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Private Jet

The corporate jet was humming on the runway, waiting for its passengers and Jessica Shelton was dressed to thrill. She swung her long sexy legs out of the limo, flashing the driver as she always did, then sending him an impish smile. It was their little ritual. Jessica had elegant legs, and she loved to show them off, and watch men snap their heads around to catch a glimpse of what she was hiding. It made her a little wet, and Jessica liked being wet. More than once, she’d caught the driver stroking himself in the front seat after one of her little displays.  Usually when she had gone pantiles.

“Clean off the seat when you’re done,” was all she had said. Jessica had noted that he had a nice thick one, but fucking the limo driver was so 70’s and she instantly put it out of her mind. 

Jessica strutted right to the waiting jet and took the stairs in long strides that made her short skirt riding even higher up her alluring thighs. She was anxious to get started and had been dreaming about this trip for weeks. They were headed for Vegas. The magic city where your sins don’t count.  “What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.” She wondered if that started when she landed in Vegas, or as soon as she got on the plane. The co-pilot was a hunk and Jessica dreamed of giving him a ride. Feel that big cock of his pounding into her. Jessica had never seen his cock, but the stewardesses raved about it, and Jessica was game to try.  Why should the hired help have all the fun?

Her husband, the owner of Free-Style, Ltd., had made it clear that Vegas was a “safety zone.”  He sternly announced that he would brook no questions about his behavior in Vegas and promised not to ask any questions about Jessica’s intimate escapades. She had a license to fuck her lovely ass off, no consequences, and no questions asked. Boy had she made her plans.

Tony Turner and his wife, Judy, were tagging along. Tony was the VP of something or other, and Jessica considered his ass-kissing, with respect to her husband, sickening to watch. Tony was the king of “yes men.”  A born sycophant. His wife was a beautiful blonde with pointy tits and that was probably why Tony was coming along.  She was definitely the reason for the “no questions asked” sex rule, thought Jessica.  She knew beyond a doubt that at some point in the trip, her husband Owen, was going to slip it to pretty Judy Turner. There was no question about it and Judy was probably going to love the shit out of it.  Owen was a wonderful lover and from what Jess had heard, Tony was a one-shot wonder.  Owen knew his way around the female body, and he certainly knew how to use his equipment. He’d been aching to pull down Judy’s panties for years and Jess figured he’d probably gotten tired of waiting.

Jess didn’t care if Owen dipped his wick in a little strange.  That was their deal, and Jess had her own entanglements to protect. But she didn’t want this bitch in her life any more often than necessary. The possibility of Owen consistently coming  home with a cock encrusted with Judy Turner juice, was too much to accept. She couldn’t see why anyone would want to fuck that cold bitch.  Outwardly, she advertised a fetching package, but there didn’t seem to be any joy in the woman.  She’d probably freeze Owen’s cock off.  Serve him right. At the very least she’d order him about in bed like a fucking drill sergeant.  “Touch me there.”  “No not there.”  “Harder, harder.”  “Don’t you listen?”  What man would want that?

Maybe she was just unplowed territory.  An old itch left unscratched. They were in college together and he never slipped it in. Tony was Judy’s sweetheart, and she wouldn’t look twice at any other male.  Now look at them, they never stopped bickering, and Tony is on the make every chance he gets. He even knocked on Jessica’s door more than once, but she brushed him away like an annoying gnat. “How insane are you?” Jess thought. “I’m good, but certainly not worth that kind of risk.”  Owen would crush him financially and leave him in some corporate ditch.

There is no accounting for sexual choices, and old fantasies can be haunting. Jessica had a few itches of her own that she’d certainly scratch if given a second chance.

Jessica was delighted to see the new steward. “What an absolutely gorgeous man,” she thought and couldn’t keep her eyes off him.  She immediately pulled her skirt up a couple of inches, to show even more or her long, slender thigh. Men love thighs. In Jessica’s experience, they found them more tempting than  tits, but Jessica was endowed in both departments. Sweet succulent thighs and sculpted calves with the groove that runs from knee to ankle, plus a great set of D cups.  Pendulous things that moved seductively around inside her silk blouse.

The steward brought her drink, and she made sure to lean toward him to accept it, purposely displaying ample flesh as she did so.

“You’re new aren’t you,” she teased, holding her pose and offering him a long look down her blouse.

“Yes mam, I’m temporary.  Just for this flight,” he announced and smiled perfunctorily. Then he went about his business. He seemed totally immune to Jessica’s considerable charms.

“He’s a fucking fag,” thought Jess and turned to give her husband a dirty look. He was already laughing uproariously. A full belly laugh. “Ass hole,” she hissed, but the Turners had no idea what had just transpired.

The hustle and bustle of Vegas is purely American. It contrasts sharply with the quiet and sedate class of the casinos on the Riviera. Jessica preferred the French approach, but she also loved the action and vibrancy of Vegas. A girl could get anything in this town and fulfill her fondest and wildest dreams.

“Where the fuck do I start?” she thought, looking at all the glitz and glamour.

“Somewhere in this human circus, there is a beautiful man that’s gonna ring my bell. All I have to do is find him,” she announced, but no one heard her over the din of the crowd and the mechanical whir of the slots.”

They had a suite at one of the finest hotels on the strip and the town was filling up fast. Both the technology convention and radio tycoons were in town and Owen had angled tickets to the ABC distributors' bash.

“Well girls, Tony and I are off to the convention center. We’ll be back for dinner, and I have tickets to a show for us tonight.  Have fun,” he said and then they were gone.

The last thing Jessica wanted to do was spend her day with Judy Turner, so she announced. “I have some errands to run for Owen. I’ll catch you later.”

*****

Jessica

Jessica took a few turns around the casino, just to get her bearings and access her competition. There were several categories of women in the place. Sweethearts, single gals, hookers, dealers, cocktail waitresses, and keno girls.  The casino employees had obviously been selected for their beauty and they  all wore revealing outfits that showed off their long legs and their cleavage. Jess figured that at least ten percent of them were available for the evening if properly approached. She discounted the dealers. They were too closely watched and their chances for unobserved familiarity was severely limited.

Most of the single girls were in groups of two or three. Death when it came to picking up a man. Her only real competition were the working girls. There were a few special ones, which were truly stunning women.  They were mostly going after the high rollers. The rest were fishing wherever the waters looked promising. In that category, Jess assessed herself at the top of the heap. She was clearly the most appealing  woman in that group, and she could hold her own with the top contenders in the other group. Including the trophy wives that were draped over their high-rolling husbands, as much to protect their territory as being dutifully affectionate. Jess put her chances of getting laid at 100%, the only question was the quality of the cock and the skill of the cocksman.

Jess walked through the slot alleys a couple of times. Her legs flashing, her ass swinging. She spotted some good-looking men, but they were all engrossed in feeding the machines. They had a bucket full of quarters or silver dollars and they were slipping in coins and pulling the lever as fast as humanly possible. Jess found their desperation pathetic. A real downer. When their buckets were empty, they’d be pumping their dicks alone with the same fervor.

