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About This Book

What happens in Vegas begins in Vegas…

Jane Harris has just been offered the chance of a lifetime—part ownership of the award winning restaurant where she’s managed the kitchen, for the last eight years. The hours are long, she barely gets a chance to see her husband Dean during the work week. As a Head Cook there are some fringe benefits, and a few extra pounds, truth be told… but how can you cook without tasting?

In addition to this great opportunity, the owner is sending her, and her husband Dean, to a Restaurant Convention in Las Vegas. So what if it’s called ‘Sin City’? She’s bound to get some new ideas and things to try out. Spread her wings a little. The boss has a house rented for her in a nice neighborhood—away from the glare and cacophony of the Vegas strip.

It starts the first night. Jane and Dean discover that the neighbors next door really know how to live it up in Sin City. Just on the other side of the privacy fence they’re having some kind of sex party! When Dean finds a crack in the fence that Jane can peek through… well, she gets some new ideas and things to try out that she never thought of before.

New arousing ideas.

Jane goes from Peeping Tom to Voyeur overnight. And that’s just the beginning. To watch is one thing… what about doing some sinning of her own?

The first of a series about a conventional woman exploring becoming a hotwife…
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LIFE’S ALL ABOUT CHANGE
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JANE GLANCED AT THE PLATES ON THE SERVICE RACK. UH OH. She pulled one away and called out, “Tony! Come here for a second.”

“No can do, boss!” he called from the broiler. “This has to be perfectly medium rare or I’m getting my ass chewed out by the Maitre d!”

Jane blew out a sigh. She turned and grabbed a prepped lobster tail and coated it with lemon and butter, and put it in the broiler at her station. She popped the rack and adjusted the gas. This would have to be a quick cook. She’ll give it three minutes, maybe three and a half at that height from the flames. Turning, she maneuvered her way over to Tony’s station. She held out the plate. “You missed something, Tony. Again.”

Tony’s eyes darted from the outstretched plate to the broiler. “Looks good to me. Gimme just five… more… seconds… There!” He yanked the broiler open and in a deft move transferred the London Broil to its platter. In no time flat, he had it sliced, dressed, and up on the service rack.

“Hey! Where’s my damn Surf and Turf!” Joey, the waiter from station three, who was single handedly serving the reservation for eight, called out.

“Take out the rest,” Jane called. “It’s on the way! And Tony, grab two bus boys to expedite, will you?”

“There ain’t no bus boys, Jane! We’re packed to the walls! Even the hostesses are expediting!”

She shot a look to the dishwasher station. “Tiny! Stan! Grab those two aprons, and give Tony a hand serving!” The two workers dropped the pans they were scrubbing, rinsed their hands and darted to the kitchen entrance. “And put on the hats, okay?” She always left two hats and aprons on a hook by the entranceway for times just like this. The dishwashers’ hands were obviously clean, and when they serve wearing those god awful chef hats, the customers think they were the ones who cooked their meals. Always gave them a little thrill.

She turned back to Tony, still holding the filet mignon. “You got promoted to First Cook just last week, Tony. You’re doing a great job, but you’re hustling too fast. This is the second time you shorted the entrée.” She lifted her head. In his late twenties Tony was a few years younger than her, but was a full head taller. The bead of sweat that ran down the side of his head by his ear looked so damn sexy. A sweaty guy hard at work… especially ones with buns like his…oh man…

She gave herself a mental slap. ‘Stop it right now, Jane!’

“What’s wrong? The filet’s done medium, and they hit it with the Béarnaise at table. What’s your problem?” His eyes were dark, and he wasn’t backing down.

She held his gaze. “That’s right. You cooked it, and it’s perfect—why do you think you got the damn promotion?” She held up a finger. “But.” She held up the ticket. “You didn’t read the whole ticket, Tony! Yes, it says ‘Filet Mignon medium’.”

“So?” He folded his arms.

She held the ticket under his nose. “What does it say below that?”

He looked down. “Oh shit. Surf and Turf.” He looked up at Jane. “But that’s written in the ‘Beverage’ section of the ticket!”

“Tony, we’re getting slammed tonight! There’s a one hour lineup at the bar, everyone’s running their feet off! The server made a mistake, but you didn’t catch it! And you’re the cook. It’s on you.”

His eyes darted. “That’s a six minute cook, Jane. What do I do?”

She pointed to her station. “Go.” That way she could watch his buns one more time. Oh God, he looked as good as his cooking tasted… If working up the ladder in a kitchen didn’t work out for this guy, Chippendale’s would hire him in a heartbeat. “I put one in before I came to you, Tony. I reset the burner and rack. It should be ready any second.”

Jane was shorter, so her broiler setup was at a lower height. Tony bent over to check the rack. She enjoyed the view. So what if she was married? He had a great butt, and there’s no crime in looking. “Yeah, it’s good to go.” He pulled the rack, grabbed a set of tongs and taking the plate from Jane’s outstretched hand finished off the entrée. “Thanks boss,” he said.

“Don’t mention it. Whatcha’ gonna do from now on?”

“Read the whole ticket before starting.” He made a small smile. “When I tell Karen about this, she’s gonna laugh her ass off.” Karen was one of the hostesses out front, and she and Tony had been a couple for a year now. When he got the promotion in the kitchen, she had been so damn proud of him. As well as being a hostess in the evenings, Karen’s modeling career was starting to get traction.

The fantasy bubble popped and by a force of will Jane didn’t let her expression change an iota. “Why tell her? It wasn’t that big a deal.”

“We tell each other everything, Jane. She’ll get a charge out of how my boss lady got me to dodge a bullet. Karen thinks I’m a bit of a chauvinist.” He snorted. “How could I possibly be when my boss is a killer at the job and a woman?”

“Let’s go, big fella; there’s lots of hungry mouths still left to feed.” She patted him on the shoulder and turned back to grab the next ticket.

Yeah, they were getting slammed tonight. That was four in a row, and mid-week! It had been happening a lot in the last six months. Sure, the kitchen ran great under her watch, but she needed to talk to Chef Carl about this when he got in tomorrow after his off days. They needed to really look at their reservation/ walk in ratio. It was his restaurant after all.

Things didn’t start to wind down until after 11:00 pm and Jane was beat. Four seatings since five P.M. In a 300 seat restaurant, that’s a hell of a lot of plates. She folded her arms and leaned against the prep table watching the action as the rest of the staff went about their business. Everyone was beat, but everyone was also upbeat. Busy house meant busy tips, meant a few extra bucks all around.

Karen stuck her head in the kitchen door, looking for Tony. Jane nodded to her with a smile and pointed to where he was cleaning off his station. She watched as the svelte woman crossed the kitchen; the perfect front hostess—pencil skirt, sensible heels and a body to die for. Unlike her own dumpy figure, now damp with sweat from the ovens. Oh well. Karen tapped Tony’s shoulder and they both looked over to Jane who waved them out.

“See you guys tomorrow,” she said.

“No you won’t, Red,” a voice behind her said, causing her to jump a bit. She spun around to see the owner and head Chef Carl Williams standing behind her.

“Nice of you to show up,” she said, spreading her arms. “Perfect timing—the kitchen’s closed.”

“I know,” he said with a smile. “I got a call at home from Antonio.” He waggled his eyebrows. “Our Maitre d’ was in a real tizzy because of the crowd.”

“Well boss, we handled it. The night went off without a hitch.”

Carl eyed her and ran his gaze over the kitchen. “No problems?”

Jane shrugged. “Nothing out of the ordinary. Everyone pitched in. It was a real all hands on deck night though.”

“Fourth this week. What do you think caused that?”

Jane shook her head. “I don’t know. Luck of the draw maybe.”

“Hmmm…” Carl stroked his chin. “Do you read the newspaper?”

“Huh? Like a paper paper?” When Carl nodded, she said, “No, not really. I get my daily news online; that’s enough. I can’t remember the last time I bought a paper.”

He nodded. “That’s what I thought.” He pointed out the kitchen door. “Let’s sit down for a bit outside. I think everyone here can finish up.”

She followed him out to the main dining room. The house lights were still subdued because the bar was still busy even though the kitchen was closed. He guided her to a table for two in the corner—the best duo in the house. It had a lit candle on it as well as two champagne flutes.

“What’s going on, Carl?” she asked as she sat down.

Carl took a seat opposite her. He was in his early 60’s, old enough to be her father, but with a hell of a lot more hair than Dad had, even if it was white. He smiled to himself. “How long you been here?”

Jane looked away, calculating the years. “After I got out of the Navy, I went to Culinary School on the G.I. bill for two years… then worked at a Montana’s for two years…” she looked up at him. “Well, since I was twenty-seven.”

“Yep. You’ve been here eight years. Why haven’t you moved on?”

“Why would I want to? You pay me fair, treat me,” she looked around the dining room where a few of the staff were having drinks before packing it in, “treat me and everyone good. Why would I want to?”

“How many offers have you turned down, Jane?”

She shrugged. “Some.”

“Yeah. Right. Okay, let me make it easy. How many this year?”

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, a lot. This year? Well, five places have approached me.”

“Five? It’s only June!”

“Yeah, well some of them asked before and were just checking up to see if I was willing to move on. I’m not. I’m not like that, Carl. I like where I am.” She waved a hand towards the front. “I’m not the type to wonder about grass being greener out there.” She looked at the champagne flute. It was empty, but there was an unopened bottle in a silver ice filled cooler beside the table. “What’s going on here?”

“Remember in January how you talked me into redoing the menu?”

“It wasn’t that. I just thought we should add a few items and get rid of the ones that weren’t selling much.”

“Half the menu, Jane.”

“Okay. What about it?”

“You were right. We did the change in February, and by March things started getting busier.”

“Yeah, you’re right. The last three months have been really good.”

“Especially the last month.”

“Well, what can I say? Word gets around.”

Carl let out a laugh. “Yeah, I guess it does.” From the seat beside him he picked up a newspaper and a letter. “Check this out,” he said, sliding the letter across.

Jane picked it up. “Holy shit!” It was from the AAA, addressed to Carl, congratulating him on being awarded their Five Diamond Award as a restaurant. She shot her eyes up to him, seeing his crinkly smile.

“Check this out too, kiddo,” he said, opening up a copy of the Chicago Tribune. In its restaurant review section was a headline. ‘They Deserve It’ it read. Jane scanned the article and it was an absolutely glowing review of their place!

Jane gaped at him open mouthed. “Congratulations, Carl!”

He shook his head. “You’ve been here a long time. And this place bears as much your mark as it does mine.” He looked around the dining room. “You said to change the light bulbs to those ones that are in now. You said it would give a nicer feel to the place. You’re the one that said all the servers should be in uniform. You advocated for the menu change.”

“You listened. And you didn’t take all my advice.”

“Yeah, I thought the fish tank idea was too much. I have a proposition for you.”

“Oh? What?”

“I want you to go to Las Vegas.”

“What?”

He nodded. “The restaurant convention is there next week, and I want you to go.”

“But you’re the one who always goes!”

“Yeah… well… that’s the other thing.”

“What?”

“I want you to take the place over. I want to retire.”

“What?”

“Yeah. I’ll make you a partner, and I’ll still get a piece of the action, but I want you to run it. What do you say?”

She sat back in her seat, gobsmacked. “I… I...”

Carl held up his hands. “Look, talk it over with your husband already! I mean, what if you guys decide to start a family? This is a big decision.”

Yeah, like having kids at thirty-five was a real possibility. They had been trying, but gave up some time ago. Kids would have been great, but neither of them wanted them so bad to go through the fertility doctor thing. ‘Double Income, No Kids’ had taken some getting used to, but she and Dean were okay with it.

“Well, you’re not saying ‘No’ so that’s a good sign,” Carl said as he reached for the champagne and opened it.

“I’m not a big fan of change, Carl.”

“Honey,” Carl said, “Life’s all about change.” He popped the cork to underline his point.
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DON’T ASK, DON’T TELL
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COMING IN THE DOOR OF THEIR CONDO, JANE SIGHED. As usual, Dean was already in bed asleep when she got home after midnight. Most nights it didn’t bother her a whole lot because all she wanted to do was take a shower and climb into bed anyway. Carl’s bombshell ensured she was going to have a hard time drifting off though.

She sighed again and went into the kitchen and rummaged in the freezer section of the fridge. She pulled out a bottle of vodka and downed a shot. The icy cold of the liquid and warm glow from the alcohol was one of life’s little pleasures. She looked at the bottle. What the hell—she downed a second one and headed to the bathroom.

She took off her jacket and pants and began to peel off her flaboflage. First the Spanx, then the control top panties. She stood naked and patted her belly. It was a small pot, but still controllable with the extra help. Although there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it if she was in a bathing suit. Oh well, she’s a cook dammit; and you gotta taste test, right?

Opening the glass door to the shower, she turned on the water. That was one of the best things about condo life—you never, ever ran out of hot water. And with her thick mane of bright red hair that needed a washing every day she was grateful.

Dean was tucked over on his side of the bed breathing deeply as she slipped in.

Partner…partner echoed in her mind as she stared at the ceiling. She’d never fall asleep…

***

Jane’s eyes flew open at the soft purr of Dean’s alarm and she sat bolt upright in bed before he could even turn it off.

Dean was startled by her sudden movement, and he sat up too.

“Whoa!” he said, “sorry to wake you, babe.”

“I was surprised I was able to sleep at all,” she replied.

Dean put his glasses on and tilted his head at her. “Something happen at work?” When she nodded, he tucked in next to her and put his arm over her shoulders. “What’s wrong?”

A huge grin complimented his wide eyes as she told him about Carl’s proposal. He grabbed her by the shoulders. “That’s awesome news!”

“There’s more,” she said, her mouth turning downward. “I have to go to Las Vegas in a few days.”

“Vegas?”

She nodded. “Yeah, there’s a restaurant convention that Carl wants me to go to. He says it’s a great way to pick up ideas just by walking the aisles. It’s a week long, and he rents a house on the outskirts every year.” She tilted her head at him. “Can you come too?”

“Vegas? Are you kidding me? Sin City! Nooo problem! When do we leave?”

Jane was taken aback a little. They never went away on vacations, not since their honeymoon five years ago. “This is a work thing, you know.”

“It’s Vegas, you know. You’ll have down time, and we’ll see the sights, take in some shows…” his hand began to glide on her shoulder again, rubbing small circles. “And… you know… maybe we can ‘sin’ a little!”

His hand left her shoulder and started to stroke up the side of her torso, glazing over the side of her breast. That spot, off to the side, always aroused her. It had been too damn long… She rested her head against the pillows and ‘mmmm…ed’ while she lifted her arms to encircle him.

Continuing the stroking, Dean moved in and kissed her. She opened her mouth a little, feeling his tongue against hers. ‘What would Tony’s tongue feel like?’ she wondered for a split second. ‘How did he and Karen make love?’

Dean’s hands brought her back to the here and now. His hand stroked down to her hip and back up again to the side of her breast as he moved over between her legs. She spread open wider, rewarded when he fondled her thick thighs, his hands grasping and pulling her flesh.

She reached down to find his cock. It was already swelling.

“Sin City…” he murmured as she began to pull up and down on his shaft. “You know that’s one sexy place, Jane…” His hand went up to her crotch and began to stroke the outside of her pussy, rubbing firmly over her pubic hair. “You might need to trim this a little for your bathing suit, y’know…”

“Would you like that?” she purred. “A close cropped bush? But if I do…” she tugged at his own pubes. “What’s good for the goose is good for the gander…”

“Oh yeah…” he murmured. “Like a couple of porn stars…” His finger slid up inside of her, dampening itself on her juices before coming back out and vibrating across her clit.

She gasped. “Shit, it’s been too long, babe!” as a small jolt shot through her. His finger kept going and right behind that first jolt, she felt a second one begin to well up. She pushed her hips up into his hand. “Keep going, babe!”

His voice low, Dean murmured. “I love you being so wet all the time.” He slid two fingers up inside of her while his thumb took over massaging her clit.

“Oh shit!” she cried out. That ‘O’ came out of nowhere! Her tummy was on fire. As he kept massaging her, she scooted over and pushed her mouth over his cock, licking the tip before her lips claimed all of it. She felt another orgasm build up at the same time his cock swelled to full hardness.

Before she came again, she eased back, releasing his thick shaft. “Fuck me now, babe!” she gasped.

In no time at all he was on top of her. He pushed his cock, now damp from her mouth deep inside her. Damn it was good.

He lifted her knees up as he watched her face. His eyes darkened. “Rub your stomach, Jane,” he said.

Her eyes flew open. “Whaaat?”

“Rub your stomach. I want you to rub it for me…”

Not her tits? He always asked her to play with her boobs when they did this. But her stomach? Shit, she was self conscious about that! She watched his face as it gazed down on her body as her hands dropped down making small circles around her belly button.

“Harder. Rub it harder,” his voice a harsh whisper.

She could almost feel his eyes burning into her flesh. Ohhhkaaay… if that’s what he wants… She grasped her flesh between her fingers pinching it.

“Oh yeah!” He started hammering into her. “Oh fuck that’s hot!”

She felt his cock swell and knew he was about to come. “Fuck my pussy, Dean! Cum in meee!” she panted at him as her hands grasped at her flesh.

“Bayyybeeee!” he moaned as he spurted up inside her. “Oh shit, babe!” Again and again his cock pulsed. She felt the sense of wet warmth fill her as he emptied his balls. No, she didn’t get off, but it was still good.

Right?

***

When Dean went to the bathroom for his ‘post come pee’ Jane’s finger drifted down between her legs, scooping up a taste of his jizz. Dean had come like a fire hose this morning. Okay, it had been a few weeks since they had done the nasty, but for some reason, her fondling herself had really gotten him off. She shook her head. Men. Go figure. What the hell was it about her extra poundage that was a turn on?

“No way I’m askin’,” she said aloud. Better to leave that sleeping dog lie; she was self conscious enough about her figure; ‘don’t ask don’t tell’ was a better strategy.
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HOW SOME THINGS CHANGE
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DEAN HAD NO PROBLEM getting the time off from work and three days later and they were in a rental car using the GPS system to find the house Carl had reserved. They pulled into the sub-division and followed the directions coming from the speaker system.

“This is a different kind of setup,” he said as they circled around.

Jane had been staring out the window mindlessly. “What do you mean?”

He put the car into the driveway of the place they were heading to. “Look,” he said, pointing. “The houses aren’t next to each other.”

He was right. Instead of the homes side by side, on each side of their place was the back of a privacy fence. Dean looked around. “Seems like the whole sub-division’s set up this way. He pointed to each of the fences on either side of their place. “Their back yard ends at our house, and that goes all around the block. Sure makes for privacy, huh? The closest house is two lots over.”

Jane shrugged. “Well, it is Vegas, right?” She made a quick grin. “Maybe they take their privacy more seriously here.”

It only took a few minutes to unload the car. Dean put the suitcases in the master bedroom and they checked the place out.

Not bad, Jane thought. A good sized patio with a barbeque and swimming pool that opened out to a decent sized back yard that went on for almost a hundred feet. There were a few trees at the back of the property. She looked at the privacy fence—it was at least six feet tall; because of all the trees she couldn’t even see the houses that were at the end of the yards.

Dean came up behind her. “You can sunbathe nekkid out here with no problem!”

She scoffed. “Not a word about the BBQ, nor the swimming pool…”

“Hey! It is ‘Sin City’ right?”

After unpacking, Jane checked out the kitchen. It was pretty complete in terms of cooking utensils and so forth. Yeah, she could work with this.

“How about I cook for tonight?” she said to Dean.

“You’re kidding.” He shook his head. “We’ve been travelling in one form or another for the last ten hours and you want to cook?”

She shrugged. “On a day to day basis I cook for everyone else in the world but us.”

“Good point. I’m fine with not going out to eat… I love your cooking. Pick up some beer while you’re at it.”

***

She was making the last round at the supermarket. Tonight was going to be stupid simple—burgers and fries. She couldn’t wait to see the look on Dean’s face when she told him. Ha! And he’d be the one barbequing!

