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About This Book

People are surprising. When we think we really know someone, someone who has been part of our life for years, out of the blue, we’re confronted with something new.

Janice and Damian are, and have been for years, deeply in love. An innocuous conversation leads to a revelation that takes Janice by surprise. He wants to share her with another man? This turns him on? She’s baffled… then curious… then intrigued. What would it be like to be with another man while her husband watched? What would it be like to actually experience a fantasy? Can real life compare with the perfection our mind creates?

With more than a little trepidation, she agrees to dabble in Damian’s fantasy. A meet up with Sean unleashes a cascade of passion that jolts both of them into a new reality.

Sean finds himself immersed in other fantasies when he’s pulled over by a cop. A beautiful Latina cop named Rebecca has her own secret yearnings, and maybe Sean’s man enough to pull them out of her. She won’t make it easy for him, he’ll have to earn her surrender before he can claim her.

Two couples, exploring the boundaries of sensuality are brought together in these four blistering tales.


Before you start reading, a few words from the author:

In this novel, my characters don’t always indulge in safe sex. Please, in your real life, play often and play safe!

Join my mailing list and get two free books! It only takes a minute and you’ll have more sexy reads waiting for you!
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Sharing Janice – Episode 1
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Chapter 1: What’s Wrong?

Janice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2: Daydreams About Night Dreams

Janice

“HI JANICE. YOUR TEN O’CLOCK IS EARLY. Would you like ten minutes to get settled in before I show him in?” Kim rose from her seat at reception and followed me, standing at the door to my office. “It’s okay with me if you make him wait, he’s not hard on the eyes, if you know what I mean.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3: The Plan

Damian

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4: Photo Shoot

Janice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5: The Photographer

Damian

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter6: Porn Star

Janice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Take off your pants, Lover.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7: The Next Morning

Janice

“WAKE UP, BABY. You’ve got to see this.” Damian’s voice was excited as his hand tugged at my shoulder.

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

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

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

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

Hi Mr. and Mrs. A,

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

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

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

Sexed up Sean

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

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

“Fine by me, go for it.”

Hi Sexed Up Sean,

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

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

Mr. and Mrs. A.

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

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

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

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

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

The End of Episode 1


Episode 2: The More the Merrier
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Chapter 8

Sean

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 9

Janice

WHEN SEAN’S FINGERS TOUCHED MY PUSSY, I thought I’d have an orgasm right there and then. Oh my God! His cock was thick under my hand and I wanted it so bad. Watching Damian’s eyes, I knew how turned on he was as well.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 10

Damian

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 11

Sean

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Up against the car.”

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

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

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

“Military? Where’d you serve soldier?”

“Afghanistan. Why?”

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

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

“Oh really.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 12

Officer Crow, Rebecca, Becky

I WATCHED HIS CAR PULL AWAY before my hand went to my chest. Oh Wow. I’d dreamed about this for some time, but to actually DO IT! To top it off he was handsome as hell and hung like a bull.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 13

Janice

“DO YOU THINK SEAN WILL MIND if we take some video on Saturday night? Now that we’ve started, I’d like to increase our home porn collection.” Damian’s voice drifted in from the bedroom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 14

Sean

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You should do that more often.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No Officer Crowe—single and free.”

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

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


Chapter 15

Janice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End of Episode 2


Episode 3: Any Way
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Chapter 16

Rebecca

WHAT A DAY! A felony arrest and five domestics. In addition to the summonses, ambulance cases and the everyday crap. Hot sudsy water swirled over my body, releasing the knots in my shoulders as I lay in the whirlpool bath. I opened my eyes and turned slightly to see through the window to the left of the tub. Yup. Just as I’d thought, a full moon, which explained the busy shift on patrol. Some people think that’s an urban myth, a full moon affecting people’s behavior, but ask any worker who deals with the public and they’ll tell you. The crazies come out at that time of the month.

No matter. It just made the day more interesting. The ten hour shift flew by, that was for sure. Let’s face it—I’d rather be busy than just tooling around in the patrol car. The felony arrest was no big deal, a dumb kid breaking into a garage and trying to steal a car radio. The domestics were more intense. I shook my head; some people just don’t belong together.

Well, shift complete, I signed out, and it’s all good. After the years of doing the job, it really wasn’t much more than just another busy day at the office. And I had better, more interesting things for sure, to reflect on as I sat in the tub feeling the pulses of the whirlpool caress me.

I was mulling over the evening with Sean at the O Zone on Saturday. For about the tenth time since that night. I felt myself smiling. I knew it would be sexy but it was way better than what I’d imagined. He was not only great looking, he was strong and alpha. I needed a guy stronger than me, but he’d have to earn my respect before I’d ever sub to him.

When he made me say please before he would fuck me… That had been exactly right. His mouth and tongue on my clit, teasing me, while I ached for his cock to fuck me. I closed my eyes and slid deeper into the warm water in the tub, holding the shower wand close to my groin. Just one twist of the settings and a pulsing jet of water caressed me, the way Sean’s tongue had. I raised my leg and rested the heel of my foot on the side of the tub, turning on my side for my other hand to wander to my opening.

I held the wand closer to the hard, sensitive bud between my legs, and slipped my fingers inside my slippery opening, picturing how Sean had told me to say please. When his fingers had pressed into my anus, any resistance I had, melted away. What would it be like to be fucked there? My thumb pressed into my ass as my fingers pushed deeper into my cunt. Oh yeah…this was nice. God, I’d beg Sean to do this to me.

My heart thundered in my chest as the throbbing jet of water licked my clit. In my mind, it was Sean’s tongue lathing me while his fingers and thumb filled my openings. The sensation was delicious and I wanted it to last forever. I pressed the shower wand against my clit while pushing my fingers deeper, fucking my hungry cunt the way Sean had.

“Oh yeah…please harder…” My words were a whisper, eyes squeezed shut, back in the moment with Sean, begging him for that huge, thick cock. “Oh God.” My hips rocked into the shower wand while muscles deep inside spasmed on the imaginary cock—Sean’s cock.

“Yeah, just like that.” My senses centered on the waves of ecstasy spreading through my body, to my very fingertips. My clit tingled and I arched pulling the wand away from it. It was now too much to bear and my fingers withdrew from the warm wetness of my pussy,

I laid my head back against the hard surface of the tub and smiled. What was with me lately? I’d masturbated every night since meeting him. He’d awakened a torrent of sexual fantasies and all because he had the potential to dominate me. He’d done a bit of that at the O Zone but there was so much more he could do that would leave me quivering.

Should I dare to show him my collection of porn and sex toys when I see him tomorrow night? I’d pushed his buttons when I pulled him over, fondling his cock during the frisk. Even at the club, I’d been a sassy bitch, just to test him. He was tough and man enough to give me what I needed but showing him the hand-cuffs, blindfolds and nipple clamps…That would be too easy for him.

Human nature being what it is, he’d appreciate my gift of submission if he had to work for it. The harder he worked to control and dominate, the more we both would crave my submission. Oh God. Here I go again. My finger slid across my clit in response to the tingling fullness in my pussy lips once again.


Chapter 17

Sean

SHOULD I? Would Rebecca like a smooth shaven groin? From the articles in the porn magazines, women like a clean shaven guy when they give head. Oh what the hell. If I don’t like it or if it itches, it’ll grow back.

I stepped away from the stream of water in the shower and shook the can of shaving lather. The cool minty feel of the soap along with thoughts of Rebecca’s mouth on my cock were making me hard. Be really careful Soldier with that razor. One nick and you could bleed to death.

I pulled my thick shaft to the side and slowly shaved the coarse pubic hair away. It actually felt good. When I was finished shaving all around it and my balls, I glanced down at my handiwork. Fuck! Without the nest of dark hair, it looked even bigger than usual. I couldn’t say bigger than normal as in the junk department I’m an extra large—almost eight inches long, and a thick fistful of cock.

No more stick handling, Soldier. God only knows what Officer Crowe has in store for you tonight. You’d better be on your game to keep the upper hand. God, she’s porn star hot with strength in that shapely body. She easily slipped out of the hold I had her in at the club and I’ve been trained by the best. But then again, so has she.

Funny thing though. When I threatened to bugger her ass with my thumb and made her say please before I’d fuck her, I swear that’s what she’d wanted all along. Never had a woman that needed a good spanking as much as she does.

Picturing her gorgeous soft ass cheeks, holding her across my lap was too much. I closed my eyes and my hand drifted to massage my cock, holding it firmly, stroking up and down while twisting my wrist. Oh yeah baby. I’d given her a thorough spanking and she’d be on her knees in front of me, licking her lips, staring at my thick shaft. I’d make her beg to suck it.

My hand stroked faster but in my head it was her beautiful mouth and head bobbing up and down on me. Suck it faster. Her dark eyes are watering looking up at me, but she does it. My hips thrust in time with my hand and the first incredible spurt of cum landed at the end of the tub. Oh God! She’s going to give me head tonight or I really will spank her. The crazy thing is, I think she’d love that.


Chapter 18

Rebecca

WHY AM I fussing so much with what I’m going to wear? This is the third dress that I’ve tried on and by hell, it’s going to be the last one. It’s not like it’s going to be on for long if all goes as planned. I adjusted the neckline, pulling it down a bit to reveal more cleavage in the push-up bra and glanced in the mirror. With my dark coloring, red is flattering. If he doesn’t get an instant hard on seeing me in this skin tight dress, my ass cheeks peeking out from under the short hem, then he’s got ice water in his veins.

At the sound of the doorbell, my eyes widened and I froze.

Just breathe Becky; it’s just a guy to fuck. It’s not like you’re going to marry him or anything.

Yeah but he could be THE one. My Master.

Yeah well, he’s going to have to earn it. Tease him till he HAS to take control.

STOP! Enough. This is making me crazy. The doorbell rang again, this time more insistently and I ran to the front of my apartment.

When I opened the door my head bobbed forward and I felt like I had to pick my jaw up from the floor. A military uniform? Oh Christ, Sean looked good enough to eat in it, replete with medals. His grey eyes were sparkling and there were laugh lines extending out from the corners.

“Officer Crowe or is it Becky tonight?” He took a step toward me into my body space, his musky cologne filling my nostrils while my panties (if I’d been wearing any) fell to the floor.

“Sergeant…Hey, I don’t even know your last name and you’re here to fuck me?” I stepped back before he bowled me over striding into my apartment like he owned it. Oh fuck, where have you been all my life?

“It’s Woods and if you play your cards right and are a good little girl, maybe then I’ll fuck you.” He stopped in the middle of the living room and looked around.

A good little girl and maybe he’d fuck me? I’m not looking for a Daddy, I’m a strong woman who needs a stronger man. “Would you like a drink, Sean?” I walked slowly (I had to with the six inch heels) into the room, my eyes never straying from his.

“A beer would be nice.” He placed his palm on my cheek and smirked.

“The kitchen’s that way. Bring me one too, will you?” I turned to walk to the leather sofa across the room but was stopped short by his firm grip on my arm.

“YOU will get us both a drink. You’re the hostess and you’ll serve me, Becky. Do you understand, Becky?” His gaze bore through me and the set of his strong jaw line showed me he meant business.

I lifted my chin and stepped into his body, my hand clutching his balls with just enough pressure to get his attention. “Or what? What will you do to me? Seems like you’re the one who’s having trouble understanding.” I gave his balls a quick squeeze, glad when his face remained the same, no flinching.

His hand grazed my wrist and with a touch as soft as a butterfly his fingers slid up my arm to the shoulder strap of my dress. His finger hooked into it and he pushed it down. We continued to lock eyes while my hand cupped him.

Next the other strap was pushed down so that I stood before him, the full whiteness of my breasts threatening to spill up and out of the bra.