A few hookers were working the lounge, but no men that sparked her interest. She finally sat down for a few rounds of blackjack where she had a good view of both the dice and roulette tables.  She won a little and lost a little and flirted outrageously with a hunky dealer who kept watching her tits brush against her silk blouse.  That brought some moisture. Jess took it as a good omen and stood pat. She toyed with the idea of letting him take her home, but she didn’t know how to get that conversation started with the five other players at the table. 

Twenty minutes later an interesting guy started betting at the craps table, and he quickly doubled his stack. Then they passed him the dice. There was a minor league whore trying to muscle in, but he was paying her little attention.

Jess grabbed her chips, walked over to the dice table, and put a few chips on seven and a couple more on eleven. Then squeezed in next to the guy and slid her arm around him.

“Make me rich, Sugar,” she cooed in her sexiest voice.

He turned and looked into a pair of enchanting gray-green eyes and an equally enticing pair of only partially covered D cups down her half-open silk blouse.  Jess flashed him a welcoming smile from a lovely face, surrounded by flowing auburn hair and accentuated with ruby-red lips that looked like they could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch.

“You going to bring me luck, little lady?” he asked.

“I’m not a lady,” answered Jess with a twinkle in her eye, “and I’ll bring you more than that, if you can handle it.” she taunted.  Then she flashed him a smile that promised potential intimacy.

He threw a seven and the crowd around the table cheered and he grabbed the dice again.

Jess had one hand for her chips and the other hand wrapped around his torso. She could feel the hardness of his body as her hand explored and it made her wet just thinking about the possibilities.

Jess ran her hand up his back, knowing he would feel the warmth of her touch. Then he turned, and looked at her, glancing again down her blouse. 

“I’m Skylar,” he said.

“I’m Jessie,” she responded.

“Pleased to meet you, Jessie.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Skylar,” she echoed back with her sexiest smile.

“Bring me luck, blow on the dice, Jessie,” he urged.

Jessica leaned in further. There was silence for a brief moment as she added most of the other men at the table to those who were looking down her blouse.  Then she pulled his arm toward her, and kissed his closed fingers, her mouth lingering sensuously  before blowing her hot breath through her inviting red lips.

But Skylar threw a four, and they repeated the ritual five more throws before he matched the point.

Skylar wasn’t exactly a great-looking guy, just average.  But he was all man and built like a small mountain. Tall with broad shoulders and muscles on his muscles. He also had an easy smile and bubbled over with the joy of life. Jess hoped that would translate into another kind of lust and passion. With a body like his, she might even find a special surprise when she pulled down those pants.

Sky made four straight passes and was collecting a substantial pile. Why don’t you quit while you’re a winner honey,” she said.  “I’m horny.”

Then he handed her the dice. “You throw,” he demanded.

“I’ll throw, but don’t bet on me. You’re the one with the mojo.  So, he put a few chips on seven and eleven.

Jess lifted her arm high and rattled the dice hard in her hand, her whole torso shook as her silk blouse drew up tight across her large breasts  The motion stiffened half the cocks at the table. Then she leaned way over the table and let the dice fly. An appreciative roar went up from the crowd. 

“Snake eyes,” the man said.

“It was worth it to see you throw those dice,” someone commented.

Someone across the table agreed. “Sure was.”

Jessica reached up and pulled Skylar’s head down to her, then leaned up and whispered in his ear. “Take me someplace private. I want your cock inside me.”

He stood there stunned for a moment and speechless. Then he headed for the cashier.

“Let’s go cash out,” he urged.

Sky turned to Jessica with a fist full of money. “Take what you want,” he offered.

That’s when Jessica realized that he thought she was a hooker, and it made her smile thoughtfully.

“We’ll aren’t you sweet,” she said as she picked ten hundred dollar bills out of his hand.

“I’m going to do things to you that they ain’t got names for,” she promised.

“I’d like that,” Skylar said.

“Looks like you broke the house,” she declared.

“Not quite. I think they have plenty of money left.”

“Where you from handsome,” Jess asked as they walked to the elevators.

“North Dakota, I’m a roughneck.”

“What’s a roughneck?”

The guy that handles the oil rig.

The elevator wasn’t overly crowded, half a dozen additional occupants beside Jessica and Skylar.  Jess stood in front of Skylar, put both of her hands behind her, then leaned back and fondled his package. One hand rubbed along the length of his cock, the other cupped his balls. He slid an arm around her waist, brushing her breasts as his hand slid over them. Then It rested on her waist, and he pulled her tight against him.

Jess turned her head and looked up at him and said, in a voice loud enough to be overheard, “I’ve never been to North Dakota.  Do they eat pussy there?”

He didn’t look around, just answered.  “That’s where I learned it!”

“Oh darlin, you could steal a girl’s heart,” replied Jessie, with just the touch of a southern drawl.

She could see he was ready to laugh, but he held it, and they were both saved by the elevator opening.

“You like to play,” he accused laughing and holding her hand as they walked down the hallway.

“Makes life interesting,” she observed.

When Sky closed the door, Jess called, “lock it,” then she walked directly to the bed and stopped in front of it. Jessica could feel his eyes on her.

She undid the zipper on her skirt, and it fell to the floor. Then she kicked it aside. She still had her back to him, and Skylar was greeted with one of the tightest asses he had ever seen. A thin line from her thong hugged the crack of her ass. Then she turned to face him.

He was still by the door. She wore green mesh panties, the high cut kind. A narrow strip of cloth covered her pussy, the waist straps went well above her hips in a slanted V formation. She was the sexiest thing Sky had ever seen. The hue of green matched her blouse perfectly, accentuated the green in her eyes, and contracted stunningly with the auburn curls that framed her lovely face and cascaded off her shoulders. Slowly, Jess unbuttoned her blouse. It was already open to the third button. Sky’s eyes were glued to her fingers as they exposed the sides of her ample breasts.

Jessica smiled seductively as she moved toward him, breasts swinging, hips swaying. A wet dream come to life and Skylar was beside himself. His heart thumped wildly, his cock strained and throbbed against his pants, his eyes drank in every nuance of her erotic  display. About halfway toward him, she pulled her blouse apart exposing her breasts entirely. They were large and full, and her nipples swelled with both pride and passion.

She was a goddess, a porn star, and a temptress all rolled into one.  She conjured every fantasy Skylar had ever imagined and cast them aside because they weren’t quite good enough, or tantalizing enough, to match Jessica in the flesh.   He couldn’t believe his luck.  First the craps, then this beautiful creature. His buddies would never believe it.

Then she crushed her naked breasts against his chest, and she slid her arms around his neck and kissed him. The first one was romantic. Slow and deliberate as she squirmed against his powerful body. Her pelvis searching for his, and then she ground her hips into his hardness.

“I thought hookers didn’t kiss,” he asked when she stopped to look into his eyes. “Not that I’m complaining.”

“This is the ‘girlfriend experience, we have different rules,” quipped Jess.

“What are the rules?”

“There are none!” she promised.

Then she ground into him harder. “You want to fuck or talk? Personally, I came to fuck,” she teased as one hand strayed to his crotch.

Sky closed his arms around her and pulled her in. Jess thought he would squeeze the life out of her, but it was just what she wanted. Big, powerful, and masculine. Jessica surrendered to him, plunged her hands down his pants, and closed her fingers around his shaft.  At the same time, she snaked her tongue into his mouth. His hands wandered and explored, and Jessica used her tongue and her hands to inflame him even further.

