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Chapter 1 – Teasing the Room

We were at one of those charity affairs that Ryan liked to drag me to.  As usual he had gone off to do whatever he did at these things and left me to be mobbed by a bunch of horny guys.  Men were always flocking around me and tonight the crowd was especially thick.  It might have had something to do with my dress, which was designed to show off my ass, my tits and my long legs.

It was a slinky green cocktail dress that matched my eyes and my emerald jewelry.  It contrasted nicely with my auburn red hair.  I made sure to move enough that my admirers could periodically catch a glimpse of some part of my C plus tits that overflowed from the thin material.  I would laugh and bend a little forward to touch one of them on the arm, or reach up and pat one of their cheeks or lean down and scratch my thigh.  All very innocent of course, but calculated to make them all rock hard.

I like teasing men and turning them on.  It excites me on to see the lust in their eyes and to have them tongue tied. Tongues that I often imagine licking my slit or sliding in and out of my pussy.  When a crowd of eager lovers surrounds me I can literally smell their collective male scent.  It makes my knees weak and my panties would be soaking, if I ever wore any.

I hate panty lines, they are so low class.  So I often go without. As a red head I have light skin that doesn’t tan well.  My legs are shapely, with all the right curves.  But pasty white is not as alluring as the more golden shades.

Therefore, I usually wear either panty hose or garters and stocking.  In a dress like the one tonight, its pantyhose and I always punch a hole in the crotch, just in case someone needs easy access.

I am not just a cock teaser.  Sometimes, I select one of my lotharios and take him for the ride of his life.  Other times, when no one tickles my fancy, I fuck my husband while I think about all those men lusting after me.

Often I am so sexually excited that I can't wait to get home and I just fuck Ryan in the parking lot.  If these guys only knew, that I get so sexually charged during these flirting session.  All one of them has to do is touch me in the right place and I'd lift my skirt and fuck them all.  That actually happened one night when I was playing pool with five horny guys, but that is another story.

Ryan Phelps is my husband and I love him dearly and he is an incredible lover.  But a woman likes variety and the feel of a strange cock now and then.  The touch and smell and feel of a new lover is one of life's real highs and I long for it.   Any woman who won't admit that is doing it wrong.

When he married me Ryan confessed that he loved women and could not promise fidelity.  So I gave him roaming rights.  Ryan did not exactly abuse my generosity, but he did proceed to fuck half of the women I knew.

It did not seem fair that Ryan should have all the fun, so I offered him a choice.  We both stay home or we both get to spread our wings, or legs, in my case. 

Ryan, being the special guy that he is, replied, “what's good for the gander is good for the goose.  Fuck whomever you want, but be discrete and promise to let me watch once in a while.  If I can't watch, I want a blow by blow account.  Just whisper the juicy detail in my ear the next time we fuck.”

After that he had his fun and I had mine and we still had a lot of fun together.  Sometimes we told each other our adventures and other times we just fucked like rabbits.

Tonight I picked up an especially sexy stalker with a devilish smile and the build of a tight-end.  The groups of men around me can get pretty competitive and they can cut each other up verbally without showing any mercy.  The language always turns a little raw as the dirty jokes start to flow.  They think talking about sex turns me on and it does, but what really revs me up is the desire they seem to have for me.

Tonight, Mr. Sexy hung in there with the best of them and kept coming back for more.  I had just finished desert with my husband at our table.  Ryan always seemed to buy a table at these kinds of events.  Mr. Sexy popped into an empty seat beside me and introduced himself to Ryan.  Then asked if he could dance with his lovely wife.

Ryan shook his hand, looked at me for a decision, then gave me away.

Mr. Sexy was a good dancer and was easy to follow.  He slipped his hand around my waste and ran it up and down my back. His fingers flowed over the thin material and massaged my upper and lower back.  He tried to pull me close and I only resisted a little.  I crushed my tits into his chest and laid my head on his shoulder.  I could feel his hardness and I slowly ground my crotch into it.

Without being too blatant, I massaged his cock with my cunt through the thin material of the dress.  He dropped his hand to my ass and pulled me tighter.  I reached behind me and pulled his hand back to my waist, but continued to work his cock.

“Let's not be in too much of a hurry big guy” I whispered in his ear.  “My husband is right over there and there are a least a dozen guys in the room that are watching us very closely.”

“Who are you?  What do you do for a living?  Do you have a wife?  Shouldn't I know some of that stuff before you fuck me?” I declared.

“Am I going to fuck you” he asked.

“I have not decided yet, but I am not as easy as you seem to think.”

“I did not mean to offend you.  You are an extraordinarily beautiful and sexy woman.  I just got carried away.  Please excuse me” he pleaded.

“I understand; it happens to me to sometimes. But not with beautiful women” I quipped.

“My name is Jason Scott.”

“Jason Scott the photographer?”

“Yes, have you seen my work?”

“No, but you fucked one of my friends.”

“Who was that?” Jason asked. 

“She came to get some executive head shots for her job and ended up in your bed.  Actually I think it was your couch.”

“I am not sure who you mean.”

“Obviously you have fucked more than one of your customers.”

“Not as many as you might image.”

“That's too bad” I noted.  “Jason.”

“Yes”

“Do you know that every time I say the ‘F’ word, your cock twitches.  Is that normal?” I asked.

“You are a delicious tease.”

“I have been told that.”

The music stopped and I said “Why don't I walk in front of you or you are going to panic some of these older ladies with that lump in your pants.”

“Thank you.”

We returned to the table and I sat in a chair with my legs facing the dance floor.  My skimpy dress rode up and I was showing almost all of my thigh.  It did not take long for a steady flow of dance partners to ask for the pleasure of my company.  I shooed some of them away and let others drag me off to the dance floor. 

I left Ryan to deal with Jason Scott who quickly made his exit from Ryan's presence.

The next three dances were fast and I boogied as sensuously as I know how.  Thrusting my tits out and shaking them to the music.  My long toned legs flexed with the music, my leg muscles made all the more prominent by my four inch heels.  I did not even get a chance to go back to the table.  At the end of each dance, some guy would cut in for the next one.  I made sure to lean far enough toward each partner to give them a splendid view down my dress and my swaying breasts.  I also gave them all a body shake.

Then the band struck up a slow one and there was Jason.  Hot and eager for more touchy feely. He pulled me into him like he was going to take me right there in front of everyone.  His cock was even harder than before and it quickly found the entrance to my pleasure gates.

I worked his cock head through his suit pants and my thin gown, almost mounting him there on the dance floor.  If we had been naked, I would have been sliding down his pole and he would have gone in deep.  Instead I just teased him and he teased me.  I could feel my juices flowing and my control starting to fade.  He pulled me close. Both arms were around me now and I put both of mine around his neck. 

