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CHAPTER ONE



JUDY


"Damn, you look luscious," Rick said, as Judy strode across their hotel room. She was wearing the red nightgown she bought especially for this trip to Paris.
"You ain't so bad yourself," she said, and she smiled as he leaned back, under the sheet and against a the stack of pillows
"I just loved the Eiffel Tower with its view of Paris. I mean you can see forever. It's a shame about Leslie and Brandon though."
"Rick, you worry too much about other people's problems. We can talk about them another time. Right now, it's just you and me. And here we are in Paris, the city of love."
"And poor Leslie, in Paris, all alone."
"She'll be fine."
Judy smiled. He was a sensitive guy, and she liked that about him. In fact, it was one of the reasons she married him.
She sighed and fluffed out her flowing dark hair as he watched. She knew he liked the way she looked, with her full red lips and her dark eyes. He was watching her in the mirror as she began to brush through her hair.
She was determined that they would make love their very first night in Paris, but that didn't happen. Last night, they had to baby sit Leslie, who was crying and moaning about how she thought Brandon didn't love her anymore. She was probably right about that. All of their friends knew that he was having a hot affair with his nineteen-year-old secretary.
She glanced at Rick. Apparently, thoughts of yesterday were far away from Rick. His bulge had risen steadily under the sheet, until it created a tent.
Still smiling, she turned to face him. She knew he loved every curve, every tip, every mound of her body. They were the things he loved to touch, to feel, to lick, and even to suck and to savor. Every bit of her was subtly visible through the red material of her gown.
He was good to her, and she was good to him, and they were good in bed together. Knowing that she had Rick was what made her life so pleasant. It made their love life even better – but it could be better still.
"Come here," he said, holding out his hands.
For just a moment, she was distracted by the fact that the door to the adjoining room was open just a crack. Leslie was supposed to be asleep in the next room. She probably wouldn't be looking through the doorway, but if she did, so what? A little peek could do no harm. Judy had thought about it in the past, and the idea of making love to Rick in front of an audience sent a shiver through her body.
She looked at the doorway without staring. The upper panels in the old, Left-Bank hotel were rippled glass that no one could see through. But the door moved and there was a slight gap between it and the frame. Judy smiled to herself and refocused on Rick. She climbed over him and knelt on the other side of the bed, still wearing her gown.
"You look good," he said.
"And this looks good to me," she said, gripping his erection through the sheet.
"Ooooo, and it feels good too."
As she began to stroke him slowly through the material, Rick reached out and slid his hand under her breast, barely touching it through the silkiness.
They looked into each other's eyes, and Leslie leaned forward, her lips touching his.
"I love you," he mumbled into her kiss.
"Me too," she mumbled back.
When she tried to pull her lips all the way from his, he chased her tongue with his, and they licked tip on tip. She put her hand all the way around his cock and gripped it fully through the sheet. Then she began to move her fingers slowly upward and downward. She enjoyed the texture of the material, loved the feel of the flesh beneath it. She thought of what it would be like when he pushed it inside her.
His hand slid to the strap of her nightgown and moved it from her shoulder, bringing the light touch of his fingers to her breast.
"Ooooo, I like that," she said again, when he gently pinched her nipple.
"Ouch," she said. Then, teasing him, she pulled away and stood beside the bed.
"Where are you going?"
"Not a damn place," she said, dragging out the words.
She eased the material of the nightgown to her waist, and she climbed onto the bed with her bare knees and bare thighs. She brought one leg over his, straddling him with one knee along each hip. She looked down at him and gently drew the nightgown farther up her body.
Rick glanced down at the delicate and trimmed thatch at her pussy. He grinned and pushed down until only the gathered folds intruded between her and his now visible and fully erected cock. She tingled with the excitement of what they were about to do, and he smiled.
She remembered how it had taken her months of marriage to call his thing a cock. But that's what she called it now and that's what it was, and she loved it no matter what its name. She gripped it firmly and began to ease her hand up and down, feeling the outer flesh slide against the inner firmness of his erection. With each stroke, the head peeked out further and further from beneath the sheath of skin that hooded it.
"Feels so good," he said.
"So you like that?"
"I love it."
"Mmm, me too."
She thought she heard a gasp from the next room, and even as she stroked her husband's cock, she glanced toward the partially open door. If Leslie wanted to look, then let her look. Let her see what it was like to really make love to a man. Yet, even as she thought the words, she stared through the opening of the door, hoping Leslie could see her smile.
She went back on her haunches and leaned forward, her breasts hanging against the lace of the nightgown the way Rick liked to see them. She smiled and she rocked her body gently from side to side. She teased him as her breasts swung free under the material, and she loved the way the material felt as it brushed against her taut nipples.
Now, she reached down and pulled his cock forward, like the gearshift of a sporty automobile. With it still in her hand, she crawled backward down his body, and ran her tongue over the head of his cock.
"Damn you do that well," Rick said, and he arched his head to watch.
"Hmm-hnn." She hummed her affirmation, as she brought her tongue around and around, up and down from head to balls, licking ever so gently. Periodically, she looked toward the doorway, and a new tingle came from someplace and shot down her spine.
"Come up here," he said.
She took one last lick and crawled to him on all fours. As she climbed farther up his body, he reached forward and slid his hands inside the material of her gown, sliding one strap from her shoulder. He exposed one breast to nakedness, and she swung it gently from side to side, tantalizing him.
"You love them both, don't you?" she said.
"Oh, yes. I love them, and I love it, but I love you more."
With a deep intake of breath, he raised his back from the mattress, and slid himself further upright. With just one elbow on the mattress, he reached out with the fingertips of his other hand and cradled her breast.
"So nice, so good," he said.
"Hmm-hnn," she went again. But she drew away from him, crawling backward like a cat, until he could no longer reach her breast. She was wet now, but she would be soaking later and that would be good. Oh, yes, it would be so good.
She brought his cock to her mouth and slid her lips all the way over it, over and down, up and down, rolling with her tongue and gripping with her hand as she did.
"You're driving me crazy," he said.
"Mmm," she moaned, and she let him slide from her lips. "That's what I'm here for."
When she opened her eyes, she glanced at the door to the other bedroom. It was open wide now, and vaguely, she saw Leslie. Instead of frightening her or distracting Judy, it excited her, and she started to go up and down with her mouth and tongue and lips, and she did it even harder. She pulled at the head of his cock as far into the back of her throat at is would go.
"Oh, yeah," he said. "Do it."
And at his direction, she went harder and harder. All the while, she looked up at him, lovingly, longingly, and wishing she could take his cock all the way into her throat.
"I'm gonna … I'm gonna…"
Yes, she thought, he was going to come, and she was going to make him come.
"Please, let me eat you. Don't do it right away. Let me eat you," he said.
She gripped his cock hard and pushed her mouth down and over it as far as it would go. Then she drew slowly backward over the shaft, letting it slide all the way to the head. She savored the sparse liquid that was already there, as if it were a drop of a lovely, salty food. Then, surprising even herself, she let his cock pop from her lips.
She let go of him, and climbed away, and stood on the floor beside him. He reached for her, but she backed away, tantalizingly, with one breast still sheathed in the gown, and her hand covering the other.
She grinned, and stayed that way for a long moment. She pushed the material away from her covered breast, and gently pinched both nipples as the gown slid all the way down her body. When it gathered at the floor, she kicked it toward the open door, trying to let Leslie know that Judy knew she was there.
For just a moment, she gave both Rick and Leslie a full but angled view at her body. She crawled onto the bed, and lay straight back, giving an even better angle for both Leslie and Rick to see.
Since Brandon had not come to Paris with them, Leslie needed some pleasure, and Judy would give her the pleasure of watching. When the time was right, she might consider giving her the pleasure of fucking Rick.
"Poor Leslie," Judy said, as Rick nibbled over her cheek, neck, and shoulder.
"Yeah," he said, and he gripped her breast with his hand and brought the nipple to the tip of his tongue.



CHAPTER TWO



JUDY


Rick was unaware that Leslie was watching from the other room. It was possible that Leslie was unaware that Judy knew – in spite of the fact that Judy had looked at her many times. This thought and all the sensations of touch, taste, scent and texture seeped into Judy's brain, and it excited her even more. She wanted more and more of Rick, and she wanted him to do more.
Rick now had her nipple between his lips and he was sucking and at the same time, he was rolling his tongue around it. His fingers crawled over her thigh and toward her pussy.
"You're good, Rick. You're a good husband, a good lover."
He let her nipple slide from between his lips.
"Thanks," he said, and nibbled at the flesh of her breast. He licked with his tongue and scraped with his teeth against her nipple, and she shivered with excitement.
"It's a sh-sh-shame about Leslie," Judy said, as his fingers slipped through to the crack and gently massaging her clit.
"Ooooo!"
She knew he loved it when he pleasured her, and she loved the way he stroked her clit.
"Yeah, it's a damn shame about Leslie," Rick said, but he still hadn't looked toward the open door.
"Damn shame. Ohhhhh," Judy said, spreading her legs even farther.
His tongue rolled across her pussy and through the folds. She quivered and rocked her ass. Then she spread and closed her legs around his head. She reached toward the open door, almost imploring that Leslie come to join them.
Even if Leslie didn't join them now, Leslie would join them another time, Judy was certain. Now, she would be satisfied at the pleasure she was getting from Rick. But she was also happy about the pleasure she and Rick were giving her best friend, who was watching through the doorway.
Judy's pussy was all the way open now, flowering and throbbing and slobbering.
Leslie accidentally pushed the door open even wider, and she stood there with her robe open, but she was not touching herself. She was concentrating on Rick and Judy, trying to see every movement and every detail. She was stroking her fingers over her bare flesh, but she was touching nothing vital, not her pussy, not her nipples, not even the hair of her pubis, or the rounded flesh of her breasts.
Rick was eating Judy hard now. His tongue was sliding against the folds, against her clit, and it was probing inside her. Judy was feeling every sensation, yet she was watching Leslie too and she was trying to imagine what Leslie was thinking.
Leslie had come into the light and almost all the way into the room. Her fingers stroked her hips, her belly, the front of her thighs, yet she seemed to be trying desperately not to let them touch even her pubic curls.
"Do it, yes, do it," Judy said, encouraging not just Rick but Leslie as well.
Judy was looking straight at Leslie now, but she was bouncing her own ass off the bed, spreading her legs, throwing her pussy as close as she could get against Rick's face. He was licking and sucking and slobbering, and Judy was feeling it all.
"Oh," Leslie said from the doorway, and Judy smiled because she knew Leslie saw them.
"Oh, Yes. Yes, do it," Judy said. Her words were not to Rick, but to Leslie who was standing in the doorway. She wanted to call out to her, wanted her to join them. At the very least, she wanted Leslie to touch herself, but saw that Leslie was afraid.
Judy put her hands to the back of Rick's head, pulled his face ever harder against her pussy. He was getting rough and she liked it when he got rough, especially after he had been so tender.
Yes, that was the way their life had been, the way their relationship had been, the way their lovemaking had been. Good, all of it was good. It was give and take, and take and give. It was great but it could be better. She knew it could be better. Oh, God, yes, it would be better.
"Yes," she said. Give and take, and take and give.
She was enjoying the pleasure, but she was watching Leslie, who, with her fingers over he belly, now seemed paralyzed.
Leslie's eyes went back in her head, and she still did not see that Judy was looking at her. Finally, she touched the cut "v" of her pubic hair, yet she did not touch her pussy – not the folds, not the clit, just the pubic hair.
"Oh," Judy said, feeling the sensation of Rick's tongue and lips and teeth go at her even harder. Yet, at the same time, she was feeling the excitement of Leslie, and knowing the excitement of her own performance, of Rick's performance.
"Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah," she said.
She arched from the bed, letting him touch with his tongue, letting him nibble with his teeth. Her body was quivering even more.
It was coming. It was coming, yes. The pleasure was coming. It started at her clit and shot up the front of her body. It tingled her nipples as it rippled by and on to her brain. Then, in a single moment, she dreamed a million dreams of pleasure and love. Then, as suddenly as an electric shock, the same pleasure shot down her spine to some indefinable spot between her anal and vaginal cavity, and it exploded in shivers.
"Oh, oh, oh," she said. She had reached that point where her legs shook and her whole body quaked. She cried out without knowing the words or the sounds she used. Finally she recognized the words, "Yes, yes," in a hard outward gush and hiss of breath, and Rick kept going at her.
"Yes!" she said again, but this time less powerfully. Then she stiffened her back in an arch over the bed.
"Mmmmm," he moaned back at her and was still sucking and probing, still slurping and eating.
"Ohhhhh," she said finally in a kind of relief. Her ass dropped to the sheet, and her whole body went limp.
"Yeah," Rick said, and he too sighed and relaxed. He dragged his head from between her legs and crawled alongside her.
They lay naked, their bodies sweating. Rick was looking up at the ceiling still trying to regain his breath. Judy rolled on her side, looked toward the open doorway and smiled. She was trying to let Leslie know that it was all right that she had watched. Then she turned to Rick and nibbled at his ear.
After a long time, she said, "Don't you think it's awful that Brandon didn't come."
"Well, he couldn't come because he wasn't here, and he damn sure wasn't going to come with you," Rick said, laughing.
"But he could have come with Leslie."
"Yeah, I wouldn't mind seeing that," he said, as if he knew that Leslie had been watching.
Judy walked her fingers over Rick's chest, and she smiled. Then she glanced toward the open doorway, but she could no longer see Leslie.
"I feel so sorry for her," Judy said.
"Because she doesn't have me?" he said, laughing.
"Because she doesn't have anybody," Judy said. Everything she was saying was for Leslie.
"Don't worry, she'll go home to Brandon after our vacation. Hell, he might even finish his case and come along with us. We've got a whole week here, and this is just the second night."
Judy lifted up his soft cock with her thumb and forefinger and let it drop back to his flesh. "I guess that thing's done for the night," she said.
"Maybe you can blow it up for me."
"I'll bet Leslie would come in here and entice it."
"Nah, I know how you women are. You're jealous. You wouldn't want another woman messing with me. What's yours is yours, and what's mine is yours too. You wouldn't want to share me with anybody."
"No, my dear. You are talking about what men think about women and about what men want. Most women I know would willingly share their husbands – if the occasion was right and the woman was right."
"You've discussed loaning me to other women?"
"No, I haven't discussed it," she said. "Not specifically, but I will if you like."
He smiled through a frown. And she knelt up suddenly, giving a view of her body to both him and Leslie – if she was still there.
Although she had no thoughts that she was a lesbian, she feelings about other women's bodies. Many were worthy of admiration; but a few were worthy of awe, and Leslie might be one of those.
Judy often thought she would like to hold and kiss another woman. She did not think much about the sex parts, except as it was sex against sex, breasts against breasts. She thought of the gentle touch, the soft feel. It was the tenderness of another woman that she thought about.
"What are you thinking?" he said.
He went up on both knees too, and they were now facing each other. He slid his hands to her behind, and she slid her hands to his. One of her knees was at his cock; one of his at her pussy. She leaned forward and stuck out her tongue, letting the tip of it meet his in midair.
"I’ll bet Leslie would love it if I shared you with her," Judy said.
"As good looking as Leslie is, she can have any of a dozen men. Why would she want me? Hell, every man at the club wants to get into her pants, and you saw the way that guy looked at her at the bistro, and those guys in the lobby too."
"The guys at the club are always drunk, and you know how men are when they get drunk. And hell, the guys in the lobby were Frenchman. They'll look at anything in a skirt, but I do know what you mean."
She reached forward and fondled his cock, bringing it to an erection again. "She would just love making love to you," Judy said. "I guarantee it."
"Mmmmm, good. I like the way you do that – especially when you're talking dirty," he said. He kissed her and sucked her breath suddenly through his lips, and he backed away. "Are you trying to start something up between Leslie and me?" he said,
"Why not?" she said.
"Whoa! You're serious, aren't you?"
"Umm-hnn, sure am," she said, and slowly massaged his cock again.
"Before you go pawning me off on another woman, maybe you should let me do that thing we've talked about."
"What thing?" she said, and just to tease him, she swung over on all fours and showed her behind to him. "This thing?"
"Yeah, that thing!" he said. He reached for her and went up quickly on his knees, his cock in his hand, ready to push it into the virgin opening of her ass.
"No! Not yet," she said, but she waved her behind at him, like a dog wagging her tail.
"You teasing bitch," he said, but laughed as he said it, and it was okay.
"But there's another opening you can use back there."
"Not a bad idea," he said, and he brought his cock to the opening of her pussy, and rubbed the head through the wetness of her slit.
He slid one hand under her chest. He cradled a breast as if he were weighing it, and a delicious little chill shot through her. He stroked his cock upward and downward until it was hard. Then he slid the head through the folds, through the wetness, and over her clit.
"Put it in. Yes, put it in all the way," she said.
"Yes," he said, and he slid his cock all the way inside her pussy.
Both hands were on her breasts, stroking and fondling and pinching. Yes, he knew what to do, and he knew how to do it. He knew how important the touch and the stroke were. It was as if his fingers and hands felt the same pleasure she felt. After three years of practice, Rick knew exactly what she wanted, when she wanted it, and how she wanted it. Yes, it was just like that, like that exactly.
"Yes," she said, and it was good. It was damn good, and they were doing it all over again, his cock going in and out. She was growling like a dog, and he was grunting like a gorilla.
The door eased open again, and Leslie stood there, eyes closed. She was still stroking the bare parts of her body, her belly, her thighs, her legs, now even her pubic hairs, but she was resisting the temptation to do more. The woman was terribly inhibited, Judy thought, as Rick pumped in and out of her quickly and hard and he was bringing her to a-
"Oh, yesssss," Judy cried.
"Uhhhhh," Rick moaned.
"Ohhhh," came Leslie's gasp from the doorway, although she had never touched herself.
By the time Rick looked in that direction, the door was closed. Through the rippled glass was a hint of Leslie's white robe. Leslie had her back against the windows, and Judy wondered if she had yet touched herself.
Rick and Judy hugged each other for a long time saying nothing. When Rick was almost asleep, Judy said, "Would you like to make love to me and Leslie together?"
"You're crazy," he said.
"Am I?"
"Kind of," he said, and she slid her hand down the front of his chest.
"We'll see about that," she said, and she touched her nails to his soft and sticky member, stroking it back to life.