She grabbed a bag of burger buns in the bread section. There was a woman about ten years older than her holding two different bags of sausage buns looking from one to the other. Her dark brown, almost black hair fell below her shoulders, creating small waves as her head darted left and right examining the bags. Jane’s figure could be described as ‘healthy’ after a fashion, but this woman had crossed the line to ‘Rubenesque’.

When they made eye contact, the woman made a small smile and said “Excuse me, can I ask your opinion about something?” She held up the bags of buns. “I don’t know which one to buy.”

Jane looked at the bags and back to the woman. “You’re cooking sausages tonight?”

“Yep, I’m having a sausage party,” she replied with a wry smile. She took a deep breath, causing her generous chest to swell.

Jane noticed the wedding ring on the woman’s finger. Yeah, whatever. “Ha ha,” she said. “What type are you serving? Kielbassa? Polish?”

“Honey Garlic Mild Italian,” the woman said. She gestured to her shopping cart.

“Well, in that case, neither of those.” Jane stepped over to the ‘Baked Fresh Daily’ area and pulled a baguette off the shelf. “These go the best with that kind.”

“Oooh! It’s so biiig!” the woman said with a light laugh as she wrapped her fingers around its girth.

Jane shook her head. “Yeah. Whatever. Glad to help.” She turned and headed to the checkout. Poor woman was way oversexed.

***

She put the groceries and beer on the counter in the kitchen. Where was Dean?

“Anybody home?” she called out.

“I’m out back!”

Loading the beer into the fridge, she added, “You know, you could have given me a hand!”

“Sorry, but I don’t think that would be a good idea!”

“Thanks for all your help! Want a beer?”

“Sure!”

She hooked two out of the fridge and crossed the living room to the patio doors. He had a lounge chair set up with his back to the door. She could see just the top of his thinning hair over the back of the chair. “Don’t get up,” she called as she came out the door. Rounding to see him she stopped dead in her tracks. “What the hell—?”

The only thing Dean was wearing was sunglasses. He smiled up at her. “Told ya this was great for nekkid sunbathing!” he said with a cheese grin.

Her eyes were transfixed on his crotch. He had shaved himself down there!

“What the hell are you doing?” she asked, her voice cracking.

“Catching some rays.” He saw her gaze at his crotch and brushed his hand over it. “What do you think of my new look? My balls are more bald then my dome!” he added with a laugh as he rubbed his hand over his head.

“Ohmygod…” she stepped closer to him. “Did it hurt?”

“Nope. I took my time. I sat on the edge of the tub and used shaving cream. It was pretty easy, actually.” His hand began to massage himself. She could see his cock begin to thicken. “Care to join me?”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“Is that a yes or a no? How about doing a taste test?” When she didn’t say anything, he grasped his cock by the base and waved it at her. “You know ya wanna… We are in Vegas after all…”

She squatted down next to him and stroked his balls. He had done a good job; they felt smooth under her touch. Her hand drifted up and down in even, smooth strokes across his balls and up his shaft.

“Mmm… it’ll be easier for you when you go down on me now, Jane,” he said. “No chance of getting a hair caught in the back of your throat. Why don’t you take a test drive?”

“Like this?” she said before engulfing his shaft in her mouth. She could still smell a slight hint of the shaving cream he used as her mouth began to push down on him.

“Yeah. Just. Like. That.”

She took her mouth off his cock and started to wetly nuzzle his balls and shaft with her tongue. She sucked one of his balls into her mouth.

“Easy, babe! Keep it gentle!” he said in a hiss.

She eased back on the pressure, feeling his nut roll under the skin against her tongue. His balls were tight, how they always got when he was turned on. Keeping her mouth open wide, she eased her head from side to side against his balls as her hand encircled his cock, jerking it.

“Oh yeah… that’s perfect…” he said. “I love watching you suck cock…”

“You mean your cock,” she added, taking her mouth away for a moment and returning it.

“Mmmmm…” he said.

She started to blow him deeply now, one hand around his shaft and the other massaging his balls. She twisted her wrist as her mouth bobbed up and down, her hand just going over the crown of his cock before stroking down the length to the base as her mouth rolled over the edge of his knob. Up and down her mouth and hand cycled, as she felt Dean’s hips begin to roll under her.

She pulled her mouth away. “Come in my mouth, babe,” she said, and quickly went back down on him, keeping the rhythm. She felt his balls tense up, and began to make slurping wet sounds while murmuring. Any sound effects—dirty talk, slippery sex sounds, always got Dean hotter still.

“Oh shit, babe!” he cried out. His legs jumped and she felt his entire body convulse just as her mouth was flooded with his cum. “MMmmmm!” she exclaimed with a moan as she swallowed his seed. She gulped and swallowed as each pulse of Dean’s semen flowed over her tongue and down her throat.

She licked and sucked him dry, and as he lay back against the lounge chair gasping. She nuzzled into his balls again. It had taken some time for her to get used to swallowing. It grossed her out when she was younger, but she got used to it; now it was the best part of giving a blow job. How some things change…

Dean was completely spent when she stood up. She kissed the top of his head. “You’re cooking tonight, by the way,” she said.

“Whatever you want…” he said, still lying back. “It’ll be my pleasure…”
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NOSY PARKER
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“I NEVER THOUGHT A SUNSET IN A DESERT COULD BE SO BEAUTIFUL,” Jane said as she popped her last French fry into her mouth. She wasn’t exaggerating. From the horizon where the sun had just set the sky was a series of painted layers—burnt orange gave way to purple, then deep violet and the sky above was darkening from a deep navy blue to black.

Dean adjusted his glasses and followed her gaze. “Yeah, you’re right; it’s beautiful.” He had changed into his navy blue track suit before ‘rustling up the chow’ as he put it. He never said he cooked anything, he ‘threw something together’ or ‘rustled something up’. As he had said years earlier, one person in this household cooked, the other was a poser.

They both sat back and were relaxing in their seats at the patio table when the music started. Deep bass tones throbbed through from the trees of the house next door at the end of the yard. Overlaying them was a chanting, haunting melody.

Dean snorted. “Hmph!” Someone’s a fan of Eyes Wide Shut!

“What, the Tom Cruise movie?”

He nodded and pointed. “Yeah, that’s from the soundtrack. The orgy scene.”

“You saw that movie? I thought it bombed.”

He shrugged. “It was a little stupid, yeah. But there was this scene in a huge mansion that was really hot.”

Both their heads jerked at the sound of a shriek. It was quickly overwhelmed by a burst of laughter.

Dean wiggled his eyebrows. “Sounds like someone’s having a good time… Let’s go check it out.”

Jane shook her head. “We weren’t invited, hon.”

He stood up. “I’m not saying crash it… just take a look.” He turned his head again. “With that kind of music, and that kind of laughter… who knows what kind of sinnin’ can be going on, huh?”

Jane snickered. “You just want to be a peeping Tom.”

“Come on… let’s check it out.”

She waved him away. “Just don’t get caught, silly!”

He went to the back of the yard and eased through the copse of trees before disappearing in the shadows. Jane sat listening to the music. It was pretty sensual, she had to admit. You couldn’t dance to it at all; but the deep bass tones playing one over another had a primal appeal.

Dean came back within five minutes. He had his head down, as he watched his step crossing the lawn, lost in thought. Wordlessly, he sat at the table and took a pull on his beer.

“Well? What?” Jane said.

He made a short rapid wave with his hand. “I’m not sayin’.”

“What?” She leaned across the table. “What the hell’s going on over there? Human sacrifice or something?”

He shook his head. “You have to see it for yourself.”

She looked down the yard. The music was still playing, broken up by an occasional peal of laughter. “What’s happening down there?”

Dean put his hand to his mouth and made a gesture with his fingers like he was turning a key in a lock. He shook his head from side to side and held out his hands, palms up.

Oooh! She hated it when he did that! He usually saved that gesture for her birthday and Christmas when he would tell her he got her present, but wouldn’t say what it was. Arrgh! It drove her crazy! She also knew from years of experience that he wasn’t going to say another word. She also knew from experience what she was going to do.

“You’re pretty mean, you know,” she said standing. “Sucking me into your Peeping Tomery.” Dean just smiled, batted his eyes and pointed to the back of the yard.

As she marched down the lawn he called after her. “There’s a crack in the fence boards by the tall pine tree; you can’t miss it!” She made a dismissive wave over her shoulder at him. Bastard.

Stepping through the trees, she was able to hear voices from the neighboring yard under the music. A mix of men and women. She couldn’t make out the words, but laughter exploded every once in a while as she picked her way to the side of her yard. The pine tree wasn’t hard to miss, and she found the peephole in the fence Dean described. She put her eye up to it.

And softly gasped.

It was a group of six people, ranging in ages from early thirties to fifties and they were all naked! And, they were playing Twister on the patio. A series of gym mats were covered by the vinyl game mat.

“Right leg, green!” a woman younger and a lot thinner than Jane was called out, and the others burst out laughing.

“We’re already naked, Debbie!” a guy called out. He pointed to the clothing scattered along the edge of the mat.

“Yep, and now this is for the winner couple,” she replied. “You know the rules. Last guy and gal to fall down have to… you know…”

The man who had called out from the game mat was facing up, each hand and foot on different colored dots. His cock stood straight up, already stiff. Like Dean had been, the guy was completely shaved. Jane couldn’t help but lick her lips; it wasn’t too big, she’d be able to fit the whole thing in her mouth.

‘What the hell did I just think?!’ She glanced down the yard to where she had left her husband.

The slender blonde called out another color and hand combination and the people on the mat shifted again. A woman in her forties or so stretched over the guy who was playing face up. She wiggled her breasts over his hips as she reached past him to the proper dot with her hands. Her tits swayed from side to side, their nipples glancing over the guys cock. Jane couldn’t make out the woman’s face in the shadows.

Her back was to Jane, who was able to see her ass as well as her pussy, because her legs were spread wide. Again, just like the guy, she was completely bare. ‘What the hell is with everyone being naked down below?’ She thought to herself.

“I surrender!” the guy called out and eased himself down to the mat. “You win!” The others laughed, and the woman lowered herself on top of him, pressing his cock into the valley of her tits. She swayed from side to side, massaging his shaft with her flesh.

The guy gritted his teeth and hissed, “I love it when you do that Patty! Oh man…”

She scooted around so her head was between his legs and began to suck on his shaft.

Jane gasped again. It was the woman from the supermarket!

She watched silently as the woman’s head bobbed up and down over the guy’s cock with relish. Her deep red lips left a trail of lipstick over the shaft as her hand encircled and squeezed it. She let out a small ‘Oh!’ of pleasure and licked the tip of it.

“That’s some precum, Ed,” she said. “Yummy!”

Ed had his head lifted from the floor watching the woman. “Coconut milk, twice a day for a week before. Just doin’ my part.”

The woman craned her neck to where the blonde had been joined by an older man with a moon face and close cropped grey hair. He was tweaking the stiff nipples of the blonde’s small tits. “Honey, come here and get a taste!”

The guy kissed the cheek of the blonde and joined the woman from the supermarket at the other man’s crotch. She squeezed and milked the guy’s dick once more, and Jane could see another pearl of pre-cum ooze out.

Without any hesitation, the other man dropped his mouth and with a kissing noise, slurped the dollop of liquid. He nodded. “Yeah, babe tastes nice.”

“We’re putting you on coconut milk, Mike,” she said.

He gave a shrug and a cute smile. “Whatever you want.” He pointed with his chin at the blonde girl. “You mind? Vicki and I were…”

The woman kissed his cheek and he returned to the younger girl. “Now, where were we?” he said as she got back on his lap.

Jane’s jaw dropped open. The woman’s husband just took a taste test of a guy’s cock like she had asked him to sample spaghetti sauce. What the fuck?

Because the crack in the fence board was narrow, she couldn’t see the others who had cleared off the Twister mat. She heard some talking because someone had turned the sound system down. She returned he gaze to the couple on the mat.

Just as she had thought, the guy’s cock easily fit inside her mouth. The woman…(Patty?) had it engulfed, and was making loud slurping noises as her head bobbed up and down. The guy had his arms stretched out over his head with his eyes closed and a dreamy smile on his face. “You could do that all night, Patty,” he said.

Patty pulled off. “Not bloody likely!” She hoisted herself up and straddled him.

“I love it when you’re on top, baby,” he said while Patty’s hand was busy at their joined hips fitting him up inside. His hands rose and he began to clutch at her generous breasts, massaging them as she began to stroke up and down with her hips.

‘I’m watching people fuck!’ echoed in Jane’s mind. With a mind of its own, her hand slithered past the stretchy waistline of her yoga pants and found her pussy. She rested one hand on a fence post as she began to frig her slit, encouraging her dampness from inside over her fingertip so she could begin to stroke her clit.

Patty’s hands were resting on Ed’s shoulders as her hips undulated up and down his shaft. Jane could see her eyes closed and she was biting her lower lip.

“Talk nasty to me, Eddie,” she said.

Ed was up on his elbows sucking her nipples. “I love your titties, Patty. They’re so fucking lush.” He nipped at one with his teeth, causing Patty to jerk. “Your pussy’s so fucking tight! It makes my cock feel like it’s so big!”

Still eyes closed, Patty said, “I fucking love giving you head! I love being able to put it all in my mouth!” She grunted. “Oh yeah, I’m almost there, babe…”

“You gonna squirt on my cock, bitch?” Ed said. “You gonna drench my balls with your girl cum, you sexy bitch?” He began to bounce his hips up from the padded surface. “You gonna give me your cunt juice Patty?”

“Oh! Oh! Fuuuuck!” Patty began to grunt and Jane could see the flesh of her hips tremble. With a series of growls and hoots, she watched as Patty fell into a strong orgasm.

Her own hand was whirring across her clit, and she could feel the warmth in her belly begin. Just a little more please…

As if he could read her thoughts, Ed rolled himself and Patty sideways and over so Patty was on her back. “My turn, baby!” he snarled.

He lifted her ankles, but before he entered her, dropped his head and with his tongue wide, slathered it over her pussy lips. “Love your pussy juice, babe!” he said.

He straightened up on his knees, and with a few rolls of his hips was inside of her. “So tight, Patty, so fucking tight!”

Jane watched as he began to thrust into her.

Patty’s hands went up and she began to massage her breasts, tweaking her nipples. “Come in me, Eddie. Fill my hole babe.”

“Oh fuck yeah! Oh yeah! In youuuu!” Ed cried out as he orgasmed. “Oh shit! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!” Each cry was punctuated by a thrust of his hips. Jane was mesmerized by the hollow of the muscles in the side of his ass as he thrust in and out.

She gritted her teeth. Right there. Right THERE! Her own orgasm bloomed in her belly and through her crotch and her knees went weak. She squeezed her eyes shut and dropped her head.

“Oh fuck!” she said aloud as her head knocked against the fence. “Yes! Yes! YES!”

“HELLOOO!” someone from the other side of the fence called.

Oh shit! She took a quick peek through the fence to see Patty sitting up and practically staring at her.

“I hope you’re over eighteen, you Nosy Parker!” the woman called with a laugh.

Oh shit! Jane fell back from the fence onto her ass. As quietly as she could she scampered away.
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SO DIRTY…
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JANE STUMBLED TO THE PATIO.

“Get in the house!” she whispered at Dean. Ignoring his shocked expression, she flew to the patio door and yanked it open. “Now!”

Dean scrambled from his chair and followed her in. She locked the door and drew the shades. Running to the light switch, she turned off the lights in the living room. She darted to the kitchen and doused its lights too.

“What the hell’s going on?” Dean asked. “I can’t see a damn thing!”

“Shhh!” she said. “Don’t turn on any lights for the rest of the night! If we’re lucky, they’ll think the place is vacant and it was some kids from the neighborhood!”

Dean snickered. “You got busted.”

“Yes I did! Why the hell didn’t you warn me!” She eased over to the patio door and peeked through the vertical blinds. “I don’t see any movement on their side of the fence; maybe we’ll be okay.” She turned back to Dean. “Why the HELL didn’t you tell me what was going on over there!”

He eased up beside her and put his arm around her shoulders. “If I did… would you have gone down to look?”

“No! Of course not!”

“But it was hot, right?”

“No!”

“Jane… tell the truth. It was hot, watching them, right?” Dean’s hand began to stroke up and down her side.

“Well…”

“So hot that you played with yourself as you watched.”

Her mouth dropped open. “You spied on me?” She slugged him. “You were watching me?”

“Yep.” He stepped behind her and began to rub her tummy. “And it was hot, watching you watch them and get turned on.” His fingers looped over the waistline of her yoga pants and he began to peel them down, hooking her panties at the same time.

She didn’t move. The air conditioning in the house was cool on her ass. Dean let her clothes puddle at her feet and she toe’d herself out of them.

His hand went below her tummy to her pussy.

“Dirty little spy…” he said. “Oh! How about that? You must have came already!” he said as his finger drew along the outside of her pussy, feeling the dampness of her climax. He lifted his finger and sucked on it. “Mmm…” he said.

She stayed quiet; she was getting turned on, but was still embarrassed from being busted. Again his hand dropped down to her crotch. His fingers began to buzz on top of her clit, sending a tremble through her.

“It was so hot watching them, wasn’t it, Jane? Taking off their clothes—”

“They were naked when I got there,” she said. “One of the women was older and heavier than me…”

“Oh yeah? Was she sexy?” His fingers plied between her outer lips and he slid two up inside of her. She rocked side to side spreading her legs a little to give him room.

She nodded. “She fucked a guy… right in front of everyone!” She bit her lower lip just like Patty had when Dean gave his wrist a twist.

“That sounds hot…” Dean said. His hand was now making that delicious twisty thing he did to her sometimes.

She gasped and grabbed his shoulder and rested her head on his chest. “Oh god… don’t stop…” The image of the other man being beckoned over and what he did flashed in her mind. “Oh shit! Oh shit babe!” she gasped again.

Dean’s other hand pressed against her ass, pushing her hips into the fingers that were up inside of her. “That’s my girl…” he said. “You liked watching them fuck, didn’t you?”

She silently nodded as a mental image of that guy licking the cock and Patty’s undulating boobs were grasped and sucked on by Ed flashed over and over in her mind. “Yes!” Her breath hitched, and she said over and over “Yes! I loved it! It was so dirty! Yessss!”

Dean held her up as she orgasmed again and again.
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HELLO THERE!

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

“I NEVER THOUGHT IT WAS THIS BIG!” Jane said.

“Well, baby, go big or go home,” Dean replied.

They had been wandering the aisles of exhibitors for the last hour. Every sort of product or service that had anything to do with running a restaurant was on display. Uniforms, payment systems, furniture and table settings—there were multiple companies for each category.

And the food! Every type of food imaginable was available. Artisan bread baked in New Jersey could be shipped overnight frozen and popped into their ovens. Varieties of meats and vegetables of all types could be supplied to her restaurant with no problem.

Her restaurant. She liked the sound of that. Sure, she was the junior partner, but it was her business now too. Hers to run as she saw fit.

She hadn’t been in a classroom for years, and there were seminars being given by legendary restaurateurs covering a variety of topics and challenges anyone operating a restaurant would run into.

“No wonder the convention’s a week long,” she said to Dean.

He nodded. “Even at that you’d have a hard time hitting every place you need to.” He snorted. “And from what I overheard in one of the booths, this is a small show. The Big Kahuna shows are in LA, Chicago and New York.” He took an hors d'oeuvre being offered by a woman in the aisle and popped it into his mouth. “I think the food concessions at this show won’t be getting much business this week.”

They were holding hands as they wandered up the aisle. They had gone to bed shortly after their messing around in the living room and had sex again. Dean had climaxed twice before the night was over. Twice. And when he woke up, he wanted to go again!

God bless Vegas! She had talked him out of it, just because she wanted to hit the show as early as possible.

She looked down at her tablet. Carl had given her a list of exhibitors he enjoyed visiting with. Some of them were vendors she knew, and others weren’t familiar to her at all.

There was one thing she and Carl discussed before she left. He wanted her to get as many ideas for desserts as she could. When she had revamped the menu they had left that alone. But with the success of the last few months he thought it should be looked at more closely.