Jess broke the kiss but kept her lips almost in contact with his. 

“Fuck me dry, big guy,” she whispered, her lips brushing his as she spoke. Then she kissed him again, and her hands clawed at his zipper and belt buckle.

Jessica wanted to drop to her knees and service him, but he was such a good kisser that she lingered. She thought about pushing him down. He had a soft welcoming mouth and a flexible tongue, she imagined the feel of it, its warmth lapping and sucking on her sensitive opening. But she wanted his cock inside her desperately and that desire won the day.

“I want to go down on you,” he said.

“And I want you too but fuck me first. That other is lover’s stuff, and we’ll have all afternoon to get around to it.  But right now, I need you inside of me” said Jess pleadingly. She had freed his cock and was urgently stroking it. It wasn’t as huge as she had hoped, but longer than average, and thicker than most.  She couldn’t wait to feel that wonderful stretch that she lived for.

Jessica began backing toward the bed, dragging Skylar by his rigid cock. She kept kissing him, their tongues entwined, as she inched toward the bed. Then they both fell. Jessica hit the mattress, and she instinctively spread her legs and guided him in. She felt his massive weight crush down on her and his cock rammed in with the force of two hundred, and fifty pounds driven by gravity. It filled her instantly and she shrieked.

“Oh Fuck, that’s a lot of meat,” she announced, then began to throw herself up at him.

“Fuck me baby, Fuck me,” she urged, but Skylar didn’t need the encouragement.  He was already pounding away, each lunge hitting her with the force of a wrecking ball battering against a recalcitrant wall. Though slender and lithe, Jessie was the kind of girl that reveled in the physicality of a hard fuck from a powerful man. She had immediately wrapped her legs around Skylar and matched his rhythm with upward thrusts of her own. It didn’t take her long to start cuming.

The first one hit her in less than a minute and she cried out as it jolted her like an electric shock. Skylar just pounded on through it as she clung to him and rode out her spasms. Another followed quickly thereafter and soon they all seemed to blend together. Her body was sore from the force of his thrusts, and she was tiring from constantly shaking and quivering.  She’d been letting out a continuous stream of moans and whimpers that seemed to spur Skylar on.  She was lost in the thrill of their fucking and her own sexual high. Jessie was an addict, getting a hot shot and she called on all her reserves as she surged up at him with renewed passion and determination. She was going to fuck this stud dry.

“I’m gonna cum” he said. “I need to pull out.

“Jessie tightened her legs and arms around him and put her mouth against his ear. “Shoot baby. I want to feel it,” she urged.

He felt her embrace tighten, her pussy slap against him faster and even tightened, and her hot breath on his ear. Somewhere deep down he found a burst of power and Jess felt like a freight train was hitting her. Then he was filling her, and they clung to one another like desperate lovers trying to stop time and freeze the moment forever. Then they both collapsed from exhaustion. He more than she.

“Aww” Jessica cooed sadly when he slipped out. “I hope that comes up again.”

“It will, I promise.”

“It better!” demanded Jessica.

Sky had rolled off on her left side and was heaving for breath like he’d just won a marathon. 

A few minutes later, Jess propped herself up on an elbow and turned to inspect him. His physic was magnificent. She reached out and ran her hand over his chest, and then his huge biceps. She spread her fingers and traced the outline of the muscles. There were layers of them, all interwoven and they were rock-hard. She knew he could crush the life out of her in mere seconds, and it amused her to tame the tiger. To call forth his primal needs, then to focus all of his power and prowess into pleasing her and making her cum, over and over and over again.  He was the beast, but she was in control.

She kissed him gently and explored his chest. Lean, powerful, hard, and layered with muscles. Just touching them thrilled her. She leaned in and kissed his pecks while she ran her hands down over his flat abs, then lower, and her fingers closed around his cock again, bringing it to life.  A few strokes and he was ready, spreading her fingers as it grew and throbbed.

Jess examined it. He was well endowed, 6.5 inches, maybe 7, but thick.  Damn near two inches around. She had an impulse to put her mouth on it, but she wanted it inside her again. She rolled toward him, angling her body for the exact geometry of fucking that she had in mind. Then she pulled his cock against her opening and raised one leg. Leisurely, she teased her entrance with the head of his cock, sliding it deliciously along her opening and her labia lips. Sky grinned at her and followed her lead, letting her pleasure herself and control the game. His cock throbbed when it touched her sweet warmth, and he jerked when she ran his peephole over her labia. But he let her play.

Jess eased his cock in an inch or so, then let it slip out.

“God am I wet,” she moaned as she used his cockhead as a dildo. 

Jess loved the feel of first entry, and she especially loved it with a strange cock and a new lover. He had rammed it right in the first time, and she hadn’t had time to appreciate that moment when her pussy spread to flow around his size, surrounding it like a snake swallowing its prey.  She savored that moment, prolonged it, and luxated in it.

“Oh God,” he might be even harder than before she thought, anxious to fuck again.

Skylar was getting anxious as well and flexing his hips. His cock felt the warm, wetness of her opening, and wanted more. Wanted to feel her vaginal walls close around his shaft. Enjoy the pressure of their grip, the nearness of her magnificent body wrapped around him, and the screams of her passion.

Their eyes met and they held their gaze. They were no longer fucking; they were making love. Jess smiled and slipped her tongue into his mouth as her pussy flowed around his hardness.

“Oh God, I love your cock,” she moaned. Then they began to pump. Not as frantically as before. This was a slow fuck. A lover’s fuck.

Her first orgasm was long and powerful. It had been building for minutes and it racked her body, making her lose control. It started with slight tremors in her thighs, then rushed over her like a tidal wave, leaving her weak and shaking and her opening oozing their fluids.

Skylar stopped and let her recuperate, reaching out to fondle her breasts and pull one to his mouth. Then she started to move against him again, and he resumed his slow, long, powerful thrusts. Skylar gave her one more climax from the slow fuck, then she came to life.

“Pound me baby, pound me hard,” she urged, and they were off in a renewed frenzy as Sky began to slam into her with all the power of a working man. A true brute of a man. A roust-about. One that ignores the heat, the cold, the rain, the slashing wind, while tossing around steel pipes like they were tinker toys.

He lunged into her with all his massive strength, and she threw herself up at him with equal abandon and unrestrained passion. They fucked like desperate lovers, just having found one another, but destined, never to be together again. Jessie was frenzied, and almost out of control.  The entire focus of her life was one more ramming from that wonderful cock into her pussy. One more fix of sexual ecstasy as the rhapsody pulsed through her, making her feel alive and thrilled and needed and absolutely frantic for the next one.

Skylar had never fucked a woman like Jessie. He’d had a few really eager ones dance on his dick, begging for more, but not like Jessie.  She was more than eager; she was driven, and he called on all of his strength so that he wouldn’t let her down.

“Oh God, I came,” she yelled. Then a few strokes later “I came again,” she moaned as she tightened her arms and her legs around him and raked his back with her nails. The pain was an elixir and Sky responded like a primal beast, slamming into her harder and faster, possessing her, overwhelming her with his maleness and his physical dominance.

