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WHAT’S YOUR PLEASURE?




Playing dress up. Or playing doctor.


Telling X-rated bedtime stories. Or turning an ordinary bedroom into a boudoir that would make the Happy Hooker blush.


Navigating naughty computer games. Or sampling toys that only come wrapped in plain brown wrappers.


No matter your taste, whatever your fantasy, you’ll find it in COME PLAY WITH ME. Try it on. Take a chance. Treat yourself. And the one you love. Your sex life will never be the same . . .








ALSO BY JOAN ELIZABETH LLOYD


Nice Couples Do


and


If It Feels Good
















JOAN ELIZABETH LLOYD is a former school teacher who lives outside of New York City. Of herself, she says, “Like ‘J,’ the author of The Sensuous Woman, I’m someone who stumbled on new activities to increase the range of my sexual activity. And I’ve found a new way to communicate with my sexual partner—a way that works. I wrote this book to share with you the wonderful things I’ve learned.”










This book is dedicated to Ed.


Together we’ve traveled the road

from plain vanilla to heavenly hash

with open minds and loving hearts.

And had lots of fun doing it.



 


AUTHOR’S NOTE





The book you are about to read is about erotic toys and sexual game playing. There is a warning I must give you before you begin.

These games are to be played only between two consenting adults.

Consenting adults: Both of those words are important.

Consenting: Both parties must understand before they begin that either has the right to stop the game at any time. As a matter of fact, each has the obligation to stop whenever he or she gets the feeling that things have gotten even a tiny bit uncomfortable. If you cannot stop when asked, or if you’re not sure whether you are able to say stop when you want to, don’t play.

Adults: This book is written for grown-ups, both in terms of years and attitudes. Children shouldn’t play. This refers to those underage as well as those who lack the maturity to understand that a game is for mutual enjoyment, not to coerce a partner to do anything that makes him or her uncomfortable. If you’re not sure of your own maturity, or if you don’t trust your partner’s, don’t play.

If you and your partner are consenting adults, however, read on. Come play with me.



 


LET’S PLAY HIDE-AND-SEEK





	
SHE:


	
I’m hiding.

HE: I’ll find you.





	
SHE:


	
I’m hiding.

HE: I’ll find you.





	
SHE:


	
I’m hiding.

HE: I’ll find you and fuck your brains out!





	
SHE:


	
I’m hiding in the closet.








 


INTRODUCTION


PAM AND WARREN’S STORY

    Pam looked at the three cards displayed in front of her on the folding table, then lifted the corners of her two hole cards and peeked at them again: two pair, sevens and threes. She looked at Warren’s cards. She could see a king and jack of hearts and a four of clubs. “I’ll raise you ten.” She flipped the last of her chips into the pile in the center of the table.

“You’ve got a pair of sevens showing. Hmmm. Well, I’m feeling brave. I’ll see your ten chips, just to look at one more card.”

He picked up the deck and dealt her a card. “A deuce. No help.” He placed a card next to his. “Five of spades. No help, either. The bet’s to you.”

“I’m out of chips,” she said.

Warren looked across the table. He and Pam had been dating for six months and had been lovers for the last few months. They had even begun talking about moving in together in the near future. Their sex life was wonderful, rewarding, and satisfying, but a bit tame. Except for two occasions he could remember in detail, their lovemaking had been plain vanilla, in the bedroom, at night. Dreamily, he remembered the two evenings when, after a bit of persuasion, Pam had abandoned her usual restraint and revealed a hint of the sexual being underneath her somewhat prim exterior.

He looked over her turtleneck sweater and jeans. “Okay, let’s see. How about this? If you lose, you can give me your sweater.”

“You’ve got to be kidding. You’re talking about strip poker.”

“I guess that’s what it comes down to.”

Pam was deliciously horrified. She came from a very rigid background and had been taught that sex was very serious and private. Recently, however, she had begun to question her long-held beliefs. Warren had been showing her how sex could be a wonderful sharing between two people who love each other the way they did. It could be free and spontaneous and lots of fun. “But it’s Saturday afternoon.”

“It sure is.” He looked down at his watch. “Exactly two-forty-three. What does that have to do with things?”

“And the sun’s shining.”

Warren looked out their fifty-story window. “It certainly is. Shining brightly. But so what? No one can see in.”

Pam looked at her cards again. Well, she thought, I’m wearing a bra. “Okay.”

Warren dealt them each one last card, facedown. “Down and dirty,” he said with a wink.

Slowly, Pam lifted her last card and looked at it. It was a ten. She flipped her cards. “Two pair.”

Warren turned all his cards faceup. “Nice. Unfortunately, I seem to have three twos. Your sweater, please.”

“Oh, come on. You can’t be serious. Not really.” She couldn’t decide whether or not she wanted to be daring and remove her sweater.

“Yes, really. You lost, so pay up.”

Pam felt her face flush. She knew that she could say no and Warren would be disappointed but not angry. Suddenly, however, it felt terrific to be free. She reached down, slowly pulled her sweater off over her head, and tossed it onto the sofa.

Although he was very excited by the sight of Pam sitting half-dressed across from him, Warren tried not to spook her. “You mustn’t be ashamed of your body, you know,” he said. “I’ve seen you wearing a lot less than that. Anyway, I love that bra.” Pam looked at her almost-flat chest. The bra that kept her protected from Warren’s gaze was nothing more than a tiny wisp of lace and fabric.

“I guess I always thought that this kind of thing was dirty. Nice girls aren’t supposed to display themselves for men,” she said.

“Nonsense. You have a beautiful body,” Warren countered.

“Not really. I’m too skinny and my ribs and shoulder blades stick out.”

“To me, you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve seen. So don’t argue.”

Warren got up and opened the blinds all the way. The sun spilled over Pam’s body and he stared. “You look great. And I can see your nipples clearly.” When Pam blushed, he said seriously, “Don’t be so prudish. You’re lovely in the dark and lovely in the sunshine.”

Pam cleared her throat. “All right, all right. When you’re through ogling my body,” she said, sighing, “give me the cards. Sitting here like this is making me very uncomfortable. I want to get my sweater back and it’s my deal.” It was making her uncomfortable, but it was also getting her very excited.