“I’d like you topless when you serve me my beer.” He knocked my hand away from his crotch, walked to the sofa and sat down.

Oh my God, watching his strong wide back and the tight, lean ass as he walked away made my pussy ache with desire. He sank into the soft cushions and rested his ankle on the knee of his other leg, once more smirking at me.

Fuck, I could have torn the dress and bra off, I loved the way this was going. But instead my fingers worked languorously easing the top of the dress down to my waist, reaching behind me to unhook the clasps of the bra.

I slipped the bra down my arms and tossed it to him, giving just a fleeting glimpse of my breasts before turning to go into the kitchen. I took a few steps and stopped, bending forward to raise the hem of my dress. There Sergeant, take that. No panties and bent just enough to show the bottom of my pussy lips. Believe me, you’re going to have to work a little harder to get inside that sweet spot.

I straightened and continued on to the kitchen. If I’d known that I was going to be serving topless and teasing him like some kind of stripper, I’d have picked raunchier background music than the soft jazz that was playing.

I took two frosty bottles of beer from the fridge and held them in my hands, shielding my boobs from his eyes as I walked back to where he sat. The crotch of his pants was a tent and his feet were both on the floor now, splayed far apart. It was all I could do to stop myself from dropping to my knees and tearing his pants open—with my teeth.

“Place the bottles against your nipples. I want to see if they’re cold enough.” His gaze was now on my hands holding the bottles.

I startled when the dewy cold surface of the bottles touched me. “You want to see if the beer is cold or my nipples? Which is it?”

“You’re a smartass, you know that? Do you know what happens to smartass girls?” His head was cocked to one side, that cute smirk once more on his lips. He leaned forward, took both bottles of beer from my hands and set them on a table next to the sofa.

“First of all, I’m a woman not a girl and—”

His hand shot forward and before I knew it I was straddled across his knee, his muscular leg over mine while his arm pinioned my back so that I was facing the floor. I could feel my pussy cream while my clit hardened. And I wasn’t the only one aroused, judging by the thick hardness pressing into my waist.

My skirt had risen and my ass cheeks felt cool air before the thwack of his hand resounded in my ears. Oow! Oh my God, it hurt so good. My fist beat against the hard muscles of his calve and I squirmed trying to escape the next blow. But the pressure of his arm holding me down, increased.

Fighting him and losing was everything that I’d ever lusted for.

The next blow landed squarely on one cheek of my ass, the pain immediate like a bee sting. “Bastard!” My fingernails dug into his ankle and my thighs tried in vain to roll my hips away from him.

His hand rested on the inflamed flesh of my ass and began to circle the outside of each cheek. “Ready to be a good girl?” The smugness in his voice and the casual control he exerted over my body made my pussy ache for his touch, but I couldn’t give in…yet.

“I’m…” I tried to lift my head to turn and look at him. “NOT…” My arm pushed hard against his leg. “A GIRL. I’m a woman!” One last burst of effort pushing against the floor with the toes of my high heels, all to no avail.

This time I felt his body shift raising his arm high in the air before the crack of his hand against my ass. Tears stung my eyes from the pain and pleasure. When his finger traced a line in the trench between my ass cheeks and down separating the flesh at my opening, I gasped.

“You’re a very bad girl who needs to be punished.” His voice was gruff with arousal and his fingers dove deep inside me.

I was almost there, almost ready to surrender to him—to beg for what only he had the power to give me. The muscles in my legs and arms became jelly as his fingers pushed harder into me. There was only my pussy, wet and lusting for more.

His slippery fingers were now spreading the fullness of my labia, drifting softly to the throbbing nub of my clit. A moan starting in my core erupted in a soft purr in my throat when he stroked my most sensitive spot, teasing it softly. My hips rolled, spurred on by the touch of his finger, reveling in the intense pleasure.

“Are you going to be a good girl now?” Just a whisper as his fingers once more dipped into the depths of my wetness, gently fucking me. The ball of his thumb pressed against my asshole, flaming hot, hurting when it entered.

“Yes.” I would have done anything for him at this point. Was it my mind or my cunt responding?

“Sir. You’ll answer and call me Sir.” His fingers withdrew from me and slapped my ass once more.

I gasped as a jolt of ecstasy shot through my belly and into my clit. My heart was thundering in my chest but I managed a murmur, or more like a moan. “Yes, Sir.”

“That’s better.” He lifted his thigh off mine and the hand holding my back down slid around my side to cup and fondle my breast. His finger and thumb pinched the hardened nipple as he spoke. “You’ll serve me my drink and then remove the rest of your clothes.”

What? No more fingering my clit, just when I was about to come? I stood up and reached for one of the beers he had set aside, feeling his gaze on my bare breasts. The nipple he had pinched tingled, linked to the wet longing in my clit for anything he would do to it. Oh God, just fuck me hard.

I handed the beer to him and straightened before pushing the spandex fabric over the roundness of my hips. His gaze dropped and focused on the flesh that was now naked, especially the smoothness of my labia. Watching him sitting fully clothed, calmly sipping his drink as I stood naked and vulnerable almost made me scream; I wanted him to use me, make me his slut.

“Very good Becky. Go into your bedroom and lay on the bed. I’ll be in shortly.”


Chapter 19

Sean

OH GOD, I needed this beer. Fuck, I would need the one she brought in for herself as well. I’d never had a woman so spunky and strong as Becky. Everything was a struggle, even getting her to act like a decent hostess and get me a drink.

And ordering her around, to take her top off and then spanking her. Holy crap, I almost came in my pants when she moaned and wiggled against me. And now she was obedient, lying on her bed waiting for me to fuck her. It sure was different, but hot as hell.

I took a long swallow of beer, finishing half of it and adjusted my cock that was hard and aching to go in there and fuck her blind. But if I did that, jumped her bones without making her wait, playing this weird sexual game, I’d disappoint her. And it would end too soon. Besides which, staying in control, having my own little sex kitten was something I’d like to prolong as well.

What was she doing in there? She’d better not be playing with herself. I’d love to see that but I didn’t give her permission to do that. I got up and tiptoed to a spot a few feet from the open bedroom door.

Oh God she was sexy lying on the dark walnut, four poster bed, her velvety Latino skin contrasting against the white eyelet coverlet on the bed. Dark wavy hair fell away from her face, framing slender shoulders and lithe arms as she stared at the ceiling. There was a small black mole on the outside curve of her breast, close to the pebbled nipple.

It was hard to decide which of her was sexiest—the double D rack or the rounded stomach above her smooth, shaven triangle. When I’d ate her out at the club, she had smelled like soap and musk and tasted almost sweet. I placed my fingers under my nose and inhaled. Just like tonight, sex musk.

I watched her spread her shapely legs and place her hand on her pussy. She sighed and closed her eyes as her finger slipped between the full lips and touched her clit. Oh my God, pre-cum was leaking from my cock again watching her masturbate. I held my breath and unzipped my fly to free my shaft, stroking it softly, my gaze taking in all of her as she pleasured herself.

Her head turned to face me, a small smile on her lips. “Do you like watching, Sir?”

My face became warm and I walked into the room, stopping at the side of the bed, gazing into her sultry eyes. It took a supreme act of willpower but I’m nothing if not disciplined. “Did I tell you to masturbate?”

Her hand slowly rose and touched the tip of my cock, her finger spreading the wetness over the head while she licked her lips. “I couldn’t help myself…”

My balls became rock hard and a shudder passed through me seeing her pink tongue so close to my dick.

“Suck me.” I grabbed a fistful of her silky hair and pulled until her mouth closed on the thick knob of my shaft.

Her tongue pressed the underside, flicking softly as she took more and more in. At the half-way point she paused, her dark eyes watering when she glanced into mine. It was actually farther than most women had ever been able to go, considering my size. Both of her hands were massaging my cock as if her life depended on it and my hips rocked back and forth. Oh God, I had to stop before I shot my load down her throat.

“Enough. Get on your hands and knees.” Holy cow, I was really getting into this dominant mindset. From the look in her eyes, almost gratitude, so was she.

She pulled back and centered herself on the bed, doing exactly what she was told. I walked to the end of the mattress and gazed upon her sweet ass and pussy, poised high in the air, the arousal and wetness, a lascivious invitation. Taking my time, I placed my knee on the bed and edged closer, running my cock along the furrow of her ass to her slippery opening.

“Oh God, yes, like that. Fuck me, Sir.” Her back arched, forcing her butt even higher.

“Say please.” I rubbed the thick knob over her clit, gratified to hear her moan.

“Please fuck my cunt.” She was maneuvering her body so that the tip of my shaft was at her opening again.

With a strong thrust, my cock pushed deep inside her, aided by the wetness of her pussy. She was so fucking tight and hot clutching my cock in satiny smoothness. I looked at the creamy orbs of her ass, the small dark rosebud of her anus, down to the stretched mocha lips of her pussy swallowing the thick girth of my cock.

“Play with your clit.” It came out like a growl as I pumped into her.

I couldn’t resist touching her asshole, wanting to fill all of her. I spat on my finger and rubbed her anus, teasing her into relaxing the muscle there. All the while I pumped long and slow, savoring the slippery invasion as I thrust, then the pull of her flesh, reluctant to release me when I eased back.

My finger pushed into her rectum to the first knuckle and stayed there until I felt her relax once more.

“This is so fucking good. I love your cock and what you’re doing to my asshole. Take me. Fuck me anyway you want. Just don’t stop.” She was almost babbling in her lust.

This time I slid my whole finger into her asshole and fucked her there, keeping time with the thrust of my cock. Feeling her squirm and buck under me was getting to me. I fucked her faster and harder, her cunt squeezing and milking me. I couldn’t keep my finger in her anymore and grasped the soft flesh of her hips in both of my hands, pulling her back hard onto each thrust.

“Oh God…don’t stop. Please keep fucking my cunt…” Her hands grasped the white lace cover of the bed, bunching it in her fists, her head drooping forward as her breasts bounced, slapping against her chest from my strokes.

My neck arched, the blood pounding through my body when I buried myself deep inside her, my cock pulsing ecstasy in tandem with hers. On and on, I filled her, feeling the trembling in her legs before she collapsed onto the bed. There was a sheen of sweat on her back that glistened in the softly lit room.

“Oh Sean, you were incredible.” Her bottom fell away from me when she rolled over and smiled. “This was my fantasy and you did it for me. I could get used to having you around.”

She looked so soft and beautiful laying there, looking at me with unabashed adoration in her eyes. I lay beside her and took her into my arms, kissing those luscious, full lips tenderly.

I could get used to being around her as well. But would it always be a struggle every time we fucked or had I tamed the hellcat in her?


Chapter 20

Becky

IT HAD BEEN TOO LONG since I’d been held tenderly by a strong man, a man who could take charge and give me the freedom to just let go. I snuggled into his body, cupping his tight buttock with my leg, pulling that still hard and wet manhood against my mons.

The fact that he was hung like a bull had been an added bonus when I’d met him. Why was he still unattached? With a package like that and the fact that he was actually a nice guy, it didn’t make sense. Could it be simply that he hadn’t met the right woman? Maybe I’d be that woman.

My fingers played idly across the ropey muscles of his back to the firm roundness of his shoulder. No, for a guy like Sean, I’d gladly be a girl—his girl. My tongue danced with his and our kiss became urgent, like we were trying to connect with our minds this time. Oh yes Sean, I’d be your girl and do whatever you’d want me to.

His hand squeezed the cheek of my ass and then slapped me hard. Why was it that every time he did that, my pussy got hot? He broke away from our kiss and his mouth trailed a line of soft love bites to my neck and lower to my breasts. Oh God. I arched my chest higher eager for his teeth.