“Something Swiss or French,” was what he said. “See what kind of decadence they can come up with, okay?”

Swiss chocolate and French pastry? Was he kidding? She died and had gone to heaven! They had found one pastry supplier, but she was looking more for ideas that they could produce in house. She was more in the market for ingredients than finished product. And some new recipes wouldn’t hurt.

They rounded a corner heading for a booth she had marked out on the show guide when Jane stopped dead in her tracks. Oh shit! She grabbed Dean’s arm.

“We gotta get out of here!” she hissed up at him.

Before he could reply, the woman from the supermarket AND the party last night called out to them. “Hello there!”

Jane’s eyes bulged. Uh oh. What the hell would she do?
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FAMOUS LAST WORDS
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JANE WATCHED BUG-EYED as the woman approached. She was accompanied by the same guy who had done the precum taste test the night before.

“You’re the woman who helped me pick out the buns at the supermarket yesterday!” the woman said. She turned to the guy with her. “Mike, this is the lady that got me to buy those buns everyone loved last night.”

The buns for her ‘sausage party’. Oh double shit. She was no detective, but it wasn’t much of a challenge to realize that they were the ones who lived in the house next door!

Mike smiled widely and nodded. Steel grey hair capped his round face. “They were delicious.”

The woman stepped up, her hand outstretched. “I never introduced myself. I’m Patty Robinson, and this is my husband Mike.” She shook Jane’s hand and turned to Dean.

He shook her hand. “How do you do, ‘Mrs. Robinson’,” he said with a wry smile.

Patty held his hand for an extra moment. She smiled back at him with a mischievous glint in her eye. “I do as I should do, which is...I do it all well.”

They released hands and Dean and Mike shook.

Dean nudged her. “You can close your mouth, hon. It’s just a happenstance meeting.” He tilted his head at Jane. “She doesn’t get out much,” he said with a light laugh. “We’re Jane and Dean Harris.”

“Are you new to the area?” Mike asked.

Dean, bless his heart had taken over while Jane tried to gather her wits. “No, we’re from out of town. Jane’s taking over a restaurant back home and we’re in Vegas for the show.”

“You own a restaurant! That’s my own dream!” said Patty. “Well… I want to open a desert shop; you know—huge espresso machine and overpriced pastries I bake in the back.” She patted the bulge in her stomach. “I’ve done all the research for recipes and I’m starting to line up suppliers.”

“Oh,” Jane said.

“She speaks!” Dean chortled. He shot her a quick puzzled look and rubbed her back.

She turned her head up to him. Her silly husband didn’t have a clue who they were talking to. She made a small smile and turned to Patty. Patty had the oddest expression on her face; it was as if she was enjoying catching them off guard. Jane mentally squared her shoulders and decided to play her own game. “So how was your party? Was it a good time?” She fumbled with her hands in mock confusion. “What did you call it again?”

Patty didn’t miss a beat, and blew past her question. “We had a great time!” She looked over to Mike. “Didn’t we hon?”

“Hell yeah,” he said. He rocked his head side to side. “Good food, good friends, good times.”

Patty stroked his shoulder. “And Mike here came across a wonderful coconut flavored delicacy he just loved!”

Mike shook his head. “You liked it too.” He cocked his head at Patty. “If I’m not mistaken, you hogged most of it.” They both snickered at their private joke.

Not so private to Jane; she had been just a few feet away and saw the whole taste test they did with that other fellow’s pre-cum. She wasn’t going to let on about it of course; but she found it cool that they didn’t know that she knew. Ha!

“So where are you guys from?” Mike asked.

“Black Rapids. It’s in Ohio on the shore of one of the Great Lakes,” said Dean. He looked around the exhibit hall. “Not nearly as flashy as Vegas—”

“Is it as ‘sinful’?” Patty asked with a wolfish grin.

Jane gasped. The woman was a force of nature! Her husband Mike wasn’t put off at all, he just dropped his head shaking it, and smiled.

Even Dean was taken aback, but just for a second. “Well, we don’t have the bright lights, but we enjoy ourselves.” He turned to Jane. “Don’t we honey?”

She nodded silently, wishing her eyes weren’t as wide as they were.

“Where you guys staying?” Patty asked, watching Jane carefully.

“Oh… I really don’t know,” she said weakly. “We just plugged the address into the GPS at the airport and followed the directions.”

“Really?”

Before Jane could respond, Dean piped up, “We got a rental house over on Farquar Drive. It’s a nice place; it’s got a patio, a swimming—”

“Farquar? Really?” Patty clapped her hands. “That’s why I met you at the supermarket! We’re neighbors! We live on Farquar too!”

“No. Way!” said Dean. “Well, it sure is a hell of a neighborhood, let me tell you! We couldn’t believe what we saw—” Jane yanked his arm so hard he was jerked off balance. “Hey!” he said, looking at her. “Honey, what the hell?”

“Sorry, guys,” she said. “We have an appointment with one of the sales reps that we can’t miss and we’re already late.” She gave another yank on Dean’s arm. “Nice to meet you.” She gave a small wave and pulled Dean down the aisle.

When they got out of earshot, Dean said, “What the hell was that all about!”

Jane glanced over her shoulder. Mike and Patty were standing in the middle of the show aisle watching them. Still pulling on Dean’s arm, she got to an intersection and they ducked around.

“Hey!” Dean said. “What the hell’s going on here? We don’t have any meetings scheduled!”

Jane pointed her finger towards where they escaped the clutches of Patty and Mike. “Those are the people we spied on last night!”

Dean’s eyes flew open wide. “What!” He looked in the direction she was pointing. Thank God they had rounded the corner and there was a display of pots and pans blocking any view. He looked back to Jane. “You’re kidding!”

“No I’m not!” she grabbed his arm again and scurried them down the aisle and up another. When she felt safe that there was enough distance and turns between them and that couple, she stopped.

“It was them that I was watching!”

“Really? I couldn’t see much. I saw a thin blonde.”

Jane nodded. “That’s Vicki. I think she’s married to Ed.”

Dean stared at her. “What, did you talk to them or something?”

“No! I just overheard the conversations.” It was no problem to recall; every second of what she saw and heard had been burned into her brain. “They were playing Twister and stopped. Then Patty started messing around with this guy Ed, and Mike was feeling up Vicki when Patty went down on the Ed guy. She liked the way his come tasted…” her eyes flew open wide. “And then Mike tasted the guy’s come!” She poked Dean in the chest. “That was that whole ‘coconut delicacy’ they were joking about back there! Patty said the guy’s come tasted like coconut milk!”

Dean turned his head over his shoulder. “You mean, that guy Mike went down on a guy?”

“Yes!”

“Oh wow… he seemed like a normal dude.”

She shook her head. “They didn’t know that it was us who were spying on them! I think you gave it away though. They know we’re on the same street as them now.”

“I gave it away? Ha! Your panicking and bailing sure didn’t help.”

“I had to do something to shut you up!” She pursed her lips. Yeah, she did get them out of there fast, but she had to admit that Dean had a point. “But what else could I have done?” she asked.

“I dunno. What’s done is done, I guess.” He put his arm around her shoulders. “At any rate, we’re only here for a week, right? We probably won’t ever be seeing them again.”

For some reason, Jane couldn’t help thinking to herself, ‘Famous last words.’
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CAT ATE THE CANARY
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THEY DECIDED TO DITCH THE REST OF THE SHOW for the day in fear or running into Patty and Mike again, and spent the afternoon wandering up and down the infamous Vegas Strip.

Jane thought it was pretty much a letdown in the daytime. None of the neon lights were all that bright in the afternoon desert sun, no matter how hard the resort and casino owners tried.

Like all good rube tourists, they hit a casino and wasted $20.00 each. Jane played the slots and lost while Dean donated his money at the roulette wheel.

He laughed at himself. “I should have played blackjack. At least with that game you stand a tiny chance.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I saw some movie about it with Kevin Spacey.” He shook his head and looked back at the roulette table. “I was warned about that game in college.”

“Huh? What?” Jane never went to college, just her two year program for culinary school.

“Yeah. You have to take some statistics courses when you study Psychology. And in first year stats, they proved that if you make one dollar bets on roulette, over time, each bet costs you a quarter.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

They had more fun at Madame Tussauds Wax Museum. They took a couples photo of them with Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie and then another pic of them with Elvis.

“They ought to have a Jon Snow,” she said as they were leaving.

“I think they should have one of you!” Dean replied. She rewarded his gallantry with a kiss on the cheek.

***

It was night time when they got back home. They changed into their matching navy blue track suits and split a pizza and beers on the back patio.

Jane shook her head as she crunched on the last piece of crust. “You’re really getting short changed, Dean. I own an award winning restaurant, and you’ve had burgers and pizza for supper the last two nights.”

“I’m not complaining—we’ve had more sex in the last few days than we had in the last three months. You’ve been working too hard at the restaurant, and the hours have been long. This is a good change.” He reached across the table and patted her hand.

A faint, very faint melody of a Spanish guitar wafted over them. As a single unit, their heads swiveled to look down the yard.

Jane could see a glimmer of lights from the back of Patty and Mike’s. She turned back to Dean.

“Think they’re up to something again?”

He shrugged a little. “I dunno. I think they’re outside on their patio, that’s for sure.”

Jane’s eyes flared with an evil grin. “She’s such a horn dog, I’ll just bet they’re doing something again!”

“I think it’s guys who get the title horn dog.”

“Okay, bitch in heat then.” She leaned over. “Mike’s the horn dog, okay?”

Dean chuckled. “Arguing semantics isn’t what you really want to be doing right now, is it?” He turned his head back down the yard.

She stood. “You coming?”

“Hell yeah.”

They crept like Ninjas down the yard and through the trees. As they approached the crack in the fence the gentle strains of the guitar flowed over them like moonlight. Jane could hear their voices from the other side of the fence clearly. Patty’s voice had an edge to it.

“Look; it’s just a pipe dream, okay?” she said as Jane squatted by the hole in the fence.

“I think you ought to do it.”

“What if it goes bust, Mike? We’d have wasted all that money!”

“Look—it’s not like we’d go broke. Besides, the kids’ college fund’s all done.”

“Done! They’ve both graduated!” Her voice turned wistful. “And now they live on the coast and only come home twice a year.”

“Hon, that comes with the territory. Seriously—did you want either of them to work in the casinos here? No… it’s a lot better that they’re doing what they’re doing, even if they had to move away, right?”

Jane peered through the opening. Patty and Mike were sitting in a hot tub. The jets were off, but she could easily see the steam rising from the surface.

“Yeah, I know…”

“Hey,” Mike said sliding over. “Don’t go getting all maudlin. The kids are alright, and we have the house to ourselves so we can play all the time we want. Sounds like a good deal to me.”

She watched as Mike’s shoulders moved, his hand underwater. When Patty jerked a little bit, Jane knew what the horn dog was up to.

Mike’s voice was a purr. “You’re able to have your cake and eat it too, babe. You can go out to see them whenever you want, and still have your home for your ‘horny forties’. Sounds like a good deal to me…”

Patty leaned her head back and ‘mmm’d’ a response. In a lazy cat voice she said, “You’re doing pretty good too you know…”

“I wasn’t the one bitching just now, Patty. I know I’m living the dream.” His arm moved in the water and Patty inhaled sharply. “Don’t hear me bitching about how unfair life is… you get to come over and over again—I get my cookies off and need a nap!” he chuckled.

“It’s the fringe benefit of also getting the stretch marks, buster,” she said, her voice dreamy. She gave a small gasp. “Yeah… right there…”

“Who you thinking of right now?” he asked, his voice getting husky.

“That couple today… Dean and Jane…”

Dean was right beside her watching and listening. They both recoiled and looked at each other, mouths hanging open. Dean put his hand over his mouth, blocking most of the noise from his snort.

“Yeah… she’s pretty hot,” Mike said. “I love it when a girl has a few extra pounds on her, but is packed tight, y’know?”

“Unlike me…” Patty sighed. “My packing’s gotten a little loose…”

“Bullshit. You’re pussy’s tighter than it’s ever been.”

Patty slapped her belly. “You know what I mean…”

“I like the look…” Mike jerked his hand and Patty gasped again. “A little bit of extra padding turns me on, babe. You’re hotter than Vicki...”

“Yeah! Right there!” she panted. Her head arched back. “I loved watching you lick Ed’s cock!”

“You love that I like to!” he grunted. “Squeezing his thick shaft… putting my tongue over his slit and tasting his come right beside you…”

Jane gave a little jerk when Dean’s hand snaked into her sweat pants and he began to caress her ass. She rose to her knees and he pulled them down. She spread her knees as wide as she could and Dean got the message. His hand went from her ass and curled around under her pelvis and began to play with her pussy. She inhaled sharply at the sensation.

Mike had lifted Patty up onto the edge of the hot tub. He put his fingers up inside of her as she leaned backwards, her arms straightened behind her.

Mike kept up his monologue. “I love sucking a guy’s hard cock, babe.”

“I love eating pussy.” She gasped again. “You think that Jane woman’s a natural red head? I’ve never gone down on a red head…”

“You want to lick her pussy… spread her swollen lips open and put your tongue up inside her wet hole…”

“Yes…”

Oh fuck. Jane’s pussy twitched, trying to call ‘Helloooo’ to Patty by the hot tub. She’d never done anything with a woman! She glanced over to Dean. He was biting his lower lip as he hung on every word and sight coming through the fence.

“If she squirted, I’d suck it all up!” Patty said.

Jane saw Dean lick his lips, and he slipped two fingers inside her pussy.

“You’d lick her drippy pussy babe?” Mike said.

“Yeah! And I’d watch you suck her hubby dry!”

“Oh fuck!” Jane whispered. It was going to be a big one. A really, really BIG ONE. Her thighs started to tremble and she ground her hips down onto Dean’s hand as hard as she could. “Don’t stop, babe,” she whispered as softly as she could manage.

He put his mouth on her ear. “Not for a second, you wet bitch in heat. I got you!”

“OoooOO…” she moaned, trying as hard as she could to keep her voice down.

Dean’s hot breath in her ear drove her wild. “Patty wants to eat your pussy, babe. Your hot drippy cunt! Lick your fuckhole and put her tongue up your ass… you like tongue in your asshole, don’t you?”

She nodded sharply and Dean’s other hand snaked to the front of her mound, his fingers swirling on her clit.

She watched as Mike took Patty up and over the crest of orgasm; Patty’s wail of pleasure pierced the night air.

Dean hissed, “Eating out your cunt and asshole, baby!”

Oh fuck! She dropped down onto her hands and Dean stayed with her. From the back his fingers twisted and writhed up inside her and she felt his forearm nestled in between her ass cheeks. His other hand was roughly massaging her clit, driving her further and further on.

She put her mouth over her forearm and squealed as the orgasm crashed over her. Rolling like a tsunami of pleasure, it swept her up and all around, tumbling over and over. She could only lay limp panting, as Dean pushed her even higher and higher to new peaks of exquisite bliss. Oh God…

***

Like a pair of commandos they snuck away from the fence after Jane caught her breath. They moved slowly and silently through the trees until they got to the grassy area of the yard, then they dashed to the patio.

“Wow,” Jane said. “Just fucking WOW!” She opened the cooler and popped open a fresh beer, draining half in a single pull. Her knees were weak from that ‘O’ and she flopped into the chair at the table. “Just wow!”

Dean had his smug cat ate the canary expression on, and she didn’t blame him a bit.
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A GIFT
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“PHEW, I’M EXHAUSTED,” Jane said the following afternoon at four P.M. She sat down on one of the benches that were scattered around the exhibit hall. “I don’t get it. We’ve only been here six hours, and I’m totally wiped out. I spend way more time than that on my feet at work.”

Dean flopped into the seat beside her. “You think you’re beat? Ha! I’m strapped to a computer monitor all day! It’s been a loooong time since I’ve ever been on my feet this much!” He looked down at the leather folder in her hand. “You did a lot of business today though.”

Yeah, he was right. She placed four different orders for supplies. Three of them were with accounts the restaurant had been established with, and she picked up one new vendor. She fingered the brochure that had her order and the sales rep’s business card stapled to it. Her first order placed for her restaurant entirely on her own. “Maybe I should frame this one, you know?” she said to Dean.

He took out his phone. “Hold it up,” he said, and took a pic. “Good job, hon.”

***

“Go around the block first, would you?” Jane said as they entered their sub-division.

Dean smirked. “More spying?”

“Well… let’s just call it getting the lay of the land.”

He widened his eyes. “Well, the land of their house has sure had a lot of lays laid there, huh?”

Jane rolled her eyes. “Weak joke, but you get an ‘A’ for effort.” She was watching the homes as they rounded the corner and pointed. “That’s their place.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, because of the pine tree in our back yard next door. Our yard’s the only one with one.”

Mike and Patty’s home was larger than their rental, one of the biggest in the area. It was set back from the street with a circular driveway that had a branch that went to the garage. It was a lovely mixture of deep redwood carpentry and brickwork.

“Nice place,” Dean said. “And whoaaa… nice car!”

There were two cars in the driveway. One was a beat up Jeep Cherokee that had to be at least ten years old. But the other…

“You’re not kidding!” Jane said. Dean had slowed down a little to admire the other ride. “What kind of car is that?” It was a sleek black sports car, parked facing the street. The two front headlights hung over a shaped grill that made it look like a hungry predator. Where the two front doors ended, two airs scoops bulged from the sides like jet engines.

Dean brought their rental to a full stop in the middle of the street. “That… is a Lamborghini,” he said, his voice reverent.

“Oh wow. The name alone sounds expensive.”

Dean pressed the accelerator. “You’re not kidding. Expensive barely touches it. That car’s worth more than our condo, babe.”

“C’mon! That car’s more than two hundred thousand dollars? And they’d park it in the driveway like that? Get real, Dean.”

He looked at her sideways. “Try about half a million dollars, hon.”

“WHAT! Are you kidding me?”

He shook his head. “No. I’m in the ballpark, for sure.”

Jane twisted in her seat just as they were rounding the corner. “Those people are loaded, Dean.”

“Yep.”

***

When they came through the door, Jane grabbed the phone book and found a Chinese restaurant that delivered. They went through the menu, made their selections and ordered.

Dean tilted his head at her when he got off the phone and smiled.

“What?” she said, feeling defensive. “I’m beat!”

“Whoa! Dial it back already! I’m totally cool with it!” he said holding up a hand like a traffic cop.

“Then what’s so funny?”

“Who said anything was funny?”

“You had a grin on your face.”

“I wasn’t laughing at you.” But then he chuckled. “I was thinking that we’ve had more sex in the last few days than we’ve had in the last few months.” He closed the phone book and pushed it to the center of the table. “And if all it takes is a diet of pizza, burgers and Chinese food, then by all means, I’m ordering out chicken wings tomorrow!”

Jane’s lips twitched over to the side. “Huh! I cook dinner for a couple of hundred strangers every night at work, Dean. Good dinners. Award winning dinners. You’d think the least I could do is cook something up for my husband.”

“Meh,” he said, waving his hand. “It sounds strange, but having you eat take out with me makes that take out kind of special because of that.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

He sidled up next to her and groped her boobs. “I’d rather eat you than your cooking, babe.”

She laid her hand on top of his. Sometimes that idiot could be so damn sweet…

They ate supper in the dining room that evening, using the paper plates and plastic utensils the restaurant included.

When they finished up, Dean caught her looking down the back yard. The Robinson’s had their patio lights on again. He rubbed her shoulder. “Wanna get into our track suits again?” he asked. “Do a little more…” he coughed, “intelligence gathering?”

Five minutes later they were easing past the trees and sidling up to the fence again. They could hear conversation from the other side. Jane bent over at the hole in the fence.

It was boarded up from the other side!

Silently, she stepped away and gestured to Dean. He bent over and his face fell. She gestured for them to head back to the house and they slipped back up the yard.

“Damn!” she whispered when they reached the patio. “They knew we were watching!” she hissed.

“Why are you whispering?” Dean said in a normal voice and laughed.

She sighed. “No reason, I guess.” She looked back to the fence line.

