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I have a
confession to make - I love cock. I love it so much that I’ve built
my life and career around hard dicks.

Ten years ago,
fresh out of a nasty divorce, I couldn’t get enough sex. I would
slip into bed with any guy that caught my attention. But more often
than not, disappointment set in as I left their beds frustrated.
Some men know how to work a woman’s body like a concert pianist
tickles the keys but for the majority of my past lovers, it’s just
wham, bam, that’s it. No orgasm, no satisfaction for me. All the
men thought they were stallions but they were more like mules.

I decided to
look for a place to get guaranteed good sex. I did my research and
discovered that there wasn’t an established club for swingers
within 200 miles. That was all the nudge I needed. I hadn’t planned
to own a sex club, only be a visitor, but that wasn’t an option. I
secured a loan, bought a cavernous building, and transformed it
into a sexual haven. I opened the doors five months later and The
Swinger’s Club has been a moneymaker since day one.

While the
financial freedom has been a blessing, the constant supply of hard
cock and the never-ending sexual satisfaction is the greatest
reward. It is a rare day that I leave for home and feel pent-up
horniness - 99% of the time that is taken care of at the club.

From the
outside, my life must seem mundane. I live alone. I don’t even have
a cat. I’m 35-years-old and happily single. I live on the top floor
of a high-rise apartment. My doorman is probably the closest person
to me outside of work. While most people would find that fact sad,
I find it liberating. I work 12 hours a day, seven days a week. But
as they say, if you love what you do, you’ll never work a day in
your life. That’s me.

Take yesterday
for example. I got to work ready to blow a gasket. I was so horny
that leaves blowing in a stiff wind would’ve probably been enough
to get me off. Instead, I remained calm on the outside. I changed
into my favorite slutty outfit: a black push-up bra that made my
smallish chest look voluminous, a thong that had the crotch
conveniently missing, thigh-high stockings that stayed up on their
own, and heels that made my long legs look like they would never
end.

I had the
interior of the club designed with my viewing pleasure in mind.
There was a massive central area where couples mingled before going
to private rooms in the upper level. The real money came from the
private back area. It was a space that had to be booked and paid
for in advance. It was a place where anyone could have any fantasy
come true. It was also where I found my personal sexual
gratification.

The maze of
various sized rooms was where I always went when I needed release.
Each room had a door with an inward looking peephole that was
invisible unless you knew where to look for it. I stopped outside
the rooms with closed doors (which meant that they were occupied)
and peeked inside, making my way down the hallways until what was
going on in a room appealed to me.

Yesterday it
had been a room with Candy, one of the most popular girls who
worked at my club. Candy had been busy servicing one of our
regulars, Peter. Peter was a tall and lanky ginger, his limbs long
and lean like mine. I knew from past experience that our bodies fit
together as if we were two halves of one body. Even better, Peter
had a cock that could fill any woman and he knew how to use it.
Peter was a delicious man, inside and out.

I opened the
door, startling Candy as she was in the middle of giving Peter a
lap dance. “Hello,” I said as I stepped into the room. “I hope I’m
not interrupting.”

Peter’s eyes
lit up as he hopped to his feet. “Not at all,” he replied before
Candy had a chance to say anything. “It’s good to see you, Mandy.”
Clients were told that my name was Mandy, not Amanda, so customers
wouldn’t know I was the owner of the establishment.

“It’s nice to
see you, too, Peter. Candy, can I have a few minutes with
Peter?”

She knew it was
a given, not an actual question. Candy slid off Peter’s lap and
headed for the door. “You two have fun. I’ll be in the red room
when Peter is ready for me again,” she said to me. Candy and I both
knew she’d be kicking back in the staff room in her pyjamas and a
pair of slippers but we always kept up the charade in front of
clients.

Candy closed
the door behind herself. I turned to Peter. Dang, he was a fine
man. His muscles looked like they were barely contained by his
skin. I walked over to where he stood and ran a hand up his arm,
getting turned on by the feel of those taut muscles. When I reached
his shoulder, Peter’s hand jerked up and snatched my wrist. He
pulled my hand toward his face and kissed the inside of my palm,
his eyes closing as he did so. My free hand reached up to cup his
jaw, his stubble poking at my fingers. A rush of gratitude raced
through me that Peter was at my club at that moment; he was
definitely ones of my faves.