A jolt of pleasure shot through like an arrow to my clit when he licked and then bit my nipple. His fingers rolled the soft flesh in his hands, clutching them hard, hurting me with his mouth. I felt my leg muscles melt as I spread them, opening myself up to him. I was his to hurt and claim.

His body slid down the surface of the bed as he continued kissing and biting my stomach. He rolled over my leg until he was almost kneeling, his tongue gliding over the hollow where my thigh met my pussy. His warm breath was on my clit when he pulled my lips apart. Oh God, his mouth sucked my clit inside and his tongue pressed hard against it, licking it roughly.

His hand slid under my ass and he lifted me so I was an open feast for his tongue and lips to savor. The man could really eat pussy. Some guys give your cunt perfunctory attention just out of fairness but Sean acted like he really liked it. His fingers dipped into my opening and curled upward as he licked my clit furiously. It felt good, but his fingers made me feel like I had to pee.

“Sean…” I tried to slide my ass away.

“Stay still.” He gave my ass a hard pinch getting my attention. Oh yeah, he was Sir and I’d have to wait to go to the bathroom.

Hi fingers continued to curl, stimulating just under my pubic bone making the urge to urinate even stronger. “No really, Sean…” Again I tried to pull away. “Just give me a minute will you?”

“My baby girl’s never had a G-spot orgasm?” His fingers pulled me close again.

My baby girl? Oh my God. His baby girl? I’d squeeze the life out of my kegel muscle for those words. G-spot? I thought that was only a myth but if Sir wanted to give it a try, I was all in. His baby girl.

I laid back and focused on the sensation in my clit, squeezing my kegel as tight as I could.

“Relax baby. If you feel like peeing, just go with it.” He flicked his tongue over my clit for a few seconds and then the hard surface of his teeth grazed it.

Oh fuck! “That feels good.” His fingers kept rubbing inside me and a feeling I’d never felt before was building. My hips bucked up into his mouth and hand, taking on a life of their own. “OH GOD! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING TO ME? DON’T STOP!”

Indescribable pleasure rode in waves from deep inside, to my clit and out through my body to my very fingertips. It was intense and my whole body throbbed on and on in a cloud of ecstasy. There was coolness under the cheeks of my ass where he’d let me fall onto the bed. Oh my God, I was soaking wet!

Sean lifted his head from my crotch and smiled through glistening lips at me. “Becky. My baby girl’s first G-spot orgasm.”

“And not the last, I hope.” Tears welled in my eyes. What the hell was that all about? My body shuddered and I took a deep breath. He’d think I was some needy bitch if I started crying right now.  

“It’s okay babe. You’re safe. I took you to a mountain and threw you off. But I’m here to catch you.”

His knee went to the side and the next thing I knew he was holding me close once more, stroking my head, cradling it into his neck.

“You’re an interesting woman Becky. Strong and challenging but with a soft little girl inside that I just want to cherish. Something tells me that it’s been too long since that little girl had a good cry.”

Oh my God, his kind words just made me cry harder. I snuggled in and clung to him, tears and snot running like a tap from my face. But I was safe to just be.


Chapter 21

Sean

TWO TOTALLY DIFFERENT WOMEN—Janice, a soft Nordic blonde, head over heels in love with Damian. A woman who’d do anything to please her husband, sexy and adventurous and then there was Becky. When you peeled back the armor, she was fragile, much more so than Janice.

I kissed the top of her head, inhaling the sweet fragrance of her hair. She’d drifted into a peaceful sleep, snug in my arms after crying for a good ten minutes or so. Her first G-spot orgasm and I’d been the one to give it to her. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, content to just hold her.

Maybe it was because she was a cop that she had to act strong, even aggressive. It had to be tough being a woman in a man’s world, always having to prove yourself. I’d seen that trait a lot in the female soldiers and had never found it terribly endearing. But with Becky…well, the spanking had really got me going. What did that say about me? I’ve never done that with a woman and she kind of manipulated me into it.

Did she need me to be stronger than her in order to trust me, or was it just a primal sexual thing?

***

“Yes Sergeant.” Well someone had to stay behind and search the buildings for insurgents and weapons. It would have been more exciting to press ahead, stay in the fray with the unit. Oh well…

I stood in front of an ornately carved door, painted of all colors, red. In the drab village, of small, sand colored houses, it was very odd. I tried turning the handle only to find that whoever lived there had locked it. Well, they weren’t keeping this white boy out, no way. I crashed my boot into it and it swung wide.

A dark haired woman bolted upright, sitting between creamy white thighs of a gorgeous blond girl. Both women stared at me from the bed in the middle of the room, terror in their eyes. Holy fuck, they’d been having sex with each other when I burst into the room.

The smaller, curvy, dark haired one rose from the bed and walked to a table laid out with all kinds of food and drink. I watched the sway of her round hip and the slight jiggle of her ass before she stopped and poured a goblet of wine. She turned and approached me with eyes downcast, handing the wine to me.

I was no longer in uniform, but now wearing long silky fabric and a turban like some kind of sultan. I knew this woman to be one of my favorites in the harem. I took the wine from her and sat down amid brightly colored, plush, satin cushions. With a dismissive wave of my hand, I directed her to resume what I had interrupted.

The other fair haired girl was a slave I had acquired in an auction. Her name was Jana and Becka was training her in the art of sexual delights, both giving and receiving. Her blue eyes flashed at me for a moment, before she laid back into the tapestries, arms above her head on the pillows and legs spread wide.

I watched them over the golden rim of my wine goblet feeling a pleasant stirring in my groin. Becka straddled Jana, the inside of her knees touching the ivory flesh of Jana’s hip as she bent over to suck the delicate, pink nipple topping a full, firm breast. Jana arched her neck and thrust her head back when Becka’s tongue traced a trail over her breast to the other nipple.

A low moan escaped Jana’s throat when Becka pinched and twisted the nipple between her thumb and forefinger. I could see Jana’s glistening wetness between her full, smooth pussy lips. Becka was doing a good job in training my slave.

When Becka lowered herself, kissing Jana’s small round tummy and lower still, pausing at Jana’s mound and blowing air softly through pursed lips, Jana bent her knees, pushing her mons hard into Becka.

Becka’s head turned to face me. “Would you like me to continue or make her wait for your touch?”

“Continue, but raise your ass for me.”

I moved to sit beside them on the cushions, my hand squeezing the generous orbs of Jana’s breast while Becka’s fingers parted her pussy lips. The small, swollen nub of her clit protruded like a tiny berry waiting to be tasted. The tip of Becka’s tongue flicked lightly over the silky surface, causing Jana to gasp. Her fingers slipped inside the slippery, wetness of Jana’s opening.

I swung my now naked body up and behind Becka’s ass, watching Jana’s eyes, half closed in lust, her hands holding and squeezing her breasts, her lips parted and breath coming in fast pants.

Becka’s ass rubbed against my cock, signaling her desire to be fucked. Oh God, her opening was slick and hot and I held myself still, just the knob inside, savoring her tightness. Jana was now bucking fast into Becka’s mouth, on the verge of orgasm. Watching the lust in her eyes, I couldn’t help myself from thrusting hard and deep into Becka, my fingers reaching for her clit. It was important that we all come together, though I wasn’t sure why.

The slap of Becka’s tits when I pumped into her, Jana’s moans when my cock forced Becka’s mouth harder onto her clit and the tight grasping flesh sucking at my cock…Oh God…

***

Becky

Oh my God, he’s ready to go again. Where have you been all my life, Sean? I held the thick sausage-like cock in my hand and massaged from the huge, dripping head to the ridged, tight flesh of his balls.

When he rolled me over onto my tummy, lifted my ass to enter me, it hurt at first but he just held me still, only the head of it inside.

“Oh God yes, suck her.” His words were almost incoherent, lost in the violent thrust of his cock, reaching to my throat it seemed.

Suck her? What was he saying? Suck who? His fingers played with my clit while he pumped into me like some wild stallion. It didn’t matter what fantasy he was lost in—just keep fucking me like this.

Oh fuck, it was happening again, the way his cock was touching me deep inside. Now that he’d awakened my G-spot, it was all consuming. His shaft pumped into me like a steam engine and I tried to meet every thrust, to claim all of that magnificent manhood fucking me.

“YES…just like that. Don’t stop…” I was almost screaming in my lust for more. A tsunami of pleasure centering deep in my cunt, to the electric jolts in my clit that his fingers were sparking and outward through every muscle and cell. “Fuck me!” His cock thickened, pulsing cum in glorious stream after stream.

His chest collapsed onto my back forcing both of our bodies to fall into the softness of the mattress. My heart beat wildly as I gasped for breath beneath him.

With a sigh, he rolled off and onto his back, leaving me with a feeling of floating upward. Oh yes, heaven here I come.

“Oh my God woman, you’re wearing me out.”

I turned and looked at the profile of his face, the crinkles at the edge of his grey eyes, the straight line of his nose, flaring nostrils above the shadow of his mustache hair and then to his kissable lips.

“I’M wearing YOU out! Man oh man, I won’t be able to walk for a week. First the spanking and then being turned almost inside out by the biggest cock I’ve ever had in me.” I turned to face him running my fingers through the downy hair between his pectoral muscles.

“You loved it.” He reached for my hand and held it to his lips, kissing the palm softly, circling it with his tongue. “Know what else you love?” His tongue licked the small space between my pinky and ring finger, causing a flutter that started in my navel and ended in the warm wetness of my sexual core.

“Hmm…this?” I closed my eyes as his tongue continued exploring my hand.

“You love to be taken by a man, dominated and made to obey.”

Oh God yes. He knew and had done this perfectly. He squeezed my hand and I looked up at him, a smile on my lips. “And you? You enjoy that as well?” I watched his gaze drop to my breasts and his fingernail scrape across the nipple, causing it to pucker.

“Yes, more than I’d ever thought I would.” He looked into my eyes before he spoke again. “How far would you go with this?”

“What do you mean? How much pain or pleasure… or is there something else?” He’d never said much about the evening we’d met, how he’d been with a couple at the club. And then there were the words he’d mumbled when he’d been fucking me, ‘Suck her.’

“Have you had sex with a woman?”

I sat up in bed, my eyes wide, trying to see if he was teasing me. His eyebrows were furrowed and his gaze into my eyes was quite serious. “Not lately.” The words popped out of my smart ass mouth before I knew it.

“Answer me before I take you over my knee again. Actually, it would probably be better if I just left.” He sat up and swung his leg over the side of the bed.

Bastard! I would have been on my hands and knees at the prospect of another spanking but my heart was a heavy lump at the thought of him leaving.

I’d done the usual teenage thing with some girlfriends at a slumber party, practiced kissing and had even touched and been touched both on my breasts and pussy. It had felt okay but even back then I’d known it could never compete with being with a man.

“Stop. Please don’t go. I’ll be good and answer you truthfully.” A part of me was gobsmacked at what I was doing, but another part was fist pumping in joy. I grasped his hand and pulled him towards me, kissing the back of his hand before lowering my gaze respectfully. My heart thudded in my chest as I waited for his answer.

“Would you make love with a woman while I watched?” His voice was almost a whisper when he sat down and placed his finger under my chin lifting it.

I would do it in a heartbeat if he ordered me. He still had some things to learn if he was to become my Dom.

And what about the other woman? Did he have someone in mind and what was she to him? Did they have some sort of relationship? Had she been the one he’d fucked the night we’d met? But he’d also mentioned a husband.

I slipped off the bed and knelt between his knees, my head facing the floor. “Is that an order, Sir?”

He placed his hands on my face and drew me forward towards his cock which was hard once more. “Yes.”


Chapter 22

Damian

“THAT’S ALL THE DETAILS I GOT, OKAY? I can’t tell you if she’s short, tall or walks like a duck. He said she was hot and that’s good enough for me.” Women! Always with the details! I was parked outside the job site and in five minutes I’d be late for my meeting with the architect. Why couldn’t she wait until five when I’d be picking her up?