CHAPTER THREE



LESLIE


"Oh, God, why can't I do it," Leslie Carson muttered to herself as she sat back against the door.
Her silk robe was over her shoulders, and her long, brown hair flowed downward. Her breasts were fully naked, her legs spread, her womanhood throbbing, but she could neither touch it nor call it by any other name but her "thing." She would try to call it something else, she would really try, and maybe that would make her sexier. Even in her mind, she barely got out the "p."
"Pu … pu … pu … pussy," she whispered. Yes, that was it, she could say it, but she couldn't say it a second time, and she could not even touch it. She wanted so desperately to touch, to massage it, to play with and pleasure herself the way so many other women did. She wanted to be able to do it, but it was not only difficult – it was impossible.
She could no longer stand the sounds of pleasure that came through the door, because she wanted to be here with Brandon, her husband, making love. Yes, making love. She wanted to be able to cry out the way Judy had cried out, but she was afraid to cry out even when she was alone with Brandon. Brandon didn't seem to care so long as he … so long as he finished and went to sleep.
Now he was back in America, making love to that bitch secretary of his while she was here in Paris, alone with her friends. She wanted Brandon, and she wanted love. She needed it. Oh, yes, she wanted to make love if only to herself. But all she could do was listen and try to watch and continue to be sick about her own inhibitions, and her own failed marriage; and it was all her fault.
For a long time, she leaned against the door, brushing her fingertips over all the non-sexual parts of her flesh. The most she could do was touch the curls of the pubic hair that she had cut into "v" because Brandon said he would like it that way. Her mother had told her that sex was dirty. For the longest time, she believed it, but so many of her friends talked about the pleasures of sex that she wanted to believe them instead, but she never unlearned those early thoughts and fears.
"What's the matter with me?" she whispered to herself, and she sighed.
After a long time, she rose from the floor, and padded away from the sounds of love that came through the door. For a moment, she stood in front of the dresser and studied herself in the mirror. She slipped out of her pale robe and let it slide over her shoulders, down her body, and to the floor. For just a moment, she studied her body. When she looked at her face again, she was flushed with embarrassment, and she started to sob, her whole body quaking.
Finally, she crawled into the bed. She stuffed one pillow hard between her thighs, and brought the other over her head to block out the sounds of Rick and Judy's pleasure. She remembered that she had not put her nightgown back on, but she did not want to move. It had been a long and painful night, and she was not satisfied. She was not happy with the beautiful views of Paris, nor with the nightclubs they visited along the Champs Elysees, or the way the handsome goateed man in the bistro had looked at her – and especially not with herself.
She thought about it for a long time before she passed of into dreams of romping naked in a pasture with Judy's husband Rick, dashing after her with his, his "thing" bouncing in front of him. It excited her, but at the same time it frightened her, because she thought that Brandon would surely know that she had the dream.
***
LESLIE
"Come on, sleepy," Judy said, shaking Leslie awake. "Let's get ready for our day at the Notre Dame."
"Huh? Oh, yes," Leslie said. "I had such a terrible night."
Judy raised her eyebrows. "Terrible? Well, I guess if you're not getting any, you're not getting any. Come on, sleepyhead. Let's get ready."
Judy pulled back the covers and looked down at the friend who so many people thought of as her sister. "Damn you have a nice body. It's a shame to see it go to waste."
"It's not wasted. I have a husband!" Leslie defended herself and at the same time, she felt sorry for herself. She should not let anyone know that her marriage seemed to be crumbling.
Naked, she slid quickly from under the raised sheet and grabbed her pale robe. As soon as she slipped into it, but before she sashed it, Judy took her hand and led her to the bathroom that was between their adjoining rooms. Leslie followed as if in a daze. Only in the glare of the florescent light did she realize that everything was visible through the sheer red material of Judy's robe: the aureoles, the hard nipples, and even that thatch of dark hair at her pubis.
"I saw you watching us last night," Judy said, looking in the mirror.
"Wh … what do you mean, you saw me watching?'"
"I saw you peeking through the door. I'll bet you had as much fun as we did. Rick really is good, isn't he?"
"Judy, I don't know what-"
"Sure you do. Don't be shy – well, maybe you should be. I'll bet a lot of guys would really be turned on by your shyness."
Leslie looked down into the sink.
"I'll bet you had a good old time with yourself, while we made love."
"That's a terrible thing to say! I've never had a good time with myself in my life, I … that's wrong!"
"What's wrong?"
"You know … uh … masturbating."
"You think it's wrong. I mean Rick and I were having an absolute circus in there, and I was really turned on with you watching us. Don't tell me you weren't having a good time too?"
"I wasn't, I … I listened, but I didn't watch." She looked up into the mirror and saw that her face had turned crimson. She could not look at Judy, but she spoke at Judy's red sandaled feet. "Okay. I … I did watch, but I didn't do that … I don't do the other thing, that thing with myself."
"What other thing with yourself?"
"I don't … uh … I don't, you know, touch myself. I just don't, you know, touch myself for pleasure."
"You don't masturbate? I can't believe that with your husband back in America that you haven't found a way to satisfy yourself. Masturbation always works when I'm away from Rick. Hell, sometimes I even do it when he's watching. He loves it. And then we have one hell of a good time."
"Do we really have to talk about this?"
"Sure we do. Stand up for a minute."
"Why?"
"Just stand up."
Leslie slowly rose from the toilet lid. She looked into Judy's dark eyes, but Judy was no longer looking at Leslie's face. She was studying her. She was looking just below her chin and gently she slid Leslie's crossed arms away from the front of her robe.
"What are you doing?" Leslie said.
"Shhh, don't be a ninny. I'm not a lesbian or anything like that. I won't touch you, so don't you worry."
"But what are you doing-"
Judy slid her hand inside the smooth silk of the robe. The backs of her fingertips only incidentally brushed Leslie's nipples, but they sent a sensation through her body that was stronger than just the surface tickle. It was a sexual sensation, and it frightened her. She was frightened her more when Judy put her hands fully under the material and moved the robe open, exposing the entire front of Leslie's body.
"And you have a delightful aroma. What perfume is that?" Judy said.
Judy stammered as she named the perfume, and she watched as Leslie scanned her body. She was looking at Leslie's breasts, her stomach, her legs – even at the thatch "v" at her pubis. It was as if she were measuring Leslie for something.
"Do you always shave your pubic hair like that?" Judy said.
"Like what?"
"Like that 'V' thing. That's cool. I might try that."
"I … I … I only do it because Brandon asked me to," she said, suddenly ashamed.
"Well, it's not a bad idea. Like I said, I'm not a lesbian, but if I were, damn! Does Brandon know you don't masturbate?"
"Judy!"
"I'm just trying to help. Have you ever been unfaithful to him?"
There was a long pause, but Leslie finally told the truth. "No," she said, but a "yes" or a "no" would have been embarrassing.
"You told me you thought he was sleeping with that young secretary of his. Don't you want to get back at him?"
"I'm not sure he's doing that, I -"
"He is," Judy said. "Everybody in Delaware knows it. Now if you put up with that kind of thing, and you're not going to have an affair, you're going to have to find some way to get rid of your frustrations. Sit here on the edge of the tub for a minute, and spread your legs."
"What! Judy, this is just not right."
"We've been friends for a long time. You don't have to worry, I'm not going to touch you."
"Judy, I never-"
"I know, you've never done it with a woman. Neither have I, but that's not what this is about. There are other things you've got to learn. If you're going to be without your husband for a week, the least you can do is masturbate. When's the last time you did it."
Leslie's body went stiff, and strangely, her nipples jutted out hard. Obviously, the question had excited her on some level. "I did it last when, when… It was a long time ago."
"How long ago?"
"When my mother caught me. I was a little girl. I didn't know it was wrong. She yelled at me and told me I was a dirty girl. Only dirty girls did that, that -"
"Did she tell you would go blind? Catch a disease? Go to hell? What?"
"All of those," Leslie said. She knew her face had gone red, but instead of becoming more embarrassed, she grew angry, not at Judy for asking the question, but at her mother for threatening her so many years ago.
"You know she was wrong, don’t you?" Judy said.
"Yes?" The word came out as a question.
"You don't sound so sure of that, but she was wrong. Look, you're going to have to learn to do it for your own sake. I'm not getting smart with you, now watch me."
Judy leaned back on the sink counter, and pulled her gown upward, letting it gather high on her waist. She slipped both hands down the front of her, over the material at first, then under. She pushed them between her legs. She did not touch the curls over her pubis, nor did she touch her most private parts, but her fingers grew closer with each stroke.
"Do just like I do," Judy said. "You don't have to touch your pussy. Just feel the way your fingertips brush against your inner thighs. Feel the excitement as your knuckles brush back and forth against each other. Feel the anticipation of where those fingers might actually go, but hold back. It's so much better if you hold back."
Leslie hesitated, but she did as Judy suggested and she began to feel what Judy said she would feel. Even without touching curls or folds or … little tingles of pleasure rippled like mild electricity over the front of her body, but she suddenly felt guilty and she pulled her hands away. "I can't do this."
"Of course you can. Go ahead, try." Judy gently took both of Leslie's wrists, and she pushed her hands back where they had been.
"Okay, okay, I'll do it myself. You don't have to help," Leslie said, as she continued to brush her fingers inside her thighs, and she watched as Judy did the same with herself.
Judy's fingers grew ever closer to the opening, ever closer to the curls over her, over her – oh, God – over her, her thing. At the last moment, her right hand turned over, and she brushed her pubic curls with the knuckles of her fingers.
"Oh!" Leslie said, realizing that in copying Judy's movements, she had let her own knuckles brush over her own pubic hairs, and just the tickle excited her.
"Feels good, right?"
"Yes."
"Mmmmm, to me too. That's it. You're doing it right. You're getting it."
Judy turned her hand over again. She slid the tips of her fingers through the opening of her pussy. Leslie tried to emulate the movement but she couldn't.
"Scaredy cat."
"No, I can't I-"
"Do it. Just like me."
Almost unconsciously, Leslie brushed her fingers through the wetness. "Ohhhhh," she went, but she withdrew her fingers quickly.
"It was good. Keep doing it."
"Yes," Leslie said, and she did do it again, touching herself a bit more deeply now. It felt so good, so damn good. Yes, it did. If there were only a way she could stop feeling guilty about it, everything would be fine.
"Yes, go deeper. Do whatever you like. Take the pleasure you deserve. Rick went out for croissants, come in when you're ready." Judy let the material of her nightgown cover herself.
"You're leaving?"
"Of course I'm leaving. Masturbation is something you learn better on your own. You can do it," Judy said. She kissed her friend on the cheek, and went through the other door, into her own bedroom.
She's right. Judy's right, Leslie thought. She could do this better on her own. Oh, damn it felt good, but she wanted to makelove. Where was that bastard Brandon when she needed him?
She moved her fingers gently, barely touching the wet, and she heard the little clicking sounds of her nether lips smacking against the wetness. She put one finger inside her and stroked inward and outward, but it did not feel like Brandon inside her. She wanted it to feel like Brandon. She wanted it to feel like a man inside her. She tried a second finger, then a third, and it was much better, but she could not get her fingers all the way inside. "Oh!" Her thumb brushed against her clitoris and there was an even greater pleasure.
"Oh, Brandon, you bastard. Why are you making me do this when you should be here with me," she muttered to herself.
Even as she began to sob, her fingers moved more rapidly, the way Brandon picked up speed when he made love to her. Yes, she would push them all the way inside.
"Yes." It felt good, but if her mother saw her or heard about it? What would she think? "Oh, Yesssss."
Leslie was touching her clitoris, massaging it, sliding it between her middle and index fingers. Sensations rippled through her, and they were stronger and more sensual than any she had experienced with Brandon. They made love on only a few occasions each month, and each time she was a failure. He always … he always 'finished,' he called it. But she never finished, not once in her … not once in her … oh, God … not once in her life did she ever …
"Oh, Yes, yes, yes," she said, and she sucked in a breath between her teeth. "Oh, yes," she finished, like in those lovely dreams, she finished, and she started to cry.
"I'm sorry, mother," she said, but she continued the slow stroking of her nether lips, and her pleasure overwhelmed her initial guilt.
"I did it," she said aloud. "I did it. I did it."
She flung open the bedroom door, but Judy was not there – just Rick, fully clothed with a paper bag in his hand.
He glanced down the front of her body, and she slammed the bathroom door and hurried into her own room.
What must he think of me?



CHAPTER FOUR



JUDY


"That Leslie has a hell of a body," Rick said, when Judy came back with fresh towels from the concierge.
"I don't think she knew I was here, and she came in and her robe was wide open and-"
"Oh, damn. I told her you went out for croissants."
"Well, I'm back. I think you should go in and talk to her, because she turned the deepest shade of red I've ever seen on a human in my life. It was a giant step beyond scarlet."
Judy, still wrapped in her thick, terrycloth robe after going downstairs, went into the adjoining room, where Leslie had the covers pulled all the way over her head.
"What's the matter? Don't you think Rick's never seen a naked woman before?"
"I'm so ashamed."
"You shouldn't be. You've got a nice body. Come on, take your shower. We have to get to the Notre Dame before it's packed with tourists."
Leslie flopped down the sheet and looked at Judy. "You mean you don't hate me? You'll let me go with you?"
"Come you can have the bathroom first – and lock both doors! I don't want Rick popping in on you."
"You're mad at me."
"No. I'm just disappointed that I didn't see the look on your face."
"Judy!"
Judy smiled, did a little wave, and went into her own bedroom.



RICK


Rick couldn't get the image of the nearly naked Leslie out of his mind, and he could not stop thinking about how casual Judy had been about it.
"I'm sorry. I didn't really mean to look," he said.
"You wouldn't be much of a man if you didn't look."
He frowned. She was almost laughing about it, but that was how Judy was. Everything about sex was fun. Sometimes, she was laughing even as she came. It was one of the great things about her.
"Brandon's not here. I'll fix you up with her."
"You sure are a smart ass."
"You think so, huh?" She lifted her terrycloth robe and her gown, and she shook her butt at him. "Want to have a little fun while she takes her shower?"
"Absolutely," Rick said.
***
"You're not going to wear that shirt are you?" Judy said.
"You know it's my favorite."
"Lions and tigers and bears are bad enough, but dragons on a sports shirt is going to show you off as a tourist like nothing else can."
"How about the fact that none of us speak French."
"Touche - which is just about the extent of my French."
There was a weak tapping on the door between the two rooms.
"Come in," Judy said.
The door opened very quietly, and Leslie slipped inside. "Rick, I'm sorry. I really am sorry about, you know, coming in almost naked."
"Maybe Rick can do you the same favor sometime," Judy said.
"Oh, Judy." Leslie smirked, but she could not look at Rick.
"Don't worry about it. I like that halter."
"Do you think it's warm enough?"
"Sure it is. You have a jacket. I'm just wearing this blouse, but I have a bra. And Dragon chest over here is wearing that shirt he picked up from some guy on the street."
"It was a clothing stand," Rick said.
"Yes, used clothes from God knows where or what time period. Are we all ready?"
"All set," Rick said.
"I'm raring to go!" Leslie said, but her heart did not seem to be in it.
Judy did a double take on Leslie, and she frowned. "Leslie, if you're going to wear that halter, you are not going to wear a bra under it."
"What do you mean?"
"Get right back in there and take your bra off."
Leslie blushed, but she went back into her room.
"You don't have to be so tough with her."
"It'll do her good. It'll make her feel sexy. You go downstairs. We'll meet you in the lobby."
"What?"
"Go ahead. This is going to be girl talk."
"Women," Rick muttered to himself and stepped into the hall.
"Good morning, monsieur," said the cute little maid pushing her dolly of sheets and towels through the hall.
"And a good morning to you too," he said.
She smiled back as he climbed onto the elevator.
"Good morning, monsieur," said the sexy, blonde hotel manager when the elevator door opened.
"Bon jour," he said, probably sounding like some stage comedian trying to speak French. Rick had heard much about how the French were rude to Americans, but so far, he had run into none of that. From the corner of his eye, he watched the petite blonde.
"Have a good day," she said in English, as he allowed her to leave the elevator first.
"And a good day to you too," he said.
He stopped in his tracks and watched the way the narrow hips of the hotel manager shifted gently from side to side as she crossed to the reception desk. The French sure knew about sex, he thought, but he was embarrassed when she turned and caught him looking at her. She raised her nose, and went into her office. It made him feel like a dirty old man.
Until now, Rick had never felt unfaithful to Judy by just looking at other women. But after she talked to him last night about Leslie, he was beginning to feel a guilty nagging desire to fuck every good-looking woman he saw; first the maid, then the manager. He had looked at women before and thought I'd like to fuck that. Until now, they were always just passing thoughts that never stayed with him. This thought was hanging on.
He looked out through the door and into the narrow one-way street. He was amazed at how beautiful the Parisian women were, but none were as attractive as Judy. Maybe none compared to Leslie either; not even Leslie, after he had seen her walk out of the bathroom this morning, but she might be a close second. He was still looking through the glass of the door when two hands gripped his butt.
At first he thought it was Judy. He realized he was only half right when both she and Leslie giggled and stepped to either side of him.
"I can't believe I did that," Leslie said.
"Neither will your mother," Judy said.
"I don't believe it either," Rick said.
On the narrow sidewalk, he heard the two women laughing and giggling behind him. He was nervous on their long walk down to the quay, and across the bridge to Isle de Paris. He thought they might grab him again. Maybe he hoped it would happen.
He had heard them giggle together when he first met Judy. But that was before Leslie married Brandon Shane, the hotshot young attorney who many thought might be mayor of Wilmington someday, or maybe even a senator or congressman from Delaware.
They giggled even as they stepped into the church, and Rick was not just nervous, but embarrassed.
"Shhh," he said.
"Shhh, yourself," Judy said, and she grabbed his crotch.
While he admired the medieval beauty of the church, they were chattering away in whispers. He thought he heard them repeating the word "fuck" back and forth, as if Judy were teaching the word to Leslie. Once, they even spelled it.
When he could stand the embarrassment no longer, he led them from the church and onto the plaza.
"I say we go get something to eat," Judy said.
"And drink," Leslie said.
"I wish you girls would behave yourselves."
"Me?" Judy said.
"Yes, you."
"And I suppose Leslie is just an old goodie-goodie."
"Not so old," Rick said.
He had no choice but to tag along. On one narrow street where no traffic was permitted, he moved between them on the cobblestones.
"What's gotten into you girls?"
"Not enough, that's for sure," Judy said, and Leslie giggled.
Rick moved past, then ahead of them, and Judy hurried to his side. "Don't be so grouchy," she said. "You are going to have one hell of a time this afternoon."
"What do you mean?"
"I think Leslie is ready."
"For what?"
Now, it was Judy who giggled. She looked over at Leslie and said, "What do you think? Should he be ready for us?"
Rick glanced back, to see Leslie's shy smile. Her coat was open, and the warm spring breeze was blowing against her breasts in the halter. For just a moment, Leslie brought her hand to the bodice of the halter. In that same moment, Rick thought she was going to expose her breasts. She turned red, pulled her jacket tight, and buttoned it.
"I need some wine," Judy said.
"Me too," said Leslie.
"How about if we go visit that neat guy in that little bistro."
"The place that the goatee owns? Oh, yes," Leslie said.
"I'm beginning to think I should have come on this vacation alone," Rick said.
"You won't after we get through with you," Judy hinted, and danced ahead of him and into the little bistro.
It was just after noon, and the tables in the little bistro near the hotel were crowded with tourists and locals. It was easy to tell which were which, because the tourists in general were at the smaller tables, and the locals crowded around the larger ones, or stood at the bar to eat their sandwiches and drink their noon wine.
"Ah, it is good to see you again," said the proprietor, whose name was Armand.
He was tall and built well, but he did not seem very good-looking or sexy to Rick, but Rick was a guy, what did he know about the looks or sexiness in other guys.
"I have saved this place for you," he said, and he gestured to the linen covered table, with a vase of tulips as a centerpiece. Somehow the yellow tulips accented Judy's red blouse and Leslie's outfit of black jacket and skirt with white halter top. There was already a carafe of the house's red wine on the table,
Armand poured the wine, which Rick thought was fine. When Armand took their order and returned behind the counter, Judy giggled across the table at Leslie.
"You women are a pain in the ass when you act like teenagers."
"Aren't we though," Judy said. "Will you please stroke my kitty cat?" It was the term they used when they first got married.
"In here? Are you crazy?"
"Wuss."
"Judy, stop it," he said.
"Wussy, wussy, wussy," she said.
"It's called a 'pussy,'" Leslie said, like a little girl who had just learned something she wanted to share.
Leslie giggled and Rick was even more embarrassed.
"What do you think?" Judy said to her friend.
"He's a pussy if he doesn't do it."
Rick could not believe what was happening here. His wife of three years had spent most of the morning embarrassing him in front of her friend. Yet in his embarrassment, he remembered their conversation of last night about a threesome with Leslie, and his cock forced its way against the black chino material of his trousers.
He glanced at Leslie, and Judy slid her hand across his thigh and gripped his cock. Pre-come was already sticking to his shorts, and he thought he was going to dump the whole load right there in the bistro.
"Can you see how big and hard it is?" she said to Leslie.
"Leslie still seemed shy, but she was no longer blushing. She leaned her head back to get a look at Rick's lap.
"See?" Judy said.
"You're right. It is big."
"Bigger than Brandon's?"
"I don't know. I've never looked at Brandon's."
Rick and Judy both stared at her.
"I mean, I keep my eyes closed … I mean-" She cut off her words, and downed her wine in three quick swallows. Judy refilled her glass.
"Stop teasing her," Rick said.
Leslie emptied the second glass of wine as quickly as the first. There was no more in the carafe. Armand stepped to the table and tried to refill the carafe, but Judy waved him away.
"Would you like to take these sandwiches with you," Armand said, with his very slight accent.
"No. We'll just gobble them down," Judy said. "Won't we, Leslie."
"Gobble, gobble."
Judy started to push her own full glass of the house wine across the table. Rick had the feeling that the wine had gone straight to Leslie's brain, and he tried to stop Judy, but Judy slapped his fingers and pushed the glass even closer to Leslie.
"I'll take it with me," Leslie said.
The giggling grew more intense and they were attracting the attention of other customers. When Armand brought their sandwiches, Rick thought Armand would ask them to be quiet, but all he said was, "Enjoy the wine, the meal, and anything else you have in mind for later."
When they returned to the hotel, Leslie went into the bathroom she shared with them and closed the door. Rick did not hear the click of the lock.
"What do you think? Do you want to fuck her?" Judy giggled, as she had with Leslie, but Judy had barely a taste of the wine.
"Come on, stop this teasing crap."
Judy stepped closer to him, bringing her lips to his. She felt her taut nipples brush through the material of her own blouse and his shirt, and his cock started to rise again.
She kissed him lightly on the lips. Then she tilted her head and smiled. "Who says I'm just teasing?"