“God that feels good' I whispered in his ear.  “How long can you keep that up?”

He pulled me tighter and one hand roamed my back while the other cupped my ass.

“I like my fucks long and slow” I moaned as I blew into his ear and darted a tongue in for a moment.  “My lovers have to be able to take care of me all afternoon.  A quickie is fine to release some tension, but I need a man with staying power.”

I did not think he could get any harder, but it felt like he sure did. 

That's when Ryan tapped him on the shoulder.  “Mind if I break in and borrow my wife.”

I smiled at Jason and pushed him away

I melted into Ryan.  Clinging to him, my body flowing with his every move.

“What was that all about? I asked.

“You looked like you were getting a little carried away” he observed.

“I was.  I think he likes me.”

“I think a lot of them like you” quipped Ryan.

“He wants to take my picture.”

“He wants to do more than that” Ryan assured.

“Jealous?”

“Always” he answered.

“Does that mean I can't?” I pressed.

“It means I want to see the pictures” he answered.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Take me to the car” I demanded.

“I still have contacts to make.  We can't leave before the auction” objected Ryan.

“Then take me to the car for a little while.  I need your cock.  I am sure Jason will take me to the car.” I teased.

“I'll bet Jason will take you anywhere you ask.”

“Then fuck me.  My pussy is on fire.”


Chapter 2 – Parking Lot Romp
 

We were almost to the front foyer, when a voice called.  “Ryan!  You're not leaving are you?”

We turned, it was one of Ryan's best clients.  A wealthy widower in her sixties with a gorgeous young man on her arm of twenty-two or three.  I had danced with him earlier and he was all muscle with a huge erection.

“I have to talk to you. Ryan” she demanded.

“Have you met my grandson Phillip?”

“How do you do” said Ryan shaking hands.  Ryan told me later that Phillip had an iron grip.  “My wife Melanie”

Phillip nodded “We met earlier”.

“I was just taking Melanie to get some air. She is feeling a little flushed. She left some medication in the car” explained Ryan.

“Probably too much to drink.  Phillip can escort her, I need to speak with you” she insisted.

“I would love to be of service” offered Phillip, taking Melanie by the arm

Oh Fuck!  Phillip was a hunk and I had teased him mercilessly.  Six one and all muscle.  I knew he played college bowl, I remember he was in one of the bowl games.

My cunt was on fire.  I had worked myself into a state and now Ryan was off God knows where.  I must have had more to drink that I thought because I slipped off of a heel.  Phillip caught me and then kept one strong arm around my waist, pulling me close as we walked.  His large muscular hand clutched my waist between my tits and my crotch.  I felt like a rag doll and his touch was enticing through the thin dress.  His maleness flooded my senses and I leaned into him.

It was dark and I lost my bearings.  I looked around and turned my body searching for my car. Phillip's hands slid across my dress as I turned.   His touch made my cunt throb.  I pointed “it’s over there”.

When I raised my arm to point I pulled his hand up and it landed on one breast. Phillip instantly responded by covering it with his full hand and massaging it.  He pulled my whole body close and I felt his hard cock jam into the crack of my ass.  My nipples were sticking out like two bullets and his other hand closed over the other tit.  He kissed my neck and shoulders and I writhed against him. 

I put one hand over his and pulled it tighter into my breast. 

“Phillip, we can't do this” I protested, but my body urged him on.  “I was heading to the car to fuck my husband. You are not supposed to be here.” I exclaimed.

“I am here Melanie and I want you” he declared.   He dropped one hand to my crotch and massaged my slit through my dress.  The dress was slutty short and it did not take him long to bunch up the material and press his fingers to skin. He tried to slip his hands down my panty hose, but I guided his fingers to the hole in the crotch.  My hand was over his when I pushed his fingers into me.  I gasped as his thick fingers extended up into my cunt and pumped me like four miniature cocks. 

I reached my hand around behind me and push it between my butt crack and his cock. I ran my hand up and down its length.  God that felt like a nice cock.  Phillip had some experience because his fingers knew their business as they thrust deep inside of me and grazed along the front of my vaginal wall.

After only a few strokes, I had a micro climax and let out a yell.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh.”

I can't help it.  I am a bit of a screamer.  Phillip clamped a hand over my mouth and I sucked on his palm.  “Take me to the car” I pleaded.

We half walked, half ran and half fucked our way to the car with our arms entwined around each other.  When I reached the car I slipped my dress off my shoulders and let my breasts swing free.  Phillip pushed me up against the car door and pressed his cock between my legs. 

“I want to see those football muscles of yours” I demanded as I worked the buttons on his shirt and slipped it over his shoulders.  It landed on the trunk.  He was pushing his crotch against my cunt and I pushed him back enough to unzip his pants and pull out his shaft.

“Oh that's nice” I cooed and ran my fingers up and down its length, which was considerable.   It was slick with pre-cum.

“Do you have a rubber?” I asked.

“No, I did not expect this” he replied.

“Oh Christ” I said. 

“Use your fingers.  I'll suck you off when I'm done” I implored.

He pushed in close and worked all three fingers up my cunt.  I moaned and started to hump his hand.  I could feel his stiff cock hitting my leg with each thrust.  I threw my arms around his bull neck and clung to those massive shoulders.  I thrust my pussy into his fingers and clung to him as I fucked his hand furiously.  I had a couple of mini orgasms and blew right through those chasing the big one I hopped was coming. 

Phillip was doing his best, but it just wasn't working for me.  I was getting hotter and hornier with every thrust of my pelvis, but release would not come. I lay back on the trunk and grabbed his rod and worked it with my hand as Phillip fucked me with his fingers.

Suddenly I pushed his hand aside and pulled his cock against my cut lips.  “Fuck it.” I moaned.  “I need you inside me.” 

That was fine with Phillip and he moved to accommodate.  I sat on the trunk with my legs spread wide and scooted to meet his shaft.  I guided it up and down my slit and teased my opening with its head. Then I held it right at the entrance and whispered “Fuck me Phillip.  Fuck me hard honey.  Push your cock all the way into me.” 

Phillip responded with a massive thrust and followed it up with a furious pounding that lasted for several minutes.  I put my arms around Phillip’s huge neck and clung to him like a monkey on a tree.  I was completely off the car riding Phillip’s cock.  His hands were under my ass and we pumped each other frantically.  Slam, slam, slam.  Phillip rammed his cock into me with unbelievable force.  We were both moaning and gasping and his dick was making a squishing sound as it slammed into me over and over and over.

“I am coming” Phillip whispered “I can't hold it”.

“That's alright darling.  Shoot it all into to me. Fuck me hard” I urged. Moving my ass even faster.

I felt Phillip let go and felt his warm cum shooting up my cunt channel.  That put me over the top.