She dealt the next hand and lost her shoes.

Warren dealt the next hand. By the time they each had five cards, Pam had three jacks and had wagered her socks and jewelry. “I want to bet again,” she said.

“With what?” Warren asked. “You haven’t got much left.”

Pam looked down and sighed. She was deliciously nervous. “My bra.”

“Okay.” Warren pushed a pile of chips into the center of the table. Then, before Pam could lose her nerve, Warren dealt their sixth and seventh cards. She looked down and saw that she had been dealt a second six. Wow, she thought. A full house. She turned her cards over with a grin.

“Nice,” Warren said as he rearranged his cards on the table. “Unfortunately, I have here the seven, eight, nine, ten, and jack of hearts. Seems I’ve won again.”

Pam stared at Warren’s cards. “You must have cheated.” She looked at Warren. “Forget I said that. I know you don’t cheat.”

“Your jewelry, socks, and bra, please.”

She pulled off her watch, earrings, and socks, then hesitated. “Come on, Warren. Won’t you settle for this? Please.” Sitting without her sweater was one thing, but she didn’t think she was ready to be naked.

Warren just held out his hand, waiting for Pam to put the wisp of fabric in it. “Not welshing, are you?”

Pam looked at the soft, loving expression on Warren’s face and it was suddenly all right. She shook her head and smiled. “Nope, not welshing at all.” Slowly, she reached around and unhooked her bra. With an embarrassed grin, she dropped the straps from her shoulders and removed the garment.

“Oh, darling,” Warren whispered. “I never realized how beautiful you would be in the sunlight.” He couldn’t resist pushing her sensuality just a little. “Close your eyes.” When she complied, he asked, “Can you feel the sun’s heat on your flesh?” He watched her nipples pucker at his smoothly spoken words. He leaned forward and blew on her chest. “Wonderful. Just wonderful.”

“I feel so slutty this way,” Pam said, opening her eyes, “sitting here naked with the sun shining on me and you looking at me like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like . . . I don’t know.”

“Yes you do. I’m looking at you like you’re a beautiful, enticing woman whom I want to make love to right here and right now.” Without giving her time to think, Warren stood up and quickly stripped off his clothes. He opened his arms and said, “Come here, baby.”

Pam was mesmerized by the change in herself. She felt so right being here with him in the daylight. She loved him and was obviously giving him great pleasure. And he was sexy and handsome, and, she thought as she looked over his body, aroused. By me.

“Please, come here.” He watched Pam rise. He took her in his arms and pressed his lips against hers. “Oh, darling, you feel good.” He moved so her nipples brushed against the hair on his chest. “So good.”

Pam ran her hands through his hair and pressed her mouth against his. When he touched the tip of his tongue to the inside of her mouth, she felt the shock waves ripple through her body.

“I don’t want to play more poker to win your jeans and panties,” Warren said, tearing his mouth away from hers. “Let’s just say I win and you take them off.”

She winked and said, “I guess I’m not very good at this game.” She bent down and pulled off the rest of her clothes.

“You’re going to be wonderful at all kinds of games I can think of.”

Pam’s eyes were glazed with newfound lust. “Now what?”

“Wait right here.” Warren walked into the bathroom and returned with a large bath towel. “I wouldn’t want you to get rug burn.” He spread the towel in a sunny spot and said, “Lie here.”

Gracefully, Pam sat down and lay back. Warren positioned her so that the sun shone on her belly and thighs. “Oh, sweetie, you look so lovely.” He sat down beside Pam and kissed her full on the mouth while his hands roamed over her body. “Mmmm,” he purred. “So lovely.”

Pam felt the combined warmth of Warren’s body and the sun shining on her skin. It was incredibly erotic and she felt her hunger grow.

Warren kissed her breasts and flicked his tongue over her nipples. “Your breasts taste so good,” he whispered. “Let me suck them.” He suckled, first one breast, then the other. “So good.”

“Oh, darling, it’s you who feel so good.”

When he could wait no longer, he insisted, “Tell me, baby. Tell me. Tell me you want me to make love to you.” Would she say it? he wondered. Would she admit her sexuality out loud as she never had before? “Please tell me.”

“Yes, Warren. Make love to me. I want you.”

Quickly, Warren found a condom in his wallet and slipped it on. Then he thrust his erect cock into Pam’s hot, wet body and, all too quickly, as he felt her come, he climaxed, too. He collapsed on top of her.

They must have dozed for a few minutes because the next thing Pam felt was pins and needles. “My leg is falling asleep,” she said.

“Sorry,” Warren said, rolling off of her, pulling her close. “That was terrific.”

“It certainly was.” She was thoughtful. “You know we never made love like this before.”

“You mean on the living room floor in the middle of the afternoon?”

“I always thought that sex was supposed to happen in the bedroom, at night. This seems so decadent.”

“And what’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing. Nothing at all. I guess I have a lot to learn.”

“I’ll be glad to guide your education. And if you get too good at poker, we’ll play different games. Lots of different games.”


There are several points to Pam and Warren’s story. First, sex is one of the most enjoyable activities there is. If it weren’t, why would we devote so much time and thought to something that can be awkward, uncomfortable, and embarrassing?

Second, there’s more to enjoyable sex than a quick fuck. Not that quickies are necessarily bad; it’s just that there’s so much more to making love than the actual insertion of a penis into a vagina. Foreplay is fun. And, although foreplay is usually a prelude to intercourse, it doesn’t have to be a means to an end. It can be an end in itself.

Third, very small variations from basic lovemaking can enhance sex tremendously. Pam and Warren changed from the bedroom at night to the living room in the sunlight. But that small change ignited new and fierce feelings of lust.

The fourth, and maybe most important, point is that anything two people agree to and that gives them both sexual pleasure is okay.


As the author of books on sexual creativity, I have been asked, “Is good sex important to a long-lasting relationship.” I now have a standard answer, one that is the theme of this book. “Let’s take important out of sex and put fun back in.” Everyone seems to be worried about their sex life. Don’t worry—be happy. Silly for most situations, but so true for sex.

I often hear the same comments.