“Oh God baby, don’t stop,” she pleaded. Clinging to him desperately. Throwing her pussy up at his oncoming hardness. Her hands didn’t roam, she didn’t explore, and neither did he.  All their energy was focused on cock to pussy and their raw animalistic fucking.

Jessie didn’t know how many times she had cum.  It was happening every fourth or fifth stroke and she worried about his staying power. She didn’t want a quickie.  She wanted this to last, to savor every delicious moment of his maleness and his magnificent body. She wanted to be fucked all afternoon.

He was driving her insane with his long, powerful strokes. She had lost count of her orgasms. Her body seemed to be in continuous spasm.  He was an attentive lover, sensitive to her body. She would begin to shake and quiver, then explode and he would sense her and tighten his arms around her but continue to slam his shaft into her with all the power that his great body could deliver.

“I’m getting close, baby,” he warned. “Not sure I can hold it much longer.”

“Slow down baby,” she whispered in a gentle voice. Pull out and fuck my tits. You can cum in my mouth.

He eased out of her, and she moaned at the loss. Then he straddled her, and she pushed her tits together to make a valley.

Try that Hot Stuff,” she offered, and he laid his cock between them and ran his cock between them. They were wet from their sweat and love making and it slid easily.

“Oh God that feels wonderful.”

“Little further,” she urged, and he increased the pressure of this lunge. On each upstroke she caught his cock head in her mouth, briefly sucking on it or twirling her tongue around it.

A few minutes later Jess could taste his precum and knew he was ready.

“Put it in my mouth, baby,” she urged and on the next stroke toward her lips, he buried it down her throat. She gagged and choked up saliva but kept going. Jessica pushed him on his side, and she rolled over with him, her mouth glued to his cock. Then he blew and she swallowed it all, then licked up every drop spilled on his groin area.

He was panting and heaving for breath, but she covered his mouth, and they kissed.

“I never tasted my cum before,” he observed.

“You’ve been fucking the wrong kind of girl,” Jess teased.

“I’m not sure I have much left,” he admitted sheepishly.

“Good, because you promised to eat me, remember,”

I remember.

And Jess threw her leg over him and lowered her pussy onto his face.

She pressed her pussy into her mouth and wiggled. A few moments later her head was thrown back and she was howling at the ceiling.

“Change positions,” he declared. “I want to do this right.

“That was wrong?” asked Jessie.

“Not wrong, but second class.”

“Then, by all means, let's do first class.” She announced rolling onto her back and spreading her long, slender legs.”

*****

Owen

Owen had lusted after Judy Turner for fifteen years. He couldn't even explain anymore why he wanted her.  It had just become a goal of his. An itch, that he’d never scratched.  It didn’t even still itch that much, but he was running on muscle memory, or more correctly cock memory. 

During college, Tony had always been her man. God only knows why. He had a charming line of patter but wasn’t especially attractive.  Average looking,  average build, and not overly intelligent. Smart enough to get by, but not to run with the big boys. Not without a sponsor and that was Owen.

Judy knew Owen wanted her and it was a point of pride that his passion had lasted for these many years. If her life fell completely apart, Owen would still have the hots for her.  It was a constant. She especially enjoyed the ability to snatch him away from his wife,  the beautiful Jessica. Of course, she could never keep him, but just stealing him for a while would be enough. Judy despised Jesica. She was everything Judy Turner wasn’t. Playful, honest, kindhearted, and as desirable as a Hollywood starlet. She was also fun and unafraid to take a giant bite out of life.

Jessica was Owen’s second wife. It had presented Jessica with a hard row to hoe. Owen had brought her into a group of college friends, fraternity brothers, and sorority sisters who have been friends for years. His first wife was a sorority sister of many of their couple friends, and he had substituted the lovely Jessica in her place. Freewheeling, sexually aggressive, beautiful, desirable Jessica. Younger than they, more beautiful than they, and less educated than they. It had not gone well, but Owen was devoted to her and would have swapped the bunch of them for his new love if it came to that.

Judy had never given Owen any encouragement, but lately, he thought he saw some cracks in her armor. He wasn’t even sure that she still loved Tony.  She certainly didn’t act like it.  They were always fighting, low-level bickering over the most mundane issues. Owen would have exploded under that kind of constant irritation and Jessica would have walked out the door, money, or no money.

Owen viewed it as a puzzle. They had five days left in Vegas. He would work it out somehow. Then he wondered why it had to me now, and why here. He could easily drop by her house and hint that Tony wasn’t long for his employment.  She’d fuck in an instant to save her lifestyle.  But Owen didn’t want her that way.  He wanted her to surrender to him, not be purchased by him.

They had dinner reservations for four at one of the fancier restaurants and the chef prepared the entre right in front of their private table. Then it was on to a stage show. A comic that no one had ever heard of but was funny. Followed by some topless dancers and then a dynamic performance by Wayne Newton.

Judy was dressed impeccably as usual. A black evening dress, showing some cleavage and a slit up one side showing a considerable amount of thigh. But she had on nylons. Tony wasn’t a big fan, and Owen had never seen her in a pair. But everyone knew Owen had a kink for nylons. The old-fashioned kind with garter belts.

Did she wear that for me, or just to piss Toni off? Are those pantyhose or garters? Damn. I can’t just ask her, Owen pondered.  Did he have the nerve to just put his hand on her thigh and see? Hell yes, he did. He didn’t get where he was by quaking in the corner.  The first chance he got Owen put a hand on Judy’s thigh and complimented her.

“You look lovely tonight,” he said. He estimated where the garter snap would be and laid his palm on her leg. Then he almost froze. There was a garter under there.

Owen looked at Judy, leaving his hand in place. She didn’t smile, but her eyes danced with amusement.  She just wasn’t the kind of girl to be openly playful.  Owen was confused by her reaction and distracted by an unexpected erection. As a result, he left this hand on Judy’s thigh a little longer than was appropriate. Especially, considering how high up her thigh it was resting. Jessica caught the indiscretion,  but she didn’t think that Toni had.

The floor show after dinner was great, but painful for Owen. He spent the entire time agonizing about Judy and whether she was wearing panties. The other half of his kink, and everyone knew it, was garters and no panties.

When the show was over, Toni exclaimed, “What’s next?”

Judy replied, “I'm going back to the room.  I’m exhausted and I have a splitting headache.”

“Me too. I’ve got papers to go through before tomorrow,” Owen declared.

After one look at Own, Jessica sprang into action. “I’m not done yet,” she exclaimed, wrapping her arm around Toni’s. “Show me how to play blackjack. I hear you’re a wiz!  Let’s break the bank.”  

But privately she was thinking, “Go ahead and fuck her and get it over with. That’s why she’s here and she probably knows it.  I caught that hand. It stayed way too long and the glances that followed were a dead giveaway. You're lucky Tony didn’t catch it.  But he’d never tumble to that.  He’s too cock sure of himself.”

‘Well, I guess we’ll take the limo back to the hotel.  I’ll send it back for you.  It will be waiting anytime you’re ready,” promised Owen.

“We’ll be fine. We’re going to own this place by morning.   Come on Tony.” Jessica declared, pulling him toward the tables. ‘You sure as hell owe me for this one,’ she thought to herself.