“Oh God”

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.  Fuck Fuck” I screamed as I fell back on the trunk my body in spasms.

Phillip gave a few more strokes and slipped out. 

I lay there in the cool summer night.  My

lungs heaving for air.  My nipples hard as pebbles. I could feel Phillip’s cum dripping down one leg. 

“You OK Phillip?” I gasped.  “You were wonderful sweet heart.  If we weren't out here in the parking lot half dressed, I would fuck you some more.”

“I'd like that” said Phillip standing bare chested pulling his pants up and fastening his belt buckle.

“We better get back” I said. “Have you seen my dress?  I hope it’s not down in the dirt.”

“No its right here on the trunk.”

“Good thing Ryan keeps the car washed” I grinned.

“You were incredible” said Philip.  “Not like the college girls.”

I put my hand on his crotch.  “You're still hard sweetie.  Sorry to waste that.”

“I'll get rid of it later, thinking of you” he blushed.

“Come here.”  I pulled Phillip close to me and kissed him.  His mouth was eager and I pushed my tongue in deep and explored his young mouth.  All the time I was kissing him I stroked his cock through his pants. 

When I finally broke the kiss I whispered in his ear.  “Why don't you call me when you are in town next and I will take care of that properly.”  I squeezed his cock one last time and dropped my hand.

“I will” he assured.

“You better” I threatened.

We quickly dressed and Phillip escorted me back inside, where I immediately headed for the nearest ladies room to put myself back together.

I slipped in next to Ryan and smiled.

“Where have you been?” he asked.

“Taking care of my needs.” I declared.

“You fucked that kid?”

“More like he fucked me.  How did you do with grandma?”

“Great, made some money”

“That's wonderful darling.”

“There are several horny and hopeful men that have been scoping the room for you.  Including that Jason Scott fellow.” Ryan observed.

“About those pictures of me?” I asked.

“What kind of pictures?”

“The nasty kind.”

“I think I would like that, as long as they stay private” Ryan warned.

“They will” I promised.

We stayed for the auction then made our way to the car.  Ryan kept me close for the rest of the evening, but that was OK.  I had stirred up enough trouble for one party.


Chapter 3 – A Bedtime Quickie

We walked into our bed room and I turned to face Ryan “want me to take a shower?”

“No I want to smell him on you.”

There was no foreplay.  Ryan was hard and I was wet.  I stepped out of my dress and he shoved me onto the bed.  I still had on the nylons.  I rolled and spread me legs, giving him a clear view of my wet cunt.  Some of Phillip’s sperm still on my leg. 

Ryan threw his shirt and tie in the corner and dropped his pants and briefs in one motion.  His cock was ready and he shoved it right into me then laid on top of me.  I grabbed a pillow and shoved it under my ass and Ryan pumped me for least ten minutes.  I met him thrust for thrust while I described in detail how Phillip took me in the parking lot and shot his hot sperm deep inside me.

“He took me bare Ryan.  He stuck that beautiful, hard twenty-two year old cock right into me and let go.” 

When I told Ryan about the bareback he increased his thrust and drove as deep as I have ever felt him.  I don't know if he just rammed me harder or his dick stretched a little more than usual, but he hit a spot he had never reached before and I screamed and screamed and screamed.  Then I collapsed moaning and twitching, my cunt dripping the cum of two men. 

“I love you Ryan” I murmured

“I love you Mel” he replied.

Then we slept.


Chapter 4 – Teasing Jason

I met Jason at an outdoor cafe in the riverfront park area.  I was dressed to the nines.  Revealing silk blouse, tight mid-thigh green skirt with a slit up the front, black pull up stockings that flashed a hint of their tops as I walked and four inch heels.  I turned a lot of heads as I crossed the room.

“How nice to see you” I greeted.

“I was hoping we could meet in my studio” he offered.

“I am sure you were” I gave him a knowing look over my sun glasses.

He raised his eyes from my breasts to meet my gaze.  My shirt was starched white and I was bra-less.  My nipples poked through the fabric and I had left a few buttons undone.

“I wanted the safety of a crowd.  It is important that you understand my ground rules” I announced.

“This is love not war.  There are no rules” he objected.

“If you plan to dip into this particular honey pot, there are most definitely some rules.  And this is not love.  I love my husband. This is sex.  This is fun and games.  It is not love and it will never be.  Not between you and I.”

“You are the most direct woman I have ever met and perhaps the most arrogant about her desirability” he answered.

“My husband wishes to have some pictures of me in shall we say, stimulating situations.  He will pay you well for your photographic skills and I will suck your cock dry if, and only if, you excite me.  Your transaction with my husband is strictly business.” 

“If you and I have an encounter it will be merely a dalliance and will not be repeated.  If you are agreeable to these terms then we have a deal.  If not, let’s enjoy our lunch and bid one another adou” I declared.

“Did you bring a portfolio of young men?” I asked.

“Yes” Jason replied, somewhat subdued.  He handed me a large book of pictures.

I leafed through the pages and showed him my selection.

“Can he be available?  Is he straight?” I asked.

“Yes and straight as they come.  He thinks he's a stud” Jason observed.

“Maybe he is?”  I smiled innocently.

“You want me to photograph you with this man? He asked.

“My husband wants a number of risqué shots. Suitable for display to the right crowd.  Nothing lewd and nothing really exposed.  The second kind are for his personal pleasure.  Full and partial nudes.  Anything goes as long as it excites him and I know him well.  Lastly, if I am comfortable, he would like some shots of me with another man doing whatever I desire for my personal pleasure.”

I passed a legal size envelope across the table.

“This envelope contains a check and a contract.  All shots are to be film and all negatives are the exclusive property of my husband, Ryan Phelps.  Any shots you wish to release for publication, will be approved as long as they are in good taste and not too revealing.  Do you agree?”

Jason looked at the check.  “I do” he replied.

“Then please sign the contract” I instructed.

“You have a reputation for seducing your models.  Do you do your best work before or after you fuck them?” I asked.

“Normally after, It gives me a better working relationship” Jason declared.

“I would have thought the sexual tension before would give you some kind of artistic edge” I said.

“It can work that way. Yes.”

“When can you schedule me?”

“Wednesday afternoon about 12:30” Jason replied.

“Looking forward to it.”  I gave him my sexiest smile and leaned forward to touch his hand briefly.  My blouse fell open and his eyes darted to my cleavage.

“I assume that Mr. Stud comes with a health certificate?” I asked.

“Of course.”

“And if you have any designs on me, you will need one also” I declared.

“I always use a condom” Jason advised.

“If you are going to do me darling, it’s going to be bareback.  Get tested or keep it in your pants” I flashed him another sexy smile and scratched my bare breast at the second button.

“I was hoping we could spend some time together this afternoon” he offered.

