicking my sticky, pink pearl with the tip of his tongue. Michael had a technique far beyond his age, and I enjoyed the alternating flicking, rolling around my clit base, then a slow dragging of his tongue from side to side as he massaged my pink pearl to a rising, shuddering climax.

He held me slightly aloft, cupping my cheeks with both hands, prising my cunt gently open with fingers and thumbs, popping my bean to get the best access for him. I sluiced more of his and my cum into his mouth, unable to hold it back because of how well and wide Michael opened me.

I moaned loudly, partly to expel my sexual energy but mostly so Michael would know what an incredible job he was doing cleaning my slutty, cum filled cream bun.

When I orgasmed, it became a rolling, turbo-charged leap across a chasm. I exploded, squirted more unicorn pee as Chastity said I would, and, to his credit, Michael puckered his lips, sealed his mouth around my pee hole, then sucked and swallowed hard, just as he had the first time around.

Chastity sniffed the wooden floor, pointing to a few wet spots.

“You’ve spilled a few drops on the floor, sweetie, but I’m impressed at how well you’ve behaved for the first time. I’ll need you to lick those sleazy patches up before I thrash you, though.”

Michael released me gently to the floor, and I stepped away while Chastity moved in. She stood next to her newest sub, gently rifling his hair with her fingers.

“I’m told you’re a polite boy, Michael.”

“I hope so.”

“We need to get you off those horrible drugs first, then the alcohol. After we break the back of your addiction, I’ll take you to my group meetings.”

“You have had this same problem?”

“Of course, and I want you to know it’s nothing to be ashamed or afraid of. I had help getting myself clean, and now you do, too.”

“Thank you.”

“While I’m here, you’ll refer to me as Mistress. I respect my subs when deserved and punish them when that solves a problem.”

“And when we’re out anywhere?”

“You’ll call me Mistress then, too.”

“Okay, Mistress.”

I pulled on fresh panties and unruffled my skirt before sidling up close to Michael, where he sat on the bed. He looked grateful and happy when I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him gently on the lips, almost as a fond farewell.

“I’ll come back and check in on you regularly. Maybe we’ll practice that tongue technique more. Please obey Chastity, and everything will be fine.”

“Thank you, Tiffany.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

5th June 2022 - Helping Friends and The Melody House.

Sunday is a reasonably chilled-out day. As far as possible, I relax in my apartment to organize my thoughts and activities for the coming week.  Today, my best friend and local dance guru, Linda, needed help clearing her things from another failed relationship, so I was up early, hoping she didn’t need too much space inside my car.

When not in a relationship, Linda lived in an immaculate apartment above her dance studio in a trendy area crammed full of great bars, restaurants, and food trucks, so she wasn’t facing a homeless problem. It was another acrimonious breakup, and she needed to move out of her lover's home fast.

When I arrived, the door to her ex-girlfriend’s apartment was wide open, and Linda cut a lonely, sad silhouette staring out of a window at the red bricks of the next building.

“Feeling sorry for yourself won’t fix the problem.”

“I can’t believe it’s finally over, Tiffany.”

“You should have left that wretched troll months ago, sweetheart.”

“I wanted this relationship to work. It was supposed to be different with Karen.”

“This is a shitty apartment, Linda. If you’d been heart and soul into Karen, you would have invited her to live at your place, which is stunning and handy for a great nightlife.”

“Oh.”

“What do you mean, oh?”

“I hadn’t considered that, Tiffany. Maybe subconsciously, I didn’t want her at my place.”

“You kept Karen at arm’s length for a reason, babe. You didn’t know why but thank god you did. She is a fucking awful person. Why do you think they named entitled assholes on YouTube after her?”

She giggled, although if anyone wanted to meet the original Karen, Linda’s ex-girlfriend was it.

“Maybe you are right, Tiff. I thought I was all-in to the relationship initially, though.”

I stood behind Linda, wrapping my arms around her washboard stomach, pulling my best friend into me. My breasts molded into her back, and her ass curved beautifully into my crotch. We were spooning while standing up.

“How many people warned you that Karen was a dirtbag?”

“Yeah, I know, but I fell in love hard this time, Tiffany.”

“And now you’ve fallen out of love with her.”

“Yeah. Big time.”

“I mean seriously… do you have any feelings of love toward Karen right now?”

When I nuzzled her neck, Linda turned her head while grasping my hands. In her expression, I saw the sincerity of her determination to move on and green shoots of hope laced with some sadness for a dead relationship.

“I feel nothing but fear when I am in this apartment, Tiffany, and that’s why I can’t tolerate Karen’s abuse any longer.”

“You don’t have to put up with her any longer. It’s important to only surround yourself with people who want the best for you. There are plenty of lovely girls out there looking for romance.”

She slipped away from my hands and sat heavily on an oversized bean bag with a dumb smiley face design printed on it. I was sure the ugly yellow monstrosity wouldn’t fit in her car, and it wasn’t getting into mine.

“You can be harsh sometimes, Tiffany, but you’re right. Karen is toxic. It just took me a long time to leave.”

“That bean bag is like Karen, babe.”

“In what way?”

“This is the last time you’ll ever sit on its face.”

She rolled off the bag laughing, and I felt glad to have brought her some happiness after she’d suffered months of coercive control freak torture. As she lay on the floor, recovering from a laughing fit, I joined her, hugging my best friend while her temporary happiness slowly turned to sadness, and she whimpered, a prelude to crying.

“It still feels rough. Like the end of something with an uncertain road ahead.”

“Don’t worry, honey. You’ll cry less and smile more every day until this nightmare is forgotten.”

“This too shall pass, eh, Tiffany?”

“Yeah, for sure, as with all things good and bad.”

I stood her up, and we hugged more intensely. Unfortunately, her ex-lover, Karen, picked that moment to walk in on us, and I watched Linda shrink away in fear. The vile bitch that had unsettled my friend’s mental state for months sneered at me, a big mistake, and a quick flicker of her expression suggested she realized it too late.

“I thought you guys might have fucked off by now, Tiffany.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll be all alone with your sad, lonely little life very soon, you horrible bitch.”

“It will be good to move on. Linda and I should have broken up months ago.”

Karen wore an ugly smirk that matched her smug demeanor because people like her only cared about pulling others down. She was a troll, somehow deriving pleasure from thriving on other people’s misery.

“Yeah, I think everyone agrees with that, Karen. I mean… everyone in the city and beyond that to anyone that knows what a selfish fucker you are, that is.”

I stood up and wandered into her personal space, unflinching, deliberately intimidating. I’m not one to fight and never without good reason, but my Dad, being a judo master and former soldier, taught me, his favorite student, how to defend myself, and that is known locally by pretty much everyone, including Karen.

“I don’t want a fight, Tiffany.”

“Bullies never do, Karen. I’m just happy to scare the shit out of you and show Linda there is nothing to be afraid of in a cowardly bully.”

“You can have her.”

“Linda and I have been friends a long time. Can you name five friends, Karen?”

“Umm, what the fu-”

“Three then… or no, name two people who would drop what they are doing right now and run to your side?”

“Can you just leave right now, Tiffany?”

“Yeah, Karen. We’ll leave once Linda is ready. You wait outside.”

“This is my home.”

“Which you shared with the love of your life even though she has a better place than this fucking toilet.”

My tractor-beam stare eventually unnerved her, so Karen blinked and looked away. She definitely wouldn’t take me on verbally, knowing I wasn’t likely to reserve my acid tongue.

I helped my friend to her feet and dusted her ass off gently as though brushing Karen away.

“You’ll need a shower when you get home, Linda. Get the filth of this relationship and shitty home off you.”

“Thank you for supporting me, Tiffany.”

“I kinda love your ass, and now it’s free from purgatory, let’s get reacquainted.”

Linda knew I was taunting her former lover, especially when I pressed an eight-inch bright red devil’s tongue dildo into Karen’s hand as I walked past, holding hers with the other.

“That’s the only friend you have now bitch. Have fun alone fucking Lucifer, and don’t come near Linda again because she has many friends looking out for her.”

When we arrived at Linda’s apartment, it took twenty minutes to unload both cars and open the curtains and windows to air the place. We did a basic shop at a local deli, buying ready-made pea and ham hock soup, bread, a couple of pizzas, coffee, and milk, with a six-pack of Michelob Light.

I slammed a pizza in the oven and cracked two beers, flopping beside her on a sofa we’d made love on a few years ago. We both contemplated life, with me considering how to manage things compassionately with Bobby while planning date night with Greg.

“Do you think I’m a slut, Linda?”

“I wouldn’t use that word. You are promiscuous, though.”

“Do you think that prevents me from finding true love?”

“No, but it makes it very hard for you, Tiffany. I mean… how soon after you start dating do you explain to a guy you want to enjoy other fuck buddies and to cuckold him?”

“Now I sound like a horrible cunt.”

“No, I disagree. You need to find a man who is as much into your kinks as you are and vice versa.”

“I would never fuck someone without my partner’s consent.”

“Do you have that from Bobby?”

“We have an open relationship and tell each other when stepping out before, during, or soon after the sordid act.”

“During?”

“Yeah, it’s happened a few times. Yesterday, actually.”

“Has Bobby fucked other girls?”

“He says not, but I think he’s lying to me.”

“You’re so fucking naughty Tiffany.”

I doubted Greg wanted to share his future wife with other men or women, although I wouldn’t discourage him from pursuing me right away because you never know what lurks in the love taboo locker.

“You have a lovely apartment right here, Linda. Take some time to gather your thoughts, enjoy your dance studio, and have fun with friends. It’s the best healing.”

“I feel lonely, Tiffany. Perhaps that’s why I latch on to shitty romances so hard. Maybe it’s my fault for setting unrealistic expectations.”

“Don’t blame yourself, and stop overthinking it. Perhaps it’s them, not you.”

“You mean Karen, right?”

“Yeah.”

She’d been pensive, sipping beer in a most lackluster manner, so when Linda’s grief came, I was unsurprised. She leaned against me, and I wrapped an arm around her shoulders, holding on tightly until she’d cried enough. Making love to her would have been easy but probably the unkindest thing I could do, and I loved her too much to take advantage. When she dozed off in my arms, I rummaged through my bag, retrieving my phone to call Chastity.

“I have another temporarily broken friend. Please ask Michael if he can receive a house guest for the week. She needs company.”

“Did you help Linda move out today?”

“Yeah.”

“Fuck Karen, she’s a horrible bastard. Bring Linda over to me; she can chill with us for as long as necessary. Tell her I have the best muesli with soya milk and can whip up pancakes day and night. I did an online supermarket shop and had it all delivered.”

“What about Michael?”

“I had a doctor visit him because he was vomiting and shivering vigorously. She prescribed him Propranolol for withdrawal anxiety and sedated him. He’s sleeping right now, and anyway, I doubt he’s the sort of guy to turn away someone needing help.”