But no! Janice wanted all the news about my lunch with Sean. Would she go along with his fantasy? It would be fine with me, but maybe Janice wouldn’t like Sean’s lady.

“He wants to meet us at the club on Saturday? No chance to meet her before then, I guess.” Janice’s voice on the phone sounded apprehensive.

“Janice, it’s two days away and besides, if we don’t like her, we don’t have to do anything with them. It’s always good even when it’s just us, right?” Actually, the sex just kept getting better and better. We were like teenagers again.

“You’re right, although it would have been fun to be with Sean again.”

“I know but… Look I’ll see you at five and we can talk about it then.” I could see the architect going into the building.

“Sure. See you then.” There was a click as Janice ended the connection.

***

Janice

The afternoon had seemed interminable wondering about Damian’s lunch with Sean. I knew I should have been there but it had been too last minute and I’d been booked for a lunch appointment with an important client. Rats! I would have gotten more information from Sean than Damian did. Men, so casual!

Now walking out the door of the building, I hurried to where the car idled, double parked with Damian at the wheel. I was barely inside when questions poured from my mouth. “So what did he say? This was his third time with her? Does he sound like he’s falling for her? What’s her name?”

Damian’s eyes opened wide and he shook his head before glancing in the rear view mirror. He laughed softly as he merged onto the street. “Whoa. One question at a time. Her name is Rebecca and yes, he’s been with her three times.”

“No info on what she looks like? I thought that was the number one thing with guys.” But considering how attractive Sean was, it was pretty likely that she’d also be good looking. And what did it matter anyway? We’d be soft swinging at the very most on Saturday.

“She’s Hispanic.” He glanced at me and smiled, like I was supposed to know what that had to do with anything.

I shrugged and leaned closer, waiting for more.

“He must really like the whole alpha Dominant male thing. When we arranged the gang bang thing for you last week, it had been my idea to make you dress up as a maid and serve a bunch of guys. It made sense to get you in that head-space but Sean…well”

“What do you mean?” I held my breath recalling the erotic evening with Damian, Sean and two of Sean’s buddies. Oh God, it had been hot and I was more than willing to do it again.

“He said that Rebecca likes to be spanked and dominated. But is it her or really his idea to do that?” He scraped his hand through his hair and cleared his throat before he spoke again.

“Uh…he asked if you would consider letting Rebecca make love to you.”

“WHAT! She wants to make out with me? She hasn’t even met me. And you know I’ve never done that. Oh my—”

“No, it’s HIS idea, not hers. It’s part of his fantasy, just like he was part of ours.” His gaze darted from the street to my face a few times before he took a deep breath. “And, well you wouldn’t have to do anything with her…just let her kiss you and play with your body.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? A woman kissing and running her hands and mouth all over my body is not ‘doing anything’! It’s consent and…and…”

A picture of Jennifer Lopez flashed in my mind. She was Latino like Rebecca. How would I feel being kissed and made love to by a woman like that? Jennifer was famous for her curves and full, round ass. I had to admit that if I were a man, I’d have my hands all over that body.

“And? Would you like to try it? Even just sexy dancing, touching each other’s breasts?”

I flashed a look at him, noting that his face was flushed. Was he embarrassed he’d asked me to do this or aroused? Knowing Damian, it was probably arousal.

He placed his hand just above my knee and I noticed his Adam’s apple bob when he swallowed. “It could be really sexy for you and I’d like to see it.”

His hand rose higher on my leg, pausing at the soft flesh above the top of my stocking. “Haven’t you ever wondered what touching another woman would be like?” He continued stroking my leg, always stopping just short of where I wanted him to touch.

I eased my hip forward as much as the seatbelt would allow and opened my legs wider. When the turn signal clicked, I turned to look at him.

“What are you doing? This isn’t the way home.” From the smirk that appeared on his lips and the laugh lines framing his eyes, he was up to something. If past experience was any indication, it would be something I’d like.

“I’ve never taken you to a strip club, Janice. I think it’s time you visited one.”

“Are you serious? Me? Go to a stripper club? What if someone sees me going in? I have clients and…” Maybe I could wear dark glasses and buy a scarf for my head? Kind of a blond Audrey Hepburn look.

“I’m taking you to one in Chicago. What the hell. It’s an hour away and the night is young.”

***

Thank God, he found one that was higher end with businessmen in suits and a few couples having a drink and watching the dancers. Damian held the chair for me to be seated at a table that seemed a little too close to the stage. I swear I could smell the perfume the women dancing were wearing.

A waitress in a very tight, short skirt and low top appeared immediately to take our drink order.

“I’ll have a double vodka tonic.” Sure, I’m a pretty liberated woman but it WAS after all my first time in a stripper club.

I glanced at the stage where a beautiful Asian woman was dancing. With long, silky hair swishing over her almond back she grasped a brass pole with her thighs, sliding down to the floor. Her eyes met mine for a second and she smiled before gracefully rising to her feet, her back against the pole while she stood with legs spread wide.

The waitress set my drink down and I raised it to my lips, downing half of it in one swallow. The cool burning sensation of the liquor in my throat floated out to my fingertips, easing the tension in my muscles. I glanced at Damian who was watching me with that sexy smirk once more.

Another woman appeared, strutting across the stage, her large breasts naked, except for red star shaped jewels on her nipples. She wore the tiniest of G-strings, barely covering the slit of her pussy lips, deeply buried in the fullness of her round, perfect ass. Her red hair was pulled into a high pony tail on top of her head, while dark shadow on her eye-lids made her face appear cat-like.

I was barely breathing as I watched her approach the Asian woman and kiss her, running her hands through the mane of dark hair, before pulling the woman’s bra off. The nipples of her breasts were rouged a dark red, visible just for a moment before the red haired woman’s hands covered them.

“Which woman appeals to you?”

I startled at Damian’s breath and his words whispered in my ear. He had moved his chair close to mine and his hand was sliding up my leg.

The Asian woman had a prettier, more delicate face but I couldn’t tear my eyes from the glittering red rubies on the red haired woman’s breasts. And the way she moved—the slight jiggle of her breasts and ass-the confident sexuality that she exuded.

“The red-haired woman.” My voice sounded guttural even to myself. Was it the vodka loosening me up or Damian’s fingers grazing lightly over the damp line of fabric between my legs? I didn’t know which, but watching the voluptuous body on stage was making me hot for more.

“Excuse me for a moment. I’ll be right back.” Damian rose and was then gone, leaving me staring at the scene on stage.

The red head had removed the other girl’s G-string and maneuvered her body so that the girl’s pussy was visible to the audience. She ran her hand softly between the girl’s legs, causing the woman to raise her arms, cradling the red head to her breast.

The red haired woman continued to play with the Asian girl’s pussy and she turned her head to look at ME. There was a sultry look in her eyes and her small pink tongue rolled over her bottom lip. Oh my God, she was doing all this for my benefit, showing me what she’d like to do with me! And my body was liking it-a lot!

There was a light touch on my shoulder and Damian’s voice speaking low in my ear. “C’mon Janice. Let’s go.”

No. No yet, my eyes pleaded silently with him but his hand was urging me to my feet. “But I’m not finished my drink…”

“I’ll bring it, don’t worry.”

“What? We can’t bring that outside.” I could feel his hand on the small of my back, directing me close to the bar.

“Here. Follow me.” He took my hand and instead of leaving we headed down a wide hallway, decorated in deep red and cream wallpaper and lit by amber wall sconces. He opened a door on the left and waited for me to enter.

There was a low chair without armrests, a towel draped across the seat and mirrors on the wall behind it and across from it. It was a small area with a dark curtained wall opposite the door.

“Is this a lap dance room, Damian? What are we doing here?” His smile and hands unbuttoning my blouse were his only answer.

The curtain parted and the red haired woman stepped into the space. Her eyes never left my face as she smiled and spoke. “I’m Lola and I’m here to make you happy Janice.”

She stood in front of me, wearing only the ruby pasties and the thin line of the G-string panties. Her fingers continued what Damian had started, unbuttoning my blouse until it hung open and lose. The rubies clipped to her nipples pressed briefly against my bra before she pulled back. Her hands unclasped the front opening of my bra and pushed it to the sides, exposing my bare breasts.

Oh God, after getting so turned on watching her on stage and now for her to be undressing me, her seductive body standing inches from mine caused my breath to hitch in my throat. Waves of steamy heat from her luscious breasts filled my senses, intoxicating and more liberating than any alcoholic drink could ever be. And her words…she was here to please me…My stomach fluttered, eager for more.

Her fingers gently cupped the outside of my breasts while her ruby painted thumbnails scratched across my nipples. Oh God, the sensation shot straight to my clit, filling the area with a warm ache for more. I raised my hands, eager to explore the creamy round globes in front of me.

“You aren’t allowed to touch, Janice.” I turned to see Damian smiling at me, his hand on his pants, holding the outline of his hard cock.

“It’s okay. I always bend that rule with women, especially when they’re hot like Janice.” Lola leaned forward, rubbing her jeweled nipples against my breasts.

I grasped the soft flesh and kneaded her breasts, lost in the decadent wonder of touching another woman. This was nothing like the girlish experience of my youth—no shyness or giggling response, only lush invitation. I longed to tear the ruby pasty from her nipple to touch her there, suck her flesh into my mouth.

She must have sensed my desire because now she lowered her head, to pay homage with her mouth to the hardened tip of my nipple. Her face and lips against my skin were like silk, her tongue hot and teasing as I watched her.

My gaze lifted when Damian stepped behind me, pressing his cock against my ass before pulling and bunching my tight skirt up onto my waist. With the thumb of his other hand, he hooked the elastic of my panties and slid them down until they landed on the floor. I lifted my foot to step out of them and kicked them aside, felling the ache in my pussy for Lola’s touch.

Her hand slid past my stomach and her fingers cupped the lips of my pussy, gently massaging and pressing into my clit. She raised her upper body and her sultry green eyes met mine, as she fondled me.

I sensed rather than saw, Damian move so that he could watch Lola and I from a better vantage point. The wanton look in Lola’s eyes as her hand massaged the damp flesh between my legs was hypnotizing.

I gasped when her fingers parted my lips and she touched me, her velvet fingers sparking currents of desire deep inside. “Oh yes…” The words slipped from lips that were loose, my eyes half closed in lust.

“Oh please…” I whispered, neither knowing nor caring if I was addressing Lola or Damian.

Damian placed his arm around me supporting my weight when my legs began to tremble from her touch. Her fingers were slippery in the wetness that flooded from inside me, stroking my clit faster with a sense of urgency.

I became lost in the intense sensation, my pussy opening for more while feasting my eyes on her body—the glitter of the ruby on her nipple catching the light when her breasts jiggled, the small mound of her tummy, a matching ruby winking from her naval, the curve of her narrow waist to the fullness of her hips, and the narrow strip of red cloth, not quite concealing her dark, womanly lips.

My hand left her breast and my fingers pulled the line of cloth on her vulva to the side. I had to touch her, to feel her wetness, finger her clit, before she made me come. Her slippery folds had opened like flower petals, inviting my finger inside where the swollen nub lay waiting.

There was a snick of a zipper and Damian’s cock rubbed pre-cum across the side of my bare ass, his breath fast and hot in the hollow between my shoulder and neck. “Fuck baby, this is hot. Finger fuck her. Make her come.”

It was all I could do to vibrate my finger on her clit as she alternated between dipping her fingers deep inside my opening and then flicking them quickly, like a tongue licking my clit.

“Yes…faster… pleeease…”

Damian shifted to the side and threw himself down onto the chair, pulling my bare ass towards him. Lola’s finger stayed on my clit, stroking up and down as Damian’s cock shoved roughly inside me.