CHAPTER FIVE



LESLIE


Leslie's head was spinning, but she couldn't be drunk on just two glasses of wine – or was it three? Nevertheless, she was having all kinds of weird, sexual thoughts. She wanted to make love first with Rick, than with the tall, good-looking Armand. She was angry with Brandon and she was horny.
"Horny?" she said aloud, and she frowned at herself in the bathroom mirror. That word had sped through her mind many times, yet she had avoided dwelling on it. To dwell on it was to acknowledge that Brandon had never satisfied her sexually, although he had often pleased her with his attentions.
He tried to satisfy her, didn't he? Or didn't he care about her at all?"
She took off her jacket and folded it on the closed toilet seat and studied herself in the mirror. The halter, which crossed her breasts and tied in the back, was all she was wearing under the jacket; the jacket had hidden the way her nipples occasionally popped out against the material.
Leslie's breasts were hard and perfectly shaped. Although her aureoles were small, her nipples were nearly an inch long. When she was making love with Brandon, they jutted out like fingertips. He nibbled on them occasionally, but liked when he made love to her, he never did it long enough or gentle enough or hard enough when she wanted it done hard. Worse than that, he didn't do it nearly often enough.
If she made love to Rick, as Judy said she could, she would know what it was like with another man, and perhaps she would know what was missing?
No! She did not want to know what she was missing. If she knew, then her entire marriage was a waste, and Brandon might as well run away with that bitch secretary of his.
I'm better looking than she is, Leslie thought. I'm twice as good looking, and I'm built better, no matter how big her t – no matter how big her breasts are.
She slipped her hand under her skirt and stroked her mound, with pubic hairs jabbing through the nylon of her panties.
There was a tapping at the door, and she quickly moved her hand away as Judy pushed inside.
"I see you're getting the hang of it."
"No. No, I wasn't-"
"Sure you were. Are you ready for Rick?"
"You're not serious about this."
"Of course I am. The fact that you want to fuck him has nothing to do with him and me being in love."
"But-"
"No 'buts,'" Judy said. "The fact that you want to fuck him, and he wants to fuck you makes everything perfect."
She was still light headed, and maybe she was not even hearing what she thought she was hearing. It could be all be a product of her own … "Wishful thinking," she muttered.
"What?" Judy said.
"I … was … just thinking out loud."
"Do you want to strip for him, or do you want to go in there naked?"
"Oh, Judy, I don't think I'm ready for this."
The wine she carried from the bistro, was on the vanity sink.
"You really did like watching us last night, didn't you?"
"I surely did. Yes, I did. Yes," Leslie said.
She brought the wine to her lips and emptied it. Then, almost by reflex, her fingers were moving under her skirt again. She was touching herself, stroking herself, trying to recapture the pleasure of orgasm she had experienced earlier this morning.
Judy raised her eyebrows.
"Oh, damn. What am I doing?"
"Getting yourself ready for Rick."
"You're sure you talked about it."
"Yes, we have," Judy said, laughing. "And he said he would just love to fuck you."
"He would? I thought he loved you, I thought- "
"I'm not talking about love. I told you that. I'm talking about fucking, and I want to watch you fuck."
That word and the others were so alien to her, that they frightened her, yet they were exciting too.
"Go out there and tease the hell out of him first," Judy said.

Leslie became suddenly frightened, and she backed toward the door to her own room.
"Are you sure you're not a lesbian?" she said, but as soon as she heard her own words, she was embarrassed.
Judy laughed. "You've known me almost all of your life. If I were a lesbian don't you think I would have put a move on you long before now?"
She shrugged. "I suppose."
"But seeing you this morning, I could very easily become bisexual."
For just a moment, those words stopped Leslie to fear.
"But of course, I'm not. Come on."
For a crazy moment, Leslie had the idea that Judy wanted to take her into her arms and kiss her hard. She sensed that Judy wanted to run he fingers over her body, and- No, Judy couldn't do that. Would never do that. She wouldn't even think it.
The effects of the wine were wearing off. "I can't go through with this. I've done too much already. I'll have nightmares even thinking about it."
"They're not called nightmares. They're called 'wet dreams,' and they're great, aren't they?"
Of course, Leslie knew they were wet dreams. Sometimes, they were nightmares too, about diseases and going feeble and blind. She feared all the things her mother said would happen if she touched herself or if she practiced sex before or outside of marriage.
"If I make love to Rick-"
"Don't say 'love' about Rick. I don't want you to love him or him to love you. I just want you to fuck him, and I want to watch."
"If I make love – I mean, if I fuck Rick. You won't be able to just watch. I know you'll want to join in, and before you know it, I'll be left out in the cold, and I'll just be watching again."
"That won't happen. Look at it this way," Judy said. "In that respect, you and I will lose our virginity at the same time. You might not believe this, but Rick and I have never done it when anybody was with us. Not even with somebody watching – not until last night. It's always been just him and me, one-on-one."
"Why did you pick me?"
"Because we like you, because you're here, and because your husband doesn't give a damn about you."
Judy was right. Even when Brandon was supposed to be making love, he just grunted and groaned and finished, leaving her to stare at the ceiling and listen to him snore. He could care less about her pleasure. To him it was just the subject of an occasional ritual, and even the ritual had stopped since he started running around with his secretary.
She had seen the steady ebb and flow of Judy and Rick last night. What excited her was not just that they were doing it, but the way they were trying to please each other. She would like to see and feel what Rick would be like with her, and she would like to know if she could experience the same pleasure that Judy had.
***



JUDY


"What's that look for?" Judy said.
"What do you mean?" Leslie said, looking back at her in the mirror.
"You've got a nasty, sexy look, and I like it."
"No, I don't," Leslie said.
The look was definitely there, Judy thought. It was a confident look that said Leslie wanted to be fucked, but as quickly as it was there, it melted to fear.
"There's nothing to be afraid of, sweetie," Leslie said. "Just go in there and take your clothes off, and I'm sure Rick will be very accommodating."
Leslie looked solemn for a moment, then wet her lips. "I hope you're not sending me in there to embarrass me."
"You won't be embarrassed, believe me," Judy said.
She reached around Leslie, untied her halter, and peeled it all the way from her shoulders, revealing the full length of her beautiful body.
"I really am afraid."
"You're going to be just fine. That look is back again, and you are gorgeous. I just love the way your tits are so … natural. He'll love you. I promise."
"I hope, but you said something about a menage a trois. I'm not sure I want to do that. I just want to, you know, I want to be one-on-one with a man."
Judy was silent for a moment. Then she smiled. "That will be all right. I'll just watch. I told you I just wanted to watch."
"But do you know how hard it was for me to keep from pouncing when he was doing that to you! I wanted to beg him to eat me too. Oh, my God, I said 'eat.' I don't think I've ever said that before."
"I'm sure there are a lot of things you haven't said or done before."
"I don't know how you could possibly just watch while we did it." Even as Leslie protested, she unhooked her skirt and let it fall to the bathroom floor, and her pubis and it's curls pushed out against her black panties.
"Trust me," Judy said. I won't bother you, but it might be hard for me to stay away from him."
"You've got to promise. It will just be him and me. I don't want to, you know, I don't want to do anything with you."
"You are suspicious aren't you? You won't have to do a damned thing with me. I'm just interested in watching."
Leslie's cheeks flushed just the slightest bit. She hooked her thumb in her panties, stooped over and pushed them to the floor.
"Well, I know if it was you and Brandon, I would get so mad that I would-"
"You would want to join in, wouldn't you?"
"No! No, I'd just get mad."
"But you don't think I will, do you?"
"Maybe. But you have to promise. I mean, I'm-"
"I know, you're scared. And so am I … a little bit. I promise I won't touch you at all, not at all. Now, let's go."
Judy, still wearing her skirt and blouse, started to open the door.
"No. You've got to get undressed too," Leslie demanded from her panic.
"Okay, okay," Judy said, and she stripped one piece at a time until she was totally naked. Then she pushed into the bedroom, with Leslie following.
Rick, in his bikini briefs was looking through the curtain and out into the street.
"It's raining like hell out there, and uh… " He turned to see the two women, and his mouth fell open. His cock started to uncurl in his briefs and he did a little half turn toward the window as if he were trying to hide it.
"We've got a better idea," Judy said.
"Wow," he said. He was looking, not at Judy, but at Leslie.
"I think we owe her, don't you," Judy said. "We made her watch and she couldn’t do a damn thing about it. To make up for it, I told Leslie that you would fuck her."
"Ju-deee!" Leslie said, looking away from both of them.
"Oh, damn, you're beautiful," he said. Then his eyes shifted quickly to Judy's. "You're both beautiful."
Leslie said, "Thank you," and lowered her gaze to the hardness of Rick's cock.



CHAPTER SIX



LESLIE


Leslie saw not just a bulge in Rick's bikini underwear, but his firmly erect cock pressing out against the material. Her mouth watered. Brandon was at home screwing his secretary, and she needed to be fucked. She even thought the word. She didn't need to be made love to, she needed to be fucked.
"You, uh, you look good too," she said to Rick.
"Did Judy talk to you?"
Leslie glanced at Judy as if for approval, and Judy nodded.
"She told me what she would let you … uh, let us … uh, you know, let us … do it."
"You really mean it, don't you?" he said, looking at Judy.
"Yes, I mean it. Now lie down and let me show Leslie how we get started." Judy said, and she kissed him gently. Then, as if he were in a trance, he sat on the edge of the bed and lay back.
"I want you to fuck her brains out," Judy said.
The expression sent an instant chill through Leslie's body. She was embarrassed by Judy's comment and by her nakedness, but she felt good about it too. She wanted to have the courage to pull Judy aside and to climb on top of Rick. It was an impulse she had never had in her life, except in dreams, but so much of her life had been sheltered and so much of her erotic pleasure had been in her dreams.
"I think I've got a couple of shy people here," Judy said. "I'm going to have to direct this thing. Rick, take off those stupid bikini shorts."
Rick hesitated, then peeled away his bikini underwear, and his gaze roved from Leslie's eyes to her face and breasts. His mouth dropped open as the gaze reached her pubis. With each movement of his eyes, Leslie grew more excited. Finally naked, Rick climbed up on the bed again, his hard penis at an upward angle. But it was not a penis, it was a cock, and she had to think of it that way.
She had never made love to anyone but Brandon, but this would not be love, it would be fucking, and fucking was something she had never done in her life. She crawled beside him on the other side of the bed. She leaned up on her elbow and let her breasts hang. She was trying hard not to be embarrassed, and she was smiling.
"You do know how to give head, don't you?" Judy said.
"No," Leslie said in a hoarse whisper.
"Well, you're going to learn," Judy said. "Lie all the way back, Rick."
Again, Rick did as he was told, and Judy slid on the other side of him, gripping his cock firmly with her thumb and forefinger.
"Come on, give me some help here. Just do what I do."
Leslie, her eyes now transfixed on Rick's cock, reached hesitantly forward. Her fingers finally touched Judy's, but she was afraid to let them slip between Judy's fingers to touch the flesh of his cock. She was afraid that once she started anything, she would like it too much.
With her free hand, Judy grasped Leslie's wrist, forcing her lower and over the base of his cock. At first, Leslie barely touched with her fingers. Then she brought them all the way around the shaft, and she gripped him more firmly.
The feel was different from the feel of Brandon's cock. The skin was softer on the outside, but the shaft seemed harder underneath, and Leslie began to move her hand slowly upward and downward, following the motion of Judy's fingers.
Rick lay back watching and smiling, and Leslie grew bolder. "I've got it!"
Judy slipped her hand away, and Rick's cock was all Leslie's now. She gripped it firmly, and she went up and down, up and down.
"It's called 'jerking him off,'" Judy said, teasing.
"Yes, 'jerking him off,'" Leslie parroted back, all the while watching his cock, feeling it in her hand.
Leslie did not quite know what she was doing, but she could see by the look on Rick's face that it was okay. It was the way she had sometimes seen Brandon do it to himself in the bathroom while he read his magazines. He didn't know she was looking, or how often she had wanted it to be her hand on Brandon's cock, but the son of a bitch would have to wait now.
Now, she had her hand around Rick's cock, and she was working over it. Rick was looking down his body at her. His mouth open, in a look that was not quite a smile, and not quite a look of pain.
"You're getting the hang of it," Judy said. "Keep working your hand, and put your mouth over it."
Leslie's eyes widened in surprise, but just for a moment. She focused on the opening at the head as if it were another eye, watching her, and judging her performance. She watched as a slight stickiness began to form.
"Come on, lick it away," Judy said.
Leslie shook her head. She meant that no, she couldn't do it. But she couldn't help herself either. She leaned forward, and pulled the knob of his cock to her mouth. She brought the tip of her tongue to the wetness and gathered the salty taste.
"Come on," Judy said. "Lips all the way over."
"Yes," Leslie said. She brought her whole mouth to the head now, and instinctively, she rolled her tongue around it. She had never done anything like this before. Her saliva flowed, and it gave her a taste and sensation as if she was sucking a hard candy with an oyster taste.
She hummed her pleasure, and Rick's body went rigid.
"Oh, yeah," he said. "Yeah, good. That's good."
"Work on it," Judy said. "Work on it, and it'll work for you."
Judy crawled next to Rick and she brought her lips to his. She kissed him softly. She put her tongue on his tongue. Then she whispered, "Eat her."
When Leslie heard the words, a new sensation rippled from her lips to her brain, and down to her pussy. On a conscious level, this was all new to her, even the word "pussy," but she realized it had happened so very often in her dreams. A deeper level surfaced to her conscious brain and she knew it had happened in not only dreams of Brandon, but in dreams of Rick and of other men as well.
She was awful, she thought, but she loved the way his cock felt in her hand and she loved the way it felt going in and out of her mouth, between her lips and over her tongue. For just the fraction of a second, it went too far in the back of her throat, and she gagged, but she recovered quickly.
Even as she sucked his cock, she was hesitant to touch herself. Her fingers slid through her pubic curls as if she were scratching them, but with each scratch, with each slide, her fingers grew ever closer to the opening.
Finally, she felt her wetness and it seemed to draw her fingers even farther over her clitoris. She cradled her clitoris, her clit, between her index and middle fingers, and she stroked ever so slowly.
"Mmm," she hummed into his cock.
"You've got it now, sweetie," Judy said.
"Oh, yeah, you got it!" Rick said.
"Mmm," Leslie went again, but the sound was also a reaction to the way her fingers slid into the crack and over her clit. Oh, damn that feels good.
Even as she sucked, she moved her fingers in and out and around her own pussy.
"Like this," Judy said. She brought her hand to join Leslie's hand, and Judy began to stroke up and down on Rick's cock with her. "Do it like you're fucking him with your mouth and your fist."
Leslie moved her mouth up and down, but she was moving her hand now too. She was sucking him and moving her hand on him, and she was moving her other hand over her pussy. She kept going at all three actions and a plethora of sensations rattled to every surface and tip of her body. She was finding it hard to concentrate on more than one thing at a time, but she kept at it. Her mind shifted from act to act, from pleasure to pleasure.
The sensations rippled through her and around her and in her. It had never been like this with Brandon, it had never been like this even in her dreams, and she savored every moment.
"That's good," Judy said. "Yes, very good. Keep at it. You're getting the hang of it. Oh, damn you are getting the hang of it."
"Yes, it is good," Rick said.
"Go, Leslie."
Their encouragement egged her on. She was frantic now, going like a crazy person up and down over his cock with her mouth, her tongue moistening the head. At the same time she was masturbating him – jerking him off – trying to bring him to a greater crescendo of pleasure.
Never in a million years would she have done this without Judy's encouragement, but she did it now and she loved it. She loved not just the pleasure of her mouth on his cock, and her hand on her own pussy, but she loved the feeling of power it gave her. She was in charge. She was the boss, over him, over her, over them. They could not make her do anything she didn't want to do, and she could do anything she chose.
"Mmm," she moaned and she felt Rick's body shudder. She had never done this before, but she thought she knew what that meant, and she let his cock slip from between her lips.
"Oh, God!" he cried.
Like a gusher from a volcano, his come popped straight up and it struck her on the cheek and rolled over her chin. In the abstract, she would have thought of it as awful, but this was not the abstract; this was the fact, and she laughed. As his come dripped over her cheek and to the edge of her mouth, she licked it away and savored it, and she loved the wet, salty taste. Yes, a new taste, and she loved it.
Still holding his cock and not knowing from where her sudden need had come, she licked at the wetness, wanting more of that taste. Then she milked it down, squeezing out more of his precious fluid, and she brought her mouth over the head, sucking the come away, and savored it.
"Damn you are good," Rick said.
"A quick study," Judy said. "Don't you think you should eat her now? Don't you think she deserves it?"
"Mmmmm," Leslie went, and she began to stroke him again. She wanted more and more of his precious juices, but she wanted to be eaten too. Yes now, she wanted him to eat her.
She moved her hand away from his cock and sat back on her haunches.
"Yes. Eat me. Eat me. I've never been eaten before. Please, eat me."
Rick went up on his elbows. He glanced at Leslie and she grinned at him.
"And you'll love it," Judy said.
"I know," Leslie whispered.
With her knees spread, Leslie brought her hand to her pussy the way Judy had taught her only this morning, and Rick put his fingers on hers.
"Oh," Leslie said, trembling. She wanted and needed things she had always denied herself, and here, in Paris, she would get them, and she would learn how to do many things.
"Let's do this right," Judy said to Leslie. "Hang your legs over the bed.
"Yesssss," Leslie hissed in anticipation. She moved to the edge of the bed at the same time Rick slipped to his knees on the floor. He stared at the opening as Leslie's fingers spread the folds of her pussy.
"It's a nice one," Rick said.
"Yes, isn't it," Judy said. "Pretty."
Leslie studied the intensity in Rick's eyes, as he put one hand on each of her knees and spread her legs apart.
He dragged his tongue up the inside of her thigh and brought his face closer to her pussy. He spread the folds with his thumbs, and slipped his tongue from between his lips.
She watched, transfixed. Oh, God, this was it. Oh, damn, this was going to be it. He was going to eat her and- "Ohhhhh," she moaned.
His tongue had barely touched her clit, yet she raised her ass from the edge of the bed to meet him.
She felt his tongue at the folds, at the base, in the opening, at the pubic hair, and over the clit. His tongue was everyplace and so were his fingers. She was shivering, no longer with the anticipation of what might happen, but with the excitement of what was happening. Ripples and surges of pleasure, rushed through her. Avalanches of pleasure cascaded over her.
"Go Rick. Do her," Judy said.
"Yes, do me!" she cried. "Do me, do me good. Oh, yes. Do me good. Do me fantastically!"
His mouth was like more than one mouth, his tongue like more than one tongue. The pleasure was rippling through her and only now did she realize the soothing sensation of Judy's fingers as they massaged her shoulders. And she felt the sensitive tickle of Judy's hard nipples on her bare back.
Everything felt wonderful, and it made the agony of watching them last night all the more worth it. She had watched them going at each other, and now Rick was going at her in the same way, a way Brandon had never done and probably never would do.
She closed her thighs around Rick's head and began to rock her entire body against his lips and tongue and teeth. He was kissing, licking, nibbling. He was going at her so hard and so fully that everything about Leslie seemed a single sensation of pleasure.
She closed her eyes and accepted every new sensation that was presented to her. She even wondered what it would be like if Judy brought her fingers down over the front of her. What would it be like if Judy massaged her breasts while Rick was eating her pussy?
Oh, damn, damn, damn, she thought, and she could not believe the way she was thinking.
Rick spread her thighs. He moved his mouth from her pussy and looked up into her eyes.
"Don't stop," she pleaded.
"Lie back in my arms," Judy said.
She looked into Judy's eyes and shook her head, not in disagreement or rebellion, but in amazement at the sexual prowess of her two friends. She lay back in Judy's arms, and Rick climbed onto the bed. Instead of going between Leslie's legs, he went alongside her. Judy was behind her, rotating her breasts against Leslie's back.
It was not fair, Leslie thought. Judy was not supposed to be doing that. This was not supposed to be three-way sex. This was supposed to be just Rick and Leslie, with Judy watching, but Judy was cheating.
Rick brought his mouth to Leslie's mouth, and he kissed her gently, but his hand came up inside her thighs and slid to the opening of her pussy.
Leslie moaned against his kiss, and with her moan, she slipped her tongue into Rick's mouth and rolled it against his.
"I'm getting jealous," Judy said. "But it's okay. Don't stop!"
Leslie swung her glance to Judy. For a moment, as she looked into Judy's eyes, she wanted to thank her with a kiss, but that would be against the rules too, and she quickly returned her mouth to Rick's.
His fingers were going at her pussy; his tongue was going at her tongue. Somebody's hand was on her breast and she didn't care whose, because it felt so good. The pleasure was beginning to rise like the pleasure in the bathroom, like the pleasure of her dreams. It began to surge through her entire body and she was shaking.
She rubbed her back against Judy's breasts, while gyrating her own pussy against Rick's fingers. She kissed Rick fully and deeply.
She opened her eyes, and saw that Rick's cock was getting hard again. That vision overwhelmed her, and she cried out. "Oh, yes. Yes. It's…"
It was so rich and full, and so deep, she thought she was going to die from the pleasure. She kissed Rick hard and held onto his mouth with her own.
The pleasure that surged was like the near death experience she had heard about. She seemed out of herself and of herself and in herself, but she was also of Rick and Judy, and a great white light exploded in her brain. Her body tingled and shivered, and slowly, the pleasure subsided, and she went limp.
It was an unbelievable experience, she thought as she closed her eyes and floated in a state of euphoria.
"This must be what heaven is like," she said.
She lay like that for a long time, while Rick pulled away from the kiss and Judy slid from behind her. She felt the rustling of their bodies, but she ignored them, and smiled at the pleasure of her own lightheadedness.
"I told you it would be nice," Judy said.
"And it was," Leslie said.
Rick just sighed.
"We're friends," Judy said. "That's the way it should be."
"Can I learn some more?" Leslie asked.
Her pleasure had barely abated, yet she wanted more.