“He’s adorable, Chastity. His wife will be a lucky woman.”

“Yeah, I like him a lot. He’s so respectful and emotionally available. I’m not sure he needs any discipline… just some girl to care about and nurture him.”

“I’ll head over with Linda as soon as she wakes.”

I put a closed-for-the-week sign on Linda’s dance studio door and dropped her off at the Kid’s Mansion. She and Chastity were great friends, too, so after a few hugs, kisses, and reassurances, Linda dragged her feet to a sofa and crashed out.

“She needs TLC, Chastity.”

“Just like Michael does. He’s been running too hot for too long. I’ve got to admit this is not the usual treatment I get asked to administer, but I love it. ”

“Will Michael be okay?”

“The doctor says his cold turkey treatment will be unpleasant, but he’ll feel great again in no time.”

“You’re exactly what he needs right now, babe. Thank you.”

“Yeah. I should open a fucking clinic.”

“You should. I have to leave now. There’s a house I must view and prepare for sale. It’s a massive deal for me because the female owner keeps firing her agents.”

I was already halfway to my car when the dreaded question came.

“Umm, Tiffany?”

“Yeah, babe?”

“What about you and me having fun sometimes? I have a new St Andrew’s cross to try out.”

“Maybe after you fix Michael.”

Or fucking never.

I enjoy an ass paddling out in the sunshine as much as the next girl, but Chastity’s idea of BDSM fun suited full-on acolytes, which I wasn’t. Switching or being a sub for a couple of hours in bedroom role-play isn’t like being strapped to a spanking bench for a five-hour incarceration flogging.

Chastity had a thing about me, but I knew that anything we tried relationship-wise outside friendship would end in a complicated way, just like the last time. A total dominant, as kind as she was, can’t be with anyone less than an absolute submissive.

Don’t get me wrong - she’s careful and even loving with clients and her lovers, more than any dominatrix I know, but the all-enveloping love she provided suited Michael, not me.

I slipped into my car, hit the reverse gear, and escaped Kid’s Mansion compound unscathed. She smiled knowingly as I backed away, waving at me cheekily.

Bitch was teasing me.

The house I was preparing for sale was an exciting project. Mrs. Melody’s home was built in an older part of town over one hundred years ago. It was a decent-sized, old wooden gabled-roof mansion in a wealthy neighborhood where modernity had overrun it during years of development. Bought on the cheap twenty years prior when she was ravenously investing in property, Mrs. Melody was now sitting on prime land if you wanted to live downtown.

As I parked my Audi outside and took in the majestic facade and front garden, I saw a house I wanted to own. I strolled to the front door, pressing an intercom button that looked a bit grubby as though workmen had been there just before me.

The intercom flashed a small green LED, and the door clicked open.

“Come in, Tiffany, my dear; I’m doing some work by the pool. You must come and watch.”

I hated intercoms and cleaned my finger with a wet wipe after touching hers. I always packed antibacterial wipes to wash my hands after touching anyone else's stuff in their home. Viruses didn’t concern me, but I didn’t want unidentified filth on my fingers.

Knowing where I fucked lovers or had been fucked by them in my home made me wary of others.

I had memorized her floorplan and walked through the house, taking in small details like beautiful decorative cornices, a multi-colored, small tile mosaic floor in the kitchen, and the grand panoramic tinted windows in her enormous living room.

She had a grand piano with beautifully polished brass wheels sitting on a small stage with highly polished parquet flooring. The rest of the room was laid with marble slabs with the tiniest hint of jade green running like capillaries.

When I stepped through open glass doors onto a vast paving slab patio, I got the shock of my life.

“Fucking hell, Mrs. Melody… what th-”

“Don’t be a prude Tiffany. Come on over here and bring me your portfolio.”

“I can give you ten minutes and come back if that is easier, Mrs Melody.”

“Victor will fuck me for half an hour more, at least.”

“Half an hour? How the fuck does he do that?”

“He has stamina, my dear.”

I’m very open-minded, as evidenced by my diarized lifestyle but watching a gorgeous, bodybuilder-looking contractor standing behind my client’s ass that was pointed high, fucking her slit as casually as Victor did, was shocking.

I was rooted to the spot while the tanned, muscle-bound man fucking Mrs. Melody smiled at me. I couldn’t tear my eyes away because he was so beautiful, and it felt like he wanted me so badly; ironic, I thought, since his cock was buried deep inside my client.

When he withdrew his shaft, gripping it in a fist and plowing it up and down Mrs. Melody’s slit, I got a good look. His cock was beautiful, glistening like a cream-soaked fleshy sword, sliding in and out of her dripping wet pussy.

He leaned backward slightly from the waist, using an upward trajectory to drive his roughly seven inches of circumcised shaft deep inside her, squelching and slapping his balls against her thighs on each stroke.

She planted her face sideways into a light cushion, staring at me with wide, satisfied eyes and a gentle, happy smile. I saw Mrs. Melody push her ass and creamy slit back perfectly as Victor thrust forward, plowing her fuck hole.

“You’re certainly enjoying him.”

“It’s not always about cock length and girth, sweetheart. Victor can fuck me for ages, and he recovers rigidity in no time at all. Hours of his cock gives me days of satisfaction. His friends will fuck me later as well, and I’ll sleep well tonight with the semen of at least four guys swimming around in my belly. That comforts me.”

“He’s gorgeous too.”

“Victor is an expert lovemaker, honey. Come and see from close up how well he fucks me.”

His fucking technique was excellent, and I could see Victor was doing a great job by how creamy his cock got on each withdrawal from her pussy. He stood with both his legs inside Mrs. Melody’s widely spread knees, one hand stroking her back and the other reaching around her waist, fingering her clitoris.

It seemed her cunt was tight, too, because I noticed a pink seal on her pussy entrance, dragging his cock on the outward stroke almost as though gripping it. When he thrust deep inside, more cream was forced into his pubic bush.

“It’s a porno movie scene.”

“Come on, Tiffany, please don’t be afraid.”

“I’m not scared in the slightest, Mrs. Melody.”

I casually strolled over, hiding my residual shock while laughing inside. I smelled their sex on the way over, and it lit me up, twitching my nostrils while dampening my panties and lifting my libido. My senses were heightened as I studied her arched back, marveling at how steeply she forced her slit high for Victor to fuck while he manhandled her.

“He’s going balls deep inside you on every stroke.”

“Are you turned on by us, Tiffany?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe we can discuss that after I go over your portfolio.”

“Maybe.”

I handed over the sales portfolio, shaking my head and giggling when she began reading the legal documents inside it while Victor solidly reamed her cunt. His face was overjoyed, and I wondered if his contracting job was fucking Mrs. Melody while others erected a wooden gazebo nearby.

His fingers gripped her ass cheeks like an eagle’s talons, prising her swollen pussy lips wide open, and I was mesmerized by the way Victor pulverized the woman with a shaft that seemed it might stay hard forever. She grunted while reading the contract documents for selling her home, and I felt impressed by Mrs. Melody’s multi-tasking ability.

I also wanted to try Victor out because I loved being fucked for ages by one guy. In her early fifties, Mrs Melody was still beautiful and kept in fantastic trim. Slowly, my panties filled uncomfortably, and it wasn’t only because of Victor’s incredible cock.

I don’t know how she can flick through pages with that fucking monster inside her… fuck!

His cock kept pounding her, and Victor was unrelenting with his deep stroke depth and the speed at which he fucked her. I assumed the contractor was a frequent visitor inside Mrs Melody’s pussy.

There was no way a girl wouldn’t be affected by how hard and long he fucked her. Mrs. Melody grunted and moaned, almost tearing pages from my portfolio, until she composed herself and wafted a hand desperately toward me.

“Okay, that all looks fine. Do you have a pen? Where do I sign, Tiff?”

“Umm, right here.”

I knelt before her, pointing to an X, using my quadriceps to support the sale documents. She used my Marilyn Monroe Mont Blanc and scribed a perfect signature with a flourish, moaning beautifully, staring up my skirt while Victor relentlessly fucked her hole.

“I can smell your pussy, Tiffany. Why not let me have some, please?”

“Fucking hell, I err, umm, holy fuck, Mrs Melody.”

She slid her pussy off Victor’s stiff cock, flipped over onto her back, and wriggled down to the foot of her solid sunbed. Mrs. Melody beckoned her contract lover to carry on fucking her, so he knelt on a towel cushioning his knees from the swimming pool’s concrete deck.

Victor slid his solid, veiny cock back inside her cunt, pulling her onto him by gripping her ass cheeks and thrusting forward. I enjoyed Mrs. Melody’s lascivious, relaxed expression and heard a huge sigh of relief when Victor began fucking his lover again.

I smiled down at her, taking the hand she offered, enjoying how tightly she clenched my fingers while being fucked by a gorgeous guy.

“He’s hitting the spot, right, Mrs. Melody?”

“Yes, dear, and now it’s your turn to show Carrie what’s going on in your damp knickers.”

“Carrie?”

“You should call me by my first name.”

“How do you know my panties are damp, Carrie?”

“The smell of a delicious pussy tells me you’ll be sitting on my face in less than a minute, dear.”

I glanced in every direction to ensure we were alone, which we weren’t, so I assessed the situation based on the six contractors watching while working and Victor being there to witness my slutty behavior.

Does anyone here know me?

No.

Do I care?

Not really.

Carrie’s tawdry desire for me destroyed my will to resist an opportunity to explore my sexuality. I like girls, and you already know how much I enjoy boys, so this moment of having both would be special. My pussy tickled, bathing in a light salacious, sticky marinade of my arousal. I felt slightly ashamed when my hands reached up inside my skirt, and I gently tugged my panties down because the contractors all stared at me.

A tiny resistance of my gusset pulling against my pussy lips was the final sleazy straw that broke my will. My rapidly engorging labia had me frowning, grinning, and shivering disgracefully, and I gasped when a thin dribble of creamy, hormonal shame dampened my upper thigh with a sticky veneer.

I was ill-equipped for this kind of seduction where pussy and cock were on offer simultaneously. Threesomes were such immense fun, but they were difficult to arrange, especially ones with a girl and her guy because few like to experiment unless they were already confirmed bisexual.

To her absolute glee, I tossed my damp panties at Victor, who forced them into his mouth, inhaling deeply through his nose while sucking on my creamy, drenched lace. He reached out with both hands, gripping mine to help me shuffle along the sunbed.

When my swollen labia hovered precisely over Mrs Melody’s mouth, she stared up hungrily.

“Are you ready, Carrie?”

“You’re teasing me.”

“I’m praying you’re good with your tongue, sweetheart.”