When Judy got into the Limo, she sat on the seat, then swung her legs in, but spread them a little. Owen got a perfect peak. Up between her lovely thighs, Judy’s soft blonde curls were on full display.

Own followed her in and sat opposite her, then poured her some champagne.

“That answers your questions?” she asked, leaning further forward than necessary, to give Owen a display of her other assets as she accepted the glass.

“Yes,” he answered and neither followed that up.

“You don’t seem happy in your marriage,” judged Owen.

“It’s as good as most,” she said.

“What happened to us? We used to be friends, but we haven’t really talked in years.  We see each other at gatherings, but never really communicate.”

“Life happened. You’re the source of our lifestyle.  Tony can’t make his salary anywhere else. He’s your pet errand boy and everybody knows it, except him.”

“I know you want me. I’m surprised you haven’t popped by to collect on your generosity before now,” Judy continued.

“I’m not that kind of person.”

“Everybody’s that kind of person, there is just less of it in you. Thank you for that.” She held up her glass in a kind of salute, then drained it.

“You’ve grown cynical,” Owen judged, as he refilled her glass.

“I’ve grown up,” she corrected.

Owen shifted seats to sit beside her.

“Now what?” he asked.

She pulled up the hem of her dress above the tops of the garters, to display her elegant thighs.”

“Why does everyone know my kinky side?” Owen asked, half laughing.

“Because you have more fun than the rest of us.”

Owen was old enough to predate pantyhose. The first time he slid his hand under a shirt, there were nylons held up by garters. His first masturbation was  to pictures of women in the Sears catalog wearing nylons, garters, and girdles. Some of the girdles were open crotch. They had panties on of course, but his friends’ told tales of women without panties.

He put a hand on Judy’s thigh and worked upward. She spread her legs to accommodate. She was wearing a crotchless girdle and no panties. Owen’s cock raged in his pants. He ran his finger along her slit, but she was dry. Absolutely, no moisture and he withdrew his hand and sat back in the seat.

“I want you to take me somewhere,” Judy declared.

“Where?”

“An S&M show. I don’t want Toni to know.”

Judy fished in her purse and handed Owen a brochure. “It’s quite exclusive and expensive.  I can’t afford it.”

Owen studied the brochure.

“I want to go, but I don’t want Tony to take me or to know that I went.  Can we do that? What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas? Isn’t that your rule?” She taunted.

“Sure, we can do that,” Owen answered. “They open now?”

“Just getting started I expect we'll be early birds.”

“Driver, find this address,” he ordered.

“I know where that is sir,” the driver responded. “Also have the limo company send a car to where we left the other half of our party,” Owen added as an afterthought.

“What about Tony? What if he comes home early?”

“Jess will keep him away for hours. She knew what I wanted,” informed Owen.

“You guys planned this?”

“No, she just knows me and decided on her own to run interference. She understands how much I’ve wanted you.  It’s not a secret, you knew it, and she knew it. She’ll keep him on the hook for hours.”

“You’re sure,” she asked, there was real worry in her tone.

“He wants to fuck her and hope springs enteral. You didn’t know your husband wanted to fuck my wife?”

“I didn’t think about it. Every male I know wants to your wife and some of the women. You guys sure have a weird marriage but you both seem happy. It must be working better than mine.”

“We are very happy,” declared Owen.

“But aren’t you afraid they will fuck,” asked Judy.

“With Tony, never in 20 lifetimes,” Owen asserted.

“You sound pretty sure. You do know she likes to spread it around?”

“I know, so do I. But Tony’s not her type. He could try a million times and always come up dry.”

“That doesn’t say much for my husband,” observed Judy.

“It’s just chemistry.  Don’t fret about it.” Advised Owen.

“If we do something, I don’t want this to become a regular thing.  I don’t want your Porsche parked outside my house in the middle of the day for all the neighbors to know that I’m going at with someone other than Tony.”

“We haven’t done anything,” Owen corrected. “There is nothing to start.”

“There will be, I’m obviously on your bucket list and you have a way of blowing through your lists.  We might as well get it over with,” Judy announced.

“That’s certainly romantic.  I just came in my pants,” quipped Owen.

Judy laughed. “I doubt it. That’s something that Tony would do.  God that was bad. I’m sorry.”

“What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas,” he reminded, “that includes comments.”

“I know you’re supposed to be this big stud and from what I hear you’ll probably ring my bell a few times, but that’s it.  No seconds and certainly no sordid, extended affairs. I refuse to be your Tuesday afternoon fuck, no matter how good you are.” She declared.

You're scaring me.  That’s quite a reputation to live up to.  Ever hear of performance anxiety?”

“I’ll be good, or it won’t. That’s life,” she replied.

“More cynicism!”

“I’ve had a cynical life.”

“So, who’s talking about me, and are they speculating, or do they have first-hand knowledge?” Asked Owen.

“Three testimonials from our little group of four sorority sisters that I still see continuously. They all give you high marks. Come to think of it, I’m the only one in the group you haven’t scored. Boy, will I have a juicy story to tell?”

“I know who you’re talking about and I'm glad they enjoyed their encounters.”

“Are you kidding, one of them says she still gets wet when you’re in the room.”

“That’s a hell of a bridge group you have.  I’d like to be a fly on the wall for those conversations.”

“I bet you would.”

“Do you know which one of them wore stockings and no panties to our little rendezvous?”

“No, which one?”

Owen just smiled.

“One of them is my Tuesday afternoon fuck. Most Tuesdays anyway,” he informed.

“No shit.”

“Scout’s honor. You caught me off guard with that Tuesday crack.”

“I guess someone is holding back,” admitted Judy. “Can I thank you for this?” she asked.

“For what?”

“Taking me.”

“You just did.”

“Not what I meant. Unzip your pants. My mouth’s not dry. But first, give me another glass of champagne.”

Owen pulled out his cock and it stood straight up and throbbed a little, like it was trying to reach the roof of the limo. Judy spread her legs and displayed her soft blonde curls.

“If we’re going to do this.  Can I see your tits during?”

Judy sighed and let her gown fall to her waist. Jessica was right, he thought, they are pointy, but that didn’t stop him from wanting to touch them or put his cock between them.  But Owen didn’t press.  He went with the flow and just admired them.

Judy gave Owen a moment to look and just sat there, like a woman who was accustomed to being admired. Then she slid off her seat and rested on her knees, between his thighs. Her hand was warm when it wrapped around his cock, and she jacked him a little with her left hand as she sipped the last of her champagne with her right. Owen felt like he was in a dream. She gulped the last of it, handed Owen the glass, and flashed him a coy smile. Then she lowered her lips to his johnson and put her mouth over his stiffness.

He lifted his ass for a moment as she pulled his pants further down his legs, then she ran her fingers up and down his naked thighs. One hand on each leg.

“Strong legs,” she said. I’ve grown to love muscular legs.  I didn’t used to care.  But ten years with Tony, has taught me things about myself. Tony’s have always been thin and wiry. Chicken legs. I’ve never had a man with muscles, Tony has been my one and only.  I like these legs,” she announced.

She spread her fingers out and pressed them hard against his skin. Her palms were warm and inviting and she took her time and explored his thighs and massaged their inner flesh.  Then she kissed them, making a trail up to his cock.