CHAPTER SEVEN



BRANDON


"Mister Shaaa-ane," Darla, the bimbo, sang at him from the bathroom at the Hotel Alexis in Atlantic City.
"Yeah," he said, lying naked and watching the basketball game between the Sixers and the Warriors. Leslie had been gone only two days and he missed her terribly. It was so stupid to cancel a trip to Paris just to be with Darla, the secretary he had been screwing for the last three months.
He thought longingly of Leslie's innocence, even at the age of twenty-three. He wondered if their sex problem was more his than hers. He was the one with the experience. He should be doing the teaching.
Hell, who was he kidding? Darla was only nineteen, and he had learned more from her than in his entire life before that. But what was she before he hired her? A waitress, a stripper, a hooker? He did know that she couldn't type, and that at least twice he had found files she had labeled Filadelfia. Three hundred dollars a week was a lot to pay for a steady fuck and blowjob. Especially since he was already fucking up his office.
"Mister Shaaa-ane," she called again.
"What the fuck to you want?" he said.
"Aw, Mister Shane," she said, she said, doing her baby talk, as she stepped from the bathroom.
She was wearing that ridiculous schoolgirl costume again: plaid skirt with no panties, white blouse with not bra, and saddle shoes with bobby sox. It might be a look that turned some guys on, but it didn't do a thing for him.
She lifted her skirt, showing her thatch of blonde curls, and he smiled.
"Don't you like my little pussy, Mr. Shane?"
He wanted to scream at her to stop that. He had made love to teenage girls when he was a teen, and he liked it then. He was a grown man now, and he wanted a grown woman, an adult like Leslie, even thought Leslie might be naive about things sexual.
Darla crossed the room toward him, shifting her hips from side to side and letting her tits bounce behind her white blouse.
"Don't you like them?" she said.
She put her hands around them through the cotton blouse, and her nipples jutted out against the material.
He looked at her askance, trying to let her know that he was bored with the same stupid role she had been playing for three months. She moved beside the bed, and was holding one tit in both hands, still sheathed by the blouse, pushing it toward his face.
He looked up at her and saw the fear in her eyes.
"Don't you want to suck on my little titty?" she said.
No, he didn't want to suck on her little titty, which was actually large. He wanted to suck on Leslie's. He wanted her to be here with him and he wanted to make love to her as he had never made love to her before.
"Oh, yes. I do want to suck on your titty," he said, playing her game, and found that in spite of his resolve against it happening, his cock was getting hard again.
"Oh, Mister Shane, what a hard cock you have."
Now, she held her tit with one hand and pushed it against his face, as she gripped his bare cock with the other.
His mouth went to the cotton material of her blouse. He saturated it with his saliva and rolled his tongue against the hard nipple. He felt her stroking, but he was still sucking. What the fuck was the matter with him? Why was he doing this? But it felt so goddamn good.
"Ohhh," he moaned at her. He was letting her control him again, and he didn't like it. He liked the sex. He liked the fucking. But he did not like the game they continued to play. He was becoming the laughing stock of the office, and it was probably too late for him to ever dream of a political career.
"Don't you want to feel my pussy?" she whispered.
"Hmm-hmm," he hummed, with his lips still around her tit his tongue still trying to get through the wet material at her nipple. He thrust his hand between her legs, jammed his thumb against her clit, massaged.
"Ooooo, Mr. Shane, not so hard."
"Shut the fuck up," he said, and he jammed his four fingers into her pussy.
He looked up, and her eyes went wide. "I like it. I like that. Oh, keep doing it that way," she said. "You're fucking me with your fingers. Yes, that's good."
Her other hand was starting to go more and more rapidly against his cock, and she was into a spastic lack of control.
"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck. Yes, that's it. That's it." She was talking and breathing through her teeth, as he tried to put his fingers deeper and deeper into her pussy, and it was surprisingly easy to do.
"How many men have you fucked before me," he said. He swung his legs to the floor and she lost her grip on his cock. He threw her on the bed and lifted her skirt all the way.
"How many?" he demanded.
"Some," she said, and she was breathing hard. "Put your thumb on my clitty. Please, please."
"Yes," he said, and he pinched inside and out.
"Ohhh," she moaned and he knew that he had hit her g-spot again, and at this moment, he owned her as he would never own Leslie or any other woman.
"Take my cock in your hand, you little bitch."
"Yes, sir," she said, and it made him angry.
The very game that attracted him to her now repulsed him. In and out he went with all four fingers, massaging her clit with his thumb, and rubbing his fingers against her g-spot from within.
She was moaning and writhing, and her ass was off the bed, trying to work her pussy against his hand, but she had not yet taken his cock as he had told her. He'd fix the little bitch, he thought. He pulled his hand away, and rolled from the bed.
He stood over her, his cock standing tall, and she was confused.
"Do it, the hand thing. Do it!" she said.
"Fuck the hand thing. I want to do the cock thing," he said, and looked down at her.
"Rip me apart before you do," she said. Her eyes went insanely wide.
"What?"
"Rip me. Rip me apart," she said.
He did not like her giving him orders any more than he liked the little girl game she continued to play, but he was angry. He reached down to the material of her blouse and lifted her from the bed. He brought her face to his and he kissed her hard, biting her tongue as she tried to stick it into his mouth.
He gripped both sides of the button-up blouse, and ripped it open. Her ample tits flopped to the sides, as he pushed her back on the bed. He lifted her skirt, spread her legs and slammed his hard, thick cock between them and into her wide open pussy.
"Ooo," she said. "Yeah, fuck me."
And he did. He was angry with himself and with her, but she was the only one enjoying the anger as he plunged in and out of her. In and out.
At this moment, he hated her and didn't want her; he wanted her to be his wife.
"Oh, Leslie," he said.
"Yes. I'm Leslie. Fuck me like you fuck Leslie. Yes, please, fuck me the way you fuck your wife."
He was pumping in and out of her the way he pumped in and out of Leslie, trying to give her the same pleasure he felt but he always failed.
"Oh, yeah," Darla cried, and Leslie would never do that. Leslie was a lady with a lady's sensibilities, choosing to lie there and be fucked by a husband as was her wifely duty.
"It's wrong," he said.
"Nooo, nooo, Mister Shane, it's right. It's the rightest thing you've ever done. Fuck me like you love me."
"Call me Brandon," he said.
"Yes, sir."
"No, sirs. Just call me Brandon."
"Yesss, Brandon," she said, and he went in and out of her until he came for the fifth time that day. Now he was through with her. Maybe he was through with her forever.
He wanted that to be the case, but when he rolled over and stared at the ceiling, Darla had his cock in her hand, and she was drawing the head into her mouth.
"Is this how Leslie does it?" she said.
"Yes," he said, but it was a lie. Leslie never did it, and he had never taught her how to do it.
Yes, he thought, the failure of the marriage was as much his fault as it was Leslie's. In fact, as he had been thinking for days now, the failure of the marriage was all his fault.



CHAPTER EIGHT



JUDY


"Are you going to wear your dragon shirt again?" Judy asked.
"I feel like a dragon in this shirt," Rick said, grinning.
They had spent all afternoon, and much of the evening in bed with Leslie, but it was time to get something to eat – but this time, food.
"Just because you made it with two women, you think you're hot stuff today." She giggled. She was wearing her red blouse and dark skirt again. Judy did not understand why this very normal outfit turned him on, but it did.
"Are we ready yet?" Leslie said, stepping into their room. She wore a satisfied grin, but she was shaking just a little as she glanced at Rick.
Judy was jealous, but only a bit. She was glad for her friend and she had certainly enjoyed what they had just done, but she wanted Leslie to be even freer. Not only had she and Rick talked about how to get that to happen, and fucking Leslie had given him new confidence. He had gone to the bistro next door, to make sure that what they planned for Leslie would actually happen.
Judy saw how Leslie shivered through the day, with her nipples growing periodically hard under the halter. From time to time, Leslie would button her dark jacket, sometimes to hide the hardness of her nipples, and other times because of the chill in the air. Her fingers trembled now, but that was not from the cold. Her voice cracked at every comment as they went downstairs in the elevator, and Judy knew Leslie was ready for sex again.
It might be teasing, Judy thought, but she was determined to drag it out. The longer Leslie's needs were suppressed, the more active a participant she would become at the next incident.
"Let's go to the bistro and get something light for dinner," Judy said.
"Yes, the same place, almost next door. We can get something to go and-" Leslie cut off her words, and glanced quickly at Judy and Rick, letting them know she was ready for anything. Take out food, take out wine, anything, then back to the hotel.
"Nah, let's eat in here," Rick said.
Armand drew closed the last of the blinds.
"It looks like they're closing," Leslie said,
"Let's see," Judy said, tapping on the window.
The tall, good-looking Frenchman opened the blind and smiled at them.
"Ah," he said, and unlocked the door, and with a sweeping gesture, indicated they should sit anywhere they liked. Judy picked a small table that gave a view to the counter; she had her reasons for doing it. As they sat, he locked the door again. The blinds were still drawn.
"I am pleased that you have returned to my humble bistro. I am here to serve you in any way I can."
Judy noticed the way Armand looked straight down at Leslie's thighs, and she smiled to herself. In her seated position, Leslie's dark skirt had crawled nearly halfway to her waist, and there wasn't a real man alive who could resist that kind of show.
As Armand studied Leslie's thighs, Judy watched the bulge at the front of his tight jeans. He's a Frenchman all right, she mused. She was getting anxious, but as much as she liked the appearance of Armand and his bulge, she knew that it was Leslie who needed the lessons in love.
"We'll have something light. A broth and a salad maybe," Judy said. She certainly did not want Leslie to be screwing on a full stomach.
"For all of us," Rick said, then went about looking at the menu to select the specifics.
"Wine first?" Armand asked.
"Of course," Rick said.
Armand's gaze seemed attached to Judy's face, but his cock was more interested in Judy's naked legs and what was between them. "I'm so glad you chose the broth and the salads," Armand said. "I was about to close. I've already sent the chef home, but I will be most happy to serve you myself."
"I'm sure everything will be fine," Rick said.
Armand went to the kitchen that was against the wall behind the counter, like some American diners.
"He's a hot one," Judy said.
"Yes," Rick said. "I saw how much you liked him, and the place is empty?"
"Why did he lock the door?" Leslie said.
"I suppose because he doesn't want any more customers to come in."
"Who knows why the French do what they do?" Judy said. Then she added, "He might be a good match for you. Look, he cooks too."
Leslie blushed as Armand stepped from behind the counter, and at the same time, Judy slid her hand over Rick's thigh, and gripped his cock through his trousers as she did this afternoon. Rick didn't protest.
Armand brought the wine, and poured four glasses.
"Do you mind if I sit with you for a moment?"
"Not at all," Leslie said. Her voice cracked as it had been doing all afternoon. Her fingers were trembling, if not in anticipation, perhaps in fear, but definitely with desire.
Armand sat next to Leslie, but he grinned seductively at Judy who was across the table from him. Judy nodded with a slight tilt of her head toward Leslie. She was very good at directing things.
"Yes, of course," he said. He held his eyes on Judy, but he was reaching under the table, his fingers moving toward Leslie's thigh.
"Oh!" Leslie said, and her cheeks flushed.
Judy sensed the movement as Leslie slid down in her chair, spreading her legs, inviting him to reach even closer to her pussy. His hand slid farther and farther upward, and Judy was surprised to see that Leslie wore no pants.
"Oh," Leslie said. It was her second "Oh," but this one was something like a squeak.
Not knowing what was going on, Rick frowned, but Judy squeezed Rick's cock and regained his attention.
"Oh, God," Leslie said, and Judy smiled.
"It will be my pleasure, Mesdames et Monsieur. Your dinner is on me, and perhaps we can, shall we say, 'play' in my little bistro."
"Is this okay with you?" Rick said to Judy.
"Anything is okay with me."
"Me too," Leslie's said, out of breath. Her breasts were heaving. Her nipples were like fingers pressing against the material of her halter, and she was so full of enthusiasm she was bouncing off the chair.
"Maybe Judy and I should just get back to our room," Rick said.
"No!" Leslie said.
Judy could tell from the look that it had nothing to do with Leslie wanting more people in her little sexcapade. What it had to do with, was Leslie's fear of being left alone with a stranger.
"I'm sure you'll be all right, sweetie," Judy said. "We know where Armand lives, and I'm sure Armand would never hurt you."
"Never," he said, grinning as his fingers continued to work at her pussy.
"Then it's time for us to go," Rick said.
Judy was disappointed. This morning, she had her first taste of the menage a trois, and she had hoped for a menage a quatre, but it was too much to hope for Rick to understand.
"You stay," Judy said. "I'm sure Armand will give you a lovely time."
"Of course," Armand said, graciously.
Before Rick left the bistro, Armand took him aside. He said something, and he handed something to Rick. Judy had no idea what any of it was about, but she did know that Rick had talked to Armand this afternoon. When they were outside, Armand locked the door behind them, and Judy growled.
"He wanted you and him to fuck her, didn't he?" she said, now jealous of Leslie.
"Not quite," Rick said.
"Did he pay you for her?"
"Of course not," Rick said, and he laughed.
***



LESLIE


Leslie was frightened as the attractive Frenchman strode away from the door, ginning at her. He stood over the table and poured another glass of wine for her. It was only her second, and she would not overdo it as she had done this afternoon.
"I, uh, I'm not very experienced," Leslie said.
"It's nothing. You are quite attractive, and, as your friends say, I would never harm you."
He reached down, gripped her arms, and pulling her upward from the chair, he brought his mouth to hers, intruding his tongue at the very moment their lips touched. His hands slipped from her shoulders to her behind, and he raised her skirt, exposing the bareness of her cheeks underneath. His fingers felt so delicious as they kneaded the cheeks of her ass.
With a boldness of her own that Leslie had never dreamed of just a few days ago, she lowered his zipper and gripped his cock.
What was she doing, and why was she doing it, she wondered. Yet without thinking, she was moving her hand up and down over his cock the way Judy had taught her. She was excited because she was doing things she had never done before, and she was doing it on her own, with no encouragement from her friends, but only the encouragement of Armand's passionate, tongue-twirling kiss.
She wondered if she would ever be able to go back to Brandon. Would she ever even want him again, and would he want her? He had his big tit, young secretary, so why did he need a wife? More importantly, why did Leslie need him when she could have men like Armand?
His mouth slid from hers and over her shoulder. His tongue and teeth tugged at her halter and cleared it away from one of her breasts. He kissed it, without touching the nipple, but he came ever so close.
"Ohhh!"
She wanted the feel of sucking lips, of licking tongue, as she felt the pleasure of his cock in her hand. Never in a million years would she do anything like this with her husband. Brandon was a man who couldn't make love to her except in the most elementary way, a man whose only idea of variety was to make love on the living room sofa.
Armand's hands slipped from her ass. He untied her halter and peeled it over her shoulder while he brought his lips ever closer to her nipple. He licked around her nipple without touching it, and shivers rippled through her body. Finally, he drew it into his mouth. He sucked and savored while he gripped her wrists and backed her across the room. As soon as she was against the wall, she grabbed his cock and pulled it down, and nestled it through the folds of her pussy.
"Fuck me, you bastard, fuck me!"
"Of course," he said, and still holding onto her wrists, he brought his lips over her breasts and placed his cock against the opening of her pussy. It slid easily through the wetness and all the way inside her.
"Yes, oh, yeah," she said, and she could hardly breath now.
He held her wrists, as he slammed his cock into her again and again, banging her against the wall."
"Fuck me, fuck me," she said.
He was slamming harder and harder and the sensations were rolling and grumbling through her.
"Yesssss." She was going to come this time, and she was going to come quick. Yes, she would, and she was. She would come, yes. She would come, yes. Quickly, she would come.
"Yes. Oh, yes. Ohhhhh," she moaned.
Leslie went stiff, and surges of post pleasure surged through her. Then they were ripples of pleasure. She sighed and went limp. For a long moment, Armand held her pinned against the wall.
"This is so lovely," he said, "but it is time to get you from these clothes."
"Yes," she said, her brain numbed from the pleasure.
She didn't care what happened, but he backed away from her, letting her lean against the wall, and he smiled as he peeled her clothes away, one piece at a time. When she was totally naked, except for her shoes and stockings, he carried her to one of the tables and lifted her so she was sitting with her legs dangling downward and her thighs spread.
She watched as he unbuttoned his shirt and revealed his broad chest and shoulders and his strong arms. Her eyes widened as he undid his belt and his button. His fly was already unzipped, so he let his pants fall to the floor, revealing that he wore no underwear. He seemed to be getting ready to use his cock again, and her mouth began to water.
If her mother could see her now, she would go insane, she thought, but it made no difference. Her mother had held her back too long. It was time for her to break free of the constraints she had felt for so many years.
Armand smiled and moved between her legs, but she was so high on the table, that even standing upright, his face was almost at a level with her breasts. He reached out and raised her left breast with just two fingers of his right hand. He darted his tongue against the nipple, and it instantly hardened.
"Nice," she whispered.
"Bon," he said. He gripped her tit with his whole hand and gummed over it, his tongue and lips rolling around the nipple.
"It is so true what they say about Frenchman," she said.
"Oui, yes, so true," he said, and nipped at the flesh of her breast with lips and tongue and an occasional scrape of his teeth.
Even with no pressure on her pussy, the delicious early sensations of pleasure were coming over her. There were little shudders and tickles, but she was feeling a greater anticipation. It was as if what they were about to do would be more exciting than anything that happened to her in the last twenty-four hours.
"You are such a delicious woman," he said.
He put his hand behind her head and brought her face to his. He kissed her, not passionately this time, but gently; and with his gentleness, he brought on an even deeper excitement.
"You're so dear," he said, and he dragged his tongue over her cheek, her neck, and down between her breasts. He kissed one of them, then the other.
Leslie looked heavenward, grateful that Brandon had not come along on this trip. If he had, none of this would be happening and she would still be stuck in her backward world where sex was something she feared and a mere service for a husband who never appreciated her.
Armand's tongue rolled through the "v" over her pubis, over the outer lips, then the inner, then between the folds.
"Do it, please do it," she said.
His tongue rolled over her clit, his lips nibbled.
She was taking quick little breaths, but she was emboldened and she wanted more. "Fuck me. Fuck me!"
He kept eating her, licking, sucking and teasing her.
"I said, 'fuck me!"
"Yes, mon cherie. Yes, of course," he said.
He smiled and climbed onto the table with her.
He pushed her back against the surface and knelt between her legs, looking down at her.
"Yes, I will fuck you, and I will fuck you good," he said. He took his cock in his hand, angled it toward her spread pussy, and brought the whole length of his body over her, with his hands resting on the bar.
Leslie reached down for him and placed his cock against the opening of her pussy.
Even in his "ram, bam, thank you ma'am" way, Brandon had made love to her, but he had never fucked her. No one had ever fucked her, not even Rick this afternoon, and she wanted to be fucked.
"Fuck me!" she cried.
"Yes," he whispered, and he pushed into her, driving his cock as deeply as it would go, sliding her across the stainless steel counter. He withdrew part of the way and slammed at her again, then again, and again. He was going at her as if he were a pile driver, drawing back and slamming harder and harder and all the time sliding her farther up the length of the counter.
His cock was plunging into her, seeming to draw her insides out. His balls were slapping at her. He had the wide-eyed look of an insane man, but Leslie was insane too. Why else would she be doing this with a stranger.
"Fuck me harder," she said.
And he slammed into her.
"Harder."
And again he slammed.
"Fuck me, you bastard, fuck me," she cried.
In drawing his cock out of her and slamming into her, he was hurting her, but it was a good hurt. A pain that was so intense it was almost a pleasure. In and out he went, and he was breathing harder and harder.
She wanted him to fuck her even deeper and harder. She wanted him to fuck her longer and faster. She wanted him to fuck her until she could no longer think, until her pussy was raw and worn, yet still begging for more.
"Fuck me," she said again,
He seemed to be in panic as he looked at her. "What is it you want me to do?" he pleaded.
"Fuck my brains out," she said.
"Yes, fuck out your brains."
She was bouncing her ass off the stainless steel surface, and she wrapped her legs around him making certain his cock did not escape from her pussy.
"Fuck out your brains. Yes," he said, and kept going at her.
"Oh," she said, and she was coming again. She was losing some level of consciousness, and her head was spinning and numbing. Yes, he was fucking her brains out. Yes, that was what he was doing. That was this feeling.
"Yes," she said, through the numbness. "Yes. Yes. Yes. Oh, God, yesssss."
He kept pumping hard at her, in a way Brandon would never do. He was pulling out of her and slamming into her.
"Yesssss," she said again, and her body was going into little spasms, little rushes of pleasure.
"Tres bien. Oh, oui. Tres bien," he said, as he thrust into her one last time.
Then he went limp, and she felt the gush of his warm come inside her. He tried to stroke some more, and it was easy to do through the wetness. Then he lay on top of her for a long moment. When he finally pulled away from her, she felt his come slide from her pussy and down to her ass to the surface of the counter.
"Yes, tres bien," she said, using one of the few phrases she knew.
"You are magnifique," he said.
"And you ain't bad either." She sighed. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she faded off into total relaxation.
"Now, we must fix it," he said.
He climbed down from the bar, then he put his arms under her and carried her to one of the empty tables. He sat her upright on top of it, and he spread her legs. When he began to lick away his own come, she began to shiver all over and wanted still more of him.