I squatted gently, using Victor’s grip and counterweight to control my descent. I enjoyed Carrie’s whimpering and felt her tongue nestle gently against my anal whorl, a choice she made rather than one forced on her by me. She gripped my ass cheeks, prising them wide apart, allowing cool air to bathe my anal whorl while her warm, wet tongue massaged the rugged, puckered ridges around my sphincter.

She licked me like a kid on an ice cream, humming, moaning, and stretching my anal sphincter as wide open as possible using powerful fingers.

Her fingers clawed deeper, gripping the sensitive flesh just inside my sphincter, where she opened my taboo hole wider, poking a rigid tongue tip deep inside my back passage.

Her warm tongue lapped an inch inside my rectum as she licked the soft tissue walls and nerve cluster inside me. I was ascendant, with a decadent buzzing around inside my head while I held Victor’s hands, enjoying the look in his eyes that confirmed I was next to be fucked.

“I have a friend working on the Gazebo. He has a bigger cock than me. Would you like to fuck him, Tiffany?”

“Oh fuck… yes, please.”

Victor paused with his cock impaled balls deep inside his lover. He wolf-whistled and shouted a name, summoning his friend with a wave before continuing to fuck Carrie with gusto.

I rocked back and forth on her face, whimpering while my lover moved her tongue and lips onto my pussy, licking and sucking both swollen, creamy labia gently. Carrie plowed her flattened tongue noisily up and down my creamy furrow, harvesting my sweet, creamy treat while I squatted on her face like I was sitting on a toilet or a throne.

She paused every few seconds to gulp, savoring my essence, moaning lasciviously. When my fuck boy turned up, undressing with his giant cock slapping against both thighs, I thanked the universe for my fantastic vocation.

Carrie spread my pussy lips wide open using both palms before sliding her tongue deep inside my quivering hole, liberating a coating of sweet honey that pooled there. My lover’s cock was ready to fuck with a pre-cum glistening cut head waiting to fuck me.

Carrie slid her tongue and lips along my perineum, tickling me, giving access to my pussy for a giant nine-inch, soda-can-width cock. She clenched her lips around the base of my clitoris, sucking hard. My pink sticky nub rose out from the protective hood, growing hard as an acorn when my lover brushed its tip with her tongue gently, eliciting trembling pre-orgasmic ripples from my reproductive organs.

“Fuck! I’m cumming soon, Carrie!”

I leaned forwards to allow my lover better access to fuck my slit, rubbing my clitoris on her lips to fulfill the climax Carrie had started. She managed her breathing carefully to ensure I got an uninterrupted tongue while I ground out my tumultuous orgasm.

My guy lover pressed his cock past my swollen labia, stretching the seal wide, breaking it, then sliding deep inside my cunt while I stared, wide-eyed and open-mouthed, at Victor in amazement.

“He’s big, huh?”

“Fucking huge.”

I was like a kid's toy in expert hands, and my lover gripped me around my waist, plowing his cock deep inside me, stretching my pussy wider than even Greg had. Victor worked harder, thumping his fantastic cock in and out of Carrie’s wanton cunt like a pneumatic road drill.

“I’m fucking cumming already.”

My womb exploded in a tsunami of pleasure where tickles, delightful trembling, and my uncontrollable shuddering combined, causing a total loss of bodily control. I screamed, releasing a mountain of sexual tension, squirting and soaking all three of us by leaking unicorn pee from a pussy crammed full of cock.

I couldn’t hold back the screams of my rapture while having my creamy clitoris sucked relentlessly by a woman who knew how to do cunnilingus.

Victor’s eyes glazed over, and he reached for my hand, which I took in an act of solidarity as we both shuddered through waves of orgasm. He came deep inside Carrie while his friend fucked me harder as I rolled through one climactic peak after another like I was a tiny dinghy tossed around and rocking on a stormy ocean.

Victor staggered backward, exhausted, grinning madly at me before staring at Carrie’s trembling cunt. I glanced down and saw the first brilliant white bubble of Victor’s semen ooze from her gaping, wide-open pink hole.

When I descended to lick her creampie and clean up amid a tumultuous orgasm, Carrie chewed my clitoris while my new lover hauled my dripping wet hole on and off his enormous shaft like I was a wanking sleeve. I felt his bulging urethra pressing the underside wall of my tightly clenching cunt while his cock throbbed deep inside, crushing my cervix.

I tasted the salty musk of a man mixed with the sweet hormones of his lover on my burning tongue. I licked her cum covered pink flesh while clawing Carrie’s pussy wide open. The first hit of their love spread like wildfire across my tongue, inducing a loss of my every inhibition. I puckered my lips, slid them inside my lover’s pussy hole, and sucked hard, swilling the creamy flow that sluiced out before swallowing every drop.

My lover screamed and thumped his cock deep inside me in what seemed like a final stroke. His cum flooded deep inside me like a warm ocean lapping up the beach while I squeezed hard against his enormous, stiff cock, milking it dry. When he didn’t withdraw, my pussy pulsated, orgasming on steroids while his cock jerked and twitched deep inside me.

Carrie pushed him away before the guy was completely done fucking me. She hauled my ass onto her lips and licked my whole cunt like a baking bowl smeared with cake batter residue. I felt at that moment she desired nothing but me, and we settled into the most amazing lesbian 69 while the guys stood back spectating.

She led me to her bedroom, where we fucked for hours, and each time either of us wanted a cock, Carrie summoned the contractors one after another. Each guy took turns to fuck us, with Victor being the most enthusiastic lover, especially in a missionary position where he kissed me beautifully, tweaking my nipples while fucking me gently, lasting for more than half an hour inside an already cum filled hole.

While I showered, Carrie was being spit roasted, and I marveled at how much fucking she could enjoy in one afternoon. After I dried myself, slipping on fresh cotton panties from a brand new pack she had in her top drawer, I sat on the bed, watching her being fucked until she was done.

When the last guy left, Carrie rolled over, grinning at me, reaching for my hand.

“I’ll only allow you to sell my home, Tiffany. Please make sure Hans knows that.”

“Thank you, Carrie. It means a lot.”

“A lot of commission, I hope?”

“Yeah… but having a reputation for closing sales is equally important.”

“Will you visit me often, even after I move from here?”

“I’d like to, but my life is very complicated, sexually and otherwise.”

She reached out a hand, and we entwined our fingers together. She was wealthy beyond my imagination and capable of buying anything she wanted, but right now, she wanted me.

“I was unhappy for years, Tiffany. Living my life according to other people’s rules didn’t work for me. Be careful you don’t miss the best years of your life.”

“I don’t think monogamy will work for me either.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

5th/6th June - Bobby and the Carmichael’s House.

I left Carrie’s house on a high, immediately shattered by a text message I received from Bobby.

Emergency, please come home. We need to talk.

I called him back immediately, but Bobby had switched off his phone or lost service for another reason. I floored the gas and took every rat run I knew to get home quickly, avoiding regular speed traps.

I felt nervous, wondering what might have gone so wrong.

When I parked in my apartment building basement, I took a moment to compose myself; otherwise, I would be useless in whatever emergency Bobby had. I’d been running fast and loose with men, women, and friends, and it felt like an emotional burden was catching me up. My father tried to warn me, and I didn’t listen… or maybe I did because his advice impacted me now.

I stared at the brick wall in front, blinking, desperately trying to fathom how I felt about Bobby and Greg.

Do I really want to be a slut?

I don’t.

But I don’t love Bobby.

And I don’t know if one boyfriend will ever be enough.

In my apartment, I dropped my car keys in the Murano glass bowl near my front door. When I slipped off my heels, the relief to my feet was instant, and I rolled my toes from each foot in turn, using one hand while planting the other against a wall.

It seemed Bobby wasn’t home, so I shouted.

“I’m home; what’s the emergency, sweetheart?”

He shouted back from the kitchen, so I strolled there, smiling, until I noticed his distressed expression.

“What’s up, darling? What happened? Did someone die?”

Dread struck me like that moment when you heard family or a friend is chronically sick, and I felt queasy. My heart thumped, and both knees wobbled while my brain processed his expression, trying to understand what was wrong.

“It’s about us, Tiffany. That’s why I messaged you.”

“You said it was a fucking emergency, Bobby. That usually means a medical situation or bereavement. Relationship triage is not a goddamn emergency.”

“It is for me right now. Can we talk, please?”

“Of course we can, sweetheart, but Jesus Christ, please don’t declare an emergency next time.”

I felt relieved. A relationship crisis could easily be solved, but the sickness or death of someone close was far more terrifying.

He had an excellent cappuccino ready for me, no doubt having seen the apartment alarm system notify my use of a parking space in the basement. I bought my high-tech home at a knockdown price during a lousy economy and sat on it despite the apartment being far too big for my current needs.

I slid onto the sofa next to my casual boyfriend and saw the frown of a doomed relationship writ large on his face. I leaned forward with a slightly twisted smile and furrowed brow, simultaneously conveying sadness and some relief.

“We’re over, right?”

“I’m afraid so, Tiffany.”

“Don’t be afraid about it, honey. We had a good run and are still good friends.”

“I hope so.”

“Damn, straight we are.”

I elbowed him gently in the ribs and relaxed back into the sofa. Part of me was relieved that we’d both be moving on with our lives, but I also felt slightly sad in closing a chapter with someone dear to me.

As I studied Bobby’s face, I knew there was more.

“You’re leaving this apartment as well, right?”

“Yes. I’m sorry.”

“Are you moving in with someone else, Bobby?”

“It’s Sandra.”

“Oh dear.”

“Don’t, Tiffany, please.”

“I won’t babe. I wish you the best of luck, but I have to ask… have you been cheating on me with her?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, then. Thank you for being honest.”

“Are you really… okay about it, I mean?”

“I have to be okay, Bobby. I knew… well, I suspected for a long while. I wish you’d just told me because we agreed to an open relationship.”

“I couldn’t tell you.”

“Because it was Sandra?”

“Partly.”

“I get it because she and I don’t like each other, but cheating as you did is the antipathy of an open relationship such as we agreed to have.”

“I’m sorry, Tiffany. The other reason I said nothing is because of your insatiable need for fuck buddies. It’s overwhelming, and I should have been more honest about what I wanted.”

“Don’t worry, Bobby. I agree my sexual behavior would never lead to relationship stability. I’ve been fucking too many guys and girls for too long. Our relationship is very one-sided in that regard.”

“Does sleeping with lots of people make you happy, Tiffany?”

“Not so much recently, but I know monogamy wouldn’t work for me either, sweetheart.”

“What is the answer for you?”

“I’m dating Greg tonight. He is a great prospect because I have caught some feelings.”

“Do you have any love for me, Tiffany?”

“Other than a strong friendship, no sweetheart.”

“I feel the same about you.”

I stood up, smiled, nodded at him, and then took my coffee to the balcony overlooking a beautiful woodland area preserved for residents. When I sat down at a small table with wooden slatted chairs and watched through windows at where Bobby wrung his hands in agony, I knew why.

