
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Kinky Sex Makes the World Go ’Round 4

 


Persephone Moore

 


Smashwords Edition

 


This is a work of fiction. All of the character,
organizations, and events portrayed in this work are products of
the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real persons, living or
dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

 


Kinky Sex Makes the World Go ’Round 4

 


Copyright © 2017 Persephone Moore

 


All rights reserved. No part of this work may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


An Over the Moon Erotica Book

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


Contains adult material that might not be suitable
for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own life be
sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted in this
work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

 


 



 


Contents

 


Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

 



 


 Chapter Thirteen

 


When I went home to my husband, he was disappointed
by the lack of cum in my pussy. He knew I was going to get
double-teamed and had hoped that I would literally be dripping with
two men’s spunk. Once I told him exactly what went on, he was less
disappointed.

He was even thrilled.

“You agreed to do whatever they wanted just so you
could watch them fuck?” Reg was amazed and dismayed with me at the
same time.

“Within reason,” I reminded him.

“You can watch me fuck any time you want,” he said.
“It’s called porn. It’s pretty easily found all over the
internet.”

“A live, in person show is different,” I said as he
inspected my pussy. I was flat on my back, legs spread wide. I had
just had a nice little orgasm that Reg had licked me to. He had
voiced his displeasure of me having very little cum in my pussy,
but that didn’t stop him from eating me out. He even delved down to
my ass, but we didn’t really discuss that.

“Was it worth it?” he asked me, giving my clit a
little kiss.

“What? Getting fucked by two men? Hell yes.” I
grinned down at him. At that moment I didn’t care who knew I was a
slut.

Reg shook his head. “No, agreeing to let them use you
however they want just so you could watch them fuck once.”

“I don’t know,” I said breezily. “I haven’t given
them anything yet. Ask me later.” I gently kneed his steel-encased
cock, just nudging it a little to let him know I was still
interested in my husband’s tool, and to judge how frustrated my
story had gotten him. It barely moved from side to side. He was
trying to get hard, but naturally he couldn’t. “Want me to take
that off so you can fuck me?”

“Yes, but no.”

“You should have been Catholic,” I told him. “They
love suffering for some reason.”

He eyed me with frustration and annoyance. “You know
I was raised Catholic.”

“You were?” I asked him with mock surprise.

“Some teachings in traditional Catholicism compare
personal suffering to Jesus’s suffering on the cross. It brings you
closer to God.”

“The only thing that has brought me closer to God is
cumming,” I said, still teasing. “You can tell because I scream His
name when I cum.”

“You know,” he said putting on an attitude of a
haughty teacher, “mocking God will only get you condemned to
Hell.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “If you or I believed in God or
Hell.”

“I believe in the devil,” Reg said after licking the
length of my slit and teasing my clit. “He’s attached to my body
and I had to put him in a cage to keep him under control.”

“Maybe I’ll become a devil worshipper,” I said as I
pressed his face back into my pussy.

 


“You are such a slut,” Karissa said to me after I
greeted her at our weekly lunch. Her voice was barely above a
whisper but it was obvious she was very excited. I had divulged to
her most of what I had done with Duncan and Cole. She was
alternately horrified and thrilled.

“Thank you,” I said as I sat down. All the soreness
was gone, which made me a little sad because all I had now was my
memories of my debauchery. “But I’m a little disappointed.”

“Oh? How is that? Does it take more than two men to
satisfy you?” She was a little smug in her questioning of my sexual
needs.

“Not that. It’s been almost a week now and neither of
them has asked me to do anything for them yet.”

Karissa raised her eyebrows at me. “Are you looking
to be used as a sex object?”

I smiled. “Maybe.” I took a bite of my sandwich.

“You are such a slut.”

“I’m hoping it’ll be something really dirty,” I said
with dreamy, unfocused eyes. “Something I would never think of in a
million years but it sounds intriguing so I go ahead and do it
anyway.”

“I’m getting worried for you, Lydia…”

I ignored her concern. “Anyway, if and when they ask
whatever favor of me…well, if an additional woman is needed, can I
count on you?”

“What?” Karissa was clearly shocked. “I’m not some…”
She trailed off, not knowing how to answer me.

“I’m not saying another woman will be necessary, but
just in case. Besides, you’ve fucked Duncan before and there was
that time with you and I with Pete,” I said, not finishing the
statement.

“I’m not fucking Duncan any longer,” she said firmly.
“We’re done.”

“What about me and Pete?” I asked her, putting my
hand on top of hers.

Karissa looked at me blankly, not knowing how to
react. She toyed with the food on her plate.

“I’m teasing,” I said to calm her. “I’d never make
you do anything with me and one of them…unless you wanted to.”

“Thanks,” she said sourly. “Pete and I agreed that
our time apart would be…private. He isn’t going to hold my fucking
Duncan against me, but I doubt he would be happy if I fucked Duncan
again.”

“That’s a nice agreement to have in a marriage. What
about the woman he was fucking while you were separated?”

It was a leading question and unfair to Karissa, but
I asked it anyway. “I prefer to believe he wasn’t fucking anyone,”
she said primly.