Judy slid her left hand under his balls and used her right to guide his cock head into her mouth. Judy had a practiced mouth for sucking. Wet and warm and just the right amount of pressure. Her blow job was mechanical perfection. She jacked the base of his cock, sucked on the upper half, and swirled her tongue around the head, repeatedly running her tongue over his pee hole. The entire time she was kneading his balls; her fingers in constant motion as if they were calling forth his flow.

Owen relaxed against the seat and threw his head back. She wasn’t showing much enthusiasm, but her mouth felt wonderful.

She tried to take it all in and gagged and Owen pushed her head down over it. That made her gag again and his cock became soaked and slick. She took her mouth off of it and ran her lips up and down the outside of the shaft. Her other hand stroked his hardness lightly from the opposite side. Then she swallowed it again and began to bob her head in a rhythm.

It was a perfect blow job but lacked passion. She didn’t seem to enjoy one second of the act.   Owen could have gotten the same thrill from an electric mouth, but it wouldn’t have had blonde hair or pointy tits.  Judy was getting anxious, and Owen could tell. He guessed that he was taking too long, that Judy was accustomed to a fast finish. He bucked his hips to increase his sensation and speed the process.

There was something about the way she was approaching the whole situation that depressed Owen. There was no joy in her sex. For her part, Judy was surprised that Owen hadn’t fired by now.  Tony would certainly have withered and be done, and her jaw was getting tired.

Owen grabbed the back of her head and started thrusting his cock up into her waiting mouth. Judy abandoned all her technics and just jacked the base of his shaft and glued her lips to the top, creating a tight seal, like a fucking condom. She had stopped massaging his scrotum, to concentrate singularly on his shaft. Owen flexed his hips and thrust his cock up into her mouth, while holding her head captive. He was getting close and assumed that Judy should sense the end was near, but he wasn’t going to let her off easy.  Owen didn’t know if she was intending to swallow or not, but he didn’t care.  This was his fantasy, and he wanted to feel those sweet lips suck him dry.

She still had her left hand under his balls, but it wasn’t moving.

“The balls baby, stroke the balls,” he urged and pumped faster.

Her fingers started to move again and that was just what he needed. Just a few more strokes thought Owen, bucking his hips ever harder and faster, pressing her mouth firmly over his hardness.

“Ahhhhhhh,” he moaned as the hot white stuff shot into her mouth. The pressure and the volume of it surprised Judy. With Tony she could have raised her head and let the cum just spurt out. But she had no choice, and she swallowed like crazy, but still some bubbled out around the corners of her mouth and one last squirt caught her square in the face as she lifted her mouth off of his cock. 

Judy dutifully sucked it all down and Owen went limp. She moved back on the seat to face him. Cum clung to the corner of her mouth and more was on her cheek and her upper lip.

“You look beautiful with cum on your face. Truly enchanting,” Owen complimented.

“Pour me another drink,” she demanded.

“That took much longer than I thought,” she admitted.

“Sorry, we’re not all the same.”

“So, I’ve been told.  I wasn’t sure I believed it.”

“And now?” Owen asked.

“I’m starting to learn.  There’s a big wide world out there and I’ve been cloistered,” she opined.

“You give great head,” Owen said.

“Tony demands it. He’s an absolute perfectionist when it comes to his blow jobs.”

“You’re really not happy at all, are you?”

She didn’t answer but cast her eyes away and looked out the window at the Vegas lights.

Owen took the moment to just look at her. Her legs were spread,  her dress was around her waist, and her tits and cunt were still on display. She looked like she was ready to fuck, but Owen sensed otherwise. He doubted she was aroused at all. Their episode had been clinical, and reflexive. Not passionate, or even lustful.

“Sex is supposed to be fun,” he observed.

“It is for Tony,” she replied in a bitter tone.

Owen felt a wave of pity for her. A beautiful desirable woman and she had made all the wrong choices. His instincts had been correct. She had just delivered a mechanical blow job, perfect, but passionless and perfunctory, and she had not enjoyed one second of it. He felt like he had used her, and it turned his joy bitter.

Life for this woman must be hell. Owen was done. The blow job and the way it was done, scratched Judy off his bucket list. Owen was a giver, not a taker. He enjoyed the mutual pleasure and did his best to leave his lovers exhausted and sated. He wondered if that was even possible with Judy.

	*****			


Castle Keep

It was $7,000 for single men, $5,000 for couples and unaccompanied women were free if they met the gatekeeper's standards. In addition, some select single men were admitted free, but that was rare.

The place sure looked like a castle, with a drawbridge, and blazing torches to provide the lighting. They really felt like they were in a dungeon.

They followed a long, somewhat twisty hallway with stone-lined walls and torches to light the way.  The place felt damp and gloomy, and whisps of fog filled the air. The light was dim, and the torches flickered, casting long shadows.

The hallway meandered past chambers on either side that were well-lit and had waist-to-ceiling glass windows. In front of each chamber were a series of viewing booths one after another. They were set in from the hallway about four feet. Owen and Judy could stand in the booth and see the complete room. The sides of the booth were solid wood timber, and they offered semi-privacy and adequate room for sexual games while viewing the activity in the chamber.

Each chamber had a different S&M theme, and each was live. Many of the actors and volunteers wore masks, but they were either nude or wearing extremely revealing outfits. Champagne fountains were strategically placed throughout  the complex and Owen and Judy accepted two flutes from a topless server. Judy drained hers, then exchanged her empty glass for a full one.

Between the darkness and the depth of the sidewalls, even though it was early, people were watching and fucking while they watched   The sounds and smells of sex were everywhere, but the light was dim enough to frustrate any voyeurs. Owen felt Judy take his hand. It was warm.

As they moved deeper into the dungeon, the torches became less frequent, and the light was primarily from the chamber windows. The only concession to modern illumination were red guide lights about ankle-high along the rock walls and at the edges of the viewing nooks.

Judy spotted a chamber that interested her, and they stopped and watched a beautiful dominatrix train a man. She had dark nylons and a full-blonde bush for all to see. She wore a bra, but there were holes in the cups to show her nipples.

She had a man bent over a table and was repeatedly striking his bare bottom while issuing instructions. The scene did nothing for Owen, but Judy loved watching the male getting beat, crawling across the room on his hands and knees, just to get pissed on as a reward. Judy was mesmerized. She leaned back against Owen, her body loose and accepting. Owen slid a hand around her waist and pulled her body against his. She melted into him, and her ass searched for his hardness.

They were asking for volunteers and the guy in the next booth accepted. She really humiliated him, and Judy loved it. She leaned her head back against Owen’s shoulder, transfixed by the humiliation unfolding in the chamber. It was live theater made even more compelling by the audience participation. Owen could feel the tension flow out of Judy as her body relaxed. It had been years since Owen had seen her in such a state. He raised his hand to her tits and massaged them tenderly.

“Harder,” she whispered, and Owen complied.

Judy’s nipples were hard, almost bursting. He pinched them and she moaned. He squeezed harder and she cried out in pleasure. He moved one hand to her crotch and pulled up her skirt. He had some trouble pulling up her girdle, and getting his fingers into her pussy took some awkward stretching, but he managed and finally rubbed her labia. It was like she was a different woman. The dryness had disappeared, and  Judy was soaking. Owen had seldom found a woman so ready to fuck. The moment his hand touched her labia, she thrust her pelvis at his fingertips. Like a cat that had been waiting for a mouse.