“A little bit of a letdown, huh?”

“Yeah…” She opened the cooler they had prepared before their spying journey and fished out two beers. Dean took his and she opened one and took a sip and sat down with a sigh.

“Y’know, you’ve been pretty fascinated with those guys,” he said, sitting down beside her.

“Yeah, I guess so…”

“What’s up with that?”

She looked at him from the corner of her eye, feeling uneasy suddenly. “I don’t know…” Where was this going?

“I mean… you don’t get off watching porn online, right?”

“Yeah? So?”

“But watching Mike and Patty and their horseplay really gets your motor running.”

“So I like to watch! Big deal!” She didn’t like the edge to her voice, but it came out anyway. She felt embarrassed or something. He was right of course, but saying it out loud made her uneasy.

“Easy, hon… settle down. I’m not attacking you here.”

The corners of her mouth turned down. “No. You’re judging me.”

Dean burst out laughing. “Are you kidding me? Judging you? How the hell could I judge you when I’m standing right next to you doing the same damn thing?”

She closed her eyes and waved her hands in the air. “Okay! Then we’re both freaks!”

“Freaks?”

“Yes! We’re a couple of Peeping Toms!”

Dean took a deep breath. “Okay, so be it. We like to watch. What I’m trying to find out from you is why do you like to watch?” He took her hand. “I’ve never seen you so aroused, and I’m trying to understand what’s going on is all.”

The touch of his hand settled some of the nerves. Not all, but some. She looked down at their joined hands. “Cuz…” she said.

“Mmm-hmmm…” he replied.

She started picking at a hangnail on the tip of his finger. “Cuz… when I’m watching… I’m safe or something, I guess.” She could just look down and tell him. Whatever…

“It’s easier that way, huh?”

She nodded. Dean stayed silent, so she added, “You know how I am about… my…” she slapped her thick thighs. No matter what diets or exercises she did, all her life she had those damn thunderous thighs and hated them. “And now…” she patted her stomach. She’d gone up two pants sizes in the last few years.

Dean’s voice was soft. Steady as hell, but soft. “You’re not vulnerable when you’re watching.”

He hit that nail right on the head. “Yes! I’m safe! I’m not vulnerable!”

In the same tone of voice, he said, “You feeling vulnerable right now.”

She snorted. “You kidding? Fer shure.”

“Thank you.”

Huh? Her eyes rose to meet his. “Huh? What are you thanking me for?”

He had the gentlest smile on his face. “When you’re vulnerable, it’s because you let me in. You’re a little scared because sitting here talking and stuff is really, really intimate. You’re sharing a part of you that can get hurt pretty easily.” He gave a short nod. “And that’s a gift.” He put his other hand on top of hers. “And for that I thank you.”

They sat quietly in the dark, holding hands. When they went to bed, Jane slept like a rock.
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AM I A FREAK?
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THE NEXT MORNING before going to the show, Jane told Dean she had to head out for a bit.

“Where you going? What’s up?” he asked.

“Don’t ask. I just want to do some shopping is all.”

“Don’t ask?” When she nodded, he tossed her the keys to the rental.

“I won’t be long.”

Ten minutes later she was wandering the aisles of Home Depot, pushing one of their huge plastic buggy shopping carts. She only needed a couple of things, but what the hell.

She was too nervous to ask for directions, so she was wandering all over the store looking. She was working on her freaky nature and just thinking about it made her blush on the inside.

Which became a full blown fire engine red outside blush when she turned at the end of an aisle and bumped carts with Mike Robinson.

“Oh!” he said. “I’m sorry—hey! Jane… Harris, right?”

She felt her chest heat up, then her neck and her face was on fire. “Uh.. uhh…” was all that would come out.

Mike’s eyes widened. “Are you alright?” He was still on his side of the cart.

She nodded. “Uhh… yes! Yes, I’m fine!” She cleared her throat. “Fancy meeting you here?”

“Me? You’re the tourist!” he said with a laugh. He gestured to his cart that was holding two sets of solar powered patio lights. “I’m getting stuff for my house. What are you doing?” he asked, looking down at her empty cart.

“Umm… just browsing? I love Home Depot back home and was curious if the one here carried anything we didn’t have back at home.” She didn’t know if it was lame or weak, but it was the best she could come up with.

Mike’s eyebrows furrowed in puzzlement. “Well, that’s different for sure.”

They stared at each other in silence for a moment or two. Mike’s eyes frankly went up and down her. ‘He’s wondering what I look like naked,’ flashed in her mind, and the blush rose again.

She stopped herself. She already knew what he looked like naked. And it wasn’t bad at all. Sure he was older, but the guy definitely spent time at the gym, from how his arm muscles rippled and how his thighs were so cut and buff when he squatted down next to Patty the other night…

‘Thighs… oh God…’ she gave her head a light shake. “Uhhh… aren’t you guys going to the show?” she asked.

“Funny, I was about to ask you the same thing.” He made a small shrug. “Patty’s already there, and I’m going to head over after these errands and meet her. There’s some seminar about financial preparation she’s going to.”

“Preparation?”

“Yeah, things to look out for when you open a new place, you know?” He smiled again. “Maybe you girls could get together. She’d love to go all over you—I mean go over it with you; you already owning a restaurant I mean.”

Jane’s head rocked back with his entendre and fast correction. She remained silent for a moment, rolling her tongue on the inside of her cheek. What the hell. “Well… it’s important that she keeps everything tight. Tight is good, don’t you think?” When Mike blinked at her three times in surprise, it felt great. Two can play this game.

His eyes crinkled when he said, “I’m not sure what you mean…” his mouth a small smile.

She folded her arms under her breasts watching him watch her. She rubbed each of her upper arms with the opposite hand, feeling the firm flesh of her tits undulate from the motion. She plastered a thoughtful look on her face as she said, “I run a tight ship, and I prefer keeping things about me really, really tight, you know?”

The silence between them crackled. Jane made damn sure to keep her face completely impassive. Mike lost that battle. He took a breath and exhaled. He smiled, his wide teeth looking like a shark from Finding Nemo. “Interesting choice of words there. Tight…”

She nodded. “As in tight ship, yes.”

His lips closed, but he still smiled. “Yeah. Well… maybe we’ll see you around the neighborhood. You guys are staying on Farquar, aren’t you?”

“Uhh.. no. We decided to take a hotel the other day.”

“Oh? Why?”

“Uhhh… the beds weren’t comfortable?” Damn, she hated that every time she tried to sell a fib it sounded like she was asking a question!

He chuckled. “I don’t know, were they?”

“We just weren’t happy with the place is all.”

“Oh. Too bad. Where you staying now?”

Shit! She thought quick. “The Best Western.”

“Ohhh… yeah… the one over on Redondo?”

“Yes, I think so. Dean made all the arrangements.” She shrugged. “Thank goodness for the GPS in the rental or I’d be lost as anything.”

Mike nodded slowly. “Yeah, I understand.” He looked at his watch. “Sorry, but I gotta run. Patty’s already waiting for me, and I got to get out to the exhibit hall and meet her.”

“If we don’t meet again, best of luck to you.” He held his hand out to shake it, and she had no choice.

His hand was warm and dry. He gave an extra squeeze with his thumb in the space of her hand where her thumb was.

It was electric. Her eyes flared, he released her hand and gave a small wave. “Till next time, Jane.” And was gone.

She inhaled deeply as she watched him leave.

There was definitely going to be a next time. But it was going to be her kind of next time.

***

When she got back to the house and removed her purchases from the bag, Dean’s eyes popped with questions.

“What the hell are you up to now?”

“Am I a freak?” she asked, resting her hand on the two items she bought.

“No.”

“Let’s get to work then.”

“You’re sure about this?” When she nodded, he added, “I love you like crazy right now, you know that?”
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‘YES, YES IT DID’
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THE CHICKEN WINGS FOR SUPPER WERE FINE. They got a variety—honey garlic, BBQ, and suicide hot. Jane didn’t mind the hot wings at all, which was a bit of a surprise for her. Normally, she avoided spicy foods, but they were actually pretty good.

They ate on the patio again. When the music started from Mike and Patty’s home, they looked at each other and nodded.

“Game on,” said Jane with a giggle. They rose from their seats without another word and went to change into their Ninja clothes. She didn’t bother with her panties this time.

They crept down the yard as silent as possible. They really didn’t need to worry about making noise. Tonight’s music mix was louder—top forties pop music, with Katy Perry and Taylor Swift tunes alternating over the speakers in the yard next door.

They crept up to the crack in the fence. The crack was still covered up; but the work they did earlier in the day got around that problem. Except now, only one of them could peek through at a time.

She had purchased the cheapest cordless drill in the store. It had only taken them a few minutes to drill a hole in the fence next to the repaired crack. Jane had decided that if they were going in for a penny, they might as well go all the way and also purchased one of those view thingies that they put on apartment doors so residents could peek through and see who was at the door. The wide angle lens on it would give a wider view of the patio. She had gotten the smallest one they had and it fit perfectly. She hoped from the other side it would look like a small knothole or something. Not that it mattered all that much—they’d be back home in Black Rapids in a couple of days.

They could hear murmurs of conversation as she bent over to peer through.

Mike and Patty only had one guest tonight. It was a woman, about Jane’s age, early to mid thirties. The three of them were in the hot tub, and the jets were running, creating a foaming wake on the surface of the water.

She watched as the woman stood, stark naked and began to gyrate to the music while Patty and Mike nodded to the beat. Her black hair was pinned up in a bun, and her heart shaped butt rolled from side to side as she spun in a slow circle.

‘Where in the world do they meet these people?’ she couldn’t help but wonder.

When the song ended, the woman stretched out her arms and Patty and Mike both applauded. Mike leaned over to Patty and said something. She nodded, and as the next song started, she stood and began to dance too.

Dean tapped Jane on the shoulder, and she looked to him. Only fair. She pulled away from the viewer and Dean put his eye up.

She heard him suck in his breath and say “Aaaahhh” softly.

Jane had an idea and eased around behind him. Her arm encircled his waist, and she slid her hands down the front of his sweat pants. “You like watching Patty, don’t you, babe?” He nodded, and her hand encircled his cock.

It was still soft, so she squeezed and massaged it. His skin felt warm under her fingers. “I love your bare balls, babe,” she whispered in his ear, her tongue giving a slight flick. He shuddered.

“You like Patty’s ass? Isn’t it too big and flabby?”

“No,” he whispered. “It’s perfectly spankable.”

“Mmm! You’d like to spank her bottom? Watch her flesh quiver under your hands?” When he nodded, she added, “I think you want to fuck her ass, don’t you? You want to shove your thick cock right up her asshole, don’t you?”

“Yessss…” he hissed.

He was rock hard now. He braced his hands on the fence as she jerked him off.

“I’m going to suck you off, babe. I’m going to go down on you as you watch Patty…” She made a little girl voice. “Can I put my mouth on your big cock mister?” she said in her most plaintive tone.

“Yesss…” he growled.

“Oh thank you!” She pulled at the edge of his pants and brought them down to his knees. Scooting around, she got down and took his cock in her hand. “Tell me what they’re doing, Dean,” she said before she started sucking on him.

“Patty and the woman are slow dancing in the hot tub…” he whispered. “They’re both all wet, their skin glistening…” He inhaled sharply. “They’re starting to rub their hands over each other… the woman’s grabbing Patty’s ass… oh man… she’s spreading her ass cheeks and they’re spinning around slowly…

Jane felt his cock throb in her hand as she jerked the part of his shaft that couldn’t fit in her mouth. She made a ‘mmm…’ noise while her wrist twisted around his cock as her mouth sucked up and down leaving a wet trail. She slid her other hand between her legs, teasing her pussy.

Dean’s hips began to gently thrust into her face and she opened her mouth as wide as she could. She was never able to deep throat—that damn gag reflex of hers—but she did the best she could, and massaged his balls at the same time.

“You gotta see this, Jane!” he said. He pulled away from her and helped her to her feet. She bent over to the fence, resting a hand on one of the fence posts and peered through the spyglass.

Everyone had gotten out of the hot tub and had moved over to where the lounge chairs were. She watched as the woman gracefully lowered herself onto the lounge chair, keeping her feet on the ground on each side. She tilted her head up at Patty and rolling her hips forward, spread her pussy lips apart. Like everyone else, she too, had shaven herself down below.

“You sure you want me to, Debbie?” Patty asked. Jane could barely hear her voice. “Because, you’re going to have to return the favor, babe,” she added with a smile. “You sure you want to go down on me?”

When Debbie nodded, Patty held her hands out. “Then you go down on me first.”

“But…”

Patty shook her head. “Trust me; do it this way the first time. That way you won’t lose your nerve, because you’ll be too turned on!” She took Debbie’s hands and the women traded places, with Patty reclined on the chair and Debbie standing above her.

Jane saw the hesitancy in Debbie’s body language now. She shifted her weight from foot to foot.

“Hon,” said Patty, “if you don’t want to, that’s okay.”

“Just last minute nerves,” Debbie said, “that’s all.” She squatted down and lowered herself between Patty’s legs.

“I know,” Patty said, stroking the top of Debbie’s head. “I was pretty nervous my first time too.”

Debbie lifted her head. “Really?” When Patty nodded, she eased further up and Jane watched the two women engage in a long, wet kiss. Their cheeks pulsed as their tongues melded together. Oh wow.

Debbie broke the kiss and nuzzled Patty’s neck, her mouth hotly breathing on it. Jane saw Patty’s toes curl. ‘She’s just like me! Nuzzle my neck and you own me!’ she thought to herself.

Debbie moved further down, and was massaging Patty’s breasts, kneading them in her fingers. She pulled her head up and stared for a moment at Patty’s dark brown nipple before lowering her head on it and sucking loudly.

“Oh yeah, baby” Patty sighed. “That’s perfect!” She cradled Debbie’s head in her hands, stroking the back of her head as the woman moved to her other boob, pleasuring it too.

As she traced wet kisses down Patty’s belly, Patty’s hands went to her groin and pulled her pussy lips open.

Reaching her mons, Debbie looked up at her. Patty licked her lips and mouthed ‘Go on’, and Debbie dropped her head, her tongue a wide paddle, and stroked Patty’s cleft from the bottom to the top.

“Oh yeah, babe!” Patty sighed. “You just ate your first pussy!”

Debbie’s head rocked up and down as she laved the other woman’s slit. After a few more oscillations, her head stilled. Her own fingers held Patty’s lips apart as he tongue began to whirr on top of the clit.

“Ungh!” Patty cried out. “That’s the first one! Just made me come!” Her toes curled again, and her knees shook. “Keep going! Do it again!”

Debbie must have crossed some kind of line, because she began to stroke and rub Patty’s thighs and belly as her mouth moved in circles over the woman’s pussy.

“Now put two fingers in me, babe,” Patty said, “and turn your wrist. Finger fuck me as you suck my clit. Do me like you want me to do you…”

Debbie didn’t need to be told twice. She pushed two fingers up inside, her mouth still wetly pushing Patty further and further up in pleasure.

Debbie lifted her head. “Your pussy tastes good,” she said. “So goooood!” and dropped her mouth over Patty’s mons.

The two woman became a single entity, pulsing and thrusting as Patty scrabbled and heaved up to orgasm. When she began to cry out, Debbie’s arms wrapped around her knees and shoved them up towards her head while her mouth became relentless.

“Oh fuck babe! Oh shit Debbieeee!” Patty cried out, her voice a long wail. They heaved and bucked as one while Patty yielded in complete surrender to the waves of pleasure that washed over her.

Jane’s eyes were glued to the peephole. She chewed her lower lip. She had never done anything with a girl. Ever. God knows, when she had served in the Navy there were plenty of opportunities, but she never had any desire to even experiment.

Now that was all different.

She looked over to where Mike stood. His mouth was slack, but his cock was almost purple, it was so engorged. He was gently stroking it as he had watched the women make love.

She turned her eyes back to the lounge chair. The two women were now cuddled on it, their legs stroking over one another in graceful arcs as they nuzzled and kissed each other, sharing the tasty wetness from Patty’s orgasm.

Jane felt Dean’s arms encircle her waist, his hand rising up to play with her boobs. She nestled back into his chest as he massaged her. “That was hot,” she said in a low voice. She put her head back to the peephole.

Mike had moved over to where the women were still reclined. He said something to them and they laughed. He bent over to Patty and whispered in her ear, and she gave another small laugh.

“What did you think, hon?” Dean asked.

She stepped away from the fence, into the shadows of the yard. She was glad it was dark.

“That was so hot and so sweet all at the same time!” she said in a low voice.

“Turned you on?” he said in the darkness.

She paused. ‘What’s happening to me?’ she wondered. “Yes,” she said. “Yes it did.”
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BEST EVER
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DEAN TOOK HER BY THE HAND and led her back to the house and to the bedroom. She stood silently as he pulled off her track suit. With a nudge, she was stretched out on the bed and he climbed in beside her after shucking his own clothes.

He put his arm around her and she cuddled into his chest, his hand rubbing up and down her side.

She reached over to find that he was still aroused. Her hand wrapped around his manhood and she stroked him gently.

Dean broke the silence. “You never did anything with a girl, huh?”

“No.”

“You never played ‘Doctor’?”

She shook her head.

“Not practice French kissing during a slumber party?”

“Nope.”

“Nothing when you were at school?”

“I lived at home when I went to Culinary School, so nope.”

“Nothing in the Navy.”

She grunted. “There were plenty of guys, Dean…”

“Yeah, but nothing with a girl.”

She shook her head. “You know, the other night I watched Mike kind of go down on a guy…” She felt Dean stiffen under her and she gave his shaft another squeeze. “Since you’re all curious about my past experiences, it’s only fair for me to ask you if you’ve ever…”

“Sure did,” he said.

She rose her head to look at him. “You never told me before.”

He snorted. “You never asked!”

“When? How? What?”

He chuckled again. “I’m not gonna talk about it.”

She let go of him and sat straight up in bed. “Not fair!”

“Whaddya mean ‘not fair’? You didn’t tell me about any walks on the wild side!” He lay back on the pillow, crossing his hands behind his head.

She slapped him playfully. “Because I never did!”

“Oh.” His mouth quirked. “You do have a point.”

“So?”

“Well, the first time I was just a kid, and me and my buddy Dino… we were going through puberty, right? And we were looking at some porn, and wondered what it would be like to have your dick sucked. So he went down on me, and I went down on him.” He shrugged. “You know, experimenting.” He chuckled again. “It freaked us both out afterwards and we promised each other we’d never do it again, and we didn’t.”

“How did you like it?”

“Shit, Jane, it was a long, long time ago. It scared me more than anything else, to tell the truth. I didn’t want to be gay!” He turned his head from side to side. “I was just a kid.”

“Hmmm… yeah, I guess you have a point.”

“But that wasn’t the only time.” He made an evil grin. “The other time was a lot better.”

Jane’s eyes flared. “What? Tell me!” When he stayed silent, she began to slap him on the chest. “Not fair! C’mon!”

“Well…” he sat up. “It was in my last year at college. Me and my roommate went out partying and came home really drunk, but didn’t hook up with anyone that Friday night.”

“Yeah, go on…” She reached over and began to stroke him again. He had softened somewhat.

Dean closed his eyes remembering the scene. “You never met Victor. He lives in Europe now. He moved there right after graduation.”

“Yeah, we talked about him a couple of times, I remember you mentioning him.”

“Yeah… well it was April. Exams were right around the corner, and for some reason, Spring Fever was really rampant for both of us. We were low on money, it being close to the end of the school year and had to walk back to our apartment from the bar zone in town. It was a pretty mild night…”

She watched his eyelids flutter even though they were closed.

“Anyway, like I said we were both pretty drunk, and the entire way home we talked about how horny we were and what we would have liked a girl to do to us if we had been able to pick up.” He smiled a little wistfully. “I can’t remember who brought up the topic, but by the time we got back to our place, we were bitching about how hard it was to get a girl to give a blowjob and swallow… and how most girls weren’t that good at giving head.”