He joined me outside, leaning heavily on the glass wall, separating us from a trip to the morgue.

“Tell me what you think about Sandra, Tiffany.”

“I just said I wouldn’t do it, Bobby, and that’s final. If you want validation on this one with her, please find it elsewhere. You’re welcome to stay here anytime, now or in the future.”

“Thank you, babe.”

He lingered on the balcony for longer than I expected or than he needed to, but I figured that was to avoid any future awkwardness between us. When his phone buzzed, I saw the puppy dog love written on his face, which was Sandra’s hallmark at the outset of a new relationship.

Bestowed with a beauty from the gods, Sandra was a boyfriend collector. Once her latest infatuation settled in, she’d begin toying with them, becoming downright cruel before breaking another heart and moving on.

Bobby knew her reputation, hence the hand-wringing, but I guessed that, like so many other victims before him, Sandra’s hot, sweet, powerful initial love had beguiled.

“I’ve moved into the spare room for the night, Tiffany.”

“No worries. Stay as long as you like, but don’t bring Sandra into my apartment while I’m here. I’d rather not spectate.”

“She’s helping me move out of here tomorrow.”

“Cool. I’ll be gone before she arrives.”

I slept better than I’d imagined possible amid a relationship breakup. I was going to tell Bobby details about the four people I’d fucked, sucked, or been licked by in as many days in the interests of honesty, but now it would just be a cheap shot, and there is no value in that for me.

I imagined myself in marriage, having an impractical conversation about cuckolding with a husband I didn’t love. Sexual kinks were great, and there was nothing wrong with cuckolding per se, but could I be married that way, and was it sustainable?

I doubted it would work differently from Bobby, even in a dream world. I was evolving and changing my mind, which was a positive development.

I rose in the morning before my ex-boyfriend and prepared him my signature poached eggs on toast as a farewell gift. I slid the plate across my marble breakfast bar to him, sat on my stool, and smiled.

“Good luck, Bobby.”

“You too, Tiffany.”

“If you aren’t happy, move on, sweetheart.”

“Is that what you’re going to do?”

“I will explore ethical nonmonogamy honey but using fewer moving parts this time. I’ll see how things go with Greg tonight, but I will be frank with him about what I need.”

“I’m sorry that I wasn’t honest, Tiffany.”

“It wasn’t your fault at all. I pushed you into sexually tense situations without considering whether you wanted to go there.”

“I should have said something.”

“No babe… you should move on, happy that we’re great friends, and make this new relationship work for you with Sandra.”

When I started my car and slipped out from the parking lot, feeling invigorated, I thought of Greg and our forthcoming date night. Given recent events, a whole new set of possibilities occurred to me, and I mulled them carefully as I drove through morning traffic.

Greg was wealthy, and I felt nervous about that because it obfuscates our emotions. He was older and more experienced, way beyond my tender years, but that only mattered in other people’s eyes.

Whether I could love him was highly speculative, but there was no doubt in my mind that he couldn’t be my one and only. I wondered how to have a conversation with Greg about sexual compatibility because I needed a man who was going to accept me sleeping with others, but to what extent I had no real clue.

At the end of my deliberations, I had to admit that Greg was fucking delicious. I just loved the look of keen desperation in his eyes that said he must have me or die trying.

When I arrived at the Carmichael residence, I suddenly felt gloomy. I can’t abide seeing a house in decline, and this couple sure had let things slide. What might have been the pick of its neighborhood years ago was jaded and needed much love today.

A pale blue classic Mercedes Sedan circa 1970s was parked in the driveway rather than the old station wagon Mr. Carmichael preferred. I parked beside it and headed for the open front door to what might be an excellent mansion home again in the right hands.

“Hello. Is anyone home?”

“Come in, please.”

The invisible voice shouting back from the bowels of the house sounded vaguely familiar, as did the tall drink of paradise that met me in the foyer as I rounded a corner. I was in trouble when I felt an overwhelming attraction as the man strolled towards me with an outstretched arm and a wide grin while removing sunglasses.

He pointed down, and I looked.

“Do you think this parquet floor would polish up nicely?”

“I’ve said the same thing myself, Mr…?”

“Carmichael.”

“Junior, perhaps?”

“As much as I love Mom and Dad, I don’t see myself as a junior to anyone.”

“I rarely debate philosophy in the first minute of meeting anyone, but you make an interesting point. May I ask what you’re doing here?”

“I bought the house. About ten minutes ago, actually. The deal is closed.”

“Oh… kay! Perhaps I should be asking what I’m doing here then.”

He still held my hand as I wheeled around comically to head out the door.

“I paid your commission in full, Tiffany.”

“You paid Hans the asking price?”

“Yes.”

“You could have paid your parents directly and saved ten percent.”

“They don’t know I bought the house I grew up in.”

“You’re still holding my hand. I don’t mind, but it’s a bit unusual.”

“Sorry.”

He let go of my hand and seemed a little sad. As I stared at him, I recognized something in his features.

“I know you.”

“Yes.”

“Junior High?”

“You were the first girl to kiss me, Tiffany.”

“Karl?”

“You were the best girl to kiss me, Tiffany.”

“Wait, what? I never knew you lived here.”

“We always met at your house, school, or elsewhere.”

I was knocked off balance because I hadn’t recognized Karl, my first-ever crush and teenage boyfriend. Now I could see the happy kid I’d loved had grown into a fine man.

“How have you been, Tiff?”

“Umm, great Karl, but I err, I don’t understand what’s happening here.”

“Can you help me get the old house fixed up?”

“What about your parents? Where are they?”

“They flew to Barbados, where they keep another home. I’ll see them every few months, but I’d rather they didn’t know about this place and that I own it.”

“And what can I do to help?”

“You have style, know all the local contractors and… I trust you.”

“Why do you trust me?”

“You could have broken my heart when we were kids but didn’t.”

It was true. Once we kissed and fooled around a little, I grew disinterested, seeking an older guy who would tear down my panties and fuck me, but I saw how Karl felt about me, so I abstained because I doubted he could handle it if I took off with another guy. I didn’t allow things to progress between us, but I didn’t move on to getting my panties torn down and my hymen well fucked for a year, either.

“Hmm, so I get fifty grand for doing nothing and a chance to flirt with my favorite ex-boyfriend?”

“Yep.”

“Looks like you got a free design consultation then, Karl. Shall we meet again tomorrow?”

“Yes, please.”

I kissed him on the cheek before leaving. When I started my car, he stood at the front door as though sending me off to work in the morning after breakfast, waving and smiling.

I got the oddest feeling as I drove away. Karl stirred something inside me that had always been there. It felt like I yearned for a lost love, perhaps my childhood innocence and a life before work and bills.

When my phone buzzed, it dragged me from a reflection of my life.

Hi Tiffany. Are we still on for tonight?

Yes, why ever not?

Sorry, I was checking.

I called Greg because a conversation over the phone was better than a text message for what I was about to tell him.

“Hi, sorry, Greg… I needed to phone and speak.”

“Sounds like something is wrong, Tiffany.”

“Not so much wrong. This is going to sound so slutty, but do you recall I mentioned my boyfriend?”

“Yes. We agreed that you and I could still date, and Bobby was okay with that.”

“Yes, well… he and I broke up yesterday.”

“Okay, I’m sorry, but that seems opportune for me.”

“It would be but-.”

“But, Tiffany?”

“I just met my teenage high school boyfriend, and I’m fairly sure I’m going to fuck him before our date tonight.”

“Ahh… I see.”

“Yes, sorry. I want to be honest from the outset. Greg.”

“Yeah, I appreciate that.”

There was a long pause, during which I felt ashamed and excited. One thing I could do for sure was be honest with every guy and girl about how I felt and what I was doing. At least that was a start in forging a new life, less slutty but still true to my sexual and relationship needs.

“Can we still have our date night, Tiffany? I’m willing to discuss options.”

“Yes, of course. Are you open to the idea of ethical nonmonogamy?”

“Do you mean like an open relationship?”

“Exactly that.”

“I am keen, but I’m not interested in cheating, either way.”

“Me neither.”

“Then we still have a date?”

“Yes, we do.”

I spun the car around and headed back to the Carmichael’s house. The front door was still open when I arrived, so I strayed in, stripping my clothes off as I went. Michael was still in the kitchen and nearly collapsed when seeing I wore only a straightforward bra and thong.

“How’s about picking up where we left off, Karl?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

“Next time, don’t wait ten years to return and take what you could have enjoyed back then.”

He lifted me like a doll onto a granite kitchen work surface, clawing off my bra and thong like a stallion on a favored in-season broodmare.

When Karl went down on me, my pussy lips were already swollen, bubbling excitedly from the thought he’d held onto true love for so long. He paused, then stepped back, staring deep into my eyes with a question I knew would change everything.

“Are you available, Tiffany?”

“I am sitting on a granite worktop with my legs open wide, and you just plowed your tongue up and down my dripping wet slit. How much more available could I be?”

“You know what I mean… please don’t be flippant.”

“Why do you ask, Karl?”

“I’m totally in love with you. I always have been. It wasn’t a simple teenage crush I had back then in school.”

“You won’t be in love with me for long, honey. I’m not tied to any one guy, and that’s going to be a problem for you if you’re feeling that much love for such a long time.

“What do you mean?”

“It means I want an open relationship of some description, Karl. Perhaps we shouldn’t do this if that’s not to your liking. I have no desire to hurt your feelings.”

He stared me up and down, drinking in my nakedness. The flavor of my pussy must be burning his tongue and throat, and judging by his flared nostrils; he would be topping up on my lascivious aroma, leaking from a pussy desperate to be fucked.

I must admit that Karl looked balanced and seemed to think carefully about what I’d said.

“Are you saying you’d rather not have one guy permanently?”

“Yes. And, full disclosure, I frequently fuck girls as well.”

“Are you seeing anyone right now?”

“My ex-boyfriend ended our open relationship last night, and tonight, I’m dating someone I slept with recently. He’s an older guy, and I like him. He’s ready to discuss ethical nonmonogamy.”

“Do you have feelings for him?”

“Some. I told you I’m going to fuck you.”

“What did he say?”

“Our date is still on.”

“And do you have feelings for me?”

“Some.”

“You’re quite the handful, Tiffany. Perhaps you are too much for me alone.”

“That’s why I can’t be with one guy exclusively.”

“What’s your ideal scenario, then?”

“Do you mean sexually or in terms of my life expectations?”

“Tell it to me in the round. If you had to choose a format for marriage, what would that be?”

Karl hadn’t made a move to fuck me or get his head back between my legs, so I knew this matter was important to him. I kept my legs spread wide so he could sample my pussy at any time.