“As fun as it might be to roll around all afternoon with your cock inside me, I have some other appointments.  You can keep it up a few hours, can't you?”  I asked, giving him a challenging stare.

“Why are you such a ball buster?” he demanded.

“I've done a lot of things to a man's balls, but I have never broken one.  Unless you count sucking them dry” I winked at Jason.

“See you Wednesday” I could feel his eyes on my ass as I left the restaurant.  My pussy was soaking wet and what I really wanted was to rush back and have him fuck me the rest of the day.  However, I knew that if I waited, the sex would be even better.


Chapter 5 – A Quick Warm Up

My husband Ryan was sleeping soundly when I sucked his limp cock into my mouth and slowly massaged its head with my tongue.  I am very good with my tongue and it only took a few seconds for him to fully inflate.

“Oh God, what time is it?” he asked as he came fully awake. 

“Don't worry.  I called the office.  You have nothing urgent and they are expecting you to be a little late” I stopped my sucking to answer.

“Why?”

“I need you this morning” I teased as I cupped his balls and ran my fingers around his ass hole.

“For what?” he asked.

“My favorite thing” I said, giving his cock another long lick.

“Which is?” he asked.

“Sliding your cock slowly in and out of me” I answered straddling his groin and impaling myself on his hard shaft.

“I thought you had your photo shoot today?” Ryan asked, thrusting his hips and lifting me off the bed.

“I do, but I don't want to walk in horny.  I need you to take the edge off.  Otherwise he will be in control.  You know how horny I get.  I want to be in total control” I declared. 

“Oooh” that was deep.

“So what’s the deal?” Ryan asked reaching up to massage my breasts.

“This guy is a womanizer and he is absolutely gorgeous.  Women fall at his feet all the time.   He wants to romance me and seduce me.  But I just want to get fucked” I informed.  I leaned forward to take him in deeper and change the angle.

“So?” asked Ryan pinching both nipples at once as he continued to thrust upward.

“He wants romance and love.  I get that here from you.  With him, I just want to be taken.  I am going to tease the crap out of him and then fuck that model right in front of him.”

I spread my knees and dropped all my weight on his cock, it went in another  half inch.  “God you have a marvelous cock” I cooed.

“So why are we talking about fucking some other guy” he quipped and gave a giant thrust of his hips.

“Oh God!” I responded focusing for a moment on the pleasure at hand.

“Shut up and fuck me” I demanded reaching down to stroke his balls.

“As I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted.  If he still wants to be romantic, he can play with himself.  But if he wants to act like a man, he can have me” I declared.

“Well, just don’t let things get out of hand” warned Ryan as he rolled me on my back and started his deep strokes. 

I jammed a pillow under my ass and let him slow fuck me for at least ten minutes, savoring every stroke.  Then I exploded into a frenzy and we both humped ourselves into exhaustion.

Ryan was still lounging on the bed when I stepped out of the shower.  He watched me towel myself off and I made a little show of the drying process.

I love to have Ryan watch me. I can always do something to make him hard.  I bent over to reach into the bottom drawer for my panties and stayed there just a moment longer than needed.

He had a perfect view of my cunt lips from behind and my tight ass.  He was hard when I turned round and I blew him a kiss. 

I laid out my clothes and then slowly put them on as Ryan watched.  When I slid my nylons slowly over my tanned thighs, he started to stroke himself and I got a little wet.

“Stop that, you are going to make me leak” I objected.

I slipped on my blouse and presented myself for his inspection “What do you think?”

“I think you are going to get yourself fucked” he observed.

“I think so too” I giggled.

“Be careful Mel” he warned. “You are playing with a little fire on this one.  You sure this guy is worth the risk?”

“He’s a God damn dream boat and I want him bad, but only on my terms” I declared.

“Call me if you get into trouble.  I will keep my cell on” he instructed.

“I love you Babe” I said crossing to the bed and giving him a sensuous kiss.

“I love you too” he answered as I left the room and the house.


Chapter 6 – Time to Watch

The photo shoot was fun.  Jason was a master at catching me in the right poses and positions.  We started with bikini shots, then moved to lingerie and finished with sexy outfits.

I did my best to tease both the camera and the photographer.  He made me look incredible, the guy had some talent.

I was wearing a revealing cocktail dress when we brought the model in dressed in a tux.  That’s when the fun started. 

Jason had not warned him that things would get frisky.  He wanted it to be as natural as possible.  We looked at each other like lovers and rubbed our hands over each other bodies as Jason clicked away.  When I slipped my tongue into his mouth during a kiss he seemed a little surprised, but immediately responded.

The model was a real pro and always kept the action facing the camera.  I was standing in front of him, leaning back into his chest with his arms around me when I started to ramp things up.  He had taken off his tux jacket and removed the studs holding his shirt together.   He looked sexy as hell.

I took his hand and pulled it over my right breast.  He was eager and immediately began to massage it with an expertise that was a delightful surprise.  My nipples went hard instantly and I dropped one strap on the dress, freeing my tit for more of his adept attention. 

I leaned back into him.  I caught his cock between my butt checks and began a slow grind.  I could feel a healthy amount of meat there and was anxious to get my mouth on it. 

I dropped another strap and pushed his other hand down over my pussy and pressed it hard against my clit.  He bunched the hem of my dress with his fingers and slipped them under the narrow thong.

All the time I could hear the camera clicking away as Jason moved in and out and around and up and down.  Constantly changing the angle of his shots.

I felt behind me and ran my fingers up and down the length of this cock.  It was long and thick.  Not the biggest I had ever seen, but respectable.

I turned and ran my hands over his chest.  He was a shaver and his muscles were impressive.  My hands glided over his smooth chest and my cunt began to seep.

I pushed his shirt off and it dropped to the floor.  I tongued and kissed that beautiful chest as I ran my hands up and down his huge biceps.  He stood there like a statue as I worshiped his physic.

When my tongue reached his stomach I pulled my hands off his arms and spent several minutes enjoying his rock hard abs.  I had never felt such abs.  They were flawless.  The God of muscles did not have abs this hard.  I touched them and my pussy flowed.  I put my cheek against them and pulled him to me.  I could have cum just rubbing his abs.

My cunt was on fire.  I slid my hands around behind him and cupped an ass cheek with each of my hands.  They were even harder than his abs.  I pulled him to me and buried my mouth in his crotch.  My lips found his hard rod and kissed it through his pants.

I jerked his pants down, briefs too and they crumpled around his ankles.  God that was a nice cock and his thighs were like small tree trunks.  Thick and hard and bulging with little muscles I did not know existed.

Jason’s flash went off in my side vision and I hoped he caught the lust on my face.  Ryan would go super hard looking at that.

I rubbed his cock tenderly, then slurped it down my throat.  I took my time savoring his rod sliding in and out of my mouth, but most of all the feel of his body as my hands explored his thighs and ass. 