“Good sex is the cornerstone of our relationship, but our lovemaking is getting a little boring.”

“I usually do for her. Sometimes, I want her to do for me.”

“I don’t think I climax soon enough to suit him.”

“I don’t think I’m big enough to suit her.”

“I really don’t like the way my body looks.”

“I’m not too good in bed, and therefore I’ll never have a good relationship.”

“I’m really very good in bed. I’ve read all the books, studied all the erogenous zones, and I know how to give a woman an orgasm every time. I don’t know why I can’t build a lasting relationship. Women aren’t able to keep up with me, I guess.”

Let’s put those last two comments to rest immediately. No one is “bad at sex” or “good in bed.” Yes, there are people who are more willing to experiment, more receptive to another’s needs and wishes, but no one is a “good lover.” Good lovers exist only in pairs.

My partner, Ed, and I are good together. We experiment. We communicate. We tell each other what we enjoy and what we don’t enjoy. We try new things, repeat some, and discard others. We play. Our sex life is fun. We look forward to spending sexual time together because it gives us each tremendous pleasure.

Another comment I hear about sex concerns one-upmanship.

“My wife and I had great sex last night and boy did I make out great. I got her to go down on me for the first time. I don’t think she wanted to, but she owed it to me. After all . . .”

Hogwash. When sex becomes a contest—a power struggle, if you will—then no one wins. Everyone loses. The fun gets lost because each of the partners is keeping score. Making your partner do something that she doesn’t want to do is bound to diminish her pleasure and will usually delay the next sexual encounter. Let’s face it. If someone was making you do things you didn’t want to do, wouldn’t you put off the next unpleasant encounter as long as you could?

“But I want to try new things,” I hear you saying. “How can I go about experimenting if you say I can’t make my partner do new stuff?” The answer is simple: communication and temptation. As you will see, playing games is one way to tell your partner about the new and exciting things you would like to try.

There’s an important reason to keep your sexual activities limited to one partner. In this “Age of AIDS,” it is imperative that we all make the most of our monogamous relationships. Every new relationship increases the risk of getting a sexually transmitted disease. Of course, you can decrease that risk by practicing safe sex, using a condom at all times, as Warren did. But you can also minimize the risk by doing your playing at home with your full-time partner.

Here’s another comment I frequently hear.

“My wife wouldn’t be interested in anything off-center. She’s too nice, too straight.”

You may be right, but I doubt it. It’s politically correct these days to put down sexual fantasies and off-center sex. It’s considered improper to enjoy cavorting around the bedroom dressed up in silly outfits, acting out the parts in your favorite dream. Off-center is considered kinky and perverted, and those words have taken on sinister connotations. Most of this thinking refuses to differentiate between erotica, which depicts loving partners sharing fantasies, and pornography, which degrades and dehumanizes and may become violent and ugly.

While it’s true that she may not be interested in dressing up like a hooker and prancing around the house with a whip in her hand, she might be interested in giving or getting a sensual massage. And whereas he might not want to be chained to the bed, he might want to let you call the shots and tell him exactly what to do to your body. Every tiny step forward and each successful experiment leads to others. Where you will end up . . . who knows?

So maybe you want to play, but you don’t want to risk telling your partner about your desires.

“She’ll think I’m kinky.”

“He’ll wonder where I got my off-center ideas.”

“She won’t want to get silly.”

“He’ll think I don’t want him anymore.”

“She wouldn’t understand.”

“He won’t understand.”

“Happily married people shouldn’t feel this way.”

Sexual communication is an especially risky and difficult skill for many of us, particularly those of us who learned little more than the missionary position when we were young. That’s where bookmarking can help.

Here’s what to do.

First, read this book slowly. Stop each time your juices get flowing and you want to make mad, passionate love to your partner. Do it. If the book does nothing more than stimulate nights of good sex, that’s great. But there’s a lot more.

When you reach a section of this book that intrigues you, put a bookmark in it. The section might contain a story you’d like to tell in the dark as a prelude to lovemaking or a fantasy you’d like to act out. You might find an activity you’d like to try, or even a new location or position for sex.

Now, here’s the difficult part. Give the book to your partner—quickly, before you change your mind. Be brave. Sure it’s risky, but the rewards are so marvelous.

Second, partner, you received this book from someone you care about. Read it with an open mind, and when you come to the bookmark, remember this: Someone’s trying to tell you something wonderful. He’s saying, “I want to play with you, not with anyone else.” Or she’s saying, “Share the fun and fantasy with me. Tell me that you’d enjoy the activity I’ve marked or move the bookmark to something you’d like to try instead. But let’s communicate.”

Maybe the section that your partner has bookmarked isn’t your cup of tea. Maybe it’s the last thing you’ve ever pictured yourself doing. That’s okay. Move the bookmark. Select something else, something you think might be pleasurable, like an erotic massage or, like Warren, making love in the living room. Give the book back to your partner and wait. Hooray. You’ve just begun a dialogue.

Third, when you’ve selected something you’d both love to try, relax. You still may not have talked about it, but that’s okay. You’ve communicated. Now, get into the evening. Since nothing ruins a good mood like being cold, turn the heat up. If you like and you don’t have to drive later, have some whiskey, wine, or a beer. I suggest, however, that you use alcohol in moderation, because too much inhibits lovemaking. You don’t want to fall asleep just when things are getting good.

Have a good supply of condoms on hand—for safe sex, contraception, for anal sex, or for the fun of the different feel of ribbed or prelubricated ones. Just have them; don’t make value judgments. Be loose and open-minded.

Send the kids to the movies for the evening or ship them off to their grandparents’ house for an overnight.

Let’s take a moment to understand why you’re getting rid of the kids. Contrary to what you’re probably thinking, it’s not so that they don’t know what you’re doing. When you feel they are old enough to understand, certainly before they are sexually active, teach your children that any consensual sex is okay. Help them to learn the difference between off-center sex between two consenting partners and date rape, forcing a partner to do something that she or he doesn’t want to. Teach your children that no always means no.

So why are you getting rid of the children? For sex to be truly relaxed, you need privacy. Nothing ruins a good mood like a little voice asking, “Can I get into bed with you?” just at the wrong moment.