“I’d like a couple of husbands who were friends and could find a way to share me without jealousy or quarreling.”

“Would you be exclusive with them?”

“I think so, but I can’t be certain. I like the idea of swinging and cuckolding, but the latter seems unworkable if I have two husbands, and honestly, one watching me fuck the other pretty much amounts to the same thing.”

“So… two husbands that are good friends sharing you equally?”

“I think so?”

“What about girls?”

“That could fit in if I shared them with my husbands. The cuckold dynamic, cheating, and such seems incompatible if I had two husbands.”

“Why?”

“Both guys would feel differently in each scenario, which would become divisive. I can’t imagine anything more disastrous than an unhappy marriage.”

“And if both guys were not bisexual?”

“That’s fine by me. I’d rather they weren’t in love with each other.”

“Just with you?”

“Yes.”

“So they could live in their own houses and share time equally with you.”

“I don’t know. Why does this sound like a negotiation, Karl?”

“I’m simply sounding you out, baby. Ethical non-monogamy comes in lots of different flavors.”

“Is that your thing as well?”

“Do you mean me sharing a wife, Tiffany?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, but I might like having two wives willing to share and live in separate houses.”

I did the math in my head, figuring out what that looked like. Karl wanted for himself more or less what I desired for me… well, in theory, at least.

“So, in summary, and… this is purely hypothetical, you would spend three and a half days with one wife, the rest of the week with me, after which I could move on to my second husband.”

“That’s it.”

“And what if my date tonight, let’s call him Greg… what if Greg wanted to share your wife?”

“Then we would have two guys, married to both women, sharing each other.”

“And if the other wife were bisexual, Karl? Could I fuck her?”

“Then we might have a polyamory problem. Why don’t we start with two guys sharing you equally, without them being in love, and go from there.”

“Why don’t you finish licking my pussy since she is leaking all over your granite.”

Karl was excited, evident from his wide eyes when he leaned in and licked my pussy a little awkwardly. At first, he found it hard to keep his tongue steady while plowing up and down my creamy furrow, harvesting pussy juices that flowed liberally.

He wasn’t very experienced at cunnilingus, and I considered whether that might be because he had held out for me. Indeed, our conversation had been shaped that way.

What he lacked in technique, Karl made up for in enthusiasm. As I rifled my fingers through his hair, tickling and squeezing both earlobes lovingly, he calmed and focused on the job at hand while I considered the options he had raised.

“It’s just like on Pornhub sweetie. Lick, suck, and swallow, but only if you enjoy the taste. Have a good time down there, and I will, too.”

He lifted my ass cheeks gently, easing my cunt forwards like a cup for him to drink from. Karl hooked a stool using one foot to drag it closer, sliding his ass on there so he could get a better position with his lips and tongue on my damp slit.

“That’s much better, sweetie. You always were a great kisser. It’s much the same thing but tastier.”

Karl whimpered in delight. Few things turn me on more than a guy who enjoys licking my pussy, preferably a couple of times a day. I was pleasantly surprised when Karl’s tongue slipped down onto the soft ridges of my anal whorl, more so when he clawed my back passage wide open to lick inside.

“You learn fast, Karl. Well done.”

“Pornhub and a strong desire to have you.”

“Have me?”

I slid a finger gently under Karl’s chin, lifting his face up and away from the excellent work he was starting to do.

“I want you, Tiffany.”

“You don’t know me, honey. I am what many describe as a slut.”

“Are there any circumstances under which we might be together?”

“Would you be willing to try what we discussed?”

“Yes. I’m willing to talk over that, Tiffany, but I won’t be cleaning up another man’s cum from inside you, watching you fuck while I wear a cock cage or any other type of humiliation.”

“You’ve been busy on Pornhub, I see. Perhaps you should just fuck me today and find someone else.”

“Before I move on from you, I’d like to try to win you properly and to our mutual agreement. I’m not asking for anything beyond a date, and if you want to stop this now, I’m okay with that. I’ve waited long enough.”

“You can’t imagine what a turn-on it is for a girl to discover her teenage crush has kept that love for her years later.”

“It’s yours anytime.”

“Why?”

“I want to put my hat in the ring and compete for you.”

“Fuck!”

I slid off the kitchen counter and dragged Karl to a nearby sofa covered with a protective bedsheet. When I tore that off and pushed him onto its soft leather seat cushion, my lover’s eyes burned with desire. I helped slide his pants down and saw a lovely-sized hose curl around his groin.

I peeled down his gorgeous emerald green underwear until just over six and a half inches of cock flopped out. That size was plenty for my tight pussy hole because I could fuck and suck it all day, every day, without the aching of overindulgence inside, especially against my cervix.

When I straddled Karl’s cock and stared into his eyes, I saw the love of a Prince waking up his sleeping beauty. My pussy creamed all over his glans as it swelled amid the rush of oxytocin that made me desperate to fuck him. I held his cock tightly at its base and rocked myself back and forth, plowing my creamy furrow with a solid circumcized glans, oozing pre-cum from its tiny slit.

“You’ve saved your love for me, Karl?”

“Everything, Tiffany.”

I slid my cunt down his solid, veiny cock in a single motion until he was balls-deep inside me. I gasped and frowned because Karl’s cock felt incredible, throbbing deep inside my tight hole like he was coming home.

Suddenly, old feelings of teenage love flooded back.

As I ground my clitoris into his pubic bone, milking an exquisite, solid cock, I felt some guilt for using him. A date with Greg was hours away, and I wanted him to fuck me as well, knowing that if we got through dinner, the older guy would be the second man in a day to fill my pussy with semen.

I leaned in and kissed Karl gently while riding his cock up and down. His shaft melted inside my slit, and I moaned like a whore while my lips brushed softly against his. The silken, electrified feel of my tongue sliding against his caused my womb to flutter as if a million baby butterflies took flight, rising through my body.

“Do you want to throw your hat into the ring to win me?”

“Yes, please, Tiffany.”

“I have a date tonight, sweetie. Would you like to join us for dinner?”

“What as?”

“My boyfriend.”

“A cuckold boyfriend?”

“No… a boyfriend willing to share as you described earlier but not a cuckold.”

I paused with his cock impaled balls deep inside me, examining Karl’s expression for a flicker of hurt or pain. Seeing nothing but a delighted expression, I pressed on.

“I’ll probably fuck my date tonight, Karl.”

“I don’t mind, Tiffany, as long as I’m fucking you as well with him. I know what I want from a relationship and am willing to give this a go.”

It was all the encouragement I needed to continue pursuing a relationship with him and Greg, seeing if both men fit in my life while I fulfilled their needs. I imagined how being married to two guys might work, albeit I couldn’t legally do that.

Can I satisfy two husbands?

Would they get jealous?

As I rode Karl’s cock, enjoying his adventurous, excited expression, I imagined if this relationship type might be the answer to my needs. Being a slut is one thing; not finding love because of that would be tragic, so I fucked Karl to give us a shot, intending to lay my cards on the table later with Greg.

I squeezed my cunt tighter, clenching down the soft tissues and muscles in my pussy hard against his gnarly shaft, enjoying its ultra-solid feeling. Using both hands, I pressed down on his shoulders, squatted up higher, and fucked him like a wanking sleeve.

When Karl emptied his seed deep inside me, his eyes lit up, and my heart did, too. I’d recaptured old feelings for my ex-boyfriend and knew it might complicate things, depending on him, Greg, and me.

Oh god… I hope I don’t fuck this up.

When I milked his cock dry, Karl begged me to stop, and I giggled, dashing to the toilet, desperate to pee and empty his semen so that I wouldn’t sit uncomfortably later. When I returned, my new boyfriend kissed me and helped me dress.

“I’m going to phone Greg, and I’d like you to listen in.”

“Are you sure, Tiffany?”

“Yes, honey. We’re starting something today, and it’s very embryonic, so there is every chance it will not work out. I want to be honest with Greg so he can join in or drop me now.”

“Okay. It’s fine by me. I look forward to meeting him.”

My fingers trembled when I selected Greg’s number and dialed. After the fifth ring, I settled down, convinced he must be busy, offering me a lucky escape.

“Hi, Tiffany.”

“Hello, Greg.”

“Are you calling tonight off?”

“No… umm, but I need to explain something, and I have someone here who I’d like to listen in, so can I put you on speaker?”

“Who is it?”

“My new boyfriend.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

6th June 2022 - A Date with Greg and Karl

I rushed home under bizarre circumstances to prepare for a first date. I was dating two men, not consecutively in the same week, but together on the same night with the intention of fucking both. I couldn’t remember hearing any personal accounts from friends who had done this.

Both guys at the same time.

Together.

Oh fuck!

I trembled like a leaf, heavily aroused, excited, and terrified, with all manner of life-affirming and lewd thoughts racing through my mind while powerful, no, overwhelming emotions surged through my body on a tsunami of hormones that piqued my senses.

I am fucking alive.

And in love.

Times two

My opinions about sex and relationships had altered so much during the heaviest, most tawdry week of my life that I didn’t know what to think. My sluttiness, while fun for a while, felt empty when I crawled into bed alone or made breakfast for a boyfriend who didn’t care.

I want to make breakfast for two boyfriends who love me.

Can I manage two boyfriends?

Yes, I think so.

Can I be faithful?

I don’t fucking know.

Do I want this?

Yes… I think.

Enjoying dinner with two guys on a throuple date was an exciting proposition. I’d already fucked both men within the same seven days, so my leaning toward promiscuity might be the first awkward discussion to get out of the way. Next would be a conversation about ethical nonmonogamy, how the guys saw themselves in a relationship with me, and how that also worked between them.

This date might be cut short.

But at least I’ll know conclusively whether this works for me, at least in theory.

I’d created a WhatsApp group for the three of us to share our thoughts, so Greg and Karl discussed our date and reserved a table at a trendy Steakhouse on Fourth Street, not far from Linda’s apartment.

Both potential boyfriends got on fine while chatting in a message group I could access. I noted and was pleased by their light banter and friendly chatter about timings, the menu, and how they would first meet, enjoy a beer together, and then pick me up.

I took plenty of time preparing myself, shaving my legs, pussy lips, and underarms, then waxing my top lip. I used a brand-new Italian bergamot and peppermint superfatted soap bar that lathered luxuriantly in my fingers and on the natural sponge. I’d saved the treat for months to use on a special occasion such as this.

Am I prepared to make love?

To both of them at the same time?

Yes.

I wore my new Maison Close Le Vestiaire wrap midi dress cut from a double-sided soft satin fabric. I looked gentle and ladylike, with a flowing silhouette, long sleeves, and a plunging V-neckline. I felt happy when I turned around and admired the oversized bow that pulled in my waist with two flowing ends that looked like they were made for my boyfriends to unwrap me.