Dean’s cock was fully hard now. Jane moved down the bed and peeled the sheet back that was covering it and lowered her head to rest on top of his stomach. She stared at his cock as she stroked it.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Just keep talking, babe,” she said. She opened her mouth and pushed her face up to his cock.

“Mmm… nice effect for this story,” Dean muttered. “Anyway, when we got up into our apartment, we were both really turned on… and we admitted it to each other. I said to Vic that I was going into my bedroom to jerk off…”

“Mmm-hmmm?” she asked as she bobbed her head up and down. She made a small grunt to urge him on.

“Well, I looked at him, and looked down to see that he had a boner in his pants too. We stared at each other for a second, then we each reached out and began to play with each other’s dick through our pants.” He groaned a little. “And that started the ball rolling for my ‘gay weekend’ with my buddy. We each fumbled with the other guy’s belt and pants and had our pants down at our ankles. We sunk to the floor, right there in the living room and began to do 69 on each other.”

Jane closed her eyes and bobbed her head up and down the crown of his shaft. She gave a squeeze and tasted the tanginess of Dean’s pre-cum.

“We kicked our pants and shoes off as soon as we got on the floor, so we were both naked from the waist down. I grabbed at his cock and squeezed it, and nuzzled in between his legs and inhaled. It was different, I’ll tell you. A deep musty smell, almost sour, but man, the smell of it—the ‘taboo’ of it made me even hornier, you know?”

Dean’s breath hissed between clenched teeth as his hips began to nudge up and down slightly from the mattress. “Fuck Jane, he was so hard. His cock felt like a steel pipe! And his mouth on my dick… oh man that felt awesome. I began to fuck his mouth with my cock and I shoved my face over his cock.” Steve grunted. “I managed to get his entire length down my throat; I only gagged for a second, then relaxed, and before I knew it, my nose was touching his balls. I brought my head up, and spat on his cock and began to go up and down.”

She could see it in her mind’s eye. Two guys on the floor, their pants shoved off beside them just going at each other like a couple of wrestlers.

“I was on top,” Dean said. “I had my knees spread wide, and Vic’s head was coming up off the floor to get his mouth around my cock. I had a better angle, so I just sucked and stroked on him. After a minute or two he dropped his head back to the floor and started begging me to finish him off. I felt his cock… I don’t know, throb or something, and I knew he was just about ready to blow. I squeezed his balls with my other hand. My head and hands were like one big stroking machine over his meat… when his hips started vibrating on the floor, I squeezed his cock extra hard and sucked on his knob making wet sloppy noises.”

She kept going down on his cock, feeling him throb in her mouth.

“And that did it! Those slurpy noises put him right over the edge! He grabbed at me and bellowed, and a split second later, he shot such a fucking load into my mouth I gagged on it!” Dean let out a whoosh of air. “It was so fucking sexy, babe. His cum spurted into my mouth, and I got almost all of it. Some ran out the side of my lips, but that was okay.”

She felt his cock begin to throb. She pulled her mouth away and said, “You liked sucking his cock dry? You liked swallowing his jizz?” She put her mouth back onto his cock and started making loud slurping noises. She pulled away for a second. “I love the taste of cum, babe!”

“Yeah! Oh yeah babe!” Dean’s hips clenched and relaxed and she felt that pulse along his shaft telling her that he was going to blow. A long spurt of his semen flooded into her mouth and she made noises of pleasure—mmm’s and ahhh’s—while she sucked and swallowed all of his flow.

When he finished thrusting, she squeezed out every drop.

Then, for the first time in the years they’d been together, she scooted up on the bed and leaning over him, kissed him, sharing a snowball of his cum between them. Dean’s hands came up and encircled her head, pressing their mouths together as his tongue swabbed and licked inside of her partly open mouth.

It was the best kiss ever.
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VIP
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WHEN THEY CAME BACK TO THEIR PLACE the following afternoon, Dean said, “No spying tonight.”

Jane felt a little let down. “Really? I don’t know… the weekend’s coming. If they’ve been this wild so far, how crazy are they going to be during the weekend?”

“Nope, I want to go out tonight.”

“Not back to the casinos I hope. I didn’t really enjoy them.”

He shook his head slowly. “No. Someplace different.”

“Oh? Where?”

“It’s going to be a surprise. You packed your little black dress, right?”

“What? The one I got for you on Valentine’s? Hell no!”

He laughed. “Yeah, that’s why I packed it with my stuff. It’s in the closet. Wear that tonight for me, okay?”

“Dean!” ‘No freaking way’ she thought to herself

“How about this.” He reached into his shirt pocket and took out an eyeglass case. “Wear these with the dress. That way… I don’t know, but I think wearing sunglasses will make you feel more comfortable.”

“You really want me to.” When he nodded, she took the eyeglass case from him. “Oh well… I just hope I don’t get arrested for public nudity or something!”

He laughed again. “This is Vegas, baby! It IS a dress after all!”

“Well… okay I guess.”

“Good. Let’s get ready.”

An hour later Dean called out to her from the living room. “You ready? Our ride’s here!”

Ride? She put on the last of her lipstick and checked herself in the mirror. Little black dress was an understatement. She had bought it as a surprise for Dean last Valentine’s Day and had only worn it once, and that was indoors. Inside their condo, to be exact. She didn’t dare wear it out in public, especially in Black Rapids; God forbid if someone they knew saw her in it!

It was the most daring article of clothing she owned that wasn’t lingerie. Form fitting spandex with a slight control top around the middle, halter top cut low, almost to her navel. Her boobs were held in place by two built in cups. It was backless, and the skirt was so short if she took a long stride, the crease where her butt cheeks met her thighs were there for the world to see!

She didn’t wear any pantyhose, just underwear. Black, lacy panties.

“Oh boy,” she said aloud. With shaking fingers, she opened the eyeglass case. “I sure hope this works,” she said to the slutty image in the mirror. She slipped them on and struck a pose.

They did work. The dark lenses provided a shield from the outside world. Now she just looked hot, and felt protected! The aviator sunglasses were a stroke of genius on Dean’s part.

“Honey!” he called out again.

“I’m coming!” She slipped into the pair of three inch stilettos Dean had packed with the dress and checked herself one last time. Her mane of red hair looked like gold rings cascading down the front of the dress. She looked flaming hot! She grabbed her small patent leather ‘night out’ purse and slung the chain over her shoulder.

Dean confirmed it when she entered the living room. He didn’t say a word; his eyes just goggled at her. He stepped over to the front door and bumped into a wall on the way because he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. “Oh wow. Oh wow wow wow…” he kept saying over and over.

He opened the front door, and parked in the driveway was a limo! Jane looked up at him. “How much did this cost?” she asked.

“Nothing, believe it or not. It’s included in the price,” he replied.

There was even a uniformed chauffeur holding the back door open. After she got in, she looked out to see the guy give Dean ‘the nod’; that silent stamp of approval men give one another when their woman’s hot as hell. Seeing that made all her nerves worth every tremble.

Fifteen minutes later they pulled up at the front entrance of a nightclub that was bathed in blue light. ‘The Palindrome’ was written over the front wall of the place in red neon script against a deep blue background. She slid across and took the chauffeur’s proffered hand as she stepped onto the sidewalk. Dean was right behind her.

She looked up at him sideways. “There’s no windows on this place,” she said.

“That’s right.” He took her hand and they went through the glass door entranceway. The door was held open by an enormous beefy guy in a tuxedo. He could have played for the NFL. Stepping into the foyer she could hear a rat-a-tat-tat techno beat coming from the main floor. Dean walked over to a podium where another Godzilla sized bouncer stood and gave their names. The guy looked down and ticked made a tick mark on a list and nodded to one of the women standing beside him. The hostess smiled brightly and said, ‘Follow me’.

Any thoughts Jane had of her outfit being scanty went out the door. She was wrapped up like a mummy compared to the hostess. Six inch heels, a thong and the teeniest bra was all she wore.

Jane stopped dead in her tracks when they entered the main dance floor.

It wasn’t a dance club—it was a strip club! In the center of the large room was a raised lit stage. Two women were on it, wearing only G-strings and heels and gyrating to the music. She yanked on Dean’s hand, jerking him back.

“What’s going on here!?” she said.

He made that Cheshire cat smile again. “A sexy night out, hon. After all, I know you like to watch, right? Well, so do I.”

“Dean… I…” she looked around the place wildly. Even with her sunglasses on, she saw the place was half full. The only women in the club were either serving drinks or on the stage. Wait—there was a group of about ten at a large table on the main floor that were couples. They were about the same age as themselves.

And they were all watching Dean and her!

She whipped back to Dean. The hostess was about two steps past him, waiting patiently. “You’re sure about this?” she said. When he nodded, she walked past him towards the hostess. Just as she passed him, she grabbed his arm. “Okay then. I need a drink, and make it a double!”

The stage that the dancers were on had a runway that stretched out halfway across the floor of the club. In addition to all the tables on the main floor, there were two rows of tables that stretched around the walls of the club, staggered in two tiers so everyone could easily see the performances.

The hostess brought them to a table for two. “Mika will be here for your drink order,” she said before leaving them.

She sat down, her seat facing the stage. She looked over at Dean. He better watch his drooling over the performers or she’d kill him. Except he wasn’t even so much as glancing at the stage. She was looking at him looking at her.

“What?” she said.

“You pissed at me?”

“Well, I wish you had warned me.” They had to speak with raised voices to be heard over the sound system. This was no ‘quiet little table in the corner’ that was for sure.

Dean snickered. “Oh, right. Let me see… I ‘warn you’… I can see it now. ‘Honey, wear your sexiest outfit and let’s go to a strip club!’ As if you’d say anything but ‘No freaking way’.”

Jane’s lips quirked sideways. He was right. She huffed a breath and looked around. “Well, I’m here, and I still need a drink!”

As if on cue, a young woman in her early twenties appeared holding a tray. She was wearing short-shorts and a midriff black t-shirt that had ‘The Palindrome’ written in the same script as had been out front. Like every other woman working there, she had a body… well, a stripper’s body. “What can I get you guys?” she asked.

Dean ordered a beer for himself and a double vodka and tonic for Jane.

They sat and watched the stage. One of the performers left, leaving the other alone. She got picked up by a spotlight, and began to move and gyrate to a sensual beat.

Jane leaned forward. “The mating dance begins…” she said with a grin.

Dean nodded. Their server returned with their drinks. Before Dean finished paying, Jane had downed half of hers. He nodded to the server and pointed at Jane’s glass for one more to be brought.

“You trying to get me drunk?” Jane asked.

“Nahh… just trying to get you to loosen up.”

Well, it was working, truth be told. Knowing that a second round was on the way, Jane drained her glass. The vodka was warm in her belly, spreading out.

She put her chin in her hands watching the lithe blonde on stage. The woman must take gymnastics. She did a split that brought her crotch right to the floor and the audience cheered.

“I wish I had a body like that,” she said glumly.

“I wish they had more strippers with your figure,” Dean replied without missing a beat.

“I call bullshit, hon. Sweet, but bullshit.”

He looked at her directly. “No, no bullshit. I like your softness.” He pointed at the woman on the stage. “I’m not saying she’s ugly or anything, okay? She’s hot and knows how to work it. But her boobs are too small and her ass, although it’s got a nice bubble, isn’t as sexy as yours.”

Reaching across, she laid her hand on his shoulder. He was being honest. “Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me, thank your parents. I like soft curves!”

When her second drink came and Dean paid for it, he leaned into the server and they had a short conversation. The girl’s eyes traced up and down Jane and she hesitated, then, nodded. She whispered back to Dean and left.

“What was that all about?”

“I asked for some company,” he replied.

“Whaaat?”

“I’m going to indulge myself.”

A few moments later, a woman in a silver mini-dress approached them. Jane’s eyes flew open because unlike the svelte girls on stage, this woman had a tummy and thick thighs. She was also in her mid forties. At least.

“Hi there,” she said in a light Southern drawl. “I’m Dixie. Someone was asking for a private dancer who’s buxom?” She bent over and shook hands. Jane’s eyes goggled again at the river of cleavage spilling from the top of her dress.

Dean said, “Is there anywhere more private where we can get to know each other?”

Dixie’s smile broadcasted that he said exactly the right thing. “Let’s head over to the VIP section,” she said. They stood up and followed her. There was an arched entranceway off to the side. Above it were neon letters in the club’s motif that said ‘VIP’.

The room was lined with about twenty cubicles. In each was a vinyl bench, a small table and chair. Three of the cubicles were occupied by individual dancers and single patrons. They were the only couple in there.

“Do many couples come here?” she asked Dixie.

Dixie smiled. Up close Jane was sure that underneath the perfect makeup job, Dixie must have had some work done; her face didn’t have a single wrinkle. Smiling in reply, she said, “A few times a night, yeah.”

Jane eyed her up and down. The woman could easily be an employee at a clothing boutique. Jane didn’t see any tattoos, and the woman didn’t have the spray on tan look of the girls who were on stage. She looked more like a suburban housewife in a hot outfit than what you would think of as a stripper.

“How long have you been doing this, Dixie?” she asked.

Dixie laughed. “Just a couple of years. My husband sent some dirty pics of me to a magazine that specializes in…” she paused for a beat, “mature women. They wound up doing a spread on me, and from that I got the job here.” She gazed around the room. “The younger girls who work here are great, but the owners thought that having a couple of MILFs in the stable could help business.”

“MILF?” what’s that?”

Dixie crinkled her nose. “Ask your guy later, he knows. He specifically requested your hostess for one!” She grinned. “I make good money. Some guys find me more approachable because I don’t have the perfect body.”

“Really?”

Dixie nodded. “A gal with your figure could clean up doing this.” She held out a finger and traced the side of Jane’s breast. “You’re pretty hot.”

“Me?” Jane shook her head. “Not me. Coming in here is the wildest thing I’ve ever done!” She looked over to where Dean had taken a seat on the bench. “So what happens next? I’ve never done this before…”

They had stepped into the cubicle. Dixie put her hands on Jane’s shoulders and nudged her over to the bench to sit down. “You’ll see, darlin’.”

Seeing was the word. The VIP section was so dim Jane took off her sunglasses and put them in her purse.

The music from the bar was also piped into the VIP lounge. A new track had started, a sensual, throbbing Reggae beat.

Dixie raised her arms over her head, her hands twirling in and out of each other. Jane watched as the hem of her miniskirt rose higher and higher. She was able to make out the edge of the fabric of Dixie’s G-string.

In perfect time, Dixie spun around and bent over. She wasn’t as limber as the women on stage, but even so she was able to touch her ankles, and that was while wearing stilettos. Now her hemline rose and showed her ass.

Jane licked her lips involuntarily. Dean put his arm around her, and his hand began to rub first her shoulder, then he slipped it under her arm and began to massage the side of her breast.

With a flick of her fingers, Dixie undid her halter top. She held her hands over her breasts, the straps of the halter spilling over them. She rolled her hips and massaged her tits to the music. She eyed Dean first, then her gaze rested on Jane.

When they made eye contact, Jane bit her lip.

Dixie smiled seductively. She held Jane’s gaze while she turned her head away a bit and back again and licked her lips with a long, wet stroke of her tongue.

Holding Jane’s gaze, she slowly lowered her hands. Inch by inch her full breasts were revealed with tantalizing slowness. Jane’s breathing quickened when Dixie’s hands stopped and she began to pinch and tweak her own nipples through the silver fabric.

She lifted her gaze to Dixie’s, and smiled watching the other woman’s eyebrows wiggle lasciviously. With the smallest of nods, Jane could hardly believe how badly she wanted to see this woman’s boobs. Dixie dropped her hands away, revealing two plushy orbs that had large pale pink areoles surrounding two button nipples. She lifted her hands again and Jane watched as she fingered and tugged at them. Oh god… it was hot.

“Give her a lap dance, Dixie,” Dean said. He scooted sideways on the bench.

“My pleasure, darlin’.” She eased over to Jane and hiked one leg up and over. Jane gasped as the woman’s practically bare ass glided across her own naked thighs. With a will of their own, her hands rose and began to stroke up and down Dixie’s legs, from her knees to her hips. She looked up at Dixie, over the edge of her tits and licked her lips as her hands began to fondle the swells of Dixie’s ass. Oh fuck this was hot.

“Mmmm darlin’ your hands sure feel nice…” Dixie purred. “But don’t you think the girls should get some attention too?” She continued to fondle and squeeze her breasts, holding them out.

Dean let out a whoosh of air when Jane’s hands moved from Dixie’s ass and for the first time in her life she started to grope another woman.

When her fingers grasped at Dixie’s nipples, Jane felt a twinge in her pussy. Oh shit, this was such a turn on.

“Have a taste, sugar,” Dixie cooed.

She pressed her mouth over a nipple and began sucking on it.

“Mmmm… that’s nice…” Dixie murmured. “You’ve done this before?”

Jane released her mouth and looked up. “No. Never.”

“You’re a natural.” She tilted her head to where Dean was. “I think your man is finding this a real treat darlin’.”

Jane turned her head to see Dean, with the biggest shit eating grin you ever saw, rubbing his crotch for all he was worth. She blew him a kiss and turned her head back to Dixie’s boob. It was wonderful.

The song ended too soon, and Dixie stood up. “I think that’s enough for your first time, dear.” She pointed at Dean with her chin. “Why don’t you take your man home and have your way with him?”

Jane felt a twinge of disappointment. “But…”

“Ah stretched a couple of the house rules for ya’ll, darlin’. We couldn’t go any further anyway or I could get fired, maybe even arrested.”

“Oh.” She looked over to Dean who was already standing. He slipped a fold of bills into Dixie’s hand and led Jane out of the VIP lounge.

They were holding hands as they wended through the club and outside.

“Well, that was pretty fast,” she said. “Are we going home now?”

“You kidding? The night is young, my dear,” Dean replied.

“Okay, where to next then?” She was positive he had something else up his sleeve. “Want to drop by the Robinson’s next door?” she said with an impish grin.

He pulled her around the side of the building to the parking lot.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

Holding his arm around her, they threaded their way to the back of the lot. He glanced from side to side. Wordlessly, he turned her around and nestled up behind her. His hand dropped down and lifted the hem of her dress and began to rub her pussy through her panties.

Jane gasped. They were outside, in a parking lot and he was doing her! But his hand on top of her pussy was just what the doctor ordered.

“I loved watching you suck her titty,” he breathed into her ear.

She rolled her head backwards, resting it on his shoulder. “It was okay.” No, that wasn’t entirely accurate. She closed her eyes for a second and said out loud, “I liked it.”

His hand on her pussy rubbed firmer. “Yeah, I believe you. You’re so fucking damp down here!”

“Oh shit! Don’t stop babe!” she felt an orgasm start in her pussy, the warmth spreading out to her core. “Don’t stop!”

Without warning they were enveloped in a beam of light. “You know, you can get arrested for that!” a man’s voice called out.
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HORNY
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THEY FROZE IN THE WHITE GLARE OF THE FLASHLIGHT, staring at it.

The light came closer. Jane could make out a huge guy behind it. He lowered the beam to the ground.

It was the doorman from earlier.

“When I saw you guys go for the parking lot, I got curious,” he said. “I remember you arriving in the club’s limo.” He shrugged. “Well, I guess you’re not trying to jack a car.”

“No! We’re not! We’re perfectly innocent!” Jane squeaked. She pulled Dean’s hand from her crotch.

The doorman smiled. “Well… I’m not sure if ‘innocent’ is the word, but I get your meaning. But listen up—for real, if a cop had come across you guys doing that he would have locked you up with no hesitation.”

“But we’re married!” she said.

“Don’t matter. Believe it or not, the laws against sex in public is a big deal here in Vegas. Sin City or not, the powers that be know that if they give an inch on that, people would be screwing all over the place.” He looked away and back at them. “There’d be no problem for you guys to get a room around here, y’know.”

“Yeah man, I know… but…” Dean groped for words. “This was hot, y’know?”

The guy nodded. “And you’re on your vacay. Yeah, I know.” He eyed them up and down, especially Jane. “I can’t blame you a bit, bro. Your lady’s a knockout.” He turned off the flashlight and tucked it under his arm and reached into the pocket of his tux. He pulled out a business card. “I think maybe you should visit another club. It’s just a block or so that way. It’s called Café Desire.”