And realize that kids are usually more knowledgeable than we give them credit for. There’s an old joke about a little eight-year-old boy who goes into the bathroom for a drink of water in the middle of the night. He stumbles upon his father putting on a condom. “Whatcha doin’, Daddy?” the kid asks.

Totally flustered, the father answers with the first thing that comes into his mind. “I’m catching mice,” he says.

“Gonna fuck ’em when ya catch ’em, Daddy?”

Enough said.

Fourth, don’t get too exotic all at once. Start small, maybe with something simple like Warren and Pam did, or get into fantasies by playing Let’s Tell Stories, described in Chapter 5.

You might want to play with some of the toys that are already around the house, like mirrors or water pistols. Or look through a catalog and imagine what some of the toys would feel like. If you feel adventurous, order something together. Whatever you do, play.

And forget about winners and losers. There are none. At the end of the movie War Games, the computer has figured out that in tic-tac-toe, if played correctly, no one ever wins. When it tries a war game, it states: “A strange game. The only winning move is not to play.” With sex games, while it’s true that there’s some risk in playing, you always lose if you never play.

Fifth, whatever new activity you venture into, send warm, fuzzy messages to let your partner know that everything’s okay. Purr, moan, use your body. If you’re not enjoying whatever’s happening, tell your partner that, too. Communicate. Sex must never become an endurance contest. But if you reject an idea, let your partner know that it’s the idea you didn’t enjoy, not your partner. He or she is not a bad person for suggesting something you didn’t enjoy. Your partner took a great risk. Make it pay off by suggesting something different that you would enjoy.

There are some new ideas in this book. Others are merely new versions of old themes. If some of the ideas are repugnant to you, skip them and move on. There’s something here for everyone.

If you don’t want to play a new game but would like to begin by merely sharing a story with your partner instead, there are several bedtime stories in the chapter entitled “Let’s Pretend” on. Read silently together or read aloud.

If you don’t find your favorite fantasy here, use the material in Chapter 5 to create your own story, mentioning a new sexual activity to your partner via an innocent reference in a story. Whatever the activity, mainstream or way off-center, check your partner’s body language carefully to gauge his or her reaction. You may be pleasantly surprised.

Some of the “games” suggested in this book aren’t games at all, just imaginative activities for the sexually active. Some are merely ways to suggest something new. Some stories depict activities that you may have been doing for a long time. Great.

Some ideas here may seem dumb to you. For example, you can’t imagine yourself tied to a chair and being teased with a feather. Not your thing. Fine. But it’s somebody’s thing, I can assure you.

Just remember: Anything agreed upon by two consenting adults is okay.

“I get so embarrassed. What if I have to laugh or giggle?”

I get embarrassed, too, but, like Pam in the opening story, it’s a delicious embarrassment. And if I have the urge to giggle, I do. Laughter is wonderful, even at the most intimate moments.

A few warnings before we begin. In this book, I use graphic language to describe lovemaking. I don’t use clinical terms such as vulva and penile insertion, nor do I use euphemisms like love nest or maleness. Personally, I can’t abide such phrases as, “He put his erect member into her hungry sex.” So I use cunt, cock, pussy, and other common expressions.

By the way, if you’ve never used words like these, if you’ve never said, “Please fuck me,” or “I want to feel your hot cock deep inside my wet pussy,” that can be exciting in and of itself. What’s more, “forcing” your partner to say them during lovemaking can be very erotic.

Please note also that I use the words he and she interchangeably. Nothing suggested is a “male thing” or a “female thing.” He may want to dress up as a male stripper or she may want to use a dildo on her partner’s ass. Control can be given to either sex by the other. So I’ve been as open-minded about gender as possible. You should do likewise.

One last point. This book is not for people with serious sexual problems. If you are having difficulties that can’t be talked out or if things are happening that you can’t stop but don’t enjoy, you may need help. Don’t hesitate to seek professional assistance.

Okay. Now that we’ve agreed on the basics, it’s time to begin playing games and using toys.

Turn the page and come play with me.



 


1

LET’S PLAY FOR FORFEITS

    Why play games? People play for fun, to experiment and to communicate.

You may have already seen or played some of the computer sex games on the market. One of the first and possibly the most famous is Leisure Suit Larry, an adventure-type game in which Larry tries and tries to get laid. At one point, when he has finally gotten into bed with a prostitute, if he doesn’t use a condom, he contracts a serious disease and dies. I’ve never actually seen it, but I’m told that when you type in “Fuck you,” the machine tells you, “You can’t do that . . . yet.” Sex games are here to stay.

So you might want to play a game. A first step might be to play a common game for a forfeit, as Pam and Warren did. So let’s start there.

There are many ways to use forfeits. Use them to suggest an activity you’ve always wanted to try or to encourage your partner to communicate with you. Suggest what you want “in jest,” but remember that many a truth is spoken in jest. If your partner mentions something, then backs away, saying, “Just kidding,” use your antennae. Maybe he or she is suggesting something you both might enjoy.

Forfeits can be used to play control games. As your partner’s forfeit, you can insist that he be your slave for an hour, then “force” him to do some of the things you’ve always wanted. Or make him lie still while you do things to his “helpless” body. These are common control fantasies that can be translated into games. They’re so common and exist in so many forms that I’ve saved control games for an entirely separate chapter.

For now, let’s see what happened to a few people who used forfeits to embark on new adventures.


FRAN AND MARK’S STORY

Fran and her husband, Mark, had been playing Yahtzee for forfeits for a few months. As a matter of fact, it had become a Friday-night ritual. Once their teenaged daughter had left for her job at the mall and their son had gone to his basketball game, they took out the dice and played six games. After six games, the one with fewer total points owed the winner a forfeit.

Over the months, they had ventured into a number of only slightly off-center areas. Fran had enjoyed evenings of being rubbed with body lotion and, one particularly interesting evening, of having Mark wait on her for an hour. Mark, on the other hand, had finally been brave enough to ask Fran to touch his cock, and, much to Fran’s surprise, she had learned that she enjoyed giving her husband pleasure in this way.