CHAPTER NINE



RICK


"This is for you," Rick said smiling, as he handed the key to Judy.
"What is it?"
"It's the key to the bistro. Armand wanted us both to come back, but I think you and Leslie will have more fun if I'm not along."
"But you should come too." Judy could not believe that Rick was letting her return alone to the bistro.
"No. You gave me Leslie this morning. I'm giving you Armand tonight."
Judy was totally confused. She had always thought he would be jealous of another man in a menage a trois.
"It's all right. I owe you a lot because of how good you've been to me."
"And you've been good to me. You're being especially good to me now. I don't really understand this, but thank you."
She pecked him lightly on the lips and hurried away.
When Judy left the room, Rick sat on the edge of the bed, wondering if he had done the right thing. After a long moment, he was suddenly taken with misgivings, and rushed into the hall to stop her, but the elevator door was slid closed.
He started for the stairway and yanked open the door, but he went only to the first landing before he stopped and leaned against the wall. Judy had let him fuck Leslie. That was fine and they had a great relationship, so why shouldn't he allow her the same privilege with Armand and Leslie?
He stepped back to the hallway at his floor, and stared at the closed elevator for a long time. He sighed, and started to go into his room. When he did, he saw one of the young chambermaids, in her black, short-skirted uniform with white apron. She looked back at him, then bent over to pick up something from the floor.
She was perhaps five yards from him, but he was certain she wore no underwear. He chuckled to himself and leaned against the wall, looking toward the ceiling, thinking again about Judy.
"Are you all right, monsieur?" the maid asked. She was holding a stack of clean linens against her breasts.
"I'm fine, thank you." Rick's mouth went dry. "You certainly do look nice for a … you know … you look nice for a chambermaid."
"Pardon, monsieur. My English is not so good."
"Vous et tres interessante," he said, not knowing if his French was any better than her English.
"Pour vous, monsieur," she said smiling.
He thought for certain that what she said meant, "for you," but that didn't make any sense. So he responded with a question of his own, "Pour moi?" he said, touching his finger to his chest to learn if he understood correctly.
"Mais oui," she said, with a little smile, affirming that she meant something like, "I am here for you."
It was a clear indication she was interested in him. He needed something to take his mind off Judy, but he was not at all certain he wanted to follow through on something like this, without Judy knowing about it.
He might have asked her again, but she had already turned away from him, and again she bent deeply from her waist to pick up something from the floor. This time raising her skirt so high that it not only showing her naked ass, but the thick red flesh of her pussy. If he didn't take that as an indication of her interest, he was a fool. He heard about the famous loose morals of the French, but this was impossible, he thought. Was she making an offer in exchange for a payment of some kind.
"Et vous en prostitute?" he said, stumbling through his French.
"But no!" she said indignantly. "I like you. But we have how you say, the problem."
"What problem?"
"Your room, she is already prepared. We cannot-"
"It's already messed up," he said.
"Non, non. We cannot go into your room. How is it you say. Someone might come home and I would be in the great difficulties with Mesdame directeur."
Rick's mouth was watering, and as his cock rose, the chambermaid watched the front of his trousers.
"Tres bien," she said, her eyes opening wide. "Come this way, please."
She waved her ass at him as she led him down the hall, and he followed like a small boy who was after a secret cache of candy. When they reached the end of the hall, she unlocked a door and stepped inside.
"This is the sauna," he said.
"Yes, very private," she said.
And a bit cramped, he thought, but he would certainly give it a try.
"I saw you when you came into this hotel," she said, her words were hesitant, her voice quivering. "I liked you from the very first. You are a, uh, tres interesante gentleman to be with two women at one time, non?"
So that was why he was so appealing he thought, and he wondered if she had seen anything or just surmised that he was making love to both Leslie and Judy.
He wanted to explain the situation, but he knew his English and her French were inadequate to make sense of the whole thing, so he let that part drop. She was so good-looking, with her well-rouged lips and her hair pulled back and away from her loop earrings. He liked her shy smile.
"How old are you?" he said, wanting to be certain she was not a minor.
"I am twenty years, but that is young, no?"
"Yes, it's young," he said. He was only twenty-nine, himself.
Rick sighed and slumped onto the bench in the corner of the sauna. He wondered if twenty was a legal age in France. He wondered if he could he get himself in trouble with the local police for making love – for having sex with her, or was she free to make her own decisions?
No, he could not get into trouble, he decided. If anything, the legal age for sex was lower in France than in the rest of the world.
"Why are we here?" he said.
"I am called Genevieve," she said, shyly, not answering his question.
She looked behind him and he was frightened for a moment, but the only thing wrong was that he had not closed the door completely. He pushed it closed and when he turned, the attractive young woman sitting in the bench of the sauna, looking straight into his eyes. She unbuttoned her blouse, revealing her breasts, and his mouth watered.
He did not understand why he was having such good luck. Was it because he had been so gracious with his own wife and the bistro owner? Or was it because he had taken pity on Leslie? Was this his reward from some cosmic force, he wondered? But it made no difference. Whatever the reason, cosmic or otherwise, he was not going to miss out on this opportunity.
"Do you find me attractive, monsieur?" she said, stroking her hard, round breasts with her fingers.
Like women of most cultures, she was begging for a compliment, and he was only too happy to give one when it was the truth.
"You're quite attractive," he said.
While he was daydreaming, she had taken off her uniform and she wore nothing but her black, thigh-high stockings, giving him a most provocative view of her nearly naked body.
"Are you sure I'm not going to have to pay for this?" he said.
"Please do not insult me, monsieur. I have already told you I am not the prostitute. I am just a woman who has a great interest in … what you call 'the ways of love.' And also, monsieur, I have a great interest in you."
She stood in front of him, naked. She was smiling as she stared into his eyes, and a shiver of excitement rippled through his body. His cock had been hard almost from the moment he saw her bending over, but it seemed to get even harder now, as she slid slowly down his body and knelt before him.
As she undid his belt buckle, he thought this whole thing must be a dream. No woman had ever come on to him like this, and Genevieve seemed so free and open about it. Yet she was shy too, and that made it even more exciting.
He unbuttoned his shirt, and leaned back in the corner of the sauna. All of this had to do with the difference of cultures, he thought. Nothing about it had to do with him personally. He was just an ordinary guy – or maybe she just liked his blue dragon shirt, he thought.
She was so delicate as she pulled down on his zipper. The head of his cock had already climbed from behind the band of his bikini underwear.
"It is quite beautiful," she said.
"And you are beautiful," he said.
The chambermaid blushed, and very delicately, with just a forefinger and thumb, she let the tip of her tongue touch the tiny opening in the sheath of flesh that covered his cock head, and she tasted his pre-come.
"Oh," he said at that little touch, and the young woman giggled.
"Oui," she said. Then she took the whole head to her mouth, and peeled back the flesh with her lips and tongue. She rolled her tongue around the head as she held it almost menacingly between her teeth, and always she looked up into his eyes, and the look was driving him crazy.
When she took his cock deep into her mouth, he thought he would come immediately, but she let the head slide from between her lips. She went back on her haunches. She was still staring up at him with that delicious eye-to-eye gaze, as if she were trying to read his mind.
Slowly she backed away, one knee at a time, until she pressed herself against the wall of the sauna. Then she spread her arms and legs wide and she lay back.
"Fuck me, monsieur. I want to be fucked. It has been so long since I have been fucked by a man."

With her words, she reminded him of Leslie, but this was not Leslie, this was a younger woman, a different woman. She brought the fingers of one hand down over her breast, her stomach, her pubis, and she hooked one finger in the red fold of her pussy, spreading it open even further.
"Please," she said. "Push it into me."
"Yes," he said.
He moved forward, and went to his knees.
She reached out for his cock, her fingers were wiggling, but never lost eye contact.
He smiled and bent over her as she gripped him with one hand under the shaft and tugged him to her as he looked into her eyes. She moved the head of his cock to the slit of her pussy, and rubbed the head through the sticky wetness, and it felt so good.
"Nice," he said.
"Yes," she said in English.
He tried to push, but it was difficult for him to break through. There was no way she could be a virgin, but even with the long slit of red flesh that went the length of her pussy. It was clear that her pussy was seldom used.
What was he getting himself into, he wondered. Was she younger than she said? That couldn't be. If it were true, he would back away quickly and leave her alone.
"Are you … a virgin?"
She chuckled and said, "Of course not, monsieur. I have been fucked many times, but not for over a year."
That was good, he thought. He didn't want to think of himself as some kind of monster who would seduce a virgin, no matter how willing she might be.
"You must try better," she said, in English.
He pushed again, but the head of his cock slipped away from the crack and over her mound, and his balls slapped against her pussy.
She giggled. "Do again," she said. She was still wearing her stockings. She raised her left leg high, and rested her ankle on his shoulder.
"Yes," he said. He repositioned himself, and rubbed his cock over the elastic of her black stockings, dragged it over the flesh of her thighs, and again pushed it to the crack of her pussy.
This time she spread her legs even wider, and with her fingers, she tried to spread her pussy. He held his cock in his own hand, placed the head delicately against the crack, and he pushed. It was difficult at first. He managed to get just the head inside her, but he could go no farther. Finally, she relaxed and pushed again, but this time, the entire shaft of his cock slid inside her.
"Ooooo," she said, and she took her hands away and she moaned. "Yes, yes, monsieur. Fuck me, fuck me good, please."
He let his cock hang fully inside her for a moment, and her pussy seemed to be sucking at him. He kissed her first; then he began the slow, rhythmic inward thrust and outward draw. He brought his mouth down to hers, and her tongue reached out for his.
"Bien. Ooooo, la, tres bien," she sighed.
Inward and outward he moved. His ass pumped slowly as they kissed, and he thought how tight her pussy was as he moved in and out of her.
"More," she whispered. "More hard."
"Yes," he said, and he understood, but he did not begin to ram and jam immediately. Instead, he gradually picked up the tempo with each new thrust. He was going in and out of her harder now, but not viciously.
"More," she said. "More. More, please."
Yes, he thought, and he began to pump harder and harder until he was going at her with fast, controlled strokes. He pushed in fully, withdrew almost to the head, and he pushed again. He was always under control, but he moved faster and faster.
"More," she cried. "More. More!"
He withdrew and pushed, withdrew and pushed. He lost control and he was going at her harder and harder, slamming then returning, slamming, then returning. He was being vicious now and she seemed to like it so he continued to do it harder, harder. Yes, harder. Yes.
"Oui, oui. Ooo, la, oui!"
In and out he moved and she was rocking hard with him, her pussy gripping him as if it were a tight fist. Her legs wrapped around him, squeezing him, and she rocked with him, her nails clawing into his back through his shirt, her neck bent against the wall of the sauna.
"This is it," he said.
"Oui, oui, this is it," she said.
Oh damn! His balls knotted and the sensation of pleasure shot up his body to his brain.
"Yes," he said, as the pleasure made its return trip to his cock.
But he realized that this woman was so young, so beautiful. She claimed she had not been fucked for a long time. What kind of birth control did she use? Oh, damn, he couldn't do that. He couldn't make her pregnant. In panic, he withdrew his cock just in time to have his come gush into the air and spurt all over her belly and over her tits.
"Oui, oui," she said. "Ooooo, oui, oui, oui. Oh, yes, monsieur. Yesssss. Oui. Ah. Yes…"
She lay against the wooden wall of the sauna for a long moment, shivering and writhing, her mouth open, and with him hovering over her. His cock sagged at her belly, with her smiling, and his come running down her body and between her legs.
"You are a good lover," she said, and she rubbed her fingers through the come that lay on her breasts and stomach. It was as if she were trying to rub it into her flesh.
"And so are you," he said, smiling, and he licked his own come away from her tits.
"Please. Do not be angry with me, monsieur. I have been what you call the lesbian. But I like both the men and the women, but I have difficulty finding the right man."
"Genevieve, I don't know what to say. I had no idea-"
"Shhhhh," she said, and she touched her fingers to his lips. "I want for the man sometimes, and you have been wonderful for me."
He tasted his own come on her finger tips, and for just a moment, he was appalled, but she had touched his lips with such reverence and thanks, that there was no way he could be angry.
"You are good," he said.
"No, I am bad."
"Yes," he said, smiling. "You are bad and you are good."
She reached for him and she brought him to her, holding him. After a moment, she said, "Would you make love to me one more time?"
"Yes," he said, momentarily remembering that Judy and Leslie were with Armand. "Of course, I will."
"Good," she said.
She climbed onto the bench, with her ass and pussy thrust in his direction.
"This way," she said. "I want you to make love to me this way, like the animal that I am."
"Yes," he said, and his cock was beginning to rise again.
She smiled back at him while she bent over. For only a moment, he thought of Judy with Leslie and Armand, but he pushed them from his mind. They were all right. There was nothing wrong, and there was nothing wrong with what he was doing either. When he was with Judy again, it would be even better. He had to concentrate on the beautiful little creature in front of him, her pussy throbbing with desire.
He stepped forward and rubbed the backs of his fingers over it, as it got wetter and wetter.
He thrust his index finger inside and she let our a little "Ooo," sound and he began to touch the various bumps inside her cavity.
"Do it, yes, monsieur. Do it. In and out to me, do it."
"Yes," he said, and he moved his fingers in and out of her.
"No, no, not the fingers. The cock!"
"Oh, yes," he said, and he began to fuck her like the animal that he was. This was not the same. Judy was not here to share.
"Yes, the cock is so good inside me. Yes."
"'Yes,' what?" said the strong female voice from behind them, as the door of the sauna was flung open.
For the moment, Rick thought it was Judy, and he was ready to apologize.
Out of some kind of fear reaction, Genevieve clamped onto his cock like a vice grip. Both she and Rick looked over their shoulders to see the sexy blonde manager, her glasses on her nose. It was as if they were in school and had been caught fucking by one of his teachers.
"Is this what I am to expect from the hotel guests?" the woman asked. Clearly she was speaking to Rick.
"I, uh-"
"Return to your room, monsieur. I am the manager of this hotel, and I will deal with this servant myself."
"Yes, ma'am," Rick said. "But I assure you it is not Genevieve's fault."
"Perhaps not her fault, but I must deal with her nonetheless. Please leave us now."
The blonde manager glanced at his now limp cock, then looked menacingly at Genevieve.
For just a moment, Rick thought he should stay and explain, but it would be the wrong thing to do. Feeling like a fool, he gathered his clothes and hurried naked down the hall to his room. He wondered what Judy would think if she learned what he had done.