A black velvet clutch, solid rose gold Albert chain around my neck, and six-inch patent black heels with bright red under soles finished me nicely.

Underneath, Rendez-Vous silk and lace panties with matching suspender belts and stockings were visible through the full-length split up my left leg when I moved.

Karl messaged to say they had arrived and would wait outside as long as I needed. I drank sparkling water with ice and a slice of lemon, keeping them waiting for ten minutes, hoping that the more time my two guys spent together, the better acquainted and more friendly they became.

My phone rang, and it was Chastity, so I answered.

“Are our patients okay?”

“Both are doing well, Tiffany. I wanted to check in on you. I hear you’re running wild around town.”

“A little bit, but I think I’m done with that life now.”

“Done, how?”

“It’s date night. I’m dressed ladylike and looking forward to real romance.”

“Who are you going out with?”

“Greg… and, umm… Karl.”

“Wait, what?”

“I’m dating two guys, Chastity.”

“That’s not calming things down, honey.”

“It’s a genuine date with two guys.”

“Are the boys bisexual?”

“No, but they want to discuss how we three might fit together.”

The line silenced, and I heard Chastity breathing heavily, almost to the extent that I could read her thoughts. I guessed any questions on her mind were similar, if not the same, as mine, so I waited to hear her wisdom.

“Are you serious about this, Tiffany?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll have to treat them the same. I mean in love, life, and sexually speaking. You can’t favor one man over the other, especially if you marry both.”

“I know.”

“How will you deal with that?”

“I don’t know.”

“Will you fuck them together or separately… will there be a roster or, fuck… I don’t know?”

“Fuck babes… I’m winging this. I have no idea what happens in half an hour, never mind if we end up in bed together.”

“Then what’s driving you?”

I paused and looked in a living room mirror as I paced around my apartment. I’d contorted my face because I felt confused, scared, and excited. I shook my head amid a pounding heart, tingling body, and cold hands as my blood pumped to my legs and my brain told me to sprint far away.

“I have strong feelings for both guys.”

“Do you mean love?”

“Yes.”

“Can’t you pick one and run with that?”

“I want both of them. I love both of these men.”

“And they want to share you?”

“Maybe. We never really discussed it properly.”

“Then go for it, Tiffany.”

“Are you sure?”

“This might calm your wild side and focus your mind.”

“Any final words of wisdom, Chastity? The guys are waiting together outside.”

“Yeah, babe. Try to be faithful to them. It doesn’t work when you run around like such a slut.”

“I know, and thanks for the advice.”

I disconnected our call feeling much better about my life and what I was considering with two love prospects. I checked myself in the mirror, turned off my apartment lights, and selected the lobby from the elevator buttons when I stepped inside.

Both men wore beautiful suits. Karl wore a charcoal gray with two buttons, while Greg opted for a double-breasted three. They joked outside my apartment building, chilling out near a Bentley Azure parked in a VIP slot with a driver standing beside a passenger door.

I inspected them while descending the steps and then, from closer quarters, did so again with a more discerning eye.

“You both look so handsome… it seems you guys scrub up really well.”

“You look amazing, Tiffany.”

“Yes, baby girl, you have worked hard to look so beautiful for us.”

I leaned forward to be kissed on each cheek and then the lips by both men, starting as I meant to go on. They obliged me and planted beautiful kisses, brushing my lips before each carefully explored my mouth with their tongues.

I sizzled, in a pique of excitement, feeling slutty, but happy that I could enjoy them and that they were so glad to share me.

I noticed both suitors wore beaming, happy smiles with dilated pupils. Our driver opened the passenger door, and both men aided me with a hand offered as I slid into the center seat, leaving room on either side for them.

At the restaurant, my boyfriends took turns opening doors for me, stepping politely aside so I could walk through before them. Ella Fitzgerald and her unmistakable four-octave jazz range and improvised style drifted toward us, getting louder as we approached the curtain separating us from the dining hall.

A doorman pulled aside a heavy red silk curtain, and the aroma of seared, smoked beef steaks wafted out, building my anticipation of a good night as it drifted into my flared nostrils. When Greg had called the restaurant earlier, their Maitre D’ had found a last-minute reservation, penciling in our three names.

Karl removed my coat and passed it to an attendant while a server was summoned to lead a mesmerized throuple to our seats.

“I’m impressed by both of you. This restaurant is beautiful, and you men look amazing.”

“We tried really hard. If I’m being honest, Tiffany, I tried harder than usual, knowing Greg was here too.”

“I did the same, Tiffany.”

I smiled at my boyfriends in turn, enjoying their complete immersion in me and the friendly way they spoke to and of each other. Both men helped me be seated before taking their places around a circular table, reaching out and holding my hands.

The waiter grinned at us knowingly but not in a leering manner that embarrassed or ashamed. I was bursting to ask if our throuple was strange.

“Are we an oddity here?”

“Five years ago, maybe, but not these days, ma’am. We have polyamorous groups here every night, mostly three’s, some four’s, and once we had a five.”

I looked around the dark oak-paneled dining room, with tables discreetly spaced and the whole place deeply carpeted. Each table was lit using lavender-scented candles set in copper holders with hand-painted, stained glass window panels through which a warm glow flickered.

Gentle light danced across tables dressed in pure white linen, bearing ornate silver cutlery and crystal glassware. The server had seated our throuple in a quiet corner, close enough to the music to enjoy it but not so close to prevent us from indulging in each others’ conversation.

Magnolia walls were plastered randomly with light wood-framed sepia-tone photographs of the restaurant and its original surrounding streets, offering a jump back through time to 1876. Sturdy oak chairs padded out in luxurious purple velvet were arranged at the tables downstairs, where we sat, while an upstairs gallery ran the entire length of the dining hall, offering large, private, curved booths.

My boyfriends agreed on an expensive Bordeaux Haut Medoc red wine served in oversized glasses. We talked, laughing while each shared their differing perspectives on our day-to-day lives, eventually getting around to the circumstances that brought us together.

I let Greg and Karl talk while I listened because building a rapport between them was the only way to advance a discussion about whether or not we three could mesh a romance and relationship together.

My boyfriends had more in common than either realized. Their love of the outdoors dominated our conversation while they compared recent travel itineraries and activities. They’d competed in the same local mountain bike race three years earlier, both learned to sail at the same club in Maine in the same dinghy, albeit two years apart, and they’d climbed many of the same famous Rocky Mountain peaks.

When Greg and Karl finally stared lovingly at me during a lull in our conversation, I knew it was time to address the taboo elephant in the room.

“You have both told me you love me, and I have strong feelings for each of you.”

“Do you feel real love, though, Tiffany?”

“Yes, Greg, and in the same way for both of you.”

“It’s unusual. The three of us being together like this and considering becoming a throuple, I mean.”

“It is, but I’m becoming more accustomed to the idea every minute. At first, I felt selfish for wanting two guys, but then I thought the responsibility to make you both happy was a focus I needed, and it wouldn’t be easy.”

“Tiffany… if it’s not too intrusive, can I ask if you and Karl have made love? You suggested in our call earlier that you would.”

“Didn’t you ask him yourself when you went for a beer?”

“No. We agreed right out of the gate that there would be no kiss-and-tell when we interact separately with you, but when we’re together, anything goes.”

“Even you two enjoying each other?”

“As friends, yes; lovers, no. Neither of us is bisexual.”

“Okay, that’s very clear. Full disclosure… I have fucked both of you. Greg last week and Karl today.”

“And now we are all here.”

“Yes, my sweethearts. Now we are all here.”

I raised my glass to them, and we three sexual adventurers clinked together, grinned lasciviously and sipped a delicious red wine while I stared at both men, feeling equal in love with them. Karl raised a hand with a question.

“Do you want both of us equally, Tiffany?”

“Yes. I’m rather full-on, as you’ve already enjoyed. I can make both of you happy.”

“Are you inferring sexually, romantically, or more broadly in life?”

“I think in all three areas, Karl. If that’s what you both want.”

“Okay, well… I’ll lay my cards on the table. I won’t be submissive, cuckolded, or shunned. I’m not being disrespectful, but that’s how it is. I’m in love with you and happy to share so long as that doesn’t become toxic.”

Greg raised a finger where he’d been tapping it on the table, nodding.

“That goes for me too. I don’t mind if we all live together and sleep in the same bed as long as you manage love and romance between us fairly.”

I was amazed at how quickly our conversation had shifted onto the nub of all issues. Romance, intimacy, and sex would be the key determining factors deciding our eventual outcome.

“How do you feel about what Greg just said, sweetie?”

“To be honest, I’d prefer us all in together. I’d rather not be a part-time boyfriend visited like a glorified multi-day booty call.”

“Okay… so if we continue our proposed arrangement, all dates and lovemaking are together?”

“Yes.”

“Yes.”

“And if we move in together or spend the night wherever that might be, it’s always together?”

“Does it suit you, Tiffany?”

“Very much, but there are details to cover.”

“Such as?”

“Let me answer you after we enjoy our appetizers. One thing I will disclose: I’m not interested in submission, domination, or any female-led relationship either.

Greg had asked the question, but Karl seemed equally keen on an answer. Our servers arrived with appetizers at that moment, so I took time to consider my response.

Chunks of white fish and whole barbecue seared Tiger Bay prawns swimming in a steaming spicy red broth arrived. Fresh artisan bread with a heavy fermented yeast flavor made the soup appetizer filling.

My boyfriends talked constantly while we ate, and I felt so happy our conversation flowed naturally and moved through a broad range of subjects. There were no awkward pauses, and neither boyfriend ran out of things to say, allowing each other and me to speak while listening intently and laughing together.

An evening of conversation, good food, and wine was a welcome distraction from my hectic week, with both of my boyfriends mentioning how struck they were by how long it had been since they’d relaxed so much.

When our servers cleared away bowls, I figured we had at least ten minutes before the main courses arrived. It was time to address some of their questions and discover how, even if this could work.

“I will make myself available for sex, kissing, cuddling, and romance to the fullest extent that fulfills both of your needs.”

“Why would you be so available?”

“I think it’s the fair thing for me to offer. There are two of you, a huge benefit for me, and for this relationship to work, I must pay that back, keeping both of you happy.”

“How will you organize yourself, Tiffany?”

“I won’t, Greg… you both will.”

“Oh.”

“You both can decide if you’d like to fuck me together on occasion or separately, making love romantically, fucking casually, at home or outside. You’ll discuss date nights, menus, and movies we’ll watch, and I will fit in as far as I can.”

“Like a roster?”

“No, Karl. You and Greg are two best friends who will communicate effectively about sharing your favorite toy.”

“That’s a great analogy.”

“If you both settle on what you need and want from me, I will sit down with you afterward, and we can decide how possible it is. At that time, we will all share our feelings.”

“And we can have as much sex as we want?”