“Another strip club?” Dean asked taking the guy’s proffered card.

“No. It’s a dance club, but for couples. And if you want to get frisky there, they ought to be able to help you out. Give them my card at the door and they’ll knock a few bucks off your cover.”

‘And in all likelihood cut you in for a piece of the action.’ Jane thought to herself. She knew enough about the hospitality industry to see that one coming. Wranglers, steerers, whatever they called them out here, she was positive that there was a fair bit of kick backs going on in Vegas.

Dean fingered the guys’ business card silently, watching Jane with a question in his eyes.

“Café Desire?” Jane asked the doorman. She was thrilled to see the expression of astonished joy roll over Dean’s face. What the hell.

“That’s right. Tell them Derek sent you.” When Dean reached into his pocket and pulled out a bill, he waved him off. “No thanks man, but thanks for the respect.” He gave them a bit of a salute and headed back to the club.

“You’re sure about this, babe?” Dean said.

Jane grabbed Dean’s arm and began quick marching them in the direction of the club. “Let’s go before I lose my nerve!” She didn’t know if she was more scared than horny.

Bullshit.

She was horny.
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TURNING UP THE HEAT
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DEREK HAD BEEN RIGHT ON THE MONEY, Café Desire was only a short walk from the club.

It was a little more complicated getting in though. They had to show ID and sign some forms. But because of Derek’s business card in hand, they knocked $10.00 off the cover charge.

Entering the dance floor felt— in a way that surprised her— like coming home for Jane. Her dress fit right in here; the vast majority of the women were wearing hot club wear. Tiny micro-mini skirts, high heels and tons of cleavage were the norm. She scanned the club and was able to see a few couples dressed a lot more conservatively perched here and there.

Of the more conventionally dressed couples, some of the women’s eyes were wide watching the sensual antics on the dance floor. Their guys—husbands probably— looked happy to be here. No wonder. What was happening on the dance floor was as close as you could get to a Live Sex Show as possible.

The people dancing were pawing at each other, or kissing each other with thick wet tongues. One woman drew her boob out of her dress and her partner bent over and right there on the dance floor started sucking on it. Then a couple who had been dancing beside them moved over and the woman of that couple started to lick and suck the other boob!

“I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore, Toto,” Dean said.

“You got that right, Dorothy,” she replied.

As they threaded through the crowd looking for a table, Jane checked out some of the other ‘newbies’ that were dressed less risqué. She noticed one or two of those couples were not in the right place. One woman sitting there had a look of absolute disdain. Her mouth was turned down at the corners, her lips a tight line. Her partner looked sheepish as he sat sipping his beer. The woman didn’t have a drink in front of her. ‘One for the road and you guys will be out of here,’ Jane thought to herself.

She nudged Dean. “You know, you sure made a good call taking me to that stripper joint first.”

“Well, I wanted to see how it affected you… especially after all our…” he made a phony ‘cough cough’ noise, “investigations this week. I figured give it a go, but don’t push too hard too fast.”

She looked up at him. “If we came here first, I’d be too shocked to handle it.” She tilted her head at the sour-pussed woman. The guy had finished his beer, and as soon as his bottle touched the table the woman jumped up. They headed for the door in no time flat. Jane pointed after them subtly. “That could have been me.”

“Yeah, I understand. But I got to tell you that I didn’t know about this place. I figured we’d go to the strip joint, get all ‘horned up’ and take it from there.”

Jane laughed out loud. “If you told me that I’d be at a Swinger’s Club this week, I’d call the men in the white coats on you!”

Dean nodded. “They do call it a ‘Couples Club’…” he looked around. “But I think your term’s just as accurate.” He turned to her with a serious gaze. “Whatever you want to call it, I have no plans of ‘Swinging’ here with anyone but you, okay?”

She stepped on her tiptoes and kissed him. “That’s a good plan. I’ve been really pushing limits this week you know.” She took another look around the club. ‘But if she did, which of the people here would she do it with?’ She blanched. The thought came through entirely on its own. What scared her wasn’t having the thought; what scared her was that having the thought DIDN’T unnerve her this time! Oh boy…

Dean nudged her shoulder. “You okay? You look like you just saw a ghost.”

“I’m good.”

He blew out a huff of air. “Thank the Lord you didn’t say ‘fine’! I’d be nervous if you said that ‘F’ word.”

They found a vacant table and sat down.

“Let me get some drinks,” Dean said. “Another double?”

She nodded and he left. She relaxed in her seat, watching the dance floor.

Now that she was alone, she let herself check out the people there and played a mental game with herself. If she could do the nasty with anyone here, who would she do it with?

“So many men, so little time,” she said out loud. Wasn’t that a song once? She took a deep breath. After her episode with dear ‘Dixie’ she wasn’t sure if she’d leave the women off the list. ‘What the hell?’ Her eyes flew wide again.

She quickly glanced to where Dean was in the lineup at the bar and back to the dance floor.

There was a couple about their age gyrating and rolling in perfect time to the throbbing beat. The guy had a lot more hair than Dean’s sparse scalp, a mop of jet black kiss curls framed his ears as he pulled and pushed his wife into a series of twirls. Give that fellow some facial hair and he could be Jon Snow’s cousin. She let out a small sigh as he twirled his partner again. She was always a sucker for guys who danced well.

His partner was a tiny pear shaped thing; even in heels she was just over five feet tall. But she made the most of her wide hips with a pleated skirt that fluttered up and out with each twirl. Her long blonde hair also flared out as she spun, and her smile of sheer joy was a sight to see. Jane wondered why the woman didn’t wear contacts; instead she had on a pair of oversized black framed eyeglasses. Whatever… it worked. She was pretty and hot.

She shifted her gaze over to an African American couple. The guy was slender, like a long distance runner and so dark his skin was almost purple under the lights. He was dancing with a thick woman who had a mocha complexion. Well… dancing would be a stretch; the way they were grappling with each other they were practically fucking standing up.

Jane wondered what would it be like to have sex with a black guy… would crossing inter-racial lines be very different? She had only been with white guys; the most exotic was one of her ship mates she got it on with during her stint in the Navy who’s parents had been from Sicily. She put her chin in her hand and scanned the crowd. Hmmmm…

She turned at Dean’s nudge. “Thinking dirty thoughts I hope.” He said. He was holding two beer bottles and two glasses. “I got two of each because it was so busy.”

He took a seat beside her and lifted his beer. “What should we drink to?” he said.

She clinked his glass. “To us!”

Dean watched her over the neck of his beer bottle as he took a pull. The grinding melody of the Donna Summer classic ‘Love To Love You Baby’ filled the air and he stood and took her hand to the dance floor.

Everyone in the place was inspired as well. Before they got their arms around each other the floor was filled. The crowd created a massive multi-limbed creature of warm pulsating flesh all around them. As Dean’s arms encircled her, she felt other bodies pressing against her from the side and rear; she felt carnal pressure glide over her and away to be replaced by another as she gazed into Dean’s smoldering eyes. Mosh pits had nothing over this experience.

She felt his thickening cock press into her tummy and like the dial on a stovetop, her own desire began to increase.

Her eyes widened when she felt another hand glide up the side of her dress and pass over the side of her boob. She whipped her head to the side and stared wide eyed into the black framed glasses of the woman she had watched earlier. The woman’s tongue brushed her lower lip and she was gone, her partner spinning them away.

Jane looked up at Dean. He hadn’t noticed, it had happened so fast. But it was enough to turn her dial up from simmer to medium. She lowered her hands and began to mash and pinch Dean’s ass as the sighs and moans from the sound system increased.

Dean lowered his head onto her shoulder, his arms draping behind her. His hands went up under her skirt and traced the crack of her ass gently. Oh God. Her hips with a mind of their own began to undulate in time with the renewed glowing heat from her waist. Oh God…

He spun her around, so he was behind her again as the chorus of ‘Love To Love You’ came on at a heightened volume. She closed her eyes and put her head against his chest. She inhaled sharply as his hand began to firmly rub the front of her panties. She had gotten damp in the strip club, but that was only the preview. Her burners turned up to high.

Dean’s other hand was squeezing her breast and he began to nuzzle her neck as his other hand’s fingers snaked past the thin elastic and started rubbing her clit. He sucked gently on her neck, that sensation always ramped her up.

Her dial went to ‘11’.

“Oh shit!” she wheezed as an orgasm jolted through her core. Dean’s cock was pressed up against her ass. He was hard.

She opened her eyes to see the woman with glasses right in front of her, smiling. Jane caught her breath and spun back to Dean.

“Let’s explore and find the place where we can fuck, babe,” she said.

“Won’t be hard,” he quipped. “Just follow the crowd.” He pointed to the side where people were leaving the dance floor and passing through an archway into another area. He took her hand and led the way.

She had never wanted to get laid so badly in her life!
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‘LOVE TO LOVE YOU BABY’
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LEAVING THE DANCE FLOOR THEY FOLLOWED THE FLOW of the other partiers, taking their cues from them. First they stopped at a counter where padlocks were. The keys had numbers on them and an elastic wrist band was strung through the hole at the end. Dean took the lock and snapped the band over his wrist, nestling the key under it as he saw the others do.

Jane looked at him with a question in her eyes and he shrugged. Everyone ahead of them were taking white terry cloth bath sheets from a baker’s rack that was filled with them. Dean grabbed two and they followed the crowd.

The next area was lined with rows of lockers. As the other guests were doing, they quickly found an empty one and doffed their clothes and wrapped the towels around themselves.

The locker room opened up into a floor area the size of a small high school gym. Entering, Jane and Dean stopped short, their mouths dropping.

Row after row of beds, covered with crisp white sheets lined the room, and the lights were turned down low, a sexy golden and red aura permeating the space. Less than half of the beds were occupied. The people on them were in every stage of love making. Some were engaged in sensual foreplay; mouths and hands licking and stroking. Others were further along, with couples or threesomes grinding together in a slow and sensuous rhythm. Several couples were in wild throes of abandoned pleasure, relentlessly clutching and grasping in passion.

‘Love To Love You’ was still being piped in from the dance floor. It was the perfect background music for what lay before them. The moans and groans from the sound system were counterpointed by the coos, sighs and grunting groans coming from the people on the beds.

Jane turned at the tap of a finger on her shoulder. The pear shaped pixie was smiling brightly at her.

“I’m Donna,” said. “This is my husband Tyler. Would you like to join us?” Donna’s eyes flitted from Jane to Dean, and back to Jane. “I know we should have approached you back in the bar, but you never gave us the chance!”

Jane’s eyebrows flew off her forehead. “Whaaaat? You want to have sex with us?”

Donna tilted her head from side to side. “Well… that’s what we’re all here for… and you guys…” she put her hand softly on Jane’s chest, “are gorgeous.” She rose her hand and took a hand of Jane’s hair in it. “I love your red curls…”

Jane swallowed back a gulp. Before she could say (or mumble, truth be told) a word, Dean sidled up. He put his hand on Donna’s shoulder. “That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to us, Donna. But we’re brand new at this and we were just hoping to watch, and maybe just…be with each other.”

Jane nodded in agreement. “It’s the first time we’ve ever done anything like this.”

Donna’s eyes were stark behind her oversized eyeglasses. “Ohmygod! I’m sooo sorry! I…” she shot a look at her husband and back at them. “WE thought that you guys were experienced in the Lifestyle! I’m so sorry for coming on so strong!” She turned to her husband. “Isn’t that right, Tyler?”

Tyler shook his head in chagrin. “Yeah, it’s the truth. We really didn’t know you guys were newbie’s.” He held his hands up, palms out. “No disrespect guys. It’s probably better for you to just watch the action and play with each other.”

Dean snorted. “I’m not planning on playing with Jane, let me tell you!”

Donna gave a slight shrug, still smiling. “You really are newbie’s! It’s just a term people here use. You know what we mean, right?” she added, looking to Jane.

“Oh yeah,” Jane said, finding her voice. “I understand.”

“Tyler shook his head again. “We’ve been playing in the Lifestyle for three years,” he elbowed Donna. “And she’s been Hot-wifing for the last year, and we’ve never been this wrong before.” He smiled. “Again, sorry guys… we’ll leave you to it.” He took Donna’s arm.

“Well,” said Dean, “your wife is pretty damn hot.”

Tyler nodded in appreciation. “So’s yours, man. But ‘Hot-wifing’s’ another term.”

“Oh? What’s that mean? I figured out the meaning of ‘Play’…”

“One step at a time,” Donna interjected with a smile. They turned away.

“Wait a second,” Jane asked. “What was it about us that made you think we were more experienced?”

Donna’s face went slack. “That dress! Ohmygod it’s hawt! I’ve never had the guts to wear one like it! That’s why we thought the way we did!”

“Oh.”

Tyler cocked his head. “Look—if you want, why don’t you take a spot next to us? That way you can watch all you want, and get it on with each other when you’re ready?”

Jane looked over to Dean and nodded. “Sure thing, man,” he said. “Sounds good to us.”

Donna and Tyler led the way down the open space between the beds to the far wall. There were two beds beside each other. One of them had four posts, where other white sheets were held back with satin ties. Tyler gestured to that bed. “Take that one. If you get self conscious or anything, just undo the ties and you’ll have some privacy.”

Well, that was thoughtful. Jane scooted onto the queen sized mattress, stopping until she was in the center. Dean plopped down beside her. He tugged her up until his back was resting against the wall and they cuddled up watching Donna and Tyler.

They stood at the foot of their bed, wrapped in each other’s arms. Tyler lowered his head and began kissing his wife. She opened her mouth, and Jane could see her tongue sliding out, meeting Tyler’s across a small space between their mouths. With languid strokes, their tongues interplayed while their hands began to caress one another.

Jane eyed Donna’s generous hips. She wanted to see what was under the towel. She shifted her gaze over to Tyler. His arousal was already apparent.

Donna’s hands pulled at the Tyler’s towel and it fell away. She sunk down to a squat her hands now rubbing across his chest and stomach.

Tyler had a bulbous knob on the end of his cock, the skin of it darkening with desire as his shaft began to stiffen. Donna grasped it in her tiny hand, and holding it up, began to nuzzle into his shaven balls, licking them and brushing her cheek up against them.

Jane heard a sigh from Dean. She turned to him. “You like that, eh?”

“Yeah,” he replied in a low voice. “It’s like she’s paying homage to it or something. At any rate, it’s really hot, yeah.” His hand was on Jane’s ass and he was rubbing her backside with a steady, even pressure.

She always loved having her butt rubbed. She nestled back into his hand and continued to watch.

Donna had put the head of Tyler’s cock in her mouth. Her head bobbed back and forth as her hands rubbed his balls. She tilted her head over to Jane, and when they made eye contact, she bobbed her eyebrows.

“Oh baby, I just need to fuck you,” Tyler said. He bent over and helped Donna to her feet. He stepped behind her and opened up her towel.

Jane tilted her head forward as Tyler let the towel drop to the ground. A sizzling surge of pleasure threaded through her clit, her pussy getting wetter still.

Donna was a true pear shape. She had small breasts relative to the spread of her hips. They were perky though; the nipples tilted upwards belying her own arousal. She had puffy nipples, the engorged flesh of her aeroles made dark cones at the end of her breasts, ending with deep red nubbins, aching to be suckled.

Jane envisioned popping one into her mouth, sucking suck on it. A ‘mmm’ purred in her throat.

“Yeah, her tits are hot,” Dean whispered to her.

When Donna stepped over to the bed, Jane saw a closely trimmed thatch between her legs. Ha! The woman wasn’t a natural blonde! A little catty maybe, but still… girls had to be girls...or do girls or....She trembled with lust.

Donna bent at the waist and shimmied her ass in the air. Tyler stepped behind it and gave it a solid thwack. Jane started at the sound a little, and Tyler smacked it again three more times. Each slap made Donna’s face twinge at the impact, and she moaned a sigh.

Tyler then began to stroke her ass with his hands, going over the spots where he just spanked her. Donna let out a shuddering graon, and he spanked her four more times, harder.

“That’s it babe,” she called over her shoulder. “Spank my sweet ass!” She rotated her hips as he stroked her again, and then kneeled onto the bed, rolling on her back.

She lifted her feet into the air, and both Jane and Dean could see her pussy lips. “Fuck your Donna girl, Ty,” she said. “Give me your cock, babe.”

In a single fluid move Dean was between her legs. He moistened the tip of his shaft against her outer pussy lips.

“I’m so wet, Ty,” Donna said, her voice silky. She grasped at Tyler’s shaft and pulled him up and inside her. “Oh yeah babe! Oh yeah!”

Tyler braced himself over her, and holding himself up by one arm captured her wrists in his other hand, pinning them to the mattress. His hips began to piston in and out of her as he watched her face with intensity. “Your sweet pussy, babe,” he gasped as he thrust up and inside. “I love being in it…”

Donna’s feet wrapped around his waist, and her ass bounced up and down with the motion of his hips.

Jane licked her lips. She had never been pinned by a lover. They weren’t making love, these guys were fucking like animals. The rawness of their passion enflamed her own desires. Keeping her eyes on them, she fumbled with her hand under Dean’s towel until she grasped his own hard shaft.

She rolled onto her side, now holding him behind her.

Dean’s own hand came around her belly, and he began to play with her pussy. The touch of his fingers jolted her again.

“Fuck me while we watch them, babe,” she said over her shoulder.

Dean adjusted himself behind her. She had never been a huge fan of doggy style, but this time it was so hot. She bit her lip as she felt his stiff cock enter her. She was damp, but not fully wet, and the sensation of his thick member stretched her deliciously. He made a couple of half strokes, wetting his shaft on her inner dew, then began to stroke in and out.

“That’s it!” she gasped when his hand returned to her pussy, his fingers whirring on her clit.

Donna had been rocking her head from side to side under Tyler’s assault. Her eyeglasses had stayed put despite the ferocity of their entanglement, her eyes squeezed shut behind them. She gritted her teeth. “Oh baby!” She called out. “Keep going! You’re getting me there!” She suddenly opened her eyes and turned her head. Her mouth slack, she looked right at Jane.

“He’s making me come!” she groaned through clenched teeth. “I’m gonna come!”

Jane clutched at the sheet in her hands as they stared at each other. “Oh God!” she whimpered, feeling the crack in her own voice. “Oh God! Oh shit!” She clenched her eyes tightly as she felt her own climax begin to spill out from her core.

“Open your eyes Jane!” Donna wailed. “Come with meeee!”

Jane’s eyes flew open and the two women fell into one another’s souls as their orgasms swept over them. Groaning and mewling, they gasped at one another across the beds, feeling the deep cocks of their partners impale them.

Dean’s hand clenched on her hip, the pain feeling wonderful. “Gonna come, baby!” he barked out. “Gonna… gonna… aaaahhhh!” His hips ground into her ass as he filled her with his seed.

Tyler’s breath began to heave and gasp as he too reached his climax.

Jane kept her eyes locked with Donna’s as their breathing evened out, and that wonderful, slithery sound of Dean’s cock, now drenched with their mingled juices was music to her ears. She bit her lip again. This was awesome…
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CATCH 22
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THEY HUNG OUT WITH TYLER AND DONNA FOR A WHILE, getting to know them and then headed home.

“Not because of the company,” Jane said as she kissed Donna’s cheek. “It’s just that… well, I think my head’s going to explode. This has been an unbelievable experience for me.”

“For us” Dean added.

Donna smiled. “It was great for us too.”

They exchanged emails and promised to stay in touch and took their leave.

They grabbed a cab out in front of the club. Sitting in the back seat, Jane took Dean’s hand. She was feeling a kind of post coital depression or something. At any rate, she felt a little rocky. She toyed with his fingernail. “Hey…” she said, her voice soft.

“What’s up?” he said.

“Nothin...” She sighed and then clenched his fingers strong enough for Dean to go ‘Ouch!’. “Oops. Sorry.”

“What is it, babe.”

She huffed out a breath of air. “It’s… I don’t know… it was really, really good, you know?”