CHAPTER TEN



JUDY


The blinds of the bistro were drawn, but light streamed from behind the shades as Judy fumbled to unlock the door with the key Rick had given her. Finally, she got it done. She stepped quietly inside and waited for a moment. She heard breathing. She knew what must be going on between Leslie and Armand. She locked the door behind her. She was getting even more excited as she listened closely.
"That's good, yes," she heard Leslie say, and the words sent a shiver from Judy's hips to her shoulders.
It had been so great of Rick to let her come here, not only to let her actually make love to another man but to encourage her to do it and not insist that he come along. It was the true test of his love, a true test of his confidence in her.
She eased across the floor toward the sound of their sighs, the sounds of their grunts, and groans. Finally, she saw them in the far corner of the room. Armand sat naked on one of the chairs and Leslie, equally naked sat with her back to him as if sitting in his lap, writhing her bottom against him.
As Judy moved closer, she saw it was not just Leslie's bottom. His cock was well up and into her, and his hands were massaging and stroking her tits.
"Yes, this is good. I've never done it this way," Leslie said.
Judy watched as Armand's fingers pinched one of Leslie's nipples. He moved his other arm around her waist, and brought his hand between her legs to make sure his cock did not escape from her pussy.
Judy gasped.
"Oh!" Leslie said, startled by the sound of Judy's voice.
"Come join us. We are just getting started," Armand said.
"Yes, I would love to join you," Judy said. She was already out of breath.
As Armand continued to fuck Leslie from his sitting position, Judy could not help but think about Rick, who was alone in their hotel room. He was the perfect husband and she tried to be the perfect mate. Yet, they had never done anything like they did this morning, nor had she even kissed another man since they were married.
Judy stripped from her jacket and put it across the back of one of the chairs.
"Oh, yes," Leslie cried and she began to whimper her little pleasures.
"You are good," Armand said.
"Yes," Leslie said again, as if she were agreeing with him. "Yes! Oh, good." Her whole body went stiff, except for the quiver of one leg. Finally, Leslie sighed and moaned, then went limp. Armand helped her to free herself from his cock, and when she was finally free, she stood in her lovely nakedness. Armand remained in the chair, and he grinned across the room at Judy, as if she, and not Leslie, was now the object of his interest and desire.
"Welcome to my bistro. It is not often that I am alone with two such beautiful women." His spent cock was shriveling, and he covered it with his hand.
"Thank you," Judy said.
Leslie blushed and covered her breasts with one arm, and her pussy with the other hand. She seemed to be hiding herself, not from Armand, but from Judy.
"A man would be fortunate to have both of you at the same time. Where is your husband?"
Judy smiled. "He said this was my treat."
"Ah, the perfect mate."
"He really said that?" Leslie said.
"Yes," Judy said.
Armand looked at Leslie, naked, and at Judy, who was fully clothed, and grinned from ear to ear. "It would be so lovely to see you undress your friend."
Armand looked up at Leslie, but it was Judy who blushed. "I am perfectly capable of undressing myself."
"But it would be so much more beautiful to see your friend do it. Don't you think?"
"I-"
"I'll do it. If you want me to do it, I'll do it," Leslie said. Her eyes went wide, and she was breathing hard. Judy did not understand what was happening to Leslie, and looked back into Armand's eyes. She felt a mixture of rage, fear, lust and desire. She wanted to strike Armand and leave this place, but she was captivated. Apparently, he had prepared Leslie for this, but Judy was far from ready.
"You will let her do it, will you not?" he said. He smiled and uncovered his still wet cock.
"I-" Judy took a deep breath and her body stiffened. She looked at his cock, and it was growing. "Yes. Yes, of course I will."
"Good, good. That's very good. Now, Leslie you do as I tell you."
Leslie's eyes were wide with an expression of something Judy could not fathom. Perhaps it was fear of Armand, perhaps an interest in Judy, but whatever it was, it sent sensations rippling through Judy's body that she recognized as a preamble to even greater pleasure.
"Her blouse first, of course," the naked Armand said, smiling.
As if in a trance, Leslie stepped in front of Judy. She looked into Judy's eyes, then away from them. She licked her lips and watched her fingers, as she began to undo Judy's blouse one button at a time.
Leslie peeled the blouse from Judy's shoulders, revealing the seductive black bra that emphasized the breasts under them. From the corners of her eyes, Judy saw Armand smile. With a new boldness, Leslie undid the hook in the front of Judy's bra and the garment dropped away.
"Now the skirt," Armand said.
Leslie obeyed immediately. She unhooked the skirt, then stooped down and dragged it all the way to the floor, revealing Judy in her bikini underwear and garter stockings.
"Let me see those lovely breasts," Armand said, very slowly.
The entire time she was undressing Judy, Leslie was looking to him for approval. Armand was easing his hand up and down over his cock. His slow masturbation excited her even more, but she did not know if he was doing it because of her body or Leslie's obedience. Maybe it was because Judy and Leslie were nearly touching each other.
"Magnificent," he said. "Now go to your knees and slide her pants down her body."
"Yes," Leslie hissed. She gripped the waistband of Judy's bikini bottoms and slid them to the floor. Her face was nearly touching Judy's pussy.
Judy was no longer paying attention to Armand, but she was looking down at her friend who was on her knees in front of her.
"Is it not true that you love her pussy?" Armand asked.
Leslie did not reply. Instead, she stared upward, past Judy's breasts and into her eyes. Judy's hard nipples jutted out her interest.
"Listen to me," Armand said, "and answer me."
"Yes," Leslie replied. "Yes, I like her body."
"Of course you like her body. She has a beautiful body. Anyone can see that but that is not what I said. I asked you, 'is it not true that you love her pu-seee?'"
"Yes."
"'Yes' what?"
"Yes, I love … I love her pussy."
Even before those words, Judy felt the moisture gather in the crack and saturate the delicate tissue at her vaginal lips.
Oh, damn, he's going to make her do it!
"You would like to lick it, would you not?" Armand said. He was still gripping his cock, but he was looking straight into Leslie's eyes.
"No," Judy moaned. She thought she was trying to put words on Leslie's tongue, but even as she moaned a denial, she knew she desperately wanted it to happen.
Having her pussy eaten was one of her greatest pleasures, but it was always a man who had eaten her, and a man, not even Rick, could know how she felt or even how she was supposed to feel. He could have no idea what feelings any woman might have. If Leslie ate her, it would not be the same as just any woman eating her – not a lesbian, but a friend. It would be so, so…
"Yes," Leslie hissed. "I would love to lick it."
"Ohhhhh," Judy moaned, and almost involuntarily, she bent her knees spreading the wet crack of her pussy, and opening it to her friend.
Leslie slid her hands from the crux of Judy's knees, up behind her legs, thighs to her ass. She moved her face forward. With her tongue, she touched the mound of Judy's pubis then the inner part of her thighs, reciting the lesson she had learned this morning. It was as if Leslie were teasing her now in the same way that Judy had instructed her to tease herself.
"Oh, yes. Do it. Do it," Judy moaned.
Leslie pushed her dark hair out of the way. She moved her tongue closer and closer to the folds of Judy's pussy, and Judy shivered with anticipation.
By the time she touched the outer folds, Judy was already shaking with excitement and dripping with anticipation. When Leslie moved even farther and touched the inner folds with just the tip of her tongue, Judy nudged her pussy forward against Leslie's mouth.
Leslie took a deep intake of breath and the shudder drove Judy to something she would never have imagined doing. She put both her hands on the back of Leslie's head and brought Leslie's face even harder against her pussy.
"I … I … I don't want to make you do this if you don't want to," Judy said quickly and desperately, but she wanted it.
"It makes no difference what she wants. It is what I want her to," Armand said.
"And I want to do it," Leslie mumbled into Judy's pussy. "Mmmmm, yes, I want to do it."
"You must see that she does," Armand said. He stepped over to Judy and stood behind her, pressing his hard cock against the crack of her ass. He brought his hands under her breasts, brought his mouth to her neck. Then he smelled and kissed her scent, and his cock seemed to search for her anus.
"No," Judy said. "I'm not going to let you do that to me. It's a virgin spot that I've saved for my husband."
"But your husband is not here now," he said, practically laughing at her.
"All the more reason to save it for him." As horny as she was, she was not going to betray Rick's trust.
Leslie's tongue rolled over Judy's clit.
"Oh!" Judy cried. Again she said "no" to any penetration of her anus by Armand's cock.
"Then I will fuck your pussy while she eats your clit."
"Yes, oh, damn, yes. Do that. Fuck me while Leslie eats me. Let her lick my pussy and your cock at the same time."
Judy was still standing, Leslie was still licking her clit, and Armand moved the head of his cock farther under Judy and pushed it inside her pussy. When he did, Leslie began to eat her with a new vigor.
"Armand taught me so many things in just a short time."
"Yes, he taught you good. This is good," Judy said, and she listened to the gentle licking sounds of Leslie's tongue on her clit, and the sloshing Armand's cock in and out of her pussy from behind.
Armand was squeezing and kneading Judy's tits and he was fucking her hard. In and outhe moved. Suddenly, his cock slipped from Judy's pussy. Without missing a beat, Leslie took his cock in her hands and sucked it as far into her mouth as it would go.
For a moment, Judy was riding his cock, but she had to get out of the way. She watched as her friend, who had never sucked a cock before this morning, seemed to devour Armand's. She sucked and slobbered without even touching it with her fingers, and at times, it seemed to flop away from her.
Judy could no longer stand to be odd woman out, and she climbed on the stainless steel counter and pushed both hands between her legs. She teased her clit with her index fingers, and moaned as she watched Leslie working her newly discovered magic on Armand.
She wanted that cock; yes, she wanted it. Rick had given her permission to fuck another man and she wanted it to be this sexy Frenchman, a full, rich fuck, not just the few strokes from behind.
Oh, God, she couldn't stand it, she thought, as she pushed two fingers into her pussy as far as they would go. She was moving them in and out like a small cock, but that wasn't enough to satisfy her. She went to three fingers, then four, but she could not get them inside far enough to satisfy her.
"It's my cock. It belongs to me," she whimpered. "Rick said I could have it and I want it."
"It belongs to another for the moment," Armand said, laughing at her.
He smiled while Leslie moaned and slobbered over him, doing with wild abandon, the very things he claimed she had never done with her own husband.
I'm going to come soon, Judy thought, and frantically looked around the bistro for something she could use to satisfy herself.
Yes, soon, and continued to move her fingers wildly over her pussy. She touched this, she rubbed that, she pinched another part of her feminine anatomy. She needed to be satisfied, but she needed something inside her.
"Uh," she moaned, unable to bring herself anywhere near to the completion she so desperately needed.
The thought occurred to her that this was a bistro. She rose quickly and rushed to the cooking area behind the counter, and she came back with a huge cucumber. She had forgotten to wash the cucumber and she realized that she had to clean it, but she did not want to look away from the sight of Leslie working so feverishly on Armand's cock.
With one hand she stroked her own pussy. With the other she held the cucumber. She licked it clean as if it were a cock. She pushed it inside her mouth as if she were sucking on the greatest of cocks. She turned it over and sucked the other end. At the same time she continued to use the fingers to fondle herself. If there were germs on the cucumber they were gone now, she thought, and she brought it down over her breasts as she had so often done with her vibrator.
"Yes, yes," she said, and brought the cucumber to her pussy, eased it through the opening, and pushed it most of the way inside her. She gripped the exposed end as if she was a man and it was her own cock. She had often wondered what it would be like to masturbate as a man, and now she imagined it. She pumped the cucumber in and out of her pussy with one hand and vigorously rubbed her clit with the fingers of the other.
"Oh, oh!"
I'm getting close, yes! I'm getting close. I'm getting ready to come. Yes, I want to come. I need to come.
"Oh, oh, oh," Judy moaned, still moving the cucumber in and out, still moving her fingers over her clit, and over her vaginal lips.
Yes, this is it. Yes, I'm coming.
At the very moment the pleasure ripped through her body to her brain, spine, and pussy, she heard Armand's strange cry of "Ooooo la! Ooooo, Ooooo, Ooooo," and knew that Armand had come into Leslie's mouth.
It was so good, Judy thought, and she watched the worshipful Leslie suck and milk down Armand's cock.
Armand stood shivering his pleasure for a long moment, then slowly lowered himself to his knees, pulling his cock away from Leslie. He brought his lips to hers, and e kissed her. His own come oozed from Leslie's mouth as their tongues churned against each other.
Finally, Leslie eased her mouth away from his and looked directly at Judy.
"Eat me, Judy. Please. I've eaten you. Please eat me."
"Yes," Armand said. "Eat her. And eat her well."
For a moment, Judy was stunned. For her to eat Leslie was something totally different. It was something she had never dreamed of doing. To be eaten by another woman was passive, an act that required no effort on Judy's part. But for Judy to eat another woman, even her best friend, was, was-
"Lick her," Armand said.
"No, I, I-"
How could she? How was it possible?
"But you must," he repeated, his voice deep and full of authority. "You must lick her and eat her the way she has done for you."
Judy looked into Leslie's pleading eyes, and she remembered how she had taken so much pity on her less than twenty-four hours ago. Leslie was her best friend, and as a friend, Leslie had eaten Judy. Now it was time for Judy to reciprocate, but how could she? It was, it was-
"Please?" Leslie said.
Armand lifted Leslie from the floor and moved her to a sitting position on one of the chairs. Judy crossed to the chair and looked into Leslie's eyes, then slowly, went to her knees.
"Please?" Leslie whispered again, looking down at Judy.
Leslie's fingers were the first to move. They slid down over her stomach, over her pubis, and when they reached the slit, she spread the outer lips open with her index finger and thumb, exposing the throbbing pink interior.
"Eat me. Eat me, please?"
"Yes," Judy whispered." Even the single word that escaped from her mouth, seemed spoken in the voice of a stranger.
Judy knelt in front of Leslie, and moved her trembling fingers up the inside of Leslie's thighs. She spread the lips with her thumbs, and observed the wetness.
"Eat," Armand insisted.
"Yes," Judy said, and brought just the tip of her tongue to Leslie's clit.
"Ohhh."
Judy suddenly withdrew. She looked up at her friend and smiled. This time, instead of moving her tongue to Leslie's clit, she slid it between the inner and outer pussy lips.
Leslie moaned as Judy continued to lick between folds, knowing she was teasing her to anticipation of an even greater pleasure. Between the folds she went with her tongue. Once, twice, three times, she went, doing a complete survey of Leslie's most private parts. Then again, she licked at the clit, a bit harder than the last time, but her tongue stayed there no longer.
"More. Please more."
"Stop teasing your friend. Eat her!"
"Yesssss," Judy said.
She brought not just her tongue but her teeth to Leslie's clit, and tugged gently. she began to lick slowly and steadily, up and down, over the clit, and into the opening. She flattened her tongue; she pointed her tongue; she twirled her tongue. Judy was making every movement she had ever imagined and as she ate her friend, she thought of herself being eaten.
Nearby, Armand began to massage his own cock, and it brought a new excitement to Judy.
Leslie began to breathe harder. She began to whimper, and cry out; and as she did, a residual pleasure rippled through Judy's brain. Even as she went at her friend she imagined she was eating herself, imagined that the pussy she was licking, sucking and eating – yes, eating – was her own pussy.
Judy's mouth went vigorously at Leslie's pussy, but her fingers went frantically at her own.
"Oh, God, yes. Oh, God, yes!" Leslie cried, and her words drove Judy to an even to a greater frenzy.
Leslie wrapped her legs around Judy's head and squeezed. Judy could hardly breath, but she kept eating, kept sucking, kept licking, until Leslie went limp.
There was a long pause. Then Armand said, "Very good. And it is the first time for you both?"
"Yes," Judy said, and she was totally numb, and limp, and totally satisfied, but with a nagging, underlying guilt that Rick wasn't there to enjoy it with her.
"Yes," Leslie agreed. "Oh, God, yes, the very first, the very best."



CHAPTER ELEVEN



JUDY


"May I speak to you for a moment," the attractive blonde hotel manager called as Judy started through the lobby on the way back to the room.
"Of course."
The manager cleared her throat and adjusted her tiny glasses. "We have a situation with your husband and one of our employees."
"A situation?"
"Come into my office please," the manager said, and Judy did as she was asked.
They spoke for only a few minutes. At first, she was furious with Rick and it must have shown on her face, because the blonde began to apologize for even bringing up the subject. The longer the manager talked, the less guilty Judy felt about what she had just done with Leslie and Armand.
"Maybe I can come up with a solution," Judy said.
When she finished explaining, she asked if there was a bottle of champagne in the hotel bar.
"Perhaps it will make things go easier when I talk to him," she said.
She had been gone for three hours, and she knew Rick would be worried. She hoped to take the sting out of the entire situation by bringing the champagne, cold but uncorked, and she knew that champagne alone was not enough to make him comfortable.
She stood in the hallway in front of their room and looked down at herself. Rick was a visual person who often watched her every move while she dressed or undressed. She always wanted to be attractive and interesting to Rick, but now was a time to be enticing.
She put down the bottle of champagne on the floor and unbuttoned her blouse almost to her navel. Just the bra was not enough, she thought, and she pulled up on the flesh, fully revealing the nipple of one of her breasts.
He had been so good to her by letting her go with Armand and Leslie, and now she wanted to please him. For just a moment, she thought she would take off her panties, but she changed her mind. Damn it, if he didn't like her this way, he wouldn't like her any way. She unlocked the door, picked up the champagne, and stepped inside.
"I'm home!" she called.
She had expected him to be lying under the covers asleep or sitting the easy chair in the corner trying to understand French television, but he was in the bathroom, with the shower running. She pushed open the door, stepped inside
"I'm home and I'm ready to give you the fucking of your life," she said, as she pulled back the shower curtain.
She had surprised, but she was surprised too. He stood in the shower with his cock in his soapy hand, and his cheeks turned almost as red as Leslie's this morning.
"I can do that for you if you like," she said.
"Uh, wow! You look fantastic," he said, and he let go of his cock.
She put the champagne on the closed toilet seat and grinned, as she let him take in the image she had prepared for him. She knew how much he liked to look at her, and how much he loved her. The problem was to convince him that she loved him now more than ever.
"Well, do you want me to do that for you or not?"
"Of course I do."
Judy grinned. She knew that she looked both good and sexy and she knew how much it affected him when she got herself ready for him like this. Slowly, she opened her blouse, pulled up on her skirt and squatted to the floor outside the shower. She reached for the bar of soap in the tray and rolled it between her hands, gathering its lather and scent.
"You like this, huh?" she said, with both of her nipples poking over the top of her bra.
"Oh, yeah."
"Now my turn." She returned the soap to its holder. "Definitely . . . my turn."
She looked up into his eyes as she took his cock and began a slow, massaging motion with her fingers.
"You never have to do this yourself," she said, smiling. "All you have to do is ask."
"You're not always around."
"I'll always be around."
She pulled his cock closer to her mouth, and when she brought the soapy taste to her tongue, he moaned his approval. She began to work on him with hand, lips, and tongue, adding the additional dimension of taste to her own pleasure. There was something about the taste of soap that she liked. Maybe it went all the way back to when she first started to masturbate.
She moved her hand faster and faster. She rolled her tongue and sucked his cock. God, she loved it. He was all hers now, and she was in control. She knew the warnings of when he might come, and he was now getting dangerously close.
"Oh!" he said, as if he were going to come, but she knew she had successfully brought him from the pinnacle, and she wanted to draw him to another.
"Why did you stop?" he said.
She looked up at him and smiled. She wanted him to do something new and different, the act she had refused to let Armand and something she had never even given Rick before. She rose to her feet, grabbed a bottle of lotion from the sink and went into the bedroom.
"Where are you going?"
"Rinse and dry yourself off," she said.
"Should I finish this by myself?"
"No! Just shut up and do as I say."
She hung her blouse and skirt in the armoire. Then stripped out of her skirt and panties and tossed them to the chair. She was still wearing her stockings and her high-heeled shoes as she leaned over the bed, showing her ass as she waited for him to come out of the shower.
"What are you doing?" He was drying himself off.
She said nothing. She just wagged her ass and reached back, holding the lotion in his direction. Whenever anyone tried to do that to her in the past, even Rick after she was married, it had frightened her. It also excited her, and now, on their vacation in Paris, she would try anything.
"Do you mean you want me to-"
She just grinned at him
"We've never-"
"I know we've never. That's why I am offering my virgin ass." I want you to fuck me there.
"Damn!"
When she wagged her ass again, he made a kind of smile that was mostly in his eyes, and he took the bottle of lotion. She loved him more now than ever, in spite of the fact that he had made out with the chambermaid without telling her. He poured the lotion, and started to rub it into in his hands.
"You're supposed to keep them slick, not make them soft. Put it on my behind too … in my behind as a matter of fact, because I'm going to need the lubrication."
He squeezed some of the liquid at the base of her spine and let it roll down into the crack.
"Work your fingers in there first, and loosen it up," she said. She was trembling, actually afraid of what was going to happen. She wanted him to go slowly, but as he rubbed the palms of his hands over her ass, and slipped his thumbs into the crack, working them toward her anus, he seemed too slow about it.
"Come on, you ninny. Push one of them in there. Push it, move it around. Make it sexy for your cock."
"Don't be in such a hurry."
He poured more of the lotion into the crack, and began to work it in. At first, it hurt only the slightest bit. Then it hurt more, and only the desire and the anticipation of what was going to happen kept her from crying out in pain. She had no idea whether he was working his thumbs or his fingers into her, but slowly and steadily, she began to relax.
"Stop fooling around. Fuck my ass!" she said, and she reached back to help him, spreading her own cheeks as he took his cock in his hand, and led the head to her opening.
"Push," she said, and smiled to herself. She remembered when her pussy was virgin, how bad it hurt that first time, and how good it felt ever after that. "Fuck me. Fuck my ass, come on!"
"I'm new to this."
"Get on with it."
He worked his hard cock around the lubricated opening. She wanted it fast because she was frightened. She wanted him to get on with it, just like she wanted her old boyfriend to get on with her first fuck.
Suddenly, Rick stopped.
"What is it?" Judy said.
"Just be calm," he said, and she knew he was positioning the head of his cock at the opening, knew he was lining it up, ready to push. When he did push, not much of him managed to get inside.
"More juice," she said.
"Yes," she said, and in only a few moments of activity, she felt the cold lotion sliding down through the crack of her ass, and she heard the click, click of his fingers trying to open her even farther. After another few seconds, he pushed again, and more of his cock got inside her and it was starting to hurt bad.
"No," she said. Yet, she wanted him to continue.
"Yes," he said, and he pushed again.
"Oh!" she cried out, mostly in pain as the length of his cock slid all the way inside her. Then the pain wasn't a pain any longer. It was something else.
"But it hurts so good," he said, as he pulled part of the way out, causing her even more of the pleasure-pain she did not understand.
She wanted him to stop, but she again remembered her first time fucking. Yes, it was hard and it hurt, but it was good later, and this would be good later still. She stiffened her hips, and tried to relax the opening. Slowly and steadily, he moved in and out of her, and it continued to hurt. She felt more of the cold lotion on her back. Out of his consideration for her pain, he was again lubricating both his cock and her ass, as he continued to fuck at the opening.
"It's … it's feeling better," she said, only half convinced.
"Yes," he said, and moved slowly, maybe too slowly now, because she wanted the pain to quickly become pleasure, and she knew it would happen from what other women had said about it.
"More. Harder," she said.
"Yes," he said, and began to pick up the tempo, going at her harder and harder, faster and faster. He put his hands under her belly to the crux of her hips to make certain he did not slip out on the backstroke.
There was pain, but there was pleasure too, a slow pleasure that was beginning to gather and increase. New sensations were surging through her body. She experienced the pleasure in different organs and in different muscles. It was a whole new set of sensations: physical, mental, and emotional sensations evoked by her love for Rick.
With his arms still wrapped around her middle, he rammed her harder and harder. He seemed insensitive to her pain. It was still there, but it seemed to dissipate with each stroke. He kept thrusting. The pain was almost gone now, replaced by new pleasures she had never before experienced. He was slamming in and out of her, grunting, groaning, and calling out her name.
"Yes, Judy, yes."
"Fuck me, Rick. Fuck my ass."
"I am. I am," he said.
She was grunting back at him and theirs was a symphony of grunts and groans, a symphony of pleasure and love. They knew exactly what they were doing. They were reconsummating their love with a sacrifice of mutual virginity as they had never been able to consummate it on their wedding night.
At this, they were both virgins, and in this was a renewed consecration of love and their marriage.
"Oh, Rick."
"Yes, Judy. Yes, yes, yes, a thousand times, yes," he said.
He was getting close to a point of exquisite pleasure and so was she. Those new and unusual pleasures surged and rolled and gushed. She screamed inside herself, but all she said was aloud, "Yes!"
He was going harder, breathing harder, pumping harder, and she was pumping her ass back at him, joining him in movement, seeking their mutual pleasure.
"Do it, do it," she said.
"Yes," he said, pumping ever harder, going deeply into her touching the wall that separated the new cavity of pleasure from the old.
"Oh!" she went, and this time it was not from pain.
"Yes," he said. "Yes. Yes. Yes. I’m coming."
"Me too, yes. I'm … yessss. Yes, I am."
The pleasure came from everyplace inside her: pussy and ass, inside her brain and stomach and even at the very surface of her flesh. Her flesh, her pussy, her ass. It was all tingling. "Yesssss, I'm come, come, come … inggg."
"Yes," he said, and he gripped his arms tightly around her middle, holding himself inside her, as he emptied his come into the totally new cavity.
"That was so bad, it was goooood," she moaned, breathing hard.
"Yes. It was so bad it was good," he said, repeating her words.
He held her for a long time, leaning over her back, kissing her neck and shoulders and trying to stay inside her, but at last, he slipped away.
"I love you, Judy."
***



BRANDON


Not many totally useless secretaries got a check for four weeks pay and ten hundred dollar bills in the envelope with their pink slip, Brandon thought. He was popping through the Internet, trying to find a direct flight from Philadelphia or New York, but only BWI near Washington had a direct flight to Paris with an open seat in the next few days.
He was on his way there now, but he was not sure Leslie would be glad to see him, so he decided not to call.
When he reached her, he would try to make up for everything he had done or denied her. He would be a good husband like Rick, not the satyr he had been over the period of their marriage.
He would take time with her, he would bring her along slowly, and he would try to teacher her what love and making love was all about. If they were lucky, they might be able to develop a relationship like Rick and Judy.
***



RICK


Judy was something special, Rick thought, as they stood together, facing each other and washing each other in the spray of the shower. It seemed that every moment they had together was a moment of pleasure.
They fought, of course, as so many couples did, but the things they fought about were petty compared to the pleasure their love and companionship, and their fights had brought on even better sex.
He smiled and kissed her gently on the lips, and she responded by taking her soapy hand and gripping it around his cock.
"You are so very special," she said.
"You are too," he said, as he slid his lips away from hers.
"Leslie will be back in the morning," she said.
"Good. We'll have all night together."
"Are you sure I'm enough for you now?"
"More than enough," he said.
"How about the little chambermaid?"
"What little chambermaid?"
"The hotel manager told me about you and her."
"I-" He looked away from her.
"It's okay. You let me fuck Armand," she said, smiling.
"I mean, the maid, she offered it to me on a silver platter."
Even as they spoke, she was beginning to move her hand back and forth over the shaft of his cock. "As a matter of fact, it's more than okay," Judy said.
He looked at her, and he seemed confused.
"The manager suggested that you and I go to her office tonight and discuss it," Judy said.
"Discuss what? I have nothing to discuss with the manager."
"You're so cute when you're embarrassed. Apparently, you made quite an impression on both of them."
"I don't know what you're talking about."
"Of course you do," Judy said.
She kissed him gently, but she slid her soapy body against his.
"You're ready again? So soon?" he said.
"Not yet," she said. "We've got unfinished business with the hotel."
"Are we in trouble?"
"I hope not."