This evening, when Mark, the official scorekeeper, added the points, the six-game tournament had ended in a tie. “One game,” he said with a smirk. “Winner takes all.”

Thanks to a lucky throw of five sixes, Mark won. “I want to take my forfeit differently tonight,” he said. “I want to lie in bed, cuddle, and make love leisurely. Then, at some moment, I’ll pick a forfeit and tell you what it will be. Okay?”

“Sure,” Fran said. “You’re tonight’s big winner.”

Fran and Mark cleaned up the remains of their game, put the front porch light on for the kids, and took their wineglasses and the remaining quarter of a bottle up to the bedroom. Fran washed up and changed into her most revealing nightgown while Mark brushed his teeth, stripped down, and put on a pair of pajama bottoms, all he ever wore to bed.

Mark and his wife climbed into bed and flipped on the TV. “How about a little Playboy Channel to warm up?” Mark asked. Fran pressed the appropriate numbers on the remote control and a video of a man kneeling between a woman’s legs, licking her pussy with long, wet strokes, appeared. The camera was alternately focusing on her face and his mouth.

“You know in these movies, the woman never looks like she’s having any fun,” Mark said. “She just looks bored. But he seems to be having fun.” Mark could feel himself getting hard. He’d love to do that to Fran, but he didn’t think she’d enjoy it. Maybe he could use his forfeit. . . .

After some inane conversation and scene switching, the picture changed. Now, a man was fucking a woman from behind. He wasn’t fucking her in the anus. Rather, his penis was lodged firmly in the woman’s cunt, but he had entered her from behind, curled against her back spoon-fashion. Mark’s body reacted immediately. That position seemed so tame in comparison with some of the more outlandish things people did in those movies, but making love to his wife that way had been a secret dream of his for a long time. It seemed so animal-like somehow. But he wanted it. Could he use his forfeit?

They watched the movie for a while, both getting hotter and hotter. “I really like these ridiculous movies,” Fran said. “They’re so predictable and they have no story to speak of, but watching people fuck always gets my juices flowing.”

“I don’t know how those guys do it,” Mark said, trying to make conversation while working up the nerve to ask for what he wanted. “I couldn’t get an erection with three dozen technicians watching.”

“Maybe that’s why they use the same few guys over and over,” Fran said. “Women, on the other hand, can get turned on or not; it doesn’t matter. A little lubricant, if necessary, and shazaam.” She snuggled closer to Mark’s body. “Me, I get turned on just thinking about making love with you.”

While the movie played in the background, Mark nuzzled Fran’s neck and nibbled on the tender skin where her shoulder joined her neck. “You’re delicious,” he said.

Mark nibbled a line up Fran’s neck until he reached her ear. He licked the lobe, then sucked it into his mouth. He felt Fran’s body react to the gentle suction. “Mmm,” he purred, “you taste so good.”

He released the pressure and then alternately licked the inside of Fran’s ear and nipped on her earlobe. He slid his hand up Fran’s rib cage and circled her lace-covered breast with the tip of his finger. “Oh, baby,” he said. He pulled himself up on one elbow and nibbled his way along Fran’s jawline toward her mouth. As Mark’s fingers teased his wife’s breast, his lips teased her mouth. He took his time, feeling his wife’s heat increase.

When he felt her body writhe with need, he tightened his fingers and pinched her tight nipple. “Oh God,” she said, “you make me so hot.” She rubbed her hip against Mark’s hard cock, which was pressed against her side. “I want you so much. Fuck me good.”

He was going to do it. “I want my forfeit now,” Mark said. “Something I’ve always wanted but never have been able to ask for.”

Fran’s ears perked up. “Tell me,” she whispered. “Tell me, baby. Please tell me how to make you happy.”

Without a word, he turned her body away from him and slid her nightgown up to her waist. “I want you this way.” He rubbed his hard cock against the cleavage between her buttocks.

Fran sighed. “I don’t think I’m ready for ass-fucking,” she said, sorry that she couldn’t do what he wanted. But she really wasn’t ready for anal sex, even for Mark.

“That’s not what I had in mind. Trust me, baby. Please.”

Fran’s body relaxed. She did trust her husband—completely. He would never do anything to hurt her and he would always stop if she asked. “It’s your forfeit,” she purred. “I am your dutiful slave.”

Mark slid his cock into the cleft between Fran’s thighs and felt her wetness. He didn’t remember ever being so excited. He was really going to do it. He had fantasized about making love to his wife this way for so long.

He reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock. Slowly, so slowly, he rubbed it in and out of the cleft, feeling her juices wet his penis. “Curl up,” he growled, “and let me fuck you this way.”

Fran pulled her knees up toward her chest and arched her back. She felt the tip of Mark’s cock against her opening. “Oh yes, baby,” she purred, “do it. Do it now.”

Mark rammed his erection deep into Fran’s pussy and took her breast in his hand. Kneading her tit and nipping at her neck, he hammered into her until he came, smothering his scream against her back.

Mark had climaxed, but Fran wasn’t satisfied. Her body was hot and hungry, and she knew exactly what she wanted. Now that Mark had taken the risk and asked for what he wanted, she would do the same. As she lay pressed against her husband, she knew she couldn’t voice her desires, but she could ask another way.

A few moments later, as his breathing calmed, Mark felt Fran’s hand take his and slide it around her body and between her legs. “I need you,” she murmured.

“Oh yes, baby,” Mark said, rubbing her clit. “Don’t move.” As he rubbed her clit with his semi-erect penis still inside of her, he felt her body show him the rhythm she wanted. He drew Fran’s earlobe into his mouth and sucked in the same rhythm as his finger was using on her clit.

“Just like that,” she said, her breathing rapid and shallow. “Don’t stop. I’m going to come.” Without moving her hips, she let her orgasm flow down her channel and felt it squeeze Mark’s cock.

“Oh, darling,” Mark said. “I’ve never felt anything like this.” His cock was being massaged with waves of muscle contractions. Since his body was satisfied, he could lie still and feel his wife’s climax. It seemed to go on for minutes.

When they had both calmed, Mark slowly withdrew his penis from Fran’s body and held her close. “That was sensational,” he whispered.