He put his arm around her. “Yes, yes it was.”

“But…” she waved her fingers in the air. “If it was so good, why do I feel so uneasy right now?”

“Uneasy?”

She nodded. “Well… kind of guilty, to tell you the truth.”

“What?” Dean leaned forward so he could look at her face. “Guilty over what?”

“I just watched people have sex! And they watched me!” She sighed again. “I should feel bad over that, don’t you think?”

“Hmmm… this is really bothering you.”

Jane nodded. “What’s bothering me is that it was so damn hot! That I really, really liked it!”

“I kinda thought it was really, really hot too, y’know.”

She snorted. “But you’re a guy. Girls aren’t supposed to be like that!” She dropped her head and whispered. “Unless they’re sluts or something.”

“I caught that, babe. I don’t think you’re a slut or something. I think I’m the luckiest guy in the world right now.”

“Hmph. You just like the sex.”

“Don’t you?”

She sat there silently for a moment. “Yeah, I did,” she finally said. “But… now what? I mean, where is this going to end?”

“Well, this ride will end when we get back to our place.”

She shook her head. “You know what I mean.”

Dean rubbed her back. “Actually I don’t think you do. I think that you’re trying to figure out what this all means. You’re going through the bullshit women go through all the time that society dumps on you. You think that you have to be either a Madonna or a Harlot. C’mon, Jane, you’ve dealt with that crap for long enough, haven’t you? Why can’t you just let that bullshit go?”

She frowned. He did have a point, and it was one they talked about a few times during their years together. If a woman enjoyed sex ‘too much’ she was slutty. Whorish. But… just who, or what decided how much was too much?

“Here’s the thing…” she stopped.

“Go ahead. I’m all ears.”

“How much is too much sex?” She inhaled a deep breath. “I’m saying this now, because we’re practically back at our place, okay? But I really didn’t want to leave that club when we did.”

“It was your suggestion to head home, hon.”

She nodded. “I know. I said let’s split because that’s what I thought I should say. Not because I really wanted to.”

Dean nodded in the darkness, the lights on the streets flashing over his head. “Okay.” He took her hand gently. “What did you really want to do then?”

“Promise you won’t get mad?”

“Promise.”

“I wanted to fuck Tyler. Then I wanted to make out with Donna. Then I wanted to fuck a black guy I saw on the dance floor. Then I wanted to fuck some other guy I saw there.” Her words came out all on top of each other, she wasn’t sure Dean heard her right.

“Wow…” Dean breathed.

“See? Pretty sick, huh? I had to get out of there!”

“Would I get to watch?”

“What?” She turned to him wild eyed. “You’d want to watch me be that way? Be such a damn pig?”

“That’s not being a pig, babe. That’s being sexy as hell!” He sat back against the seat. “Man… that’s a turn on for sure.”

“Watching me do all that turns you on.”

“Yep.” Dean laughed. “So if you’re some freak, what does that make me?” He tilted his head towards the rear window of the taxi. “We could turn this car around you know.”

She eyed him in silence. What was he up to? No way… no fucking WAY it could be this easy! Her eyes narrowed and she said, “What about you?”

“What about me?”

She tilted her head behind her. “Don’t tell me that you didn’t want to jump Donna.”

He eyed her in silence for a moment. “If I told you I did, would that be a problem for you?”

“I knew it! All you want to do is fuck anyone you can!”

He looked like she slapped him in the face. “Funny, I could have said that about you a minute ago, but I didn’t.”

“Don’t lie. You wanted to!” She was all worked up at him, her breath was coming in rasps and her lips were set in a firm line.

“I didn’t say it to you because I didn’t feel scared about you telling me the truth.” Dean’s mouth was also firm. “I told you that the idea of watching you do other people was hot for me. I didn’t say anything about wanting to do Donna or anyone else back at that club, hon.” He leaned into her. “Because the thought never crossed my mind. Those people are hot, sure; but I get off on you. And if you want to get it on with someone else, the only thing I’d say is ‘go for it, I got your back’.”

Jane folded her arms. “You think I’m a slut.”

“Hell no.” He reached for her. “Jane… baby…I’m your best friend! I’m your cheering section! If you get your cookies, no matter how strange it may seem to you, I’m all for it!”

She sat in silence staring at him. He was telling the truth. “You know, you’re pretty weird, Dean. Other guys would be up in arms all jealous and stuff if their wife just told them what I told you.”

“You didn’t marry other guys, babe. You married me because you know I’m special. And I know you’re special. If you want to have a good time, I’m all for it.”

“Couldn’t you be jealous a little bit?”

He barked a laugh. “Why? And get caught up in some Catch-22? If I love you enough to support your pleasure, it’s because I don’t love you enough?” He shook his head. “Sorry, but no.” He pointed a finger at her. “How about this—if I decide that I don’t want you to do any of this, I tell you, and then we talk about it.”

“If you told me that, we wouldn’t talk about it, I’d just stop.”

“I believe you. So how in the world could I possibly be threatened?”

“You mean all that?”

“Yep.”

“You’re a pretty smart guy Mr. Harris.”

“I have to be to keep up with you, Mrs. Harris.” He held out his arm and they snuggled for the rest of the ride home.
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ARE WE IN TROUBLE?
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THEY HEADED RIGHT TO BED AS SOON AS THEY GOT HOME.

As she slipped out of her dress, Jane watched Dean mess around with the computer.

“Whatcha’ doing? Checking out porn sites?”

“Nope.” He slipped out of his clothes leaving them in a pile next to the bed and tapped a few keys and scrolled a little. “I’m doing research.”

“Oh? On what?”

“On couples like us.” He kept his yes on the screen as the typed and clicked. “Tyler and Donna used a term that I want to find out about.” He nodded at his screen and turned it to her as she climbed between the sheets. “Read this.”

She looked down at the screen. He had a couple of tabs open, but this one was at a Dictionary website. She scanned the page and gasped.

Hotwife (noun)

A married woman she has sexual relations with other men, with the husbands approval. Usually while the husband watches or joins.

Her eyes flew wide open and she turned to Dean. “Tyler said Donna was a Hotwife!”

Dean nodded. “I wasn’t familiar with the term, so I did what he suggested and Googled it.” He opened another tab. “There’s more. There are websites about this stuff.”

“No way!” She quickly checked out a few sites, her mind totally blown. She turned her head to Dean. “People actually are into this!”

“Yep.” He closed the lid of the machine. “So, you’re far from being a freak, okay? And I got plenty of company in terms of supportive husbands.”

Jane’s hand went to her mouth, covering it. This was un-freaking-real. She kept her eyes lowered. “You would really be turned on watching me fuck another guy,” she said.

“Yeah. The thought of you getting nailed by a guy is hot. You getting all filled with his cum and showing me… what a turn on…” he voice was husky.

“Or a girl? Like if I had done it with Donna?”

“Oh wow…” he took her hand and placed it under the sheet over his cock. “You just picking up a woman, or a guy… and fucking them, or whatever… oh man…” He was hard as rock, despite having a huge orgasm less than an hour ago.

She cuddled down next to him. “Watching me suck a guy’s cock… licking his balls and swallowing his load?” She started stroking him. “What else would you like to see your dirty girl do?”

Dean’s voice was a growl. “Being on top, fucking him while you’re sucking off another guy and I’m fingering your asshole…”

His cock was like steel. She peeled back the sheet and ducking her head licked off the pre-cum that was oozing out. The smell of his cock, with both their juices on it from back at the club was yummy. She raised her head up. “And on the other side of the guy I’m blowing is Donna… and I’m sucking her beautiful titties.” She sighed. “I wanted to do that tonight, you know…”

She turned her head back to his shaft and put her mouth over it. Making wet sloppy noise, she started sucking on him. Her hands and mouth working as one, she teased and coaxed him to higher and higher pleasure.

Dean prodded at her with his hand. “Get up on your knees, baby. I want to play with your titties while you suck me off.”

She rose to her knees and moved around a little. Dean’s hand came between her arms and he grasped and kneaded her boobs one at a time while she sucked him off.

She felt him flinch under her. “Oh yeah, baby!” he gasped. “Suck his cock for me! Oh yeah!”

She replied with a mewl of pleasure, and he began thrusting.

“Oh yeah! Oh shit yessss!” he gasped as his load flowed over her tongue. “Oh baby, oh baby, suck him dry! Get all of it!”

She tilted her head to see Dean’s eyes clenched shut. He was swimming in a fantasy of her blowing a guy. She finished draining him and kissed his cock up and down, massaged his balls and kissed them too, making ‘Mmm’ sounds the whole time.

She scooted under the sheets and cuddled next to him.

“Whatcha’ doin?” he asked. “You haven’t’ gotten off yet.”

She cuddled into him. “I think I’m going to be getting all the orgasms I can stand, babe. Let’s go to sleep.”

***

They woke up at the same time, completely relaxed the next morning.

They wandered down to the kitchen and Jane put on the coffee. Dean moseyed out the back door to the patio. Just as she flicked the coffee maker on, the doorbell chimed. Who the hell would that be? She went to the door, peeked through the peephole to see a FedEx driver standing there. Huh?

She swung open the door and the driver handed her a brown kraft envelope. She signed for it and went back to the kitchen. Dean was waiting for her.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“I don’t know. FedEx just brought it.” She looked at the address. It read: ‘To Our Horny Neighbors Dean and Jane at 47 Farquar Street, Las Vegas’. She gave the envelope a shake. There was a small cylinder in the bottom of the envelope. Uh oh.

She tore it open, and as she suspected, the door viewer thingy she had put in the fence bounced out. Oh shit.

“Busted,” said Dean.

There was also a folded note inside. She pulled out the heavy, linen paper and opened it.

Hi Guys!

We figured out it was you who had been watching us the last few days! When you ran into Mike at Home Depot you told him you were staying at a the Best Western on Redondo. Guess what?

There is no Best Western on Redondo! LOL

Plus, you left the Home Depot bag on your patio! When Mike was stringing up the new lights he saw it over the fence (at the same time he noticed the enclosed spy device).

Now, we’re not angry, okay? WE SHOULD BE! LOL But we’re not! You want to know why?

Because you’re hot!

We’re having a big party tonight, and we’d like you to cum after you arrive.

It starts at 8:00, and Patty really likes Glenfiddich Scotch.

See you there!

Hugs

Mike and Patty

They stared at each other wide eyed.

“Are we in trouble?” Jane asked.

“I don’t think so.” Dean smiled wickedly. “Looks like you’re going to get to wear your dress again!”
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A NEIGHBORLY CHAT
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DEAN, BLESS HIS HEART, was totally stoked about being invited to the party. Jane was a nervous wreck. What in the world would they say to them? How does one ‘do’ one of these… sex parties? It was all well and good to talk about it last night, but now?

She bundled Dean off to run some errands. They needed a bottle of whatever that Scotch was for sure—if not for any other reason to thank Mike and Patty for not calling the cops. She also wanted her dress dry-cleaned. This was Vegas, for heaven’s sake; they had to have real one hour dry cleaners, right?

When Steve took off, she got dressed in her Ninja outfit again.

It was also a running suit. And she went out the front door and walked around the block.

As she drew closer and closer to Mike and Patty’s the flip flops in her stomach became a herd of rampaging elephants. No matter. She had to find out what they were getting themselves into. So, in a way, she was getting more… intelligence. She smiled at that thought.

Her knees were shaking when she walked up the driveway. The Lamborghini was gone, but the old Jeep was parked there. She hoped the sports car belonged to Mike, because she just wanted to talk to Patty anyway. For now, that is.

She rang the doorbell and waited.

It swung open and Patty stood with her hand on the knob. She made a small smile and bade Jane to come inside. Closing the door behind them, she said, “Mike owes me five bucks!”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, he thought you guys would be too embarrassed to show your faces. He figured that you’d lie low and fly out the day after tomorrow. Or…” she giggled. “Or get a real hotel room right away.”

“Do we need to?”

“No. Not at all! The invitation was given in good faith. You guys are okay, you just…” Patty shrugged. “Good thing Mike and I have a strong exhibitionist streak, huh?” When Jane didn’t say anything, Patty asked, “Can I get you a drink?”

“Oh yeah.”

They were seated on the patio with a pair of drinks. Jane was working on a vodka and tonic and Patty had a scotch on the rocks.

“So are you planning on coming tonight, or is this regrets only?” Patty asked.

Jane stared at her glass. “I’m trying to figure out why you’re being so gracious.”

Patty laughed. “Life’s too short, dear.” She waved her hand in the air. “If it really bothered Mike and I, we would have moved the party inside. Lord knows, the house is big enough don’t you think?”

Jane nodded.

“And when we figured out what you guys were doing, we gave our guests a heads up. They thought it was hot, you know.” She cocked her head at Jane. “You didn’t come down last night though.”

“No… we went out.”

“Oh well… there wasn’t much going on here last night anyway. Everyone’s all up for the party tonight.”

“You have a lot of them, huh?”

“Just this week. There’s a Lifestyle convention in town, and it’s a chance for us to meet up with friends we’ve made over the years.”

“What? People have sex conventions?”

“Hey! It’s Vegas!” Patty laughed.

“Vegas indeed…” Jane took a sip of her drink. “Coming here has changed my marriage, let me tell you.”

“For the better, I hope.”

“Oh yeah. From the first night when we watched you guys…” she shook her head. “It’s like I’m taking horny pills or something!”

Patty laughed lightly. “I totally understand. When Mike and I first checked this scene out I was completely on fire.” She looked down at her glass. “My youngest had just moved away to start college, and the empty nest syndrome was hard for me to take.” She shrugged and smiled. “Mike knew he had to do something drastic, and took me to a place downtown. It’s still there, you ought to give it a whirl with your husband.”

Jane shook her head slowly in disbelief. “You mean Café Desire don’t you?”

Patty’s head shot up. “Yes!”

“We were there last night…”

Patty leaned forward. “Well…?”

Jane looked away for a moment and took a deep breath. “Well…” she turned her head back to Patty. “It was awesome! We met a couple who thought we were experienced Swingers and they came onto us pretty strong. By the time the night was over, we were fucking side by side.” When she recalled the look in Donna’s eyes as both of them climaxed, her belly started warming. She made a slight laugh. “Just thinking about last night gets me going.”

“I understand.” Patty leaned back in her seat. “How secure do you feel with your husband? How… ‘safe’ are you with him over all this?”

“Totally. I was a nervous at first, but yeah… he’s got my back.”

“Good. That’s important. In this thing we do, it’s pretty much the woman who’s in the driver’s seat.”

“Real female empowerment, huh?”

“I’m not going to get all feminist and political, love. But the reality is, if I’m happy and excited, Mike’s over the moon too.” She nodded to herself. “So yes, he does treat me with a deeper level of consideration… respect… and affection than he did before we went down this path.”

“Really?”

“Yep. You’d be best off setting some ground rules as soon as you can.”

“Oh? Such as?”

“Well, for example—I don’t play with anyone without Mike’s full knowledge and consent. And the same goes for him. Although he doesn’t do much playing with others anyway. He gets a charge out of me Hotwifing.”

“I’ve only heard that term the other night.” Jane leaned in. “You really do that? Fuck other men, just like that?”

“Well, not,” she snapped her fingers, “quite like that… but if I meet a guy and we click, I just let Mike know and the three of us get together.”

“The three of you.” Jane couldn’t keep the shock out of her voice.

“Yeah. Mike really, really likes to watch me.” Patty twirled a lock of her long wavy brown hair in her fingers. “It’s the only way it works for us. He brings me to my ‘date’ stays with me the whole time, and takes me back home.” She burst out laughing. “One time, my ‘date’ sent him flowers!”

“Does he ever join in the fun?”

“Oh yeah; but you see, we get all clear on that at the beginning.”

Jane wondered what Dean was going to think of that sort of arrangement.

They talked about other sorts of guidelines that Patty and Mike used before Jane headed home. She wanted to be there when Dean got back.

They had a lot to talk about before the party.
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SHARING IS CARING
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THAT EVENING JANE AND DEAN WALKED over to Patty and Mike’s place again.

She wasn’t scared at all. She was just excited. As they stepped up the street to their destination, she realized that she felt in a very similar way to how she felt the first time she flew in an airplane. She was only nine, and her family was going to Disney World. Back then she was raring to go. Not afraid of flying at all, just excited about the adventure she was embarking on.

It was that same kind of excitement she felt as they turned up the driveway. She was going on an adventure!

From her chat with Patty, and then a heart to heart with Dean that lasted all of thirty minutes, she had no feelings of pain, nor fear and definitely not guilt. She was going to have fun!

Even so, she held Dean’s hand tight as he rang the doorbell.

“I really love you, babe,” she said.

He pulled her to him. “I love you too. Let’s have a night to remember, whaddaya say?”

The front door swung open and Mike and Patty were standing there with wide smiles. Mike made a ritual of pulling a five dollar bill out of the breast pocket of his golf shirt and passed it to Patty who tucked it in her bra like a Madame at a saloon in the old west.

Dean held up the bottle of Glenfiddich. “I hope this takes the sting out of you losing your bet, Mike,” he said with a chuckle. Mike took the bottle and the men shook hands while the women hugged hellos.

Dean’s head swiveled as he took in the cavernous open concept living area they entered. Like the place they were staying at, it was a one story affair. The front door led into a spacious living room with cathedral ceilings. Sofas and love seats were scattered about. Its southwestern décor gave the place a feel of a successful cattleman’s club than someone’s home. Music provided a background from concealed speakers.

They crossed over the living room area to the dining section and kitchen. Beyond those areas, the entire back wall of the house was glass. Two of the back panes had been pulled aside creating a seamless connection to the backyard. Jane figured that mosquitoes weren’t a big problem in the desert air of Vegas.

What little she and Dean had been able to see from their spy hole didn’t do justice to the place. The rear of the house opened up to a flagstone patio that had several sets of patio furniture scattered throughout. Halfway down the length was the eight person hot tub, already occupied by what Jane assumed were naked bathers. Past the patio was an in-ground swimming pool with a waterfall at the opposite end.

The same sultry music that had been playing inside also filled the air in the back.

Jane did a head count unconsciously. Her years of working in a restaurant enabled her to add up a group of people at a glance. Beside them and their hosts, there was another even dozen guests present. Patty made introductions, but Jane had a hard time keeping names straight.

“I’ll be back in a minute,” Patty said. “I just need to get some items from the kitchen. The hors d'oeuvres are running low.”

“Need any help?” Jane asked her.

“Not at all! I had tonight catered, so it’s just a matter of pulling trays from the fridge. But later on, when I put out the hot food, maybe you could give me a hand with the chafing dishes?”

“Sure. My pleasure.”

“You’re a love. I’ll be back in a jiff.”

Dean had gone to the bar, manned by Mike, for a couple of drinks. Jane turned around and watched the crowd. Bingo! She smiled to herself when she saw the fellow Ed from their first night of Peeping Tommery. He was getting out of the hot tub, and just as she suspected, it was a naked hot tub.

They made eye contact from across the patio as he dried off. He smiled at her, his pale grey eyes almost twinkling under the party lights Mike had strung.

What the hell; she was going to dive right in. Standing there watching him, her tongue slowly traced her lower lip as she dropped her gaze to his crotch.

Not to be outdone, Ed kept his eyes on her as he fondled and patted his cock with the towel. He then snapped the towel open and wrapped it around his waist as he crossed over to her.

“Hi… Jane, isn’t it?” holding out his hand.

“You’re Ed, right?” she said as they shook hands. His hand was a little soft from being in the water, but his grip was firm and calloused. She decided to push the issue a tad, and didn’t let go after shaking his hand.

Ed, smooth as silk, held on to her right back and then covered their joined hands with his free one. “How long have you been in Vegas?” he asked.

She nodded at Dean who was returning with their drinks. “We’re just here for the week, we’re leaving soon.”

“Are you here for the Lifestyle convention at the Mirage?”

“No… the Restaurant Expo.”

“Oh! A business trip.”

She rubbed her thumb between their hands. “I’m done with work… it’s time to mix some pleasure in, don’t you think?”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” Dean said as he arrived. He handed her drink to her and introduced himself to Ed. “Where’s your lady?” he asked.