Owen slid two in and fingered her vigorously. Judy’s body jerked in a spasm. He let her fuck his fingers by stabbing her opening at them for a few minutes, but she was also wriggling her ass against his cock. He pushed it straight up through his pants and nestled it between her ass cheeks.

She reached behind her and felt for his cock. Owen had it out in a flash and guided her hand to it.

“Oh God I want that,” she moaned, low and deep. Almost a guttural sound.

“Fuck me,” she demanded as if she were the dominatrix. “You’ve always wanted me. Now’s your chance. Fuck me now. Put it in. Please, please, I want to feel you inside me.” Her tone was urgent, and insistent, but authoritative. Like the woman in the chamber, Judy was the boss. Her word was law.

Owen didn’t hesitate.  She was wet and ready, and he’d waited half a lifetime.  Her hand held his dick, and she guided it into her hole. All he had to do was flex his hips, which he did with more force than Judy had ever experienced.

“Oh God,” she cried out and Owen started slamming away as Judy leaned forward and braced herself on the base of the viewing window.

In the room, the man was bent over a table, his hands stretched above his head and tied. The dominatrix was strapping on a dildo. Judy watched mesmerized as she lubed up her victim, then butt fucked him with the dildo.

Behind her Qwen was ramming hard. He was bigger than Tony and she wondered how he would feel up her ass. She had never been so turned on. She was giddy with desire and could hear herself sloshing and smell herself. When she came, she went off like a skyrocket and screamed her head off. There was laughter from the surrounding darkness, and someone shouted, “Go girl.” Owen just kept fucking her, ramming his cock into her with a ruthlessness ferocity that Judy had never imagined.

The power of her orgasm overwhelmed her. She had never had one so intense. It racked her body and drained her strength. Her knees buckled and she had to steady herself by gripping the rail more tightly. But Own didn’t even seem to notice, he just kept swinging his hips and driving his cock into her.  

Judy leaned against the glass, watching the dominatrix striking the man hard as she violated him. His yelps and his pathetic begging reminded her of her husband, and she imagined herself as the dominatrix, relentlessly slashing Tony with the whip, and all the while a real man was savagely thrusting into her and sending waves of sexual pleasure coursing through her body.

Suddenly she came again and shook uncontrollably. She was surprised and emotionally shaken. Judy Turner had never had a second one. It was even more intense than her first. A few moments later, she came a third time, when Owen shot inside her.

For Owen, Judy was better than his fantasies. Tight and wet and wanting.  She squirmed on his dick like a high school cheerleader getting her first crack at the star quarterback. He never imagined she would be so vocal, but Owen was a man excited by a woman’s pleasure, and her cries and moans enliven him. He pounded harder and faster and with more force than usual. He’d waited a long time, and he wasn’t going to miss a moment of this new and improved Judy Turner.

For Judy, it was an awakening. All the years of monogamy with a boring, demanding husband who seldom pleased her seemed to be over. She had gained a new sexual freedom and was going to damn well enjoy it. She had never imagined that sex could be so fabulous. Between her secret dominance and bondage desires and this wonderful stud who wanted nothing but to please her, she was in a new place both sexually and emotionally. She had never expected that she could love a cock so much or beg a male for just one more stroke of his rod. God, it was life changing.

*****

Further, along the winding corridor, a chamber had several women tied up in various contortions, which left their vaginal and ass entries freely exposed, and some males and one female there taking active advantage of their offerings. One woman was tied to a wall, and her legs were tied to loops high in the wall so that her legs were spread wide. She had a blindfold over her eyes and a ball gag in her mouth. Volunteers were waiting, in turn, to lick her pussy and stick their tongues into her entrance. She wiggled like a fish on a hook.

The next chamber had a woman strapped to a table; her legs tied wide open. A mechanical cock was pumping in and out of her. She was thrashing and moaning and coming like crazy. There was a line of women waiting to take her place. I pulled Judy back into me and whispered in her ear. “Want to try?”

“I might later,” she suggested. “But let’s keep looking.”

“You searching for anything in particular?” asked Owen.

“l’ll know it when I see it.”

Two chambers later she stopped and watched women being bound with ropes.”

They were helpless and the males could do anything they wished with them. They were powerless to stop them.”

Judy paused and studied the scene.

“That excite you?” Owen asked.

“Yes, a little.”

Owen pulled Judy into an empty view alcove and slipped his hand down her front to her crotch, inched up her dress, and ran a finger over her labia. Judy jerked a little, she was still wet. Very wet.

“Sensitive huh?”

“Let’s see what’s next,” she said, turning and pushing him out of the booth.

“I don’t want to waste a moment of your gift.  I want to see it all.” 

The next few were just women posing in various contortions. After that was the lesbian cave, and after that another knot chamber. Women were tied to a table, their legs bent at the knees completely exposed. Volunteers were standing in line to take their turn either to be tied or to have their pussy sucked or fucked.

“That excites you?” Owed asked, sliding her hand around her waist, and pulling her back into his erection.

“Must excite you too,” Judy responded.

“All those years you wanted me and all you had to do was tie me up and do whatever you wanted,” she laughed. “That’s irony for you.”

“It’s not too late,” Owen whispered.

*****

They were both drawn to the rope room. Judy to the helplessness of the woman. Their inability to do anything but submit. Owen to the artistry of the knots and their beauty. The intricacy of the rope's windings and the way they weaved into elegant patterns was compelling, ritualistic. The helplessness of the women also excited him. No need to ask or play games. No need to worry about his patent’s pleasure. The women were receptacles, their only purpose was to please a male. Judy empathized with the scene, the power of its symbolism shook her emotionally and sexually. It captures the spirit of her life. There was no fucking around with social conventions and niceties. The man just stuck his cock wherever he wanted.

One girl was tied to the bed with her hands free. Her job was to grab a volunteer and hold her down while another woman pumped her pussy with a handheld mechanical cock.

Another girl was all stretched out on the floor, tied in place, legs open. Another girl also tied was placed where she would lick the other girl's pussy.  Then a man teased the pussy licker’s pussy with a vibrating dildo, and they all went at it until the bell rang and there was a change of partners and configuration.

“That looks like fun,” Owen suggested.

“I’m game to try,” agreed Judy without taking her eyes off the scene.

The way this grotto worked was you pick out a rope pattern and tip the knot master to teach you how to tie it.  Judy selected a rope pattern that tied her arms down and her legs up and apart. It left her mouth, asshole, and pussy completely exposed and vulnerable. There was a selection of toys, and Owen picked a vibrator that slid over his finger. Owen tried it, it was a powerful little thing. There was also plenty of lube, but Judy was still wet as hell.

Some of the possess were quite severe, they didn’t look like fun at all for the woman. But Judy had made her pick, and the knot master and Owen went to work.  She followed both men with her brown eyes, she was both afraid and thrilled. The knot master was tall, strikingly handsome, and had an amazing body.  His black muscles glistened under the harsh lights and his G-string hid an impressive bulge.