CHAPTER TWELVE



JUDY


"I don't understand why we're doing this. I feel like I'm some high school kid who's been called to the principal's office in the middle of the night," Rick said, as they stood in the elevator. They were both wearing terry cloth bathrobes, neither of which was sexy.
"I want you to know that no matter what this woman tells me, it's all right," Judy said, as she watched the digital numbers high in the elevator.
"Look, I confess, I did make it with the maid, but I told you that already. You must have pressed the wrong button, this is the basement."
"It's where her office is," Judy said. "So, you made it with the maid. Did you make love to her?"
"No. I fucked her."
Judy looked at him for a moment. Then she stepped off the elevator. Sometimes he made love to her, sometimes he fucked her, and sometimes he did both. Sometimes, when he said he was fucking her, he seemed to her that he loved her the most.
They walked from the elevator to the hotel office and Judy pushed inside. Colette, the manager of the hotel, looked up from some papers that were in front of her. Her long blonde hair was piled on her head and knotted in the back, and through her small, gold frame glasses, she glared at Rick.
"Ah, yes, Monsieur and Madame Haines. Close the door please," she said.
Colette rose from behind her desk, and Judy smiled to herself, because she knew how disconcerted Rick already was about the whole business.
"Sit down, please."
Rick lowered himself to his chair, his eyes never leaving Colette's.
"Just what extra amenities do you think this hotel offers," she said, and she stood over him as if she were an actual high school principal he feared.
"It's, uh, a very nice hotel," Rick said.
Judy covered her smile with her fingers.
"Well, monsieur, do you think the hotel is a brothel?"
"No, of course not."
"Do you think the chambermaids are yours for the taking."
"No, I-"
"But you took one, did you not? You took her while she was on duty?"
"I-"
"Silence! Do you think you should pay extra for such amenities? The girl's wages for a day perhaps?"
"Of course not, but I think-"
"Mrs. Haines, does your husband act like this at every European hotel he visits?"
"This is the first European hotel we've ever been to." Judy was almost laughing now, but Rick was too petrified to notice.
"Suppose that in payment for your indiscretion I were to take your wife?" Collette said.
"What do you mean, take my wife?"
Judy might be petrified now except that she and Colette had pre-planned every move before Judy returned to their room from the bistro.
"Take off your robe, Mrs. Haines."
Judy forced the smile away her lips and she looked into the stern eyes of the attractive hotel manager. For just a moment, she was as frightened as Rick was; but that lasted only until she saw the slight twist of a smile on Colette's lips.
As she rose from her chair, she untied her robe and let it hang open down the front, and she felt the preparatory wetness ooze at her pussy. She knew what she was in for – maybe what both she and Rick were in for – and she wanted it. She had sex with Leslie, but it was the tentative sex of two inexperienced women, and she knew this would be different.
"Your wife is quite lovely, you know," Colette said.
"I, uh, I know. I don't think that this-"
"Silence!" She held Rick's gaze for a long moment. Then she glanced the full length of Judy's body and she leered. "Nice. Very nice."
Judy was trembling with excitement. She was not looking at Rick, but from the corner of her eye, she caught a glimpse of his hard cock as it poked through the slit of his bathrobe. This French bitch was turning him on and Judy loved it.
"May I have some of your wife, as you have taken some of one of my employees?" Colette asked. She was speaking to Rick, but was looking into Judy's eyes."
"I don't-"
"Yes," Judy said, knowing that Rick wanted to see this as much as she wanted to do it.
Another voice came from behind them. "I will help monsieur," said an attractive and very young woman in the uniform of a maid.
"Yes, Genevieve. Please, help him," Colette said. "You know Monsieur Haines of course. This is his lovely wife. How is it you say? 'Judy?'"
"Yes, ma'am.
She knew that Genevieve must be the chambermaid in question. For just a moment, she was afraid and jealous, but it might be good to have someone satisfy Rick while she was being satisfied by Colette.
"Yes, monsieur. I will help you," the maid said, and she went to her knees in front of Rick's chair, reached between the folds of the terry cloth, and took his cock into her hand.
Judy could not get rid of the feeling of jealousy, but the jealousy was quickly replaced with the excitement she felt by seeing another woman take his rigid cock in her hand and bring it to her mouth.
She let her own robe slide from her shoulders, and slip all the way to the floor. Colette stepped around the desk, and brought her lips to Judy's. The kiss was gentle, but only a moment before she slipped her tongue into Judy's mouth and twirled it hard against Judy's tongue. When Collette withdrew her tongue, Judy followed with her own and she moaned.
"It sounds as if your wife is the one who needs pleasure," Colette said.
She slid her lips away from Judy's and gestured to the edge of the desk for Judy to sit. Then she stood back and unbuttoned her suit jacket. When she removed the jacket and tossed it to the empty chair, her bra strap fell away from her shoulder, revealing one breast and its dagger-like nipple.
"What are you doing?" Rick said, ready to come to Judy's defense.
"It's all right," Judy said, as she spread her legs and exposed her pussy to Collette's touch. "Get your blowjob."
"No, I- Ohhhhh."
Judy's eyes were closed in ecstasy, and she could not see Rick and the chambermaid, but it made no difference now. She did not care what happened to Rick; she only cared about herself, and about the pleasure this beautifully dominant woman was bringing to her.
Colette's fingers danced over the folds of Judy's pussy, flutter at her clit, and dipped into the opening as if she knew at every moment what Judy wanted to feel.
"Give me your hand," Colette said. Then, not waiting for an answer, she took Judy's wrist firmly and brought her hand under her skirt and to her naked pussy.
Collete's was a different pussy, a far more experienced pussy than her own, Judy thought, as she fingered the folds, and tried to duplicate the more deft moves of Colette. They were both sitting on the desk now, stroking and fingering and pinching each other.
"Genevieve! Eat here," she commanded, and she released Judy's wrist.
Collette was now kneeling on the desk, her skirt around her waist, and one breast naked. Judy quivered at the woman's dominance of the situation. Judy look down and saw Genevieve, naked now, slide her mouth away from Rick's cock, and walk on her knees to the edge of the desk where Judy had spread her legs wide in anticipation.
"Suck it, you whore," Colette said to Genevieve. "Suck it as you would suck the cock of that bastard."
"Don't call her that," Rick said.
"Shut up," Judy said. Then, more softly, she added, "It's all right. It's good. I need this."
"Whore," Colette said.
For only an instant, Judy thought Colette was talking to her, but Genevieve answered. "Oui, madam?"
"The woman needs her pussy eaten," Colette said.
"I'll do it," Rick said.
"Get away from us," Colette said. "This woman needs real pleasure."
For just a moment, Judy was hurt that Rick was being excluded from the game, but it was all right. She wanted to be under the power of Colette. "I want it. Let them do it."
"Yes, teach her what it's like to be eaten, and I will teach her what it's like to eat," Colette said, and she brought her fingers away from Judy's pussy.
"Oui, madam,"
With her legs spread, Judy's feet were dangling from the side of the desk and her pussy was wide open.
Colette went to her knees on the desk and she brought Judy's shoulders back and all the way to the surface of the desk. Then she spread her knees for Judy, and Judy saw Collete's long, pink nails spread her pussy and display her throbbing clit and the huge flesh of the folds that seemed so large for such a small woman.
"Oh," Judy went at the sudden pleasure of Genevieve's tongue on her own pussy.
"You know about sex. I want you to eat me," Colette said.
"Yes, and I want to know more," Judy said.
She reached up for Colette's pussy. Her fingers stroking and pinching the folds. She took a deep and sudden breath as Genevieve licked and sucked and gnawed at her pussy. Yes, Yes! Genvieve was eating Judy's pussy and Judy's whole body trembled. Colette raised Judy's arms, shuffled forward with her knees, and brought her pussy all the way to Judy's face. She spread her thighs so Judy could get a better angle.
Judy stuck out her tongue and licked at the clit.
"You can do more," Colette said.
"Yes," Judy whispered, almost inaudibly. With her lips and tongue and teeth Judy tried to emulate at Colette's pussy, the same things that she thought Genevieve was doing to her.
She was trying to give Colette the same pleasure she was getting, trying to learn from an experience she might never have again. She wanted to learn it all, do it all. She wanted to learn from Paris, from other women. She wanted to learn so that she could be a better lover for Rick, and for herself.
It was fantastic, she thought as her lips and tongue rolled and twisted through Colette's folds, and as Genevieve did the same to hers. It was not just pleasure of the senses but the pleasure of the mind that drove her onward. She wanted to take more and she wanted to give more.
"Get your ass up," Rick growled.
Judy was startled, thinking he was talking to her, but she quickly realized that he was standing behind Genevieve who struggled from between Judy's closed thighs. For a moment, her mouth lost contact with Judy's pussy, but she quickly moved herself to a position where Rick could fuck her from behind.
"Oui, monsieur," Genevieve said. "Fuck me, monsieur. Fuck me. In the ass, in the pussy, anyplace you like. Fuck me." Her breath and lips fluttered at Judy's pussy even as she spoke.
"You're damned right, I'll fuck you," he said, and he smiled at Judy as he brought his hard cock behind Genevieve. "I love what they're doing to you, and I know you love it."
"Yes, and I love that you love it."
"This is for only the woman," Colette insisted.
"Fuck you," Rick said. Judy was thrilled at the way he challenged Colette, and it sent an extra ripple of pleasure through her. She was not certain whether it was a mental or a physical pleasure, but whatever it was, it was caused by Rick's demands.
"Oh, yes, that one," Genevieve said. "The pussy, I love the cock in the pussy."
"Yeah," Rick said, and he started the slow, rhythmic movement of his ass as he pumped his cock in and out of the chambermaid.
"Ooooo," Genevieve cried, and her cry rippled through her mouth and rumbled against Judy's pussy. Judy quivered, but she was not satisfied.
"Fuck me, Rick. I want you to fuck me," Judy said.
"Soon," he said, and he kept going at Genevieve's pussy until she moaned long and loud.
"Your are very good for beginner," Collette said, as she brought her pussy away from Judy's face, and sat beside her on the desk.
Colette kissed Judy and fondled her breast, and Rick was hanging onto to Genevieve, pumping his last thrusts into her.
"Tres bien, very good, very, very good." Genevieve said. She slid away from Judy to the floor and Rick was standing in front of her with his cock still hard.
"Please come back here. Come behind me and fuck me," Colette said. Now, there was a marked difference in her tone. She no longer made a demand but a request.
Judy looked at Colette's timid expression. Rick was in charge now, and Judy loved it.
He smiled and looked at both of them. Only a few minutes ago, the hotel manager was the tyrant who had complete control of her subjects, but now she was the subject and Rick the leader.
"I'd only fuck you if I want to fuck you, but right now, I want to fuck my wife," Rick said.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you two can do anything you want. Fuck your friend, eat her, or just watch us, but I want to fuck my wife."
"Oh, Rick. That's the nicest thing you've ever said in front of other people."
"And I mean it," he said.
With her legs still spread, Rick went around in front of her with his cock in hand. While Colette looked on, Genevieve brought her fingers to Judy's pussy and spread the outer lips for Rick to fuck her. He took three, easy strokes, then rapidly picked up speed, and began to slam into her and fuck her, as he had never fucked her before.
"They are so beautiful," Genevieve said, as if she were speaking of cherubs or children.
"Yes," Colette said. She turned Genevieve toward her, pulled her into her arms, and kissed her while her fingers explored her body.
"We will get another man when they leave," Colette said in French.
"Oui, madam, oui. Oh, yesssss."
The two women kissed, but Rick pumped his cock harder and harder, fucking his wife and making love to her at the same time. All the physical pleasure that preceeded this moment was nothing like the pleasure of the fantastic love-fuck of her own husband.
"I told you the Americans are crazy," Colette said.
She said it in English for Rick and Judy's benefit, but to Judy it made no difference. She was here in Paris, making love with her own husband, and in front of an audience, the way she had fantasized since the first days of their marriage.
***
When Rick and Judy returned to there room, someone had slipped a message under their door that said Leslie's husband Brandon would be coming to Paris the next afternoon.
"Damn," Judy said. "What's that going to mean?"
"I don't know what it means now, but Leslie better be here in the morning. Maybe you'd better go get her now?"
"No. The morning is soon enough," Judy said. She laced her fingers in Rick's hair, looked up and pecked him lightly on the lips. If they were not going to get any sleep, they might as well make the best of it.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN



BRANDON


"Place de la Concorde, Rue Royale!" the driver shouted.
"Huh?" Brandon Carson said, and he awoke from making love to Judy Haines. It was something he often dreamed about, and even more often, thought about, but he was in Paris now, and he'd better mind his thoughts.
"Thank you," Brandon said.
What's the matter with me, he thought. He had a wife he loved and a secretary he fucked every day and many nights until he got rid of her. Yet he was still having wet dreams about his friend's wife. He was too damned insatiable, that was his problem.
"But is that a bad thing?" he muttered to himself as he rearranged his cock in his trousers.
"Pardon, monsieur?"
"Nothing," he said, and climbed out of the taxi in front of the hotel.
It was nearly four in the morning, Paris time, but he hurried through the hotel check-in ritual. The night clerk called up to his room twice, and finally, he said that there was no answer.
That was curious, no answer in the middle of the night? But Leslie had always been a sound sleeper. "How about Mr. and Mrs. Haines?" he said, and the house operator connected him.
"Yes?" said a sleepy Judy Haines.
"It's me, Brandon. I'm sorry to wake you up, but Leslie isn't answering?"
"Leslie?" she said.
"Yes, my wife, Leslie. This is Brandon. I got an earlier flight. I'm in the lobby."
"Oh, shit! Oh, Brandon. Sorry, I was sleeping. Come right to our room. Don't bother her. She's knocked out."
"Don't bother her? What are you talking about?" he said, but realized she had already hung up the phone.
He carried his own bag to the room and tapped on the door.
"Wait a sec," Judy said.
He waited for her to open the door, but it was not until he knocked again that she hollered, "Come on in."
Brandon stepped inside. He lowered his suit bag to the floor and did a double take at Judy who was lying on the bed in her bathrobe.
"Come over here and sit with me," Judy she, smiling and patting a place beside her.
"Where's, uh, I mean where's, uh, Rick … and Leslie?" He was confused and jealous. At the same time, he was terrible interested in Judy's pose, her inviting smile. Damn! She was even wearing earrings in the middle of the night.
"They went to breakfast," Judy said.
"At this hour of the morning?"
"There's a whole different time thing in Paris. You know, jet lag and all that. I'm sure you have some of it," Judy said.
"Breakfast? Oh. I … uh … maybe I should … uh … I guess I should to my own room. Is it through this door?" he said.
For some reason, he didn't go back for his bag, and he crossed to the connecting door, with its glass panels and high latch. Before he even gripped the latch, Leslie jumped from the bed. "Come back here, you ninny."
"But I mean, my room…"
"Don't be so shy," Judy said.
By that time, she had slid between him and the door, but she was still wearing the I-want-you smile.
"They won't be back for a while yet. Come on, Brandon, you know we've always wanted to fuck."
Damn she was beautiful, and what she said was the truth. It was not just that he wanted to fuck her. Sometimes when he saw that look on her face, he thought she wanted to fuck him too, but until this moment, he suspected it was all part was his imagination. Yet even with her admission, he resisted.
"This is not exactly the kind of relationship we have," Brandon said, with his deepest voice. He spoke as if making a strong point for a jury, but he was betrayed by the quiver in his voice, deep though it was, and the hard cock that was rising again in his trousers.
"And what kind of relationship do we have?" she asked. She slid her fingers inside the flap of her robe, parting the material, and moving it away from her bare flesh.
"We have uh … just a friendly relationship."
Her fingers moved lower, and now she caught the belt of the robe with her fingers.
"Rick and I are friends," he said, but he knew his protest was unconvincing. He thought of all the times he had seen her in a bikini bathing suit, and his cock got even harder.
"So you're friends with Rick? We're friends too, and what are friends for? You're having an affair with that dippy secretary of yours aren't you? And don't tell me it's because you and she have sooooo much in common."
"Where did you hear about my secretary?"
"I didn't have to hear it. I saw it," she said, and began to untie the bow of the narrow sash.
"What do you mean, 'you saw it?'"
"I see you and your secretary at parties. I see the way she looks at you. A lot of people see you sneak away for ten or fifteen minutes. Hell, I followed you myself once. She gives one noisy damn blow job. You're always hiding from Leslie, but the rest of us see right though, you."
The sash was untied now.
"That's all over. I ended it," he said.
"That's a shame, and she was so attractive."
He tried to get around her to the door, but her robe was open all the way down the front, and his cock rigid inside his trousers. He thought about his dream in the cab, and the dream was not so different from what was happening now. He wondered if maybe it was still the dream.
"Rick and I have talked about letting you fuck me," she whispered.
Brandon felt the heat at his cheeks. He could not look into her eyes, but she was smiling even more broadly than before. He glanced down at how her hard nipples. His fingers accidentally touched her bare hip, and he let them stay there for a moment.
"What do you want?" he said.
"I want anything you want."
His eyes widened and shifted from her face to her breasts and down to the pubic curls.
"You know you want to fuck me, and I damn sure want to fuck you," she said. "And I know Rick would just love to fuck Leslie."
"You bitch! He's already fucked her, hasn't he!"
Brandon grabbed her wrists. She struggled just briefly but he raised her arms over her head, and slammed her wrists and his fists against the door to the adjoining room. He was fully clothed and she was practically naked.
"Maybe he has fucked her," she said. "But so what? That means for sure that you get to fuck me."
He was angry and hurt, but his cock grew so hard he could barely stand it.
There were any number of things he could do. He could push her aside and force his way into the other room to see what was going on, or he could turn away. Instead, he brought his mouth to hers. He kissed her hard and pressed her against the door.
His cock was rigid under his trousers, and he could no longer stand to do nothing. He ground it against her stomach. Angry, he rotated his body, and she rotated back at him. He forced his tongue inside her mouth, but in an instant, her tongue was twirling against his, a battle of mouth against mouth, desire against desire.
He was stooping and trying to push the underside of his rigid cock against her pussy, but his pants were between them. He wanted to fuck her right here against the door, but he did not want to let go of her wrists.
"Let me get that zipper with my teeth," she said.
"Yes, with your teeth," he said, and still holding her wrists, he let her slide her face down his body.
Even as she grinned up at him, she unbuckled his belt with her teeth, unhooked his pants. Then she clamped the zipper between her teeth and drew it downward. The head of his cock and the upper part of the shaft had already forced its way from under the elastic band of his bikini underwear.
Now she backed away and gripped his cock and the cotton material of his shorts. She looked up at him, her eyes and mouth open, her tongue, waiting. Then she smiled and licked. She licked again. Then she brought her lips to the head of his cock, and rolled her tongue.
He tried to say nothing, but moaned, "Oh, yes," and he writhed as she sucked. He had dreamed of this too – her looking up at him, as if she had been longing for this moment all her life. Then she closed her eyes and sucked as if she were in a dream a million miles away.
She slowed and stopped, then got up from her knees and turned away from him. She pulled up on her robe, and leaned against the door, baring her ass and pussy.
"Come on, fuck me," she said. She rotated her hips and ass back against his now naked cock.
"Where are they?" he said.
"What difference does it make? Put it in."
He pushed his cock between her legs.
"Ooo, that feels sooooo good, but put it in."
He could not seem to locate the opening, and his cock slid through the wetness of her pussy and on through the pubic curls.
"Yes, that was good too. Do that again. I like it!"
"Bitch," he said, and he tried again, but again his cock slid by without entering.
"Yeah! I like that."
"How about this!" he said. This time his cock slid all the way inside her, and he lifted her to her toes.
"Even better yet," she said. "Come on fuck me. Fuck me the way you've always wanted to fuck Leslie."
"What are you talking about?" he said.
"You treat her like a little princess, and she's a woman, just like I am. Ooo, that's good."
"Did she tell you that?" he said.
"The signs are there," she said, not answering his question, and she rotated her ass back at him.
"You bitch!" he said.
He pumped his cock in and out, slamming her against the glass of the door. In and out he went, harder and harder, but it wasn't enough. He wanted to dominate her, and he pulled his cock from her pussy.
"Get on the bed," he said.
"Fuck me here," she said.
"On the bed!"
Her eyes widened. Then she stood upright and let her robe fall from her shoulders to the floor. She smiled and strolled to the bed, plopped her ass on it, and lay with her legs spread and her pussy agape. As he began to remove his clothes, she slid her hands down her body and between her thighs, bringing her fingers ever closer, teasing him as if she were teasing herself.
"Come on, hurry up, put it back in," she said.
As soon as he was undressed, she reached up and grabbed his cock with a kind of backhand, and she pulled it to her pussy.
"Come on, slowpoke. Let's fuck again!" she said, and growled though clenched teeth.
"I'll fuck you all right," he said, and with his cock in his hand, he angled it toward the opening and pushed all the way inside her. He rammed hard, and he backed all the way out of her, and he heard a sound like the popping of a champagne cork.
"Ouch," she said. "Don't be an asshole."
When he pushed inside her again, she wrapped her legs all the way around him and held him to her.
He started to move in and out, never slowly, but quickly and viciously. It was as if he were trying to punish her for some past transgression. Maybe it was because she had the audacity to bring up his affair with his secretary, or because he was certain that Rick had fucked Leslie.
Yes, the bastard, he had fucked Leslie as Brandon never had, because Brandon had never truly fucked her. He had only made love to her, going in and out quickly so she would not have to tolerate it very long. He had never given her the good fuck that she wanted and needed.
"Yes, a good fuck was what she needs."
"Who?" Judy said.
"Leslie needs a good fuck. Now shut up."
In and out he went, grunting and groaning. He was right to call this fucking because there was nothing of lovemaking in it. It was a pure, carnal pleasure like a stallion servicing a mare. It was fucking because there was an urge to fuck, a desire, a need to fuck.
"You can do me harder than that," she whispered.
"Yes," he said, and he slammed harder and harder, his balls slapping against her ass. On some of his downward strokes, he slid against her body, and their sweat lubricated the friction between his chest and her tits.
"Go, Brandon. Go, baby!" she screamed.
"Yeah," he said. "Yeah, yeah, yeah."
He was about to come, but she suddenly uncoiled her legs and pushed him away. His cock bobbed in the air for just a moment, but when he came back toward her, the door to the other room opened.
Brandon turned quickly to see Rick standing naked, and Brandon panicked. " Oh, damn, Rick. I'm sorry I-"
"Don't worry about it. I didn't mean to interrupt you. That's fine. Fuck her. She deserves an extra fuck now and then."
"But?"
"Come on. Let's both do her," Rick said.
"I-"
"Let me get on top," Judy said.
"What?" Brandon said.
"Let me get on top of you, I want Rick to fuck me in the ass."
Damn, this is a dream. I'm still in the taxi. I have to be, he thought. This is the kind of thing that happens to me in dreams, not in real life! But, no, this was real. He was fucking Judy, and Rick was there too, but… "Where's Leslie?" he said.
Judy had her hand around his cock, and was forcing him back to the bed, but that was fine. This was new, and different, this was-
"Is she in the other room?"
"She's fine. She's safe."
"Is somebody with her in there?"
"Nobody's with her.
Brandon lay back, with Judy on top of him now, spreading her legs. Her clit was glistening wet as she pulled the knob of his cock through that wetness and massaged it against her clit.
"That feels almost too good as a fuck," she said.
"Fuck me," he growled.
"Oh, tough guy. Sure. Ooooo," she said. She eased the head of his cock to the opening. Then her pussy seemed to swallow him upward.
"Bend over, sweetheart," Rick said.
"Yes," she said, and she began a slow, gyrating motion of her pussy over Brandon's rock-hard cock. Her tits swung gently from side to side and she wore a tiny, evil grin.
Even as he enjoyed the pleasure, Brandon wondered about Leslie. Was she waiting in the other room to be fucked by him and Rick he wondered, but he could not wait for an answer.
"Where is she?"
"Shhh," Judy said, and she brought her mouth to his in a vicious, sucking, biting kiss.
He could see Rick behind her with his hard cock in his hand. He saw Rick spread the cheeks of her ass.
Judy's tongue only momentarily disentangling from Brandon's. "Easy, Rick, easy. That's a brand new hole back there."
"Yes," Rick said.
"Fuck her ass," Brandon said, his own cock getting even harder inside Judy.
"Yes, fuck my ass," Judy whispered. Then, even as she kissed Brandon, she grunted and moaned.
Brandon was shocked to feel the additional pressure inside the cavity of her pussy, but the pressure was not from her, but from Rick's cock that was on the other side of the wall separating cavity from cavity. It was an additional thrust of pleasure to Brandon, but he sensed it to be an ecstatic pleasure for Judy.
Her breath quickened and she bit down on his tongue.
"Ow," Brandon said.
"Shut up and fuck," Judy said, releasing his tongue.
Brandon did as he was told, and Rick continued to pump into her ass. It was three way fucking, something Brandon had dreamed of, thought of, but something he had never done, and something he could never even imagine doing with Leslie.
Why was he doing this? Why was he betraying Leslie again? "Oh, yes, it's so good," he cried out.
"Yes," said Rick.
"Fuck me, fuck me," Judy said. "Both of you fuck me. Oh, God, I can't stand it. It's so good!"
"Oh, yes, yes. Oh, damn yesssss," Brandon hissed out as his come gushed into her. His brain went numb and his whole body rippled with pleasure.
"Yes," he said finally.
"Damn you guys are good. Yes. Oh, damn, damn."
"Yes, damn," Rick said. "Damn!" He was coming too.
"Good," Brandon said, and he reached the crescendo of pleasure. All three of them had come, but at what price? Where was Leslie? What had happened to her?