“Ummmm” was Fran’s only response. She hesitated, then asked, “Was fucking me from behind something you had wanted for a long time?”

Mark was so embarrassed, he could only nod.

“You feel good fucking me that way,” Fran said, remembering her climax, “and you were so hot.” She swallowed hard. “And I wanted you to touch me. It was so good when you stroked me. It’s too bad it’s taken so long for us to find new things we enjoy.”

“Yeah, it sure is. I didn’t expect it to be so easy.”

“Me, neither. Are there any other evil ideas lurking in the back of that brain of yours?” The way she purred the word evil made Mark’s penis jerk.

“Well . . .” he grinned. “But they’re so hard to talk about.”

“Well, we’ll just have to act some of them out, won’t we? Maybe I’ll use my next forfeit to convince you to do something truly evil to me.”

Mark grinned. “Yeah, maybe.”


CONNIE AND SCOTT’S STORY

“I don’t believe this,” Scott said as he added up the value of the cards left in his hand. “You’ve had the most amazing luck tonight.”

“Not luck,” his wife, Connie, said with a laugh, “skill. So what’s the damage?”

“Another fifty-three points.” He calculated the final score on the pad next to his beer glass. “At ten cents a point, the total is . . .”

“Yessss?”

“I owe you three-hundred seventy-two dollars and sixty cents.”

“Wow. That’s the most I’ve won in any evening since we’ve been playing. Maybe I’ll just take it out in trade.” Connie winked.

“What?” Suddenly Scott perked up. “Like what kind of trade?”

“I was just joking, dear,” Connie said. “Just add my winnings to our running score and let’s get to bed.”

“Not so fast,” Scott said. Connie had a kind of sexy glint in her eye he hadn’t seen in quite a while. “Like what kind of trade?”

“Oh, it’s nothing. I was just thinking . . .”

“Come on. I owe you a fortune just for tonight. Why don’t you give me a chance to work it off?”

“I’d love a hot bath. Maybe you could work off the debt by running one for me, bath salts and all.”

“How much would a bath be worth?” Scott asked, his mind whirling furiously. Since Melissa’s birth, their sex life had been very quiet. Here was an opportunity for some old-fashioned fun, and he didn’t intend to let it get away.

“Let’s say one hundred dollars.”

“And for another hundred, I’ll clean up after our game and do the dishes.”

“Done.”

“And don’t move until I’m ready.”

“But I’ve got to check on the baby.”

“Okay, check on the baby, then meet me in the bathroom.”

Scott got up, rinsed the plates and glasses left over from their late dinner, and put them in the dishwasher. Then he started the hot water running in the big double tub in the bathroom and added two scoops of his wife’s favorite lavender bath salts. He took the space heater from the bathroom closet and turned it on to heat the room.

As the tub filled, Scott pulled off his sneakers and socks, then his sweatshirt and sweatpants. Dressed only in his jockey shorts, he called, “You almost ready?”

“Coming.” The bathroom door opened and Connie came in wearing her slinkiest negligee. “Baby’s sound asleep.” She put the portable receiver from the baby’s intercom system on the bathroom counter. “That bath looks wonderful.” She looked her husband’s body over. “You do, too.”

Scott reached for her. “Forget the bath, gorgeous, and let’s go into the bedroom.”

Connie squirmed away. “Not on your life. You owe me a bath and I intend to collect. Did you load the dishwasher?”

“Sure did. Let’s see.” Scott calculated. “That reduces my indebtedness to one hundred seventy-two sixty.”

Connie dropped her negligee and stepped, beautifully naked, into the sudsy water. “Wonderful!” She sighed as she sank into the tub. “Now, for ten dollars, rub my neck.”

Scott bent over the back of the tub and touched his wife’s shoulders. “Yipes,” she yelped. “Your hands are freezing. Soak them in the hot water and get them warm first.” Dutifully, Scott dipped his hands into the water but, under the bubbles, he laid his palm on Connie’s stomach.

“Not fair,” she squealed. Playfully, she sprayed water in his face.

“Okay, okay,” Scott said. He soaked his hands until the skin was warm, then began to knead Connie’s shoulders. Digging his thumbs into the muscles of her upper back, he felt her relax.

“That’s wonderful,” she said. “Rub lower down my back.”

“Another ten bucks.” When she nodded, he said, “Lean forward.” As he felt her respond, Scott slid his soapy hands lower, into the small of her back, under the water.

“Yeah, that’s good.”

“For another hundred dollars of the debt I owe you, I’ll give you an all-over dry-down.”

Connie saw the lust on his face and quickly agreed. She swiftly soaped her body, used the hand-held shower spray to rinse herself, stood up, and stepped, dripping, out of the tub. “Okay. Dry me off.”

Scott took a thick bath towel from the rod and leisurely rubbed it over Connie’s body. Then he blew a stream of cool air over one breast and watched her nipple contract. “Not fair.” She giggled.

“Who said anything about fair?” He grabbed her around the waist. “Turn around.” Instead of the bath towel, he reached for a small facecloth and rubbed it over Connie’s back. Then he slid the cloth up the backs of her thighs and between her cheeks. Up and down, he massaged that tender area. He watched as Connie’s head fell back and her breathing deepened.

He used his tongue to lick one last drop of water from the small of his wife’s back, then said, “Now turn around.”

Scott squatted and rubbed the cloth over the instep of Connie’s right foot. Then he carefully ran the cloth between each toe. Connie giggled and grabbed the towel rod. “That tickles.”

Scott stood up and folded the big bath towel on the edge of the tub. “Sit down.”

Naked, Connie sat on the edge of the tub and Scott sat on the fluffy bath mat. “Are you warm enough?” he asked. Connie glanced at the heater and smiled. “Warm as toast.”

“Good.” He again lifted her right foot and resumed drying it, pressing just hard enough so that it wouldn’t tickle. When he was done, he said, “Now the other.”

“But it’s dry now,” Connie said.

Scott lifted her left foot and put her big toe in his mouth. He sucked her toe, drawing on it as though he were suckling one of her nipples. “Now it’s wet again.”