It was all I could do not to snort in derision.
“Right. A whole year and he didn’t fuck anyone else?”

“He hasn’t said anything about her and I haven’t
asked.”

My heart started racing. Did she know? “So there was
someone else?” I took a bite of my sandwich in an effort to hide my
anxiety.

She sighed. “Probably. But I don’t want to know. I
just hope he wasn’t paying for some prostitute or a random
slut.”

I was the random slut that Pete had been fucking, but
Karissa didn’t know that and I wasn’t going to tell her. “Who
should it have been?” I should have left the subject alone, but
sometimes my curious nature gets the better of me.

“Some woman I’ll never meet and hopefully is now dead
so I don’t have to worry about her.”

“Oh.”

She sat in silence a minute. “That sounds cruel.”

I shrugged. “A little, but it’s a way to not have to
face the past.”

My phone buzzed noisily in my pocketbook. I pulled it
out and looked at the message. “Uh-oh,” I said.

“Problem?” Karissa asked.

“Not yet.” I pecked out a reply and sent it before
turning the screen for her to see.

I decided what I want. The message was from
Duncan.

My reply was, OK. What?

“You shouldn’t be doing this,” Karissa said right as
his reply came up.

A MFF 3way.

“What’s that?” asked Karissa.

“A male-female-female threeway,” I interpreted for
her.

“How do you know that?”

“I keep up on my sexting skills.” I turned the phone
away from Karissa and sent a reply. Sure. You me and who?
“Maybe he’ll say you,” I teased Karissa.

“No,” she said firmly.

“Maybe he knows about you, me, and Pete.”

“You didn’t tell him! Did you?”

“No.”

Before we could discuss it further, the reply came
back.

My finance.

His words made no sense.

“His fiancée,” Karissa interpreted for me. “You are a
slut.”

If only she knew every detail about my life. Then
Karissa would truly be judgmental.

“He wants me with his girlfriend.” I said it
flatly.

“Not girlfriend. Fiancée. I suppose that’s
better that secretly fucking him, right? Does she know about you
already?”

“I have no fucking idea.”

 


As it turned out, she did know about me.

I wasn’t unwilling to have sex with both Duncan and
Lauren. After all I had just done that with Karissa and Pete, and
Duncan and Cole. Having threesomes was becoming the norm in my sex
life. I just didn’t know how to approach the problem. What ensued
was a days long on and off conversation working out the
details.

Does she know about me? was the first thing I
asked.

I told her everything

That didn’t exactly relieve me.

Has she had sex with a woman before? Is she
bi? I felt these were legitimate questions.

Yes

Duncan wasn’t very good at the whole text
conversation thing.

To which question?

Both

While I didn’t consider myself bi, even after playing
with Karissa, I was certainly open to having sex with a woman. It
was just another exciting adventure.

Is this your fantasy or hers? She doesn’t know me.
Why would she want to have sex with me?

Duncan had an answer to my last question. Shes
horny all the time

It wasn’t a great answer, but it was an answer.

But why me?

She wants to fuck who I fuck

I thought on that answer a long time. My reply was a
very pointed, but also very important, question. Does she know
that you fuck Cole?

His answer was hard and firm, the way I liked
him.

No. Don’t tell her either.

Before I could ask why not he added, OR
ELSE!

Okay, I’m up for this. Tell me a little about her.
What is she like?

In response Duncan sent me an explicit picture of
what I presumed was Lauren. She had long brown hair, dark suntanned
skin (she sported vibrant tan lines for a bikini), good sized
breasts with prominent nipples, and removed all her pubic hair. She
was rather sexy, but I could have gotten that without having to see
a nude picture of her holding open one side of her labia so I could
see everything her gyno got to see.

And right away I knew what type of person she was and
what her relationship with Duncan was.

As it turned out I was mostly right about her
personality. I was slightly off on some details, but nude pictures
can capture every little nuance of a person’s life.

I tried to convince Duncan to have her text or call
me so we could chat. He refused saying he wanted us to meet for the
first time and have sex right away. It was more fun that way.

I should have objected, but I didn’t. I was too horny
for my own good.

I showed the picture to Reg. He approved of the
situation and encouraged me.

Of course he did.

So I set up a Thursday evening date with Duncan and
Lauren at their place.

I told him I reserved the right to bail at any
point.

Duncan was the sort of self-centered idiot who would
reply this way:

I know that, but as soon as you meet Lauren, you
won’t want to.

 


In person, in the apartment that Duncan shared with
his girlfriend, Lauren was actually much sexier than the picture
Duncan had shared. There’s a difference between explicit and sexy.
She was pretty and friendly and polite.

What Duncan had failed to mention was that she was
easily five month pregnant.

She greeted me by giving me a quick peck on the
cheek, like we were old friends. “Duncan has told me so much about
you!”

For some reason those words were enough to make me
blush. It was stupid. I was a mature older woman who had happily
debased herself for sexual pleasure and just a few words from a
sexy young thing who revealed she knew basically everything that
Duncan and I had done
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