CHAPTER FOURTEEN



LESLIE


"It will soon be time to open the bistro," Armand said.
"Are you telling me I have to leave?" Leslie said.
"No, of course not. I just wanted you to know you will not be able to stay here all day."
Naked, she leaned up on one elbow, and twirled her fingers through the curls at his chest.
"You're a good teacher, Armand," she whispered
"And you are a good student," he said.
"Oh, my God!" Leslie said, when she saw Rick standing in the doorway. He was totally naked, and Leslie pulled at the sheet to cover herself.
"It's just me," Rick said, and he grinned.
"Where's Judy?"
"She'll be along shortly."
"I invited your American friends to return so together we can give you more lessons," Armand said.
"I … I don't know what to say," Leslie said.
"Come on, Leslie," Rick said. "Don't tell me you're getting shy again. Besides, you don't have to say anything – you just have to do."
"Ah, and she will do many things my friend. You will see how much she has learned."
Leslie was embarrassed that Judy was not there yet, and she knew neither what to do, nor what to say. It was Judy who started her on this new path of liberation, but Judy was not with them now, and she felt concerned that she was betraying a friend.
"When will she be here?" Leslie said.
"When you've had some more fun. After all, you haven't made it with two men yet," he said.
"Neither has Judy."
Rick frowned. Then he nodded, smiled and stepped closer to the bed, his cock bobbing at her face.
"But-"
"No 'buts'. She doesn't want to take any pleasure away from you," Rick said.
Leslie tried to keep her eyes focused on Rick's, but she could not resist the temptation, and lowered them over his chest, his stomach, and cock.
"Go on, my friends," Armand said.
Leslie licked her lips as she watched the bobbing member. Then, as if from years of practice, she reached out and delicately balanced her fingertips under it. She slipped her tongue from between her lips, and brought it to the salty wetness of his pre-come. Strangely, it had a champagne taste, but it was far from sweet.
She rearranged her hand and gripped his cock more firmly. Instead of taking the head all the way into her mouth, she began to lick, as if she were licking a lollypop. It was the way Armand had taught her and the way she had seen Judy do it with Rick.
"Mmmmm," she said. Still on the bed, she went up on her knees.
As she savored the taste of Rick's cock, Armand was behind her, and apparently he liked what he saw. He gripped her ankles and spread her legs apart. He stroked her ass, fingered her pussy, and crawled closer to her on his knees.
"What are we…"
She licked.
"Going to do when…"
She licked again.
"… when Brandon comes to Paris?" she said. She finally finished her sentence, then pulled most of Rick's cock into her mouth.
"I guess you'll have to let him join us," Rick said.
She brought her mouth quickly away. "That's not funny."
"I wasn't trying to be funny. You're doing a bang-up nice job on my cock."
Armand was doing a bang-up job too, as he had all night. He released her legs and lifted under her belly, pulling her more to her knees.
"Pussy only," she said, letting Rick's cock pop from her lips for just a moment. Her ass was for Brandon, if he wanted it, she thought, and she went back to working on Rick's cock with her lips.
"Of course, only the pussy," Armand said. He pressed his own cock against her and her pussy seemed to devour it, sucking it deep inside.
"Such a strange girl. She does not want the cock in the ass."
"Shut up," Leslie said, then she hummed her approval at the way Armand was stroking her pussy. It was so hard for her to believe that just two days ago, she had been so repressed. Now she felt freedom, and she wanted to do everything there was to do – everything but one.
She liked the way Rick's cock felt in her hand, and she liked the way Armand's cock felt in her pussy. Armand move in and out of her, jamming as far as he could go, and she kept wiggling her ass, wanting him to jam it in even farther.
It was a deliciously new feeling to have one cock in her pussy and another in her hand and mouth, and she rocked her ass back against Armand, as she rocked away from Rick's cock. She set up a kind of slow and gentle ballet of carnal pleasure, forward and backward. Cock in her mouth, cock in her pussy, cock sliding backward, cock sliding forward. In and out, back and forth, oh, yes!
She loved when she had this kind of control, but the men were getting excited and they were losing their own control, and they were moving too fast. It was no longer a ballet, but a slam dance, and that was good too. Armand was slamming his cock into her pussy. Rick was moving his hips, thrusting back and forth as if he were fucking her mouth.
Let them fuck her, let them fuck her hard, whether they were fucking her pussy or her mouth. They controlled the speed, but she controlled the dos and the don'ts of the situation. At any moment she could stop, leaving them both frustrated, but she did not want to stop. She loved being fucked and she loved sucking cock. She loved satisfying herself and others.
This was the way it was always meant to be. It was the way it should have been with Brandon from the beginning; but he was afraid of her, and she was afraid of him.
This was it. This was heaven, the carnal heaven she had wanted for the entire three years of her marriage.
She was feeling it, yes. She was feeling it, the tingles, ripples and shocks of pleasure that went through her entire body. She felt it, not only in her pussy and her mouth and tongue; but in her brain, down her spine, through her whole body.
Oh, yes, this was it!
She could feel that Rick was going to come, and she quickly withdrew her face from his cock, and his come spurted against her forehead, and it rolled over her eye and down her cheek.
"Oui, oui, oui," Armand said, and he relaxed, and Leslie knew he had come too.
"Oh, God, yes," Leslie said. "You don't know how wonderful I feel right now."
"You'll feel a lot more wonderful in a little while," Rick said.
Leslie looked up at Rick, and she was confused by the look on his face.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because it will get better," Rick said, and smiled.
Perhaps Judy would come and that would make it a little better, but it would not be until Brandon came to her and understood that she would be truly happy.
She wiped Rick's come from her face and licked it from her fingers. She knew she was driving the men insane with the visual image, but she wanted to fuck some more. Armand seemed exhausted from hours of sex, and Rick seemed exhausted too.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN



JUDY


The three of them crawled under the sheet, and she lay with Armand on one side and Rick on the other. She wondered where Judy was, but as she thought about her, she remembered Brandon too. She had learned a lot in the past thirty-six hours, and she was not certain she could ever go back to him.
It was not that she didn't love him, she did. She loved him more than anything, but so much about their life had been dull, and he had sought his pleasure elsewhere. The only time she ever had fun was when they were with Rick and Judy. At times they may have joked about sex, but nothing had ever happened between them until these past few days. If Brandon didn't want her, at least she'd have sex friends in Rick and Judy – if they let her do that.
She thought she had dozed off and started to dream, because when she opened her eyes and looked to the doorway, Brandon was standing there naked.
"Brandon?" she said.
Armand came quickly awake. He sat upright and jumped from the bed. "Who are you?" he asked.
"I'm Leslie's husband," Brandon said. He took one step as if to attack, but he stopped when Armand came around the bed.
The two stood perfectly still and naked, glaring at each other for a long moment, then Armand, relying on his natural charm, bowed his head slightly. "You're welcome to enjoy your wife. Perhaps the four of us …"
"No!" Leslie said, but mentally, she added, Not yet.
Some things had to be explained.
"It's okay," Rick whispered from beside her. "Let it play out."
To confuse matters even further, Judy stepped into the room. She was naked too, and she brought her hand over Brandon's cock.
"I straightened some things out with Brandon," Judy said, smiling.
Leslie felt a pang of jealousy stab through her chest, but she quickly understood that she had little right to be jealous after the long night she had spent with Armand.
"We told him about your lessons," Judy said, "and we gave him a little lesson of our own."
Brandon's cock had already started to engorge in Judy's hand, and Leslie felt the jealousy again. She felt something else as well, and she was not quite sure what it was. During this exchange, she had been looking into Rick's eyes, expecting him to be furious. Instead, there was a hurt expression and perhaps a look of love too, but these last two days had nothing to do with love. It had to do with the other thing – it had to do with fucking.
"I don't want you to be mad at me about this, but I can't be sorry. I've learned to much these past couple of days, and I hope I can teach you some things."
"Such a beautiful meeting among the lovers," Armand said, sarcastically.
"Shut up," Leslie said.
"Do you know who you are speaking to?"
"Of course she does," Judy said. "Why don't you get dressed and go to work. Don't you have a bistro to open?"
"Armand, you're a wonderful fuck, but no more than that, so don't be so damned possessive," Leslie said, with her new courage taking hold.
"What nonsense is this?" said Armand.
"I've come to fuck my wife," Brandon said.
Leslie was startled. He sounded nothing like the Brandon she left in America, and she liked it. It was not just the power behind his words, but was his use of "fuck." She rarely heard him use it, and never in the context of sex.
"Maybe all five of us can get some fun?" Brandon said.
"Ah yes, the orgy as you say," said Armand. He looked at Leslie for approval, but she gave none. Instead, she challenged him. "I'm not interested in an orgy. I just want to fuck my husband."
"Ooooo la," Armand muttered. "The woman has learned nothing."
"Au contraire!" Leslie said. "I've learned a hell of a lot, and I'm sure Brandon will appreciate it."
She curled her fingers, beckoning Brandon to her. "Rick, go to your wife," she said.
Brandon didn't seem to understand at all. He was mesmerized, and he shouldn't even have been confused, Leslie thought. Certainly, Judy had explained all that had happened, as well as the reasons, or Brandon would have been fighting with Armand and Rick by now.
Brandon's cock rose between them as he looked down at her, and she liked that. Instead of letting him join her on the bed, she slid from the bed and brushed past Rick to her husband, who wrapped his arms around her.
"And what am I to do?" Armand said.
"Go open your bistro like Judy told you," Leslie said.
If the man had any depth to his character, he would throw them all out. Instead, he simply shrugged and turned to Rick and Judy.
"I have another room," he said. "Let the loving couple have this one."
"We can work it out in here," Rick said, and he began to stroke his fingers over his wife's body.
"This is too much like love," Armand said, disgusted, "And as you say I do have to get ready."
With her arms wrapped around Brandon, Leslie felt a deeper emotion she had ever felt in her life. She had made love to Brandon many times – or rather, he had made love to her. Kisses, touches, insertion, and intercourse had been their pattern. Always in the missionary position, always so quickly on his part, as if he were afraid to do it.
It would be different now, she thought, as Brandon kissed her softly. She responded with an equally soft kiss, but in only a few seconds, she slid her tongue between his lips. At first, he resisted as she had resisted his tongue when they first dated.
Maybe that was where their relationship went wrong, she thought. When she got married, she was not only a virgin, but was virginal as well. She was shy, and afraid of sex. She had never given a hand job or blow job, and she had never allowed a lover to touch her pussy, although she had allowed Rick to touch her breasts.
They were still standing, his cock between them. "I'm sorry," he said.
"I'm not, and I hope you understand."
"I think I do. Judy explained it."
She turned Brandon toward the bed and pushed him backward so that his legs were over the side.
"I've wanted to do this since the moment I met you, but I was afraid," she said, and she went slowly to her knees on the floor.
Brandon went back on his elbows, and wide-eyed, he watched as she took his cock in her hand and smiled up at him.
Her mother had never told her not to do this, but her mother had never caught her doing this. That made it easier to overcome than the life-long fear of masturbating herself. She had practiced with Rick and with Armand, and she had practiced other things with Judy.
"It's a nice cock," she said, almost as if she were speaking to herself.
She put her hand all the way around it and stroked it up and down, her hand gripping the outer flesh as she slid it over the hard, inner rod.
"I've been waiting three years for you to do that," Brandon said.
"And I've been waiting three years for you to do it." As she finished her sentence, she pulled his cock toward her and wet the head with just the tip of her tongue.
"And that too," he said.
"Oh, yes."
With her tongue, she touched and touched and touched again – and with each touch, he shuddered.
This was like lovemaking, yet it was more than lovemaking. It was a powerful sensation, that filled them with not only pleasure but anticipation.
"Suck it," he said. "Please suck it."
Leslie smiled to herself, knowing she was teasing him. She kept her tongue moving, not yet covering the head with her lips, and he started to bounce his ass off the bed like a little boy in a tantrum.
"Please, please," he cried.
"Okay," she said, and still holding the shaft, she brought her mouth all the way over the head. She closed her wet lips over her teeth and pulled his cock into her mouth, continuing to roll her tongue.
"It's good. Yes, it's good," he said.
She let his cock slide over her tongue and out from between her moist lips and she looked up at him. "I know it's good," she said, and she felt her power.
She rose to her feet and looked down at him.
"What are you doing?" he said.
"Slide back," she said, and she grinned at him.
For a moment, he resisted obeying her, but finally he crawled back on his elbows and ass.
"I'm going to give you the fuck of a lifetime," she said, and she crawled backward and sat on his lap with her back to him.
From the corner of her eye, she saw Rick and Judy against the wall. They were watching Brandon and Leslie, but they were stroking each other too. If they wanted a show, she would give it to them. This would be her first real fuck with Brandon, yet it would be her truest lovemaking.
She spread the crack of her pussy as she backed into her husband's lap. Then she took his cock in her hand again, and drew back on it.
Armand had taught her the ways of her own pleasure, and she rubbed the pliant, wet head of Brandon's cock against her clit and the soft tissue inside the folds. For the moment, she felt the pleasure only at her clit, yet she anticipated a greater pleasure to come.
"Nice," she said.
"It feels so damn good," Brandon said.
She moved it back and forth, gathering the wetness of her pussy against the wetness of his pre-come. She felt the pleasure at her clit, and she knew he was feeling the pleasure as well, but this could not go on forever. She had started this thing because she wanted to fuck him – and fuck him, she would.
Still holding his cock, she slid it down the crack and to the opening. Until two days ago, it had been tight from the lack of use and knowledge. Now, even the anticipation of sex caused her pussy to moisten and flower and to engulf his cock.
Moaning, Brandon slid all the way inside her. "Oh, God!"
"Yes," she said very calmly, and began to move forward and backward over his belly, up and down over his cock. He moaned his approval and she smiled at his pleasure.
In the doorway, Rick turned Judy into his arms, but Leslie did not care about them now. Leslie cared only about Brandon and herself and the pleasure she was giving and receiving.
Until now, she had been gentle and loving. She loved Brandon so much, but this was not supposed to be about love. She began to gyrate more violently with her tits swinging from side to side, and even her bouncing tits gave her pleasure now.
"Yes, oh, yes. Fuck me, Brandon."
"Yes," he said and he started to bounce up at her, his back arching from the bed, his cock thrusting even deeper into her pussy.
"This is fucking," she said. "This is what I have always wanted. Yes, I have always wanted you to fuck me like I have never been fucked before. Oh, damn you, Brandon. What took you so long to do this?"
"I didn't know. Oh, yes. Fuck me, Leslie. Oh, yes, fuck me. Pleassssse."
"I am, I am," she said, breathing harder.
Up and down she went. Around and around she went. She was fucking him, yes, but he was fucking her too, and it was how it should have been forever.
Her time with Rick and Judy had been good. Her time with Armand had been good too. They had taught her, and she had learned from them so that now she could fuck the man she wanted to fuck above all others. She wanted to fuck Brandon and she was doing it. She had wanted to fuck her own husband so bad and for so long.
In the doorway, Rick and Judy were fucking against the frame. Judy leaned forward and Rick fucking her from behind.
Only Armand was without a fuck, and he was not even in the room anymore.
"Come for me, Brandon. Come for me."
"Yes, I will. I'll come for you. I'm coming for you. Yes, I am. Oh, yes, yes. This is it. I love you so much."
"And I love you, and I love fucking you even more."
"Yes. Yes," he said.
Brandon's body went stiff, with his ass of the bed, but his cock stayed hard, and she felt the gush inside her. Even as he came, he tried to rock up at her, tried to give her even more pleasure.
After a moment, he slowed and stopped, and a bit later, his cock slipped from her pussy, and she saw the smile that remained on his lips.
Oh, what a delicious feeling, she thought.
"Leslie, you are unbelievably great!" Brandon said.
"We'll straighten things out. Oh, damn, yes we will. I can feel that you're already straightening something out. Oh, that felt so goooood. I'm so sorry about…"
"Shhh."
"We're going to have a hell of a time when we get home," Judy said from the doorway as she and Rick stepped toward them, holding hands.
"Yes," Brandon said. "But Leslie and I have a lot of catching up to do on our own."
"Not yet," Judy said, and she and Rick joined them on the bed.
Judy and Leslie sat next too each other, and each man cradled his own wife and fondled her breast.
"I have a bistro to open," said Armand, now fully clothed but you are free to stay until I can join you again this evening."
"Perhaps," Judy said.
Not a chance, Leslie thought, and when Armand went downstairs, she looked from Judy, to Rick.
"Damn, I love fucking," Leslie said.
"Don't we all," Judy said.
"It was worth the trip," Brandon said.
Judy turned to Leslie, and brought her tongue to Leslie's in a delicious air kiss.
"I've learned enough here," Leslie said. "Now let's all go back to the hotel and fuck each other's brains out."
"Oh, yeah," Brandon said, and he nuzzled Leslie's ear. "Let's all go fuck."
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