For long, luxurious minutes, he alternately wet a toe and dried it. As he shifted back to her right foot, Connie was amazed how wet her pussy was becoming. “That’s so sexy, Scott.”

Scott put her foot down and rubbed the facecloth up the inside of her lower leg and across the back of her knee. His eyes were on his wife’s face, watching the pleasure so obvious there.

With feather-soft strokes, he dusted the cloth back and forth over the backs of Connie’s knees. “Oh, honey,” he purred, “does that feel good?”

“It feels wonderful. Don’t stop.”

“Another hundred off my debt?”

“You drive a hard bargain.” She looked down at her husband’s erection, large and hard between his thighs, and grinned. “Very hard indeed.”

“Deal?”

“Deal.”

Slowly, he stroked the cloth up the insides of Connie’s thighs, then back toward her knees. He bent over and licked the tender flesh inside her right thigh, then blew on the wet spot. Before Connie could react, he dried the area, only to do the same thing to the inside of her left leg.

“This one’s free of charge,” he said as he leaned forward and suckled her nipple. As he had with her thighs, he alternately licked and suckled her nipple, blew on the moist skin, then dried it off with light strokes of the facecloth. He repeated his ministrations on her other breast.

“Oh, Scott,” she purred, “you make me so hot. Let’s go into the bedroom and finish this right.”

“Not so fast,” Scott said. “I’m not done.” He looked down. “You’re not dry yet . . . all over. Spread your legs so I can dry you thoroughly.”

Connie looked puzzled, then grinned. She dutifully separated her knees. When he said, “Wider,” she obliged, opening herself to him.

“Now, as I was doing.” Scott softly brushed the cloth over the hot flesh on her upper thighs, then over her pussy lips. He leaned forward, stuck his tongue out, and flicked the tip over Connie’s clit. “Oh God,” she said. “I’m so hot that if you do that, I’ll come right here.”

“And if I stop?”

“I’ll fall apart. Don’t stop.”

“Another hundred.”

Continuing with the pretense of his indebtedness to her, Connie nodded. “Oh yes, do it.”

With long strokes of his tongue, Scott licked Connie’s pussy. Then he licked at the inside of her inner lips and slowly swirled his tongue deep inside. He pulled out and drove in again. Over and over, he licked her clit, then fucked her cunt with his tongue. He felt the juices flow from her body, and, suddenly, she reached down and pressed his mouth firmly against her cunt. “Yes . . .” she screamed as she came. “That’s so good.”

As Connie sat on the edge of the tub with her husband’s arms around her waist and his head resting in her lap, it took several minutes for her body to calm down. “Wow. That was sensational.”

“It sure was.”

Connie looked down at Scott’s hard cock. “But you haven’t come yet,” she said.

Scott sat back on his haunches and silently ticked off some numbers on his fingers. “Let’s see. You spent twenty dollars on a back rub, one hundred on a dry-down, and there were two one-hundred-dollar ‘Don’t stop’s.’ That’s three hundred and twenty dollars. As I calculate this,” he said, “you now owe me roughly one hundred and fifty bucks.”

Connie thought a moment, then smiled and nodded. “That’s about right. Got any ideas about how I could work off my debt?”

“Lots, my dear. I have lots of wonderful ideas.”


JIM AND CHRISTY’S STORY

“Pennsylvania Avenue with a hotel. That’s fourteen hundred dollars you owe me.” Jim looked across the Monopoly board at his wife. “Come on, pay up. Pay up.”

Christy counted her money. “I only have two hundred and seventy-five. I can sell the houses I have left on my Orange properties, but those are my only chance to get back in the game.” She shrugged. “I guess the game’s over.” Reluctantly, she started to put her few remaining bills back into the game’s box.

“Wait, wait. I’ll give you a chance to catch up. Five hundred dollars a garment. We can call it strip Monopoly.”

Christy and Jim had an active and creative sex life and they had occasionally played strip poker as a prelude to lovemaking, but not recently. Lately, things had been somewhat tame. Jim realized that this was a good time to spice things up again.

Christy thought about their two young children, both heavy sleepers, and realized they probably wouldn’t be disturbed. Strip Monopoly. Sounds like a great start for a fun evening.

“Five hundred dollars for each thing I’m wearing?”

“Same rules as always,” Jim said, removing his shoes, socks, and wristwatch. “Only actual clothes count.”

“Make it one piece of clothing per fine and it’s a deal.” Christy saw her husband nod. She quickly removed her tennis shoes, socks, and her watch. With a wink, Christy pulled her sweater off over her head. As usual, Jim enjoyed the sight of his wife’s ample breasts filling her bra.

“All right.” Christy laughed. “That pays me up for now. Stop ogling and throw the dice.”

The game progressed for a while, then Christy landed on Chance and drew a card. “Advance to Illinois Avenue,” she read. “That’s yours, and with a hotel.”

“Eleven hundred dollars. Got any money?”

“Not enough,” Christy said, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Got any other ideas?”

“Your bra.”

She wasn’t going to make this too easy. The fun was in the anticipation. “Settle for my jeans and you’ve got a deal.”

“Is this a negotiation?”Jim asked.

“Take my jeans, or we have to end the game.”

“Okay, I’ll take the jeans.”

During the next few rounds, it looked like the tide was turning. Christy collected a few rents, but then she landed in jail. On her next throw, however, she got out of jail and then again landed on Illinois Avenue. Without asking, Christy stood up, reached behind her, and unsnapped her bra. With exaggerated thrusting of her breasts, she removed the tiny garment and handed it to her husband. Wearing only brief bikini panties, she sat back down and handed the dice to Jim.

As the game progressed, Christy deliberately spent any rent money she collected on houses and hotels so that, if she landed on any of Jim’s properties, she’d be broke. She knew a good idea when she saw one, so winning the game was the furthest thing from her mind.

Fortunately for both players, Christy’s bad luck continued. Soon her panties joined her bra. Now totally naked, she said, “I wonder what happens if I land on any other of your properties now.”

A few throws later, Jim landed on one of Christy’s hotels and Christy refused money. “I want your sweatshirt instead.” Jim agreed and quickly removed his shirt.