I took it slow, teasing him.  Bringing him to the point of explosion, then taking him back down.  His thighs and ass were perfection and I almost came when I ran my fingers down his butt crack.  I bet he could crack a fucking walnut between those ass cheeks.

Jason came in close and I saw he had changed to a ring flash.  A little ring of light that fits around the camera lens.  He was getting close-ups of me doing my business on that wonderful cock dangling from that incredible body.

Finally, I had had enough.  I needed him inside me and I need to feel my tits on that magnificent chest.  All thoughts of fucking Jason had flown.  This guy’s body was made to make women swoon and I was going to take my share.

I pushed him back on the bed.  He landed on his back, his cock standing straight up at least seven inches.  It was a nice dick, but my focus was on his unbelievable body.  I was eager to get fucked, but what I wanted most was to have that hard body rubbing against mine. 

He reminded me of Phillip, the football star I had fucked that weekend.  I made a mental note to keep track of Phillip.  He might have friends.  I got even wetter at the thought.  I am such a whore.

I feasted my eyes on his powerful body and dropped my dress and skinned out of my see through black thong.  I was naked, save for my pull-up black stocking; my pussy gleamed with moisture and I could see him looking straight at it.  I took a step forward and pulled off his socks.  I wanted him completely nude. Call it a quirk, but I like to be fucked proper.

I leaned over and gave his cock a couple of strokes with my mouth.  No need.  It was like steel.   I swung my leg over and dropped down on his shaft without any additional ceremony. 

“Ahhhhh!”  It went in deep and I moved around a bit to get in the right position.  His hands went to my tits and I leaned forward to give him better access.  Then I started to ride him with long slow strokes.

I lifted myself up until the tip of his cock was barely in contact with my hole, then I lowered myself all the way down.  I found a speed that gave me the most pleasure and kept him hard and settled in for a long slow grind.

I rode his cock for several minutes, careful to keep him hard, but not excited enough to blow.  My face must have been full of lust, because Jason closed in for a number of close-ups.

I kept my slow pace, but reached down and fingered my clit.  The guy loved my breasts and was masterful with them.  I exploded a couple of times, but was careful not to bring him off. 

Finally I rolled to the side and let him take over.  He started thrusting into me and I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him in tight.  His hands never left my tits.  Definitely a breast man.

I could feel his cock stark to flex and pulse and I pulled back a little and wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock.  He stayed hard, but the pre-cum lessened.

I gave him a few minutes to calm down, then rolled us on to my back and let him drive completely.  He crushed me with his massive body and my tits rubbed against his chest muscles.  My nibbles were as hard as his cock and pulsing like my clit. 

He started to really slam into me.  God he was a strong man.  I felt like a rag doll.  I wrapped my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck and hung on.  Each time he came down I thrust my hips up to meet him.  I was moaning constantly as he pumped his big cock into me mercilessly.  

“Oh God. Fuck me.  Fuck me” I screamed.

He moved faster at my urgings and I did my best to keep up with him.  It took him a long time to cum and he pounded me hard in frustration.  My hips and his whole body was moving furiously.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” he screamed when he came and rammed me so hard I shot half way across the bed, but I hung on and kept him in. He pushed in deep.  Really deep and held it there.  His cum pulsed down my pussy channel, way back in and I came as it splashed against my vaginal walls.

“Oh Fuck” I moaned.

He was going limp, but slowly.  He carried a big load and it shot out in pulses.  He looked at me and we kissed passionately with lots of tongue.  Our bodies were spent, but were unwilling to let go of one another.  We clung together a few moments, our hands taking one last lingering inventory.

I hated to let him go, but he was spent and so was I for the moment.  I lay on the bed, legs pulled up under me, knees wide, my cunt oozing his cum and pulsing.  Jason, of course, snapped a picture.

Jason thanked my fuck toy and called “that’s it.  You can get dressed know.  We’re done with the couple’s session.”

He stood there a moment confusion on his face.  He looked at me.

“You were wonderful lover.  So hot.  Thanks” I said.

He shrugged and got dressed and left.


Chapter 7 – Real Men Take

“Well, I guess that is a wrap” I declared “I think we have everything that Ryan wanted.  These should turn him on plenty” I slid to the side of the bed, my skirt bunching around my waist and exposing my pubic area.  I spread my legs as I leaned forward to slip on my stiletto heels.

Jason watched my little display and his cock was absolutely ready to burst from his pants.  It looked rather painful.

“You’re not leaving?” he asked.  “I thought we were going to spend some time together”

“You mean you thought you were going to fuck me” I corrected.

“Yes, if you want to be crass” he answered.

“It is crass” I assured.  I make your cock twitch and you think just because you are a charming, good looking guy that I would just raise me skirt and take care of your little problem.  I’m not that easy” I announced.

I spread my legs a little more giving him a full view of my wet cunt.  Then I leaned over and fastened the other stiletto.  When I leaned my breasts hung out of my blouse and when I sat back up they were full exposed.

Jason was staring at me with both rage and lust.

I leaned my arms back on the bed.  My tits were sticking out and my legs were spread, with cum dripping from my cunt.  Most men would have jumped me already.

“I tell you what Jason.  Get down and bring me off with your mouth and I will let you put that cock anywhere you want” I offered challengingly.

Jason looked at my cum soaked pussy and hesitated. 

“What's the matter?  You don't like being the second act?” I teased.

“Well that is all that's left, because you let that boy fuck me first” I declared.

Jason's face was getting red.  There was real anger there.

I scooted off the bed making sure to spread my legs wide as I hopped to my feet.  I moved in close to him.  My tits were touching his chest and my lips were within tongue distance.

“I was looking forward to fucking you if you ever showed any back bone.  You are so used to having women fall all over you, you have never learned to take.  You let my husband cut you out easy enough the other night.  Just when I was close to losing all control.”

“That's understandable.  He is my husband.  But you also let all those other guys cut in on you all night long.  Remember that big college kid.  Phillip.  He got me in the parking lot.  God what a cock and muscles to die for.  Then today, right in your own studio, where you are supposed to be in control, you let that empty headed, pretty boy model fill my mouth and my cunt, while you just stood there taking pictures.  The only thing he left you is my ass.” I declared.

I locked eyes with him, my green eyes flashing.  “If you don't want me more than that, you don't deserve me.” I announced and turned to leave.

He grabbed my arm, it hurt. He was stronger than I thought.  “Let me go looser.  You've been paid and your job is over.” I insisted.

“You fucking tease” he yelled.

“Your pathetic” I yelled back.

“Are you going to pout now?  Little Jason didn't get laid.” I mimicked the voice of a spoiled child.

“It's too late to show some spine now” I declared, wrenching free of his grip.