“Oh God…yes, just like that…” I reached for Lola’s cunt once more, leaning forward and feeling the hot flesh of her tits on my face as Damian grunted, jerking upward in short thrusts, his fingers digging into my hips as he pulled my ass hard, onto him.

She moved away from my hand and knelt down in front of my fully exposed and stretched pussy. I watched as she leaned close, the tip of her pink tongue visible between her luscious red lips. The sight of her tongue, extended, licking my clit while Damian’s cock almost split me in two, so thick and deep…Oh God, I was drowning in forbidden lewdness.

My hips rocked back and forth and I pulled Lola’s head hard onto my cunt, grinding my clit and pussy onto her mouth, aware of nothing but the exquisite sensations of a hard, hurting cock and the hotness of her tongue licking me. On and on the orgasm consumed my being—the lascivious sight in the mirror of Lola’s body, kneeling in front of me while Damian’s face was contorted in the lusty pleasure of his orgasm.

Her tongue lapped my clit, pushing me to my limit and higher still. Never before had I been eaten out like this. I wanted it to last forever, enjoy every lewd moment. My gaze of her form in the mirror dropped to the firm roundness of her ass. She was beautiful and I wanted to taste her, bring her to the ecstasy she had given me.

But that was not to be. She rose to her feet and smiled down at me, a kind of victory in her eyes. “Your first time, Janice, but I’m guessing not your last.”

“But what about you? I didn’t get to—”

“Not this time. This was all about you tonight.” She turned and retreated through the curtain, leaving Damian and I alone once again.

***

We held hands driving back home, both of us basking in the afterglow of love and sharing an erotic adventure. I glanced over at him for what seemed like the fiftieth time, admiring his strong handsome profile, highlighted by the soft glow of the dashboard.

“You know me so well. I really wasn’t that interested in having sex with Sean’s girlfriend. Maybe a little touch or feel to turn you and Sean on, but nothing beyond that. But tonight…wow.”

He had my juices flowing when he’d suggested the stripper club. I’d never been in one and it was a walk on the wild side, something that always got me hot, being naughty. He knew that about me. As long as he guided me, I was free to enjoy any and every erotic pleasure to be had. I just needed a nudge to jump into ever deeper waters.

“And if you change your mind at the last minute on Saturday night, that’s okay too. I’m going to be with the hottest woman in the club and I’ll always be happy to just be with her.” He squeezed my hand and from the look on his face, I knew he meant it.

“If Rebecca’s anywhere near as sexy as Lola, I can’t wait. Except next time, I’m going to do more than just finger her.” I shook my head, hardly able to believe what I’d just said. But it was true.

Was this how a man feels seeing a sexy, luscious woman and knowing she wants to fuck him as much as he wants her? This was a side of me that had awakened tonight—seeing a woman not as competition for a man’s attention, but viewing her with lust, yearning for the pleasure she would give me and the pleasure I would give her body.

“I can’t wait for Saturday night!” This might be Sean’s fantasy but I was going to enjoy it as well.

The End of Episode 3…


Episode 4: All For You
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Chapter 23

Janice

I CAN’T BELIEVE I’M NERVOUS about meeting Sean’s lady-friend. What if she isn’t attracted to me? What if I’m not attracted to her? Holy cow, it’s kind of like a blind date! Who would ever have thought, me, a happily married woman would ever have dating jitters again?

“Almost ready?” Damian’s deep voice calling from the kitchen interrupted my thoughts.

“Almost, just five more minutes.” I fluffed my pale, blond locks with the tips of my fingers and turned to the side to see my profile in the mirror. It was a new hairstyle that my hairdresser had suggested and I was still getting used to it—a bit shorter and messy looking. She may have been exaggerating when she said it flattered my pixie-like face—to me, I looked a bit primitive.

Considering what the plan for the evening was, perhaps a new look, a new me, was appropriate. I adjusted the low neck-line of the vinyl dress, pulling the tight fabric down to show more cleavage. I’d bought the dress yesterday on a whim when I saw it displayed on the mannequin. Normally, I wear colorful feminine and flirty dresses, totally different from this shiny black, almost Dominatrix costume.

What the hell…why not? Damian had arranged a foray, an introduction to a bi-sexual adventure and I’d liked it, even if it had been a little one sided. A woman’s touch was soft and sensuous, not to mention erotic, a taste of the forbidden—at least for me it was. Tonight, there could be more of that. But unlike my first time with a paid stripper, this time I would control how it went.

I placed my hands on my hips, thrust my chest out and exhaled slowly checking my reflection in the mirror. I could be that woman, the sort who takes what she wants…kind of the way that men do. And from what Sean had told Damian about Rebecca, that she likes to be dominated, she’d like it as well. Oh my God, if I had a cock I’d be rock hard right now. My hand slid down between my thighs feeling the warm wetness of my bare pussy, closing my eyes and imagining it was Rebecca’s.

But this would have to wait. God, I haven’t even met the woman and I‘m thinking of her pussy and what I’m going to do with it. Sean and Damian aren’t the only ones getting hot at the thought of me playing with Rebecca. I opened the door and stepped out into the hallway, more than ready to get to the club.

“Holy fuck! Janice…” Damian’s hand paused mid-air as he was about to finish his drink. His eyes were wide, taking in my appearance from the toes of the dark leather boots to where they ended just above my knee, upwards to the ultra short hem of the dress that just barely covered my ass cheeks and finally pausing, drinking in the flesh of my breasts threatening to burst upward from the constraining dress.

I stepped closer to him and whispered in his ear. “You like?” I placed my hand on his groin, squeezing the fullness of his hard cock. “Save that for later. Get my coat for me and let’s go.”

I watched him set the drink on the counter, his eyes barely leaving mine as a smile lifted the outer corners of lips still wide open. It was all I could do to stop myself from smiling in return, reverting to habit. Instead, I raised my chin, looking down my nose, silently waiting for my coat.

Shaking his head, delight still evident on his face, he left the room. Oh my God, this was not only fun for me, but he was enjoying it as well.

When he returned and stood behind me holding my coat his breath was hot on my neck and ear. “I like this. Why have we never role played you being a dominatrix? This is hot.”

I slipped my arms into the sleeves and turned to face him, almost eye to eye with him in my six inch heels. “Tonight I’m going to seduce a woman, something I’ve never done before.”

“Yeah, I know. I can’t wait to watch—”

“Yes.” I cut him off before he could say any more. I smiled, noticing his head jerk back and the surprised expression on his face, such a handsome face with the swarthy stubble of beard and flashing dark eyes.

“Only watch…” I was empowered and loved every minute of his rapt attention. “Unless, I say otherwise.”

Oh my God, he looked like he’d found a candy store left unlocked, the way his face lit up. Yes, maybe tonight I’d try another first. He had encouraged me to have sex with another man and that was how we had met Sean. Was it time for me to reciprocate? Would I be able to watch him make out with another woman?


Chapter 24

Rebecca

“I’VE BROUGHT YOU AN OUTFIT. Go change into it.” Sean stood in the centre of my living-room, his hand extended holding a large red bag.

“But, I just bought this—”

“NOW, Rebecca.”

Electric sparks shot into the core of my being from his steel blue eyes impaling me with their intensity. My body could have melted onto the floor, my lips kissing his feet, so much had I craved for a strong man like Sean to speak to me like this.

With eyes facing downward I took the package from him and retreated to the bedroom to change. It had taken me five hours to find the dress which I was wearing, which was now destined for the trash heap. I’d thought it would please him, revealing lots of cleavage and showing off all my curves. I wanted to impress his friends, make him proud to have me at his side.

But there was more…I needed to be sexy to attract another woman, a woman whose husband and Sean, had shared. How would I measure up to a woman that he’d described as a gorgeous, wanton blond?

I opened the box and smiled. An ivory silken shift, with fresh-water pearls sewn around the scooped, low cowl type neck line and best of all—a silk choker collar. I lifted it from the petals of red tissue paper and laid it reverently on the bed.

At the sound of his footsteps I turned to see him standing in the doorway watching me, a small smile playing on his lips.

Silently, I peeled the hem of the ice blue dress up over my hips, waist and breasts and flung it to the floor. I was about to reach for the dress he had selected when his voice stopped me.

“Take your panties off and no bra either.” The arousal in his gruff voice was a virus infecting me with longing.

I hooked my thumbs into the ribbon-like straps of my thong and rolled my hips, pulling them down. His gaze was riveted to the narrow strip of hair on my mons, a line pointing like an arrow to my womanly cleft. I hesitated for a moment waiting and wishing he’d order me to lie on the bed, to take me with his heavenly shaft that was pressing against the leather of his pants.

He looked at my breasts, the nipples barely covered by the lace of the bra, while my hands actually trembled unhooking the clasp at the back. The straps grazed my arms, lowering to my hands as the cups fell from my breasts, leaving me naked before him.

Could he see how much I wanted him? Yes. My clit was bathed in sultry wetness when his gaze flitted to the dress on the bed, silently commanding me to do his bidding, refusing me the satisfaction of his cock or tongue or fingers…anything, just touch me.

I lifted the airy fabric over my dark curls, knowing the shade flattered my almond skin but blown away by the fact that the color was virginal, almost bridal. The hem fluttered in the many lengths of scarf-like gauze, barely reaching mid thigh. Risking a peek, I saw his lips part, eyes taking all of me in as he stepped close.

“Turn around.”

I turned away, sensing his movement towards the bed before the warm silk touched my throat. My heart pounded hard in my chest when his hand lifted my hair and pushed it to the side to tie the ribbons of the choker. Did he realize the significance of this moment?

“You are mine tonight, Rebecca. Do you understand?” When his lips brushed the lobe of my ear, a thrill of excitement skittered through me. This was everything I’d ever wanted from a man.

His warm hands slid to my shoulders and turned me to face him. I looked into his eyes and nodded before lowering my gaze once more. I knew what he wanted from me and I’d crawl through broken glass to please him, even if it was only for this night.

“That’s a good girl.” His thumb touched the underside of my chin, raising my face to look at him. “You look lovely in that dress. I’m sure Janice will find you appealing. Are you looking forward to this?”

For a fleeting moment, I saw concern in his eyes. I could have put an end to his fantasy right then if I wanted and that fact, that communion between us made me want him even more. He was proving to be an even better Master than I could ever have thought.

I’d experimented as a teenager making out with other girls. It had only been silly fun but now…Tonight would be with a woman, a woman Sean had fucked, a woman he would watch me pleasure, at his command.

“Yes. I want to please you. I want to kiss her, feel her heart beat as I fondle her breasts, taste her orgasm while she tastes mine. Knowing you lust for this and have commanded me to do this, I’m free to want it.” Oh God, my words released a floodgate of passion, swelling the lips of my labia! I could almost feel the woman’s tongue teasing my clit. I held my breath waiting for Sir’s response.

“Good.”

His open lips brushed lightly against mine, lingering while his fingers threaded through my hair.

“Ahhh…” Oh God, an orgasm? It had been just a short jolt but how was this possible from his kiss? His hand shot down scooping under my arms when my knees buckled.

“Rebecca. Wow, you’re so ready.” He helped me to the bed to sit down and held me in his arms. “Rest for a while and then we’d better go.”


Chapter 25

Damian

I KEPT GLANCING AT JANICE on the drive to the club, hardly able to believe that the sexy strong woman next to me was my wife. Not that she wasn’t always sexy and confident, but tonight it was a totally new side to her. She must have known that I was in awe, watching her the way I was, but she didn’t acknowledge it. The way she stared out the windshield, smiling and aloof made me want to pull over and ravish her right then and there.