“So, Peter,
what brings you here today?” He knew that I was really asking what
sexual fantasy he would like to have fulfilled.

Peter let go of
my hand. “How about you just have your way with me, Mandy?”

“That’s too
easy. Aren’t you in the mood for something specific?”

“Now I’m in the
mood for your dirty mouth and your body riding me.”

“That’s
it?”

“That’s it. I’m
easy to please.”

I stepped
closer to where he now sat back in a chair, closed the gap between
us, and sat on his lap facing him. My thighs covered his. His hard
cock was pressed against my core. I gasped, the sensation hitting
me hard as the length of his shaft rubbed against my clit. I
wrapped my arms around his shoulders and hugged him to me, his
ironing board chest flattening my boobs between us. Peter wrapped
his arms around my back before his hands fell down to my ass. He
cupped my butt cheeks and squeezed them hard. I gasped again as his
long fingers grazed my core as they dug into my flesh. “Hey,” Peter
said.

I pulled back
and looked at him. “Yeah?”

“Why don’t we
take off my shorts?” Peter had on a pair of loose boxers, the only
reason he hadn’t slid into my depths when I sat on his lap.

I didn’t want
to leave my spot but I did want him inside me so I shifted backward
and stepped off Peter. “Go ahead,” I said after I’d given him
enough space to take off his underwear.

“You take them
off,” he said.

I’d forgotten
this side of Peter, the ornery, bossy guy that liked to give
commands. Two could play that game. “No, you go ahead.”

I would never
let it show to Peter but his bossiness was a huge turn-on. I could
feel my pussy flood with juice. But he had no idea, unless he could
smell the tidal wave. I’d play hard to get as that usually pissed
Peter off. When Peter was angry, it resulted in a harder fuck, the
one thing I’d come into this room to get.

I turned my
back - and my sexy ass in my crotchless panties, if I do say so
myself - to Peter and went to a cupboard that was built into one
corner of the room. I opened the third drawer from the top and
pulled out a massive black dildo. I slammed the drawer shut harder
than I meant to and headed to the bed as I ignored Peter. I
sprawled out, spread my legs wide, and shoved the dildo inside my
pussy.

I figured that
would be all it took to smarten Peter up and I was right. He leapt
off the chair, shrugged off his boxers, and jumped onto the bed. He
ripped the dildo out of my hand and out of my pussy, moved between
my thighs, and drove his cock into me. Holy fuck! That was what I’d
needed since I woke up that morning. A pussy pounding could drive
even the most tenacious tension from a woman’s body. “Oh, yeah,
Peter. That’s it! Fuck me harder!”

Peter obliged,
his body slamming into mine with the power of a life-sized drill.
“Yeah,” I rambled. “You know how I like it. You are so big!”

And he was. He
filled every empty space inside me. With each of Peter’s thrusts, I
could feel my tension draining away. “Peter, that’s the spot. I
love when you fuck me hard.”

Without
warning, Peter pulled out, flipped me over, and rammed back into me
from behind. “Oh yeah! You’re the man, Peter! You are the best fuck
I’ve ever had!” Okay, that was a slight exaggeration (although he
was in my top ten) but saying dirty words spurred Peter on, giving
me a more-fulfilling orgasm when my time came.

I slid one of
my arms underneath me and reached back for my clit. I rubbed the
tiny bud, my orgasm racing toward me even faster. It wouldn’t take
me long to climax in the mood I was in.

“Slap my ass,”
I ordered Peter. He obliged, his palm whacking my butt cheek, no
doubt leaving a mark. “Again,” I screamed, getting off on the burst
of pain.

Peter slapped
my ass again, even harder. He loved it, too. I could tell by the
increased intensity of his thrusts.

“Fuck me
harder, Peter,” I begged. “I love your big cock driving into
me.”

My clit was
swollen to twice its regular size. My body was silently screaming
for release. I kept rubbing my clit as Peter fucked me
ferociously.

My climax, as
it always did, hit me with such power that it left me unable to
breathe for a second. “Yes, Peter, yes!” I yelled as I peaked. As
soon as I could breathe, I relaxed into the waves of release as
they washed over my body. I was finally at peace. It didn’t even
matter that Peter was still plowing into me; I tuned that out.
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