Jason spun me around and pushed me down on my knees.  He grabbed my hair and rubbed my mouth up and down his crotch.

“Unzip it bitch” he demanded.

I pulled his pants down and his boxers.  His cock swung free.  It was rock hard.  He pushed my face into his balls and hissed “Lick em, you fucking tease.”

I licked his balls greedily and slurped his sack into my mouth.  I closed one hand around his cock and began to stroke it and explore his butt crack with the other. He pulled my head up toward his cock and ordered me to swallow it.

I sucked it into my mouth and went to work.  He would never win a big cock contest, but it was respectable and had a sweet taste that I liked.  I slid it all the way down my throat and let him fuck my face.  He was still pissed and he began to thrust his hips back and forth using my mouth as a cunt.  He kept a tight grip on my hair and it hurt some, but that just added to the fun.

As mad as he was I thought he would cum faster.  I had to give him credit, he had staying power.  Finally I felt it building and his prick started to pulse a little, like a volcano shaking before an eruption.  Guys usually can't feel it, but a woman with sensitive lips can.

“Oh God I am cuming.  Drink it all you whore.  Don't spill a drop.” he demanded.

I clamped my fist around the base of his cock, putting a temporary stop to his fun.

“Shit.  You fucking bitch” he screamed and his grip on my hair turned into major pain.

I pushed his hand off my head and walked to the bed dropping my skirt and stepping out of it.  I lay on my back facing him and spread my legs.  I pulled my blouse over my head and tossed it aside.  I was naked except for my black nylon pull ups.

“For all I know you could be a one shot wonder.  If you are going to fuck me, fuck me.  Otherwise I am leaving” I announced.

Jason started toward me his dick still hard and bobbing like a missile searching for its target.  He stopped at the edge of the bed and grabbed my legs.  He jerked me toward him and twisted my legs to flip me over.  I landed on my stomach and he dragged my ass up to him and rammed his cock into my pussy up to the hilt.  There was no foreplay, no teasing at my doorway.  Just slam.  Take that you cunt.

I gasp and managed to get my knees under me.  Jason grabbed both hips to pull me in tighter and started thrusting like he was a bull and I was a fence he needed to knock down.   I felt his cock ram in deep.  He was longer that I thought and went way up in there were few had gone before.  What he lacked in girth he made up for in length as his cock head scrapped along the inside of my cunt walls.

There was nothing gentle about this entry.  He was not making love to me, he was fucking a teasing bitch and I loved it.  I dropped to my elbows to change his angle and screamed with pleasure.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh   Oh God.  Jason Fuck me darling.  Fuck me hard. I know I was a bad girl.  I teased you.  Punish me. Stick you cock all the way into me.  Holly shit you have a nice cock.  Don't stop. Please don't stop.”

I was moaning now with every thrust and Jason was pounding against me with powerful sledge hammer like blows. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh” I went off like a skyrocket.  Jesus it was intense.  It flooded over me like an electric shock flowing through my body, but at a slower speed so that I could feel every micro-volt of energy.  I was heaving and spasming and deep into my own climax, when I heard Jason shout 
“Oh Fuck”

“Ehhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”

At the same time I felt his hot sperm shoot deep into me and probably bounce off my womb.  We both collapsed and lay there a moment sucking in air, bathed in each other’s sex juices.

I felt a hand on my breast.  “God I love your tits” said Jason.

And I love your cock “I answered.

“I am not done with you; you God damn prick teaser” warned Jason.

“I would be disappointed if you were” I responded.

A few minutes later Jason got up from the bed and walked across the room and reached into a drawer.  When he returned he stopped in front of my head and brushed his cock over my lips.  “Make it hard” he commanded.

I complied.

When it was steel stiff, which did not take long, he flipped me over again and squirted some lubricant on my anus and rammed a finger all the way in.  I lay on my stomach, legs spread and I gasp when his digit went in.  He wiggled it around making the hole bigger then pulled out his finger. 

Almost immediately I felt the head of his cock pushing into my asshole.  He was easing it in, but was forcing it a little also and I cried in pain.  That just urged him on and then I felt all his weight land on my back and his cock was all the way up.

“Shit, shit, shit” I yelled. clutching the bedding with my fist.  “Holly fuck.”

He lay there a moment, letting my ass channel adjust to the giant object going the wrong way.  Then I felt him twitch and he started to pump.  God this guy loved to pound.  He slid his cock in and out and in and out, again and again and again and again.  The mixture of pain and pleasure was driving me wild. I really thought I might feint.

I thought I was going to get a simple ass fuck, which I enjoy, but don’t do very often.  But then I felt Jason’s fingers probing my pussy hole.  No they weren’t his fingers, it was the dildo I had used earlier in the shoot.  He was sliding it into my pussy and was not being terribly gentle about it. It was not one of those extra thick ones, but it was thick enough and it was long.  I felt it slide along his cock that was in my ass.  It was like getting a double penetration without the extra guy.   His rough approach scared me a little and my whole body shook with both pain and pleasure.  I tried to protest, but I had really pissed him off and he was going to fuck me his way no matter what I said.

I suppose I could have screamed “stop” or “no”, but it was starting to feel pretty good.    He was holding his cock still, while he worked the dildo in a little further with each stroke and my pussy was starting to tingle with increased pleasure at each thrust.    Then he started to move his cock and I screamed and went wild.

Somehow I struggled to my knees which let Jason go in even deeper.  God it was incredible.  I had never had anyone in my ass that deep.  I wondered for a moment if he was going to knock shit out through my mouth.   My ass channel was on fire, my cunt walls were in spasm.  Both were shooting conflicting waves of pain and pleasure in little micro-bursts.

It was all I could take.  My pleasure receptors were overwhelmed and I started to climax repeatedly.  They weren't the great big ones.  They were smaller and extremely intense.  He was fucking me in a nice steady rhythm in long strokes and I was meeting every thrust with thrusts of my own.  About every fifth down stroke I would cum with one of these little mini-climaxes.

I just lay there and let him pump me.  I was moaning with each thrust and whimpering like a sick cat when each climax flowed over me.  Then Jason grabbed a tiny hand vibrator that I had not seen and pressed it against my clit.

It sent me into overload.  My ass and my pussy were pulsing with pleasure and now my clit had joined the party.  The sensations were too damned intense to stand and I shuddered and started to buck my ass.  The son of a bitch held on and rode my gyrations like a cowboy on a bronc and all the time he kept that vibrator pressed against my bud.

He was in total control.  I was simply a vessel, like the night I got gang-banged.  My holes were there to be used by others and I slipped into some kind of sex trance.  My limbs no longer responded to my will and my ass and cunt and clit were in a continuous state of spasm.  I lay my cheek on the bed and whimpered as he pumped me in and out and worked my clit with that damn vibrator.