The knot master tied Judy up like a presentation in an art exhibit.  There were ropes all over her, all neatly wound side by side, in intricate designs, but the ones on her legs were driving Owen wild. Several loops around her upper thighs were suggestive of nylon tops and Owen was having Deja vu. The scene filled him with lust and made his cock rage in his pants.

Her legs were tied open, presenting a stimulating picture of her helplessness. Her labia were swollen, her pussy shimmered with moisture and sex juice and was still dripping cum. She had that fresh fucked look, and her opening silently screamed for a tongue or a cock. Owen rubbed himself openly.

When he finished the last knot, the knot master put some lubricant on his hand and rubbed Judy’s vaginal area several times.  Judy jerked and strained against the ropes. The knot master responded by rubbing her again.  Then he looked at Owen and made a gesture of offering her to him.

Owen pointed at the knot master’s G-string and the tall man whisked it off.  Judy’s eyes were glued to his nine-inch snake, maybe even ten.  Owen stared between Judy’s legs and their eyes met. The magnitude of her helplessness hit her like a thunderbolt, bringing both fear and a sexual urgency. She had given Owen complete control. Both men were ready to ravish her at will. They could tease her, torture her, or fuck her repeatedly. Owen could offer her to anyone in the room, or anyone in any of the viewing chambers. Would he do that? Would she care?

Owen knelt between her legs and slid his tongue along her groove, savoring her sweetness and the subtle aroma of the lubricant. She moaned and pressed herself against his mouth as best she could, bound as she was.

“Oh god I’ve never been this horny in my whole fucking life,” she announced.

Then Owen held his vibrating finger against her clit, until Judy twisted, jerked, and whimpered.

“Oh God! please stop,” she begged.

Owen explored her butt crack and asshole. He kneeled down and tongued her crack and rimmed her asshole, then licked her ass crack.  It was filled with her fluids, and he lapped at her like a hungry hound. Judy squirmed and moaned. Then Owen tongued her opening and ran his tongue along her slit. He pressed his tongue firmly, spreading her labia lips, letting its warmth and wetness seep into her most sensitive skin. Then he sucked on her pussy lips until she bucked against the ropes and came with a howl.

“I haven’t had a mouth on my clit in years.  Tony’s not really into it,” she claimed when she recovered.

“Glad to be of service. See, I have my uses,” quipped Owen.

“Stop teasing me and fuck me,” Judy demanded.

Owen adjusted the table height until his stiff cock was level with her pussy, then he teased her opening with his stiffness. Judy squirmed and tried to thrust her opening up against him.    Then he eased his cock in, slowly,  savoring the moment while Judy flung her head from side to side. He finally settled into long hard strokes with the power of his hips behind him.

Judy didn’t realize that Owen had selected another toy that he did not show her.  A long cord, with round beads attached and all strung together. As Owen fucked her, he shoved those beads up her ass one at a time, normally at the end of an inward power stroke. He could see in Judy’s eyes that this alarmed her, but he ignored it and just kept fucking her and jamming in beads. The fucking was the easiest that he had ever done. All he had to do was swing his hips. He leaned forward a little and caressed her breasts. She had long nipples, they were swollen to the size of a fingertip and standing straight up. He squeezed them until she screamed.

“Tell me when and we’ll come together,” he instructed and she responded, “I’m close.”

“Then she jerked, and Owen cut loose and before her climax was over, he yanked the string and pulled those beads out of her ass in one rapid movement. Ecstasy shot through Judy, and she screamed. She thought for a moment that she had shit herself.

The knot master stepped up near Judy’s face and she turned her head toward him.  He waved his giant shaft, and Judy opened her mouth, and the knot master looked to Owen for approval.  But Owen motioned him to Judy’s pussy, and he switched places with Owen.

Judy looked frantic for a moment, then relented and nodded her head. The huge black man stepped closer between her legs, and adjusted the table, his cock obscenely large.  He rubbed it up and down her opening. Judy was soaking wet, and her pussy opened and flowed around his shaft inch by inch. She moaned and whimpered and shook her head from side to side as he entered her.

“Oh, Fuck,” she shouted and lay still for a moment, breathing harder than normal, when he was fully in. Then they both started to fuck at the same time. Judy tried to throw her opening up at him, as he slammed his hips into her. Judy was in a carnal trance and came several times. However, the experience exhausted her, and she lay limp.

For all his size he was a quick trigger, but he carried a huge load. She whimpered when he slipped out and he rubbed Judy’s labia, as he watched Judy’s pussy drip his sperm. She was super sensitive, and she squirmed under his touch.

I think I’m done in,” Judy declared, as Owen helped her out of the chamber.  They found a seat in a viewing room and rested.

“We can call it quits,” assured Owen.

“I don’t think I’ll tell the girls about this place.  That’s our secret.  Promise?”

“What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas,” she reminded.

“But we’re not in Vegas.  We are in the county or one over. I'm not sure.” Corrected Owen.

“It still counts, promise?”

“Promise.”

*****

Judy

Back in the limo Judy sat opposite Owen, and he popped another bottle.

“I’m going to change pace and finish the night with a glass of Moscato.”

“Pour me one too.”

“You really like this stuff. A little sweet for my taste, but it’s fitting tonight.”

Judy downed half her glass, pulled down her  gown to the waist  and fastened the nipple clamps Owen had bought her to her breasts.  So, also unfastened the garter clips on her nylons and scooted out of her girdle.  Then she bunched her dress around her waist and spread her legs, presenting herself to Owen..

Her cunt glistened from her wetness, and she rubbed herself.

“You got any left?” she asked.

Judy was no longer the ice queen. The alluring, but dry and unapproachable woman. The beautiful mountain so lovely to look at, but so lonely to climb.  She had become a serious player, seductive and eager to engage. Her cold pussy had turned sizzling hot, and the thought brought Owen to life.

He knelt between her legs and devoured her, lapping at her wetness and sending her into a crescendo of climaxes that made her shake uncontrollably.

Then he flipped her over and took her one last time.

“In the ass,” she pleaded.  “I’ve never let Tony do that,” she added.  Then Owen did ravaged her with a violence and ferocity that she had never experienced. She was on her knees, her body folded over the opposite seat. Owen looked at her swollen pussy, wet with fluid and pulsing, and he was suddenly filled with a carnal rage. It flowed over him with an unexpected fury, filling him completely. Renewing his desire. He felt his cock fill and throb. His ardor rose and his heart pumped. He pounded into her, and she moaned and whimpered and screamed “Harder, Harder.”  Then he grabbed her blonde hair and pulled her head back.

“Oh God! Oh God!” she shouted, and it spurred him on. He pounded into her relentlessly. Throwing his whole body into his strokes. She shook from the power of his thrusts and came repeatedly, moaning, whimpering, and begging him “Harder, Harder.”

While Owen ass fucked her, Judy reached between her legs and fingered her pussy with one hand and stroked her clit with the other. She collapsed when Owen emptied into her and shook uncontrolably. The assault was intense, but it was quick. Owen was near the end of this string.  He fell back against the cushions and closed his eyes for a few minutes. Judy just lay where she was. Her spent body limp and  exhausted both emotionally and physically.

No one spoke for a long time. Then Owen heard Judy declare, “When you drop by, park down the street.  I don’t want your Porsche in my driveway.”

*****
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