“Yes, well… within reason. If you each fucked me five or six times a day, every day separately, I’d never get any work done and wouldn’t have time to sleep.”

“I don’t think either of us wants to be unreasonable. I’ll speak for myself here, Tiffany, so you can ask Karl if he agrees, but I want to be loved absolutely.”

“You both will be.”

Karl nodded in agreement, and my hormones went crazy because we were closing in on some reasonable loose framework that might allow us to live together. He nodded at Greg.

“I think Greg and I can become great friends.”

“You must be comfortable with each other before we moved in together or took this to the next level, Karl.”

“Honestly, I like the idea that we would both fuck you together or immediately, one after the other.”

“How do you guys both feel about sloppy seconds in that case?”

“I’m fine with fucking you after Greg, Tiffany.”

“What about you, Greg?”

“I like the idea of us fucking you together for ages, satisfying you, then ourselves. Full disclosure… I love eating pussy.”

“What if I’m full of yours and Karl’s cum? Your semen stays inside me for days.”

“I don’t care, although I won’t lick your pussy as a ritual cleanup or to sexualize my humiliation… I’ll do it because I want to lick your pussy.”

“The same goes for me, Tiffany.”

When our steaks arrived, we settled into a contemplative mood while enjoying prime beef, asparagus, and sauteed cep mushrooms.

The ambiance of our restaurant grew more enchanting as one bottle of Bordeaux emptied, replaced by another, while the jazz quartet slowed their music, playing more seductive tunes as the evening wore on.

Classics from Ella, The Duke, and Louis Armstrong flowed seamlessly from one to the next, tugging at our heartstrings, massaging my mind into a relaxed state until the last song elicited a rapturous round of applause from diners.

A soothing tranquility was enhanced by logs spitting and crackling in an enormous fireplace with a low hum of conversation around the room. Our mood changed, and my feelings towards both boyfriends intensified.

“What happens next, Tiffany?”

“What would you like to happen next, Greg?”

“We should continue dating, slowly evolving our relationship.”

“I thought the same, but I feel it is important to start something tonight.”

“You mean for us to make love?”

“Yes.”

“With both of us?”

“I want to fuck you both right now. My panties are soaked just from thinking about both of you riding my tight hole. I fucking need it, boys.”

“Do you want us together, simultaneously as in a threesome or one after the other, Tiffany?”

“I want you at the same time. One in my mouth, the other fucking my pussy.”

“Can we swap over later?”

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t.”

The server saved them from immersing themselves further in my tawdry conversation by clearing our table and insisting we try the Tiramisu. Reluctantly, feeling bloated, they and I agreed to share one.

Satisfied with our meal, my boyfriends paid and tipped, and then we poured into the car parking lot after coffee, agreeing to drive to my apartment, where both men would soundly bed me. Greg asked his driver to follow while we walked along a river promenade to clear our heads and walk off dinner.

We were walking together, and I had a man on each of my arms. In the cool summer, late at night after dinner felt right. We meandered, arm in arm, window shopping through the quiet, empty streets until we reached the river.

I stopped and stared at both men seductively.

“Let’s try having a romantic moment, one of you after the other.”

They’d figured this out without my hearing because Greg held my hand while Karl moved closer, and I felt his curves against my body. He gazed lovingly into my eyes, and I felt his hardness pressing into my crotch.

My heart raced when I slipped my hands into his crotch, rubbing a delightful, rock-hard cock, while leaning in to kiss my boyfriend.

Karl inhaled deeply, breathing in my scent, an aroma that was part perfume, some pussy juice that escaped my gusset, all layered with an intoxicating essence that was me. His lips felt like velvet, tantalizing mine, gently crushing, squeezing, and exploring until his tongue entered my mouth, electrifying.

When my knees buckled, Karl held me upright with a palm pressed into the small of my back and another cupping my left ass cheek.

They swapped me seamlessly, one gorgeous man handing me over to another, and Greg pulled me close, gripping both ass cheeks, massaging while grinding his much larger cock into my pussy, bending his knees slightly to get an upward angle.

He kissed me more passionately, searching for love more desperately than Karl had, so I gave him that, knowing it was my responsibility to make and keep both men happy.

When we separated, I stared at them, surprised by how excited they looked. Both had solid cocks tenting their pants while my pussy wreaked havoc with my psyche, dribbling sticky arousal all over my upper thighs.

I leaned forward a little, planting both hands on my thighs, giggling while catching my breath. Greg wolf-whistled for our car to join us halfway along the promenade, and I stood up straight, the most aroused and in love that I have ever been.

“How was that, Tiffany?”

“Amazing, Greg.”

“We have a question for you, baby girl.”

“Go ahead.”

“Can you be faithful to both of us?”

“Yes. I promise there will be no cheating.”

“Then shall we return to your place where Karl and I can make love to you?”

“Please… I fucking desperately need it.”

“So do we.”


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

6th/7th June 2022 - Pleasure For Three

Greg and Karl took turns French-kissing me in the car. One boyfriend cradled, then caressed my breasts, gently kneading each before rolling my nipples between forefinger and thumb, elevating my state of arousal, while the other spread my knees wide apart and ran his fingers seductively up and down my thighs, flicking the suspender belt playfully.

“Are you guys working me together?”

“We agreed on how to do that.”

“How to make love to me?”

“Yes, we’ve been busy and wanted to make this first time for the three of us special.”

“Thank you, boys.”

Karl’s lips spoke for both men, caressing mine like soft pillows, pressing together, then retreating with a sticky, reluctant, loving farewell when we parted. Greg kissed the back of my neck, eliciting shivers up and down my spine. He reached around into my crotch, hitched up my dress hem, and slid a finger along the growing dampness of my panty lace, precisely where swollen pussy lips formed a tight, vertical slit.

Their total focus on my pleasure was very noticeable.

I trembled at their touch, enjoying a newly found love magnified by being taken by two of them. I was in an exploration moment of a new, unblemished romance when my sense of love became exalted into an unreal plane of existence.

My future life with two men was being plotted from the seed of a perfect moment fed by Mother Nature.

The intensity of this moment would gently wane in the years ahead as reality struck, our origin love stories lost some luster, and our relationship needed hard work from all three of us to survive. But for now, powerful chemistry and biology colluded to bring three adventurous lovers together, giving us the same chance everyone starts with.  

Leaking arousal filled my panties and the car with an aroma of love while my pussy lips tingled in anticipation of the fucking I would soon receive.

When Greg slipped my gusset aside precisely where it cupped my swollen labia, dipping his finger inside my fuck hole, I felt swelling, tingling, and flutters of excitement as a warm, comfortable coating seeped gently onto his finger and into my panty lining.

I gasped when Greg’s finger dragged my heavily engorged clitoris in a circle, kissing Karl harder and more desperately, while his fellow lover slid his digit along my creamy slit, dipping back inside, coating it with sticky nectar that he harvested fervently.

When Greg offered Karl a finger-full of my creamy treat, my boyfriends shattered another boundary, sharing my most personal and precious nectar as two best friends might. 

I made sure to service each man to the same degree by the attention and time devoted to each and the intensity of love conveyed by my light caress and soft kisses. It was easier than I had thought when worrying about our sexual dynamic while at the restaurant because I was into both guys in a big way.

“Are you both comfortable with this… with us, I mean?”

“Very comfortable, sweetheart.”

“Yes, Tiffany, I am, too.”

“Are either of you feeling left out?”

“No.”

“Definitely not.”

They were enthusiastic and respectful lovers, although I felt sure there must be a primal competition going on deep in their psyche to fuck and fill me with baby-making seed. It didn’t show in any envious sense from their body language or the affection each showed.

I’d researched ancient human sexuality, particularly the term sperm wars applying between rival men, including married ones when inseminating their women and then pressing hard to impregnate other ovulating girls of all ages in neighboring households.

It was helpful to understand the raw human instincts interplaying in our three-way dynamic, something I needed to be mindful of if I wanted to keep my men happy.

I unzipped both men’s pants, sliding my hands inside their underwear, releasing two wonderfully stiff cocks, stroking them carefully, familiarizing myself with each unique size and shape.

These are mine.

If I get this right, these men are mine… and I am theirs.

I love them both.

While enjoying their different yet beautiful veiny shafts until I got them fully hard, I noticed our driver glanced in the rearview mirror from time to time, but he seemed unphased, so I carried on and began wanking my boyfriends off.

I leaned over to one side of the car and sucked Karl’s cock first, twisting my body and shifting my knees around until my creamy slit pointed at Greg in a doggy style, presenting a fuck hole Karl had already pounded earlier in the day.

It was a big test, and Greg passed it easily. He had to know I would have relieved myself in the toilet, sluicing a great deal of Karl’s semen out of my pussy, and, also, having showered that I would have cleaned myself, but when his tongue plowed up and down my creamy, throbbing slit, some residue semen from Karl’s earlier deposit had to be inside there still.

Greg was unabashed, unrestrained, and eager to please me, licking my swollen lips, the tight, damp crack between and inside my throbbing hole, unrelentingly pleasuring me.

I grinned broadly as I crammed Karl’s cock deep inside my throat, spurred on by knowing Greg was willing to eat my pussy, regardless of my other boyfriend having already seeded me. Our lovemaking felt respectful, not cuckolding or like any ritual cum cleanup, just a boy licking his girlfriend’s cunt, showing her love and affection.

I spread my knees wider apart, to the extent a cramped car back seat would allow, encouraging Greg to explore my creamy hole with his lips and tongue while my lips clenched around his new friend’s cock, choking, as I crammed his glans into my windpipe.

When our car pulled up outside my apartment building, Greg slid my panties back over a plump, drenched slit and peeled my dress hem back down, covering my ass cheeks. They both tucked their cocks away, and we exited the car, giggling, running for the front door.

They treated me like a princess, opening every door from the front of the apartment building to our bedroom and taking turns kissing me en route, in the elevator, through my living room, and in the kitchen, where a bottle of champagne and three glasses were acquired.

In our bedroom, my boyfriends stripped off like wild men, dancing as if consumed by a ritual, tearing shirt buttons and ripping out belts while discarding their clothes. They leaped on and off the bed, gyrating and sprinting around the large bedroom with me at the center, aroused and in awe at their raw power.

Both men could have been bodybuilders and were gorgeous, lithe, acrobatic, and powerful. They laughed together, high-fiving one another, frequently sandwiching me in a twisting dance while they liberated my clothes.

When they stopped, panting like sprinters crossing the finishing line, both closed in on me, stroking my body with theirs. Greg kissed the back of my neck while I ferociously tongued Karl in a deep, meaningful French kiss, but they had other ideas, each descending to their knees as though praying at a sacred altar.