Ed pointed with his chin back at the hot tub. “Tina’s still over there. She’s with Bob and Carol. They brought a wireless, waterproof vibrator… and well…”

Jane and Dean followed his gaze to see the same lithe woman they had seen here a few days ago moaning and thrashing in the hot tub as another couple stroked her back and nuzzled her neck. Jane saw Dean’s mouth hang open for a split second before he got his ‘cool’ back and brought it closed. Oh yeah, definitely not Kansas, Toto.

Still holding Ed’s hand, she sidled beside Dean. “Oh babe, that’s hot,” she said.

“Oh yeah.”

“You’re hot, Jane,” Ed said. “That dress is awesome.”

“Why this ol’ thing?” she said, and they all had a light laugh.

“What’s under it, is even more awesome,” Dean added.

“Mmm…” Ed murmured. “Well, it does give one a good idea,” said, his eyes drinking her in.

Jane watched his face as he ogled her. She swayed her hips a little as he did. All her life, when a guy would check her out, she had always gotten a case of the shy’s. But now, feeling the desire in Ed’s hand, and watching his face, she felt nothing but complimented. “I’m happy you like what you see, Ed,” she said. “I saw you get out of the hot tub and I enjoyed my view.”

“Whaat… this ol thing?” he said with a smile tilting his head down at the towel. “I just borrowed it for tonight!”

She saw just a flicker of a shadow on the towel and knew he was getting turned on. “Hold this for me, honey?” she said as she passed her drink to Dean. “I think poor Ed’s clothes are too tight.” With her hand now free, she loosened his towel and let it float to the ground.

She kept her head tilted down and looked up with her eyes innocently. “I hope I’m not being too forward.”

“Well, now that you opened it, what are you going to do with it, Jane?” he replied.

She reached down and began to stroke his already stiffening cock. “I want you to come in my mouth.” She heard Dean’s breath inhale sharply. “I want to suck you off and taste your cum.” She traced her fingers all around Ed’s shaft, and began to softly rub his shaven balls.

“That works for me, sugar,” he said. He broke their grip and put his hands around her face as he bent over and began to kiss her.

Jane opened her mouth as he lowered his own to hers. There wasn’t going to be any dawdling on her part. Ed’s tongue slipped between her lips and began to stroke her mouth, and then her lips. She kept toying with his shaft, feeling him stiffen even more. She let out a soft moan when his hand went inside the top of her dress and started massaging her boob. His fingers, now dry, felt rough; he must work with his hands.

Her mind whirled as she felt his tongue and hands laying claim to her flesh. Her husband was standing right beside her as she started foreplay with a man she just met! It was the first time in more years than she could count right then that any man other than Dean had done more than shake her hand!

She broke the kiss and keeping her eyes closed, groaned ‘Oh yesss…” She turned her head back up towards Ed and his mouth covered hers again.

As his cock became fully erect, she felt her nipple tingle under Ed’s strong fingers. Just it being different was enflaming in and of itself.

Ed pulled his hand out from under her bodice and began rubbing her stomach. Lower and lower it travelled, making small circles along the way until it got to the hem of her skirt. Without any pause, he lifted it, and began to rub her pussy through the micro-thin lacy fabric of her panties.

With a fingernail, he flicked the top of her pussy, right across her clit. She let out a gasp.

She felt the edge of a chair behind her knees.

“Sit down, hon,” Dean’s voice in her ear.

She lowered herself to the chair, and Ed broke the kiss and stood straight.

His cock was right in front of her. She held it out and licked her lips. She glanced up at Dean, and held his gaze as she took another man’s shaft in her hungry mouth. Dean’s mouth went slack as he watched her suck on the knob of Ed’s shaft.

Ed had a drizzly cock; pre-cum was already leaking out from their moments of foreplay. She sucked on the slit at the end and rolled his semen over her tongue.

Definitely coconuts. She made a yumming sound before looking up at him. Taking his shaft from her mouth, she said to him, “Your cum tastes awesome.”

“Your mouth feels awesome,” he replied, stroking her hair. “I love your hair, by the way.” He grasped it gently, running his fingers through her curls.

She was perched on the edge of the patio chair, her legs spread wide for balance and began to stroke her mouth up and down over Ed’s cock. She held her hand against her lips, covering his shaft as she blew him.

He began to murmur and make soft groans almost immediately. His hips made small movements into her as she sat before him, stroking and pleasuring him with her mouth.

She twitched at the sensation of a hand stroking her thighs. Opening her eyes she saw Dean squatting next to her, as he began to rub the soft pale flesh of her inner thighs, right up to the edge of her panties. He had the skirt of her dress peeled back.

The sensation of Dean’s fingers now playing with her pussy, whirring over her clit drove her on. Slurping and pulling on Ed’s cock, her own small moans of pleasure mingled with Ed’s own grunts and growls as she brought him closer and closer to the edge.

She pulled her mouth off his shaft, and while still jerking him, she looked up into his eyes. “Oh god, you have such a beautiful cock, Ed. I love sucking it!” her voice was dusky with desire. “Come in my mouth babe. I’ll swallow all of it!”

Ed let out a rumbling groan as he clasped his hands atop her head. She slid her mouth back on him and her hand even tighter, stroked and pleasured his shaft.

Because it was shorter than average, she was able to fit it all in her mouth. ‘I’m going to deep throat him while he comes!’ she thought to herself.

“Oh yeah, baby! Oh yeah!” Ed groaned.

He didn’t shoot a load. Instead it just flowed from his shaft a thick, wet stream that rolled over her tongue. She started swallowing, feeling it go down her throat.

She just sucked another man off! The realization was its own erotic reward. Her core began to radiate outward, spreading up her chest and down her legs; a delicious, tingly sensation. With increased relish, she made sucking sounds with her mouth as her cheeks brought as much of his semen from him and into her as she could manage.

Dean’s voice oozed in her ear. “Oh that’s so fucking sexy, babe!” he said, a tone of awe and wonder coating his words. “You’re so hot!”

His hand was still stroking her, and the sense of wickedness of swallowing Ed’s load, with her husband watching set off her own orgasm. She started to tremble and groan as the warmth in her core exploded out while she sucked noisily on Ed’s cock, getting every last, full drop.

Spent, she fell back onto the seat. Dean’s hand on her crotch went still, thank goodness. She panted and gasped, her eyes shut tight.

“That. Was. Awesome!” Ed said.

She opened her eyes to see a small group standing around her. Patty started to clap, and the rest joined in. Awww.

She stood and held the edges of her dress and did a curtsy. She then took Ed’s hand and Dean’s hand in her own.

“Take a bow boys!” she said, and they did, everyone laughed lightly.

A naked slender woman detached herself from the group as it broke up and marched up to Jane. She remembered her from that first night of them spying. “You just sucked my husband’s cock!” Tina said with a glint in her eye, smiling through her faux outrage.

“Did not! He fucked my mouth!” she replied. Everyone laughed again.

She turned to Dean. “I really, really need that drink now,” she said.

“You earned it.” He handed her the glass and kissed her lips. He held the kiss, and his tongue swept into her mouth.

He broke the kiss. “Hmmm… it does taste like coconut!” he said.

Jane was flummoxed. “You just tasted his cum!” she said in a shocked whisper.

He nodded. “Sharing is caring!”
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WONDERFUL
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JANE SAT ALONE WITH DEAN SHARING A DRINK. They were silent for a few minutes, taking in the tectonic change that just happened in their marriage.

It would never, ever be the same between them again.

She was watching Dean watching her. She didn’t see any sign of anything wrong, but she also didn’t see him all excited. Like her, she supposed, he also realized that this just opened up a new chapter in their life.

“Are you okay?” she said.

“Oh yeah… I’m just in a state of awe that we did this.”

They stayed silent for a moment. “Me too,” she said finally. “Me too.”

“I think it’s great,” he said. “Honestly I do. It was so hot while it was going on. I mean, I knew that it was going to be hot and shit… but I wasn’t prepared for how mind bending it was going to be for me.”

Jane nodded. He had a point. Knowing about something and then experiencing it for real were two different things.

“So you’re cool with this then?” she said.

“Yeah, I am. You?”

“Yeah.” She grinned. “I wanna do it again!” She held up her hand. “Just give me a minute to collect myself though.”

Dean gestured over her shoulder. “Plenty of fun poolside too, huh?”

She turned around. Oh yeah. A man and woman were sitting on the edge of the pool, their feet dangling in. Standing in the pool before them was another couple. The seated man was being given a blow job by the brunette in the pool, and the seated woman was being licked and fingered by an overweight bald man with an earring. Both of the people being pleasured were leaning back on their arms, eyes closed with a look of bliss.

“Fancy meeting you here!” Jane and Dean whipped their heads back around.

Tyler and Donna stood before them, holding hands, with huge grins on their faces. Jane and Dean were shocked.

Donna was wearing a red knit miniskirt and a see though top. Jane’s eyes fixated on her breasts for a moment before looking to her husband. Tyler, like Dean was in a golf shirt and khakis.

“Whazzamadda, cat got your tongue?” Donna said.

“Ohmygod!” Jane jumped out of her chair and hugged Donna, then Tyler. This was too good to be true.

Donna laid her hands on Jane’s waist. “I can’t believe you’re at this party,” she said.

Jane made a cheese grin “We’re staying in the house next door… and over the last week we saw what goes on here.” She waved her arm around. “To tell the truth, Patty and Mike’s ‘soirees’ are what caused us to wind up at Café Desire.” She felt Donna’s hands squeezing the flesh of her waist. It sent a shiver down her spine.

“So…” Donna said, her eyes going up and down Jane’s figure like a paintbrush, “you’re going to watch some more? Or are you…?”

“I’m going to…” She stepped into Donna and whispered in her ear. “I just blew and swallowed a guy while Dean played with my pussy. I’d like to find out what pussy tastes like.” She grasped the side of Donna’s face. “Your pussy…” she breathed before kissing her.

Their tongues wiped over one another like wet silk. Jane’s hands rose and she began to massage Donna’s tits through the sheer fabric of her top. She could just about fit the woman’s smaller breast in her hand. The barrier of the fabric made the experience more alluring. She was feeling Donna up, but not completely.

Donna’s hands began caressing Jane’s thick waist, cupping her flesh and rolling over it, up to her side. Their mouths still one with each other, Donna’s hands dropped down across her hip. She began stroking up and down in long arcs over it, from her waist down to the hem of her dress. When Donna’s fingers tucked themselves underneath, she let out a sigh. She felt the palms and fingers of the woman’s hands start to caress smoothly over the globes of her ass. Up and down, her cool hands began to warm her flesh.

Donna broke the kiss and dropped her head, sucking on that sweet spot where Jane’s neck reached her shoulder. Her knees quaked at the touch of the woman’s lips. No woman had ever done that to her before. Like a vampire’s willing victim, Jane rolled her head to the side, opening more of her flesh to the woman’s attention.

She caught the glint in Dean’s eyes. “Oh god, babe,” she gasped, “I love it!” She watched as the men turned and walked over to an oversized lounge chair. They lifted it and brought it back by the table, clearing a space and set it down.

The woman released each other and with the grace of two cats, reclined onto the wooden framed chaise.

Jane rolled above Donna and began to fumble with the buttons on her blouse, her fingers trembling.

Donna covered her hands with her own. “First time with a girl?” Jane nodded, feeling a blush rise up her neck. “In that case, let me lead on this dance, okay?”

“Okay…”

Donna moved Jane’s fingers away and had her blouse open in no time. She squeezed her titties, cupping them in her hands. Her areoles were dark red cones, topped by nipples the width of a cigarette butt, and almost a half inch long. Jane lifted her hand and stroked the top of Donna’s breast. The skin around her nipples was smooth and tight, unlike the pebbled surface of her own.

“Do you want to suck my titties, baby?” Donna said, holding them up and out in offering. “Go ahead.”

Jane dropped her head and took the flesh in her mouth. Her lips slid over the nipple as far as she could, taking in all of the darkened flesh of her breast. She smelled the floral hint of Donna’s perfume, but under it a salty tang of perspiration.

“That’s nice, Jane… now suck in and out as if it was a cock…”

Jane complied. She moved her mouth back and off Donna’s breast and back on again, her mouth leaving a wet sheen on the woman’s skin. Up and down, first one, then the other, she sucked and lightly chewed another woman’s boob for the first time. Oh god, it was heavenly… Listening to the soft sighs from Donna told her she was pleasuring her; but all she was doing was what she would want to be done to herself. She hoped Dean was enjoying her performance as much as she was enjoying giving it.

She stopped her affections on Donna’s titties and turned her head to her husband. Dean’s eyes were shining and his hand was massaging his crotch. She bit her lip a tiny bit, smiling. By watching and reveling in her making love to Donna, she and Dean were reaching a deeper connection between them. She blew a small kiss to him and dropped her head back down.

Donna pushed her back. “Let’s get out of these outfits before we ruin them,” she said, nudging Jane to a seated position. “Let me take off your dress.”

Jane pulled the skirt up so it was bunched over her lap and Donna lifted it off. Unconsciously, almost by themselves, her hands rose to cover her breasts.

“Uh, uh uh, darlin’,” Donna said. “You got ‘em, so flaunt ‘em.” She lowered Jane’s crossed arms. All she had on now were her sheer panties and heels. She toed off her shoes. What the hell, in for a penny in for a pound. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic and her panties were off.

She looked around the patio. Not only was she far from the only woman naked, she was also far from the heaviest. There was a woman in her late forties at the pool chatting with some people who had a pouch and stretch marks at her waist. Another woman getting out of the hot tub had dimples in her thighs from cellulite. Their nonchalance about their appearance instantly made Jane more comfortable about her own.

She looked up at Donna who had stood beside the chaise. Her blouse was already shrugged off and she undid the zipper on the side of her skirt and let it fall. Stepping out of her sandals, she climbed back next to Jane. Kneeling on all fours, she asked, “Now where were we?” as her hand rose to cup Jane’s bosom.

“My turn,” Jane said smiling as she guided Donna onto her back. Donna lay before her, her legs slowly scissoring open against each other’s, their eyes intent on each other.

Jane reached out and began to stroke Donna’s thigh. It was soft and warm to the touch. Her skin was as smooth as water. She watched as Donna’s knees spread open. Her thighs parted and Jane realized this was the first time she ever gazed at another woman’s pussy. Her tummy fluttered, spiking deep to her clit.

She lowered herself so her head was between Donna’s knees.

“Eat me out the way you like it, babe,” Donna said.

Her hands were still stroking Donna’s thighs. She watched her hand wordlessly, in a state of wonder at what she was about to do as it traced a path up her thigh and across her tummy. She chewed on her lip as she began to gently stroke the naked mons before her. She was really doing this!

Donna had gone completely still. She glanced up into her eyes, and saw her smile faintly. She dropped her gaze back down and eased herself further up the cushions. Her fingers began to stroke the furrow of the outer lips. She felt a sheen of dampness, and pressed in deeper, her fingers now between her lips.

Donna let out a sigh, and Jane began moving her fingers up and down. She felt the thick pebble at the top of her pussy and traced small circles over it, off to the side a little. She liked her own clit stroked off center, not directly on top. The pulse of Donna’s hips told her they had that in common.

She lowered her head. She placed her mouth over the spot where her fingers had been. ‘Doesn’t count until I lick,’ she thought to herself. She inhaled through her nose. The sweet and delicate scent of Donna’s perfume rose up, but under it was a tangy aroma. ‘Her pussy scent’ Jane thought. ‘I’m inhaling her pussy!’

She held her hands on each of Donna’s thighs and slithered her tongue out. She caressed her pussy with her tongue, tasting the scent and feeling the dampness of her nectar. She inhaled through her mouth and pushed her tongue deeper up inside.

She felt Donna softly lurch from side to side. “Oh yeah, baby,” her voice oozed into her ears. “Eat my wet pussy…”

Jane’s hands left her thighs and she spread the dark, slick pussy lips open wider. She looked at the pink furrows of flesh and with a series of wide strokes with her wet tongue ran up and down the length of it. She was greedy for Donna’s taste now, hungry for it. She made a shape with her lips like they were holding a straw and put it over her opening. She inhaled gently though her mouth, feeling more of Donna’s ambrosia enter her mouth. Donna squirmed and made a small gasp.

It was tangy and sensual rolling over her tongue. She repeated her sucking and then lifted her tongue to her clit.

She cocked her head off to the side and began flicking her tongue like the wings of a hummingbird over the outside edge of her clit.

Donna’s hands cradled and stroked the top of her head. “Oh yes, baby, that’s perfect…” she purred. “Just. Like. That!”

Donna’s hips wiggled and shuddered. They were pulsing now, her pussy making small short thrusts against her mouth. She kept it up and then slid two fingers up inside, rolling them to find the soft area of her G-spot.

“Yeah!” Donna hissed. “That’s it! Right there! Don’t stop!”

Jane kept her mouth on top of her clitty while she twisted and stroked the inside of Donna’s love hole. She felt another flow of dampness, followed by a louder grunt from above. She kept at it, finding the rhythm, until she had Donna jerking and huffing under her lurid assault.

“Hell yeah, baby! Gonna make meeeeee….” Donna’s voice collapsed into a series of snarling barks as her body trembled and bounced on the cushions.

Jane’s hand and mouth were soaked with her juices. She kept going until Donna pressed sharply on her scalp. Knowing too much is no good, she went completely still, giving the woman a chance to come back to earth.

“Hell yeah, hell yeah, hell yeahhhhh…” Donna said, her voice a litany. Her hand went from being clamped on Jane’s head to softly stroking.

Jane lifted her shoulders and snaked up and over her lover. The two women kissed again; with a sense of sweet tenderness she had never experienced before. They broke the kiss and relaxed in each other’s arms, softly stroking one another’s body.

It was wonderful.
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THEY’RE CALLING OUR FLIGHT
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TWO DAYS LATER Jane and Dean were sitting at the gate waiting for their flight home to be called.

The rest of the party was fun, but it was her encounters with Ed and then Donna that stayed with her.

“Glad to be heading back to the grind?” Dean asked. They were holding hands.

She nodded. “Yeah, but I’m going to shorten up my hours,” she said.

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I want to be around more with you in the evenings during the week.” She held up her hands. “I’m still going to have to be there during the really busy nights, sure. But Tony’s coming along well, and I’m going to start putting more responsibility on him. He can handle it.”

Dean snorted. “Sort of how Carl treated you. Once you proved yourself, he was able to start stepping back.”

“Yeah. It’s not like I’m planning on retiring…but there’s more to life than work.” She stroked the top of Dean’s hand with her other hand. “I’m thinking of taking up a hobby…”

“Really.” Dean tilted his head watching her from the corner of his eye. “Needlepoint, I guess, huh?”

“Nope.”

“Ceramics?”

“Uh-uh.” She gripped his hand tighter. “I’d like to work this out of my system, I guess.” She patted his hand, still looking down at it.

“You mean sex with other people.” When she nodded, he said, “Well… I looked online and there’s a couple of clubs in our general area.”

“That’s nice. Those will be fine for when we decide to go dancing and stuff…”

“But you want to do other stuff.” When she nodded again, he asked “Like what?” He covered his hand with hers. “You want to try some fantasies, don’t you.” It wasn’t a question, it was him demonstrating how well he knew her.

And how much he loved her. There wasn’t a whit of neither judgment nor apprehension in his voice. It was the same tone as him asking if she wanted the chicken or beef as an entrée.

She nodded smiling.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know…” she rose her head and pointed with her chin to a lounge near their seating area. “Something like going into a bar, getting picked up and getting on with a guy,” she snapped her fingers, “like that.”

“Sounds hot to me.”

“Or maybe going on a beach holiday and getting it on with the pool boy at the resort.”

“I like it.”

She turned to him. “Or getting on a flight and jerking off the guy in the seat beside me.”

“We’re in a row of three you know.”

Her eyes were bright looking at him. “I know.”

The loudspeaker blared announcing boarding.

Dean stood and took her hand. “They’re calling our flight.”
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