As they played, the sexual tension increased. Jim frequently shifted his position to ease the pressure in his jeans and Christy sat with her legs curled under her to keep her wet body away from the sofa she was sitting on.

Christy threw the dice and advanced her tiny shoe marker around the board. Jim grinned as her marker stopped. “That’s St. Charles Place. Seven hundred and fifty dollars,” Jim said, “and you seem to be out of clothes. I need to figure out a suitable forfeit.” How did that thought escape his mouth? He’d been thinking it, but suddenly it was said.

“Forfeit?” Christy was amazed and delighted at her husband’s creativity. She’d certainly go along, and she let her expression show her willingness. “Like what?”

“I’ll pour you a soda while I try to think of something suitable.”

Quickly, Christy got up and boosted the thermostat. As she heard the heat come on, she sat back on the sofa and looked at the Monopoly board on the coffee table. Forfeits, she thought. How delicious. It opened so many possibilities.

As he poured soda into two glasses, Jim thought about the forfeit. He could be real tame and have her give him a back rub or kiss him. He could even have her suck his cock, something he’d always wanted. As he thought, he realized that now he had the opportunity to ask for things he’d always wanted. But did he dare?

He walked back into the living room and saw Christy stretched out on the sofa. “Come on,” she said, making it obvious with her voice and her body language that she was willing to go along with whatever Jim suggested.

Jim sat on the end of the sofa near his wife’s feet and set the two glasses on the coffee table. “I’ve decided on your forfeit,” he said, his voice husky. “I want to watch you touch yourself.”

She had expected a variety of things, but not this. She didn’t know that watching her was something that would give Jim pleasure. Christy raised an eyebrow and adjusted her body so Jim could see her wet pussy. She slid her fingers downward through her pubic hair. “You mean like this?”

Jim merely nodded. Slowly, Christy moved her fingers over her wet, swollen flesh, her eyes never leaving her husband’s face. He had a look of pure bliss in his eyes that she’d seen only a few times before. One more way to give him pleasure, she realized, and not only now but at other times.

Jim watched and shuddered. Then he cleared his throat. “That’s enough,” he said. He turned back to the board. “My turn.”

He threw the dice and landed on Chance. “You’ve been elected chairman of the board. Pay each player fifty dollars.” He started to count out the cash.

“I don’t want the money. I want your jeans instead.”

“Hmmm. Fifty-dollar jeans.” After a moment’s pause, Jim stood up and pulled off his jeans, trying to hide the huge bulge in his jockey shorts.

Money forgotten, the game continued. Soon, Jim had lost his shorts and sat on the sofa naked and obviously excited. This time, it was Jim’s luck to land on one of Christy’s properties with a hotel. The subject of money didn’t even come up.

“You owe me a forfeit,” Christy said. “And I believe your idea will work for me, too.”

“My idea?”

“I want to watch you touch yourself.”

Jim’s face turned beet red. “You what?”

“I want to watch you touch yourself. You wanted to watch me, and I could tell by your face that it was a turnon. Now I want the same pleasure.”

“It never occurred to me that you would want something like that.”

“Me, neither,” Christy said with a smile, “but you’re stalling. Wrap your hand around your cock and run your hand up and down.”

Jim’s hands were shaking. “I’m really embarrassed.”

“I know. I was, too. But that’s part of the fun. I’m assuming that yours is the sexy kind of embarrassment that I felt.”

Jim grinned. “I guess it is.” Tentatively, he wrapped his hands around his erect cock and lightly slid his hand toward the tip. He tried not to enjoy the feeling too much, but he was very aroused. He closed his eyes and flowed with the wonderful sensations.

After a few moments, Christy realized that Jim was so excited that he might climax at any moment. “Not yet,” she said. “Stop what you’re doing right now.”

Jim dropped his hand, a guilty expression on his face.

“Sometime, I want to watch you do that until you come,” Christy said. “But not right now.” She threw the dice and, to her delight, landed on Illinois Avenue yet again. “Let’s make this for one last forfeit, this time in the bedroom.” She blew him a kiss. “Think carefully about what you want. I’m game for anything.”

While they cleaned up the game, Jim thought about the forfeit. He knew what he wanted. All he had to do was ask. Together, they gathered their clothes and walked upstairs.

In the bedroom, Christy stretched out on the bed, gloriously naked. She knew Jim was hesitating. There was something he wanted to ask for, but it was so hard for him to make the suggestion.

“I can tell from your face that you’re thinking about something wonderfully naughty,” Christy said. “I’d love to know what it is.”

“It’s hard for me to talk about some things.”

“Please . . .”

“I want to watch you use your vibrator to make yourself come.”

Christy was flabbergasted but delighted. “I’d love to do that for you, if that’s what you want. Would you stroke yourself at the same time so I can watch?”

Words wouldn’t come out of Jim’s mouth, so he merely nodded. Christy reached into the back of her bedside table drawer and found the plastic case. They had bought the vibrator from a catalog a few years earlier, then played with it a few times while they made love. Recently, it had gathered dust in the back of Christy’s drawer. Christy plugged the toy in and flipped the switch. The familiar hum filled the room. She flicked it off again.

Christy put one leg on each side of Jim so he could get a good look at her pussy, reached down between her legs, and used her fingers to spread her juices around slowly. “I have to get my body very wet so the vibrator will slide around.” She had to do no such thing, but she was enjoying watching Jim’s eyes fixed on her fingers.

“I’m so wet,” she purred. “I guess it’s time for the show now.” She turned the vibrator on and slowly slid the tip through her pubic hair. “Don’t forget. You have to touch your big hard cock for me,” she murmured.

As Jim watched the vibrator slip between his wife’s legs, he wrapped his hand around his engorged cock and began to stroke himself. He knew that he wouldn’t be able to hold back for long, and suddenly, embarrassing as it was, he wanted Christy to see him come all over his hand.

As Christy watched the look of bliss spread over her husband’s face, she relaxed and let the vibrator touch her clit. It took only seconds before she felt the familiar tightening in her belly. “I’m going to come,” she cried. “Right now.” Waves of orgasm washed over her and she flipped the machine off. She opened her eyes and saw Jim stroking his rigid penis.
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