When Greg prised my ass cheeks apart, clawing open the soft tissues around my anus, and Karl raised one of my legs, slinging it over his shoulder, I knew both of my fuck holes would be licked. I felt like a cream bun being eaten from both ends; while one licked the juices from my drenched pussy, the other tongued a sensitive nerve cluster inside my back passage.

I held on to Karl’s head with both hands while my boyfriends showed me how much better two tongues, each servicing a trembling fuck hole, could be. I transcended any normal state of sexual bliss into an absolute rapture as my orgasm tickled deep inside me, then exploded while so many ultra-sensitive nerve endings lit up on the tongues of two men rejoicing in their love for me.

“Have you guys been discussing what happens next?”

“Yes, darling. We’ve been messaging privately, discussing protocols, good and bad behavior, and how to share you tonight and forever.”

“And you’ve settled any disputes?”

“Yeah… we both want you that much.”

“Tell me what you both decided, Greg?”

“We want to double penetrate you tonight if that’s acceptable. It seems like the right way to celebrate our first date.”

“Oh my… and have you decided who will fuck which of my holes?”

“We agreed on the most comfortable option for you, honey.”

When Greg lay on our bed, I straddled his waist, sliding my creamy pussy along the underside of his much thicker cock. Karl kneeled behind me, wrapping his arms around my midriff while leaning over, planting kisses around my neck before strafing the length of my spine with a wet tongue.

When he slipped his tongue onto my anal whorl, licking the tight, puckered hole that Greg had already enjoyed, I lost control of my body, shuddering vigorously to another orgasm while grinding my clitoris against Greg’s bulging urethra. I kissed one boyfriend passionately, enjoying the soft brush of his lips against mine while the other lubricated my back passage, preparing me to take his cock.

“I’ve never felt like this before, Greg.”

“Karl and I said the same thing earlier, baby. We can do this.”

“Oh god, how much detail did you discuss?”

“Everything that occurred to us right now.”

“I have to ask… umm, oh wow, fuck.”

“Babies?”

“Yes. How can we, maybe one day… is it possible?”

“We both want to father children with you, Tiffany.”

“Oh, thank god.”

Greg hoisted me, gripping my waist with two powerful hands, while Karl handled his friend’s cock, pointing it straight up at my hole. I gasped and turned my head from one to the other, stunned that both men smiled at me.

I was lowered gently until Karl slid Greg’s cock back and forth my creamy slit, squashing both swollen labia wide before he stroked my bulging clitoris with a tightly strung banjo string.

“Helping each other pleasure you doesn’t make us gay.”

“I wouldn’t mind if you were.”

“You never know how life will turn out, Tiffany.”

Karl held Greg’s cock longer than I needed him to, and I wasn’t sure if that was inexperience or a sign of things to come. If they fell in love and fucked each other, it might make our relationship more straightforward to manage, but then, on the other hand, such emotions playing out in a triangle might become problematic.

I moaned lasciviously while wriggling on Greg’s cock, enjoying how it filled me. My pussy clenched hard against his rigid shaft, on, then off and on again, crushing him while I ground my solid, trembling clitoris against his pubic bone.

Karl carefully fingered my anus, dipping inside up to his second knuckle, slathering copious saliva on my soft tissue rectum walls and around the sensitive sphincter ridges as I clenched my pussy against Greg’s cock.

I feared taking six and a half inches of cock inside my back passage while relishing the thought of both men training my anal fuck hole until, eventually, Greg could pound it as well.

I was consumed by kissing Greg, almost pumping my breath and choking into his mouth when Karl pressed his glans against my anal sphincter, bouncing back on each thrust, until he lunged forward, gripping my waist, slowly popping a previously unfucked cherry, squeezing his glans a couple of inches inside my back passage.

I screamed in pain, but that soon subsided as Greg held my ass cheeks wide open for his tag team fuck partner to inch slowly, deeper inside me until I was full.

Ecstasy lit up my body as I orgasmed powerfully, squirting hard, soaking Greg and me, probably Karl, as well. When one cock filled my back passage, and the other was buried balls deep inside my cunt, I tossed my head back, swirling my long hair, ascendent like an angel writhing rapturously.

I stared at Greg, then turned and composed myself to look at Karl.

“I’m so fucking full, Karl.”

“That’s good, honey. I can feel Greg’s cock sliding against mine.”

My furrowed, lewd, contorted brow matched Greg’s when I stared down, and he nodded, confirming Karl’s cock had slid against his. A thin membrane of tissues separated them. My understanding of female biology was such that I knew Greg’s cock deep inside my cunt stimulated my anterior fornix while Karl’s cock reached my posterior fornix.

I was being double-teamed by two exquisite lovers, accessing the most intense pleasure a woman might feel deep inside her body.

It was a first for me, and I finally understood why friends had recommended being double penetrated. I will never forget the sheer decadent shimmering in my mind and the total lack of control I had over a whole body shuddering while my guts trembled wildly with two men deeply enjoying impaling me on their cocks.

“This is amazing, you guys.”

“I feel it, too.”

Karl grunted and moaned, incapable of holding back, sliding his cock out of my back passage before driving it deep inside me again. I stared at Greg lovingly while he remained still, and I milked his cock while my other boyfriend plowed a furrow previously virgin and untouched, fucking all three of us with his sole efforts.

“Fuck me!”

“Oh, we will.”

Greg cupped my breasts, squeezing tightly, lifting me higher while I arched my back, and Karl leaned back, hauling my fuck holes onto both of their cocks, filling me entirely with every stroke. He pressed one palm gently down on the small of my back, keeping pressure on my body to make sure I benefited from the entire length and girth of Greg’s cock.

My orgasm rolled from one sizzling peak to another, barely plateauing into a restful state until another deep rectal penetration caused both cocks to raise me onto a massive climax again. I moaned and floated into a meditative state, enjoying a moment of true love when both men came deep inside me, seeding my back passage and pussy with virulent, potent semen that would marinade inside me for days, exploring my body while offering companionship.

When I slumped onto my bed, Greg held me tight while Karl raced to his jacket. He returned with a travel pouch of antibacterial wipes, and a cream that I assumed was aloe vera.

“Her sphincter is torn a little, Greg.”

“Is she bleeding, buddy?”

“Hold her cheeks wide apart, and I’ll clean her.”

I laughed inside and shook my head, enjoying that two men were so involved in our throuple that they had discussed how to clean me up after one fucked my back passage. I lay on my stomach while Greg prised my back passage wide open, and Karl wiped away the mess of our fucking and the tiny streaks of capillary bleeding that was an inevitable part of having anal sex.

It stung, but my body was beyond relaxed, and I was so incredibly impressed by their love that I didn’t care.

We lazed in a three-way spooning, with me sandwiched in the middle, turning every five minutes to give both men cuddles, kisses, and my loving heart. We showered way past midnight, helping one another to bathe, after which my boyfriends applied more healing cream to my sore anus.

Our tryst felt different from anything I’d experienced, and they both agreed. I wasn’t ready to live together permanently, but hookups were now exclusively for them and me, and only when we were together.

I fell asleep in their arms, then woke with a head between my legs, licking my sore pussy hole. I didn’t care which guy wanted to have me and didn’t look down while they licked and sucked Greg’s cum out of my creamy hole.

I woke twice more, both men taking turns to make love to me, swapping to be first on each occasion. I fucked them both vigorously, anointing them with my love while enjoying being filled with their seed, rolling back into a loving spoon after each fuck session.

I rose early, cracked eggs, fried white onions, and fresh cherry tomatoes, and brought them together in one large omelet, serving that to my lovers in bed with toast, crispy bacon, and large coffees.

“Are you guys okay?”

“Why do you keep checking in on us, Tiffany?”

“Because I love you both and want this to work. I feel a great deal of the responsibility to ensure fairness in love is mine, Karl.”

“Greg and I are communicating well. You said we should decide how to make things work between us sexually, and that was a great idea. We’re doing that.”

“I guess I need to learn how to be a great girlfriend to two guys simultaneously. That starts with my commitment to fidelity, which I have already vowed to you, but I also need to understand how to make you happy.”

“We discussed that as well.”

“You’ve both been busy, Karl, and that makes me happy.”

“In meeting you, I’ve discovered a missing part of myself. Greg says he feels the same way.”

“That’s all chemistry and instinct right now, and it feels like a romantic faith, sweetheart. That will dilute, and we must work together to maintain our love.”

“We want to be loved by you and pay that back in commitment. Greg and I want to help each other along the way and, hopefully, become best friends. Maybe we can go out for a beer together, perhaps even when you aren’t around.”

“That seems healthy to me. I’m all for it.”

“The thing is, Tiffany… neither of us wants to hide what we three are doing.”

It was a moment I knew would come but hadn’t realized it would arrive so early. Being a throuple in the bedroom was easy, but living that truth outside, among friends, in bars, or while shopping, was infinitely more complex. Educating family about our lifestyle was doubly so.

“I’ve also considered that, and I agree; I don’t want to hide our love; in fact, right now, I want to scream my good fortune to the whole world.”

“What’s our play, honey?”

“I need to visit my parents alone and explain our situation to them. It wouldn’t be fair for me to drag both of you to their doorstep and introduce an unconventional lifestyle.”

“How do you think they will react?”

“Mom and Dad will be shocked, and I suspect yours will as well, but after some thought, mine will accept us so long as the tawdry, heady days of my slutty period are over.”

Three people in two loving relationships and one burgeoning friendship shared an omelet in bed.

Were we the first line of a standup comedy joke?

Not as far as we were concerned.
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She goes along with her husband’s surreptitious, tawdry inspection, knowing he will find nothing. Despite Frank’s pleas to become a cuckold, Scarlett isn’t convinced it is the right thing to do.

Can Frank handle watching his wife being fucked by other men?

Will Scarlett be protected in a divorce if she steps out of their marriage to give her husband what he wants?
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Have you ever imagined what an in-person blind date might be like if you could swipe one way to head for the bedroom or the other to part company as friends?

Jess, a forward-thinking bar manager, is inundated by Alpha females who need submissive boyfriends. Isla, perhaps the most exquisite, seeks female-led love rather than absolute domination and servility from her man.

Oliver, a lovely Delta guy, wants to submit.

Find out what happens on their date night.

Hotwife Hooker: Book One

Welcome to the rewrite of Hotwife Hooker. Those who bought the original can update their copy to this new one, without a further purchase.

The story is extensively rewritten, so I hope you enjoy it.

Emma needs money to buy a car for her husband. It’s not just about a BMW because she feels her and husband Steve deserve a life upgrade, and she has the body, mind and beauty to give them that easily.

Our naughty housewife can’t tell her husband that she has joined a hooker service, run by her friend Tiffany, who has quite a register of similar oversexed yummy mommies wanting money and a damn good fucking while their husband’s are out of the family home.

Tiffany calls Emma. Four guys are willing to pay top dollar for our new Housewife Hooker if they can all enjoy her together.
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