I’d had a chubby since seeing her in the kitchen and it wasn’t going away, only becoming harder and wetter. Her legs were crossed, forcing the edges of her coat open to reveal the dark leather boots and creamy bare thigh above them. What was it about boots that went past the knee that turned me on so much? Was it the contrasting vulnerability of bare feminine flesh above the masculine leather or knowing that she wasn’t wearing panties?

What was it she’d said earlier? That tonight she was seducing a woman, kind of like a man would. It would be a total turn on to watch that. And…maybe she’d relax her rule about full swinging? Wow. This was totally out there for Janice. Not that I would ever push that issue with her. No, in this milieu, women call the shots.

And Sean’s girlfriend? Sure, he’d said that she liked to be submissive with him, but how would she take Janice’s dominatrix type behavior? If it put her off, no matter. I wouldn’t mind playing this game with Janice tonight. I’m not sure how much of this I’d like to do in the future but a taste of being with a Domme type would be pretty hot.

I pulled into the parking lot of the club and shut the engine off. “Same signal Janice. If either of us changes our mind or begins to feel uncomfortable, we ask for a Tom Collins drink, okay? You’re still fine with Sean’s fantasy? We can—”

“Tom Collins.” Her face was stern staring at me.

My jaw fell open watching her. It was the first time she’d ever used our code word and after so much preparation for this evening.

“Kidding! Got ya.” The expression in her sparkling blue eyes matched the grin on her full lips. “C’mon. Let’s go.”

***

Familiar faces turned to watch Janice walking to a table near the dance floor. This was one of my favorite parts visiting the club—seeing other people admiring my good looking wife. Tonight, there was something else…surprise at her transformation? I nodded to a few couples we had chatted with on other visits, taking more notice this time of their appearance and sexuality. Who knew? Maybe after tonight we’d be playing with them instead of just chatting.

The bartender, a vivacious redhead with a splash of freckles across the bridge of her nose and cheeks, set two glasses of white wine in front of me. “That’ll be eight dollars.”

I slapped a ten on the gleaming aluminum surface and picked up the glasses of wine. As I was about to walk to the table, Sean appeared in the doorway. I caught his eye and waved to him while a sultry, dark haired woman stepped to his side. Holy fuck, with her Latin complexion and petite curvy body, she was a knock out. Her sloe eyes taking in the bar and people milling about were riveting—you could almost fall into the dark depths.

“Damian, how are you?” Sean stepped to the bar and clapped me on the shoulder, the dark beauty trailing him like a lost puppy.

“Hi.” My words were directed at Sean but I couldn’t take my eyes from the woman standing next to him.

“This is Rebecca. Rebecca, Damian.”He placed his hand on her shoulder and for the first time a smile appeared on her face when she glanced up at him.

“Nice to meet you, Rebecca. Very sexy dress, you look lovely.” God, when she smiled, her whole face beamed.

“Thanks. Sean picked it out. Pleased to meet you as well.” Her hand rose to her throat where her fingers toyed with the choker necklace.

“I’m going to get us a couple of drinks, but Rebecca you can follow Damian to the table. With the crowd here, I may be a while.” He turned to the bar, raising his hand to get the bartender’s attention.

“We’ve got a table close to the dance floor. Do you like to dance Rebecca?” At my question, her gaze flitted from Sean to my face, hesitating for a moment before she answered.

“Yes, I love to dance.”

“Promise me one.” I smiled and beckoned with a nod of my head for her to follow me. The club was pretty packed and it took a few minutes, moving slowly around groups of people talking and laughing to get to the table.

I set the drinks down, startling Janice who had been watching people on the dance floor. When Rebecca stepped close to the table I caught the widening of Janice’s eyes and the small smile that appeared when she tilted her head to the side.

“You must be Rebecca. I’m Janice.” With feline grace she rose to her feet and stepped around the table to place her arms around Rebecca and kiss her cheek. “You ARE a beauty. Sean’s a lucky man.”

I could only stare as Janice held Rebecca almost at arm’s length, openly appraising her face and down the length of her, while Rebecca stood silent, eyes like saucers, gazing back.

“I love your dress and boots, very hot and…powerful.” Rebecca murmured while Janice raised her hand and grazed the back of her fingers along Rebecca’s cheek.

Something was going on here that I could only watch, mesmerized. The two women looked straight into each other’s eyes, still as statues.

“Have a seat, Rebecca,” Janice removed her hands and stepped back to the chair where she had been sitting. “Here, next to me. Sean would like that.” She patted the empty chair beside her.

“Of course.” Rebecca lowered her head and took a seat.

I took a long haul of wine, watching the interplay, saw Janice shift in her seat, turning closer to Rebecca and lifting a stray lock of hair that had drifted to the young woman’s face. With chin high, almost looking down her nose, head tilted and a glimmer of a smile on her face, she continued to stroke Rebecca’s head.

“You like her?” Sean appeared at the table and set a drink down before Rebecca.

My head jerked up and I turned to face him, only to see him peering at Janice. Holy cow, this was…God, I can’t even say what it was, except erotic. He was giving his date to my wife. And what’s more, from her slow nod, the smile on her face when she answered, she was showing her pleasure and gratitude.

I peeked at Rebecca to see how she was taking being an object, a gift to enjoy. Her eyes were now on Sean’s face, a glowing expression in her soft features and parted lips, almost a look of adoration.

A couple of women, laughing, pressed by our table but I couldn’t tear my eyes from Janice and Rebecca to even glance their way. I was holding my breath waiting for what would come next in this odd role play…well for Janice, it was role play. I couldn’t say for sure if that was the case for Sean. And Rebecca? For such a subdued woman, she probably had the most influence in directing the mood of this evening.

“I’d like to dance. Come along, Rebecca.” Janice stood up and placed her hand on Rebecca’s shoulder, nudging her to stand.

It was only then, that the music playing registered in my brain—a slow, sexy song. A really good choice on Janice’s part for seducing Rebecca, although it probably wouldn’t take much effort.

Janice took her hand leading her in a weave between the couples and tables to the side entrance of the dance area. The ribbons of silky fabric at the hem of Rebecca’s dress swayed, betraying the crease under a round, firm ass as she walked.

Sean leaned closer to me and spoke. “What do you think?”

The women were now slipping through the crowded dance area to take a spot close to our table. Flashes of colored lights, reflected in the mirrored globe hanging over the dance pit, highlighted the gyrating throng of scantily clad bodies before us. But it was my tall, blond, Nordic looking wife in the dark vinyl dress holding the almond skinned, luscious woman that held my attention.

“She’s fucking hot! And she’s ready to do anyone or anything for you? You can tell how fired up Janice is.” If I were in any other nightclub but this one, I might be embarrassed at the wet spot on my crotch from my arousal.

“Janice! I can’t believe the outfit. The last time I saw her, she was getting fucked by three guys, doing the whole maid role. And this Dominatrix thing she’s got going tonight…wow.” From the corner of my eye, I saw him lift his drink and swallow hard.

Yeah, he was every bit as turned on by this as I was. Hell, he should be; it was his fantasy.

“Yeah, she’s something else.” I had intended on telling him about the evening with the stripper but Janice was kissing Rebecca’s throat while her hands cupped her ass dancing close together. Christ, I couldn’t think; the scene before me was so hot.

Rebecca’s hand slid along the slippery surface of the black dress and massaged Janice’s breast, clutching and rolling it in her hand with an urgency and passion she’d given no indication of possessing so far this evening. In response, Janice, in step to the music, turned their bodies so that Rebecca’s back was facing us. Her hands on the sheer fabric covering Rebecca’s ass, pulled upward, revealing two of the sweetest cheeks I’ve ever had the pleasure to see.

Janice was kissing the curve of the young woman’s shoulder, her eyes flitting from Sean to me as her hands squeezed the creamy soft flesh of Rebecca’s ass. She was giving us a good show, a teaser of what was to come.


Chapter 26

Sean

OH GOD, I’M LIVING THE DREAM. Rebecca had been a hell cat but once I found out what she wanted, she turned into a soft kitten. This whole dominant submissive thing she likes is interesting to say the least. And Janice? I’d never have guessed that she could get into a dominatrix headspace. Did she do some reading up on this like me or is this a natural role she can assume? Whatever.

I glanced to the side to see Damian holding his drink in mid air, lips parted and eyes focused on what Janice was doing to Rebecca. He’s as hot for this as me, the horn dog. Other couples dancing were also kissing and feeling each other’s bodies, almost making love while they moved. The freedom and lewdness was enough to get anybody hot but what was happening between my woman… My woman? Yeah, I guess.

Janice had spun Rebecca so that Rebecca’s ass was now tucked in close to her tummy, both women swaying to the beat and facing Damian and me. When Janice’s hand slithered along Rebecca’s torso, and touched her pussy, I looked into Rebecca’s eyes—did she like this or was she allowing it to please me? Her eyelids drooped heavily and there was a smile on her lips when she covered Janice’s hand with her own. With legs parted, she guided Janice lower, rolling her hips against the other woman’s tummy.

My cock was pressing against the leather of my pants and I shifted in my seat.

“It’s getting to you too?” Damian’s voice was husky and low. “You know, Janice has never been comfortable with the thought of me fucking another woman. But tonight, she told me she may change that. If she does, how do you and Rebecca feel about it?”

I took a long swallow of my drink as much to buy time to answer as anything else. We’d never discussed this, only the girl on girl. How did I feel about Damian doing anything sexual with my girl? And what about Rebecca?

“I’ll have to get back to you on it. I know Rebecca would fuck you if I wanted her to but…”

“But what? Isn’t that what she gets off on, obeying you?” He turned to face me for almost the first time all evening.

“Yeah, but I’d still like to take her temperature on it.” Actually, I wasn’t sure I was ready to share my lady with Damian, even though he had shared his. But then again, sharing Janice had been his fantasy.

The song ended and I turned to watch Rebecca walk back to the table. Her face was a little flushed and her ruby lips were open and smiling. In the ivory tunic, she looked like a Greek goddess or something. I stood to allow her to pass by me to take her seat next to Janice once more, but at the last second I pulled her body into mine. Her hair against my face smelled sweet, like flowers.

“I’m proud of how sexy you are tonight. Every man and woman here wants to fuck you. Damian asked me if you’d like to fuck him.” I felt her body stiffen at my whispered words.

“Would you like that?” There was a moment’s pause and in a voice so soft it took me a second to decipher the words, she spoke. “I need you to order me before I can enjoy fucking him.”

“Let’s dance, Janice.” Damian stood and extended his hand to his wife.

Janice looked from me to Damian, question marks in her eyes but took his hand and withdrew to the dance area.

Rebecca sat down and took a sip of her drink, purposely not looking at me. I pulled my chair close to hers and held her hand in both of mine. “Look, Janice may not go along with this. She put it out there as a maybe and in this area of sex, women call the shots. I know I’m your Dom but…”

Her gaze sparked to my eyes and down again.

“I wasn’t sure if I would like doing your fantasy but you ordered me. Out there, on the dance floor, when Janice kissed me and played with my pussy, I wanted more. The fact that you were watching, getting turned on made it even hotter. Yes, I’d like to get fucked by Janice and Damian…but especially by you.”

Holy cow! My cock creamed once more hearing her say this, and seeing the collar I’d put around her neck. She was mine and every bit as uninhibited as Damian’s wife. I could get used to going home to a woman like Rebecca.

“Just one thing I need to know…If we were to keep seeing each other, is it always this way? I mean, do we always have to do the dominant submissive thing? Don’t get me wrong, it’s hot but I like the sassy, strong Becky as well.” That had been the one thing that I’d wondered about in my reading—some people do this 24/7 and that wasn’t for me.

Her head tilted to the side and a line formed between her dark eyebrows. “Is that what you thought? No, absolutely not. Look, this gets me hot and I need a strong man I can respect. But I don’t need to be spanked all the time. In everyday life, I need to be your equal. But well…with sex, this is just a preference.”