Suddenly it was over.  I felt his hot sperm shoot up my ass in warm globs.  His cock throbbed a few times against my ass walls and then shrank and fell out.   I am not sure if I was glad it was over or disappointed.

Jason rolled off of me and lay still.  I didn't move.  I couldn't move, but I think I stopped whimpering.

After a while, a long while, Jason slapped me on the ass and said “Go get cleaned up.  I am taking you to dinner.  Then I am going to bring you back here and fuck you some more.”

“I have to call my husband” I said.

“Then call him” he instructed. 

“Take a shower and wash that guy off of you. I am tired of smelling him.  And don't wear any panties” he ordered.

I did exactly as instructed.


Post Log

“You look incredible in that outfit, the men in the room are going to cream in their pants and you will love it” observed Jason.

“The only thing better than getting eye fucked is getting ass fucked” I winked.

“Where do you want to go?” Jason asked.

“Where do you want to show me off?” I replied.

“I know just the place” he answered.

We had a delightful dinner and since we were out in public Jason refrained from pawing me too much, but he did snake his fingers up my skirt a couple of times under the table during dinner.

After dinner we went back to his studio and fucked like rabbits until well past midnight.  Jason called me a limo to make sure I got home safe.

I kissed him deeply as I left and told him how sorry I was that this was a onetime thing. We might have a repeat some day, but affairs did not fit into Ryan's and my agreement.

It was almost two AM, when I slipped in beside Ryan.

“Have a good time”, he asked with a groggy voice.

“Incredible” I answered kissing the back of his neck.

“Good.  You can tell me all about it tomorrow.  Good night love.” he murmured.

“Good night darling.  I love you.” I responded and lay my head on the pillow exhausted.  I reached out and put one hand on Ryan’s back.  The other I ran down to my pussy and stroked it once or twice slowly, before I fell asleep.
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Taking the Supper Club Wives (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance Howard decides he has to break out of the yuppie mold and change his life.  As a first step he decides to seduce all seven wives of in his monthly supper club.  One by one he plans their seduction and enjoys their carnal gifts.  To Lance’s surprise, some conquests are much easier than he imagined and the most difficult targets turned out to be the most willing rides.     (There are seven books in the Supper Club Wives series)

Taking the Supper Club Wives #1 – Beth, Business Sex

Taking the Supper Club Wives #2 – Jenny, Networking Sex

Taking the Supper Club Wives #3 – Page, Submissive Sex (Coming soon!)

Taking the Supper Club Wives #4 – Sarah, Sex Lessons

Taking the Supper Club Wives #5 – Cheryl, Fantasy Sex

Taking the Supper Club Wives #6 – Monica, Sneaky Sex

Taking the Supper Club Wives #7 – Trudy, Revenge Sex
 

Snowbound with Two MILFs (a Supper Club Sequel)   Lance Howard had seduced all the wives in his yuppie supper club.  Two years later a blizzard lands him and two of his previous conquests in close proximity.  How better to pass the time than with some intimate amusements. Lust is always an unpredictable mistress and threesomes have a way of nurturing hidden lesbian appetites.  When Lance and his two MILFs touch passions long buried they unleash desires and yearnings that can never be forgotten.     

Taking the Niece (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  Ryan and Melanie Phelps are young, well to do and into sexual games.  Melanie’s niece Cheryl is almost as beautiful as Melanie, but she has a younger, fresher body.  Cheryl has turned eighteen and is now old enough to play with the adults.  Cheryl has always been hot for Ryan.  Is the stage set for sexual tension or adventure?

The Stripper Next Door  Julie Cox, the sweet girl next door and baby sitter to my two boys has turned into a stunningly attractive woman and is paying her way through college working at the local gentlemen’s club.   She has also made it clear that her sexual preference is me.   Julie is still a virgin, but if I don’t give in to Julie’s sexual demands, she will start passing her favors around at the strip joint.  To complicate matters, Julie’s best friend, who is even more strikingly sensual that Julie, is looking to turn Julie’s and my passion, into a three-way.

Taken in Cancun  A few days in Cancun and Rachel Kate was a new woman.  She and Steven, happily married for fifteen years, were hoping to recharge their marriage with romantic nights in an exotic setting.  Steven spent the entire trip in the bathroom suffering from a common ailment of Mexican travelers and Rachel was forced to find her romance elsewhere.  On the flight home Steven remembers little of the trip, except the inside of his hotel bath room.  Rachel, however, has vivid memories of three lovers in as many days.  Will their lives ever be the same?

MILF at the Pawn Shop Stanley Gibbs inherited a small pawn shop and was just squeaking by, when he discovered the power of the personal discount.  Pawns can get pretty expensive and some of the local women have discovered that if they pawn with Stanley, they can often skip a few payments.  Stanley is an understanding fellow and if money is tight, he is willing to make special arrangements in the backroom for his over eighteen female borrowers.

The Girl in the Short Skirt   Ashley Gibbs is a sexy young lady that loves to wear short skirts that show off her legs.  But what happens when she attracts more attention than she wants?  Ashley can’t stop thinking about the bad boy that followers her up the stairs every morning at work and the blatant way he looks up her dress.  What’s a girl to do?  Spread her legs or go shopping for a pant suit?

Taken by the Photographer  (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  The beautiful and enticing Melanie Phelps has her sights set on the handsome photographer Jason Scott, but she won’t make it easy for him.  He is used to women fawning over him and raising their skirts at this smile.   If he wants Melanie, he will need to act like a man and take her.

Stripping for my Teacher Carla Wilson is a spectacular beauty, but an academic wash out.  She makes good money taking off her clothes at a local dive, but her life is headed nowhere.  One night she drops her top to find her favorite high school teacher admiring her wares.  Is he looking for a cheap thrill or is fate offering Carla a second chance?  Can the Brainiac and the cheerleader find common ground in Carla’s lovely body? 

Double or Nothing  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is obsessed with the dark eyed little brunette that works in his office, but the busty young blonde at the reception desk also has his motor running.  Lance doesn’t always play by the rules.  Can he parlay the seduction of one, into a game with three players?

MILF-Ville USA  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance goes to a sleepy farm and ranch town in western Nebraska to appraise some local land for irrigation partnerships.  He soon discovers that he is fresh meat for the local unfulfilled woman.  With a new eager body in his bed every night, sometimes two, will Lance make it out of town before the local cowboys discover that he has gotten into their private stash.

Punishing Kathy   Kathy is nineteen and a bit of an exhibitionist.  She interns at a powerful wall street firm and teasing the boss with her short skirts is one of her kinks.  Quite unintentionally, Kathy has made a few regulatory transgressions and jail could be in her future.  Because of the high cost of sexual harassment law suits, her boss has a rule about handling the help. However, pretty Kathy is no in a position to complain.  Will her troubles disappear if she lets him do more than look at her perfect ass?   (This is a short one – 2800 words – a Quick, but Hot Read).

Protecting Linda   Vincent Carter is a grad student and his high school assistant, Linda, returned for a third year of internship all grown up and ready to play.  Linda’s mom, a luscious MILF is out to protect Linda’s virtue and offers herself as a substitute for Vincent’s carnal drives.  Vincent, being a bit of a cad, but a dedicated swordsman, decides to enjoy them both.  All he has to do is keep mother and daughter from comparing notes.

Unfinished Business   Lance Howard had the same executive assistant for ten years and not a day went by that he did not dream of ravaging her hard body, squeezing her lush round breasts and pummeling the treasure between her long toned legs.

Tonight was her going-away party and Rennie and Lance were having a quiet drink to reminisce. Recollections quickly turned to regret and before long their bodies were making up for lost time - Trying to cram ten years of abstinence and pent up desire into a few hours of raw unrestrained carnal lust. 


Join Lance and Rennie in their journey down memory lane. Some of their shared history is strictly adult fare. 

My Barber the MILF  Kay Linsey was a beautiful MILF going through a rough patch and trying to make ends meet cutting hair.  Alone, divorcing and celibate, her lush body ached for attention.  Jim was her best friend’s son, home from college.  She had known Jim since he was a child, but the man standing in front of her was tall, muscular, legal and sexy as hell.  When Kay learns that she was Jim’s first fantasy she gives him more than a haircut.

Her Husband was Away   Linda had worked for her boss for a year or more.  She was the perfect employee and their relationship was strictly professional until her husband stayed too long out of town.  Linda was a good girl, faithful and chaste.  However, she was also a woman with intense sexual hungers and daily needs.  A fortnight without was her limit so she went looking for penetration.  Her boss would never be the same.  

Doing Barbie   Jim and Barbie shared a bond.  In the midst of some family distress, they ended up sleeping side-by-side at the tender age of eighteen.  They were, of course, quickly sharing more than a bed room. As adults they took separate paths, but they periodically revisited their lusty roots.  When Carol, Barbie’s little sister, came of age, she was eager to compete with her big sister for the carnal attentions of Jim.  Nicole, mother of Carol and Barbie, was a stunning, but aging MILF.   Her daughters had inherited her beauty, but the mold was still the master.  Weary of older and unfulfilling men, Nicole decided her daughters should not have all the fun, especially where intimacy with Jim was concerned.

Blonde in Need   Cheryl Rivers is a brilliant scientist with the body of a model and the sexual appetite of a porn star.  Her husband Tim is obsessed with avoiding the draft and is eating himself into oblivion, so that he can exceed the weight limit for armed service.   His ploy will keep him out of the Viet Nam jungle, but it is also keeping him out of Cheryl’s bed.  Vincent Carter, however, their fellow graduate student, is lean and desirable and close by and judging from the bulge in his speedo’s, packing exactly what Cheryl needs. 

Coaching Casey   Casey Stokes was a late bloomer and as she turned eighteen she transformed from a geeky, gawky teenager into a beautiful, sexy swan.  Dan was her employer, her friend and a much older man.  Casey and Dan talked about everything: art, history, philosophy, music, science, computers.  But when the conversation turned to sex, a subject in which Casey was completely void of experience and perspective, things began to get out of hand.

Casey had never even kissed a boy.  She ached to be a player and her new wardrobe of short skirts and revealing tops were getting her a lot of attention.  But what Casey desperately needed was guidance and practice on carnal matters.  Who better to mentor her in the art of love and love making than her trusted friend Dan.

This is a quick, sexy read about loss of innocence and sexual exploration.  Enjoy.

Forgotten Desire   Angela is a busty blond MILF.  She has been a perfect wife and mother for more than ten years, but when she finds herself surrounded by an assortment of studly, young construction workers remodeling her pool area, she can’t resist greeting her guests in her skimpiest bikini.

A little harmless exhibitionism to spice up her dull suburban existence quickly turns a bit more carnal and who better to join the fun than her BFL from her wild college days.  As the girls progress from gratuitous flashes of womanly flesh to playful touchy feely, forgotten desires boil up and their games quickly become a full contact sport with everyone joining the party.

This is an adult read with graphic depictions of numerous sex acts, including sex with multiple partners.

Someone to Trade   If you are into brunettes, Maria Lee is your fantasy come to life.  Five eight or nine, long luscious legs, oversized breasts that hold themselves up as if by magic, bronze skin tone, waist length straight black hair, flashing black eyes, the high cheek bones of a fashion model and lips that were made to swallow a cock.  Maria is a walking wet dream.  Pure sex on the hoof and she loves to fuck.

The only problem with Maria is that she is married to my best friend, Jeff.  Imagine my joy when I discovered they were swingers.  Unfortunately for me, I am single and I have no one to trade.

The MILF Twins   January and Julie are stunning brunettes.  They are hot, sexy and absolutely identical.  Jan has always been the more adventuress.  Divorced and jilted by her lover for a bi-sexual male, Jan envisions a future less eventful than her past.     However, after years of a stale marriage and an underperforming spouse, Julie yearns for some carnal exploits of her own. 

They switched in high school and they switched in college, why not switch again.  Julie realizes that she can live her every fantasy and have any man she wants.  Also she has to do is act like her sister, literally.

My Hot Wife’s Dark Desire   Staci Roan’s career as a television reporter was flagging, until she treated her viewers to a peek at her white silk panties at the juncture of her long sexy legs.  As planned her ratings shot up, but so did her libido.  It excited Staci to display her personal charms.  However, when she flashed her guest Howard Winthrop, the black football all-star, turned billionaire and world class womanizer, Staci’s innocent teasing quickly turned into carnal cravings.    The lovely Staci had secretly longed to be taken by a handsome black man and to be completely dominated.   Howard Winthrop was as big and black and as dominate as they come and he found Staci, irresistible.

Melting the Ice Queen   Hillary Stone is a beautiful enticing woman, but she is also the neighborhood prude.  She dresses conservatively, shuns male advances and fakes her orgasms.  Hillary is especially scornful of bad boy Chuck Thane.

Handsome, rugged, charming and unconventional Chuck is every woman’s fantasy.  Chuck thinks Hillary ‘dost protest too much’ and that beneath her icy exterior, burns a carnal flame aching to be fanned.  One evening at a friendly suburban gathering, Chuck pulls the lovely Hillary aside and takes a few inappropriate liberties.   Hillary has never been in the arms of a man like Chuck and her distain, quickly turns to overwhelming desire as passions, long suppressed transforms Hillary from prig to frenzied participant.

The above stories are either in print or coming soon.   Please check with amazon.com for availability.
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