Now it was my turn to pull my head back and give her the look.

“Okay, okay. If you weren’t able to dominate me like this, there would never be any chance for more in a relationship. It’s that important to me. And if you want to see sassy Becky, here’s a news flash, I want to continue what Janice started with me on the dance floor. So anytime you want to order that is fine by me!”

She looked up, past my shoulder and smiled, rolling her small pink tongue over her bottom lip, eyes sparkling. I turned to see Janice and Damian standing next to the table. With a crooked finger Janice beckoned to Rebecca to come closer.

I watched Rebecca get to her feet and follow Janice, on their way to the play room. Holy fuck, this was it!

***

Damian and I were right on the heels of the two sexy women entering the change area. I removed my shoes and socks never taking my eyes off Rebecca who was now seated on the long bench in the centre of an area framed with metal lockers.

Janice was kneeling on the floor between her legs, removing Rebecca’s high heeled shoes. Holding Rebecca’s foot in her hands, Janice brought it to her mouth to kiss the instep and trail kisses to her ankle and inner calf. I held my breath, my fingers fumbling with the buttons on my shirt—would she keep moving up Rebecca’s leg and end up eating her out, right here in the locker room?

But no, with the grace of a lazy cat, she rose and took the hem of Rebecca’s dress in her hands. Slowly, she raised the soft, sheer fabric until it was gone, leaving Rebecca naked except for the satin collar around her neck. Rebecca rose to her feet, eyes looking down at the floor, every bit the innocent looking submissive, about to be ravaged by a Dominatrix. With the way the two women had been dressed for the evening, it was the natural role.

Damian was working far more quickly than I in shedding his clothes. His cock was hard as a rock, bobbing slightly as he freed himself of the last vestiges of clothing.

Rebecca lowered the zipper on the back of Janice’s dress and peeling it away, her hands lingered on the full white orbs of Janice’s bare breasts before pushing the vinyl frock down her hips. Oh God, the sight of the two women, one curvy, with spicy, almond skin, nipples so dark they were almost black, wearing my collar versus the golden haired goddess with skin so pale as to be almost translucent, naked except for black leather boots…God, it was dazzling.

This time it was Rebecca who lowered herself to her knees to help Janice out of the thigh-high boots. Janice stood looking down, her full breasts topped by nipples erect like little top hats while her hand played with a lock of Rebecca’s hair.

My cock was standing at full attention, all eight inches of it, drizzling from the tip—wanting to finish ripping Janice’s boots off and get into the playroom.

At last they were off and Rebecca rose to her feet. With a quick smile at me she took the hand that Janice extended and followed her to the door at the end of the room. Damian hurried to get ahead of the women and hold the door for them.

Inside the room, lit with lamps casting a reddish hue glow, many couples and foursomes were already enjoying themselves from the sounds of low moans and slapping of flesh against flesh. Janice crept softly to a king sized bed in the corner of the room, leading the way for the rest of us.

The dark eyes of a red haired woman giving an older man head met mine as I passed the round bed they occupied in the centre of the room. Yeah, that bed was for people who got off on exhibitionism and she probably liked me watching them as I walked by. Across from them, the athletic back and buttocks of a young woman straddling and riding the cock of her partner caught my eye for a moment. Wow, her feet were planted on the bed’s surface and she was using her thigh muscles to move up and down on his cock.

Janice followed Rebecca climbing onto the bed to lie beside her, propping her upper body up and leaning over to kiss her. There was still plenty of room on the bed for Damian and me, but like me, he chose to stand to better watch the women play.


Chapter 27

Janice

REBECCA’S LIPS WERE FULL AND SOFT like ripe fruit and I couldn’t resist crushing them with my own, my tongue exploring, hinting at the attention her pussy would soon receive. Her breathing deepened, infusing my nostrils with the arousal she was feeling. She’d been slippery and wet on the dance floor and when she held my hand to her pussy, I swear I felt her orgasm.

Her body was perfect—breasts firm and overflowing the grasp of my hands. My lips left hers, kissing a path down her silky throat to the nipples I longed to lick and take into my mouth. Her back arched and her hands held my head as I paid homage to the erect, pebbled surface of first one, then the other nipple. I inhaled the perfume of her skin while I sucked and held the hard tip lightly between my teeth. From the corner of my eye I saw her strong shapely thighs part and her pelvis rise up, wanton and eager for my touch.

I turned my head to see Damian and Sean standing apart at the foot of the bed watching us, twin statues of Eros, lust in their eyes, unable to stop their hands from stroking their manhood.

Rebecca’s hand snaked down to my breast, her thumb and forefinger pinching my nipple, fingernails scraping the sensitive flesh. Oh God, jolts of pleasure shot straight to my clit. She squirmed under me, trying to twist and take my nipple into her mouth, but I held her still. Not yet.

My hand rolled over the smooth mound of her tummy and down to the hot, moistness between her thighs. Her pussy lips were parted, stretched open in her craving, the delicate folds of her inner labia lips not able to contain the firm nub of her clit.

“Please…” Her hoarse whisper urged me on.

My fingers dipped lower, pressing, to glide easily into the slippery flesh and become encased like a glove in tight, satin warmth. She raised her hips, urging my fingers to explore deeper but I withdrew my hand. I heard her sigh when my fingers with tantalizing slowness slid up her furrow to land atop her most sensitive spot. With a touch as soft as a butterfly’s wings my finger fluttered against the tip of her clit. Her hips began to buck into my finger, silently begging me, harder.

It was time to give Rebecca what we both desired. I shifted lower on the bed until my face was mere inches from her glistening pussy. I could smell the muskiness of her arousal, see the dark nub of her clit, before my tongue flicked across it and my lips sucked it into my mouth.

“Ahhh…yes, suck it. Finger fuck me.”

I licked her clit, sucking it deeper until my lips pressed against her. Her hips rolled in lascivious splendor but I held on like a cowboy breaking eight, shoving four slick fingers and then pressing until my thumb was in as well.  

“Holy fuck, she’s fisting her.” It was Damian’s groan that reached my ears.

This time when her hands pulled at my waist, urging my ass to her face, I didn’t resist. I wanted her mouth and hands to do exactly what I was doing to her. Fill me and lick my clit. My knees were spread, straddling Rebecca’s head, and my legs trembled as I lowered my cunt close to her face.

I was now facing down between her luscious pussy lips, again sucking her clit but now able to tease her asshole with the finger of my other hand.

“Myumf!” I growled holding her bud between my lips, pressing my pussy into her mouth. Her tongue was faster than any vibrator that had ever touched my clit. Oh God, her fingers, deep inside, pumped furiously.

My cheeks and nose were wet from her arousal and I felt her legs stiffen as she ground her pussy into my face, sending more vibrations to my clit in the moans that rose from her throat. Oh fuck! I wanted her to suck and fuck me forever while I devoured the sweetness of her cunt.

Wave after wave of bliss spread from my centre where her mouth and fingers continued to fondle and caress me. I felt the spasms, wetness and contractions on my hand as she became lost in orgasm. Mine was hers and hers mine. Where did the cycle of ecstasy begin or end? It just went on and on until we both shuddered and jerked back from one another. It became too intense.

I felt fingers touch the top of my head and saw that it was Damian when I lifted my face from Rebecca’s pussy. In his eyes, were love and lust and… awe. I kissed his hand, feeling closer to him than I had ever felt before. I had made love to an incredibly beautiful woman and had shared that with him. I would gladly share her body, for him to experience as well. There would be no jealousy, only pleasure for both of us.


Chapter 28

Sean

I CUPPED REBECCA’S HEAD with my hands and leaned down to kiss her, exploring her mouth with my tongue, savoring the sexy liquor of Janice’s release. Oh fuck, it had been hot, watching two beautiful women make love, hearing their moans of pleasure as they ate each other out.

My cock was hard as granite, ready to sink into her tight, slick opening. I pressed my hip into hers where I laid beside her, about to roll onto her when a soft hand curled around my shaft, massaging it. Janice had shifted on the bed and knelt on Rebecca’s other side. It was her hand that was stroking me as I kissed Rebecca. Oh God, if she kept that up I’d shoot a load all over her hand and Rebecca’s tummy.

I placed my leg between Rebecca’s and lifted my body until my hips were poised above my sexy Latin lover’s. Janice’s hand rolled up and down my shaft, milking it while she urged it down. She leaned closer to my head and the tip of her tongue licked the folds of my ear. I broke off my kiss with Rebecca and turned to Janice, our mouths open and tongues extended, dancing together.

Damian eased farther up the bed on the other side of Rebecca’s head, watching our threesome. If I wasn’t so focused on his wife pulling my cock closer to Rebecca’s pussy, while her tongue licked my lips, I might have felt sorry for him. But the eroticism of two women, one kissing me and guiding my shaft to the sweet opening of the other was too much. He was on his own. My cock was almost aching, so much did I want to fuck both of these sex-pots.

Oh fuck, Rebecca’s cunt was tight velvet around my shaft going into her. Janice gave my balls a gentle squeeze and then was gone. I turned to look into the sultry, half closed eyes of my woman as I pulled my cock back, eager to thrust deeper into her very core. Even though she’d just had a mind blowing orgasm with Janice, I could tell she was hot for more, especially a hard cock.

Her legs bent and heels dug into my ass, pulling me deeper and tightening her inner muscles. Some sort of signal must have passed between Janice and Damian because he leaned over to kiss Rebecca. Meanwhile Janice’s hand slid to my balls, rolling them softly in her palm when I thrust deep inside Rebecca. Could it get any better than this?

I felt Rebecca’s muscles tighten and I saw her upper body rise to rest on one arm, as her other arm reached for Damian’s hip. Taking her cue, he rose and adjusted his body so that her hand could grasp his cock, while he clutched and rolled her breast. She turned to look up at me, eyes mere lust filled slits, lips parted, and moving closer to Damian’s shaft.

He knelt before her, his cock still in her hand and about to enter her mouth.

“Oh yeah…that’s good, Baby.” Damian pumped softly into Rebecca’s mouth, while his hand guided her head.

“Mmmph.” It was almost a gasp from Rebecca when Janice’s hand left my balls to finger Rebecca’s clit once more.

There was a gush of hot wetness on my cock as Rebecca orgasmed, her mouth sucking Damian like her life depended on it.

“FUCK….yeah, like that. Oh yeah.” I shoved my hot meat deep inside, pumping faster and faster, my eyes filled with the sight of my woman sucking Damian, while Janice smiled, her hand rubbing Rebecca’s clit to bring on another orgasm. The whole thing was so fucking erotic! I didn’t want it to ever end as my cock spurted…”Ahhh” And another. The universe was centered on my thick manhood pulsing hot lust into her.

My hips and legs jerked quickly one last time, spending the last of my load before I rolled to the side, sliding out of Rebecca, and into Janice’s arms. She kissed the back of my neck and held my head close to her chest.

“Shhh. Watch with me. It’s the first time I’ve seen Damian with another woman.”

Rebecca held Damian’s cock in both of her hands and released him from her mouth. She looked up at him before laying flat on the bed once more, her hand slipping over her tummy to her pussy, spreading her woman lips with her fingers. It was all the invitation that Damian needed to lower his body on top of hers.

He kissed Rebecca deeply and then turned to look into Janice’s eyes.


Chapter 29

Damian

HER EYES SILENTLY ASSENTED; no actually there was anticipation in her gaze as well. She wanted to see me fuck the same luscious woman she’d made love to. Rebecca had given me head; she was good at it, had taken my dick deep into her throat, and it was plain that Janice wasn’t the only one that wanted more.

Fuck, when she’d spread her pussy to me, a pussy still dripping from what Janice had done to her as well as Sean blowing his load inside, it was all I could do not to dive right in. But Janice had to be good with it as well—and she was.

My cock was nestled against her pubic bone and tummy, drizzling at the thought of the dark opening I would soon enter. I lifted my hips away, enough to grasp my dick and push it down, sliding over her clit, through her furrow to the spot. Oh God, her legs spread and her heels were on my ass pulling me into her. I had wanted to enter this formerly forbidden delight slowly, to savor every second but she wanted more and wanted it hard and fast.

I thrust deep into the slippery, tightness of her pussy. She felt so good around my cock, every bit as hot and exciting as I’d thought she’d be when she was giving me head and Sean was fucking her. Her dark eyes gazing at me, full pouty lips and the jiggle of her breasts, topped with chocolate, button like nipples when I thrust into her once more was almost too much. But I wanted this to last, to savor every decadent second, fucking this exotic beauty, especially with Janice and Sean watching.

I leaned down to kiss her lips, holding still deep inside her to ease back on the throttle, despite her urging with her hands clutching my shoulders. Her hips shifted and her shoulder pressed into mine. Oh, she wanted to get on top. I held her close and together we rolled over, still kissing with my cock nestled deep within her.

She raised her head and pulled her legs up, to straddle me supported by her strong dark legs bent at the knees. Her eyes were glazed, lips slack as her hips rolled in a circular motion, riding my shaft. With back arched, she slid her hand behind her. My balls tightened when her fingernails scraped the surface. I dug my fingers into the soft flesh of her hips, lifting and pulling her ass rapidly up and down on my cock.

The hot friction of her cunt… dark pussy lips stretched tight around my shaft… pendulous breasts swaying and jerking up and down…Oh fuck, her muscles clenching my meat as I thrust into her…

I glanced at Janice. Her eyes were huge but there was a smile on her lips.

Rebecca paused for a moment and leaned to the side, pulling her knee up and placing her foot on the bed’s surface. Her pelvis was tilted upward revealing all of her pussy. God, she had strong legs, pumping her ass up and down on my rod.

“Fuck me Baby…that’s right…ride my cock…” This was right out of a porn flick, except that the hot sexy woman on top of me was real—her gasps when I thrust deep, the scent of lust and the satin grip of her cunt.

“OH FUCK…I’M COMINGGGGG…” My fingers clutched her hips, forcing her opening tight against my groin. Hot lust, carnal and primitive shot from my cock, to her very throat, the dark erotic beauty impaled on my shaft. Again and again my cock erupted. There was only it and the soft flesh clamping it, hips rolling to milk every drop of cum until my chest jerked upward from the intensity.

The next thing I knew Janice was kissing my lips, her hand stroking my head.

“That was hot. I loved watching you fuck Rebecca.” Her lips were now close to my ear and her tongue licked the fold.


Chapter 30

Rebecca

SEAN’S ARMS FOLDED AROUND ME and his hand held my head in the curve of his shoulder. Damian’s cock was already becoming soft, slipping from me, when I fell over into Sean’s body.

He held me gently, rocking back and forth while murmuring into my hair. “You are awesome. My sexy, sexy woman.”

I pulled my head back to look into his eyes. Yes, he was pleased with me. I had done everything he had dreamed of and more. If not for him, I would never have experienced the pleasure that Janice and Damian had given me.

“My sexy Dom. Thank you.” I just wanted to kiss him, stay like this forever, so close to a man that I…Yes, I might as well admit it, even if it was just to myself; I was beginning to fall for him.

“No. Thank you. I know that you did this for me…because I asked you to.” His fingers combed through my hair and his face seemed to glow looking at me.

“That’s true but…this was erotic. To think that I had my first orgasm being with a woman and she was part of you fucking me.” I shook my head hardly able to believe how much I had liked being with Janice.

“Hey, what about me? Didn’t you come when we fucked?” Damian sat up and placed his hand on my thigh. His head tilted to the side but there was a smile on his face.

“You never gave her a chance to catch her breath. Rebecca had two big ‘O’s’ before you fucked her. Don’t take it personally, darling.” Janice sat up and rumpled Damian’s hair. “There’s always the next time, you know.”

“She’s right. It was good but I needed some refractory time.” I shifted in Sean’s lap, snuggling my back into his hairy chest, to face Janice and Damian. I’d just had sex with both of them and I didn’t really know them, except that they were friends of Sean’s.

“Okay, just let me know when you’re ready again, Rebecca. I don’t want to be the odd man out in this.” He winked at me but I could tell that he was serious.

“This is another night of firsts for us.” Janice placed her hand on Damian’s before tracing her fingers along my leg. Her gaze went from Damian and Sean before settling on my face. “The whole Dominatrix thing and then making out with a woman. How about you, Rebecca? I know you’re into the D/s dynamic but would you ever do this if Sean hadn’t requested it?”

Janice was a beautiful woman, with a very hot body. I had made love with her because Sean had ordered, but in retrospect, she had known exactly how to approach me, wearing the Domme dress and acting the part.

“For sure. You really had me turned on dancing, especially the way you were dressed. And in here, you took the lead. I like that.” Oh my God, thinking of how she had made me lay back while she played with my body, caused a spark of pleasure to shoot to my clit.

“How about you, Sean? Was your fantasy everything you had wanted?” Damian spoke up.

“Better. I have to agree with Rebecca. The way Janice was dressed and playing the role of a Dominatrix…it just made it hotter. There’s something to be said about role playing…” Sean’s hand left my hair and slid down my body to hold my breast, toying with my nipple, already hard under his fingers.

“Yeah! I know what you mean. I’ve never seen this side of Janice. I could hardly stop myself from tearing her clothes off and ravishing her on the drive to the club.” Damian voice wasn’t the only thing that rose in his excitement.

“That would have been nice but aren’t you glad you waited? I mean, the way it turned out. Watching you with Rebecca wasn’t anything like I had thought it would be. I didn’t feel hurt or jealous, only happy for you.” Janice rubbed her hand along Damian’s back and placed her head on his shoulder.

It was obvious how much they loved each other. This evening had served to bring them even closer together; sharing a sexual experience with me.

Sean and I didn’t have the years together that Janice and Damian had, but there was a connection between us, more than the Dom sub relationship. Why else would he wonder if that was the only way I could relate and have sex with him?

I had terrific orgasms with Janice and Sean tonight and both of them had put me in a submissive headspace. With Damian, I had been on top, riding him like a cowgirl but I didn’t orgasm. Was it because I didn’t have time to recover or was it because the submissive element was lacking?

I looked at Damian more closely. He was certainly sexy enough with the dark bedroom eyes and lean muscular body. His cock had felt nice, not as big as Sean’s but with a nice upward curve and he certainly knew how to use it. He must have sensed my scrutiny because he turned his head from nuzzling Janice to look into my eyes.

Sean’s hand still toyed with my nipple and I reached for it, sliding it down my abdomen to rest on my mons. My eyes never left Damian’s as I opened my legs, and arched my pelvis up, giving him an eyeful of my pussy. His gaze flew immediately there, and stayed.

Janice turned and immediately caught on to what I was doing. She reached for Damian’s cock and began to slowly massage it.

Sean’s hand slid down and parted my pussy lips, rolling his index finger over my clit. Fuck it felt good! I looked at Damian’s cock that was hard with a glistening drop of pre-cum at the tip. Janice’s fingers locked around the base of Damian’s cock and she waggled it, teasing me with the sight, so close.

“Mmmm…” Sean’s finger dipped inside my opening and back to my clit, softly and quickly stroking the underside to the sensitive tip. His cock was pressed into my back while his breath was hot in my ear.

It was a hot sexual game of chicken we were playing—who would be the first to cave and beg to be fucked, me or Damian? Janice and Sean were getting into it, with Damian now fingering his wife’s cunt. I reached behind me to slide my hand over the slick, wet, smoothness of Sean’s shaft.

I glanced up to see Damian breathing faster through parted slack lips, his eyes half closed watching Sean finger fuck me.

Oh God, his thumb twirled inside me and he was playing with my asshole. “Yes…” My legs opened wider, pelvis humping onto his fingers. Now Damian knelt before me, his hand on his cock guiding it to my opening.

Sean slipped out from behind me and I lay flat, spread like a feast, almost begging for the release Damian’s cock would give me. He rubbed the bulbous head of his drizzling cock over my clit, driving me almost insane with desire.

“Ahhh…” It was almost a mutual grunt when the hard shaft drove deep inside me, his pelvis rubbing against my clit.

My hands tore at the flesh on his ass, my heels pulling him deeper. My hips pumped up against him, clit rubbing his pelvis while his cock filled me again and again.

Janice’s head was next to our waists, kneeling on her hands and knees while behind her, Sean’s balls and thighs slapped, his cock deep inside her. Her eyes were squeezed shut, face contorted in lust while her large breasts swung to and fro from the fucking he was giving her. My hand left Damian’s ass and groped to hold her tit, pinch the nipple.

Her hand rose signaling to Sean to stop and she moved closer to Damian and I. With ass still high in the air, she lowered her torso, so that her face was close to mine. Still pumping my cunt with the lusty piston between his legs, Damian eased to my side, watching Janice move forward to kiss me.

I held her breast, kneading it in my hand while her husband fucked me. Her lips pressed into mine like a pulse, in time with Sean’s thrusts.

“Mmmph “ Orgasmic lust. Pleasure centered in my quivering cunt. Damian’s hot cock fucking my hole, his groin like a kiss on my clit. Sean’s grunts. The slapping of his balls on Janice’s ass. His cock fucking her pussy. Her tits jiggling in my hand. Hot breath hissing from her nostrils. Mewls of pleasure in her throat.

Damian’s cock drove deep one last time, spurting lust and pleasure through my body, joining my lust. My fingernails were deep in his ass, clinging to him, riding the orgasmic tsunami of his cock. On and on, the unbridled release of our foursome continued, hearts pounding, muscles pulsing.

Sean was the first to collapse onto Janice’s back, his mouth open and gasping for air, while a rivulet of sweat rolled down the side of his face. “Oh.My. God. That was awesome.”

Damian was the next to succumb to the physical aftermath of our debauchery. He kissed my temple and rolled to the side, lying next to me. “AGREED.”

Janice raised her hand to touch the top of Sean’s head, ruffling his hair before he sat up taking his weight off her body. With one last grope, squeezing my breast, she knee walked over my body to lie next to Damian.

Sean eased close to me, his hand stroking my cheek softly. He kissed me and whispered in my ear. “This was the best sex I’ve ever had, Becky. And it’s because of you. But I’m ready to go home now.”

I was worn out too but I wasn’t ready to end the night. I held up a finger and sat up, leaning over Janice and Damian who were gently kissing. “This was great tonight—my first time swinging. I’m so glad it was with you.”

Janice turned to look up at me, a smile of satisfaction on her lips. “Let’s do this again. I like you.”

I kissed her cheek and placed my hand on Damian’s shoulder.“I like you guys too. I’d like to have you over to my place for dinner and ummm…some fun. How about next weekend?”

Sean sat up and placed his arm around my shoulder. “That invitation had better include me, Becky.”

I patted the hand that held me, sensing the casual possessiveness of his words and gesture. “Of course.”

The End

Author’s Note:

Thank you for reading this far!

If you would care to leave a review, I’d really appreciate it. Reviews help struggling authors find more readers JUST. LIKE. YOU. And your opinion will help others make their purchasing decisions.

Click Here To Have Your Say!

Thank you so much for your readership. It means the world to me!
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Invitation to my Readers Group

(If you like my work, this is the BEST way to keep in touch!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books! (Keep readin’!)
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for more info on my work!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City…

Click here for Episode 1

Or…

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


The Hotwife Chronicles
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…

Click Here for Episode 1: An Indecent Marriage

Or...

Click here for all Three Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results…
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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